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Chapter One

“I’m telling ya, this hypnosis stuff really works,” my boss said to me.

I nodded along, only half listening.

We were having lunch together. He was paying, so I didn’t hold it against him when the conversation swerved into self-help pseudo-science. Truth be told, it was a pleasant distraction. My morning at the office had been consumed by a barrage of candidate interviews for a new assistant. I hated holding interviews. Asking the same questions over and over again. Mentally putting people into the ‘maybe’ or ‘hell no’ pile while wearing the same fake smile as I tell them that I’ll be in touch. They leave the office looking wide eyed and hopeful. Then I’m forced to crush that hope in a brief but polite email.

Maybe the problem was with me? That I’m just too picky when it comes to assistants. My last one, Mary, had been a lifesaver many times. We’d worked closely together for years, day in and day out. When she left, I’d sincerely wished her the best. It was only later that I realized how hard she would be to replace.

“Are you still moping about your assistant?” My boss asked with a knowing look.

Richard was the youngest vice president the company had ever had at forty-four. He had a vibrant, youthful energy that made me gravitate towards him. He was my mentor, my friend, and with his help, I’d become the top sales executive in my division.

“I’m telling you, Michael, give them the recording. It’s the best training tool I’ve ever seen. The difference with my assistant is night and day. A complete transformation. All they have to do is have it play in the background while they sleep.”

I rolled my eyes, but his sales pitch had worn me down. “Fine, email it to me. Though I still need to get an assistant first in order to give them this amazing recording.”

“You still haven’t hired someone?”

I shook my head.

This prompted Richard to dive into a speech about the importance of training and experience. That it was unlikely and unfair to expect the perfect person to just walk in the door. Instead, he suggested that I look for a diamond in the rough. Someone with the right personality and ability to learn that could then be molded into an exceptional employee through training.

“But enough about business,” he said, suddenly desiring a change of topic. “We came out here to get away from the office and now I’m starting to bring it with me wherever I go.”

“I know the feeling,” I joked.

“Well, how’s the single life treating you?”

“Terrible. I haven’t been on a date in months. Usually because I’m working all the time since I have to juggle Mary’s responsibilities with my own until I hire someone. But on those rare times when I do go out with someone, we never seem to connect. There just never seems to be a spark.”

“It sounds like you need a vacation.”

“Oh, bragging now, are we?” I asked, with an eyebrow raised, pretending to look offended.

Richard was about to leave on a trip with his girlfriend. He was going completely off the grid. No phones or even an address. It sounded a little extreme, but then he told me about the times work would find him. In one of them, he was in the Bahamas, lying on a beach, when the phone rang. Answering it resulted in him being pulled into an emergency meeting that lasted over five hours. Never again he told me after that.

The rest of the lunch went by smoothly. I had little to offer and preferred hearing about his vacation plans. At the end of the meal, he once again reminded me to give the hypnosis tape to whoever I hired. I said I would, but truthfully, I wasn’t sure if I was even going to hire someone today.

Once I’d gotten back to the office, it was time for the next wave of interviews until the day was over. I’m sure I can make it.

But by three thirty, I had checked my watch at least fifty times. There was still one hour left before I can justify going home. The days like these were the ones I hated the most. Where time would just drag on.

I looked around at the corner office I was stuck in. It was more comfortable than most, with its own bathroom and a couch to take naps on, but even with all that, I still wanted to go home. There’s just something more final and complete about being at home. A true end point to signal that the workday is over.

But dreaming about leaving would have to wait. I glanced at my office door and a weary sigh slipped out. Behind it sat the final three candidates for today. Perhaps one of them would become my new executive assistant? Richard is probably right. I am being too picky. Think diamond in the rough and be open to new ideas.

I put on my best fake smile and went out to greet the next candidate.

All three of them were right outside the door, sitting in chairs, waiting for their name to be called. All men in their twenties wearing suits. But each with a different demeanor. The first had a buzz cut and stared off at the wall with an aggressive intensity. Sort of like a resting, angry face. Meanwhile, the second was playing a game on his phone and looked bored. He seemed like he’d rather be anywhere else than here. Finally, the third man was slender with long shaggy hair. He looked up at me with a timid eagerness. As if he was incredibly anxious while still wanting his name to be called. It seemed like he wanted to get this over with as much as I did. The long hair was a strange fashion choice for the office, but there were no rules against it and I’m not going to reject someone just because they’re unconventional.

I looked down at the resume in my hands and called the next candidate. “Spencer Peters?”

The buzz cut guy’s eyes snapped to me. He nodded and followed me into the office. Once there, I launched into the same series of questions I’d been asking the other candidates all day. It was a boring rote task. I struggled to pay attention to his answers, but I persevered because I know how hard it can be on the other side of the table. To his credit, Spencer had an answer for everything. He was ex-military, which explained his serious and intense look. Not the sort who’d be the life of the holiday Christmas party, but a hard worker who might fit the bill.

Finally, I asked him, “What made you choose our company?”

Spencer broke eye contact for the first time in twenty minutes. I’d say it was a relief, but it actually made me more concerned.

He looked back up at me and said, “when I got back home from overseas, the first thing I did was make an assessment of the local businesses. I discovered that this company is one of the largest with the highest growth potential. Which means it has one of the best paths for advancement. Starting out as an assistant seems like a great introduction to this industry.”

And a great way to jump ship for something better six months down the line.

I thanked him for his answers and said that I’d be in touch. He smiled and nodded before heading out the door, confident that he’d aced the interview.

It was true that his answers were good. I just wasn’t sure if he was the sort of person I wanted to be around all day at the office. Dedication and hard work were important, but I needed someone who could take a joke every once in a while. Someone I’d feel comfortable working side by side with. Not to mention that he wasn’t interested in being an assistant long term. I couldn’t handle another search within a year. It was just too much. I needed someone who wanted to be here for at least a couple of years.

Okay, just two more to go and then I’m home free.

My next interview was with the guy playing on his phone. Kyle Smith, twenty-three years old, with a bachelor’s degree in economics. His job history looked good. The last entry was interning at a similar place to ours.

On paper, he seemed like the perfect candidate. There was just something about him that I didn’t like. I gave my questions and watched his answers closely.

As soon as I’d called his name, Kyle put the phone down and turned on the charm.

No matter what I asked, the answers he gave were always excellent. A warm smile never left his face. Nothing fazed him. His personality was a lot warmer than the last guy which helped the interview fly by. Kyle would then ask interesting questions back about working here. He even told jokes. I was quickly warming up to him and a part of me wanted to hire him then and there, but there was something I had to know.

“So why did you apply for this job and what are you looking to get out of it?”

Kyle almost answered before I finished the question. “Well, I think this is a great industry. With great benefits and that it has a lot to offer me. For the job, I’m hoping that I can learn a lot from you.”

That might be the vaguest answer I’ve gotten all day. Just empty buzzwords. It was the complete opposite of all his other answers.

“Could you be more specific?” I pressed.

Suddenly, the smile was gone. His jaw and fists tightened. He looked like he wanted to snap at me.

Considering how boring today has been, I might have welcomed it.

Instead, I simply waited. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t being passive. Since I’d asked the question, waiting in awkward silence was actually kind of a power move.

A few moments passed, and then Kyle exploded.

“Damn it! This was supposed to be easy. They told me it was a sure thing. They said all I had to do was show up in a suit and say the right lines. I even had a script for potential questions and answers. Everything was all laid out. Such a simple plan. And all you had to do was play your part,” he said, jabbing a finger at me.

I frowned. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“They said the interview was just a formality,” he ranted.

“Who’s they?”

“Martha and Thomas Engleman. They’ve been long-time friends of the family.”

The names sounded vaguely familiar. I racked my brain for the answer. Where did I hear about them?

“They’re major shareholders in the company,” I realized.

I started to panic. How did nobody warn me about this? Why didn’t Richard say anything? But then a cold, calm feeling washed over me. Anyone could have googled their names and made up a story. Nobody told me anything about this guy, which means it's just as likely that he’s trying to play me.

“That was a nice try,” I said. “Very convincing. Maybe look into acting instead because you’ll never have a job here. Now get out.”

Kyle’s mouth hung open. He stuttered; red faced. Trying to work himself up to either a great insult or some reason for why he should still be here. I screwed up his resume into a ball and dropped it into the trash. With that, Kyle realized that it was over. He scowled and marched out the door, slamming it closed behind him.

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. Man, do I hate interviews.

There was one candidate left, and I really did not want to talk to anybody right now. Home was calling to me. I was so close to getting out of here. I should just hire the ex-army guy. That’d give me reason to tell the final candidate to leave. But then I’d be back in the same spot in twelve months, interviewing the Kyles of the world.

Fine. Let’s get this over with.

The resume of the final applicant said his name was Samuel, twenty-one and fresh out of college. I guess that explains the unusually long hair. Luckily, the office didn’t have a strict dress code, so that didn’t rule him out right away. However, his resume was quite sparse compared to the other college graduates I’d interviewed. Something to ask him about, I suppose.

In the waiting room, Sam sat in a chair nervously tapping his foot. I didn’t smile when I called him in. Just didn’t have the energy to fake it anymore.

“Right last but not least,” I said. “Is it Samuel or Sam?”

“Er… Sam,” he replied in a soft voice.

I led him inside, eager to get this over with.

As we stepped inside, his eyes widened. “Wow, this office is huge. You’ve even got your own bathroom.”

“One of the perks of being a top sales executive. You could have it someday too. I started with the company around the same age as you and now, at twenty-eight, I’ve been given this place. Though, truth be told, there’s still plenty of times where I wish I was anywhere else than here.”

“Why’s that?”

“Sometimes the job is stressful and I need to get away. As you saw with the last guy I interviewed.”

“Does that happen often?”

“Thankfully no. But that’s part of the reason for why you’re here. I’m looking for someone to help keep my work life organized and take some of the strain. To essentially make things easier for me and save me from conducting any more interviews,” I joked.

He smiled and nodded, relaxing his shoulders. Sam still seemed shy, but he was now making more eye contact with me and was no longer fidgeting with his hands.

I went through my questions. Unlike the other two candidates, Sam would fumble some of the answers or pause for too long. Sometimes I’d try to just move on to the next question. But that just made him more flustered. Then his face would go red and he would apologize. Strangely, I found it kind of cute. Watching him try his best was kind of endearing. He gave off more of an eager puppy dog look, which was certainly easier to live with than the other guy. But his experience was lacking. I still needed someone competent. A mixture of good personality and skill, as Richard would say.

I can’t hire him. Damn. It looks like the search will have to continue.

Sam must have sensed something because he squared his small shoulders and looked me right in the eye. “Please,” he said. “I’m desperate. I’ll do anything to get this job. I’ll start late, work unpaid overtime. Whatever it takes, I’ll do it.”

Whatever it takes?

It was an interesting plea. Most of the applicants aren’t quite that brutally honest about their situations, so it was admirable that Sam was. He wasn’t really up to the standard I needed, but what if I could train him to be?

Suddenly, I remembered the tape Richard had mentioned. It was an eight-hour audio file that you listen to while sleeping. He claimed that it was a self-improvement track designed to make better workers. That they would listen to it and, within a few weeks, become completely transformed. I never had time to check it out myself, but my boss had never steered me wrong before. If he said it worked, then I believed him.

“Okay, you’re hired,” I said.

Sam brightened up immediately.

“But there’s a condition. I’m sending you an audio file. It’s a self-improvement track that a lot of people in the company are using. My boss swears by it. Claims it’s a massive confidence booster. Just put it on your phone and listen to it when you go to sleep.”

“But I’ve got the job, sir?” He asked, still uncertain.

I nodded. “You do and call me Michael.”

We shook on it and I couldn’t help but notice how small and delicate his hands were compared to mine. Then, as he walked away, it became obvious that the suit he was wearing was slightly too big for him. But maybe that was just my imagination. It has been a long day.

I shut off the lights and went out to where I’d parked my car. That’s when I noticed Sam standing at the bus stop across the street. His arms crossed as he tried not to shiver from the icy wind. I felt bad for him. It could be some time until a bus arrived.

I got in my car and drove up to the bus stop. It just felt cruel to leave him there.

I pulled down the window. “Hey Sam, want a ride?” I asked.

He nodded swiftly and jumped into the passenger seat. I turned on the heating while he told me where he lived. Sam sounded worried that it was asking too much, but I told him that it was fine. The journey wasn’t too far out of my way.

The drive itself was less awkward than expected. After a few moments warming up, I discovered that we actually shared a lot of the same interests. We had the exact same taste in movies and music. He’d even gone to same college as me, which had surprised me since it wasn’t local. This prompted Sam to make fun of me for not reading his resume properly.

I laughed. “Alright, you got me. But you have no idea how many of those things I had to read. They all start to blur together after a while.”

When we got to Sam’s apartment building, he invited me up for a beer. I briefly considered turning him down, wondering if it would be inappropriate, but we were getting along so well that I couldn’t say no.

The building was nicer than what I expected a recent college graduate to have. It wasn’t fancy or anything, but it was still a hell of a lot better than what most people his age could afford. Sam noticed my look and explained that his parents were helping to pay for it.

“They didn’t want me sharing a one-room shoebox with five roommates, as my mother likes to say.”

“Well, they’ve got good sense. I’ve done the whole tiny apartment with too many roommates situation before. Trust me, it's not as character building as some people claim it is.”

As we approached Sam’s door, he stiffened at the sight of a woman leaving the apartment across the hall. She was an attractive woman in her late twenties with long, dark hair. When she saw Sam, she smiled and her eyes sparkled.

“Hey Sam,” she said, with a wave.

“Hi,” Sam squeaked. His shy awkwardness suddenly returning.

“You still good to help me out later, right?” She asked.

Sam nodded, though he didn’t look pleased about it.

“I’m Michael,” I said.

She looked at me like she just noticed I was there. “Oh sorry, I’m Beth.” There was a pause. “Well, we’re just heading out,” she added, before looking over her shoulder.

A tall, muscular man appeared in the doorway. He put his arm around Beth and kissed her on the neck while she mock protested. I glanced at Sam and saw that he was just looking at the floor. The man noticed this too and smirked.

“Make sure you do the bedroom as well,” he said to Sam.

Beth laughed. “Stop it. You’re the worst,” she said, playfully hitting him on the arm.

The man checked his watch. “We should go if we don’t want to be late.”

Beth nodded, “bye Sam. It was nice meeting you, Michael.”

They both left without waiting for a response. Sam rushed over to his door and hunched over, trying to make himself look smaller, as he searched his pockets for his key. Once we were inside, I had to ask, “what was that all about?”

“It’s nothing,” he said, quietly.

“It didn’t look like nothing.”

At first, it didn’t look like he was going to tell me. If it was too private, then I was just as willing to drop the matter. But then he took a breath and told me.

“My neighbor, Beth, keeps coming over and asking for favors. At first, it was helping her move something, which didn’t bother me. But she kept asking for me to do more stuff. Now she’s got me cleaning her apartment and taking care of her plants while she and her boyfriend go out of town.”

“So if they’re taking advantage of you, why not tell them you won’t help anymore?”

Sam went to his fridge and pulled out a couple of beers. He handed me one and said, “look can we just forget about it? It’s not a big deal.”

I agreed to say no more, though secretly, I was even more relieved that I’d given him that tape. He needs that confidence boost more than I’d initially realized. I felt bad that his neighbors were using him like that by appealing either to his good nature or taking advantage of his timidness. Either way, I hoped that the tape would help put a stop to all of that.

Sam turned on the TV and we sat down. I recalled some funny moments from college to lighten the mood. We drank. One beer quickly became many. At some point, we agreed that I’d stay over and sleep on the couch. After a few too many, Sam began to open back up. Complaining about his neighbors and the bad roommate he got stuck with in college.

I listened and let him get it all out. We commiserated, and then before he went to his bedroom, I reminded him of the tape. He rolled his eyes but said he’d do it. I laid down on the couch and quickly fell asleep.

A bird outside the window loudly cawed. I shot up, awake and confused. Where was I? This wasn’t my apartment.

Bleary-eyed, I stumbled over to the kitchen sink and splashed cold water over my face. The memories came flooding back. This was Sam’s apartment. My new assistant. I’d driven him home and then had come up for a drink.

What time is it?

There was no clock anywhere and Sam hadn’t programmed the one on his oven or microwave. I checked my pockets for my phone, but it was gone. I looked around and found it sitting on the edge of the couch. My phone said that it was late morning. The tape my boss had recommended me was paused on the screen. Had I been playing that track last night? Then I remembered telling Sam to use it. I must have pulled it up on my phone and listened to it to myself. Though I couldn’t remember any of it.

Curious, I put in some headphones and hit play. Not that I needed the confidence, but I couldn’t help but wonder how it all works. Richard bragged about it so much that there must be something special to it.

A woman’s voice greeted me as I sat back down on the couch. “Hello, and welcome to becoming the better you.”

A better you? Well, at least she’s confident. That’s a start.

“We’ll start by focusing on your breathing,” the voice continued. “Slow and steady. In and out. Feel your breath rising and falling. As you begin to feel more relaxed, try to slow that breathing down. Make each inhale and exhale a little longer. Your body is starting to feel heavy. You feel yourself sinking down deeper and deeper.”

Seems like pretty standard relaxation advice so far.

“The code word is authenticity,” she said along with a chime sound. “When you hear the word authenticity. You will transform into a girl. Your voice will become feminine and your body will change. Makeup, cute clothes, and sexy boys will be your new obsessions. Just an extroverted, confident girl who wants to look pretty and flirt with guys. You want them to find you attractive. But when you hear the word authenticity again, you will return to your previous state with no memory of what occurred before.”

What?!

This is what I gave Sam, but there must be some kind of mistake. Richard would never have given me this. Not on purpose, anyway. A cold pit opened up in my stomach. I’ve just handed my new employee a giant sexual harassment case. Sam seems like a good guy, but I’ve only known him for a day. If he goes to HR with this, then my career is over. I have to get his phone and delete that recording. With any luck, he’ll have been too drunk to remember any of it.

I went and put my ear to his bedroom door. The soft footsteps inside indicated that Sam was up and pacing around the room. For a moment, I considered bursting through the door and immediately apologizing. But I stopped myself. Who knows what Sam knew? He may never have even listened to it.

Instead, I went back to the couch and played it cool, waiting to see how he’d react. The door opened. An attractive blonde woman came out. Did Sam have a girl over after I’d passed out?

She saw me and smiled.

“Hey is…” I stopped mid-sentence. That was when I noticed it. Sam didn’t bring a girl over. He was the girl.

I tried to think of something to say, but my brain wouldn’t work. I could only stare as he came closer. My eyes taking in all the details. The long blonde hair and makeup. To the short silver dress that showed off his bare smooth legs. Sam was even wearing something that gave him the illusion of breasts.

“Hi stranger,” Sam said in a feminine voice.

He drew closer and closer. Each step making me more nervous. I should say something. I should do something.

Sam climbed onto my lap and gently pushed me back against the couch. His ruby red lips moving towards mine. An interviewer on the TV in the background said something about the importance of authenticity.

Sam stopped and pulled back, looking confused. “What? How did I get here? Did you drug me?” He asked, panicked and angry. His voice suddenly back to being more masculine.

He looked down at what he was wearing and then leaped off of me. Anger became fear. It was like he couldn’t quite comprehend what he was seeing. The tight dress he was wearing felt like a straightjacket. He pulled at it to try and get out of it. But the more he tried, the more frustrated he became.

“There’s a zipper at the back,” I pointed out.

“Of course, you’d know that,” he said, quietly.

“I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. My boss recommended this tape to me as something to help train new employees. It was just supposed to be a confidence booster. There must have been some kind of mixup and you got some tape about becoming a girl. He’d never have given me something like this on purpose. Look, we can figure out what happened to you, but first you need to calm down.”

Sam took a deep breath and nodded. He stopped struggling and meekly turned around. “Can you help me? I can’t quite reach it.”

I went over to him and unzipped his dress, revealing more pale, smooth skin underneath. From behind, he looked completely like a woman. Had his body always been like this? I thought back to our interview, but he’d been wearing a suit. Maybe he just naturally didn’t have much body hair?

Something about the tape stuck with me. The woman on it had said the code word was authenticity, and then when that guy on TV said it, Sam started freaking out. What if that was the word that activated the personality change? Richard did call it hypnosis. Which, if true, means that the tape implanted something in Sam’s mind.

To test this, I said “authenticity.”

Sam turned to me with a lustful look. “Undressing me already?” He asked, with a girly voice. “Someone’s eager. Don’t worry, I love guys who know what they want. Let’s get you out of those clothes.”

I shot to my feet and started backing away. The code word seemed to trigger a complete change within Sam. He didn’t just sound different, he moved differently. With a feminine sway in his hips and a lustful hunger in his eyes as he approached me.

“Don’t you think this is inappropriate?” I asked.

Sam stopped, puzzled. “Why? You’re not married, are you? Even if you are, I can keep a secret,” he giggled.

So he has no memory of who I am.

“Don’t you remember how I got here, Sam?”

He scrunched up his face in mild disgust. “Ew, don’t call me Sam. It’s Samantha.”

It seems like a complete alternate personality with each side not sharing memories with the other. Anything that happens now, Sam isn’t going to remember. It’s exactly as the tape said.

He was coming closer. I had to stop this before Sam forced himself on me.

“Authenticity,” I said.

Sam stopped, again looking confused about how he’d moved across the room in what felt like a split second. “It happened again?”

I nodded. “There’s a specific word that seems to activate it. Any time you hear the word, you change into a girl.”

“How do we even fix something like this?” He asked morosely.

Truthfully, I hadn’t the faintest idea, but Sam needed reassurance, so I told him we would find a way. That there must be someone else out there who had experienced the same thing and found a solution. If the hypnosis can be implanted so easily and quickly, then it stands to reason that removing it would be the same.

“Would you… would you mind staying here over the weekend to make sure I don’t encounter the code word?” He asked.

My heart swelled. Sam looked so vulnerable and nervous.

“Yes. Of course, I’ll stay.”

“Thank you,” he said, his mood brightening.

Before I could react, he rushed over and pulled me into a hug. Feeling awkward, I returned the favor. Sam wore a sweet perfume whose scent was drawing me in. Somehow, it no longer felt weird hugging a man I’d only just met in women’s clothes. He stood a head shorter than me and nestled into my chest. It felt comforting to reassure him that everything would be okay.

A few moments later, we broke apart and discussed next steps. It turns out that even Sam reading the word written down triggered the change in him. I told him that he should just avoid TV and listen to music in public until we figured out a way to reverse this. Sam nodded and quickly agreed with all of my suggestions. I think he was just mostly relieved that I wasn’t leaving him alone.

I kept to my word and spent the weekend sleeping on his couch or researching hypnosis. Contacting my boss Richard had been impossible and his assistant had no knowledge of any self improvement or hypnosis tapes. In fact, she seemed curious and pressed for more details, but I held off. What if Richard had fallen for the same mistake I had? It was better not to say anything than to risk embarrassing my boss.

Researching turned out to be a bust too. It wasn’t that we couldn’t find any information; it was the opposite. We were buried in an avalanche of research, testimonials, and techniques relating to hypnosis. I tried various recommended styles on Sam, but none seemed to take effect. Even copying direct phrases from the tape into search engines turned up nothing useful. Eventually, we decided that the best course of action was to pretend it had never happened and that the hypnosis conditioning would just fade away over time.

Sam was apprehensive when I said I had to go. But after two days on a couch, my bed was calling to me. Before I left, I assured him that this whole thing would be over in a few days. He nodded. My words seemed to bolster him and, for both our sakes, I dearly hoped that I was right.


Chapter Two

It was Monday morning. I checked my phone on the way up to my office. No messages from Sam. I’d texted him a couple of times just to check in, but his lack of response worried me. Maybe he was angry with me? It was an accident, but if I were in his shoes, then I’d blame myself for what had happened. Today was meant to be Sam’s first day of work, and I had no way of knowing whether he’d even show up or not.

When I reached my office, I stopped and frowned. That’s weird. My door was open. A tightness formed in my chest and my heart began to race. A part of me didn’t want to go in there, but other people would be coming to work soon. I couldn’t just avoid my office based on a gut instinct. I took a deep breath and calmed myself. It was probably just the cleaners forgetting to close the door. I’m being silly.

I went inside and shut the door. Being paranoid about every little thing was going to drive me crazy. Sam had promised to steer clear of the internet and the television. Plus, it's not like the word ‘authenticity’ comes up that often. As long as he avoids the trigger word, then everything should be fine.

The giant stack of paperwork sitting on my desk drowned out my fear with weariness. With a heavy sigh, I sat behind my desk and chose to deliberately ignore it. I prefer to start my day with lightly skimming emails until I’ve had my coffee. Hopefully, my new assistant will arrive soon to help me go through all this paperwork.

This gentle start to the day was rudely interrupted a moment later when I heard the faucet running in my private bathroom.

Who would dare?

I got up and knocked on the door angrily. “Who’s in there?” I demanded more loudly than was probably appropriate for the office.

“I’ll be out in a moment,” the woman said on the other side of the door.

A woman? Who was it? She didn’t sound like anyone I knew on this floor of the building. And even if she had, this was still my bathroom. My private space. She had no right to invade it like this.

I started formulating a rant in my head that involved talking to her supervisor and how inappropriate this behavior was.

The door opened, and I launched into my argument.

“Do you have any idea…”

The words died in my throat.

Of course. It was obvious, but I’d been trying hard to put it out of my mind and simply hope for the best. The woman who had just used my bathroom was Sam. Behind the door, he had sounded like a completely different person. It wouldn’t have even occurred to me that Sam could sound like that. He quickly apologized and flashed me a demure smile.

It felt like I was in a dream. Sam wore a dark dress like you’d expect at the office, makeup, heels and a long blonde wig. All of it looked so convincing that I was momentarily stunned. He mistook my hesitation for an invitation, walking towards me sensually with a gentle sway in his hips. “Sorry boss. I just wanted to use the mirror to fix my makeup,” he said in a feminine voice.

Where did he even have the time to buy makeup and learn how to use it?

“And you’re here for work?” I asked.

He laughed. “Well, that’s why you hired me.”

Sam kept advancing and, sensing a repeat of last time, I try to say the code word but he cuts me off.

“No talking,” he said.

My heart starts racing. With the make up on, he looks… beautiful. There’s no other word to describe him.

I don’t move. When Sam reaches me, we kiss. I don’t stop him. I can’t. His soft lips press against mine and my cock is now suddenly rock hard. I grab his round, girly ass and pull him closer. This feels incredible. I need more. My warm tongue massaged his and a quiet sigh escaped him. A firm hardness pressed against me. I looked down and realized that his cock was hard too. This realization made me stop and pull back. What am I doing? I’m not interested in men and I can’t have sex with my assistant. That would be an HR disaster. I should stop this. No, I have to stop this.

Sam misread my signal and got on his knees. It’s just one word, I thought to myself. He unzipped my pants. You can still come back from this. One word and it’s over. He pulled out my hard cock and licked his delicious lips. There’s still time to say the trigger word.

But I don’t, because a part of me wants this feminine man in women’s clothes to suck my dick.

His hand wraps around my cock, and I let out a soft gasp. This was wrong. He grasps my shaft firmly and begins stroking. All thoughts of stopping disappear. He gazes up at my face, eyes bright. “Hm, I know what you want,” he said.

Sam bent forward, swirled his tongue over the tip of my cock, and moaned girlishly.

“You like that baby?” she, I mean he asked. The feminine voice and appearance fooling me for a second. Despite my best intentions, I found myself nodding. Somehow, a single night with this hypnotic track had turned Sam into a girly slut. It didn’t seem possible. Was it brainwashing or just what Sam truly wanted?

Regardless of the cause, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. I was transfixed by the way her big doe eyes danced with pleasure as she worked my cock with her plump lips. My heart thundered in my chest. I was in a danger that was both terrifying and exhilarating. Despite it being early, there was a chance of someone coming in. Another assistant leaving some documents on my desk or a co-worker who saw me come in, knocking on my door for a chat. And then there was Sam. For all I know, this hypnosis stuff could wear off at any second.

Sam did something with her tongue that took the worries away.

Another low groan escaped me.

I realized that with the hypnosis in effect, no one would ever have to know about this. I looked down, watching how her thick lips were wrapped around my cock. Feeling her work my shaft with her mouth, taking all of me.

“Yeah, just like that,” I moaned.

This man was sucking my dick and it felt amazing. Her head bobbed up and down rhythmically. To my amazement, Sam seemed to have no gag reflex. In fact, she seemed to enjoy taking all of me.

I closed my eyes and felt her work me. Sucking my hard cock. She felt like a pro. My arousal building faster than I could have imagined. I felt a tinge of concern. Not yet, I thought. I didn’t want this to end right away, but if she continued at this speed, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself.

Sam seemed to sense it too. Suddenly, she slowed down. She kept one delicate but firm hand on the shaft while the other cradled my balls. I felt a small shudder and her eyes sparkled. She was the one giving pleasure, and yet she was enjoying this just as much as I was. In fact, this was all by her design. She chose to wait in the bathroom and ambush me. She planned this.

“You’re a bad girl,” I said.

She nodded.

“You wanted my cock. You were desperate for it. Hungry. It’s all you could think about?”

Another nod, this time more emphatic.

“So take it. Take it like the horny slut that you are,” I said, grabbing her head. I forced her to deep throat all of me. No longer was she in control. No more slow movements. It was time for the big finish.

Holding onto her head, I began thrusting. Fucking that pretty little mouth of hers. She moaned, and I noticed she had one hand under her skirt, rubbing her cock. Despite what she was handling under her skirt, she didn’t feel like a man. It was like that hypnosis track had caused Sam to become possessed by a woman. Maybe this isn’t gay after all. I mean anyone who looked at her could be fooled and that voice. It was indistinguishable from a woman’s. This wasn’t inappropriate sex with Sam, my assistant. This was something else entirely. Sex with Samantha was unlike anything I’d experienced before. When she’d first kneeled down, there was a hungry look in her eyes. But that look only intensified into ravenous desire as we used each other.

She moaned, and I knew by the sound that she was getting close too. Sam pulled her own cock out, rubbing it with a firm grip. There was no hiding it now, no running away from it. I tried to look away, but I couldn’t.

The arousal was building to a fever pitch. So close now. I shook in trying to hold it back. Sam moaned as she came. It was so high pitch and girly, so full of pleasure that I couldn’t stop even with the sight of her cock cumming. I stopped fucking her mouth and exploded down her throat. Load after load shooting into her.

Not content to simply sit there, Sam grabbed my cock and sucked, draining every last drop of me until I was dry. Then it was my turn to let out a content sigh. I put my cock away and attempted to put my pants on when I realized that I felt a little light headed. Without thinking, I joined Sam on the floor. Just for a moment.

We made eye contact, both smiling and giddy.

“That was… something,” I said.

Her smile grew. “Wanna do it again in fifteen minutes?”

God yes, I thought to myself. But I knew I shouldn’t. It was getting dangerously close to nine. Other people would start coming into the building soon and I couldn’t have them walk in on us. I also couldn’t leave Sam here like this.

After the deed was done, Sam looked pleased with himself, while I was more confused than ever.

I put my pants back on.

Sam gave me a curious look and asked, “so what are we going to do with the rest of the day? Oh, you could take me shopping!”

I glanced at my watch, and that was when it hit me. It was earlier than I’d thought. Most people hadn’t come into the office yet, which meant that there was still time.

“Authenticity,” I said.

Sam blinked, confusion on his face as he looked around the room. He saw my concerned expression and then groaned. “It happened again?”

I nodded. “Look, we need to get you to the studio space on the eighth floor. Luckily, you work for a fashion company. We’ve got a ton of clothes for our next fall line. Nobody will notice if we borrow an outfit.”

Sam looked down at the dress and heels he was wearing. He looked scared. “I don’t want people to see me like this.”

“We both came in early when the office was still empty. If we hurry, I bet we could make it down there without anyone seeing us.” Sam was hesitant. “It’ll be okay,” I assured him.

I held out my hand. He took it and I helped him up off the ground. It was reassuring that he didn’t wonder why he was down there in the first place, but I still felt guilty. Telling him would have to wait until we’d safely gotten him a change of clothes.

I left the office first, opening the door slightly and peeking out into the empty hallway. Once it was confirmed that there was no one here, I ushered Sam to the elevator and had him hide behind the corner.

Once the doors opened to reveal an empty elevator, I gave him the signal.

We rode down in silence. I kept impatiently checking my watch and Sam kept checking me. I gave him another reassuring smile. Inside, I was panicking. People would be coming into work around now. Some might already be in the studio.

When we reached the eighth floor, I grabbed Sam’s hand and marched him quickly to one of the store rooms.

“Okay, I don’t know how much time we’ve got, so you need to hurry. The left side has men’s clothes and the right is the women’s.”

He stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

“Would you mind?” He gestured towards the door.

Oh, right. “Not at all. I’ll be right outside if you need me.”

I went out, closed the door behind me, and let out a sigh of relief. Once he’d gotten changed, things would get easier. Another glance at my watch told me it was almost nine. Sure enough, people began to slowly trickle in.

I felt confident that nobody would be rushing straight to the storeroom. First, they’d grab a drink or head to their desks to turn on their computers. We just needed a few more minutes. How long could it take to take off a dress and throw on a shirt anyway?

“Michael?” A woman called my name.

I turned to see Lizzie standing there, coffee in hand. She was an editor for our company’s magazine. We’d hit it off a couple of years ago at a company retreat. A few too many drinks at the bar and we began sleeping together. Although once we got back home, it didn’t take many dates to see that we weren’t right for each other. We’d parted amicably and had remained friends ever since.

“What are you doing down here?” She asked.

My mind quickly scrambled for an answer and came up with a half truth. “I just got a new assistant and wanted to give them a bit of a tour. Help them understand what it is we do here. I figured the studio would be a good place to start since we planned on shooting the men’s fall collection today.”

“It’s the women’s collection, actually,” she pointed out.

Damn, does that mean all the clothes in the storeroom were women’s? I hadn’t taken too close of look there, but there must be something gender neutral that would fit Sam.

“Where is your new assistant? I’d love to meet whoever managed to replace Mary.”

I pretended to look mildly annoyed and lied. “That’s the thing. They haven’t shown up yet. We were supposed to meet here.”

“Maybe they got lost?” She laughed.

“Maybe” I agreed.

“While you’re here, I can show you the plans for the new space.”

Our business has been generating record profits and so the higher ups had decided that we needed to expand. One of those was getting another studio space in New York City. It was a perfectly normal request for Lizzie to make, although she normally might have just emailed me the pictures. But without a good reason why I wanted to stand there, I said yes.

“Lead the way to your office,” I said a little louder than normal, praying that Sam heard me.

Lizzie gave me a quizzical look. “Did you forget where it was already?”

“No, I…”

“I guess it’s easy to forget us little people when you’re a big shot executive.”

“Of course not, I just…” I stuttered.

Lizzie broke out into a smile and we both laughed.

“At least you haven’t lost your sense of humor.”

“They try to train it out of us with long boardroom sessions.”

“No room for anything but the numbers?” She said in mock sadness, shaking her head.

I agreed. “Tis a sad life.”

We went into her office, and she showed me pictures of the space. I didn’t have much of an eye for that sort of thing, but I had to agree with her that it looked good. They’d start working on it soon, she told me. Once complete, some lucky people would be working out of it. New York city was a prestigious place and if the company was willing to pay for cost-of-living increases, then it was the dream posting.

“It all looks very promising,” I said.

“Any chance you know who’s going?”

“Not yet, and before you ask, I don’t make the decision.”

We exchanged a few more words about it, and then I made an excuse to leave. I had to get back to that storage room before someone else did. I left her office and walked briskly back to the room. I didn’t get halfway before I was stopped again. A middle-aged man in a suit that I didn’t recognize stopped me.

“I’m sorry. Who are you?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m David. From HR. It seems there was a complaint lodged against you from one of the candidates you interviewed.”

“Well, if it’s the person I’m thinking of, then you have it backwards. I was nothing but cordial. When I couldn’t tell this candidate whether they were hired or not, they got angry and started yelling. I told them to leave my office.”

David nodded, but looked concerned. “Still, I’d like to go over what happened in more detail. Do you have time today for a meeting?”

“No, and I resent the accusation you’re implying. What are you even doing on this floor, anyway?”

“Oh, this floor has the best snacks.”

I swallowed my anger. “If you need anything else, run it to my assistant. And don’t ambush me in a hallway like this again. It’s unprofessional.”

I walked off before he could respond. Some angry guy making up lies about me to HR was the last thing I needed right now. Even though it was baseless, I couldn’t afford the extra scrutiny. I should call Richard, see if he can make this complaint go away.

I rushed back to the storeroom. Desperate. I couldn’t wait any longer. I opened the door and went inside, ready to warn Sam that others were coming.

The room was empty.

At first, I hoped that he’d gotten dressed and then left. Either to go back home or up to my office. A closer inspection revealed a bundle of clothes on the floor. They were the men’s clothes I’d picked out for him. He’d never put them on. Which means he’s back to thinking he’s a girl.


Chapter Three

I had to find him before he says or does something that both of us would regret. Okay, I have to think. Don’t panic. I was outside the door and then I met Lizzie. We turned left towards her office. Sam couldn’t have gone that way without me noticing. He couldn’t have gotten on the elevator either. So, he was either still on this floor or had taken the stairs.

I left the storeroom and turned right. Following the corridor down towards the studio space. Inside was a stage, lights, camera equipment, a hair and makeup section and around fifty people all going about various tasks to set up the photoshoot.

A girlish laugh erupted from one of the models near the hair and makeup.

Instinct told me that was the right direction.

The model was a blonde who was sat in a chair, getting her hair ready.

“Excuse me, miss? Have you seen a friend of mine?” I asked.

The model turned in her chair, and I gaped. It was Sam, but he was even more beautiful than before. Someone professional had re-done his makeup and given him a new wig.

“I don’t know,” he giggled. “What do they look like?”

“Come on, we have to go,” I said, grabbing his arm.

The hair stylist got in front of me. “What are you doing?” she asked, indignant.

I realized how it looked, me suddenly appearing and trying to grab what appeared to be a young woman. I let go of Sam’s arm.

“She’s not on the call sheet. Check if you don’t believe me. My friend came here to visit me and when she saw all the clothes and makeup, she got carried away. Isn’t that right Samantha?” I asked, staring at him, praying that he goes along with it. Begging him with my eyes. Samantha paused, enjoying the silent tension. Then he sighed, “It’s fine. He’s my boyfriend, and he’s right, I’m not a model yet. I hope I didn’t inconvenience you.”

The hair stylist's features softened. “That’s alright honey, you’ve certainly got the looks. If you want, I could put in a word for you, let you stay and take some pictures.”

Samantha’s eyes lit up. He turned to me. “Can I?”

I hated feeling like the bad guy and saying no, but it was too risky. Plus, I had no way of knowing how Sam would feel about it. Then there was the prospect of him being awoken in the middle of a photoshoot? I couldn’t imagine a more disorientating scene for him.

I shook my head. “We’ve got that appointment that we’re going to be late for if we don’t leave soon. But I promise that I will make it up to you.”

He pouted slightly, but nodded.

We left together and once alone in the elevator I said “thank you.”

“You are sooo going to owe me big time. She thought I was a model. She said I was beautiful. What do you think?”

I looked at him, but I couldn’t see anything except an enchanting girl. “I think you’re beautiful.”

His playful smile grew wider. He leaned in close and kissed me.

We both wanted it. The need was still there. I could feel it. But I couldn’t. Not here and not now.

I pulled away just before the elevator doors opened. Sam looked disappointed, but said nothing as I led him out of the building.

“We’ll take my car and head back to your place,” I said.

“No!” he exclaimed, before turning around walking down the street.

He started running. I chased after him, but wary of how it would look in public, stopped myself from grabbing him. I walked alongside him and asked, “where are you going?”

“I’m going to find someone. I’ll get a new boyfriend. A better one. Someone hot who knows how to appreciate his girl. Then we’ll go on dates and have amazing sex.”

His eyes were scanning the faces of the men we saw. I could tell he was serious, and in that form, Sam could be very persuasive. If he succeeded, he might get hurt when that man discovers that Sam has different parts than he was expecting. I couldn’t use the trigger word here, but I still had to stop him. I could only think of one way, and the upcoming sign that pointed to the local park would help me do it.

“You’re right. I’ve been a bad boyfriend. Work and everything have been distracting lately, but that’s no excuse. How about we forget work today entirely? Let’s go on a date instead.”

She stopped and turned to me with a quizzical expression. “Right now?”

“Yes. How about a walk in the park?”

“That could be nice,” he said reluctantly.

We entered the park. It was too early on a weekday for there to be many people around. The public park itself housed a small forest with pathways carved into it and a small lake in the center. I suggested that we take a stroll around the lake. That way, it would give me enough time to calm her down and keep her happy. I mean him. Keep him happy.

It turned out to be the right choice. Sam loved the park, especially watching the ducks. While we walked, she wanted to talk about us. About other things we were going to do. I played along, but secretly I was getting worried about how advanced this hypnosis was and how healthy it was to keep Sam in this state.

“You’re getting boring again,” he said.

“What?”

“Whenever you get that look on your face, means you’re about to be boring.”

“I’m sorry?” Unsure of how to take that.

Sam smiled mischievously. “I know just the thing. Race you there,” she said before she took off running. I chased after her, but she ran off the path and into the woods. I followed at a slower pace while looking down to avoid the stray roots, branches, rocks that could lead to a broken ankle.

“Hey be careful,” I called after her.

Eventually, I caught up to find him leaning against an enormous oak tree. We were pretty far away from anyone. I couldn’t hear anything except the sounds of birds and leaves rustling gently in the breeze.

“Finally, we’re all alone,” she said. He said, I reminded myself. Damn it, he looks so convincing and attractive that it was messing with my perception. Sam didn’t waste any more time. He pressed close against me and I could feel his hard cock against my leg.

“Make me cum, daddy,” she whispered.

I became instantly hard. With one hand, he rubbed the outline of my cock. This is my assistant named Sam. He’s just a man who’s confused. We both are. This look and personality are just pretend, I told myself.

As he rubbed, moaned.

“Rub my pussy,” he said, taking my hand and placing under his dress.

My hand found his cock and began stroking it. Samantha let out a girlish sigh.

We rubbed each other until I couldn’t take it anymore. I unzipped his dress and took it off of his delicate shoulders. Sam did the same for me, taking off my pants.

It didn’t matter that we were outside or, technically, still in public. We both wanted each other too much to care.

I got naked while Sam left her white bra and panties on. There were large breast inserts pushed together in the bra to give him cleavage. Curious, I reached out and grabbed one, giving it a squeeze. Sam moaned.

“Kiss it. Lick my pussy,” she said, gesturing down at the bulge in her panties.

She pulled her cock out. It looked so big and veiny. I leaned in close, staring at it, but too scared to take the final step. Sam grabbed my head and pulled me closer. I found my mouth opening to accept her half erect girl cock. The sensation was strange. I could feel her warm throbbing shaft and it actually felt kind of nice. Reluctantly, I began sucking. Sam moaned. It was music to my ears and all the encouragement I needed.

Her cock grew larger and harder in my mouth. I grabbed her shaft and moved my head up and down, taking as much of her as I could.

There was no way around it. Dressed as a woman, I was able to lie to myself when she gave me a blowjob in the office. Out in the forest, there were no lies. I was sucking her cock, and I loved it.

“Yeah. Lick my pussy. Just like that,” she said.

Her swollen veiny tip pressed against the back of my throat. That’s when I realized I was getting excited too. My own cock straining for release. But I couldn’t, not when I had a job to do.

“Hmm, such a good boy,” she purred.

I looked up, saw her smile and felt my heart and cock both swell. She leaned back, eyes closed, her body tensed up. I knew she was close. That maybe I should have stopped and pulled her out of my mouth in time. But I couldn’t stop. Her girly cock entranced me. I didn’t want to stop.

I continued sucking harder and faster. My arousal growing with hers every time she made a sound.

Then suddenly, without warning, her cock burst, showering my mouth and throat with her cum. Too shocked to stop and worried about choking, I swallowed and kept swallowing until I had drained her dry.

When it was finally over, I let go of her cock and drifted off to the side.

She had just shot a load into my mouth; I thought to myself, too dazed and light-headed to think of anything else.

After a few moments, Sam said, “we should get out of here before someone notices us.”

I looked down at her in surprise. “Since when are you the responsible one?”

She smiled. “I’m not. I’m just a girl who always knows what she wants.”

Holding her in my arms, I tried hard not to think about Sam or the future. I didn’t want to worry about it. But it couldn’t be put off forever. Eventually, he would come back and he’d have questions about the missing time.

“We should head back to your place and take a shower. That is, unless you plan on running away again?” I asked.

“No, that sounds nice.”

We got dressed and made our way back to civilization. Sam was happy and talking about how I could take her dancing later. I smiled and nodded along, all the while planning to say the code word once we’d got back to the apartment.


Chapter Four

In the apartment hallway, I watched Sam pull out his key and waited for him to turn left at his door. Instead, he turned right. Opening the door to the opposite apartment and went inside.

“Sam,” I hissed, nervously looking around.

I followed him into his neighbor’s apartment. But I couldn’t see him.

“What are you doing in here?” I called out.

Sam appeared. “You said you wanted to take a shower.”

“Yes, in your apartment.”

Sam looked puzzled. “But all my clothes are here.”

I guess that explains where all the women’s clothes he’d been wearing had come from.

“We need to get out of here,” I said.

“Not without my clothes.”

“Okay fine. Grab some and let’s go. You can take a shower across the hall.”

Sam disappeared back into the bedroom. I waited a few moments until I realized he wasn’t coming out. Damn it, fine. I’ll just use the code word and deal with Sam’s freak out instead. At least with him, I can explain the downside of things like breaking and entering and theft. Concepts that Samantha doesn’t seem to take seriously. It might not be her fault either. That hypnosis tape made the other personality, which makes finding a way to undo it even more important.

What happened in the park was amazing, but it can’t continue. I can’t keep dropping everything the second my assistant turns into a sex-crazed girl. Once Sam is back, we’ll figure out a way to fix this.

I went into the bedroom, ready to say the word and bring back the other Sam, when I stopped. I could hear the water running in the bathroom. Good, they’re finally taking a shower. After they come out, I’ll say the word, and then explain that in his hypnotic state he got confused about which apartment was his.

The sound of the front door opening robbed me of this fantasy. I leaned against the bedroom door and heard Beth talking on the phone. Quickly, I slipped into the bathroom and closed the door behind me.

Sam stood naked in the bathtub, watching me with a bemused expression. My eyes followed her hands as she continued to soap up her small, lean frame. It suddenly hit me that this was the first time I’d seen them completely naked, and my arousal almost made me lose all sense. Only the danger Beth posed held me back. I got into the bathtub. Sam grinned, thinking I wanted another go, but I shooed their fingers away before turning off the water and closing the shower curtain.

Sam tried to speak, but I put my finger to his lips and indicated to be silent. As I strained to hear Beth, he put my finger in his mouth and started quietly sucking. The tip of his hard cock pressed against me. Without thinking, I grabbed one of their soft pecs and tweaked their nipple. Sam made a small, pleasing sound. I panicked, pulled my finger out of their mouth and clamped my hand over it.

The voice of Beth drew closer. She was in the bedroom now. I just had to hope she normally has the bathroom door closed. Luckily, it sounded like she was distracted by an argument with whoever was on the other end of the call.

Despite the danger, Sam wouldn’t stop teasing me. No matter how many stern looks I gave, she just wouldn’t stop playing with my cock. Worse still was that it was working for me.

The image of being arrested entered my mind. Being dragged out by the cops in wet clothes and then it changed to being escorted out with cum in my pants.

I grabbed Sam’s small body and turned them around so their back was to me. I held them close and looped my arms under theirs to prevent their hands from reaching for me. Sam couldn’t make a sound or grab my cock, but there was a new problem with this position. That perfect naked ass of hers was pressed against my dick. God, I wanted to fuck her so badly. She knew it too. She could feel how hard I was and wiggled her hips back and forth as an invitation.

Beth’s voice started to recede, and then I heard a door slam shut. Was she gone? We waited a few moments in silence, not daring to move. As soon as I was certain that she was gone, I threw off my clothes and tossed them aside.

I had to have her. I burned for her. My cock was already hard and ready. Sam sensed what was coming, and she enthusiastically bent down to receive it. I grabbed that perfect ass of hers and squeezed, savoring the moment before it began. But Sam was just as desperate for it as I was, if not more so.

“Please,” she begged. “Fuck me. I need it. I need your cock inside my pussy.”

Without further delay, the tip of my cock plunged into her amazing ‘pussy.’ She was so tight that for a moment I was worried about hurting her. But she gave another one of her delectable moans, so I kept going.

Grabbing her hips for support, my body tingled with pleasure from each thrust. Sam was no different, letting out constant groans and squeals of delight from my cock pumping in and out of her.

Sam was more submissive than she’d ever been. She simply stood there, bent over, letting me fuck her. I knew that this was what she wanted. At Samantha’s core, she had one desire as a girly slut and it was to be filled with cock. To pleasure men and have them dump their seed into her.

My cock strained. I knew I was getting close. Sam too as her body tightened. She shook, gently at first, but every thrust intensified the shakes until she couldn’t hold back anymore. Sam loudly cried out, not caring if the neighbors on every floor heard. I gasped and came too, hard and fast, just like how I was fucking her.

My heart racing, I was breathing heavily while riding the pleasing afterglow. Still, I held onto her and remained inside her. Partly for support more than anything. Once again, feeling almost too dizzy and faint to move. It was something about her body that put me into its own form of trance. There was a connection between us and through it, we created a pleasure stronger than anything I’d ever known. A lump in my throat formed when it occurred to me just how much I’d miss Samantha when she was gone.

After we’d recovered, we finally used the shower for its intended purpose. Once we’d both gotten dressed, I realized that it was time. I sighed. There was no point in putting it off any longer.

With great regret, I said, “authenticity.”

Sam woke up as it were in his neighbor’s apartment wearing another dress and a wig. He started panicking when he realized where he was and I had to calm him down. I told his neighbor was out and all of her stuff could be washed and returned. That she’d never have to know. Sam then asked me what he did, and I told he mostly pranced around or flirted with me.

“Oh god, I’m sorry.”

I shrugged. “Hey it’s fine. I’m the one who accidentally got you into this mess in the first place.”

Sam nodded and went to his apartment to get changed back into his regular clothes. My phone buzzed.

It was a message from Richard. He’d finally gotten back to me. It seems that he came back early from his vacation and was inviting me for drinks at his place.

I felt sad and relieved. A solution was nearly at hand, but I wasn’t sure if it was the one I wanted. Still, I put on a happy face when Sam returned.

“Hey guess what? I just heard back from the guy who gave me the tape. I think I’ve found a way to fix this whole thing. Come on,” I said, taking his hand before realizing I was being too personal. Sam pulled away. I let go of his hand while trying not to look hurt.

Sam became apprehensive. “I don’t know. Maybe we should take a beat here,” he said.

“What? No, the guy who gave me the tape just invited me over. This is the perfect time to get answers. Let’s go.”

I walked out the door without another word. It would suck not seeing Samantha again, but this wasn’t fair to Sam. The sooner this was all finished, the better.


Chapter Five

I drove while Sam sulked in the car. I didn’t know whether he was upset we were going to see the man who’d caused all of this in the first place or if he was still feeling off from coming back. It must have been disorientating to lose control of your body and lose so much time, all to suddenly then wake up in different clothes in a strange place. I worried about what he was feeling, but I was also enjoying the silence. I was afraid that if I opened my mouth to ask how he was doing, then that would lead to questions about what he did as a girl. Questions I really wanted to avoid thinking about.

By this point, it was clear that I cared for both Sam and Samantha. But there was only room for one of them and for all I knew, one identity was just a temporary illusion made by hypnosis. Maybe I’d get to Richard’s, and he’d tell me that Samantha would just fade away in time.

No, I can’t think about this. I mentally crushed that line of thought and instead turned on the radio.

Sam looked up. “You’re not worried about me hearing the word?”

I shrugged, “it’s not that common. I think we can risk it for twenty minutes. Besides, we’re alone in a car. If there’s a problem, I’ll just say it back.”

“If it was so easy, why didn’t you say it earlier? I’ve lost an entire day’s worth of time.”

I shifted in the seat, struggling to think of an answer that would satisfy him without revealing everything. Sam simply waited me out with a patient stare. Eventually, I settled on the truth.

“It was difficult for a variety of reasons, but a big one was that you spent a lot of time in public and I didn’t want you to freak out.”

“That’s it?”

“The other reason is that you could be quite… compelling as her.”

“So, you’re saying you liked her more than me?”

“No, well yes. Okay, technically, I think I’ve actually spent more time with her than you. That’s not to say I dislike you or anything. I’m sure we’ll grab a beer every once in a while, when this is over. But she was fun and exciting. Even if it wasn’t real.”

Sam murmured something unintelligible that sounded like an agreement and said nothing more.

When we arrived at Richard’s expensive apartment building, we found that we needed a code to get in. I buzzed his apartment number, but there was no answer. Had Richard gone out? He could be quite wild when it comes to his time off, but he might have just as easily fallen asleep. There was no way of knowing, so I called his phone. Straight to voicemail.

As we stood out in the cold, I noticed through the glass door a man sitting behind the front desk. He watched us with a weary gaze.

I waved at him. The man pursed his lips and pushed a button on the desk.

“Are you a guest of one of the residents?” He asked with his voice coming through the intercom.

I pushed the button and replied, “yes, Richard Smith. He’s expecting us.”

“One moment.”

The man picked up the phone and called Richard’s apartment. A weary feeling in my gut started to develop. If Richard wasn’t answering his cell or the intercom, then it’s unlikely the front desk guy will be able to.

The wind picked up and Sam shivered.

“Do you want to borrow my jacket?” I asked. He wasn’t Samantha anymore, but I still felt bad about seeing him uncomfortable.

Sam shook his head. “It’s okay.”

The man came back on the intercom. “Look, there’s no response and without some kind of confirmation. I can’t let you up there.”

“Could you at least let us wait in the lobby?” Sam pleaded while trying to brace himself against the cold.

The man’s eyes flickered from me to Sam, calculating, wondering if we looked like the sort that would be trouble for him. I thought he’d tell us no, but to my surprise to the door buzzed open. I held the door and let Sam go in first.

“I can try him again in a few minutes, but after that you’ll need to leave,” he told us.

We said we understood and moved off to the corner, where we could talk quietly without being overheard.

“Look, if it doesn’t happen today then there’s always another time,” Sam said.

“I know how important this is to you and I know how hard these past few days have been, especially with all the missing time. I can’t let you keep going on like this. Eventually, something bad will happen.”

I noticed over Sam’s shoulder that the man had picked up the phone again. Frantically, I reached for my cell and texted Richard saying that it was urgent to call me. The man put the phone down and shook his head. “I’m sorry, but you need to leave now.”

“Please, just a few more minutes,” I begged.

“Do I have to call the police?” He threatened, raising the phone like a weapon.

Suddenly, my phone rang. It was Richard! I quickly answered and explained what had happened before putting him on speakerphone.

“Yeah, Frank, they’re guests. Go ahead and let them up,” said Richard.

“Understood, Mr. Gardner. My apologies,” he said before hanging up. “The elevators are on the left,” he said before returning to his computer. I couldn’t help but notice that there were no apologies coming our way. Something to mention to Richard? No. Focus on what we came here for. I need answers about the tape and a way to stop Sam from being triggered by it.

We got in the elevator and waited. Standing there, I felt his fingers brush against mine, which made me gently pull away. Samantha will be gone soon. I can’t let myself linger on this. Maybe I was wrong earlier. Maybe we won’t be friends or co-workers after this. It might be too painful to see Sam every day at work and secretly wish he was Samantha. I won’t fire him, but I could call in a favor and get him reassigned to another department in another building. It’s the least I could do for him after involving him in this mess in the first place by giving him that damn tape. Maybe if Richard has the solution, then Sam and I could just part ways tonight. I glanced over at him from the corner of my eye. He has no idea that this is probably our last night together.

The elevator doors opened right into the apartment.

“Come in, come in,” Richard shouted from another room.

We followed the sound of his voice and found him in the living room. Richard was sitting on the couch, wearing only pants and a half-unbuttoned shirt. His date, a young woman with dark hair, sat next to him. She whispered something in his ear and he whispered something back. Then she got up and said, “would you like a drink?”

“Uh sure,” I said.

“Why don’t you help Rebecca with the drinks?” Richard said to Sam, who was briefly taken aback. He glanced at me for help. I nodded as a way of saying that it was okay. Only once Rebecca and Sam had gone into the kitchen did I sit down.

“You didn’t have to get him out of the room like that,” I said.

“Well, when you kept calling and messaging me about an emergency with the tape and your new assistant. I figured it was easier to talk about them when they’re not in the room. So, what exactly is the problem?”

“First, why exactly did you give me that tape? What were you hoping for?” I asked.

Richard shrugged. “You said that you had trouble finding a new assistant and I’ve given that tape to my last two and it seemed to help them a lot.”

“Help them how?”

“Just with confidence and a bit more passion and drive for the job. Look, what are you getting at?” A tinge of irritation had entered his voice.

A new fear was dawning on me, but I had to be sure.

“I think I might have gotten the wrong tape. Can I listen to your copy real quick?”

“Sure, I guess.” Richard found the track on his phone, hit play, and put it on speaker. I couldn’t help but panic and wince at what mind altering words were about to come. But then a man’s voice came on.

“Welcome to creating a better you. I’m Jason Edwards and I’m here to take you on a journey to building a more confident, business savvy version of yourself.”

“Okay, that’s enough. I clearly must have gotten a different tape by mistake,” I said.

Richard shook his head. “I sent it to you myself,” he said, showing me a copy of the email with the file attachment.

The truth hit me like a ton of bricks. There was no other explanation. Richard hadn’t switched the tape, and I didn’t do it. That only left one other person.

I stood up. “I’m sorry to have barged in like this. My assistant must have made a mistake. The tape you gave me was fine after all.”

“Oh, that’s good to hear. Are you sure you don’t want to stay for a drink?”

I shook my head. “Not tonight, I’m afraid.”

I walked quickly to the elevator, passing the kitchen that contained Sam and Rebecca’s voices. I called the elevator and the door immediately opened. Sam could find his own way home for all I care. I pressed the button for the lobby.

As the doors began to close, Sam’s delicate hand shot out to stop them. They opened back up and Sam got in next to me.

I was so furious that I couldn’t even look at him.

As soon as the doors closed, Sam began his apology. “I’m sorry, okay? When we first met, I felt something during that interview. A connection. But I was scared too. I didn’t know how to approach you, and then when you gave me that tape, it seemed like the perfect opportunity. I swap the tapes and then you’d finally see me, the true me.”

I shook my head. “You made me look like a fool. Had me running all over the place trying to take care of you. All this time, you were lying to me and just pretending.”

Now Sam was getting angry. “No. Samantha was, is, the real me. I was just too scared to be her until now. I never lied to you about the important stuff. You mean a lot to me.”

“I made myself look like an idiot in front of my boss. I almost told him everything that had happened in an attempt to confront him. What would you have done then?”

“I don’t know. I’m sorry, I should have come clean sooner. I just got carried away and then it all felt so good that I never wanted it to end. Tell me you didn’t feel the same way? Tell me that and you’ll never see me again.”

I looked into Sam’s eyes. Seeing the hope and longing made my anger melt away.

“I did and I do still care about you,” I told him or her. That point still confused me, so I asked him about it. “I’d rather be Samantha than Sam,” she said with the same smile that I’d grown fond of.

I kissed her with a flood of relief and passion. Relief that she wasn’t going to disappear and the passion that she’d stoked within me from the moment we met. No, not the interview room, but the first time I’d met ‘Samantha.’ She might have been sure in that office, but for me, that was the moment when I knew deep down that I never wanted to be with anyone else or be apart from her again.

When we broke apart, she asked, “so now what?”

“You’re fired,” I said bluntly.

“Wait what?” She asked with a look of alarm.

“You were the worst assistant I’ve ever had. Using my private bathroom, constantly days off…”

“That was your idea!”

“Sleeping with your boss,” I continued.

“I can’t believe this.”

I nodded. “I know. It means I’ve got to hold more interviews. I hate interviewing people. You'll have to make it up to me when we go back to my place.”

She looked up. "Wait what? You mean it?"

"Of course. Where else is my girlfriend going to stay?"

She laughed, “never tease me like that again.”

“No promises,” I said, taking her hand.

The end


Second Chances


Prologue

It’s morning. A new day in my new room. Is it my new room? How long can you live in a place before my new room simply becomes my room?

Time has begun to blur. I don’t know what the date is since they took away my phone. Although technically, that was my fault for misbehaving. The rules were clear. I should’ve known better.

I rise out of bed and check out at my reflection in the mirror. Someone I barely recognize stares back at me. How long had it been? Months, at least. Somehow, I went from being Ben the boring accountant to a sex worker named Britney. I’d traded my luxury apartment for a pink frilly room. My short brown hair to a long silky blonde style that I was considering putting into pigtails.

“Britney hun, are you getting ready?” The woman in the other room asked.

“Yes. I’m just doing my makeup,” I called out in my new feminine voice.

It was odd. That voice was slowly becoming my natural voice. Could I even talk how I used to anymore? The thought that I couldn’t scared me and so I refused to try. I could feel the masculine version of myself slipping away. Day by day, being Britney became more normal and Ben felt more alien.

I sat down and applied my makeup like I’d been doing it my whole life. Six months ago, I probably wouldn’t have been able to even name some of these products. But that was my old life. Being Britney is the only thing that’s keeping me safe. It’s not as if I like it. She’s just a necessary evil. A temporary mask I have to wear in order to stay hidden. Once everything blows over, I’ll be able to go back to being Ben.

I finished my makeup and got ready to leave. A swell of excitement rose within me. I was wearing the cutest new pair of underwear and I can’t wait for my partner to see them.

I shook my head. This isn’t who I am. I must be getting lost in this persona. I’ve got to find a way to stop this and get out before I lose myself for good.


Chapter One

A few months earlier

“Have you considered how this makes me look?” My girlfriend Amy asked me in the apartment we share but that I pay for. It’s currently my day off work and all I want to do is lay on the couch that I bought and watch the game on TV. This was supposed to be my day off. A day of relaxation.

“Hello? Am I talking to myself?” She asked.

To be honest, she kind of was. If I focused on the TV, then I could tune her out. You might think I’m being too harsh or that I’m a dick, but she’s been complaining about the same thing for the last three weeks and I’m rapidly approaching my limit.

Before that, everything was fine. I work as a junior accountant for a waste management company. It’s not glamourous, but the pay is exceptional. About a month ago, Amy and I had planned this huge trip. We were going to take a few months off and tour cities in Europe. I’d even been thinking of proposing to her while over there. I mean, we’d been living together for a year and there had been no problems until now. But three weeks ago, that all changed.

My boss and his boss called me into the office. They questioned me about the trip. At first, I thought it was a joke, but they grilled me pretty hard about it. I even had to show them receipts and plane tickets to prove I was legitimately going. Eventually, they believed me, but I was told to cancel the trip and under no circumstances was I to leave the city.

My boss and I walked out of their office together. I took him aside and asked him what was going on. He said the less I knew, the better.

And so I went home and told Amy that the trip had to be canceled. She got upset, telling me I should quit that place. Which wasn’t a bad idea. I’d put a lot of good years into that company and maybe it was time to move on, considering the shady way they’d acted in that meeting. Of course, it didn’t take long before Amy made it about herself.

“Seriously, it makes you look poor. Like one of those guys who makes big promises but can never actually afford anything. Talk to me. Tell me I’m wrong,” she said.

I finally sat up and looked at her. She clenched her fists and looked like she was about to throw something at me if I didn’t respond.

Amy was a fashion model I’d met at a party that one of my co-workers had invited me to. We’d hit it off right away, but it was also immediately clear that she came from money and had certain expectations. Now I could see the doubt in her eyes. She thinks I’m lying about my boss canceling the trip. She thinks I just don’t have the money for it.

I felt torn between throwing money around to prove her wrong or making another permanent change in my life. But the unknown scared me too much. Instead, I settled for the familiar.

I switched the channel off the game and to the news. I muted the tv and turned to her. “The trip isn’t canceled, it’s just postponed,” I reassured her. “We’ll still go to Europe. I’ve just got to ride out whatever’s happening at work right now and then we can go. Alright?”

Amy unclenched her hands. “It’s just that you work so much. I barely get to see you and now your boss is saying you can’t even take a vacation.”

“I know and you’re right, maybe I should start looking at other places.”

“Yeah that’s… hey what’s that on TV? Isn’t that your office?” She pointed.

I turned in horror to see news crews outside the place I’d worked for the last six years. There were police cars outside. Men and women wearing windbreakers that said FBI on the back were coming in and out of the building. Frantically, I scrambled for the remote and hit unmute.

“We’re outside Union Waste Management today,” said a newscaster. “As the FBI is conducting what appears to be a raid. Rumors are swirling that the company has ties to organized crime.”

“Honey, what are they…?” Amy stuttered.

“Not now!” I yelled while grabbing my phone.

I called my boss first. It rang and went to voicemail. Then I started going through my list of contacts that work at the company. Finally, I try Peter, a supervisor in another department who’d given me his business card at last year's Christmas party. I barely knew him. We’ve probably only spoken a handful of times, but it was worth a shot.

The phone rang and then a voice picked up. “Who is this?”

“Peter? It’s me, Ben. What the hell’s going on? I just turned on the news, and it's crazy.”

There was a pause. “Ben who?” Peter asked.

“Ben from accounting. We spoke at the Christmas party last month.”

“Oh right. Listen to me carefully, Ben. Pack a bag and get out of there. They’re coming for all of us. You need to ditch this phone and run.”

“But sir…”

I was cut off as the line went dead. I thought about the times things didn’t add up at work. All the conversations I pretended not to hear. The money I moved for them. If my boss or one of my co-workers talked, then I could go away for a long time.

I dropped the phone and ran to the bedroom. Amy followed me with a barrage of questions. I ignored them and threw a random assortment of clothes in a duffel bag. Then I found my passport and threw that in too. Finally, I considered putting on a hat and sunglasses but decided that was too conspicuous.

I moved to leave, but Amy was there blocking the door.

“You can’t just run out of here. Tell me what’s going on?”

“I can’t right now. I’ve got to go,” I said.

“That’s not good enough. This is scary. Especially what the people on tv are saying. Is it true? Are you a criminal?”

“No. Now I need to go.”

I brushed past her.

“If you don’t come back here, then we’re through,” she shouted.

I ignored her and kept walking down the hall. Hopefully, none of our neighbors come out to see what was going on. I pushed the button for the elevator. It was too slow. Meanwhile, my heart was racing. Standing still felt physically painful.

They’re coming for you.

The words bounced around in my head. I couldn’t wait. Instead, I ran for the stairs. Running down them as fast as I could. My bag jostling in my hands. Every breath was loud and heavy. God, I hadn’t run this fast since college.

Eventually, I got down to the lobby. Great, now all I need to do is get to my car and get out of the city. It wouldn’t be for long. I’m sure they’re not after me anyway. The dangerous criminals are the ones they’ll focus on.

I stop cold at the entrance. Police sirens were everywhere.

I spun away from the entrance and headed towards the back exit, which lead into an alley. But the police were there too. They had their backs to me and it looked like they were setting up some kind of barricade on both sides of the alley.

Damn it.

I go back inside and start running up the stairs. Maybe I can jump to the next building from the roof? It sounded insane, but I didn’t have any other ideas.

Pain shot up my right leg as it cramped. Going up the stairs was a lot worse than going down. I made it up to the third floor with no one seeing me. But then I heard a sound above me and stopped. Someone had opened the door on the floor above. They’d be down the stairs in the next few seconds and I couldn’t afford to be seen right now. Panicking, I ducked into the hallway for the third floor while looking back over my shoulder.

That’s when I collided with a woman and her basket full of laundry. Clothes flew up in the air and the woman fell back onto the ground.

“Oh god, I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine,” she said.

I held out my hand to help her up, and that’s when I noticed it. This woman was gorgeous. Tall and curvy, with long red hair. She smiled as she stood up and casually brushed her hair back.

A big part of me desperately wanted to stay and keep talking to her. But the cops were closing in. And nothing was worth going to prison for.

“Sorry I’ve got to go,” I said.

“Is it because of the police?”

My body froze as I struggled to formulate a lie. In the end, all I could come up with was a pathetic “no.”

“They were just saying on the news that you’re worth a lot.”

“You have me confused with someone else.”

“Your face was just on the news. Ben from some waste management company?”

I threw my hands up in surrender. “Okay fine. Just please don’t tell anyone. I never hurt anybody. I was just an accountant.”

“I believe you. Where were you heading anyway, didn’t you know the cops were already outside?”

I looked down, embarrassed. “The roof. I was going to jump across to the next building.”

“Wow, I don’t know if that’s brave or stupid, but it wouldn’t have worked. The door to the roof is locked. It’s some health and safety thing.”

That was it then. It was over. Tears started to fall. Normally I’d feel self-conscious, but I didn’t care. Anyone would tear up at the thought of prison. “I’m finished,” I cried.

“Not necessarily,” she said.

I looked up. “Huh? What do you mean?”

“I could hide you in my place until the cops leave for ten percent of the money you’ve got stored away.”

“How did you know about the money?” Then I answered my own question. “The news.”

She nodded. “They said it went through some shell companies and then vanished. A large sum slowly over years. You were one disloyal employee.”

I snorted. “Yeah, well they were the mob. Not exactly nice people. Hide me and I’ll give you five percent.”

“Twelve.”

“Twelve?! A second ago it was ten percent.”

She smiled. “Now it's fifteen. Take it or leave it.”

“Fine, fifteen percent. But I can stay at your place for as long as it takes. That might end up being a few days, but you’ll be well compensated for it.”

“Alright follow me.”

I had no choice about the money. Even inside her place, she could call the cops if she changed her mind. I had to keep her happy and calm.

Her apartment was an identical layout to mine. Albeit designed with a woman’s taste in mind.

“Put your stuff in the spare room,” she said. “You can sleep there later if it comes to it.”

“Hopefully, the cops will just check out my apartment and then leave,” I said as I went to the other bedroom.

I poked my head in the door. Everything in the room was in pink and white. A large bed sat in the center with a bunch of lights and camera equipment packed in one corner. This must be some kind of studio space.

I dumped my bag and came out to be greeted by a cup of hot, steaming liquid.

“Tea?” I asked.

“It’s chamomile. It’s meant to be calming.”

I thanked her and went to sit down in the living room when something occurred to me. “I just realized that I don’t even know your name.”

“Oh, it’s Jessica.”

Curious about the camera stuff, I had to ask. “So I noticed there was a camera in the other room. Are you a photographer or something?”

“Actually, I shoot porn in there. That doesn’t bother you, does it?”

I shook my head. “No, not at all.”

We stayed together on the couch making idle chit-chat. As I calmed down, I became more interested in Jessica. Once the cops go, I’ll have to leave the city and maybe even the country. As soon as she accepts my fifteen percent, she’d become an accessory if the cops ever found out. Maybe she’d want to join me instead.

A few hours passed, and I was feeling restless, constantly peaking outside Jessica’s window. The cops were still there. She saw my concern and said, “maybe I should check it out and see what’s happening?”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea.”

She took her laundry with her. Was it a prop, or was she seriously going to do laundry at a time like this? The second she left, I instantly regretted telling her to. Any minute now, I expected the cops to kick down the door, screaming for me to get on my knees.

Jessica was frowning when she returned. “We’ve got a problem. The cops got a tip that you’re still in the building. When they saw your apartment was empty, they started going door to door.”

“So it’s only a matter of time before they find me.”

Jessica realized something and her eyes lit up. “I’ve got an idea. It’s pretty out there but it will guarantee the cops don’t catch you.”

“What is it? I’ll do anything.”

“How do you feel about disguises?”


Chapter Two

She led me back into the pink bedroom. My mind had gone to a fake beard or some old Halloween costume. Instead, she opened a closet and pulled out a long blonde wig. Then she told me she was going to turn me into a woman. A part of me had wanted to argue, since I’d been bouncing from one insane plan to the next. Jessica had said we had maybe an hour or two before the cops reached us. She swore that with her makeup skills that I’d be unrecognizable. With great reluctance, I sighed and said yes.

“First things first,” she said, handing me a razor and some shaving cream. Then I was told to go into the bathroom and shave my body.

“Can’t I just do my arms and upper chest or something?”

“I’m not risking it and you shouldn’t either,” she replied.

“I should have just hidden in a closet or something,” I mumbled to myself.

Shaving my body was an awkward and uncomfortable experience. I kept rushing because I didn’t know how much time I had left. Though Jessica assured me they had several floors of apartments to check first and they’d be awhile.

Eventually, I was done. After all the running earlier, I thought a shower was in order. The hot water felt amazing as it cascaded down my newly smooth body. I grabbed some of Jessica’s flowery soap and covered myself in it. It was way more feminine than anything I’d usually use, but I guess that’s the point if her plan was to work.

When I got out of the shower, I wrapped a towel around my waist and opened the door. Jessica was waiting on the other side. She grinned when she saw me. “You’re going to look so cute when I’m done. Let’s get you into some clothes.”

I followed her back into the room. She opened a drawer and pulled out a pair of black panties. I immediately recoiled and calmed myself. Don’t get angry. Just keep her happy.

Instead, I politely shook my head. “That’s unnecessary. I packed some clean underwear.”

I opened my duffel bag. Huh, that’s odd. There’s no underwear in here. I could have sworn I packed some. Jessica continued to offer me the panties. Feeling out of options, I took them. At least they were only plain cotton ones and not something Amy would wear on a date night.

“The more real it feels for you, the easier it will be to fool others,” she assured me.

I had to stop myself from rolling my eyes. But time was of the essence, so I asked her what was next.

Jessica opened the closet and handed me a black crop top and a pair of skin-tight gray yoga pants. Before I could respond, she put a black bra and fake boob inserts onto the bed, along with a blonde wig that was sitting on a bust.

Okay, this was going too far. All of that stuff is far too revealing.

“Seriously? There’s no way I’m wearing that stuff,” I stuttered, struggling to find more words.

“We need them to avoid looking at your face as much as possible. I’m not just going to turn you into a girl. I’m turning you into a beautiful, sexy one. That way, you can distract them with your new assets. Unless, of course, you have a better idea?”

I didn’t.

“No. Just give me some privacy.”

Jessica nodded. “Let me know if you have trouble with anything,” she said before closing the door.

Okay, I can do this. It’s just like acting. It’s a temporary costume I need to wear in order to play a role. I took the panties and slid them up my smooth legs. My ass immediately swallowed them, giving me a slight wedgie. Past girlfriends had always complimented me on my butt. Now looking in the mirror, clad in panties and smooth-shaven, it looked even more feminine. The front was a different matter, as there was a clear bulge that would show up even through the yoga pants.

I explained the problem to Jessica.

“There’s some tape in the drawer. Use that to help tuck it up. The tape will hold it in place and give you a smooth front.”

“You sound like you’ve got experience with this sort of thing,” I said.

“I had a roommate before. They were a crossdresser, and they left all this stuff behind when they moved abroad.”

I guess that makes sense, especially given the idea of dressing as a woman was her first thought.

I found the tape and tucked everything away until my front was smooth. Next were the yoga pants. If I thought the panties made my lower half look girly, then the yoga pants made that a certainty. They clung to my legs and ass like a second skin.

The bra took me a minute to awkwardly clip on. It felt a little tight across my back, but I tried to ignore it. The breast inserts wobbled in my hands. I inserted them into the bra I was wearing. Now it looked like I had large C-cup boobs.

I glanced at the clock. I’m taking too long. I hurried and put on the crop top that left my stomach bare. Luckily, I hadn’t been eating much lately due to stress. My skinny body, combined with these clothes, had turned me into a convincing girl. At least below the neck.

I told Jessica I had finished.

“Wow, look at you. Give me a twirl girl,” she said.

Reluctantly, I spun around.

“Damn, you look hot,” she said.

Suddenly, I felt her hand squeeze my butt. My dick twitched in my panties against the tape. Was this turning me on?

There was no time for more foreplay. Jessica ordered me to sit down before pulling out an array of cosmetics. I knew nothing about makeup, but luckily I didn’t have to. Jessica noticed my concern and told me she’d do all the work. All I had to do was sit still.

There was no mirror in front of me, so there was no way to know if this was going to work. The shaving and all the clothes were pointless if my face gave me away.

After what felt like forever, she had finished my makeup. The final touch was the wig that she placed on my head. I touched the hair, amazed at how real it felt.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

I swallowed and nodded. I stood up and turned towards the mirror. My eyes widened. The reflection in the mirror shocked me. My eyes couldn’t help but roam over my body. Jessica was right. I look hot. My lips were plump, I had a little eyeshadow with longer eyelashes. If I’d had a sister, then I would have looked a bit like her. She had transformed me into a passable woman. It was odd, but I felt a little disappointed that my face wasn’t more beautiful.

Jessica noticed my frown and took my hand. “Come on. You can stare at yourself later. Let’s go over your backstory on the couch.”

We sat down and she told me I should impersonate her roommate, since it still listed them on the lease. “You look a little like her. No one will question it.”

“What’s her name?” I asked.

“Britney.”

“And what did she do?”

“She was a sex worker like me. We both shot porn together in the house. Then she got married and moved to Spain. It’s unlikely the cops would dig that far and discover that though. If they ask for ID, I’ll tell them you left that stuff at your boyfriend’s place. It’s going to be hard, but under no circumstances should you say anything. Your voice would give you away in a second. Let me do all the talking. If they wonder why you don’t talk, it's because you have a throat infection.”

I agreed. That sounded plausible, and with my new appearance, I was finally beginning to feel confident that we could pull this thing off.

Eventually, we heard a knock at the door. Jessica answered it. Two police officers stood there looking grim.

“Afternoon. We’re searching for a dangerous criminal that lives in your building. Have you seen this man today?” One of them asked while showing her a picture.

Jessica shook her head. “No sorry, I haven’t.”

“We have strong evidence to believe he’s still in the building and we need to search the premises. May we search your apartment?”

“Of course, come on in,” she said.

The two officers entered. Both men are in their forties. They noticed me on the couch and one of them checked their notes.

“Jessica and Britney of apartment 3b?” he asked.

“That’s correct,” said Jessica, while I silently nodded.

One of them began searching rooms while the other stayed with us in the living room. I caught him throwing glances my way. His eyes would dart down to my chest before he looked away. I pretended not to notice and just stared at my phone. The other officer returned and said, “it’s clear.”

“We’ll be maintaining a constant police presence outside the building for the foreseeable future. If you see this man, don’t hesitate to call 911.”

“I won’t,” she said.

They left, and I let out a tremendous sigh of relief.

“I can’t believe that actually worked. You’re a genius,” I said.

“Thank you. Did you see how that cop was into you?”

“What?”

“He totally wanted to fuck you.”

“I think he’d be disappointed once I took my clothes off. Speaking of which, I’m going to go take this stuff off and then head back up to my place till this thing blows over. The cops would have left it by now,” I said, heading to the bedroom.

Jessica shot to her feet. “Wait! You can’t.”

I stopped and turned to her, frowning.

“They might still be up there cataloging stuff or whatever it is they do,” she explained. “Or the cops might come back here. No, it’s too risky. Just stay as Britney for now.”

My frown deepened. “You want me to stay like this all day?”

“Just for the next few days, until the cops leave. Those two saw us. There are now witnesses that can prove I aided and abetted a known fugitive. I’m not going to prison just because you don’t enjoy looking cute.”

As soon as she called me cute, I blushed.

Damn it. What is going on with me? I’ve got to get a handle on things. Clearly, Jessica’s panicking. So I tried a different strategy.

“How about we get your money right now?” I asked. “This outfit fooled those two, so it stands to reason everyone else will be fooled. We can leave right now.”

But no matter what I said, she stood firm. “No way. Like I said, it's too risky. We just have to wait until the cops leave.”

“But that could take forever!” I pouted.

She shrugged, and that was that. If she wouldn’t agree, then I couldn’t go.

I trudged back to the pink room to be alone and sulk.

This is crazy. How long could I do this? I took a few deep breaths to calm myself. It’s only a few days, I told myself. Just keep Jessica happy till then.

I went to check the rest of my stuff and found the duffel bag was empty. I knew the answer, but I had to ask. “Hey, where are my clothes?”

“I threw them away. I didn’t want the cops to find anything suspicious.”

“And my passport?!”

She laughed, “relax. I hid that in a drawer in my room. It’s fine.”

“It’s not fine. You threw my clothes away.”

“So what? You can buy new ones when this is over. Now it’ll be easier for you to keep being Britney while you’re here.”

I gritted my teeth and went back to my room. She threw the clothes away on purpose, but I couldn’t say that to her face. That would just escalate things. Despite what she said about aiding and abetting, they’d probably go easy on her or cut her a deal if she turned me in. Without any evidence that I paid her off, she has all the leverage. Hell, she could even make up a story that I threatened her or something. No, for the next few days, Jessica has all the power here. I just have to keep calm and I’ll get through this.


Chapter Three

I woke up surrounded by pink. I’d slept in nothing except the black panties I’d worn the day before. The pink sheets had felt amazing against my skin. I guess there’s at least one upside to shaving my body.

There was a lilac robe hanging behind the door. I threw it on and stumbled out in search of coffee.

Jessica was in the kitchen, fully dressed, looking like she’d been up for hours. With no phone or clock in the room, I had no idea what time it was. So I asked her.

“It’s ten. You slept for a long time.”

“Yeah, it took me a while to fall asleep.”

“You also went to bed with your makeup on,” she pointed out.

Oh right, duh. I’d seen my girlfriend take off her makeup a million times. “Sorry, I forgot I was even wearing any.”

“It’s fine. You’re going to make mistakes but I’ll teach you how to avoid them.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I still have to live my life and work. I can’t just drop everything because you’re here. So today I’ll teach you some stuff so that you can apply your own makeup.”

Great, I thought sarcastically.

“Great!” I said, faking a smile.

Jessica first taught me how to use the coffee machine. I felt a little better with some caffeine in my system. Then I got ready while Jessica walked me through the makeup. She seemed to enjoy teaching it to me, but she also couldn’t stop glancing at her phone.

“Okay, here’s a good YouTube video that you can follow along to,” she said.

“Wait, that’s it?”

“A lot of it is just practice. You’ll get the hang of it. Just take your time with the video and go slowly. If you make a mistake, then use the makeup wipes and start again. Alright?”

I nodded.

“I’ll be in my room filming. Don’t bother me unless the house is on fire or the police are back.”

It was day two of appearing like a woman and suddenly I was left all alone with a bunch of makeup and women’s clothes to figure out. I guess I could wear whatever of these I wanted. Maybe there’s something more unisex in here? I pondered as I searched the room.

Unfortunately, everything in the closet was revealing in one way or another. I guess the previous Britney really liked to show off her body.

I picked the same type of clothes as yesterday and went to work on the makeup.

If I thought shaving was frustrating, then makeup was on a different level. Jessica was right. I made a lot of mistakes. Sitting in front of the mirror for what felt like hours until I had it right. But in the end, I could only reach what I deemed to be a passable job, especially in comparison to Jessica’s skills. Still, it was enough. Pleased with myself, I wanted to go show Jessica until I remembered her rule. And then a thought occurred to me. With her busy filming, I could explore the rest of the apartment.

I started with the computer in my room. The name Britney came up on the screen. I pressed enter, and it logged me in. Thank God, she didn’t password-protect.

I searched through her files. A massive amount of video files came up with Jessica in the thumbnail. Each one featuring her in various racy clothes. This must be the work she was talking about. This is all the porn Jessica makes.

Against my better nature, I clicked on one of the videos. Jessica appeared first. She was talking to a man who was off-camera. Then another female voice chimed in. Jessica started to get undressed, and I turned the video off.

Even if Jessica was a little strange, it felt weird going through her stuff or seeing her like this. She’s taking a risk with me here. The least I can do is respect her privacy.

I shut off the computer and went into the kitchen to make coffee. It was a struggle to remember how to use the machine. I kept pressing buttons until I found the right one. Lost in my own thoughts, I didn’t hear anything when, all of a sudden, a hand grabbed my ass. Shocked, I glanced out of the corner of my eye. It was a man. How did he get in here?

At six foot four, he towered over me. Before I could say anything, he came up behind me and kissed me on the neck.

“I’ve missed you, Britney,” he whispered.

A shiver ran down my spine while my face flushed red. His voice and body pressed against me. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. The man’s other hand wrapped around my stomach, pulling me tight. I could feel his enormous erection rubbing against my ass.

I let out a few shaky breaths before I uttered, “I’m not Britney.”

The man let go of me and took a step back. I turned around and finally got a good look at him. He was incredibly handsome, with a chiseled jaw and muscular frame. His eyes sparkled and the hint of a smile on his lips told me he wasn’t sorry.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Carter, Jessica’s boyfriend. She didn’t tell you I was coming over?”

“No. Do you always sneak up on people and grab them like that?”

“Only the beautiful ones,” he grinned.

I blushed and turned back to the coffee to hide it. Jessica needs to talk to him. To find a way of getting him out of here. I can’t have him blow my cover. But I also need to find out what she’s told him.

“Jessica didn’t tell you I was staying here?” I asked.

Carter shook his head. “Nope, and in my defense, you do dress a lot like Britney. What is your name anyway?”

I didn’t want to come up with another fake name and I didn’t know what Jessica would tell him. So I replied, “Britney.”

His grin widened. “Well, that’s convenient.”

I need to talk less about myself and learn more about Carter, so I changed the subject.

“And you and Britney were…?”

“Jessica and I have an open relationship. So, if you’re interested?” He hinted.

“I’m not,” I said.

“I think your body begs to differ,” he said, glancing down.

I followed his gaze to see the throbbing erection in my yoga pants. I politely excused myself, but Jessica suddenly appeared.

“Carter, I see you’ve met the new Britney,” she said.

“Is she joining us?” He asked, hopeful.

“Of course. I just need to talk to her about it.”

Carter nodded and went into the pink bedroom.

“What is he talking about?” I asked.

“So, here’s the thing. If you’re going to be Britney, then you need to do her job and earn your rent.”

“What?!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Especially after all the money I’d promised her.

“This place doesn’t pay for itself,” she explained. “Do you know how expensive an apartment this big in the city is? Of course you do, but I don’t have the luxury of a salary. I’ve just got to keep working and while you live under my roof, so do you. I know you’ll pay me my share once this is over, but I need to keep earning money today and not just wait for some far-off future.”

I didn’t like her insinuation that it would be a long time before I got the money, but I had to admit her logic was sound. We didn’t know how long it would take before the cops leave. But there was absolutely no way that I was going to put myself on camera.

“When you say earn rent?” I asked.

“I need you to hold the camera and film Carter and me having sex.”

I felt an immense wave of relief. If this is what it took to keep her happy, then I could do it. I’m going to be uncomfortable, nervous, and completely out of my element, but I could do it.

“I’ve never shot a video before,” I said.

“It’s fine. Carter and I will walk you through it. During the shoot, we’ll pause in between scenes to give you directions. Don’t worry, you’re going to be great. The last Britney had never even held a camera before moving in and she became a pro before she left.”

I nodded. Only a few more days till the cops leave, I told myself.

We went into the pink room. Carter had already arranged the lights on tripods so that they pointed at the bed. He was also in his underwear. I tried to avoid looking at his bulge, but it magnetically drew my eyes to it.

I snapped back to reality when Jessica handed me the camera. Carter grabbed his phone and got on the bed while they gave me some basic instructions on how to use the camera.

A minute later, Jessica called “action,” and suddenly I was shooting porn while dressed as a woman. If you’d have told me a week ago that this is what I’d be doing, I’d have laughed in your face.

For the first thirty seconds, I filmed Carter playing on his phone.

“What are you doing?” Jessica asked.

I swung the camera to her. She was standing in the doorway frowning while wearing nothing but a large baggy t-shirt. I moved the camera back to Carter.

“I’m not feeling well today. I think I might be sick,” he said.

“I know a way to make you feel better.”

She coyly sidled over to his side and he put the phone away. Jessica leaned over and kissed him while her hand began rubbing his cock. I moved the camera with her, following her hand before showing a close-up of them making out. They let out a few soft moans between them as their tongues danced together. After a couple of minutes of that, Jessica took off her t-shirt. A perfect lean body with curves in all the right places. She got on top of Carter to continue their kiss.

Occasionally, they would pause everything and one of them would tell me to change angles or to get a closeup of her ass when Carter grabbed it. Silently, I followed every instruction with a calm demeanor. But inside, I was getting extremely turned on. There was a part of me that longed to join in. That wanted to feel Jessica. During the filming, my arousal became obvious because of the yoga pants. Though all of us were too distracted by the shoot to care.

Halfway into the shoot, they paused for a moment to change positions. Carter moved so that he was lying on the edge of the bed. Jessica said “action” and I resumed filming him. She pulled off his underwear, revealing Carter’s huge cock. I moved round to the side, just in time to see her put her plump, juicy lips around the tip. She swirled her tongue around it and licked the entire length of his shaft like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. I eagerly followed her every move before she began sucking with great enthusiasm. Carter moaned, as her head bobbed up and down, deep throating all of him.

The more she sucked, the more he moaned. The more he moaned, the more turned on I was. The camera was quickly forgotten. I was still filming, but it felt like I was on autopilot. My entire focus was on her lips and that cock. As my arousal grew, I became tense. Almost like I was on the edge of my seat waiting for him to cum. Hoping for it.

Then suddenly, they stopped.

I wanted to ask why, but we were still filming. Instead, I waited to see Jessica get off of him while Carter looked directly at me.

“Come here Britney,” he said.

I froze. Should I stop filming? Unsure of what to do. I did nothing until Jessica came to my rescue. She took my empty hand and guided me to his cock. Both of my hands shook as we got closer to Carter, who stared into my eyes with complete desire. I could feel his hunger for me. His need for me. It felt like fire and sparks.

“Put your hand on his cock,” she said.

Trembling, my hand reached out. Carter made an encouraging noise when I touched his cock. My small hands making it look even bigger in contrast.

This was gay. I was touching another man’s cock. Does that make me gay or bi? No, I’ve only been with women before. Only wanted women. I’m just confused because of Jessica. She’s the one I’m turned on by.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “I know you’ve been wanting to play with it. Make him cum.”

An electric jolt of arousal washed over me. She was right. I wanted to touch his cock. I’d wanted to since I first saw it. Since I first felt it rub against my ass. Carter was so hot and he had such a beautiful cock. I stopped thinking and followed my instincts. Wrapping my hand around it, I began rubbing his cock slowly up and down. Playing with it. Enjoying his moans of pleasure that I was causing.

Carter and Jessica continued to voice words of encouragement. Every word turned me on even more.

“That’s it, baby. Yeah, faster,” said Carter.

Jessica took the camera out of my hands and kept filming. She put the camera on a tripod but kept my face out of frame. The rest of my feminine body was still on display and you could clearly see my dick throbbing in panties. Not content to simply watch, Jessica came up behind me and started rubbing my dick and playing with my ass.

“Harder,” she whispered. “You love playing with big cocks, don’t you?”

I found myself nodding while my eyes laser-focused on his cock. Carter told me to go faster, and I knew he was close to finishing. As my speed increased, so did Jessica. It was like we were in a race to see who could make the other cum the fastest.

I clenched my teeth while my whole body trembled. God, I was so close.

Then Carter gave one final moan and his cock exploded as he came. I kept the hand job going, milking shot after shot. The first one hit my face and then the next my clothes.

Another man just came on me and I loved it.

“Good girl,” Jessica said.

That was all I needed to finish. I came right then. Heat rushed through my body as I shot my load into my panties while Jessica played with my ass. I came harder than I ever had before with Amy or with any girl. It felt indescribable. I didn’t want the feeling to end.

But a few moments after my orgasm, Jessica suddenly yelled, “cut.”

She switched off the camera before turning to me. “Britney, you were amazing,” she said.

I nodded and stood there, still feeling dizzy. Like I was drunk on pleasure.

Meanwhile, Carter cleaned himself up and got dressed. I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or shame, but I couldn’t look at him. It was too hard. I didn’t know what had just happened. Everything suddenly felt so confusing.

Before he left, Carter kissed me on the cheek and said, “you did great baby.”

Another electric thrill shot through me. It turned me on for him to call me baby.

What is happening to me?


Chapter Four

Things were different after that night. Jessica seemed to have changed. Whenever I brought up leaving or checking on the police, she would simply change the subject. Instead, I was told that I needed to be an even more realistic version of Britney now that I had agreed to go on camera.

The first part of that involved a home workout routine and special diet shakes. When I pointed out that all of the exercises focused on my core, legs, and butt. She shrugged and said that was what Britney did. The first workout left me covered in sweat and sore for the next couple of days. Jessica did it with me the next time to prove that it wasn’t that bad. In the end, I was drenched in sweat while she was as cool as a cucumber. To add insult to injury, she then told me she was going to the gym. I wanted to ask about going with her, but of course, that was out of the question. Slowly, I found myself becoming more submissive to Jessica. There was this growing feeling that I needed her permission to do things, and I always felt the urge to ask.

The diet shakes were odd too. I mean, they tasted fine, but Jessica told me not to freak out if they did anything.

“Like what?” I asked her.

“They might make your skin softer and you might gain a tiny bit of weight, but don’t worry, it’ll go to the same places as Britney’s body. Eventually, your bodies will be identical and once that happens, we can leave, even if the cops are still here.”

I was a little put off about gaining weight, but it wasn’t too worrying. Looking more like Britney didn’t bother me much either. I mean, Jessica said she was a man who cross-dressed. Temporarily looking like another guy in women’s clothes wasn’t a big concern.

After that first meeting, I was never called Ben again either, even when I asked her to. She’d just say it was easier to stay in character. Instead, other than my name, she’d call me Brit, cutie, baby, honey, and other pet names. It was like we were dating and it wasn’t long before I stopped asking her to call me Ben and just embraced being Britney.

Jessica told me that the second part of my training involved my voice. She said that through practice, I could learn to sound like a girl when I talked.

I agreed to do it, which made her happy, which made me happy. Doing it meant more training exercises and videos to watch. Sometimes it would feel tiring or frustrating, but Jessica encouraged me to be patient. She said that I would get it, eventually.

It might have seemed weird with me agreeing so easily with all this stuff. Other than making Jessica happy, there were two factors in play. The first was that I was afraid. Ever since that first day when I ran, I’ve been scared that the cops will finally come and take me away. And no matter what, that fear stays with me. The only thing that helps is a distraction. All the exercises, vocal training, or even Jessica introducing me to new makeup or clothes, helped to take my mind off of my fear.

The other factor was boredom. I couldn’t access the internet from the computer in my room and Jessica told me I’d only freak out over the news if I saw it. She said it was better to avoid everything and keep my head down. There wasn’t a lot else to do in the apartment and if I was finished with all the training, then I’d watch whatever Jessica wanted to watch on TV. Usually, that was some reality dating show where she’d ask me who I thought the hottest guy or girl was.

That was what we were doing right now, with Jessica sitting next to me on the couch.

“So which guy do you think is the hottest?” She asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t think about stuff like that,” I said, avoiding her gaze.

Jessica pushed me for an answer and started listing names. “Blake, Daniel, Jeff, Adam.”

When she said Adam, I blushed and turned away from her.

“Oh, so it’s Adam,” she teased. “Well, he is very cute. There’s no need to be embarrassed. Lots of guys find other guys attractive.”

I looked up at her. “They do?”

“Sure. Now, I’m going to grab a cup of tea.”

“Can you make me one too?”

Jessica folded her arms. “Only if you can use the voice.”

She had wanted me to talk like Britney all the time. Always saying how she had the perfect girly voice and that she never stopped using it. So far, I had struggled to even get it right when I practiced and I would always forget about it later. Lapsing back into my regular masculine voice.

“Can you…” No, that wasn’t right. I stopped myself and focused. “Can you please make me a cup of tea as well?” I asked.

It sounded like a perfect girl’s voice. If you’d have heard it on the phone, then you would have never doubted for a second that it belonged to a woman.

Jessica clapped her hands. “Babe, you did it. You finally nailed the voice. This is great. We’re going to celebrate and to that end, I got you a present.”

“A present?” I asked, careful to maintain the voice.

“God, you look sexy when you talk like that.”

My pulse quickened and my heart shined. I loved when she gave me compliments.

We still hadn’t touched each other since that night with Carter. Jessica would instead shoot solo stuff in her room. I didn’t know why and was worried it had something to do with me. So I never asked her about it.

The tea was forgotten as she scurried off to her room and came back with a gift box. I had no idea what it could be, but I was excited to open it. I took the lid off. Inside was a white face mask designed to go around the eyes. It was covered in silver glitter, which made it sparkle in the light.

“Now you can be on camera with me,” she said.

Carefully, I put the mask on and checked myself out in the mirror. It covered the upper part of my face while leaving my mouth uncovered. Although with lipstick on, I doubt anyone would recognize this mouth.

“It’s wonderful,” I told her.

Jessica smiled and led me back into the pink room. We were going to shoot something right now. This was great because I’d wanted to be intimate with Jessica since the first moment I saw her. Now I was finally getting that chance.

“First things first, a change of wardrobe.”

I’d mostly dressed myself after my first day living here, but Jessica was adamant that she pick the clothes. It didn’t matter much to me. I was content with the fact that we were going to have sex, even if it was on camera and in women’s clothes.

Jessica selected a pair of lacy pink panties with a matching bra.

“That’s it?” I asked.

She nodded. “That’s it. Don’t worry, it’ll be perfect.”

I took off my clothes in front of her. We were about to have sex; I couldn’t be weird about being naked now. But when I got down to my underwear, I felt nervous. I hadn’t masturbated much lately and I could swear my dick had gotten a little smaller.

“Don’t be shy. You look amazing. Do you have any idea how cute you’re going to look on camera?”

I gave her a smile and finished getting changed. The breast forms and push-up bra gave me a lot of cleavage. I looked at my reflection in the mirror and jiggled them. Enjoying how they looked and felt.

Jessica set up the lights and put the camera on a tripod. She then gave my makeup a quick touch-up before declaring I was ready.

The scene was going to be like this. I would lie on the bed, watching porn. I would rub my cock over my panties and then Jessica would enter the scene to help me finish. It sounded simple enough, but I was still worried.

“Are you nervous?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“That’s okay. It’s normal. It goes away with practice.”

Before I could answer, she said “action” and started filming.

The camera was positioned to capture me on the bed and the monitor. So all of Jessica’s fans would see the porn I was watching. As soon as she called “action”, a video began playing on the computer monitor.

A blonde trans woman stepped into the frame. She had natural C cup breasts and wore nothing except the same underwear I was wearing. Then Carter entered the frame. The girl squealed in delight when he picked her up and threw her on the bed. My dick stiffened and I began to rub it over my panties.

Carter got on top of the girl and they made out. I watched how his hand would glide down to her panties. How he would massage her little cock. I watched and imagined it was his hand on my cock.

Jessica entered my room. She looked at me and tutted. “No, not like that,” she said.

There was something in her hand but I couldn’t make out clearly what it was. She told me to get up. Once I did, she placed a lubed-up dildo in its place. My eyes widened. There was no way she wanted me to use that thing, right?

I looked at her, concerned. Trying to signal that I didn’t want to.

“Keep your eyes on the screen,” she said.

I stared at the screen while she positioned me over the dildo.

“Imagine it’s Carter’s,” she whispered, before lowering me.

At the same time, Carter was getting ready to fuck the woman on the screen. I felt the tip push against my ass. There was some mild resistance, but then my hole widened and accepted it. Slowly, I sat all the way down. My ass taking it all. It felt kind of good.

I watched as Carter entered her. How she’d moan and cry while he fucked her. I started moving up and down, letting the plastic cock fuck me. Pretending that it was his cock inside of me.

Jessica helped me, and it wasn’t long before I let out a girlish groan.

“That’s it, baby. You love getting fucked, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

There was a pleasure building inside of me. I’d felt nothing like it before. I could feel it growing. It was tense. I needed to release it. To feel all of it.

I could feel my boobs jiggling to my movements. His cock was pumping inside of me. Then suddenly, Jessica’s lips pressed against mine and her tongue went into my mouth. That sent me over the edge. I cried out. My cock, that I’d long forgotten, now came, squirting into my pretty pink panties. The pleasure that had been building inside erupted and a powerful surge of bliss washed over me.

“You’re Britney forever now,” Jessica whispered.


Chapter Five

More time passed. I wasn’t sure how long. Jessica now included me in a ton of her videos. Every time there was either a dildo or butt plug inside of me. It wasn’t long before I craved it. Soon I couldn’t have sex at all unless there was something in my ass.

Watching porn was now just as encouraged as making it. I never saw Lesbian porn. It was always muscular men having sex with femboys, crossdressers, or trans women. I never used to watch such porn before, but now it drove me wild. Watching these ultra-feminine cuties with their tiny cocks getting dominated by a real man. Seeing how much they enjoyed it. I started pretending that I was the girl who was getting fucked. Jessica didn’t even have to tell me. It was just hotter to imagine it that way.

Those special shakes were changing me too. Jessica warned me and the changes had been slow at first, but one day I looked in the mirror and it shocked me. I stopped growing body and facial hair, so my skin remained completely smooth, which was something that I had grown to love. My skin had become softer and nicer to touch. But it was my face and body that had changed the most. Somehow, my face had become more feminine. I remembered the first time I saw myself in the mirror wearing makeup. That feeling of disappointment that I looked like a slightly masculine woman. Now that feeling was over. I had transformed from a plain Jane into a gorgeous Barbie.

Because of the workouts with Jessica, I now had a slight hint of abs. But I had gained some weight and all of it went to parts that made me look more like a woman. My hips had grown wider and my ass had rounded out into what Jessica described as a thick, juicy peach. Even if I had access to my old man clothes, there was no way to hide an ass like this. The final bit of weight had gone straight to my chest. I’d worried when I’d first discovered them and went to tell Jessica. She became excited and told me I was growing my own proper pair of breasts. I asked how big would they get? But she didn’t know. She did however, insist on feeling and measuring them. Jessica told me that I was now an A cup, but if I was anything like Britney, they’d grow into large C’s or even double D’s. I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. Wearing breast forms that could be taken off was one thing, but growing breasts felt pretty permanent. My concerns vanished when Jessica started playing with my new real boobs. Tweaking and sucking on my nipples. I was so turned on that I forgot about my concerns.

But her voice saying you’re Britney forever continued to rattle around in my head. In those quiet moments when I was alone, I did nothing but worry and think. How I used to be Ben, the accountant. A man who wore suits and fucked his girlfriend. Now I had fantasies of men in suits fucking me. Now I wanted to be the girl. This drastic shift in thinking frightened me. What would happen when this was all over? Who would I be? Would I go back to being Ben? Did I want to?

The answers eluded me, but I started to blame Jessica. Everything I did was her idea. Maybe that meant my thoughts were coming from her too. It’s possible that if I got some space from her, things would become clearer. But I couldn’t just leave the apartment to go for a walk. There was still a police car outside the building. If I wanted space from Jessica, then that meant leaving for good.

Was I ready for that?

I woke up horny. Which was now an everyday occurrence since my sex drive had come back with a vengeance. My desire to think about myself and the future was being constantly interrupted by sexual thoughts. So I did what I always had to do to clear my head.

I put on sissy porn and rode my favorite toy.

The pleasure gripping my body felt comforting. As the orgasm hit, I settled down on the bed and resumed contemplating my life.

Is this me? Is this who I am now? Someone who can’t cum unless they’re getting fucked.

Masturbating had only kept the thoughts away for a brief time. Now they were back. You’re Britney forever. It sounded ominous. Jessica was wrong though. This is just temporary. But maybe it was time to finally move on from this place. From being Britney.

I got dressed and glanced at myself in the mirror. Not only did I now look nothing like my old self, no one would see me and think I was a man. My natural breasts and girlish figure would put any doubts to bed. I could walk past the cops right now and they wouldn’t even blink. Well, some of them might stare. Jessica was right about one thing. I was hot.

There was one problem with leaving. Jessica. If I just suddenly walked out the door, she’d probably call the cops. The best time to leave would be when she wasn’t around. That proved tricky, since she almost never left the apartment. Food was delivered weekly. The only time she left was to go to the gym or down to the building’s laundry room on the ground floor. It would be three days before she next went to the gym. I couldn’t wait that long. Already, the thought of leaving terrified me. Not just because of the cops, but also with this new body. If I waited too long, I might never leave at all.

But maybe the laundry room is the way to go. If I convince her to let me do the laundry, then that would give me enough time to get away. Once I’m away from the building, I could take some of the money I’ve got stashed away and get my own hiding place.

Letting Jessica give me the laundry might be tough though. She still wouldn’t let me go to the gym with her, and that was right around the corner. If I was going to convince her, then I really had to sell it.

I selected some of the sluttiest clothes in my wardrobe. A bubble-gum pink crop top that left my stomach bare while showing plenty of cleavage, and a tight pair of white booty shorts. After I did my makeup, I gave myself another once-over in the mirror. This is one of the most revealing outfits I have that I could still leave the house in without being arrested for indecent exposure.

But this wouldn’t be enough. She’d need more. I had to convince her that I wanted to stay here. I also couldn’t make my intentions too obvious or Jessica would get suspicious.

I left my room and found Jessica in the kitchen making a smoothie. She eyed me appraisingly.

“Somebody looks good today,” she said.

I giggled and said, “I had an amazing sex dream. This gorgeous guy picked me up like I was nothing and fucked me right on the kitchen counter. He was massive too,” I sighed.

“It sounds like you’re craving for the real thing,” she smirked.

“Uh, as if,” I replied, playing dumb. “Speaking of which, do you want to watch Real Island Stars today? The new season just started.”

“And this has nothing to do with your sex dream?”

I looked away and said nothing.

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Okay, we can do that. But first I gotta do the laundry because it’s been piling up.”

“But you hate doing laundry.”

“Hence the pile-up,” she gestured.

“I could do it for you.”

Jessica frowned. “I dunno. Leaving the apartment is risky. I’m just not sure if it's safe yet.”

“You let me live here rent free. I owe you so much already. Besides, no one is going to think of Ben when they lay their eyes on assets like these,” I said, hefting my boobs.

Jessica’s frown softened. I turned around and bent over. “Come on, does this look like the ass of an accountant to you?”

When she didn’t answer. I wiggled my butt and pushed it towards her. I felt her hands grip my sides. “Well, does it?” I asked again.

“Okay, fine you win,” she laughed. “But we’re doing a shoot later because now you’ve got me all worked up.”

“Thanks,” I said and beamed my widest smile at her.

“Yeah, you’re lucky that you’re so pretty and adorable.”

I grabbed the basket of laundry and flew out the door. As soon as it closed behind me, I felt free. Freer than I ever had before. This was finally happening. Mentally, I rehearsed where I would go once I left the apartment building. There was a copy of a storage key that I’d hidden in my old childhood bedroom. My parents lived in the suburbs, but it wouldn’t be too hard to get to. The only problem was my current appearance. But today was Sunday so there’s a good chance that they’re going to church today.

I felt excited and nervous. This was finally happening.

As I made it to the ground floor, I opened the door and almost swung it in to the police officer that was standing in front of it.

“Woah, hey!” he yelled.

“Oh, gosh. I’m sorry,” I said.

His anger vanished the second he got a good look at me. Instead, he smiled and said, “that’s alright. Just watch where you’re going next time.”

“I will. Did something happen?” I asked, gesturing at his presence.

“Oh no. Just routine security in case a fugitive comes back here.”

“A fugitive used to live here?” I asked, shocked. “I had no idea.”

“You can never be too careful. Which reminds me.” He handed me his card. “If you see or hear anything suspicious, don’t hesitate to call. That includes my personal number. Or if you want to get drinks sometime, I’d love to take you out sometime.”

I glanced at him. He wasn’t bad looking. In fact, he was the first real man I’d interacted with since Carter. As I eyed him up and down, I felt the familiar tingle of arousal. My mind began to wonder what he’d feel like inside me.

No. I can’t.

Get a hold of yourself. I have to escape. Stick to the plan.

“I’ll think about it,” I told him before leaving.

I went into the laundry room to dump the clothes where Jessica would find them. Although I guess technically some of them are mine now too. Still, I discarded them without another thought and went to the backdoor. The same one I’d used when I tried to escape before. Now, it was just a convenient route to avoid that cop from hassling me.

I opened the door and then stopped. Snow was beginning to fall. Damn. I’d never make it in shorts and a crop top. I needed better clothes.

So I went back to the laundry room. Somebody had left some clothes spinning in a dryer. I turned it off and rifled through, looking for a coat or anything warmer to wear.

The first thing I found was a blue woman’s shirt. Hmm, maybe this could work? I held it up against my body. If I don’t find a coat, I can at least add a couple more layers to keep the cold out.

A woman coughed awkwardly behind me and then said, “I think that’s mine.”

I spun around, embarrassed, only to find myself staring at Amy. My ex-girlfriend.

I froze. But my mind raced a mile a minute. Does she recognize me? What could I even say to her after so much time? The sad truth was that I hadn’t thought about her much since I left that day. As soon as she started treating me differently for canceling that vacation, I began to drift away from her. Now, I had temporarily become a completely different person. Someone that has come too far to quit now. I decided at that moment to commit to the lie, no matter what.

Amy stared at me with confusion the entire time, and it took me a couple of seconds to realize that I was still holding her shirt.

“Oh sorry. My roommate must have taken ours already,” I said, putting the shirt back with the others.

She smiled and said, “It’s no problem. I always forget which dryer I’ve used as well.”

Wow, she really doesn’t recognize me. It worked.

I went to leave when she said, “hey isn’t this stuff yours?” Amy pointed to the basket of laundry I’d taken down here with me.

Reluctantly, I nodded and apologized. “I’m spacing out today.”

Amy laughed. “It’s no big deal. I’ve had days like that myself.”

I put the laundry in the washing machine while Amy collected hers.

“You been in the building long?” She asked.

“A few months,” I replied.

“Do you like it here?”

“Yeah, it’s nice. I’m sharing the apartment with a friend but we get along pretty well.”

“That sounds good. I’ve been all alone since my boyfriend left. Maybe I should look into getting a roommate.”

I always assumed she’d move out, considering I was expected to pay for everything back then.

Amy’s phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen and then burst into tears.

“Damn, I thought I was over it,” she said.

“What is it?”

“My boyfriend… or well… he’s my ex now, but a while back, I found out that he was a criminal. Suddenly the police were looking for him and he just ran. Didn’t say a word or call me. He just vanished. But now there’s a news report saying that there was a sighting of him in the city. I’m sure another cop is going to want to talk to me. Ask me if I’ve heard from him. It doesn’t matter how many times I tell these people I haven’t. They always sit me down somewhere and interrogate me for hours.”

I had no idea. I’d spent so much time thinking about myself and my problems that I neglected to realize how hard this might be for others. Even though they wouldn’t know anything, my family would have gone through the same thing as Amy. It must have hurt when I learned who I was an accountant for and then even more so when I disappeared.

“I’m sorry. He sounds like an asshole,” I said.

She chuckled and wiped away her tears. “Yeah, he kinda was. Although not all the time. Sometimes he could be really sweet. But anyway, I should get this stuff upstairs. I’m Amy by the way.”

“I’m Britney.”

“Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“Sure, that’d be nice.”

Once Amy had left, I threw the basket against the wall. A police alert? Now? After so long? It didn’t make any sense. The timing was too coincidental. No, someone did this. Maybe Jessica put in an anonymous tip? It didn’t matter, this was still my chance of escape.

I opened the backdoor. A sharp icy wind blasted into the room. Nope, that’s way too cold.

I went back to the laundry room to look for options, but found none. Amy had taken her clothes and the laundry I brought down here was now soaking wet in the washing machine.

I sighed.

It looks like this isn’t the right time after all. I wouldn’t get far in these clothes and with this alert out, they’ll be a heightened police presence here and at my parents’ place. I can’t get to the money if the cops are snooping around.

This is fine. I’ve waited for a while. I can wait a little longer. Over time, being Britney had become easier and then it became natural. I didn’t have to concentrate on sounding like a girl when I talked or to walk like one. All of it felt instinctual now.

So I’d bide my time and continue to make Jessica happy. I don’t know if she was the one who sent the alert to the cops, but it seemed likely. I don’t know if that’s because she’s afraid that I’d run off without paying her or because she didn’t want me to leave. We’d grown quite close. I liked her, but I was still a suspicious person by nature.

On the walk back up, I decided I’d talk to Jessica about the alert. Just to feel her out and see how she reacts. Then I’ll move the conversation into setting a date to leave and get the money. Maybe I’ll refer to it as our money to help smooth things over.

I paused at the door and took a deep breath. It had felt like I’d lost a lot of confidence when I became Britney. Jessica’s natural dominating attitude meant it was easier to be more submissive. Well, no more. I’m going to confront her and have a serious talk.

I opened the door and walked through, ready to launch into a speech, when I stopped dead in my tracks. Eyes wide and my mouth hanging open, I can only stare.

Carter was back


Chapter Six

He sat on the couch, holding a drink as if he’d never left. Carter smiled at me and adjusted his tight white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. My eyes couldn’t help but linger on his powerful arms.

It had been a long time since I’d seen him. My mind flash backed to feeling his cock in my hands. How we both moaned together.

No. I can’t think about that now.

“Where’s Jessica?” I asked.

“She went out, but she said she’d be back in a little while,” he replied, eyeing me up and down. “Wow, you look incredible.”

I couldn’t help but blush and smile. Damn him. I hated that it felt so good to hear that.

Carter got up and moved towards me. I took a step back, but he continued advancing. I kept retreating until I felt my back touch the wall.

“Why so nervous?” He asked, running a hand down my hair.

“I’m not. It’s just that Jessica never talks about you. I don’t know what the deal is between you two.”

It was partially true. Off-camera, I had no idea what their relationship was like. Considering the fact that Carter had just disappeared for months, I couldn’t imagine it was a great one. The other reason was my heart jack hammering in my chest. I wasn’t sure if I was about to have a heart attack or the best sex of my life.

“Well…” he said, moving in to kiss me on the neck.

His lips touched my skin, and I shivered.

This was a man kissing my body. I should tell him to stop. That’s what Ben would do. But Britney wanted him to keep going.

“We both agreed to share you,” he explained in between kisses.

My small cock stiffened in my panties. Heat swept through my body. I wanted more, but then suddenly he pulled away.

“Let’s take this slow,” he said. “Let me make you a drink. Sit down on the couch.”

I must have looked disappointed because he added, “don’t worry, we’ve got plenty of time.”

I smiled and sat down. He asked what I wanted, and I told him I’d have the same as him. It was a double of some whiskey. I took a sip and coughed. It burned my throat so much I had to put it down. I was never very good at drinking stuff like that, but for some reason, I felt the need to impress him.

Carter asked me about myself. I responded by just summarizing everything that had happened since I’d last seen him. When I got to the part about working out or physical changes, his eyes would wander approvingly.

“Yes, you do look incredible,” he said, as his hand caressed my thigh.

I felt incredibly exposed in these tiny shorts. I looked down, and it was clear that even with my small dick, I was still visibly erect.

“Don’t worry. I’m happy to see you too,” he winked.

Carter then took my hand and placed it over his huge bulge. My face instantly flushed red.

Nervously, I asked him about himself. He claimed to have traveled to the other side of the country to take care of his sick aunt. I had no idea if the story was true or not, but I hung on to his every word. Not only is he incredibly hot with a huge cock, but he also cares and has a sensitive side.

I found myself moving closer. My eyes slid down to his mouth. Carter moved closer too as the conversation wound down.

This is it. This is the moment.

I moved to kiss him when he stopped again. This time, I was visibly hurt.

“It’s not you,” he explained. “I’ve been on the road all day. Let me take a quick shower first.”

“Okay,” I replied, feeling slightly relieved that I wasn’t being rejected.

Carter went into the bathroom while I waited. As the silence stretched on, it dawned on me that this was another opportunity. Jessica wasn’t around and now Carter was out of the way. I could just take one of Jessica’s coats and leave.

I got up and went into her room. I felt bad about leaving Carter. He seemed so sincere. I wanted him, but not if it meant losing my best chance of leaving.

Being in Jessica’s room was a weird experience too. I’d never been in here before. I’d only ever caught glimpses when she’d left the door open or as she came and went. There was more of a bohemian vibe to the style. A lot of wooden furniture and plants with fairy lights strung above the bed. This was definitely a room that belonged to a woman, but it was less overtly girly than mine was.

Quickly, I strode over to the closet and found a thick coat that I’d seen her wear before. This would keep me warm enough to get somewhere else. I might not be able to get all of my money from my parent's place right now, but I could at least get myself another place to stay. The heightened police presence isn’t going to stop me anymore. I’m unrecognizable to the cops. Being Britney is the perfect disguise. Although maybe it worked a little too well, considering my lingering feelings for Carter. But that’s something I could deal with later.

The other thing that occurred to me is that while I’m in Jessica’s room, I could get my passport back. It’s useless at the moment, but once I shed the Britney persona, I’ll look like Ben again and I’ll be able to use it. The search began with her desk draw but it wasn’t there. Next was the closet, under the bed, and anywhere else that I could think of. Eventually, I was reduced to checking the sock and underwear drawers. Underneath a pile of panties was a passport. It had to be mine, but I still needed to check. I opened to the back where my picture was. It was strange seeing my old face staring back at me. Is that what I used to look like? The picture made me look so bland and boring. My skin and eyes looked tired. I wasn’t doing anything with my hair. Looking at it made me uncomfortable, so I closed it and went to grab the jacket.

That was when I heard the door close. I jumped and turned to see Carter. He stood there dripping wet and entirely naked. A bemused expression hung on his face, as if he was happy to find me in here.

“Has someone been a bad girl?” He asked.

“Oh, hey. What? No.” I said, trying not to stumble over my words. “I was just looking for a jacket to borrow.”

“And your passport?”

Damn. He’d caught me red-handed, but it wasn’t any of his business and I told him so.

“Jessica tells me everything,” he said. “Including that it's not time for you to leave, especially when she isn’t here. Since you’re endangering the agreement, I think this calls for punishment.”

“Punishment?”

“You’ll see. Leave the coat and passport.”

For a second, I thought about running or fighting him off. But things had changed. While my body undoubtedly looked better and sexier, it was not made for fighting. The muscles in my arms had shrunk, and I was at the lightest weight I’d ever been. Carter could probably overpower me with one hand tied behind his back.

Head down, I let Carter march me back into the pink room and set up the camera.

“You’re going to record this?” I asked.

“Of course. It will be good content, as long as you behave and take your punishment.”

Once everything was set up, He sat on the edge of the bed and told me to come over to him. Carter asked me if I’d been misbehaving. There was a pause while his eyes told me to play along.

I looked down at the ground and nodded.

“Then it’s time for your punishment.”

He grabbed me and threw me over his knees. I yelped and tried to resist, but he was just too strong. Once there, he pulled down my shorts. I knew what was coming next without even having to ask, and I braced myself.

Whack!

His hand slapped my ass with a slightly painful sting. I yelped and then he did it again before pausing and then again. One thing I noticed was that with each slap and yelp, I could feel Carter’s cock get harder beneath me. The pain started to feel pleasurable. I wanted more of it.

I was his bad girl who needed to be punished.

Slowly, my yelps turned into moans. The next time he paused, I cried out, “more. Please daddy. I need it. Punish me.”

He spanked me again and my moans grew louder. He did it a few more times before letting me up to sit on his lap. With his raging erect cock in front of me, it took everything to make eye contact with him.

“Did you learn your lesson?” He asked.

I shook my head, shyly. “Teach it to me again,” I begged.

“How about we move on to the next lesson?”

Carter pulled me onto the bed and we resumed our kiss from earlier. This time, he was in complete control as he straddled me. His tongue danced in my mouth while I lay there. His hands moved under my top to caress my breasts.

But my hunger for his cock was too much. I needed it. It had been so long since I’d felt it in my hands. I smiled in delight when my hands wrapped around that thick monster of his. This is what I’d been waiting for. I eagerly took it back into my hands and stroked. He groaned and I could tell he had missed me. He had missed being with Britney.

We stopped kissing long enough for me to get fully undressed. Carter’s eyes fell onto my soft, perky breasts. His look of hunger sent a rush of heat rushing through my body.

"You want it bad huh?" He grinned.

"Uh-huh," I nodded, smiling.

Suddenly, I yelped as he grabbed me and turned me over onto my stomach. His powerful hands running all the way down my back. All the way to the prize.

I’d been thinking about this moment for a long time. Ever since my first dildo, I’d imagined what a real cock would feel like inside of me. Now that the moment was here, my horniness was almost overwhelming.

The tip of Carter’s cock pressed against my hole and slipped into my perfectly plump ass.

I gasped as he went deeper. “It’s so big,” I moaned.

He kept going until I took all of him. Somehow, it felt better than I ever thought it would. So hard and thick. My heart raced as the pleasure started to build. With his big muscular frame on top of me, I felt so small and feminine. It made me feel safe and aroused at the same time.

Then Carter began to really fuck me. He rocked his hips slowly. That wonderful cock of his pumping in and out of me.

“Oh fuck,” I blurted out as the first orgasm hit.

But he wasn’t done and neither was I. Carter increased his speed and the pleasure inside my ass spread to the rest of my body like waves of heat.

The ultimate orgasm kept building with ever-growing tension. My body started shaking. With one last thrust, Carter groaned as he came. The tension I’d been feeling was released like a tidal wave as the biggest orgasm of my life swept through me.

“Yes… yes,” I cried as he continued to fill me with his seed.

Fireworks exploded in my mind. I never wanted this feeling to end.

At that moment, I made a decision. I’d been experiencing denial for some time, but now that was over. I’d just been fucked like a girl by a man twice my size and the two predominant thoughts in my head are, when can we do that again? And I want to put your cock in my mouth.

That’s when I knew I’d been kidding myself.

I love being Britney. I love my soft feminine body and having my own pair of breasts that jiggle at the slightest motion. I love all the girly clothes I get to wear that make me look and feel so sexy. But most of all, I love being with Carter and Jessica.

I don’t want to leave this life anymore.

I’m going to be a girl forever.


Epilogue

The next day, I was sitting in the living room watching the news. Jessica was in the other room getting herself ready to shoot a scene. Meanwhile, I was all ready to go in my blonde schoolgirl costume. We had settled into a regular dominant-submissive theme for our videos. Jessica this time was going to play my teacher, who hadn’t received the homework. I’d then be forced to see her after class to find a way to make up for it. It’s going to be so much fun. Plus, Carter was due to come over soon to help film and then celebrate my decision to be a girl permanently by taking us out to dinner. He called it date night. My first date as a girl. I couldn’t wait. I was so excited.

That excitement came crashing down when my parent’s house appeared on the TV.

“Oh my god,” I said.

Jessica poked her head into the room. “What is it?”

I just pointed and watched in horror as the news reporter started talking about how my parents had suddenly left the country. They had flown by private jet to Ecuador. The reporter explained that the likely reason for this was that it was a non-extradition country.

There’s no way they could have afforded a private jet. The realization hit me and I went cold.

They must have found my storage key, which would have led to them to the flash drive.

When I first became paranoid about my job, I had taken the key and hidden it under my old childhood bed, where no one would think to look. The flash drive in the storage unit contained a file with all the account numbers and passwords for the money I’d stashed away. It was password protected, but they must have guessed it. They’ve got all the money. Now I’ve got nothing.

“Oh god,” I cried.

Jessica rushed over to comfort me. “Hey, whatever it is you’ll be okay.”

“You don’t get it,” I sobbed. “They took all the money. Now you’re going to kick me out because I have nothing. No money, nowhere to live, and no job prospects as a wanted fugitive.”

Jessica pulled me into a hug. “You have me. I’m not going anywhere. And as for job prospects, you’ve been getting an insane amount of attention on my website.”

I stopped crying and looked at her.

“Really?”

“People love you. They can’t get enough of Britney. You have legit fans now. If you wanted, I could help you set up your own site. Get your subscriptions going and everything. I promise you the money will roll in. More than enough to pay for a place like this on your own if you moved out.”

“I needed to pay rent, huh?”

“Just a little incentive to encourage the real you to come out. You’re not mad at me, are you?”

I thought about it and realized that I couldn’t be. “No, not after everything she’s given me. I love being a girl. I love my feminine voice, my sexy clothes, my long smooth legs, how my butt looks in panties, and my boobs. Plus, I never would have had the courage to try anything with Carter before meeting you. It would have never even occurred to me.”

“You really love that cock, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Well, just wait until you’ve had the next one. There are plenty more guys out there for you to try before you settle on just one. I think it's time we went out together to find someone new to bring back here.”

“Maybe even someone to come on camera with us?”

“That’s the spirit,” she said.

The End


A VIRTUAL GIRL


Chapter 1

I was stupid. The realization hit me like a truck as I was running across campus. I should have known better. An all-night gaming session right before a big meeting with the college? What was I thinking? We played until the morning of the next day. I stumbled home and passed out. An hour later, my alarm shrieks at me to get up. A new day was here and I was already sick of it. In my defense, I was worried about talking to the school. A meeting with them couldn’t be good. That, coupled with the fact that my grades weren’t exactly what you’d call promising didn’t help either. My friends tried to cheer me up by playing our favorite game together and one thing just led to another.

Now here I am, sprinting like a mad man across the quad while wearing yesterday’s clothes. The only thing keeping me upright and mobile was the excessive amount of caffeine I’d consumed before leaving my dorm room.

As my breathing started to get heavy, I slowed my pace and dug my phone out of my pocket to check the time. Damn. I’m not going to make it. Still, I had to keep going. Pushing past the haze of exhaustion, I forced myself to keep running.

Luckily for me, the administration's office was on the ground floor. I already felt physically exhausted. Climbing several flights of stairs would have just been pouring salt into the wound. The waiting area for the office was just ahead of me marked by a pair of glass double doors. I burst through those doors panting and covered in sweat. Despite how I looked I figured that the less late I was the better.

The assistant to the administration office was a woman in her late fifties with a prim and severe demeanor. Sitting behind a desk that sat in the center of the room, she guarded the office and acted as its gatekeeper. She eyed me with mild disdain. I couldn’t tell if that was due to my lateness, my appearance, or some combination of the two. With some apprehension, I put on my politest smile and sauntered up to her desk.

“Hello, I’m here for a meeting. My name is Mike Fields” I said.

“You’re late,” she said in a clipped tight voice. “Take a seat until she’s ready for you.”

My smile fell. I was hoping to get this over with quickly. My poor judgment and lack of sleep had left me feeling drained and a little nauseous. I wasn’t sure how long I could hold out.

To my left was a row of uncomfortable looking seats. I selected the least comfortable one hoping it would help keep me awake. Picturing the embarrassment I’d feel if I passed out here did the rest to keep my eyes open. But staying conscious wasn’t a pleasant experience right now. It felt more like a punishment to be endured.

Inwardly, I suppressed a sigh. It’s not as if there weren’t signs. I should have seen this coming. My grades had been slipping for a while but I couldn’t bring myself to do anything about them. Don’t get me wrong, I still cared about school. I hated that I couldn’t concentrate on work. But the more I hated myself the more I avoided it. It felt like I was stuck in a car crash that was going in slow motion. Watching it drive headlong towards a cliff while feeling powerless to do anything except watch it go over the edge. It didn’t help that I’d often drown those feelings with nights of drinking and gaming. It became both a source of procrastination and the only time I felt happy.

A clock on the wall loudly and obnoxiously ticked the seconds. That just made it worse. It felt like everything was moving at half speed. God, I want to sleep. Let’s just get this over with and then I’ll start trying to fix my life tomorrow. Ten minutes crawl by. It’s agonizing. I wonder if I could postpone by saying that I’m not feeling well? It wouldn’t even be a lie. I feel awful. It’s just that my sickness is entirely self-inflicted.

Mercifully, the office door finally opened. Rebecca Smith, the school administrator appeared. She’d never given her name but considering it was written on the door it felt like a good educated guess. I expected her to be as irritated as her assistant but instead, she seemed calm and collected. A middle-aged woman who’d reached the peak of her career and was now just trying to coast by. Conducting this meeting would arouse no more emotion in her than if she was talking about the weather.

“Mike Fields?” She asked in an almost monotone voice.

“Yeah, that’s me” I replied, perking up in my chair.

She beckoned me to follow her by pointing a finger at me and then curling it. It was the sort of thing someone might do to call a dog over to them or something an asshole boss does to an employee. I immediately hated her for it. Still, I had no choice. I followed her into the office like the powerless failing student that I was.

“I’m sure you know why we’re having this meeting,” she said as I closed the door behind me.

“Uh, no. You didn’t say much over the phone.”

She sat down behind her desk and gave me an incredulous look. “Really? You have no idea why you’re here?”

Is she going to make me say it out loud like she’s forcing some kind of confession? Fine. I don’t care. At this point, I just want to sleep.

“I know my grades have been slipping lately. Is that what this meeting is about?”

Saying that they were slipping was a huge understatement but I already felt bad about it. I didn’t need this woman piling on. Her calm detachment was now gone. In its place was a hungry eagerness. She wanted a confession so that the school could close the book on me.

“That’s right. One of your teachers hasn’t seen you in class for weeks. The last few papers you’ve submitted have all been F’s. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’ve stopped working on your education altogether. Is that it? Have you given up? Maybe you decided that this wasn’t for you?”

Even as tired as I was, I would not let her bully me into dropping out. It wasn’t bravery on my part. I simply had nowhere else to go if I left college.

“No. I’ve just been going through a rough patch. I still want to finish my degree.”

“And how do you expect to accomplish that given your past performance?”

“I don’t know maybe I’ll see someone professionally about it like a therapist.”

The thought had just occurred to me at that moment but it sounded promising. Maybe if I demonstrated a good faith effort to fix my problems then they’ll let me stay. Plus, my procrastination problem was getting out of hand. A therapist might actually help with my grades anyway.

The administrator seemed less enthused by the idea than I was.

“I need something definitive from you today because right now you’re not showing any sign of actually changing. It’s been decided by the school to put you on academic probation for the next six months. You can come back to class after that.”

My heart stopped. This can’t be happening. I have to convince her to change her mind.

“Six months? But I live in the dorms. Isn’t there something else? Some other way?” I begged.

She was resolute. That’s when I realized that the decision had already been made before I even set foot in the door. This wasn’t a conversation to discuss the problems I was having. This was just her notifying me of the decision.

“You will have the weekend to collect your things and then we’ll need you to move out by Monday morning.”

She continued to drone on after that but I barely heard her. Talking about the papers that needed to be signed. I felt numb. I just couldn’t believe the college was kicking me out. Not only that but it would mean moving back in with my parents. Going home to the small town I’d vowed never to return to. I wouldn’t be able to see my friends either. I’m not sure how any of this is supposed to help me psychologically or academically. But the worst part is that even as it's all hitting me, I still just wanted to sleep.

Eventually, the meeting ended and I was released back into the halls. I went straight back to my dorm and jumped into bed. Whatever my problems are, I’m not going to solve them when I can barely keep my eyes open.


Chapter 2

Tomorrow comes. Instead of moping in my room, I decide to make the most of the time I’ve got left. I message my friends and ask if they want to meet up. Then I begin pacing around the room, trying to burn off nervous energy while waiting to hear back. Responses come over the next few hours saying yes to the idea. I stop and sit down. Maybe I can have one more fun night here after all.

We agreed to meet at my friend Nate’s because he lives off-campus in a big apartment. His family comes from money and was more than happy to cover his college expenses. I’ve met his parents once or twice. They seemed very reserved which is the complete opposite of Nate who’s warm and energetic. Still, they always made the trip up to see Nate’s football games. Yep, that’s right. Not only is he outgoing and rich but he’s also the star quarterback. Nate has it all. Money, sports, and good looks with his square jaw and easy smile. Normally, someone like that would have nothing to do with an underachiever like myself but we both share a passion for the videogame Ritualscape. Somebody started a college club for the game and that’s how we met. Actually, that’s how I met all of my friends. But Nate and I immediately hit off and it didn’t take long before he became my best friend.

Then there’s Thomas. If I was the slacker and Nate the athlete, then Thomas was the nerd of the group. He was the one who had the idea to form a Ritualscape club in the first place. A little uptight and high-strung but he was always ready to help if you had a problem. He’s also the smartest person I know which wasn’t hard to figure out because he likes showing off how smart he is. Thomas would begin making a statement and then pause for an inordinate amount of time. During this pause, he would take off his glasses and clean them as he pondered the point he was about to make. Our other friend Steve was the first to notice this affectation and pointed it out one night while we were drinking. We teased him about it mercilessly but he’d keep doing it anyway.

Steve was the wild one in the group. A musician who would openly tell people that he only came to college for the parties. And party he would. Sometimes he’d disappear for a few days and then reappear to tell us all about an experience we’d missed out on. In between parties and college, Steve would make less than minimum wage playing music in local bars. Despite this obvious handicap, he would always magically appear for a gaming night with tons of decent liquor. When I asked him how he could afford it, Steve would just shrug and say that he knows a guy. Generally, that turned out to be true. Steve always seemed to know people. No matter where we went, there would always be people who wanted to hang out with Steve.

The final member of the group was James, a freshman and a couple of years younger than the rest of us. He was a bit too eager to please but was generally nice to have around. I think he was relieved when he found friends at the Ritualscape club. I wasn’t as close to him as the others but I thought I should invite him out anyway.

I went to Nate’s apartment early so that I could run some ideas by him for tonight. However, when he opened the door, it was clear that I was the last to arrive. That suited me just fine. Maybe Steve will have some ideas for a fun night. Once inside, I make my declaration.

“Tonight has to be extra special. I want to do something big.”

Nate nodded and Steve smiled. They were always down for anything. Thomas frowned and I understood why. This was meant to be our gaming night and now I was upsetting the routine.

“Why?” asked Thomas.

It was a fair question and I wasn’t embarrassed enough to lie. So, I told them the truth.

“Because the college is kicking me out for six months. Academic probation they called it.”

“What do you mean they’re kicking you out?” Asked Nate, alarmed by the news.

“I can’t live in the dorms anymore. And since I can’t afford my own place, I’ll have to go back to living with my parents.”

“That really sucks. You know I’d help out if I could but my parents…”

I told him I understood. He’d help me if he could but his parents would go ballistic if they found out Nate was letting someone else live at a place they were paying for.

“How long did they give you?” He asked.

“Until Monday.”

Nate nodded. “So we’ve got to make this weekend special. Thomas, tell Mike what you just told us.”

Thomas’s frown was gone. He eagerly beckoned me over and I took a seat on the couch next to Nate and Steve. Thomas and James were sat on the floor next to the coffee table. On it were some papers that Thomas had laid out. Some of the papers were covered in text while others had design sketches on them. Thomas took a moment to clean his glasses before he speaking.

“As I was saying before Mike got here, you guys know that I work in the psychology department, right?”

Everyone agreed.

“Well a few months back, Fortress, the developers of Ritualscape contacted the college to ask if the students here would be interested in participating in a study. The head of the department said sure and then didn’t hear anything back until a couple of days ago. Out of nowhere, people from Fortress showed up with this huge delivery and instructions on what to do with the equipment.”

He paused and looked around at each of us to see if we understood the implication of that. None of us did. I was starting to lose my patience as I waited for him to get to the point. Thomas read our expressions and hurried on.

“Fortress have made a new game. A virtual reality game with new technology and they’re testing it here.”

That was it? That was the big secret? I couldn’t help but feel let down by the reveal and I told him so.

“Don’t get me wrong I’m sure it's great for you, but for the rest of us, a psychology study doesn’t sound that interesting. In fact, hearing that Fortress is going into VR kind of sucks. Most VR games aren’t very good.”

The rest of the group nodded. It was common knowledge that a lot of virtual reality games were disappointing. Our skepticism was well warranted but Thomas wasn’t having it.

“You don’t understand. I’ve seen the technology. It’s far beyond anything else on the market. They delivered the equipment with these lounge chairs. You lie down on them, put the gear on, and suddenly you’re transported to a whole new world. This thing connects directly to your brain. Supposedly it’s like having the best dream of your life.”

“That sounds a little far-fetched,” said Nate.

“It’s the truth. This technology is going to change everything. My professor tried it out for two minutes. He said that for him, he was in there for two hours.

“Wait so what’s the game?” Steve asked.

“Yeah that’s right you said they’re making a new game. What is it?” asked James.

“Fortress said that the working title is ‘New life.’ Apparently, you can create your dream life and then live it in VR. My professor tried it out as a race car driver. He said it felt like the real thing. Anyway, the reason I brought it up is that in a few days they’ll allow applications. I figured we could all sign up for it.”

I grimaced and everyone except Thomas awkwardly looked away. He realized why a moment later and apologized for putting his foot in his mouth.

“It’s alright. Not your fault” I said. “I just don’t want to hear about awesome college things that I’m going to miss out on.”

Steve’s eyes brightened. “I have an idea,” he said. “We should go to the lab tonight and give Mike a chance to try out the game before the college kicks him out.”

“Won’t we get in trouble for being in there after hours?” James asked, praying that someone else would disagree with the idea.

Thomas snorted. “More like expelled.”

Steve shook his head. “I know you have a key and right now the place will be empty. We stroll in, play around for a couple of hours and then we’ll leave. No one will know we were even there. What do you guys think?”

Nate thought about it and said, “I don’t think they’d expel us simply for using the room without permission. It’s not like we’re stealing or damaging property. Plus this could be Mike’s only chance to try it. I’m in if he is.”

I nodded. “Why not? I did say I wanted to do something special before I left and I think this qualifies.”

The four of us stared at James who was looking down at his hands.

“I dunno. It still seems risky,” James said.

“You don’t have to come,” Steve said bluntly.

“Nobody has to come” I pointed out. “If you’re not comfortable with it then we don’t have to do it.”

Thomas relented. “The more I think about it, the more I think we should. The technology is going to cost thousands if not tens of thousands when it first hits the market and then there’s the massive waiting list that will occur once the word gets out. This could be our only chance to try it as a group. Let’s do it.”

With the rest of the group in agreement, James's fears were assuaged and he quietly agreed as well.


Chapter 3

We hung out together for a few more hours and devised our plan. Thomas ordered us to stop drinking and all of us reluctantly complied. The plan was simple. We’d wait until midnight and then walk casually across campus. Once the coast was clear, we’d use Thomas’s key to enter the building.

Steve asked us about what we were going to pick for our dream lives. I shrugged and told him I’ll just see what’s available. Nate said something similar about not wanting to get his hopes up. Steve rolled his eyes.

“You guys better not be this boring when we get to the game. I’m going to be a Rockstar in case you were all wondering.”

“We weren’t,” said Thomas.

The rest of us chuckled.

At midnight, we grabbed our coats and began the walk across campus. Even midnight is not exactly a quiet time for a college campus. However, the science building that the VR game was stored in couldn’t be further away from the dorms. As we got closer, we saw fewer and fewer people. Still, that didn’t stop James or Thomas from constantly looking over their shoulder to check. Steve and Nate, as the most confident members of the group, naturally took the lead.

When we reached the side of the science building, Nate turned the corner first before backing up. He held out his hand for us to stop. Everyone did except Steve who didn’t notice until Nate grabbed the back of his coat and pulled him back. Steve was about to launch into a series of profanity-laden shouting when Nate held his finger to his lips and then pointed. Ahead of us, voices could be dimly heard murmuring to each other. Steve nodded and carefully peered around the corner. Of course, that made us all want to look. When it was my turn, I saw what had made Nate so concerned. There in front of the science building were two men from campus security. The two guards were leaning against a wall next to the entrance while smoking cigarettes. One of them was a bald, stocky guy in his early fifties. The second was a younger bearded man. They both looked like they could easily catch everyone in the group except Nate.

There was no way we’d get through the front door without being noticed. We decided to retreat down the path and talk this out. James was the first to say what some of us were thinking. “We should go back and forget about it right?”

Nate looked at me for my opinion. He was here for me and he’d follow my lead since this was my last night out. I shook my head. We’d made it this far and I was pretty sure we could still do it. There just had to be another way. I took a step back and let the others argue amongst themselves. We can’t get the security to leave and we can’t walk past them. But what if we avoided them altogether? I looked up and our way in became clear.

“Guys I figured it out. Hey, Thomas” His gaze snapped sharply to me. There was an unmistakable tension in his eyes. He was just as nervous as James but was doing a better job of hiding it. “Go in through the front door and act like you’re returning something. Then once you’re inside, open one of these big windows above us and we’ll climb inside.”

Thomas looked at the windows and frowned. “I’m not sure if I have a key for that room,” he said. “But the lab I was in has the same windows on the other side of the building. I’m not thrilled about the guards seeing me either.”

“They’re not going to care. You have a key. They’ll just assume you have twenty-four access” I replied.

Apart from James the rest of us felt confident in the plan. Thomas relented and agreed to the plan.

“I’ll text you once I get a window open,” he said before leaving.

Nate had to grab Steve again to stop him from peeking around the corner to watch.

A few minutes go by. No one feels like talking. The chill wind causes us to tighten our coats. I can tell it’s only a matter of time before someone suggests we go back. If Thomas takes too long it might even be me. I know I wanted one last great night with my friends but I’m still harboring doubts about this game.

The phone in my pocket buzzed. It’s a message from Thomas. I read it out loud. “I’m in. Go to the other side of the building.”

We walk around the back of the building. Thomas, leaning outside of the window gave us a wave. Uncertainty built as we got closer. The windows were higher up on this side and I’m not sure I can climb it on my own. Fortunately, Nate stepped forward to take charge.

“James, you go first. I’ll boost you up,” said Nate.

He pushed James up to Thomas who grabbed his hand to pull him inside.

“Okay, your turn Mike.”

“Wait why me next?” I asked, suddenly feeling self-conscious about how weak I was.

“Because you’re the second lightest after James.”

It was frustrating that he was right. I couldn’t do it on my own. As I stepped up to the window, two large hands wrapped around my waist. He lifted me into the air effortlessly. I prayed that it was too dark for any of them to see my face burning red.

Thomas gave me his hand and helped me awkwardly climb through. I didn’t like being manhandled. I know it wasn’t Nate’s fault. He was just trying to help but it still felt annoying.

When I saw the classroom, I stopped and stared. We weren’t just in some random room. This was it. Six long white chairs were arranged in a semi-circle in the center of the room. They were the kind you lie down on. I guess the developers want you to be comfortable when you play. Next to each one was a small circular table with a large shiny black box on it.

“Hey, a little help!” Thomas cried.

His arms were shaking as he struggled to pull Steve in. I rushed over and grabbed Steve’s arm. With the two of us working together, we managed to heave him into the room. Finally, the only one left was Nate. The rest of us held our hands out ready. Nate jumped and grabbed my hand. A lance of pain shot up my arms and the weight of him jolted me forward toward the open window. Everyone realized I was falling and quickly grabbed onto me. They pulled me while I held onto Nate. Slowly, he was raised up until his other hand reached the edge of the windowsill. At that point, he pulled himself up the rest of the way. As soon as he was clear, I let go to nurse my throbbing arms.

Once Nate was clear, Thomas closed the window and explained what to do.

“Basically, all you need to do at first is lie down and let me put the equipment on you. Once the game starts, there’ll be some calibration tests and then the character select screen. You pick your options and then it should dump us all together in the starting area. Any questions?”

James raised his hand. “Where’s the bathroom?”

Everyone collectively groaned.

“You couldn’t have gone before we broke into the building?” Steve asked incredulously.

“Thomas just show him where to go,” I said, already feeling exasperated.

All of us were on edge. I just wanted to try out the game and now I’m being held up by a bathroom break.

“I don’t want us getting separated and I don’t trust Steve not to break the equipment while I’m gone,” said Thomas.

Steve rolled his eyes. “That was one computer from a year ago. How can you still hold that against me?”

Nate stepped forward. “Look let’s just all go. The sooner we do it, the sooner we can get back here.”

With the argument settled, we moved quietly down the dark hallways. Nobody wanted to risk being seen by using light. It was a little spooky with how quiet it was. There was nothing but our footsteps echoing down the halls. When we reached the bathroom, James went in while we waited outside.

Nate edged closer to me and asked, “have you thought more about what you’re going to pick in the game?”

I shrugged. “Maybe a pro video game player of some type if it will let me. Like the best Ritualscape player in the world. What about you?”

“NFL star,” he replied.

I was about to ask the others about their choices when lights flashed up ahead. I tapped Nate and Steve on the shoulder and pointed. Voices could be heard softly in the distance, drawing closer. We had to move. The four of us dashed around the corner and waited.

I risked a glance back. Two men were casually walking side by side with their flashlights out. It was the two security guards from the entrance. They went straight for the bathroom without stopping. Damn. Well, maybe James is hiding in a stall?

A few moments later there was shouting and then the younger guard dragged James out.

“What are you doing in here?” the older guard asked.

“I just forgot something. I came to get it. That’s all.”

“How did you get in the building?”

“The front door. I just walked through the front door.”

“Nobody without a key is allowed on the property after hours. Do you have a key?”

James shook his head.

“If I catch you again, I’ll report you to the college.”

James nodded glumly, as he was marched down the hall.

We waited until we couldn’t hear them anymore before moving back to the classroom. I messaged James to come back around to the window and we’d help him up. A few moments later he replied stating that he was just going back to his room. The whole thing with the guard must have spooked him. I couldn’t blame him but at the same time, I’d come too far to stop now.

“James isn’t coming back. If anyone else wants to go I won’t stop you” I said.

I looked up from my phone to see Steve was already lying in a chair while Nate and Thomas were inspecting one of the black boxes.

“No way am I missing this,” said Steve.

“The security guys were probably just going to the bathroom themselves. I doubt we’ll see them again,” said Nate.

“Unless they go looking for me,” Thomas said.

“Well you could have easily left when they abandoned their post,” said Steve.

Thomas, frustrated that Steve had come up with a logical answer he couldn’t refute just ignored him and told the rest of us to pick a chair. Nate and I laid down in our chairs. They felt softer than they looked. I could easily see myself falling asleep in one of these.

Thomas went around opening a black box next to each of us. Inside was a helmet with a screen that covered our eyes. I watched him put the helmet on Steve and then attach these long wires to the sides of the helmet. The end of wires were patches like you’d see in a hospital that he applied to his arms, legs, and chest. Thomas repeated the process with Nate and I before doing it to himself.

“Lie back. It will activate soon,” he told us.

I did as he asked though I could barely hear him with the helmet on. If the security guards did decide to come back and check the rooms, they’d have no trouble sneaking up on us.

I waited. A few seconds pass and then I felt myself falling. It felt physical but also mental like I was in freefall and falling asleep at the same time. There was a spark of light below me. It grew brighter as I fell. I clenched my eyes shut and waited for it to be over.

Suddenly the falling sensation stopped. I opened my eyes and found myself lying in a white void that stretched on in every direction into infinity. I looked down to see that I was still wearing the same clothes. A smile crept onto my face. Oh my god, this thing really works. I’m in the game.

A floating message popped up in front of my face asking me if the representation of myself was accurate with a yes/no option. I selected ‘yes.’

The next questions asked me if I want to keep my name and background as before. Again, I picked ‘yes.’ I didn’t know how the game already knew this stuff. It must be picking it up from my brain somehow.

The next message was about the dream life I wanted. But it already knew what I wanted. The message said pro gamer and streamer with a question mark. I reached out to select ‘yes’ but the message flickered and went fuzzy for a moment. Then it went back to normal and I selected ‘yes.’ The next part was called dream partner. Do you want one? It asked and I confirmed that I did. It gave me a range of options for what I wanted my virtual partner to look like and what her personality should be.

I selected a girl my age and height with similar interests and intelligence. It was better to keep it simple. I didn’t want to overcomplicate things considering my friends were waiting for me. For appearance, I made her into a very feminine curvy blonde with large breasts. A little stereotypical but like I said I can always change it later.

The next message asked me to select the time dilation effect. This is what Thomas talked about earlier. How you could spend days in this thing but only minutes passed in the real world.

I selected one day but the message flickered and didn’t register it. I selected it again. The answer flickered from one year back to one day. Once it was stable, I selected yes for one day.

The white void turned dark and I felt myself drifting off to sleep.

A woodfire crackled loudly nearby and I jolted awake.

Startled, I found myself sitting in an armchair next to a fireplace. My friends were sat in similar chairs next to me and were all slowly waking up. We were in some kind of large study with high ceilings. The scent of woodsmoke and leather hung gently in the air. Shelves covered the walls from floor to ceiling with an array of books. I wasn’t much of a reader but this place looked like heaven for those who were. Despite appearances, there was a nagging confused voice in the back of my head telling me to be concerned.

“Where are we?” I asked.

Thomas got his feet first and said “This is the starting area. It’s used a lot for when groups play together. We load into the study room first, get our bearings and then head into the hotel.

“The hotel?”

“Yes, the dream life game has everyone staying in a five-star hotel when they play. It was simpler than trying to code a million different possible house combinations.”

He reached out towards the door.

“Wait, we…”

The door opened before Thomas reached it. A man in his fifties wearing a hotel uniform appeared. He glanced curiously at each of us before striding into the room. Thomas had to step back to avoid bumping into him. The man cleared his throat dramatically before addressing us.

“Hello, I am known simply as the Concierge. I am here to help you achieve your dreams and live the life you truly desire. Any issues, concerns, or questions regarding your time here can be answered by me. Any technical issues while in-game can also be answered by me. I stress this point because I am the only character you will find in the game who is aware. Everyone else you encounter will be non-playable characters who believe that this is all real. Now if you’d like follow me. I can take you to your rooms so you can get settled in.”

We shuffled out of the study and into a carpeted hallway that led to an elevator that simply opened when the Concierge approached it. As soon as we got inside, I noticed that there were only a few buttons and each had a name instead of a number. The buttons listed were: the study, the lobby, the gym, the swimming pool, restaurants, and bars. Finally at the top was a button next to each of our names.

“Hey is there a way to access the menu or settings?” asked Thomas.

“Certainly. Just snap your fingers and say ‘menu’ out loud and it should become visible to you.”

Steve tried it. The rest of us couldn’t see anything but he assured us that it worked.

The Concierge pressed the button that said Thomas before carrying on. “Every floor is available to you and the world at large, although some of the best experiences players find are often in the hotel itself.”

The elevator doors opened into a large room with white and grey marble floors. We started to get out when the Concierge held up his hand. “Why don’t you get comfortable with your rooms first?”

Thomas shrugged and said he’d see us later. The doors closed and I panicked. How would we keep in contact with each other? That was when I realized I had a copy of my phone in my pocket.

“Wait do phones work here?” I asked him.

“Yes. Your phones were copied with you into the new life game although they can only reach other players and can’t access the internet.”

I nodded. That was good to know. At least we had a way of staying in contact with each other.

The Concierge pressed the button for my floor and I felt the elevator rise. I’m sure it's only an illusion though. Normally in games like this, the elevator is just used to hide the loading screen. I just hoped it wasn’t too long. A minute later the doors opened to reveal my room.

A ‘room’ turned out to be a massive understatement. Instead, I walked into a large open-plan living room and kitchen. You could have stacked five of my dorm rooms in here easily. The living room had large floor-to-ceiling windows and a door that led out onto a balcony. Very nice. Instead of marble floors, mine was covered in soft cream carpeting. I took a step inside and said goodbye to the others.

One thing that did bother me straight away was that on one of the walls was some artwork that didn’t seem right. It was a portrait of Marilyn Monroe surrounded in this bubble-gum pink color. Weird. I’ll have to redecorate later.

I explored further and found a home office room with a gaming pc, camera, and light setup. This is where I’ll become a famous streamer. Part of me wanted to jump in right away but I held off until I had explored the rest of the place. The whole thing was more of a luxury penthouse apartment than a hotel room.

The bathroom came fully stocked with everything a person could want. Then there was the bedroom. I opened the door and was immediately surprised. This wasn’t me at all. The walls and bed were bright pink. The furniture was white but there was a vanity table in the corner where a woman could do her makeup. There must have been some kind of mistake.

Inside the bedroom was another door. I open it to discover my very own walk-in closet. My confusion only deepened. The left side of the closet was filled with men’s clothes while the right side was full of women’s clothing.

This must be some kind of glitch. Maybe I have a roommate or a girlfriend? The game did ask me about my perfect partner. I just didn’t think it would jump straight into us living together. Something just felt off. I needed answers. Perhaps the menu could tell me what’s going on.

I snapped my fingers and said “menu.” Instantly a floating screen popped up in front of me. It contained everything I’d selected when I first put on the headset. I scrolled down and found a big red button at the bottom that said call the Concierge. I pushed the call button and went to the elevator to wait.

Moments later, the doors opened and the Concierge stepped out.

“How can I be of assistance?” He asked.

“There’s something wrong with my room. It’s not what I wanted.”

He frowned. “Can you be more specific?”

“I’ll show you.”

We went back to the bedroom and I pointed at the walls. “Look it’s all pink and in the closet, there’s a bunch of women’s clothes. Who are these supposed to belong to?”

The Concierge looked surprised.

“Why you of course,” he said. “Let me just pull up your character sheet to double-check.”

A large floating screen appeared in front of us but the details were all wrong. The name next to the player character said Mike Smith slash Mikayla Smith. Underneath my name, it said ‘time dilation effect: 1 year.’

“Wait that’s not right. I put in one day not one year. Change it back.”

“I’m afraid all selections are final until the game is over.”

“You’re telling me I’m going to be in here for a year?”

“That’s correct. But don’t look so glum. Think of it more like you’ll be living your dream for a year.”

“What about the outside world. How much time will pass there?”

“Only a few hours. Now let’s go through your dream life.” He waved his hand and the writing on the screen scrolled down. “Yes, here it is. You wanted to become a pro-gamer and turn into your dream girl here.” He pointed to the last section.

I looked at where he pointed and shook my head. “No, that was my dream partner screen. I don’t want to turn into a woman.”

He didn’t react to this information one way or the other. In fact, I was getting the impression that he was a little bored by the conversation.

“Well as I said, all selections are final. So I suggest you try to enjoy it.”

A cold shock hit me. I wanted to scream. This was so unfair. Instead, I silently counted to five and then asked in a weak voice, “enjoy it? What’s going to happen to me?”

The Concierge looked at me like I was dumb.

“You will turn into the woman of your dreams and have a wildly successful career on the internet.”

I didn’t understand. “But how do I change it?”

He shrugged, “you can’t. Now I have to go. Another guest is requesting my assistance.”

After he left, I just stood there unsure of what to do. The whole thing was overwhelming. Before in times of stress, I would go to my computer and play Ritualscape to relax. It’s too bad I can’t access it here. Although this is made by the same company and I am meant to be a pro-gamer in this world. What if they included it in the game?

I went into the office and turned on the gaming computer. Instantly, the lights and camera came alive. The screen in front of me became the Ritualscape menu. Another screen to my left came to life and said that five thousand people were now watching me.

I hadn’t intended to test the streaming function but the Concierge said that we couldn’t connect to the real-world internet so these wouldn’t be real people. On the other hand, it might be a fun distraction to play along with. I noticed the microphone in front of me and decided to test it.

“Hey…guys?”

There was a chat screen on my left monitor suddenly flooded with messages welcoming me back. Apparently, I was already popular in this world. Still, it was alarming to notice some of the messages saying things like, ‘what no Mikayla today?’

In this world, I was already appearing as Mikayla? That’s weird, I don’t feel any different. A search on the computer led me to some old video files. I clicked play on one titled makeup tutorial. A version of myself was on the screen. It looked exactly like me but I was wearing a tight pink t-shirt. This version of myself smiled brightly and introduced themselves.

“Hi my name’s Mike or Mikayla and I’m here to show off my makeup progress.”

Their voice was slightly higher than mine and they gave off a more effeminate vibe. Is this what the game wants me to become?

I fast-forwarded. The rest of the video was them applying makeup. At the end of the video, this version of me looked like a more feminine boy.

“As you guys can see I still have a long way to go. But I’m making progress! Anyway, thanks for tuning in.”

I’m never doing that. Still, if all I had to do was sleep in a pink room in order to be internet famous then so be it. I could do that.

I turned back to the game. The minority of people calling to see Mikayla faded away until all that was left were fans eager to watch me play. I put the video I’d just watched out of my mind and played the game exactly as I normally would. From time to time, I’d glance over at the other screen. Every one of my fans watching said I was doing a great job. After everything that had happened that felt good to hear.

After a few hours of this, I ended the stream. The fans were disappointed but I wanted to stop. Once everything had shut down, I pulled out my phone and found my contact list had shrunk to three names. I send a text to the others about meeting up. The tone of the message was casual but deep down I’m dying to know if any of them experienced any glitches and what their time dilation effect was. I get responses from Nate and Thomas saying that they're busy and that we can talk tomorrow. Steve doesn’t even respond. I guess they’re having too much fun in their dream lives.

It’s late so I turn in for the night while trying very hard to ignore my problems.


Chapter 4

I wake up in a panic. Damn what time is it? Did I oversleep again? I can’t be late for another class. I rub my eyes and see I’m surrounded by pink. Oh, right. I’m being held hostage for a year by a video game that wants me to become a woman. I shake my head. It’s too early for this. I lie back down and go back to sleep.

A few hours later I sit up and check my phone. I’ve got a new message from Nate. It says everyone else is meeting in the study at 12. I glance at the clock. It says 11:50. Damn.

I jump out of bed and rush to the bathroom. I’ve got a lot of experience brushing my teeth and showering at the same time so it wasn’t more than a few minutes before I’m running back to the closet. Huh weird. The men’s side of the closet is only eighty percent full. I could have sworn it was packed full of clothes just yesterday. I’ll have to ask the Concierge about it when there’s time.

I grab a simple black t-shirt and some jeans from the men’s side before digging through the drawers. Inside one of them was a row of black men’s boxer briefs. I reached out to grab a pair. A sharp electric shock hits me as soon as I touch them. Ow. It must have been static or something. I rub my fingers and try again. Another painful shock. What the hell?

Suddenly a soothing feminine voice entered my mind and said “You don’t really want to wear those. Go choose the pair that fits your greatest desire.”

So the game is blocking me from wearing men’s underwear? It’s pressuring me to follow the path it's set. Well, I’m not playing. I don’t need to wear underwear. I moved to leave the closet with the t-shirt and jeans in hand. At the doorway between the closet and the bedroom, I slam into an invisible wall.

“You cannot progress through the world without progressing in your dream,” the voice said.

I put my hand out. The wall felt like solid stone. I glance at the clock. 11:57. With Steve’s attention span, I’d be lucky to get everyone together again today. I had to make that meeting whatever the cost. I sighed. Fine but just this once. I went to the right side with all of the women’s clothes and opened a drawer. An array of colorful panties and thongs presented themselves. Carefully, I poked a pair with my finger. There was no shock this time.

I guess there’s no choice.

I selected a pair of white cotton panties with little hearts on them and slipped them on. Strangely, as soon as I put them on, I felt a warm pleasant feeling in my core. The sensation took me from being tired and irritable to slightly elated now that I was wearing the panties.

Is this part of the game's conditioning? It punishes me for wearing men’s underwear and rewards me for the opposite? I put my hand out. The invisible wall was gone.

The clock said 11:59. I hurriedly threw the rest of my clothes on and dashed to the elevator.

Everyone was already in the study waiting for me when I got there. I had to admit it hurt to see Steve being more punctual than me. He sat in an armchair wearing big sunglasses, some designer-label clothes, and a couple of necklaces. I guess he found his Rockstar wardrobe.

Nate sat nearby looking the same as before while Thomas was wearing an expensive tailored three-piece suit. Weird. I never asked him what he’d selected. I wonder what his dream life is?

“Great you’re here. We can finally begin,” said Thomas.

I took a seat and Thomas began.

“As I’m sure you all realized there is a glitch with the game. The time dilation effect says one year for me instead of one day. Is that the same for the rest of you?”

Nate and I nodded. When Steve didn’t respond, Nate prodded him. Steve woke up and asked, “what we were talking about?”

Thomas repeated his question.

“Oh yeah me too,” Steve said.

“Are you hungover?” I asked him.

“Yeah, my dream life is kind of crazy. I didn’t get much time to sleep and then when I tried to, the game kept me awake. It forced me to practice with my guitar even though I was exhausted from partying.”

“And that’s the other issue,” Thomas said. “The game seems to railroad each of us into following the path we set and punishing us if we don’t do it.”

“True but I don’t know what we can do about it” I replied. “I already asked the Concierge to change things for me and he refused. He stated this will continue until the time is up. I don’t know what we can do about it to end the game early.”

Steve raised his hand. “I should also point out that I got very frustrated when it was trying to force me to practice, so I jumped out of a window.”

“You tried to kill yourself over guitar practice?” I asked incredulously.

Steve shrugged. “It’s not like it’s real. Besides I had a terrible headache. But anyway, the point is that I just reappeared back in the room as if nothing had happened. I don’t think there’s a way to end the game before the time runs out.”

That was concerning. Nobody knew what to say to that. A year in this game would feel like a long time and we don’t even know what the world is like here. Finally, Nate broke the silence.

“We’ll just have to ride it out and make the most of it,” he said. “I’m sure none of us wanted to spend a year in here but it is a luxury hotel and our dream lives. As long as we stick together, I think we’ll be okay.”

Everyone nodded in agreement.

“Well we all know what Steve and I chose but what about you and Thomas?” asked Nate.

“I picked a famous scientist,” said Thomas before checking his watch. “Which reminds me I’ve got to get a taxi soon. It turns out that famous scientists do a lot of interviews.”

“I picked a famous streamer slash pro-gamer,” I said.

Thomas shook his head “In hindsight, yours sounds more fun.”

I couldn’t help but look away. “Yeah sure is” I muttered.

The woman’s voice in my head abruptly returned and advised me that I should go back to my room and start streaming.

Nate looked up and said, “I should go, a voice in my head is telling me I have to go to practice.”

“Yeah, it's telling me to go too” I replied.

It was sad how quickly our meeting was over. I wanted to spend more time with them and tell them about the glitch. But I couldn’t just say ‘hey the games trying to turn me into a girl!’ as my friends were heading out the door.

Nate seemed to sense my mood.

“We’ll talk later,” he promised before leaving.

I went back to my room and ran into another invisible wall surrounding my computer. Frustration boiled over into anger. I kicked at the wall and shouted “I thought this was what you wanted? What am I supposed to do?”

The woman’s voice was as calm as ever when she responded. “It’s time for a Mikayla stream. Don’t worry if you’ve forgotten anything. I’ll walk you through all the steps. First, go into the bathroom and shave your body.”

This is ridiculous. There has to be some way around this. It’s not like the game can keep me trapped in invisible walls forever. I called the Concierge but this time he appeared instantly on the message screen as video chat.

“I cannot help you avoid or alter the game's instructions. Do you have another request?” he asked.

I angrily ended the call. Fine, let’s get this over with. I stomped over to the bathroom where a pink razor and shaving supplies were waiting for me. I followed the voice’s instructions until my body was completely smooth. Once I’d shaved, the voice said “Excellent, please proceed to the closet and wear the selected outfit.

In the closet, there was a neatly folded set of clothes on the side for me. I inspected the outfit and then groaned. This wasn’t just women’s clothes but provocative women’s clothes. The outfit included a pair of fishnet stockings, jean shorts that would barely cover my ass, a pink cut-off t-shirt that left my midriff exposed, and a pink choker with a metal heart in the center. To my horror, each piece of clothing I put on gave me another warm pleasant feeling. The closer I got to completely wearing the outfit, the happier I became. It made me wonder how much of this is me and how much is the game influencing my personality. Am I actually enjoying this? No, it has to be the game tricking me. I never showed any interest in this stuff back in the real world. It’s just messing with my head. I can’t lose who I am just because the game is forcing me to look a certain way. I’m still me. I know who I am.

After I put the pink choker around my neck, the voice directed me over to the vanity table. Various makeup products were now sitting on the previously empty table. Off to the side was a small bust with a long blonde wig sitting on it.

I had a flashback of the dream girl I’d designed. Similar interests and intelligence but she was a busty blonde. That was who I was going to turn into?

The voice interrupted my thoughts and instructed me on how to apply makeup. I wanted to ignore it but this was different than when it told me to put on the clothes or to shave. It felt like the game had taken over my hands and I was applying the makeup on autopilot. My hands moved by themselves. It was incredibly unnerving and I took slow deep breaths to avoid freaking out over the machine controlling my body. Only when the makeup was finished did I regain control of my hands.

I grabbed the wig and put it on my head without being asked to. I figured the sooner I get through this the better. Though a pleasant tingle shot through my heart as the blonde hair settled on my head, much to my annoyance.

“What now?” I asked in a girlish voice. “Wait. What happened to my voice?”

“Mikayla doesn’t sound like a man,” explained the voice.

“Who even are you?” I asked.

No response came.

As I took in my appearance in the mirror, more happy bubbly feelings arose. It was like the more I appeared like a girl, the happier the game would make me feel. Although this was only happening in my room, I was still nervous to be seen dressed like this. Even if all the fans on the computer were fake, my hands shook when I turned on the computer. As I loaded it up, the chat turned into a deluge of positive messages. It seemed that everyone in this world liked seeing Mikayla.

One message said, “I like your choker.”

Out of nowhere, I giggled and said, “thanks it's one of my favorites.”

Where did that come from? Is the game messing with my mind? I wanted to be terrified but it was hard to be afraid. A logical part of me felt concerned but whenever I did anything girly, I’d feel happier than before. No matter what the pleasant feelings just seemed to drown out the negative voice in my head. Besides, it’s only dressing up occasionally for work and wearing women’s underwear. I can manage this I thought to myself as I played Ritualscape and interacted with my fans.

A few hours later, there’s a ping on my menu that pops up out of the corner of my eye. It’s a request from Nate to come into the apartment.

Damn, I can’t let him see me like this.

I turn off the computer and try to take the choker off but it won’t budge.

“Mikayla likes to look cute even when she’s not working,” said the voice.

“Yeah yeah I get it,” I said still in my girly voice.

It made sense to assume neither the wig, makeup, or the rest of the clothes would be coming off any time soon. I sent a message to Nate apologizing and saying I’m too busy right now. ‘Maybe we could meet tomorrow?’ I texted him. If I was stuck in this outfit all day then maybe the game would let me wear normal clothes tomorrow?

Nate sent a message back saying there were more glitches in his game and that he needs to talk to me.

“Fine” I snapped. I might as well show him what I’m dealing with. It’s not like it's my fault that the game is broken. If he thinks he’s dealing with glitches then he hasn’t seen anything yet.

I accepted his invitation and I heard the elevator doors ping open.

“Hello” he called out.

My heart started racing. I don’t want to do this. What if he just laughs at me?

He called out to me again. I steeled my nerves and stepped out to meet him.

Nate’s eyes widened in surprise but then he smiled. His eyes moved up and down, taking me all in. Oh god was he attracted to me?

“Hey, do you know where my friend Mike is?” He asked.

“It’s me,” I said in the girly voice.

“What?”

“I’m Mike. There’s a glitch with my game too. It’s forcing me to dress as a woman.”

“Oh. I’m sorry, it’s just you look exactly like a cute girl. You don’t look like a guy at all,” he explained.

Another wave of happiness hit me. I tried to ignore it but inwardly I was beaming at the compliment.

“So the game makes you wear that?”

“Yes,” I said. “What’s your glitch?” I asked eager to change the subject.

“Well for one, it was insistent that I come to talk to you and see how you’re doing.”

“The game wanted you to check up on me?”

“Yeah and it blocked me from doing anything else. I think I would have been stuck in the elevator until you agreed to see me.

“It’s creepy when it does that. The game forces me to say and do things that are super girly and then it rewards me for them. I don’t know what to do.”

Nate stepped closer, “Well it’s all just pretend right? Try not to worry too much. I mean it's only temporary. Who cares if the game forces you to dress like a girl? Once we’re out of the machine it will just be a funny joke we tell each other.”

“I guess,” I said although I couldn’t help but notice he was moving closer.

Out of nowhere, he swept me up into a big hug. Woah. Nate’s never done that before. Another warm pleasant feeling. It seems this is what the game wanted.

After a few moments, we both stepped away awkwardly. “Uh… yeah… so you should tell the others now,” Nate said. “You know rip that Band-Aid off. Steve might make fun of you at first but it's better to get it out of the way rather than worry about it. And besides, the game is making you do it. None of this is your fault.”

I nodded and wrote them a message effectively stating what I was going through. Thomas responded first.

“Interesting. I’d like to hear more about the psychological side of things later when I’ve got time.”

Steve responded after him, “hey you do you. I’m having a big party in my room right now. You guys should come up.”

I asked Nate what he thought. He shrugged and said, “I could use a drink.”

The thought of going out in public and meeting people as a girl should have left me paralyzed with fear. Instead, the idea felt exciting. The game clearly wants me to go and I was tired of fighting with it.

“Alright let’s do it,” I said.


Chapter 5

As the elevator doors opened into Steve’s apartment I was immediately taken aback. For starters, it was much larger than my room. We entered the foyer of what looked like a mansion with a large double staircase and multiple doorways. Rock music could be heard echoing from other parts of the house. I couldn’t help but notice the chandelier above swinging gently. This place seemed like the opposite of what Steve would want. It was far too gaudy compared to his usual tastes but then maybe this is how he’d live if he had the money.

“Which way?” asked Nate looking at the different directions.

I shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. Maybe follow the music?”

He nodded and I felt him take my hand and lead me right. A warm tingly feeling hit me as he held my hand. Was he even aware that he was doing it? I wanted to say something or pull my hand away but it felt too nice. I didn’t have to think, worry or plan. I could just let him lead me to the right place.

We walked down a hallway framed with oil paintings. Nate tried the first door. It led into an empty theatre room. We kept going, trying various doors into empty rooms until we turned a corner to find two bouncers standing in front of a pair of double doors.

“Are you on the list?” One of the bouncers asked.

Nate said he was and told him his name.

The bouncer holding a clipboard glanced down and then nodded. “Alright go on through.”

I tried to follow but the bouncer held up his hand blocking me.

“Name?” the bouncer asked.

I tried to say Mike Smith. Instead, the words “Mikayla Smith” slipped out.

The bouncer frowned at his clipboard. “You’re not on the list but maybe we can make an exception,” he said eyeing me.

“I’m not leaving without my friend,” said Nate.

“You can find her after the show,” said the second bouncer shoving Nate on through and closing the doors behind him. The doors then rattled where Nate was trying to open them but they remained locked. Just another part of the game I thought bitterly.

“So where do I go?” I asked.

A door suddenly appeared to my right on what was once a blank wall.

“Through there,” the bouncer said.

I went through the door into what looked like the backstage area for the band. People moved around me carrying equipment. That’s when I noticed a girl about my age with dark hair. She moved away from the music. Something told me to follow her.

She moved further into the backstage area into some kind of lounge. The girl sat down and joined four other girls in skimpy clothes. I stood and watched, unsure of what to do. One of the girls with short red hair noticed me and smiled.

“Looks like we got another one,” she said, pointing at me.

“Another one?” I asked.

“Yeah, a groupie. You know for The Awesome Steve’s,” she said earnestly.

I struggled to keep a straight face. The Awesome Steve’s? Maybe he was messing around with the character creator like I was? I guess I can’t hold it against him. God, I can’t wait to tell Thomas the name of Steve’s band name. He’ll completely lose it.

The redhead encouraged me to join them.

“I’m Courtney by the way. The band has just finished. They should be out any minute now,” she said while practically bouncing on the spot with excitement.

I decided to just wait with the groupies. Once I found Steve, I could tell him everything and then go look for Nate. At least with his band name he no longer had any right to make fun of me.

A door opened and a group of guys in bedazzled jackets came out. The girls around me squealed and I felt a profound sense of relief that the game wasn’t forcing me to act like them.

Steve was the last in the group to come out, wearing an equally ridiculous-looking shiny jacket.

I moved towards him when one of his bandmates blocked my path. He was tall with a short beard. There was a kind of confident swagger to him that reminded me a bit of Steve. It was the expectation that he was always the most important person in the room. He had to be the center of attention. Now this Rockstar expected another swooning groupie? Well he’d be disappointed.

The band member grinned and said “hmm yes. Do you want to see my dressing room?”

That’s it? No flirting or anything. He just straight-up asks women this? I wanted to say no but then that familiar happy feeling came back. Okay, this could be bad. “Uhm actually…” I tried to say no but the words wouldn’t come out. Instead, when he held out his hand, I giggled and said “sure I’d love to see your room.”

The other groupie girls stared daggers at me, jealous that they weren’t chosen. He told me his name was Dan as he led me to his dressing room. Part of me just wanted to leave but it was like some kind of magnetic force was pulling me to follow him. Once inside the dressing room, I couldn’t help but notice he closed the door behind him.

Dan eyed me up and down. “You’re really pretty,” he said.

My face flushed red and my body was suddenly hot. It was nice to hear that. I’d worked so hard on my makeup and my super cute outfit choice I thought to myself.

“Thanks. Do you have anything to drink?” I asked him.

“I’m sure we could get something later.”

He moved closer and I backed up. I didn’t know how much freedom the game was willing to give me but I prayed it wouldn’t make me sleep with a man. Even if that man was sort of handsome in a certain light.

Dan moved closer still and I felt my back touch the wall.

“Um I think my friends are waiting for me,” I said.

We were almost touching now. I could feel the heat of his body, his musky scent. My head started to spin.

“Oh yeah. Who are your friends?” He murmured moving towards my neck.

“Steve and Nate,” I whispered dreamily as I waited for him to take me.

Dan immediately stopped and pulled back. “Wait you’re Steve’s? Well why didn’t you say so.”

He backed off and went to open the door. I was too dazed to argue about how I was no one’s. I felt groggy like I was coming awake slowly from a deep dream.

As Dan opened the door, Steve and Nate appeared.

“Are you alright?” Nate asked.

“I’m leaving,” I said, regaining my confidence as I push past Dan.

“Woah who’s your friend Nate?” Steve asked.

“That’s uh… our friend actually,” he replied.

Steve stared at him blankly. “What?”

“I’ll explain when everyone’s together,” I said before heading straight to the elevator. I didn’t trust myself or this game and I wasn’t going to let either have an excuse to continue what was started with Dan.


Chapter 6

In the study, my friends sat and listened as I recounted every detail that I could think of. They all looked especially concerned when I mentioned it messing with my emotions. By the time I was finished, each of them reacted differently.

“Fascinating,” said Thomas before getting lost in thought.

“Well, you’re right there’s nothing you can do,” said Steve.

“Steve!” said Nate.

“What? It's true. I jumped out of a window just to try to get out of guitar practice and I still ended up having to do it. If the game wants you to do something you do it. The more you go against it the worse it seems. Look, I know this is a strange situation Mike or Mikayla.”

My heart fluttered when he said Mikayla. I wasn’t even remotely attracted to Steve and the game still made me feel happy for being called by my girl name.

Steve continued. “The best thing you can do is to just go with the flow. Even though practice is usually a pain, once I started it, it actually felt really good. The game made me feel happy for practicing and the whole experience became easy. You should just go along with it. I mean it's only temporary.”

The room went quiet. I looked at the others. Neither of them would meet my eyes. It seemed like the others all silently agreed with Steve.

I sighed. “I guess you’re right. Just call me Mikayla then until we’re out of the game.”


Chapter 7

I took Steve’s advice and decided to just go along with it. It was a good thing too because the next morning when I woke up, all of my male clothes had vanished. I found that I couldn’t really get upset about it since the game wouldn’t let me touch them anyways. Besides, if I’m going to do this then it's better to not have any reminders around. What did surprise me was that the male space on the left wasn’t empty. Instead, it had been replaced by a series of costumes. No doubt the game expected me to wear them on stream. Some of them looked like they’d be quite revealing but I couldn’t bring myself to be concerned. Yesterday I’d asked the others if they could watch any of my videos or streams. They all tried but couldn’t find any of them. So only the fake virtual audience could see me. That was a relief.

I checked my phone and found a schedule for my videos. It said that today I was doing a cosplay stream. I scrolled further but it didn’t elaborate. I asked the voice for what to do but there was no response. Maybe the game wants to me choose? There was something unpleasant about giving me choice while observing me. Like an invisible teacher grading me on my decisions. If I selected the wrong one, would I be punished for it?

As an experiment, I ran my hand gently across all of the fabric to see if I would get another shock. None came. Well, might as well get this over with. Several of the outfits were hung together as a set to make it easier for me. I selected a bundle that didn’t look too revealing. As I laid it all out on the bed, I could see it was a schoolgirl uniform covered in splashes of blood with a pink wig. A small plastic hatchet was next to it. I guess this was some sort of horror movie character. I picked up the wig first and then panicked.

A wig? Wait am I still wearing one? Quickly my hands reached my hair and pulled off the blonde wig. My chest tightened. I’d completely forgotten that I was wearing a wig. It had felt like my natural hair. No doubt more of the games doing. Everything to make it easier for me to transform into the dream girl I’d designed a couple of days ago. I wonder how much time has passed in the real world at this point? Seconds? Minutes? I’m sure Thomas could give me an exact calculation if he wasn’t too busy. But then he’d probably tell me to stop overthinking things and just follow the game.

A reminder buzzed on my phone telling me it was showtime in thirty minutes. I searched my phone and found an image of the character. She was tall and busty with a kind of playful expression as she wielded a bloody hatchet. Alright, I can do this.

I got undressed and looked myself over. Huh, more weirdness. I rubbed my chin just to make sure but I still had no facial or body hair. I hadn’t shaved since yesterday but there would normally be something by now. It looks like the game is accelerating things but I can’t worry about that now.

First was the underwear. Black cotton panties with tiny white cartoon skulls on them. Maybe she shows them off in the movie? I put them on quickly but that didn’t stop me from taking a moment to enjoy how they felt and checking myself out in the mirror. I loved how girlish my butt looked in the panties, almost getting lost in the image. It took a small voice in my head shouting that I was going to be late for my stream to break me out of it.

I reminded myself this is for work while trying to quickly finish getting ready. Next, were a pair of white thigh-high socks and a short dark skirt. I shivered as I pulled the feminine fabric up my nice smooth legs. The skirt barely covered my ass and still left plenty of leg exposed. It’s a good thing I’m only wearing this indoors.

The top was a black bra with breast inserts to help give me that curvy look the character is known for. That too I put on quickly trying not to get lost in the sensations. After that was the white shirt with some dried fake blood on it. A bottom part of the shirt had been torn away so part of my stomach was bare. It’s a good thing I’m skinny or I might have felt more self-conscious showing so much of my body.

I finished the look by putting on my makeup and letting the game guide my hand. Who knows what kind of mess I’d make if I had to do it all by myself? Finally, there was the wig. I liked putting it on last. It was the last piece of the outfit and sort of signaled a kind of completeness.

With the finishing touches out of the way, I went to my computer and everything turned on automatically. Comments started flooding in, saying how hot I looked. I laughed girlishly and thanked everyone for showing up before striking some poses in front of the camera and miming with the hatchet as if I was taking out a zombie.

I didn’t care that it was fake. The game made everything seem so life-like that even the comments I was getting felt real to me. As the show went on, it went from cute to sexy. The comments slowly became more sexual. They wanted me to take off some of the clothes. They wanted to see more of me. Some of them told me how much they wanted to sleep with me. Instead of feeling concern, all of the comments were turning me on. The more they talked about how sexy I was as a girl, the more aroused I got.

The show passed by in a blur. Even after I said goodbye to all of my fans, my arousal remained. I had to do something about it. I needed a release.

After the stream had ended, I tried turning the computer back on. It was a long shot but maybe there was porn on there. The computer wouldn’t turn on. I tried my phone but I couldn’t find anything. Frustrated, I left the office only to find porn already playing on the tv in the living room. I was too horny to be annoyed that the game had read my mind.

That wasn’t all it had done. The game had taken a chair and placed it in the living room with a large pink dildo stuck to it. I ignored it and sat on the couch. It was obvious what the game wanted but I had my limits. Instead, I reached down to pull my dick out of my panties when an electric shock caused my hand to snap back. You’ve got to be kidding me!

The porn on the tv featured a busty blonde flirting with a muscular guy. My cock grew hard as I watched them kiss and fondle each other. Damn it. The arousal was so strong that I would do anything to get off. Reluctantly, I went over to the chair and pulled my panties aside. A wave of encouragement filled my chest and I knew this is what the game wanted for me. That this is what Mikayla wanted. She wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be fucked. Slowly, I lowered myself onto the toy. There was a tight pressure around my hole before I felt myself relax and slowly accept the cock. I moaned as it filled me up inside.

The porn on the tv changed. The couple were now naked and getting more intimate. Hard muscles pressed against her soft curves. My eyes felt drawn to his massive cock that stood at attention. The blonde felt the same way. She began stroking it in her hands. I rode the dildo slowly as I watched her pleasure her man. A sensation of pleasure slowly began building in my ass.

The scene was interrupted as the words ‘Say you love cock’ suddenly flashed on the screen.

Without thinking I replied out loud, “I love cock.”

A close-up of the man’s thick cock was shown on the screen. More words flashed on the screen. ‘Cocks give you pleasure. You love getting fucked by a real man.’

“I love getting fucked” I moaned.

Oh god this felt so good. Why didn’t anyone tell me getting fucked felt like this?

The man on the tv threw his girl onto the bed and took her. He had one hand wrapped around her throat and the other grabbed hold of one of her breasts as his manhood plunged into her.

The phrase ‘you love cocks’ kept flashing on the screen.

I nodded and smiled as I rode my own toy cock harder and faster. I did. Cock felt amazing. I couldn’t get enough. All thoughts of touching my own had vanished.

I kept riding. When the first orgasm hit, my body was shaking but I couldn’t stop. More orgasms hit. One after the other. Like surges of heat, filling me completely. My cock was rock hard and strained against my panties but I knew better than to touch it. I kept fucking myself while watching the man fuck the girl. I imagined myself in her position. Lying on the bed and having this strong masculine presence on top of me. My soft supple breasts bouncing in rhythm to his wonderfully thick cock pumping inside of me. The surges of pleasure kept growing stronger and more frequent.

As I continued being fucked, I could feel another orgasm building inside me. Bigger than the ones before. Tension grew, as the feeling grew stronger but without a release. My body teased me with the prospect of it. I could feel it just out of reach. Desperate for release, I bounced up and down even faster while my mind was fixated on the screen.

‘Doesn’t it feel good to be a girl?’

“So good. I love being a girl,” I moaned.

‘Then stop resisting. Let the feminine girl inside you come out. Become what you truly desire. Say you want to be a girl.’

“I want to be a girl.”

‘Say it again and again.’

“I want to be a girl. I want…to…be…a…girrrrrllll” I cried.

The dam inside me broke and the biggest sexual pleasure of my life hit me. A tidal wave of ecstasy swept me away. I couldn’t move or think. There was no me. Only pure bliss.

I did notice that my panties had gotten wet. Somewhere in the middle of it all, my small dick had cum softly. When I’d masturbate as Mike, huge loads would aggressively shoot out of me. Now in this place, I was even cumming in a feminine way.

I don’t know how long I sat there with the toy cock inside me while wearing cum soaked panties. The tv had frozen on the words I want to be a girl. My whole body felt numb. The only thing that got me moving was a desire to lie down.

Everything had changed from that moment. I wasn’t going to be reluctant or complain about what was happening anymore. Being a girl just felt too good and I was tired of fighting it. I don’t know what the next few months held but I was now determined to enjoy every minute of it. Becoming Mikayla and embracing my new identity was now my only goal.


Chapter 8

I awoke to a knock at my bedroom door. Which was unusual since no one could enter my place without being invited. So it could only be one person. I yawned and went to go see why I was being woken up so early. I opened the door in a silk pink negligee and my classic blonde wig. Despite not wearing any makeup, I still thought I looked quite feminine.

The Concierge looked pleased to see me.

“I see you’ve begun to enjoy what the game has to offer,” he said in a way that almost sounded like gloating.

“What is it?” I asked bluntly. Being woken up early always made me grumpy and I knew it couldn’t be my duty as a streamer because those people never woke up early.

“I’ve prepared breakfast for you. If this is too early then you can adjust the time you want it sent to your room. I thought since you were doing so well on your journey that you deserved a reward. On your phone, you should find a setting that allows meals to be prepared and delivered to you. The food is also part of your next stage in development.”

“A reward and next stage?” I said slowly, not fully comprehending what he meant.

The Concierge clapped his hands together. “Well, I’ll let you enjoy your meal.” He strode off before I could ask what he meant by the next stage. A small part of me wanted to be suspicious and avoid it entirely but that voice had grown smaller and weaker as Mikayla had grown stronger. She was more than happy to follow the game's instructions and take what was offered.

As soon as he was gone, the delicious smell of coffee hit me. That decided it. I followed the scent to a table covered in food from fruit platters, to pastries, to scrambled eggs.

I tried a little bit of everything and thought about reaching for another pastry when my phone beeped. It was a message from the game. It said that I now needed to watch my figure and that I’ve eaten enough. I nodded that made sense, especially since I was going to be on camera and showing off my body. It would take some diligence and work to maintain my body.

I checked the schedule and it said I should go workout in the gym downstairs. Today there were no clothes set out for me. The game wanted me to decide on what to wear. Going through the closet, I selected a pair of tight grey yoga pants that fit me perfectly, baby blue sneakers, and a short yellow top. It was only when I looked down did I realize that the yoga pants were too revealing. A few minutes of searching on the game’s internet later and I found a tip on how to hide my bulge with tape. I checked my reflection one last time. Now my front was nice and smooth. I smiled and gave myself a twirl before leaving. Today is going to be awesome.

I rode the elevator down while trying not to feel nervous. I’d been out and met others as Mikayla before but then I’d done it because the game forced me to. This time it felt like a choice and I was nervous about how other people would look at me. Plus, this was only my second time out as a girl. I just hoped it would be quiet in the gym since it was so early.

The gym, far from being empty, turned out to be a sea of strangers roving between various pieces of equipment. Men and women of all different ages and sizes were exercising with purpose and an intimidating intensity.

Even as Mike, the gym was never exactly my first priority. I looked around unsure of where to begin.

“Can I help you miss?”

I turned to see a cute guy with sandy blonde hair wearing a polo shirt with the hotel’s logo on it.

“You just looked a bit lost” he added.

“Uh yeah, a bit. This is my first time” I said.

He smiled. “No problem. My name’s Jake, I’m a personal trainer here at the hotel. I could give you a tour of the place or if you want, I could give you a personalized workout.”

“The workout sounds good.”

“Okay great. We’ll start with some calisthenics.”

He took me over to an empty gym mat. There, he would demonstrate a bodyweight exercise and then have me repeat it for a certain number of reps. It seemed easy at first but my muscles quickly began to hurt. I didn’t question the routine since obviously a trainer would know more than me but it did seem odd that most of the exercises were centered on my legs, butt, and core.

“Okay last one,” said Jake. “Lift your left leg out straight behind you and then kick it up into the air.”

I did as he asked, feeling the burn in my butt.

“Come on just a few more,” he said as my body shook.

His hand gently grabbed my ankle to help me to reach those last few reps. When the workout was finally over, I collapsed onto the mat gasping for breath. Jake stood over me and smiled.

“That was good for your first time. You should know we offer complimentary massages. They’re a great way to cool down after a workout.”

“Sure. Sounds good. I just need a second,” I said.

After resting, he helped me up and we walked out of the gym and into the spa section next door. Jake then led me into a small private room with a massage table in the center of it. As soon as the door closed behind us, feelings of self-consciousness flooded back. Suddenly, being alone in a room with him was harder than exercising in front of strangers.

“Okay hop on the table,” he said.

I laid on my front and felt his hands go to work. First, he started massaging my lower legs. But as his hands moved up, I started to feel aroused. When he reached my ass, I could feel my body tingling.

“What are you doing?” I asked him.

“The butt is one of the most important muscle groups and you worked it pretty hard today miss. It deserves special attention.”

“Call me Mikayla,” I said as I relaxed into his hands.

To my surprise, I was disappointed when the massage ended and nothing else happened. Jake did his job and said he’d be here if I wanted more sessions and then left. I’d expected him to make a move. I’d wanted him to. Still, I knew where he was and would definitely be returning for another session.

I was about to leave for the elevator when my phone got a message. It said ‘grab a protein shake to help grow your feminine body.’ I shrugged and got one from the front desk. I mean it's not like anything costs real money in this game.

When I got back to my room that’s when I got a message from Nate asking to hang out and leave the hotel. It said he’d be waiting in the lobby. I quickly downed the shake, had a shower, and rushed through getting changed. I briefly thought about leaving without doing my makeup but then I realized that I didn’t want to. I wanted to look my best as Mikayla. I sent Nate a message telling him to wait while did my makeup and finished getting ready.

For my outfit today I chose some skinny jeans, black boots, and a white sweater. I also wore the breast inserts from before so even with the thick sweater I still had a feminine shape.

When I got down to the lobby, Nate’s eyes lit up when he saw me. My heart fluttered at the reaction. Damn. Has he ever looked at me like that before? As I got closer, he even looked a little stunned.

“Hey,” I said, not able to stop myself from smiling.

“Thanks for meeting me. I feel like we’ve barely hung out since…”

“Since we got trapped in this game together. Yeah, I know the game seems to keep us busy.”

“I know I’ve been trying to do stuff with Steve and Thomas but they both couldn’t make it. I’m glad you came though, there’s a car waiting outside for us.”

“Where are we going?”

“It’s a surprise,” he said and held the door open for me like a gentleman.

Of course, once we approached our destination the secret was out. We were at a giant football stadium. The parking lot was empty and our driver showed the guard some kind of pass to get in. When the car pulled up to a side entrance, we got out and Nate led me through some back hallways that the fans don’t have access to.

“I figured I should show you where I’ve been the last few days,” he explained.

We started in the locker room where he spoke a lot about the guys on his team. Then he took me to the skyboxes where VIPs would come to watch the games. Finally, we went onto the field and he excitedly told me about a touchdown he’d made recently and how the crowd had cheered for him. I tried to picture it but then the jumbotron screen came to life and showed me a replay of his touchdown and the reaction from the crowd.

“Wow, that’s impressive. It’s a shame I missed it live” I said.

“Well maybe you could come to my next game.”

He looked hopeful when he said it. I looked away from him, feeling nervous. That was when I noticed the basket and blanket about twenty feet behind Nate. Changing the subject, “wait did you bring food?” I asked pointing at the basket.

“Uh yeah that’s not too weird is it?”

“No, I could eat.”

He smiled and went over to the blanket. I’d never seen him like this. He always seemed so confident and sure of himself. Now he seemed tense but also eager to please. I guess he really sees me as a girl now. Maybe this is just how he acts with his female friends?

I got down on the blanket and joined him for a picnic in the middle of the empty football stadium.

“You’re not going to get in trouble for this are you?” I asked.

“No. There are certain rules I have to follow when it comes to playing the games like I can’t just instantly win every football game. I still have to work really hard both with training and on the field. But with stuff like this, the Concierge seemed fine with it.”

“That guy creeps me out a little.”

Nate’s eyebrows rose. “Really? He seemed pretty polite whenever I spoke to him.”

“Maybe it’s because you’re living your dream life so it all felt easy for you. For me, there was a certain level of resistance that he didn’t appreciate” I said bitterly.

“Sure but you look like you’re doing okay with it now. I mean not everyone gets the chance to find out what it's like to live as a hot girl you know?”

My head turned. “Wait you think I’m hot?”

His cheeks went red. “Well you know that’s what you put in when it glitched right? That’s what you’re going to become.”

“Oh, so I’m not hot right now?” I teased.

“No you are,” he insisted.

“It’s okay. I was just messing with you.”

I couldn’t help but enjoy the difference in the power dynamic. Before I was the unpopular friend who was always out of my depth at social events. I was the nervous one who needed reassurance from my confident friend Nate. Still, I should stop torturing him since he went to all this trouble today with the tour and picnic. It’s too bad the other guys couldn’t make it.

“I think you’re beautiful,” he said.

My instinctual reaction was to think he was joking. That I couldn’t be beautiful. I stopped and looked into his eyes. He was completely serious. Suddenly I became acutely aware of just how close our bodies were. His hand moved until it touched mine. Without thinking, I moved closer until our faces were so close, we were almost touching. I don’t know who made the next move whether it was one of us or both but our lips found each other. I didn’t know whether to be shocked that I was kissing a man, kissing my best friend, or the fact that I loved it.

When Nate stopped and pulled away first, I moved forward, hungry for me but he held up his hand.

“I don’t know if this is right,” he said. “Whether it’s the game or what. All I know is that I didn’t have any feelings for my best friend Mike and now I don’t know what I feel. What if it's just the game controlling one or both of us? I don’t want to take advantage of you.”

I was hurt but tried not to let it show. What he was saying made sense. I too had never had any romantic feelings for Nate before we entered the game. What if this was all mind control? If that was the case then it would be incredibly awkward once we got out of this virtual world. I might lose my best friend by going further down this path. Kissing him had felt so good though. This whole situation sucks.

“Okay,” I said finally.

“It’s just I’m not sure what I want and what it means once we get out of here. I think we should just chill as friends for now.”

I nodded and went back to the hotel alone while wondering how I was going to handle a year of this.


Chapter 9

There was a sense of relief as soon as I got back to my room. It had become my safe haven. I threw myself onto the couch and cried. This whole thing was so unfair. The game wants me to have these feelings but then I’m not allowed to act on them. I couldn’t remember the last time I cried. Since when was I this emotional?

“That would be the hormones,” said the Concierge.

I jumped. The guy just couldn’t help but be creepy. The fact that he was reading my mind didn’t help.

“Technically you agreed for the game to read your mind when you put on the headset. Besides, how could we give you your dream life if we didn’t know what you were thinking?”

I ignored the question. I wasn’t in the mood to debate this with him.

“Why are you here? Did I do something wrong with Nate?” I asked, hoping he’d leave as soon as possible. Better to get this conversation over with.

“No on the contrary. I just wanted to remind you that you are free to date anyone in the hotel.”

“Even you?” I joked.

“Aside from me.”

We were getting off-topic.

“What were you saying before about hormones?”

“Yes well, becoming the Mikayla of your designs requires more than some simple fashion changes. We started your hormone regimen as soon as you arrived but it takes some time to really get going. All of your food and drinks contain everything you need.”

“What is it going to do to me?”

“Your skin will get softer, your male equipment might get smaller, you’ll grow breasts and your hips might widen some. But your emotions will change too. They’ll be stronger and you’ll be more sensitive at times hence the crying.”

“Is all that necessary?” I asked, suddenly feeling tired.

“Yes. Besides I have it on good authority that certain people would find your final state very attractive.” He said hinting with all the subtlety of a hammer.

“You mean Nate. You’re saying once I fully become my dream girl that Nate will be more interested in me?”

“It is a very strong likelihood but the game doesn’t like to make guarantees when it comes to other players. Let’s just say that it increases your chances. Right now he’s conflicted. Sometimes he sees his friend Mike and on the football field, for a brief moment he glimpsed Mikayla.”

“It doesn’t matter. Nate’s reasons have nothing to do with how I look,” I said bitterly. “He can think what he likes.”

The Concierge frowned. “I hope that doesn’t mean you're going to fight the game on this?”

I shook my head. “No, I want to keep going. My life before felt miserable. Like everything was this dull slog. Ever since coming here, I’ve felt better than I ever have before. Being Mikayla makes me happy. I don’t want to stop. But I’m doing this for me and not chase some guy. I want to be my dream girl. Let’s go all the way.

The Concierge smiled and looked relieved. “Excellent. Well, I’ll let you get back to it” he said went to the elevator. Considering I didn’t hear him come in, I did appreciate him actually using the elevator to leave

I pulled out my phone and found the picture of the dream Mikayla. Excitement buzzed in my chest. “Soon,” I said.


Chapter 10

The next few months passed quickly. At that time, I never saw any of my friends. Not that I would have had much time. Since that day on the football field, I’ve been working on myself and my career twenty-four seven. Occasionally I’d receive a message from Thomas or Steve to meet up but I always politely declined by saying I was too busy. Nate never tried to contact me.

My days consisted of a simple routine. I’d start by getting into my cute workout clothes and have my personal trainer Jake come up to my room to train me. Somedays it was yoga and other days it was bodyweight exercises. Slowly my stomach firmed up as other parts softened. Some days I would get naked just to check myself out in the mirror. Noticing how my chest was softening and slowly expanding until I had my own small pair of breasts. The first time I could wear a bra without breast inserts was so exciting. Having my own breasts just made me feel more like a real girl. My ass and hips both expanded in a way that gave me an even more feminine figure and would have left my old self drooling. But whenever I did get horny, there was plenty of toys to familiarize myself with. Although sometimes my thoughts did drift to my personal trainer.

Whenever Jake was here, he would always keep things professional but I could tell by how his eyes would linger on parts of me that he was interested. I never pressed him for anything more than a workout though. It just never felt like the right time to ask him out.

After my daily workout, I would stream for thousands of people. Sometimes it would be me playing Ritualscape and other days I would do cosplay, fashion, or makeup streams. I used to resent those types of days before but now I looked forward to them. It became exciting to show off all the new cute girly outfits I’d acquired and I loved all the positive attention my fans gave me for it. They loved seeing me as Mikayla almost as much as I did. With some practice, I even got better with makeup. Now I can actually do it on my own without the game having to take over for me.

Over time my breasts grew even more and I had to upgrade my wardrobe. The clothes I selected became tighter and more revealing. My confidence grew and so did my desire to show off my new busty hourglass figure in front of the camera. When the message I’d been waiting for finally came I believed it completely. It read ‘congratulations Mikayla. You’ve reached your dream!’

I had done it. I’d become my own dream girl. It was strange. I thought I’d be more ecstatic at the news. I mean I loved my new girly lifestyle. The pretty clothes, the makeup, this soft feminine body but now that I had made it, I couldn’t help but feel something was missing.

The phone beeped again. Maybe the game would tell me what to do next? I checked but it was another message from Steve. I almost ignored it but curiosity got the better of me. It turned out to be a birthday party invitation. It was Thomas’s birthday soon and Steve is throwing him a huge party.

My hand hovered over the reply button. Already thinking about a polite response saying that I wouldn’t be able to make it. But that wasn’t true. I could go if I wanted to. As I stared at the message, the more stuck I felt. I didn’t want to go to the party but I didn’t want to refuse it either.

The phone beeped again and I almost threw it across the room. It was a request from my personal trainer Jake. He wanted to come up and start our workout. I clicked accept and replaced the frown on my face with a smile as the elevator doors opened.

Jake entered wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off every muscle on his upper body. His expression brightened when he saw me and my own smile became more genuine. I felt a small burst of desire as his gaze lingered on other parts of my body just a fraction longer than usual. He’d never asked me out or made a move but I could tell by the way he looked at me that he was interested. It was nice to be appreciated.

He set down his gym bag and asked, “are you okay? You look troubled.”

“I’m fine. Just unsure of something. My friend invited me to his birthday party tonight and I don’t know whether to go or not.”

“What’s holding you back?”

“I guess there’s a part of me that wants to go but it’s been so long since I’ve seen them and I’m nervous about it.”

“Them?”

“My friends.”

I thought back to the moment when we were creeping around in that dark classroom. It felt like years ago. I’ve changed so much since then. What if they have as well?

“You have nothing to be nervous about. You’re amazing and if they don’t see that then that’s their problem.”

What he was saying made sense but I couldn’t help but wonder what Nate would do when he saw me. I felt a stab of anger for even worrying about his opinion. He’d made his feelings known and I had moved on.

“How about I come with you for moral support?”

“Like a date?”

“Would that be acceptable? I know I’m your trainer but we’ve been spending a lot of time together and I really like you.”

There had been many times over the past few months where I’d imagined a moment like this. To finally have a hot guy desire me. Especially Jake, who I’m not ashamed to say, I’ve pictured naked more times than I could count. A date with Jake felt scary and exciting at the same time. It was also the perfect way to truly move on. I yearned to get back out into the world and feel another’s man’s touch. This date could be both.

“I like you too. You know what? Let’s do it. Let’s go to the party together. If things end up being bad then that’s their problem,” I replied.

“Great, I’ll come back later to pick you up. Now, are you ready for a workout?”

I nodded and began my exercises. Physically, I followed all of his instructions but my mind couldn’t stop obsessively thinking about what I was going to wear.


Chapter 11

I was deep into another gaming session when the phone beeped. After spending several hours going through my wardrobe and worrying, I had finally found the perfect outfit for the party. Once that was done, I decided that some gaming would help pass the time until I needed to get ready.

I almost didn’t look at my phone but then what if it was Jake?

It wasn’t. It turned out to be Steve requesting to come in. That was odd. Curiosity got the better of me and I said yes.

The Steve I’d last seen had seemed kind of impulsive with a bit too much energy. You know the type of person who can never sit still. Months of Rockstar living had changed him. He stood straighter and moved with slow confident ease. It made him look taller. Despite this, he looked worried. That worry turned to shock when he saw me.

“Holy shit,” he said.

I’d gotten so used to living as Mikayla that I’d forgotten how intense the changes had been. Seeing me now must have been quite a shock.

“Nice to see you too.”

“No, I mean… it's just surprising. You look great” he said, flashing me a charming smile.

I suppressed a sigh. It wasn’t long before I needed to get ready and Steve wanted something from me.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s Thomas. I can’t find him.”

“He’s probably just busy.”

“True but we still usually keep in touch. Lately, he’s become increasingly withdrawn. To be fair you all have.”

I looked away. “I have been dealing with a lot,” I said softly.

Steve frowned. “Sorry, that was unfair. I can’t pretend to know what it's like. But I’ve barely seen Nate these past few months and a couple of weeks ago the same thing happened to Thomas. And he’s not working. I asked the staff in the lobby and they said they hadn’t seen him. I went to his room and found it empty. He hasn’t left the hotel and this fake internet thing on my phone says he hasn’t made any media appearances. Thomas isn’t working and he won’t respond to my messages. I was hoping the party might excite him or coax him out but it didn’t work. I need you to help me find him. The hotel isn’t that big. If we split up, I’m sure we could cover the whole place.”

“What if he’s just hanging out with Nate and you’re blowing things out of proportion?”

Steve waved me off, “Nate said he’s out signing autographs or something and hasn’t seen Thomas. Look I’m worried about him. Will you help me or not?”

“Alright. Where do we start?”

“I’ll take the restaurants, bars, and the lobby”

I shook my head. “I’ll take the bars and restaurants.”

His eyebrows rose. “You don’t trust me?”

“I do but you might get distracted. Take the gym and the spa. I’ll send you a message if I find him.”

We agreed to stay in contact and I got off the elevator at the lobby. The last time I’d seen Thomas, he was wearing a suit and did so regularly for his media appearances. He would be easy to spot in the hotel. The lobby however was more crowded than usual. A lot of people in their twenties were milling about. None of them had luggage as other guests did. It dawned on me that they were here for Thomas’s party or more accurately Steve’s party. Thomas wouldn’t be here. While Steve might love a crowd and thinks everyone else does too, Thomas doesn’t. He’d be somewhere quieter. The truth was that I wasn’t too worried about Thomas. He was the smartest member of the group and the most level-headed. But it wasn’t like him to disappear for long stretches of time.

The bar and restaurants were next. They were less noisy but still heavily populated. I moved through them quickly. I didn’t expect to find him here but I had to check anyway to make sure. As I made one last circuit around the place a young girl came up to me.

“Are you Mikayla?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said distractedly looking around the rest of the room.

“I just wanted to say I’m a huge fan.”

That was when I really noticed her. She looked so earnest and happy to see me. The realization hit me like a hammer. I have fans. Sure, I knew intellectually that they existed. But they were just words on a screen. Until now. Now one of them standing right in front of me.

My phone buzzed. Message from Steve that said ‘no luck.’

“Can I get a picture with you?” The girl asked nervously.

I smiled, “of course.”

We took the picture together but other people around the restaurant quickly took notice and were coming over. A few more people asked for pictures and I obliged. The girl who’d first asked me was soon swept away by the crowd of people that was building around me. More people and more people started to jostle and push to get close to me. It was suffocating. I had to get out.

“I’m sorry I have to go,” I said, trying to clear a path forward. There were murmurs of disappointment but they obliged and reluctantly let me go.

Was this what it was like for Thomas the whole time? And if not fans outside then someone like Steve always knocking on his door to do something. How would I get away from all of it?

The answer became obvious.

I went back to the elevator and selected a floor that I knew neither of us had searched. The one I’d hadn’t been back to since my first day at the hotel. I pressed the button for the lowest floor.

The study appeared the same as the first day we got here. It was a quiet place only occasionally punctuated by the crackling logs in the fireplace. The room smelled of leather and wood. While the walls were covered in books. It was the perfect place to go if you liked to read and wanted to be left alone. Thomas was sat in an armchair, holding a book. He peered at me and for a second, I wasn’t sure if he knew who I was.

“Are you going to join me or just stand there staring?” He asked.

I sat down in the chair across from him.

“I wasn’t sure if you recognized me. It’s been a while,” I said.

“It has. But only players can access the study. So what brings you down here, I’m guessing it's not the books?”

“Steve was worried about you.”

“More like worried about his party,” he said with a surprising bitterness.

“That’s not fair. He said he’s been concerned about you for a while. That you’ve been isolating yourself.”

“Isn’t that the pot calling the kettle black?”

“Okay fair. I have been hiding away in my room for a while but I did it because I was scared. Are you scared?”

Thomas took off his glass and rubbed the bridge of his nose. “No, I’m just tired. I want to go home. I miss it. But no matter what I say the rest of you don’t seem to get it. With Steve, I thought he’d get bored of the Rockstar life after a few weeks but it’s been months. As for Nate, well he thinks the whole NFL career thing is real. He gets up at 5 am every day to train. But I’m bored of all of this. I managed to convince the Concierge to give me a break and I’ve been down here for the last few days.”

“The last couple of weeks actually from the sounds of it.”

“Weeks? Damn, the lack of windows makes it hard to keep track of things. Is it day or night?”

“It’s day. Middle of the afternoon to be exact. But you’re right. The rest of us have been swept up by the game and our new lifestyles. I’m not immune from it either. But hiding away down here isn’t going to make it any easier. We’ve got what? Nearly three months left here. Why not spend them with friends instead of books you could read at any time?”

“You say that but then something will come up and you’ll disappear like the others.”

“I promise you it won’t be like that. I’ll talk to the others. Until then I want you to try for today.”

“Try for today?”

I nodded. “Go to your birthday party tonight. We’ll all be there and if I’m not too hungover tomorrow, I swear I’ll be available to play Ritualscape with you.”

“Just for today?”

“Just for today.”

He nodded. “I’ll do it. You know you’re more different than I thought you’d be”

“Um hello?” I said gesturing about my feminine appearance.

“No, it's not that. It's just I’ve never seen you take such an interest in someone else. You always seemed kind of mopey before. You look a lot happier now.”

“I am.”

A nice quiet moment passes.

“Well I suppose I should tell Steve that I’m still alive,” he said.

I nodded “and I need to get ready.”


Chapter 12

Jake's jaw hung on the floor when I finally stepped out. He’d made the mistake of arriving too early and was forced to wait until I was finished getting ready. His reaction told me that the time was well spent.

The black dress I was wearing, hugged my curves in all the right places and highlighted my hourglass figure. I glided smoothly across the floor in high heels and my natural long blonde hair was curled slightly near the bottom. Jake's eyes lowered to my bountiful cleavage and I smiled. Little would be left to the imagination tonight. This is my first night out in public and everyone is going to know how good I look.

When he didn’t move, I gave him a nudge. “Come on we’ve got a party to get to,” I said, taking his hand and dragging him to the elevator.

When we arrived at Steve’s things were different than before. The grand marble foyer from last time was gone. Instead, the elevator doors opened to dark woods with no end in sight.

“Did you hit the right button?” Jake asked.

I had. These woods were now Steve’s home. I knew the game could redesign the rooms and change things but I had no idea it could get this extensive.

A natural path lay in front of us, illuminated by lanterns that were hanging from trees. Music could be heard faintly in the distance. I took a tentative step out. Strangely, it wasn’t cold even though it should be for this time of year. We followed the path through the trees until we reached a clearing with a large field. The field was covered in giant tents and surrounded by lights. As we got closer, I realized that it was a circus. In the center of it all lay a stage where a live band was performing. I was relieved when I saw that Steve wasn’t up there playing. If this was truly meant for Thomas then he wouldn’t use this as an excuse to hog the spotlight.

As we entered the circus, a mime approached us, carrying a silver tray with glasses of champagne on it. He silently offered us drinks. I rolled my eyes and took one. It just felt easier to go along with the absurdity than to try and fight it.

“I can’t believe Steve did all this,” I said.

Jake shrugged and simply said “Rockstar’s.”

He was right. The game was giving him a lot of options with the dream job he selected. It must be nice. Although considering he jumped out of a window on the first day maybe it's not all it's cracked up to be.

“We should look for the others,” I said.

Jake and I wandered around the circus, moving closer to the center where the band was playing. Even if he wasn’t playing there’s a good chance that Steve would be near the music.

The band was rocking out on a giant stage with a large crowd dancing in front of them. As we moved into that crowd, I found myself dancing to the music. Jake joined me and we lost ourselves in the beat. I felt his body press close to me. Heat and sparks spread through my body. Our first intimate moment together. I’d forgotten how nice it could feel to be with someone. To have them touch you intimately and respond in kind.

For whatever reason, there was a moment when I glanced past him. In that split second, I saw Nate in the distance. Our eyes met and then he turned away. He saw me. He must have. Damn, he’s so far away.

I stopped dancing. Jake notices and a look of concern comes over his face.

“Hey what’s wrong?” He asked.

I shook my head. Not here. There are too many people. Too many feelings swirling inside me. I leave the crowd behind and escape the dancing masses but there’s no sign of Nate.

“Do you want a drink or something?” Jake asked, trying to be helpful.

“Uh sure,” I said.

There was a large tent nearby. Maybe Nate went in there?

“I’ll be near that tent” I pointed.

Jake nodded and disappeared back into the crowd.

Above the flap of the tent in painted letters read the words ‘the study.’ I opened the flap and went inside. Part of me half expected that I would be instantly transported back to the hotel study but I wasn’t. Inside the tent was a bar, a tiny stage. A few tables and chairs.

The place was empty except for the bartender and another man ordering a drink. Even with his back turned, his fashion sense made him immediately recognizable.

“Hey” I called out.

Steve turned around and grinned. “I’m glad you made it.”

“Me too. Have you seen Thomas or Nate around?”

“Oh yeah, Thomas is around here somewhere. He disappeared with a girl a little while ago. I haven’t seen Nate though. He’s probably brooding somewhere.”

“Brooding? That doesn’t sound like him.”

Steve shrugged, “that’s how he’s seemed to be the last few times we’ve run into each other. But it’s a big place, I’m sure you’ll run into him eventually.”

I arched an eyebrow “a big place huh? Is this what Thomas wanted for his birthday?”

Steve pretended to look indignant. “I’ll have you know that Thomas was having fun the last I saw of him.”

“And what about you? Sitting here, drinking alone.”

He waved me off. “Eh, I’ll be fine.”

“Yeah, a lot of us have been saying that lately. I’m sure if you asked Thomas or Nate they’d say the same thing. But I don’t think it's true. We’ve spent so much time in this game that we’ve become isolated from one another. We need to stick together. I think we’re good for each other.”

“So what exactly does sticking together mean?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we all have dinner together in the evening and talk about stuff. But that’s just one idea. We’d need Thomas and Nate here as well to discuss it. But right now you look miserable. You need to come out of this tent and enjoy the party.”

Steve sighed and finished his drink before getting up. As soon as we left the tent, Steve flinched as a firebreather spewed a gout of flame into the air.

“I forgot I hired someone to do that,” he mumbled.

I laughed and said, “let’s see what else there is.”

We didn’t make it very far before Steve pointed. “Hey isn’t that your date?”

It was Jake dancing with another girl. I should feel angry or sad. I did like him but at that moment I knew that I wasn’t in love with him or anything. Instead, there was a sense of eagerness to spend time with my friends. To catch up with them and maybe even have a conversation with Nate.

“Not anymore,” I said.

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine. We weren’t right for each other anyway.”

“But you know what? I’ve got an idea. We should go see the haunted house. It’ll cheer us both up” Steve said taking my hand.

“Why would a haunted house cheer anyone up?”

“Well this particular one might. A lot of work went into making it special. You’ll just have to trust me on this.”

He took me away from the circus tents and back into the woods on another path lit by lanterns. As the music and sounds of the people faded, we came across a large wrought iron gate that led up to an old Victorian mansion.

“I can’t believe they let you just re-write reality like this,” I said, staring up at the massive house.

“I’ve been working on it for a while with the Concierge's help.”

As I got closer, I could see that the iron gates that hung open were rusted with age. The whole place looked abandoned which was probably Steve’s way of making it look extra creepy. When I stepped past the gates, lightning crackled followed by a loud clap of thunder. This time I jumped and Steve laughed.

After that I made him go first in case there were any more surprises. When we reached the porch, I noticed that two guys were struggling to open the door.

“Is there a problem with the door? Maybe I should give it a try? I mean I did build it,” said Steve.

The two guys turned around. It was Nate and Thomas. My heart started racing. In theory, I did want to see Nate again but I didn’t mean right now. I meant after having a few drinks and relaxing with friends.

“Oh hey guys,” Steve said.

Thomas looked relieved to see us and Nate smiled but he avoided looking at me.

“We can’t seem to get the door to open. It says there needs to be four of us here in order to enter,” Thomas explained.

Steve frowned. “I never designed it for that.”

The Concierge’s voice suddenly appeared. “I made a few modifications to the house. But now that you’ll all here feel free to enter.”

We looked around but couldn’t see any sign of him.

“Do you think we should?” I asked.

Steve nodded. “Definitely.”

He reached for the door and it opened without resistance.

Nate followed. Thomas gave me a look and shrugged as if to say ‘what else is there to do?’ Before he joined them.

The wind picked up and now I suddenly felt the cold and shivered. The walk back to the circus wouldn’t take long. But I came here to be with my friends. Plus, it could be quite some time until we’re all together again. We only have three months of in-game time left. If I’m not careful, I might not see them again until we’re out of the game. No. I should do this.

Reluctantly I walked through the doorway. As soon as I stepped over the threshold, the temperature immediately rose back to a comfortable level. My friends were in the foyer looking around. I took another step towards them and the door behind me slammed shut.

I yelped but this time nobody laughed. Everyone was a little unnerved. We all knew that the game was capable of incredible things but it can also force us to things that we might find unpleasant. The Concierge’s presence also meant that this was no longer an idle amusement. The game wanted us here.

“And that’s not going to be your last jump scare,” Steve pointed out.

Thomas rolled his eyes and said to me “I’m glad you convinced me to come tonight.”

“I’m glad I came too,” I said.

Looking around, there were several doors to choose from and an old wooden staircase that led up to the second floor. Dim electric lights were affixed to the walls which gave the house a gloomy vibe.

“We should split up. We’ll cover more ground that way,” said Steve.

The rest of us voiced strong objections to that idea.

Steve sighed. “Fine. Then where do you guys think we should go?”

Out of curiosity, I tried to the front door that had slammed shut. It wouldn’t budge. Just as I thought. Nothing happens randomly here.

Behind me, Thomas gasped and said “look.”

I turned around and saw a ghostly message hovering in the air. It said “you cannot leave until you discover the heart of the house. The key to finding it is within you.”

Thomas groaned. “What does that mean?” he asked Steve.

Steve was shocked. “I don’t know. This was supposed to just be a haunted house adventure. You know, you’d walk through some rooms and see spooky things. I don’t know anything about a key. It wasn’t in my designs.”

“The game must have changed things. It’s giving us a goal. Maybe it wants us to work together to find it” I said.

“So what do you propose?” asked Thomas

“We’ll search the house together. Go room by room starting with the basement. We’ll do it together. Eventually, we should discover the key. The house can’t be that big. It said that the key is within us. Maybe that means we have to use our intuition to find it. We’ll start at the bottom and work our way up” I said.

Steve and Thomas nodded. But even though Nate looked away, I still got the sense that he agreed with my plan. Things may be awkward between us but at least we weren’t fighting. Though I had to wonder if the others had picked up on it. So far, they seemed oblivious to the fact that Nate hadn’t spoken a word since I arrived. Hopefully, the haunted house will get him to join in and become more involved.

All of us turned our attention to the door under the stairs. Basements are naturally dark places. In the movies that’s often where a lot of the scary moments happen. After a moment’s hesitation, I approached the door and opened it. An old-fashioned oil lamp hung on a hook next to the door and a dangerously decrepit set of wooden stairs leading down into the darkness. I didn’t look back but I could feel Nate’s presence behind me.

I ignited the lamp which gave off a hazy yellow glow.

Nate held out his hand. “Let me go first?”

It was the first thing he’d directly said to me in months. I felt a lump in my throat and so I simply nodded. He took the lamp and began slowly descending. The stairs groaned in protest to his footsteps but they managed to hold. I followed right behind him.

Steve and Thomas were too slow to follow. When they moved to join us the basement door slammed shut behind me.

I could hear Steve furiously trying to open it.

“I’m really getting tired of that” I muttered.

“Are you guys okay?” Thomas shouted.

I glanced at Nate and he nodded. “Fine. I think the game wanted us to split up after all. We’ll check the basement and let you know if we find anything,” said Nate.

“Right. We’ll start searching the rest of the house. Remember nothing here can really hurt you,” said Thomas.

I told him we’d be fine but inwardly my heart was hammering away. Now Nate and I were alone together. It was the first time since the stadium.

Nate noticed my expression.

“We will be fine,” he said.

I took a step down towards him and stumbled. I cried out in alarm as I fell. Nate threw out his arms and caught me gently.

“Sorry” I mumbled.

Nate smiled. “It’s fine.”

Once I got my footing, we continued down into the basement.

It was a large room being used as storage with lots of furniture and other shapes being covered by large white sheets. Nate held out the lantern, casting a series of shadows.

“Maybe the heart of the house is an object? Something under one of these sheets?” Nate suggested.

“Or it's metaphorical. Like, don’t people say the kitchen is often the heart of the house? But whatever it is in this game it will be about us.”

“Us?”

“The group” I clarified.

Nate pulled up one of the sheets revealing a couple of old chairs. Dissatisfied, he let it drop and continued searching. Since there was only one dim light source, I followed him as we went through every item in the basement.

“So, how have you been?” Nate asked suddenly.

“Pretty well. Which is surprising given everything that’s happened.”

“You look good.”

“Thank you. And yourself? How is it being a football star?”

“Lonely,” he replied.

“I know what you mean. I’ve been telling Steve we should spend more time together. We’ve all gotten too lost in the game.”

Nate stopped searching and faced me.

“I owe you an apology. For the stadium and then for avoiding you after. I’m sorry” he said.

I couldn’t meet his eyes and so I pretended to take interest in a trinket on a shelf when I asked, “but why did you do it in the first place. That’s what I don’t understand.”

“Try to see things from my perspective. You were my best friend. Then things started to change. You started to change. I didn’t know how to handle it so I ran away from everything. Now I realize that that was a mistake. You don’t know how many times I wanted to talk to you. How many times I thought about sending you a message or knocking on your door. I’m sorry.”

I reached out and took his hand. Nate pulled me into a hug and we just silently held each other.

“You smell nice,” he said after a few moments.

I laughed. “So do you.”

We looked at each other. Both smiling. Finally, we were friends again. But there was something else stirring inside of me. A subtle undercurrent of heat and desire that was almost imperceptible. I focused on it and realized that I wanted to keep being held by him and keep comforting him. That I wanted to be there for him every day. I wanted him to be okay and happy. But I also wanted him to do the same for me. The longer we held each other, the more my desire grew.

I pressed up against him. Nate said nothing. He didn’t move. Nor when I raised up on tiptoes until we were the same height. He was frozen in place but he didn’t stop me as my lips moved closer. I kissed him. It felt scary and wonderful. My heart was beating out of my chest but I wanted him. I just wasn’t sure if he felt the same.

I broke off the kiss. Nate didn’t move. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

Nate pulled me back into his arms and returned the kiss. Now when his lips touched mine, I could feel his want, his need for me. All of the tension I was holding onto fell away. Nate’s hands slid down to grab my ass. God that felt good. One of my hands found his big thick cock pressing hard against his jeans. I rubbed the outline of his cock as our tongues continued to dance together.

My hunger and arousal continued to build until I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled away from his lips and knelt down. My hands rapidly unbuttoning his jeans and pulling out his large thick cock. God, it looked even better than I imagined. Immediately I got to work, running my tongue down the entire length of his shaft before my plump juicy lips wrapped around the head.

Slowly I sucked, taking more of his girth. Nate moaned as I worked on him. I’d never sucked a real cock before but somehow it felt like the most natural thing in the world. Hearing the noises Nate was making just turned me on even more. I felt a tremendous sense of power as I pleasured him. With his cock in my mouth, I was the one in control.

As my head bobbed up and down, I looked up and almost went dizzy when our eyes met. A surge of joy swept through me.

I didn’t think I could feel any better than this until Nate said “good girl.”

My heart soared and a small orgasm jolted through me right there on the spot. Yet I kept going. I couldn’t stop now even if I wanted to. I felt drunk. Drunk on his cock. I kept sucking, knowing that he was getting closer. His moans grew louder until he finally came. Load after load shot down my throat, I swallowed as fast as I could and kept going. Determined to get every last drop.

When we were finished, I sat back on the floor while trying to get my breath back. I couldn’t trust my legs to hold me up. My whole body tingled with a numbing heat. Nate pulled up his jeans and sat next to me.

Bright lights suddenly flooded the basement. I quickly jumped to my feet while Nate buckled his pants. We heard the door upstairs open followed by footsteps.

“Yo, you guys okay?” Steve called out.

“Yeah we’re fine,” Nate shouted back.

“Well Thomas and I figured it out. It was just some old key I picked up. All the doors are open now. You can come out now.”

“We’ll meet you outside in a minute,” said Nate.

Steve retreated back upstairs.

We looked at each other. Both of us knew what the real mystery was and how it had been solved.

Nate held out his hand. I took it and we went back up to join the others. Thomas and Steve saw us holding hands and shared a knowing glance as if they knew all along that this would happen.

The four of us didn’t rejoin the party after that. We sat in front of the haunted house and traded stories about our time in the game. As it got later, plans were then made to meet up again in a few days. Nobody said anything when Nate and I left together.


Chapter 13

We managed to make it all the way back to my place without tearing our clothes off. Not that we didn’t want to. He held my hand the whole elevator ride up and I could just feel his need for me. Desire was radiating off of him in waves.

Once we were inside my place, I told him I would just be a minute and strode quickly into my bedroom. It was hard to make him wait in the living room. The anticipation was killing me but I had to get out of my clothes. This is going to be our first night together and I want it to be memorable. I raided the closet but nothing seemed appropriate to wear. Instead, I decided to wear nothing except my purple silk robe.

Nate was in the living room, pouring wine into two glasses.

“Nice place,” he said as he handed me a drink.

“Oh, that’s right. This is your first time seeing more than just my hallway.”

“Well you know I wanted to. Things were hectic when we first got here and then after everything that happened…” He trailed off, looking uncomfortable.

I took his hand to comfort him. “Relax. I don’t blame you. We’ve got plenty of time to make up for all of that. Besides, I haven’t seen your place either.”

“It’s uh, not as nicely decorated as yours. I honestly didn’t put much thought into designing it.”

“Me neither. The game just sort of read my mind and this is what came out” I gestured around to the pink and white decor. Remembering how I’d initially hated it but over time it had grown on me.

“Huh, that didn’t happen for me or the others. Last I saw, Thomas’s place looks more like a museum or an art gallery. Steve, on the other hand, likes to change his place once a week and as we saw tonight it was a literal circus.”

“I bet that’s not even the craziest room change he’s had,” I said as we sat down next to each other on the couch.

“You’re probably right. I’m definitely jealous. If he can have his own forest then I want my own private beach. I could then wake up to the sounds of the crashing waves. A beautiful girl bringing a drink wearing a bikini” he grinned.

“I like the sound of that. Maybe we can even turn it into a nude beach.”

There was a pause as our eyes met. Both of us knew what we wanted and weren’t waiting any longer. We put our glasses down and I moved towards him. His eyes flicked down to my robe before back to me. I felt his hand slide down the small of my back as he gently pulled me closer until we were face to face. I closed the distance until our lips touched. He felt so warm and inviting. Hungry for more, I climbed on top of him as we continued our kiss.

Sitting in his lap, I could feel him getting harder beneath me. Small tingles of pleasure radiated through my body. I was already getting wet just thinking about his cock. I had to have it. I needed it inside of me.

Nate felt the same way. He quickly unbuttoned his shirt. I stood up and loosened my robe before letting it fall. His eyes lit up with hunger when he saw my naked body. I felt another tingle of arousal as I saw him appreciate the curves I’d worked so hard to acquire. He moved to get up but I pushed him back down onto the couch. Once again, I took control. Taking off his pants and bringing out that thick juicy cock of his. My mouth watered at the sight of it but this time I wanted him to fuck me with it. To finally take my girly virginity and be his once and for all.

I got back on top of him and started lowering myself onto his erect cock. Pleasure started building as I felt the tip enter me. Slowly, I accepted more of him until he’d filled me completely. I moaned. I just couldn’t help it. God that feels so much better than a dildo.

Nate grabbed my hips and pulled me close. We kissed again, his tongue massaging mine while his thick cock was inside me. As I got used to it, I began rocking my hips back and forth. Riding his cock slowly and sensually. Enjoying the feeling of it rubbing inside me.

As I rode him, my large breasts bounced and jiggled in rhythm to my movements. Nate grabbed one and brought it to his mouth. He sucked on my nipple and I squealed in delight. Loving how sensitive they were. Nate caught on and took the other in his hand to gently squeeze.

After a few more moments like this, I decided that I wanted something more aggressive. I changed directions and picked up speed. Now my round ass was slamming up and down on his cock. I wanted it harder and faster. I wanted to feel him cum inside me.

Nate moaned.

“You like that baby?” I asked him.

“Yeah…just… like that,” he said.

He was getting close and so was I.

As his cock fucked me, my whole body grew tense, and then it started shaking. The pleasure washed over me in a wave as the orgasm hit. I didn’t dare stop. I wanted this feeling to last forever. Nate continued pumping, and another wave came. This time stronger than the last. I bit my lip to stop myself from crying out.

Nate grabbed my hips again. His big strong masculine hands wrapping around my petite waist as he pounded me.

“Oh god. I’m so close” I cried.

Every thrust pushed me closer to the edge. Each one was a mini-wave of pleasure that kept building and building. I could do nothing but submit to this feeling. Nothing except enjoy this muscular man and my best friend, fuck me.

A moan slipped out as the orgasm suddenly shot through me. Nate came at the same time. His wonderful cock exploded, filling me up with his seed. He stopped thrusting and we held each other. Our bodies were hot and shaky as we shared this mutual bliss.

My whole body felt numb and tired. This was my first time having sex as a girl and my first time with a man. So far neither had disappointed.

I looked up at Nate. He was breathing heavy but wore a lazy smile as he rested his head back against the couch

“That was amazing,” he said.

“Yeah.”

I nestled into his firm chest. Nate put his arms around me and we simply enjoyed the feeling of our bodies embracing.


Chapter 14

The next few months passed by in a blur. Nate and I spent every night in each other's beds. In the evenings, we just couldn’t get enough of each other. During the day, the entire group would hang out. I finally got to see Steve perform and watch one of Nate’s games.

Then everything changed. I went to sleep next to Nate but when I woke up there was nothing but complete darkness. I felt strange and uncomfortable. Nate was gone and there was something on my face. I tried to remove it and my stomach dropped with horror as the realization hit me. There was a hard plastic shell wrapped around my head. Which could only mean one thing. Carefully, I lifted the plastic helmet off.

I was back in the real world.

This was too much too fast. I’m not ready. Maybe it’s just a bad dream? Maybe I’ll wake up back in Nate’s arms in the hotel?

I put the helmet back on just as someone to the left of me stirred. My friends were waking up too. I should get up but instead, I stubbornly lay there in the dark. This wasn’t fair. But what if there’s a way to go back inside? I don’t know how it works which means I’d have to convince Thomas to do it for me. Despite a rocky start, all of us had enjoyed our time at the hotel. Maybe he’d want to help me?

I could hear my friends get out of their chairs and stretch their legs. Still, I felt paralyzed. I couldn’t move or speak.

“Are you guys okay?” Nate asked.

Oh god Nate. What’s going to happen when he sees me like this? I can’t go back to how things were before. I can’t go back to being Mike. It felt like an entire lifetime ago when my biggest worry was trying not to get kicked out of school. Now I’m back, I might lose him for good.

Tears streamed down my face.

“Is there something wrong with the machine? It looks like Mike is still in there,” said Steve.

“The machine switched itself off like I programmed it too. They’re likely just having trouble adjusting to being back here” Thomas said.

I lay in the chair numb, barely breathing. How could I not have realized that this was coming? That my life in the hotel had an expiration date on it the minute I stepped inside? Every part of me wanted to reject what was happening. I couldn’t fathom just being Mike again. The almost college dropout who’s being forced to go back to live with his parents. Only ever being able to talk to Nate over the phone and pretending to forget about what we had in the game. After the hotel, the real world looked like hell.

There was movement near my chair and around my helmet. I felt it lift off of my head. Blurry figures surrounded me. But the one closest to me came into focus first. Nate’s worried face peered down at me and he asked the four words that I’d treasure forever.

“Mikayla, are you alright?”

In that moment I knew I would be.


Epilogue

Spending a year in that game had changed everyone. No one could go back to how things were after that. We’d all changed for the better. Thomas pushed himself harder academically than ever before and was publishing papers that were generating a lot of buzz. Steve immediately formed a band and began writing music. It took the three of us arguing with him for hours to not immediately drop out of college altogether.

As for Nate and I? Well for one thing nobody called me Mike again after that night. Nate took me back to his place and we spent hours talking about our future. Both of us wanted to continue what we had in the hotel. Or as close to it as possible.

Nate spent most of his time training and getting his business degree. During my academic probation, I lived in Nate’s apartment. My time was split between video game streaming and re-transforming myself back into Mikayla.

There were times when I would get frustrated with my progress and Nate would have to remind me that these things take longer in real life. Still, I was happier than I’d ever been outside of the game. My online career was flourishing and instead of fake digital fans, I had real people from all over the world cheering for me to succeed.

Today was no different. When I finished streaming, I got up and went into the kitchen to prepare dinner. Nate’s apartment was giant by anyone’s standards let alone one for a college student. As soon as I moved in, he helped convert the spare bedroom into an office space for me to work out of. I decided to repay him by learning how to cook so that he’d have nice meals waiting for him when he got home.

Today was no different as I put the finishing touches on our dinner. It was only when I heard the key in the door that I dropped everything. I dashed over to the mirror to check myself. Even though Nate always complimented my appearance, I still sometimes felt nervous about how I looked.

Currently, I was barefoot and wearing nothing but a white summer dress. My makeup was on point. I moved a stray lock of my long natural blonde hair back behind my ear. There. Perfect.

The door handle turned. I rushed back to the food, acting nonchalant.

Nate entered carrying two supermarket bags. The sound of glass bottles clinking could be heard as moved the bags onto the table. Peering inside, revealed a copious amount of alcohol.

Nate swept me up into a hug and kissed me.

“Are we having a party?” I asked him.

“Yeah. I figured we could meet up with the guys later, have some drinks, and play Ritualscape like we used to.”

“And they agreed to this?” I asked incredulously.

Despite our promise to spend more time together, both Steve and Thomas became incredibly busy once back in the real world. Before the VR game, we’d hang out almost every day. But after it? We settled for meeting once every few weeks.

He nodded. “They said it was a good idea.”

“Okay, but don’t expect me to go easy on any of you if you’re rusty.”

Nate sighed. “I knew I should have picked video games for my dream career.”

“You won’t be saying that once you get picked for the draft.”

“Does my beautiful girlfriend think I’ve got what it takes?” He teased, pulling me back into his arms.

“Hey come on. The foods going to burn” I said, squirming in his grip.

Nate released me and I rushed over to check on the food. His presence was right behind me. I shivered as I felt his hot breath on the back of my neck.

“Well how about it? Have I got it?” he whispered.

I could feel his cock pressing against me.

“I’m not wearing any underwear” I whispered back. “Why don’t we find out?”

Nate grabbed me and I quickly turned off the stove before he carried me to the bedroom. We had time and shouldn’t be late to meet up with the guys later. Nate pulled up my dress and started planting kisses on my body. Each one of them sending sparks of heat through me.

Okay, maybe we’ll be a little late.

The End


The Trap Bride


Chapter 1

It was almost noon when I decided to run away. This was the right call. I could feel it. A wave of relief hit me. That’s not to say this was an easy choice. After everything that had happened, followed by a series of sleepless nights chewing over the problem, it became clear to me that it was my only option.

Now I was sitting in a chair with a book in front of me, pretending to read it while I contemplated my next move. My Chamber maid, Beatrice, a matronly woman in her fifties stood in the corner with her eyes downcast. She was awkwardly fidgeting with a letter she held in her hands.

For a commoner, speaking to a royal without being spoken to first could have severe consequences. I knew she wanted to say something. Inwardly, I suppressed a sigh before walking over to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. Despite the rules around commoners and nobles, Beatrice took this as an opportunity.

"We should begin preparing princess," she said.

I nodded and took a look in the mirror, admiring my long golden hair against my soft pale skin.

"You should be excited about the winter festival. I hear your betrothed is going to be there."

I frowned. This was why I had to run away. I wasn’t ready to marry, let alone to a man I’d never met before.

"That's exactly why I don't want to go" I reply in my feminine voice.

"And cut!" A male voice suddenly shouts.

I open my eyes. The royal bed chamber shifts into an audio recording studio. My body transforming from a curvaceous blonde woman into that of a scrawny man with short dark hair. The fine silk dress becomes a plain t-shirt and jeans. Suddenly I was no longer the princess of the northern realm but back to being Liam, the voice actor.

The casting director sat behind the glass in another room. He pushed a button to make his voice transmit through a speaker and said “okay that was great. We’ll get back to you.”

My stomach tightened into knots but I kept my face neutral and politely thanked him for the opportunity before leaving. I strode quickly through the building with my head held high. It was only once I got out onto the street that my composure broke.

“Damn it!” I shouted.

A couple of people walking across the street stopped and looked at me. Red-faced, I ignored them and stomped off to go get a drink. It was only 2 pm but what did that matter? It’s not like I had somewhere better to be.


Chapter 2

The bar I decided to go to was just around the corner from my apartment. It was a little too upscale and pricey for me but I was having a bad day. It couldn’t hurt. The place was surprisingly busy given the time of day. A few men and women sat in little groups at the bar and tables. Judging by their clothes, they were all wealthy. Trust fund kids and rich wives with nothing better to do.

I ordered a drink and gave the bartender my credit card. He swiped it, frowned, and then swiped it again. My heart rate sped up. I know I paid the credit card bill last month. I know I did.

The bartender gave an apologetic shrug and said, “sometimes the machine doesn’t work. Do you have cash?”

I nodded and handed him my last twenty, only to receive far less change in return than I’d wanted. I grabbed my drink and moved to the furthest corner of the bar where it was the quietest. I didn’t want to be around people right now. I couldn’t go back to my apartment because my girlfriend might be there and all she’ll want to do is talk about the audition.

The ‘thank you, we’ll let you know’ is almost always code for ‘you’re not what we’re looking for.’ Damn, another failed audition. How many more of those do I have left in me before things get really desperate?

I nursed my drink and checked my phone for new auditions. Out of nowhere, a tall muscular guy in a dark shirt sat down opposite me.

“It didn’t go so well huh?” He asked.

“Am I that obvious?” I replied without looking up.

“Dude it’s written all over your face.”

I glanced at him. My best friend James was the polar opposite of me. While I was short for a guy at five foot six, James towered over me at six foot four. I was a skinny theatre nerd with long hair and he was a muscular athlete. We’d met as roommates in college and hit it off playing video games together. Now we’d been close ever since.

“Ugh, I don’t want to talk about it” I groaned, before resting my head on the table.

“Come on it’s not that bad. You’ve still got Cheryl.”

I groaned again. I couldn’t keep relying on my girlfriend to support me. It wasn’t fair.

“I’ll figure something out. What about you? What brings you here at three pm on a Tuesday?”

He grimaced. “My dad’s been talking about visiting. It’s got me anxious. I had to get out of the apartment and go somewhere with other people. You know, to try and get out of my head.”

“How’s that going?”

“It was fine until you asked.”

“Sorry. How about we make this a problem-free zone?”

“Sounds good. I’m going to get a drink. Also, it’s more like four pm than three.”

“Four? Fuck. I was supposed to be back home by then to talk to Cheryl. She’s been stressed about things. I know I said we’d hang out…”

“It’s okay. Go. We can hang out some other time.”

“Great.”

“Let me know how it goes.”

“Sure thing.”

I rushed out of the bar while texting Cheryl that I’m sorry for being late and that I’m almost there. Luckily, that part was true. Though I’d be lying if a part of me didn’t wish I was further away. Things get unpleasant when Cheryl is angry. Hopefully, she was in one of her better moods.

When I reached my apartment building, I stopped to appreciate it. Much like the bar I was just in, the apartment was very up-scale. A lot of wealthy doctors and lawyers lived in the building. A year ago, this place was a comfort but now with my finances getting tighter I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d be saying goodbye to this place. The thought twisted inside me like a knife.

As I pondered this, my neighbor Daniel walked out. He was a lawyer in his mid-thirties wearing an immaculate grey suit. A handsome guy with his short carefully maintained beard. Daniel winced when he saw me.

“Good luck,” he said as he walked past me.

“With what?”

Daniel paused and said, “I could hear her from my place. She was yelling on the phone to someone. It didn’t sound good.”

I nodded. “Okay thanks.”

He left without another word, leaving me with the impression that I’d inconvenienced him just by asking the question. Daniel was a strange one. There were several times when I’d invite him over or to hangout with friends but he’d always decline. I figured he was just a private person who wasn’t interested in getting to know his neighbors. Although this was the longest conversation we’d ever had, maybe he cares more than I’d thought?

I went inside and got in the elevator while thinking about what he’d said. Yelling on the phone to someone? Probably her mother. Cheryl loves to talk to her mother about stuff. There were many days where I’d come home to find her on the phone complaining about something that had happened at work. But she’s never complained to her about me. Cheryl has only ever said nice things about me. At least as far as I know. Okay, I’m overthinking things. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Let’s just take things as they come.

The elevator doors opened on my floor. I took a cautious step out into the hallway and listened. There was only silence. I pulled out my key and nervously paced down the hallway, trying to not look as tense as I felt. The key went into the lock but when I tried to turn it the door handle wouldn’t budge. I glanced up at the room number. Yep, this was the right door. I jangled the key incase the lock was stuck but nothing changed. Every instinct told me to walk away and text her but I forced those feelings aside and knocked on my own door.

I waited. A minute passed. And then another, so I knocked again. This time I heard soft footsteps approach the door but then nothing.

“I can hear you on the other side of the door. Come on Cheryl, talk to me. What’s going on?”

The door opened. She wasn’t how I expected her to be. I figured she’d be in sweatpants with minimal makeup considering she’d been home all day. Instead, I found her all dressed up. She wore a dress and her long dark hair curled at her shoulders. At my height, I wasn’t particularly tall for a guy but I still usually had to look down to speak to her. This time she wore heels so we were the same height. It made her glare that much more intimidating.

“Can I come in?” I asked.

“No,” she said quietly.

“What is this about? What happened?”

“How did the audition go?”

“Fine. They said they’d call me back.”

“They probably won’t though will they? I mean that’s what you said the last four times and none of them ever did.”

“That’s not fair. I’ve told you the business can be fickle. Things will pick back up. I just need to keep trying.”

“And have me continue to pay for everything? You said you’d pay me back. That was two months ago, and then today I see you sitting in a fancy bar drinking. Somehow you found the money for that.”

“Hey it’s not like that. It was just a rough day and I went there to blow off a little steam.” I took a step towards her. “Come on we can talk about this.”

She took a step back and shook her head. “No. I’m done. Your clothes are packed in the two bags on the couch. I’d like you to take them and leave.”

“After everything we’ve been through? You want to end it like this?”

“I should have ended it months ago. You don’t have to pay me back. Just take your things and go.”

She turned to the side to let me pass. There was a pit in my stomach a mile wide as I brushed past her. My eyes started to mist up as I reached for my bags. I swallowed those feelings, grabbed the bags, and walked out of there as fast as I could.

Only after I heard the door close behind me, did tears start flowing.


Chapter 3

With no family and no money, my options were limited. So, I went to the one person I knew would help me.

James opened the door to his place and helped carry the bags inside. While my apartment had been upper middle class, his was beyond extravagant. The living room was surrounded by high glass ceilings with a great view of the city skyline.

I shook my head. “I can’t believe this is your place. You know, I just realized that we’ve never hung out here. You always insist on hanging out at my place. Not that I’m not grateful for you taking me in. But what’s up with that?”

James grimaced and set my bags down. “Well, you know my dad pays for all this stuff. Everything is covered by him or by my trust fund. But my dad is a strict guy and has certain rules about things. It’s just been easier to go to your place.”

“Wait I’m not getting you into trouble by staying here, am I?”

“No, usually it’s just me being paranoid about dad stopping by. But he’s been in Asia working on the company’s expansion for the last month and it looks like he’ll be there for a few more at least. So you can stay here as long as you like.”

“Thanks. You’re a life saver.”

He nodded and gave me a mini-tour of the place. Past the living room was the kitchen slash dining room where everything from the long dining room table to kitchen cupboards was made of metal and glass. It was a modern if slightly cold look but I’m not one to complain.

He pointed to one door on the left and then the one on the right. “My room and your room. The bathroom is in the hallway, you walked past it on your way in.”

I nodded. “Got it.”

James watched me awkwardly struggle to carry my bags for a minute before taking them out of my hands. Embarrassed by how easily he held them, my face burned as I muttered “thanks.”

All my worldly possessions sat condensed into two duffel bags on the floor. James left me to get settled. I closed the door and sat on the edge of the bed. Part of me wanted to be productive. To go through and unpack everything. But every bad thing that happened today broke through my composure and overwhelmed me. Another job slipping through my fingers. My girlfriend breaking up with me and leaving me homeless. Now instead of relying on Cheryl’s charity, I had to have my friend bail me out.

There were no tears this time. Just a deep empty pit sitting in my stomach that wouldn’t go away. I laid down on the bed, closed my eyes, and deeply wished I was someone else.


Chapter 4

Suddenly, there was a loud knock at the door. I jolted up out of bed and then looked around in confusion. Where was I? Did I get a hotel room? Suddenly it all came back to me along with a crushing weight of disappointment.

I opened the door to see James. His smile turned into a frown. “Are you okay?”

I tried to play it off as grumpiness from not being a morning person. “Yeah, I just woke up.”

“Oh sorry. I ordered dinner. There’s enough for two if you want some.”

“Dinner sounds great. How much do I owe you?”

James shook his head. “It’s on me.”

I was about to protest until he said, “you can pay me back later.”

My finances being what they were, it was cheaper to swallow my pride and accept help from a friend.

There was some pizza on the dining room table. He grabbed a slice and went into the living room to sit in front of the tv. I took a piece for myself and joined him on the couch. There was some boring football match on. I’ve always hated sports. Ever since I was a kid, I’d be the weakest one in the group. Watching it seemed even duller than playing it. However, as the guest, I should be polite and just let him watch whatever he wants. I’m lucky he agreed to let me stay at all.

“You know this is just temporary right?” I asked him.

“Sure.”

“Once I land a gig, I can get back on my feet.”

“It didn’t seem like it was going well from what I saw in the bar earlier.”

“That was just me moping. I put all my eggs in one basket and got my hopes up. Next time I’ll be more tactical about the whole thing.”

“More tactical?”

“Getting a part is down to being in the right place at the right time. I’m going to start going to as many auditions as I can, do my best, and then forget about them. If one calls me back then great. Otherwise, I’ll move on.”

James gave me a look. “You do seem more motivated now.”

“I took a nap. Plus, I’ve already used up all my crying and sulking for the day.”

“But what about the audition you had today? Do you know why it didn’t work out?”

“Nah. They never explain why.”

“What was the part?”

“Some princess for an animated show. They almost didn’t let me audition at all until I did the voice.”

I paused and waited for him to ask.

James sighed sarcastically. “Alright, I’m intrigued. What’s the voice?”

I took a breath and then in my feminine voice said “I’m never going to marry the prince of the Everlands. I will decide who I’m going to marry. Perhaps I’ll marry that cute knight Sir James who’s having me as a guest in his castle.”

James's eyes were wide. “Dude that’s insane. I never knew you could do that.”

I giggled in the same voice. “I’m not a dude, silly.”

He stared frozen with his face turning red. Before I could make fun of him for it there was a loud rattling noise coming from the front door.

“Is someone trying to break in?” I asked in my normal voice.

James got up and strode forward. “Get behind me while I call the police.” He said it in such a commanding way that I immediately did as he asked.

The rattling ceased. Neither of us moved as we strained to hear. Someone knocked on the door, followed by an older male voice calling out “James? The doorman said you were in.”

“Damn. It's my father,” James hissed.

“What do we do?”

He thought for a moment. “Hide in the bathroom and lock the door. I’ll tell him it's not a good time and try to get him to leave. Damn, he’ll kill me if he finds out you’re living here.”

“Why?”

“He’s old-fashioned and conservative. He thinks two guys living together is gay. Plus, I’ve never brought a girlfriend over to meet him because he’s too intimidating. If he thinks I’m gay then he might disown me. Just hide and don’t make a sound.”

I nodded and got in the bathroom, locking the door behind me.

James could be heard opening the front door.

“Why doesn’t my key work?” A gruff male voice asked.

“Oh, I had to get a new lock a couple of months ago when the other one broke. My bad. I should have told you.”

“You know this is still my apartment.”

“I do. It was a mistake.”

I heard footsteps as they moved further into the apartment. “Here you go,” said James, presumably handing him a spare key.

“Thank you. Well, I stopped by to tell you that I’m going to be in town for a while and I thought we should spend some time together. Not now, of course, I’ve got a meeting uptown but we’ll schedule something in the week.”

“Of course, that sounds nice.”

The footsteps drew closer again. “I’ll just use the restroom and then be out of your way.”

Suddenly the bathroom door handle rattled.

“Is your bathroom lock broken too?” His father asked.

“Uh…yeah…I think…” James stammered.

Damn, he’s going to lose it. Time to put my acting talent to good use. In my girly voice, I called out, “sorry it’s occupied. I’m not feeling well.”

“Oh, I’m sorry miss” his father replied. “You should have told me you had a guest over,” he said to James.

“Uh yeah. My bad. It’s just I know what the rules are. I didn’t want to jump the gun.”

“Well since she’s here and there’s a large duffel bag in the other bedroom, I assume she’s living here.”

“Well…uh.”

“James wanted it to be a surprise” I interjected.

“Yes, that’s right,” said James. “I didn’t want to distract you while you were overseas. Li…Lara and I met nearly a year ago and have been dating ever since.”

“And you brought your girlfriend to live in my apartment without telling me?” His father's voice growing colder with each word.

“Actually…we’re engaged. She’s my fiancé.”

What?! This is getting out of hand. All of this just so I can crash at a friend’s place? I should try and patch things up with Cheryl if this is what living with James is going to be like.

“That’s very good to hear, James. I’ve always hoped that you’d start a family of your own one day. Lara, I’m sorry we met under these circumstances. How about dinner on Saturday?”

“Sounds great,” said James.

“Yes, we’d love to,” I said.

I heard the sound of footsteps and then the door open and close. A few moments of silence pass. I didn’t dare be the first one to speak. Not that I didn’t want to. His excuses were absurd. Would he really have lost everything if we’d just been honest about the whole thing?

“Okay he’s gone,” James said.

I came out of the bathroom scowling.

“Seriously, fiancé?”

James shrugged. “I had to tell him something.”

“So I’ve got like five days until Saturday rolls around to find a new place?”

“That’s one possibility,” he said.

James had this look in his eye that I didn’t like at all. It was part mischievous and part I know something you don’t know.

I sighed. “What is it?”

“My father is sixty-two and has poor eyesight but he’s too embarrassed to wear glasses and he hates contacts.”

“But how does he do stuff? Wait what does this have to do with anything?”

“He can see enough to walk around places and read things if the font’s big enough. Plus, my father hasn’t driven his own car in like ten years. He has people for that as he likes to say. But that’s not the point. The point is that your voice sounds exactly like a woman’s voice. Your body is also skinny enough.”

“You can’t be suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

“That we get you some women’s clothes, makeup, and a wig. You come to dinner with me posing as my fiancé Lara.”

I shook my head. “You’re crazy.”

“Am I? I think you can pull it off. But the important thing is to consider your options. The first is trying to find a place to live with no job or money. Which is highly unlikely to work given the no money part. The second option is that you somehow beg Cheryl to take you back. Also unlikely. The third is we try my idea out. I’ll buy all the clothes, accessories and even hire a professional makeup artist. Once we’re finished, if you’re not convinced of the results then you can just leave before Saturday comes. All you have to do is spend a few days dressing like a woman and doing that voice. If it doesn’t work then you’ve lost nothing. If it does work then you’ve got free room and board for at least a year and a half.”

“A year and a half?”

“As I said before, my dad likes to make these surprise visits but they’re rare. The last time I saw him before today was like two years ago.”

“And you’re fine with that?”

“My dad is a cold guy. We’re not very close but he supports me financially and he cares in his own way about me.”

“And you want to trick him into letting you have a roommate by having your best friend cross-dress as your fiancé?”

“Well, when you lay it out like that, it sounds silly. But look, all I’m asking is to try it for the next few days. If you don’t pass convincingly as a woman then we’ll cancel the whole thing.”

I tried to think of a reason to say no other than saying it was crazy for the third time but I couldn’t come up with one. Instead, I said, “give me some time to think about it.”

“Okay but don’t take too long. What I said about canceling if it doesn’t work wasn’t just for your benefit. If you can’t pull it off then I’m not going to risk it either. My father would be humiliated and who knows what he’d do then.”

I nodded and just went back to my room. I felt tired again. I’d gone from finally feeling like I was getting my footing back to having the rug pulled out from under me. Once the door was closed, I immediately texted Cheryl with just a ‘hey can we talk?’ message. Half an hour goes by with no response. I try calling her. The phone just goes straight to voicemail. How long is she going to keep avoiding me? I had to think of something. James's plan was insane. But he was right about one thing. If Cheryl doesn’t take me back, I’m screwed.

Then my mind asked the question. How much was half of the rent and utilities at Cheryl’s place? I remembered the figure and multiplied it by a year and a half and whistled. Being able to stay here for free would actually save me a ton of money, especially once I get another job. But am I really going to do this? My mind kept going back and forth on it. Sure, I’d played a female character in the studio before but that was just my voice. On the other hand, how hard could it be to wear a dress and put on makeup? I mean having a convincing voice is the hardest part and I’ve already got that down. Plus, if his father’s eyesight is as bad as he says it is then maybe it wouldn’t take much to convince him.

The more I thought about it, the more the idea appealed to me. I got up and went to the other bedroom. I knocked on the door before opening it. James was lying on the bed in nothing but his underwear.

“Hey sorry…” I stopped as my eyes flicked down. He had his cock out and I could hear porn in the background. I backed up and quickly shut the door. Fuck, I’d just walked in on him masturbating. Damn, his cock was massive too.

“Hey sorry about that,” I said through the door.

“Yeah, usually when someone knocks, they wait for an answer before coming in.”

“I know I know. I was too in my own head, thinking about what you said. I just wanted to let you know that I’m in. Let’s see if we can pull this thing off.”

“Great, I’ll make the arrangements. Goodnight… Lara.”

I shook my head and went back to bed while trying not to think of how much bigger James was compared to me.


Chapter 5

The next morning, I woke up to the sound of footsteps and strange voices. I yawned and checked my phone. Zero messages. No missed calls. Great. I guess I really am doing this. Huh that’s weird. The floor was empty. I could have sworn I brought my duffel bags into the room last night. I get up and look around the room but they’re not there. Neither are yesterday's clothes that I’d thrown on the floor before going to sleep.

James did this. He must have snuck in and taken my clothes. I can’t believe I didn’t even hear him. At least I still had the boxers that I slept in so I wasn’t completely naked. But it was enough to prevent me from leaving the room until the other voices had left. It sounded like a couple of guys but their voices were too muffled for me to make out anything they were saying.

I waited until it sounded like all the voices had left. There was going to be a loud conversation about boundaries and personal space. I found James in the kitchen.

He smiled when he saw me and asked, “I’m making coffee, do you want some?”

I tried to keep calm and my voice neutral. “Where are my clothes?” I asked.

“Over there,” he said pointing to a stack of delivery boxes.

“No, I mean my clothes.”

“Oh. I put them in storage. Don’t worry you can get them back later.”

“Why?”

“Because we’re going to be spending an entire evening with my father. You need to be convincing which is why we begin today. I’ve had delivery guys coming all morning with everything we need to pull this off. First, you need to use your girly voice until this is over. We can’t afford any slip-ups. It needs to be second nature. I can’t have a waiter asking what you want to order and suddenly Liam’s voice pops out. Second, you need to start getting used to women’s clothes and makeup. We’ve only got five days to practice.”

“Fine, I get it,” I said in my feminine voice. “But what am I going to wear?”

“I picked out an outfit for you to wear today. I’ll leave it by the door while you get ready. After that, you can go unpack everything and choose what you like. Sound good?”

I nodded.

“Great. Now take that small box on the table to the bathroom. It has everything you need to shave your body hair.”

Right. Body hair. I’d never even thought of that but it made sense and I was committed to the plan. There’s no point complaining now, especially after James had bought all this stuff for me.

I took the box to the bathroom. Inside was a women’s razor, cream to help remove body hair, and some scented shampoo that smelled like flowers. Once in the shower, I began lathering the cream on my legs. I figured I’d start at the bottom and work my way up. It didn’t take long before quickly realizing that this was going to take a while. Luckily, I didn’t have much body hair to begin with which made shaving my upper body a lot easier.

After I’d finished shaving, I used a soap that smelled like peaches. It felt good to feel the sensation of my soapy hands gliding across my smooth hairless body. Maybe this whole thing wouldn’t be so bad after all?

As I got out of the shower, I grabbed a pink towel and wrapped it around my waist. Outside the bathroom door was another box. I peeked my head around the corner but couldn’t see James. I took the box back into the bathroom. Inside it were the clothes he wanted me to wear today. Beginning with a simple pair of white cotton panties with a hint of pink around the edges.

I swallowed my pride and put them on. I could complain about it later once this whole thing was over. The panties slid up my smooth legs with the soft material giving me goosebumps. I wasn’t the most well-endowed guy, so the front of the panties covered everything and left me with a small but noticeable bulge. The back of them rode up into my butt. I twisted to see them in the mirror. It was like the panties were framing my ass and making it look rounder and more feminine. Looking at myself from the waist down, I’d swear that I was looking at a girl.

Next in the box was a pink and white bra that matched the underwear. I looked at the label and it said 36A. I cracked open the door and called out, “a bra? Really?”

“You’ll need to wear one for dinner. We should start now so that you get used to the feeling” he called back.

The bra was tricky. It fit well enough but I struggled with hooking it up at the back. After a few more minutes of trying, I gave up and called for James to help.

When he saw me, he tried to play it cool but I could feel his eyes roaming over my body.

“Okay turn around” he instructed.

I did and felt the bra tighten as he did the hooks. Once he’d finished, he slapped my ass and said “looking good, babe” before disappearing.

I tried to respond but I was stunned and blushing fiercely.

Finally, there was a yellow summer dress that stopped mid-thigh. Is that it? I thought after putting it on. There was nothing else in the box but with my shoulders and legs bare, I still felt underdressed.

When I stepped back into the living room, James looked up and said “you look beautiful.”

To my horror, I blushed again.

“Whatever” I muttered.

He got up and excitedly rushed over to some of the boxes. “There are some socks in this one I believe,” he said pointing. “And your wig I think is in this one.” He said pointing to another.

“Wig?” I asked raising an eyebrow before answering for him. “I know, I know. I have to get used to it.”

“That’s right. The more real we make it now, the more natural it will look on Saturday.”

“Does this mean I have to practice kissing you too?” I asked nervously.

James laughed. “No, don’t worry. My father is not big on public displays of affection. Holding hands, a few hugs or a kiss on the cheek is the most you’ll have to do.”

“You as well.”

He looked confused. “Huh?”

“You also have to let a guy pretend to be intimate with you.”

He nodded. “I see what you mean but you’re going to look like a girl. It’ll be easier for me” he said handing me the wig.

I put it on and marveled at how I now had long blonde hair. “It looks and feels so real,” I said, turning my head side to side and feeling the hair move with me.

“I’m glad you like it.”

I stopped and my smile faltered. “I don’t like it, I’m just relieved that it looks convincing” I pointed out.

James nodded and left me to pick out socks. After his comment, I didn’t want to even think about it so I just grabbed the first pair I saw. They were white with little strawberries on them. I slipped them on and joined James on the couch.

“Sports again?” I asked.

He handed me the remote, “It's yours too. You pick something to watch until my friend gets here to help teach you about makeup.”

“I thought she’d just be coming on Saturday?”

“A client ended up canceling so she’s got some free time today to walk you through the basics and let you try it for yourself.”

“Alright,” I grumbled. It was one thing to dress like this for one of my closest friends but strangers were a whole different matter. Still, there wasn’t much choice at this point but that didn’t mean I had to like it.

I settled in on the couch and picked some crime drama that Cheryl and I used to watch in the evening. As it got colder and later, she would snuggle into me and I’d put my arms around her. That didn’t happen here, though James did keep his arm on the back of the couch behind me. His arm being there made me feel self-conscious. I kept waiting for him to put it over me so that I could tell him to stop but he never did.

A few hours later and there was a knock at the door.

“Hey Lara, go see who’s at the door.”

It still felt weird being called that but I did as he asked. I got up and opened the door. A short woman in her early fifties with short dark hair and glasses was standing there holding a suitcase. She peered at me like I was some kind of experiment.

“Um hi,” I said.

“You have remarkable skin,” she said.

“Uh, thanks.”

“And such delicate features. This won’t be hard at all. You’ve already done most of the work for me.”

“Okay, I’m Li…Lara,” I said.

“Kim,” she said before strolling past me. “Where do you want me to set up?” She asked James.

“Next to the dining room table. There’s more space there.”

She nodded and pulled out a chair. “Lara sit here for me.”

I sat in the chair and watched as she opened the suitcase and fumbled around for some items.

“Okay now sit still and try not to move your face,” she said before taking off my wig.

Kim then set to work on me. She would stop every once in a while, to explain what she was using and what its purpose was before continuing. Foundation, lipstick, mascara. It all became a kind of a blur and it was even harder to concentrate on her words because I could still see the tv behind Kim. But I tried to make a good faith effort to pay attention though, both James and I had a lot riding on this.

Finally, she stopped and retrieved my wig. Kim set it gently back on my head and said to James “I’m finished. What do you think?”

He got off the couch and turned around. His eyes widened when he saw me. “Holy shit. Kim, you’re a miracle worker.”

She shrugged. “I just helped reveal what was already there. It didn’t take much. What you’re looking at is all her.”

“What are you guys talking about. It’s just makeup” I said.

“See for yourself,” Kim said, handing me a mirror.

A stubborn, childish part of me wanted to say no. I was afraid of what I’d see. How ugly was I going to look? Would people stare or laugh at me when I go out for the dinner on Saturday? This whole thing was starting to feel like a bad joke. I should never have agreed to this. Why are James and this woman being so fake about it?

My stomach was churning and my hands shook as I raised the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was unrecognizable. She had plump red lips, perfect soft skin, and long eyelashes that made her bright blue eyes pop. She was in a word, gorgeous. Other than her shocked expression, she could be a model that had just walked off the catwalk.

The nervousness in me turned to excitement as it started to sink in that this was me. The fact that I looked this beautiful felt wonderful.

“You were right James. Holy shit” I said.

“I knew you’d approve once you saw.”

“We can do this. We can really pull this off” I said.

James coughed, “yeah true. Anyway, thanks for everything Kim. Your payment has already been sent.”

Kim collected her things and James tried to rush her out the door without trying to be rude about it. “Thank you,” I said to her as she was leaving.

Once she was gone, I asked James, “What was that about?”

“Nobody else knows about the plan. It’s better if we keep it that way.”

I agreed, that made sense. The fewer people who knew about this the better.

“So, there’s something else I want to run by you. Don’t shoot it down immediately but I think we should go for a walk in the park today. You can get some experience being a girl outside and…”

I jumped up, excited. “Yes. Let’s do it!”

He seemed taken aback. “Just like that?”

I laughed. “No one is going to recognize me like this so there’s no problem. Besides I look good, why waste Kim’s work by staying in?”


Chapter 6

I glanced out the window while I waited for James to get ready. The sun was shining and the sky was clear. It was the perfect day for the summer dress that I was wearing. There was also the matter of footwear. I dug through the pile of boxes until I discovered a cute pair of sandals that would be perfect for walking in the park. After I put them on, I was stuck waiting for James who was in his room.

“How long are you going to take? I thought the guy is always supposed to wait while the girl gets ready” I said.

He chuckled as he came out. “I’m sure that’ll be true next time. Alright let’s go for a walk” he said holding out his hand. I took it and instead of feeling self-conscious about how small and dainty my hand was compared to his, it felt normal.

The public park near the apartment contained a long winding circular path surrounded by trees and patches of green with a small lake in the center of it. Plenty of families and couples could be seen out enjoying the sunshine.

I would have been able to enjoy it as well except for the people who would stare at me as we walked past. At first, I thought nothing of it but it kept happening. After the fifth guy, I asked James “I look okay right? I mean I checked myself before we left the apartment but I’m still okay, aren’t I?”

“Of course.”

“So why do people keep staring at me?”

He leaned in and whispered “because you’re so hot, every guy here wants to fuck you. You’re making them hard. I don’t blame them, I had to jerk off before leaving just so that I could think clearly.”

Ah, so that’s what he was doing in there. I guess I should have been shocked that my best friend just said he’s attracted to me. But after seeing my reflection it made sense. Thanks to Kim’s magic, I was beautiful. It made perfect sense that other guys would feel the same way. James was just falling too deeply into the role he was playing as my fiancé. As long as it didn’t go further than the occasional look or word then I wouldn’t complain.

We continued walking and when the next guy stared, I tried to enjoy the attention instead. I thought about how much he wanted and desired me. From then on, it gave me a little thrill of power every time another guy looked my way.

When we reached a bridge that went over part of the lake, we stopped to admire the view. I leaned against the railing and stared out across the water.

“It’s beautiful out here,” I said.

I felt James move next to me and put his arm around my waist. He gently pulled me close to him. I nestled into his larger warm frame. I wasn’t complaining. With all the problems I’d had with Cheryl over the last few months leading to our break up, it was just nice to be held. It wasn’t a romantic type of nice. I didn’t feel aroused by my best friend but we had a comfortable dynamic and him pulling me into a side hug was nicer than I’d expected. We stayed like this for a little while until I heard a voice that stopped me dead. My stomach turned and I resisted the urge to look.

“James is that you?” Cheryl asked.

Of all the places and times. Why did I have to run into her now? From the sound of her voice, she was over to my right past James. From this position, she wouldn’t be able to see me yet but James couldn’t ignore her.

“Yes, it’s me,” James said. His hand around my waist squeezed me gently as a show of support.

She moved closer and spotted the back of my head. “Oh, I didn’t know you were with someone. Hi, I’m Cheryl. I used to date James’s best friend.”

Used to? Ouch. Even though it was true, hearing her say the words out loud was like a knife inside me.

James turned around and motioned for me to do the same. Just smile and remember the girly voice.

“Hi, I’m Lara,” I said, praying that this would work.

A flicker of something ran through Cheryl’s eyes before she smiled and said “I’m Cheryl. Well, I heard from Liam that he was staying with you. I hope that’s not a problem for you or your girlfriend. I had no idea kicking him out would make him go running to you. I’d hoped he’d make a change and sort his life out.”

James's hand slowly slipped down my back and to my ass where he grabbed one of my cheeks. I tried to give no reaction but my heart was racing.

“Oh don’t worry, he’s definitely making some changes,” said James.

“Well, I’m still sorry if he’s inconveniencing you.”

“He’s not. I like having him around.”

Cheryl looked skeptical. “And you don’t mind either?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “No, it’s not a problem.”

“Well, that’s good to hear.”

That might have been the end of the conversation, had my former neighbor Daniel not jogged up to Cheryl and put his arm around her.

“Hey honey who’s this?” He asked her.

Oh god. If James hadn’t been holding onto me then my legs might have given out. Cheryl’s dating our neighbor. It’s only been a day and he’s already calling her honey? No way. That is way too intimate for a first date. She must have been cheating on me. It’s the only thing that makes sense. Fuck. And to think I thought he was a nice guy. I was always polite to him whenever we’d run into each other in the halls. He must have known I was getting kicked out that day we met.

“Man, it’s such a beautiful day isn’t it,” Daniel said.

Cheryl agreed and then leaned in to kiss him. I had to look away. It was just too much. James noticed and asked quietly if I was okay.

“Just feeling a little tired. It’s been a long day” I said hinting that I want to go.

James nodded and said, “Well we should start heading back before it gets late.”

Daniel agreed. “It was nice meeting you, maybe we should do this again like a double date.” He held out his business card to James, who took it and shoved it into his pocket.

“Sure,” he said.

James and I left. He knew better than to say something when I was in one of my moods. We walked back to the apartment in silence. Once we were back inside, I breathed a sigh of relief. I felt free here. Even though I’d only been here two days, it was already starting to feel like home.

“Do you want anything?” James asked.

“No. I’m just still so angry at Cheryl. I know I relied on her a lot for financial support and we had the occasional argument but I can’t believe she was cheating on me. That she wouldn’t talk to me first and try to work things out.”

“Maybe you didn’t know her as well as you thought or maybe she’d changed? Either way, you’re better off with her out of your life.”

“Oh yeah until she starts pushing for those double dates,” I said sarcastically. “She doesn’t have many friends. I can guarantee she’ll text you later about setting one up.”

“We don’t have to do it if you’re not comfortable but remember one thing, Liam doesn’t have to ever see her again. Lara on the other hand, handled herself remarkably well today. Your first day as a woman and you were already out in public getting looks from all the men who find you drop-dead gorgeous and you stared your ex-girlfriend in the face. She had no idea who you were. Being Lara gives you a chance to reinvent yourself. You don’t have to be tied down to the same ideas that Liam was.”

“Okay but that’s just for this week. Once the dinner with your father is over, I can go back to being Liam and wear my old clothes again.”

James shrugged, “if you want. It just seemed like you were having a lot of fun today before Cheryl showed up.”

“I’m an actor. There’s nothing more fun for me than playing a character. That’s all this is. A character to help pay my bills” I assured him.

“Alright, enough heavy talk. What do you feel like for dinner, Indian or Chinese?”

“Chinese,” I said.

“I’ll order, you go pick a movie to watch.”

I nodded and sat on the couch, flicking through movies. A horror one popped up that I hadn’t seen before. Some slasher flick where he attacks a bunch of college students in the woods. Could be fun.

James came and sat on one end of the couch.

I settled in next to him and let him put his arm around me. Just like on the bridge. It felt so comforting. Plus, it’s exactly the sort of thing a character like Lara would want which means it’s perfectly natural for it to feel good.


Chapter 7

The next few days passed in a remarkably similar manner to the first though I didn’t go outside to the park again. James and I spent our days together reading, watching tv or we’d be in our rooms doing our own thing. Every day I wore some new girly outfit and James would smile at the sight of me and praise me on the choice. It made me happy and I would blush every time which he seemed to love even more. We’d then end our days snuggling on the couch with a glass of wine.

Finally, it was Saturday. The big day. I’d lived as Lara for nearly a week now but I was still nervous. I couldn’t help but worry about what I’d do if his father didn’t like me? We’d never really considered that part. I shook my head. Now I really do sound like his girlfriend. Getting all worked up over meeting the family.

There was a knock on my door and James entered holding a box.

“What is that?” I ask.

“A present for my beautiful fiancée.”

“A present?”

“Well, several actually. Beginning with this.”

He opened the box revealing a long red dress. “I figured with your blonde hair you’d look amazing in this.”

My hand ran over the material, enjoying the feel of the fabric. I then lifted the dress and held it against my body.

“It’s incredible,” I said.

I meant it too. I couldn’t wait to see what I looked like while wearing it. James went and grabbed another box. “How many boxes do you have?” I joked.

“Just two more.”

I opened the next one. Inside were a pair of double d silicone breast inserts. I glanced up at him with an eyebrow arched. “I figure they’d help sell the image besides if I’m going to have a hot fiancée, I want her to have nice boobs.”

I rolled my eyes and playfully hit him on the arm.

“And the final gift?”

He pulled out a tiny box and I could tell immediately what it was. James then got down on one knee and opened it to reveal a diamond engagement ring. “Lara Saunders, will you agree to be my fake wife?”

“Yes. A million times yes. You’ve made your fake fiancée the happiest girl in the world.”

Even though we were joking, I felt a pleasant tingle shoot through my body as he put the ring on my finger. It felt significant like he was making me his.

There was a pause where neither of us said anything. I think neither of us knew what to say. Fortunately, the alarm on my phone started beeping. It was there to remind me of when I needed to start getting ready. I shooed James out of the room and began my girly preparations.

I went into my panty drawer and selected a pair of sexy red panties that would match my dress perfectly. Next, were the breasts. I found that they came with glue to help stick them onto my chest. I was excited to test them out. Once they were on and the glue had dried, I went to the mirror. The color of them matched my skin exactly.

Diving back into my underwear collection, I found a red bra that would fit my new breasts. Once the bra was on, they really did look like the real thing. I stared at them in the mirror and jiggled them. Then I moved my body quickly side to side to see how they’d move. I liked the weight of them. There was a comforting heft on the front of my chest now.

My small cock strained against my panties. Having my own pair of breasts was turning me on. So much so that I had to throw on a robe and go masturbate in the bathroom in order to settle down. As I jerked my cock, my other hand alternated between grabbing one of my boobs and grabbing my ass. I pictured Cheryl coming up behind me, caressing and squeezing parts of my girly body. My arousal increased but then the picture changed. Suddenly in my mind, it was James hulking muscular frame behind me, whispering in my ear about what he’d do to me. His huge throbbing cock rubbing against my ass and those large masculine hands grabbing my tits.

I came harder than ever before.

Suddenly, James knocked on the door to ask if everything was alright. Breathlessly I told him not to worry. But I still needed a few minutes alone to recover before I felt comfortable leaving.

This wasn’t a problem I told myself. It was just me getting too deep into character. It was sort of thing actors could fall into all the time. After today I can be Liam again, start going to more auditions, and eventually save enough money for my own place.

I went back to my room without seeing James and continued getting ready. When I slipped on the red dress, I couldn’t help but pose in the mirror. It hugged my figure perfectly, showing off my thin waist and slightly wider hips. Of course, my boobs took center stage, displaying more than a little cleavage. If James wanted me to look sexy then mission accomplished.

Once I’d finished getting dressed, Kim was in the other room waiting to do my makeup. I had made some solid efforts since we’d last met but a few days of practice wasn’t enough time to master everything. I felt relieved when I saw her as I trusted her to make me look as incredible as before.

“James sure is a lucky man,” Kim said when she was finished.

“He better never forget it,” I said.

“I won’t,” he replied, before coming up behind and pulling me into a hug.

James had become more intimate with his touches lately and I wasn’t sure how to respond to all of them. “Stop it,” I said half-jokingly, even with Kim here I couldn’t hide the fact that part of me was enjoying the attention. I especially liked the way he looked at me. Like a goddess, he couldn’t wait to worship. With his help, I’d turned into the girl of his dreams, and to be honest, I was the girl of my dreams too. Kim’s assistance had taken me to the next level where I was hotter than any girl I’d ever dated or even met in real life.

Being beautiful felt invigorating. For the first time, I wasn’t some meek, shy, small man. I was the center of attention. I was the one who mattered. These realizations gave me a power and confidence that I’d never had before.

This epiphany was short-lived as James's phone beeped. He checked it and frowned before turning to Kim.

“Okay thanks again, I really appreciate this but we’ve got to head out soon,” he said to her. Kim nodded in understanding as she packed away her things.

When her back was turned, I leaned in close to James and whispered, “you should pay her extra. The work she does is amazing.”

“I did,” he whispered back. “I paid double her asking fee. I don’t like kicking her out like this but my father just announced he was five minutes away.”

I nodded and then we said our goodbyes to Kim. I then turned to James and asked, “do you have any advice for dealing with your father?”

“Be as honest as you can. Say you’re an actor and everything. I’ll handle how we met and how I proposed to you. He’ll probably only ask a few questions about it. Truthfully, he’s never shown much interest before. Although you’re the first girl that I’ll be introducing him to.”

“I guess that makes me special.”

“It sure does,” he said leaning in to kiss me on the lips.

I was too taken aback to move. I stood there, letting this man, my best friend, kiss me. Eventually, he broke away and coughed awkwardly. He looked like he was about to say something when his father unlocked the door and walked in.

His father was exactly how I imagined him. He was the same height as James with salt and pepper hair. He looked closer to fifty than the sixty years old he actually was. The man walked in with confident ease, wearing a dark suit. His sharp piercing grey eyes swept over the room, taking in every detail before they landed on me.

A week’s worth of training and a professional makeup artist had all led to this one moment. I smiled and strode forward extending my hand.

“Hi, I’m Lara,” I said.

His father took my hand warmly and replied, “my name’s Arthur. It’s a pleasure to meet you. James has told me absolutely nothing about you.”

I laughed. “Well you know James. He’s not much of a talker.”

“That’s alright, that’s what this dinner is all about. The car is waiting for us downstairs. Have you been to Gannoli before Lara?”

I shook my head.

“There have some of the best food in the city. I can’t believe James hasn’t taken you there before.”

I let Arthur take my arm as we made our way down to the car. He continued to talk about the restaurant. The topic then shifted from the food here to the food in other cities, to him complaining about his job and the travel it entailed. All of the issues he had to face when running an international conglomerate. I politely listened while James trailed along behind.

I glanced over my shoulder to check on him. He was tense with his shoulders hunched. It looked like James was more nervous than I was and I’m the one in the spotlight.

Outside, a man in a chauffeurs uniform stood by a silver Mercedes SUV. As we approached the man opened the door for us.

“After you dear,” Arthur said to me.

I got in the car followed by James while his father elected to ride upfront with his driver. James found my hand and squeezed it for support. I squeezed back. Everything was going to be fine. I’d wondered for a moment why Arthur hadn’t resumed talking my ear off but then I realized he was on the phone texting someone. The quiet became a relief but it was short-lived as the journey was only ten minutes and suddenly, we’d arrived.

The restaurant turned out to be almost as quiet despite being nearly full. This was a respectable high-end establishment. Nobody was screaming or yelling at each other here. Everyone spoke in low voices while the waiters quietly moved around them. As we were taken to our table, there were a few quick glances thrown my way by several of the men. I couldn’t help but smile and return some of their looks.

James and I sat next to each other while Arthur sat on the other side. That was fine by me. It allowed us to hold hands under the table for moral support.

A waiter appeared with menu’s and Arthur immediately ordered wine for the whole table. James and I shared an uneasy look before accepting. We had to be cautious. Getting drunk was not going to happen. I needed all my wits and senses tonight.

When the wine arrived, I made sure the waiter only poured me a small one. James understood and he encouraged his father to take a more generous pour and even took one for himself.

Arthur took a sip and savored it before setting the glass down. “So you want to marry my son,” he said bluntly.

I felt the room grow colder. The easy smile he’d worn was gone. Part of me wanted to look at James for answers but Arthur held me in place with a hard stare. I was certain that if I looked away then it would be seen as some kind of weakness.

A few seconds of silence pass which Arthur breaks.

“Well?” He asked.

“Uh yes. That’s right. I love your son” I said.

God that sounded unconvincing.

“Tell me about yourself. Who is Lara? You know I tried to look you up online and couldn’t find anything about you. It’s like you’re a ghost.”

“Oh that. Right, well I’m a very private person. I tend to keep a lot of things to myself instead of posting my whole life online. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. Sorry, I’m just a little nervous.”

“Take your time,” he said.

“I’m an actor. Mostly voice acting and the occasional small theatre production. Neither of which you’ve probably run into. Stuff like animated shows for children. I met James in a coffee shop, we struck up a conversation that led to a date. Then we had more dates and suddenly here we are.”

“That’s right” added James.

“How’s the acting going?”

“Okay. It’s been a little while since I’ve had something and recently, I just recovered from feeling under the weather. I actually plan to get back out there and start auditioning again on Monday.”

“That’s good. I like someone who’s career-focused and cares about their work. If only some of that work ethic could rub off on my son eh?”

I felt relieved that I’d passed some kind of test but I didn’t like how the spotlight had suddenly shifted to James.

“Hey if you want me involved in the company, I’ll do it. I’ve said it before but you’ve never given me chance,” James said.

Arthur agreed. “That’s right but if you’re serious about this marriage then that changes things. If you’re going to start a life together then maybe you are ready. But we can talk more about that later after you’re married. When were you thinking for the wedding?”

A nervous look passed between us before James stepped in.

“We…uh hadn’t decided on a date yet. Maybe summer next year,” he said.

“Summer? That’s quite a way off,” said Arthur.

“Lara loves the sun,” said James.

“Hmm. Well, keep me in the loop. I assume I’m going to be paying for it. Not that I’m complaining. Honestly, I’m relieved. I never thought this day would come.”

By the time we’d ordered food, the conversation had relaxed and became more casual. James started telling stories of his childhood. His father would laugh and they would reminisce. I didn’t have much to contribute but I was grateful that the spotlight was finally off of us.

The rest of the night flowed smoothly until we left the restaurant. Then Arthur turned to me and said “Lara, why don’t you wait in the car for a moment? I have to tell my son something.”

I got in the car and watched through the window. They talked for a couple of minutes and then hugged. James got in the car and we took off without a word.

“Wait your dad isn’t coming?” I asked.

“No, he has to meet someone at the restaurant. It’s fine. It happens all the time.”

“What was the conversation about?”

“I’ll tell you when we get home.”

Neither of us wanted to speak openly in front of Arthur’s driver. Still, I was eager to hear the news and I asked him again the second we got into the apartment. James told me.

“He said he’s serious about me joining the company. This could be huge for me.”

His eyes were bright as he spoke about what he could do at the company before pausing and then adding “and the money too. I’d almost forgotten.”

I was confused. “Don’t you already have a trust fund?”

“Yes, but it comes with strings attached. Ironically, working directly for him would give me more independence and control over my life. I could finally get my own place instead of borrowing one of his apartments.”

“Okay that’s good for you I guess,” I said.

He coughed, “uh well you see it's contingent upon getting married though.”

I laughed. I just couldn’t help it. “You can’t be serious. I’m not marrying you. My legal name isn’t even Lara. It wouldn’t work.”

James ignored me and pressed on. “Just think about it. You don’t have to make a decision now. But there wouldn’t be a prenup. We could marry just long enough for me to get the job and you the benefits. Once we divorce, you’d get half of my assets.”

I shook my head. “This is absurd. I agreed to this for a week because I was desperate. I can’t do this full-time for what, a year? Two years? It's insane.”

“My trust fund has twenty million dollars in it. Are you really going to stand there and tell you would turn down ten million dollars for two years of your life?”

I didn’t know what to say. It all looked so crazy. I knew James was loaded but did he really have twenty million stocked away? Would it even be possible? I mean playing a role for a week is very different from a two-year commitment. Although some actors play the same character for years on successful shows. But this isn’t a show, this is my life. To maintain all of this non-stop would be too much.

“I’m sorry, James but I…”

Before I could finish my thought, Arthur walked in the door.

“Oh, sorry am I interrupting?” he asked.

We both said no at the same time.

“What happened, I thought you had a meeting?” James asked.

“Yeah, it got canceled at the last minute. His wife slipped and had an accident, so he had to cancel. I don’t blame him, these things happen. My usual hotel is overbooked. You don’t mind if I stay in the guest room for a night?”

“Of course. This is your place after all. We’re happy to have you” said James before I could respond.

“Excellent,” he said, pulling out his phone.

He phoned his driver to bring up his bag. James and I stood in awkward silence, unable to finish our prior conversation. Once the driver had brought the bag up his father took it into the spare room.

“Lara, you sure do keep a lot of clothes in here,” Arthur said.

I quickly jumped in. “Yes, we were using it mostly for storage. You know we both have a lot of clothes so…”

“Don’t worry, something tells me you two will be moving into a bigger place once you’re married.”

James and I exchanged a worried look.

Arthur returned and said “I’ve got an early flight tomorrow so I’m going to get some sleep. James, it was nice catching up and Lara it was a pleasure to meet you”

“Likewise,” I said.

Arthur went to sleep while we sat on the couch and put the tv on but kept the volume low. I leaned in and asked, “do you think it's safe to talk?”

He shook his head. “Let’s go into my room”

I followed him into his bedroom. There weren’t any chairs so I just sat on the bed. James closed the door and turned on his tv just for good measure.

I was ready to keep arguing but James spoke first. “Look can we not fight? Tonight went great. You were amazing. Let’s just celebrate this victory and we’ll address stuff tomorrow?”

I softened, “okay yeah. We did pull off something pretty spectacular.”

James nodded and went to get a bottle of wine and some glasses. We sat together on the bed, drinking and laughing at some reality show.

As the night wore on, my head was buzzing and I was starting to slur my words. “Jaaammmess. We never decided on sleeping… arrangements.”

He shrugged, “I can’t think of a way to kick my dad out. Plus one of us suddenly sleeping on the couch looks suspicious. We’ll just have to share the bed.”

“Fine but I’m getting out of this dress.”

I stood up and tried to reach the zipper on the back but couldn’t quite make it. I sighed, “would you mind?”

James undid the zipper and then helped take the dress off. I felt his hands glide down my hips and I shivered. My little cock twitched in my panties.

“You look incredible” he whispered; his breath hot on my neck.

I turned around to find him standing over me in nothing but his underwear. His bare muscled chest right in my face. My eyes lowered to the large bulge in his underwear and my mouth watered. I didn’t know what was happening but I found myself moving toward him, I pressed my body against his. James leaned down and kissed me. It wasn’t performative like before. He kissed me with all of his passion. His tongue met mine and shocks of arousal ran through my body. My cock was rock hard and straining against my panties. He was making me his girl I thought to myself. James broke the kiss and said “I’m sorry, you’re just so beautiful”

Before he could say any more, I knelt down and took off his underwear. That huge thick cock of his sprang to full attention in my hand. I started stroking it, entranced by the size of it. How it was all for me. My mouth desperately wanted to taste it. I opened wide, feeling the tip push past my lips and into my throat. It was hard taking all of him. I had to settle for half of him. Once it was inside me, I started to suck. Bobbing my head up and down. Only when I heard him moan did I look up.

Our eyes met and I felt the connection. My heart started to race and my cock was throbbing in my panties. I picked up speed. I wanted more. I sucked harder and faster until I heard him moan. His thick cock exploded. Load after load shot down my throat. I swallowed as fast as I could to try and keep up with it.

Once it was over, he helped me up and kissed me. His hands running down my body until he reached my ass. He gave it a loving squeeze before suddenly lifting me up into the air so we were face to face. I let out a little excited squeal as I rose up to meet him.

Once face to face, I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him tightly towards me. Our tongues danced together while we held each other. We stayed like this for a while until I felt his cock come back to life. I could feel him want more of me.

James lowered me onto the bed and said, “get on your knees and turn around.”

I did as he said. My whole body was tingling with anticipation. James grabbed some lube and rubbed it up and down his shaft. Then he pulled my panties to the side. I felt a warm wet finger slide into my hole.

I moaned. It felt so good. His finger became two as he worked me. Once he was ready, I bent my head down and thrust my ass up in the air, presenting it to him.

He stood there for a moment. Enjoying the moment. “Fuck me,” I said.

He moved forward, his thick cock touching my hole. He pressed gently and I gasped at the size of it. Slowly, I felt myself stretch to accept his manhood but it was still a lot to take. He pushed in deeper. I gripped the sheets and moaned. Oh god, that feels so good. Yeah just like that. Once he’d pushed all the way inside, he started thrusting. His thick juicy cock pumping in and out of me. “Yeah, just like that. Fuck me, daddy” I moaned. The sexual tingling in my groin and stomach grew stronger. My little dick was rock hard and bouncing in my panties to his thrusts.

“More. Harder daddy” I cried.

James increased his pace. Pounding me into the bed. I lay there taking all of it. My eyes were clenched shut and my head was spinning. The pleasure was overwhelming. I could see nothing but stars. The pleasure I was feeling kept building. My body started shaking and the first orgasm hit me. It was a little one but still powerful. I moaned but James kept going. Soon more came. Little hits of pleasure crashing over me. I couldn’t believe it. I felt delirious with ecstasy. James slapped my ass and that’s when I came the hardest. My panties filling with my juices as the orgasm ripped through me. It was incredible. My whole body numb and shook with pleasure. James wasn’t far behind me. He groaned as I felt his cock pump his seed into me.

We sighed with exhausted delight and collapsed together on the bed. I lay there with my mind empty. All I could do was enjoy the lingering sensations. Eventually, he got up to clean up while I lay there collecting myself. My thoughts were all jumbled. There were sparks still going off in my head. A mild euphoria continued riding through me.

When James came back, he got into bed. I crawled up next to him and put his arm around me. Feeling embraced by this bigger manlier presence made me feel so comforted and safe. I was his small girl and he was my man. I fell asleep in his arms with a smile on my face.


Chapter 8

I woke up confused. Huh this isn’t my room. I looked around and noticed the sheets and the tv. Wait this is James's room. Suddenly, images from last night came flooding back. I saw myself in lingerie, makeup, and a blonde wig getting fucked by my best friend. My cock started to stir to life. Remembering it was turning me on.

Fuck, I needed to take a shower and to get my head clear.

I peeked outside and noticed the place was empty. No sign of James or his father. That was good. I had no idea what I’d say to him at this point. Was I just drunk? Just too into the Lara role?

I didn’t know how long James would be gone, so I quickly padded across the apartment to my room in yesterday's panties. I went to the drawers where all my girly underwear was kept but then paused. Wait isn’t it over now? Can’t I just wear my boxers? This whole thing is finished, right? But then I realized that I didn’t know where James had put my boy clothes. I also couldn’t be sure that his father was truly gone yet. But if I was being completely honest with myself, I wasn’t that disappointed when I selected a pair of light blue panties and bra. Then I grabbed a pair of jean shorts and a white tank top. Just something cute and casual to wear around the house I told myself.

I took a shower, using all my usual Lara supplies. Once I was done getting dressed, I decided to keep the breast forms on. There was something comforting about the weight of them plus the feeling of how they would jiggle slightly whenever I moved turned me on. Besides, it was better to be safer than sorry if James's father suddenly walked in.

As I left the bathroom, James returned with a bag of what smelled like delicious food.

“Hey I brought breakfast,” he said.

“Great. I’ll make coffee” I replied.

Once the coffee and food were laid out, we both ate in silence. Only when there was nothing left to eat or drink did James speak. “So last night…”

I sighed. “Can we not?”

“We have to talk about it.”

“Do we?” I asked while avoiding eye contact.

“Yes. Ten million dollars is a big deal. You could do anything with that money and I could be free of my father.”

Oh, that thing.

“I still don’t understand why you couldn’t just get a regular girlfriend and then marry her,” I said.

“I’ve never been able to find the right one plus I was always worried that they’d be after me for my money.”

I snorted. “At least you don’t have to worry about that with me.”

“That’s not fair. You’re my best friend. I trust you.”

“A year and a half? Maybe two years? It’s just too much. I can’t do it.”

“Can’t you? You’re still wearing the clothes.”

I shrugged, suddenly feeling self-conscious. “That was just in case your dad came back. I was just being paranoid.”

“You’re still doing the voice too even now,” he said softly.

I felt angry. He was calling me out after doing such a huge favor for him?

“Whatever,” I said.

I just wanted to drop the subject. I pulled out my phone and started scrolling. I’d planned to use today to look for auditions that I could go to next week. James went off to his room while I angrily searched for acting jobs.

We kept our distance until dinner. James had ordered for me as he always did. He never cooked. He didn’t need to since the money his father had given him meant that he could always order out.

“Thank you,” I said quietly when he offered me some food. I knew what I was about to ask made me nervous but I had no choice. “Can I get my other clothes back?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said and went to his room. He came back out carrying my duffel bag with all my clothes in it.

“What about all the stuff you ordered? Do you want it back?”

“They don’t have a return policy. You can keep it” he said.

I nodded and sat down to eat. Both of us at opposite ends of the table, saying nothing.


Chapter 9

I woke up in the guest room feeling that today was going to be a good day. It was going to happen. I would make it happen. It was Monday and I had an audition for an animated comedy. I’d woken up early to try and sneak out before James had woken up but I found that he’d already left before me. Huh. Must have gone to the gym or something.

As I moved to get ready, I found that my clothes now rubbed uncomfortably against me. I hadn’t shaved since Saturday. Now there were these short sharp hairs all over my body. They were distracting. I couldn’t afford any problems with this audition. I needed total focus. I hopped back in the shower and shaved my whole body again until it was nice and smooth. Then I went through my boy clothes to select some jeans and a shirt.

I left the apartment and went out to my audition. Walking outside felt different this time. People in suits were rushing by me on the sidewalk. A couple of them bumped into me without so much as apologizing. It was like I was invisible.

At the audition, the assistant at the front desk ignored me while typing on his computer. When I tried to speak, he would hold up his hand while staring at the screen. When he finally took my name and told me where to go in a dismissive tone, I was boiling inside.

The audition was even worse. The character was a real man’s man character that was a lumberjack. I wasn’t three minutes into the audition before I heard them say thank you. My heart dropped. They’re not even going to let me finish the scene.

My eyes started to mist up and I had to force myself not to cry in front of them. I cleared my throat, thanked them for their time, and walked out.

God, what a waste of time. That was even worse than my last audition.

I drifted through the city, hoping the walk would help clear my head. Much like before I was either at best ignored or at worst considered a nuisance by the people around me. Eventually, all I wanted was to get home, see James, and complain about how shitty the audition process is. I didn’t realize until now how much I appreciated having someone in my corner like that.

It’s only when I’m finally standing outside the apartment that it occurred to me that James had never given me a key. In fairness, I’d forgotten to ask for one as well. I call him on his phone but there’s no answer. Guess I’ll just have to wait until he gets back. Well if I was going to wait, then it might as well be in the park where I could enjoy the sun.

I get to the park and before I can even enjoy it, the worst happens again. As I’m walking along the path, I spot Cheryl and her new boyfriend coming the other way towards me. Perfect. This is just what I need.

As they got closer, I braced myself for the inevitable conversation. I think about saying something first but panic and stay quiet. Both of them glance at me and then look away. They get closer and then… they simply keep walking.

I stop and turn around, watching them continue on their way. They just ignored me. Rather than give me any semblance of respect they just completely ignored me. I was shocked and dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe it. Even her telling me to my face that I was the worst boyfriend ever would have been better than nothing.

Tears started to flow. The other people in the park were awkwardly trying to avoid looking at me and doing their best to stay as far away from me as possible. I didn’t care. Once I was sure Cheryl and the boyfriend were gone, I turned around and marched right back to the apartment. I tried calling James again but it went to voicemail. I sighed and sat on the hallway floor next to our apartment and waited.

James arrived forty minutes later. Luckily, he was the first person I saw and I didn’t have to explain to some random neighbor why I was sitting on the floor. As soon as he saw me, he looked concerned and asked “what’s wrong?”

I got up and immediately hugged him. “My day was awful,” I said while trying not to cry again.

“Let’s go inside,” he said.

Once inside, I asked, “can we watch a movie, you know like before?”

“Of course. Do you want to get changed first?”

I looked down at my boy clothes before nodding and picking out a simple dress and putting the wig back on. He was right, it just made more sense to dress as Lara for stuff like this. I did my makeup and came back out of the room as a girl, excited to find him waiting for me on the couch. I snuggled up next to him and relaxed. Instead of bitching about my day as I’d envisioned, my mind calmed down and I melted into his embrace.

During the movie, his hand would gently run across my bare thigh. Just sliding his fingers up and down but never going any further. It was only the slightest touch but I could feel my dick getting harder in my dress. As we watched the movie, I took my own hand and rubbed his bulge gently. I wanted to feel his big thick cock come alive in my hand. I felt it grow in his pants. We stayed like this until we couldn’t take it anymore. I got up and unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock.

“Stay there,” I said, hiking up my dress. I lowered myself onto his cock. Feeling all of his girth fill me up inside. Then I rocked my hips back and forth, riding that dick. Bounce. Bounce. Bounce. I moaned. I couldn’t help it. It just felt too good to be fucked. Better than anything I’d ever felt with Cheryl. Better than anything I’d felt with a girl. Now I was his girl and I could feel his thirst for me. His deep burning desire to fuck me. It thrilled me and pushed me to ride his cock even faster.

I rode him until I heard him moan and felt him cum inside me. I kept rocking back and forth, sending little sparks of pleasure through me. They kept building and building. I cried out. My body sweaty and quaking as the ecstasy ripped through me.

Once it was over, I climbed off of him and snuggled back into his arms.

“I really like having sex with you,” I said softly.

“Me too, Lara. Me too.”

And that moment decided everything. We slept in the same bed from then on. I committed to only be a girl from then on. I wore my blonde wig, my fake breasts and practiced my makeup. Every day I got slightly better at being Lara and as the days wore on it became more and more natural to me.

My real hair started to get longer. I had James buy me a cap to keep it all down so that I could keep wearing my wig. By that point, I knew that I wanted to grow my hair long and dye it blonde. I never wore my boy clothes again either. They just seemed pointless and it wasn’t long before I threw them away. Why would I even want to wear them when I looked so much sexier as a girl? When I was someone everyone would take notice of and pay attention to?

After another month had passed, I told James that I was ready for the next step. I told him we should go through with the marriage.

“Are you sure? This is a big commitment, Lara. We’d have to legally change your name and everything.”

“I know. It’s what I want. I love being like this. I’ve never felt so alive and happy than being with you as a girl. My life before was so dull and boring in comparison. I’m not sure I even want to go back to it even if you gave me ten million dollars right now.”

“So you do want to marry me?”

“You’re my best friend. I know you better than anyone else. There’s no one I’d rather be with.”

“Not even if Cheryl came crawling back?”

I stepped closer and grabbed his crotch. “Cheryl doesn’t have a cock that makes me wet just by thinking about it. Cheryl wouldn’t let me wear cute girly clothes that showed off my ass or wear makeup.” I looked up and stared into his eyes. “I want you,” I said.

From that point, I went all in by having James start ordering me hormones. I liked the way he grabbed my fake breasts but it wasn’t long before I desired to have the real thing.

We met with James's lawyer who helped with all the paperwork to have my name legally changed. On that day we went jewelry shopping to celebrate and together we picked out our rings for the wedding.

After a few months of hormones, I began noticing changes with my body. I grew less body hair and had to shave less as a result. My skin became softer. But the biggest changes were with my body. Even though I’d started a home workout to lose weight it felt like the weight had just moved. My stomach was flat and toned along with my legs but my hips had widened and grown softer. My ass had grown rounder and juicier. It stuck out behind me and when I walked my hips would sway in this deliciously feminine way. My chest grew softer as I slowly grew my own breasts. Starting at a 30A before they eventually grew into a juicy pair of 36C’s.

James practically became addicted to my new body. He couldn’t keep his hands off of me. And I loved the attention. I always felt desired and special when he was around.

Despite how happy I was, it still felt like something missing. James quickly picked up on it. He caught me staring off into space one time and asked “what’s wrong?”

“Huh? Nothing” I said.

“You know what? I think we’ve been cooped up together for too long.”

“What does that mean?”

“I think you should continue acting as Lara.”

My breath caught in my throat. Continue acting as Lara? Could I do that? Sure, I had my perfect feminine voice for my everyday life but could I act with it? Do I have the same range as a girl than I did as Liam? The thought of it scared me and the prospect of facing more rejection worried me.

“I’m not sure if I can handle it. The business is so cutthroat” I said finally.

“I think if it's something you love then you should continue pursuing it. I don’t think you should give up just because it's hard. That’s why I’m meeting with my father later this week at his office. We’re going to talk about finding a role for me in the company.”

“So you’re finally trading in the videogames for a career.”

“No, I’ll still play games and beat you at them. It’s just that while I’m happy spending so much time with you, I feel like we need to do more. I want a job that can give me purpose too.”

I nodded, I understood what he meant. I thought about being a successful actress, walking the red carpet in a designer dress, my heart soared at the idea. The idea of it excited me. “Okay, we’ll both try to find our careers.”

So we did. I started going to auditions as Lara and he started going to meetings. With both of us leaving for work in the morning, it made us feel like even more of a married couple. James encouraged me to keep trying and eventually, I landed the lead role on a cartoon show. He was so happy for me when I shared the news that we immediately went out to celebrate. Meanwhile, James had received a management position at his father’s company. He seemed to thrive on the challenges and would come home every day eager to tell me about them.


Chapter 10

My toes curled in the warm sand. I closed my eyes and listened to the ocean waves crashing. There was a cool breeze gently flowing through my natural long blonde hair. This was perfect.

I opened my eyes to see the man of my dreams standing there. Muscular and twice my size, I knew that he could carry me effortlessly in his arms as he often had before. I loved it every time, feeling so small and safe. If you’d told me a couple of years ago that I’d end up being this incredibly feminine girl in a white dress ready to marry a man I’d have laughed at you. But together we’d both found better lives as partners than as friends. Now, I could never imagine any other life than as a woman and I wanted to spend the rest of it with the man standing in front of me.

James wore a white shirt, linen pants, and nothing on his feet. Standing next to him was the local priest. Aside from the three of us, the beach was completely empty. James and I held hands while the priest performed the ceremony to marry us.

When the big moment came, the priest turned to me first and asked, “do you take James Quinn to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

“I do” I replied.

He turned to James. “And do you take Lara Saunders to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I do.”

“Then I now pronounce you man and wife.”

I reached up on tiptoes and he bent down so our lips could meet. Everything else melted away with the kiss. There was just him and me, forever. I don’t know how long we stood there, it could have been two seconds or an eternity.

We ended the kiss and thanked the priest before walking along the private beach to our island house. We had the entire place to ourselves for the next few weeks which was amazing. As we neared the doorway, James reached out and picked me up. I yelped as he suddenly lifted me into the air. I burst out laughing as he literally and figuratively swept me off my feet. He carried me into the bedroom and helped me out of the dress. As soon as it fell to the floor, he pounced on me, pushing me onto the bed and laying kisses all over my body. All the way down to my tiny cock.

James then pushed me down onto my stomach and ripped my panties off. As I lay prone on the bed, I felt his big masculine frame come down on top of me with his large cock sliding into my ass. I gasped and moaned as he took me from behind. I especially enjoyed the feeling of him on top of me, all-encompassing. I laid there as he pumped his cock in and out of me, going deeper each time.

“There’s my good girl” he whispered.

My heart fluttered. I loved when he called me that.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

“Yes daddy,” I said.

“I can’t hear you.”

“Yes daddy. Fuck me just like that” I cried.

We came at the same time. Our bodies linked in passion.

In the blissful afterglow, he held me and said “I can’t wait to do that again.”

“Me too. I’m so glad I chose this life instead of the other one.”

“Me too.”

The End


The Trap Athlete


Chapter One

The ball that’s going to decide my future is flying at 120 miles per hour straight for me. Did you know a tennis ball moves faster than almost any other ball on the planet? It requires countless hours of training to counter one that’s hit by a pro. Fortunately, I’ve been practicing my entire life.

My racket slams into the ball with a devastating forehand. The ball goes spinning back over the net. My opponent chases it, reaching out with his racket, but he’s too slow. The judges call it and the crowd erupts into applause. I’ve done it. I’ve won the world championship. People in the audience start chanting my name. I close my eyes and just drink in the moment, trying to savor it. They’re all cheering for me.

My opponent gracefully walks across the court and offers me his hand. I shake it, trying to appear magnanimous. “good game,” he said.

I nodded, “good game.”

Alongside the cheering crowd came a high-pitched whine. I spun around, looking for the source of the noise. The noise grew louder as my search became more frantic. It surrounded me, drawing ever closer. There was a shout behind me. I turned in time to see a tennis ball to slam into my face.

I shot out of bed with a jolt and crashed my hand down on the whining alarm clock. My wobbly bedside table shook from the impact. I groaned and forced myself to get up. There’s just something about being rudely awoken suddenly that makes going back to sleep impossible. You also know that even if you fell back to sleep that you’d never get back to that dream.

Why did I even set an alarm today? It’s not like I’ve got somewhere to be. But that’s the problem. I’ve got nothing to do and a dwindling bank account that can’t support me like this for much longer.

The dream stuck to me like gum on my shoe. I couldn’t shake it.

I walked past some old trophies, back when I was a rising star. When I was eighteen people used to say that I’d go on to win the US Open or Wimbledon. Now nine years later nobody says anything because no one remembers me.

My phone beeps, reminding me of a missed call. The number is my landlord's. I sighed it was never good news when he called. Unfortunately, he’d left me a message. I force myself to press play.

“Hey Steve, listen we need to talk. You’re two months late on the rent and I can’t keep pushing this off for much longer. If you don’t pay me soon, I’m going to have to evict you. Now I don’t want that but you’re not leaving me with much of a choice here. Call me back as soon as you get this.”

I glance at my old trophies. Maybe they’re worth something? My phone buzzes. I guess I’m Mr. Popular today. Caller ID says it’s my agent Barry.

I answer.

“Hey, Barry tell me you’ve got some good news.”

“As a matter of fact, I do. Do you remember when we talked about coaching opportunities?”

God that’s right. He’d floated the idea of training some rich family’s kids on the east coast. It was the sort of thing the B list athletes do after they retire when they’re too old to compete anymore.

“I thought we talked about this. I’m looking for sponsorships not babysitting.”

“Have you seen your rankings? What kind of sponsorships do you’ll think you’ll get now? Look, I know things haven’t been going well lately. Think of this as an opportunity, you can still make money doing what you love.”

I gripped the phone so hard I thought it might crack. There was a second of silence as I fought to keep my voice calm. “What I love is competing.”

“Yeah and the sponsorships and all the fame that comes with it. It’s time to face reality kid. Those days are over. When are you going to accept that you’re not your sister?”

“I told you not to mention her!” I shouted.

“Don’t yell at me Stephen. I’m just trying to help you. If you won’t take a coaching job, then maybe ask her for a position in her company. Just until you’re in better shape.”

I had to keep calm. I needed Barry a lot more than he needed me right now and we both knew it. I forced a smile and said, “I’m in great shape. Besides you know Stephanie and I don’t talk.”

“Well, I just figured, considering what day it is.”

“What…” I stopped myself and looked at my phone. It’s the 12th. Dad’s birthday.

“Hey Steve, you still there?”

“Yeah, tell me about the coaching thing,” I sighed.

“A wealthy property developer has a son back home; he wants you to fly over and train him three or four times a week. The pay is middle five figures but they’ll cover the cost of accommodations.”

“Wait fly over? Fly over where? And fuck you middle five figures. That’s a joke of a paycheck.”

Barry sighed, “Look if it was five years ago I’d agree with you but things have changed. The son lives in Budapest, you’d be looking at six months of work, maybe more if they like you.”

“Let me get this straight. You want me to move to Hungary for half a year or longer for 75 grand?”

“It’s closer sixty but with the exchange rate…”

I hung up on him.

How did I let it get to this point?

That’s it. It’s time I’d started taking things more seriously. No more slacking off or feeling sorry for myself. I’m going to train harder than ever before. I’ll work my way through the rankings and rebuild my name. Everyone thinks I’m finished. That I haven’t got what it takes. I’ll show them.


Chapter Two

After that phone call, I cleaned myself up starting with the whole apartment. I’ll find some kind of coaching position myself to cover rent. There has to be something local that would work. But that’ll have to be later because today is dad’s birthday.

I threw out all the beer I’d been keeping in the fridge and then changed into a suit and tie and drove over there.

I got halfway before realizing I should get flowers and pulled into a gas station. I topped up the car and then went inside. On my right was a wall of magazines. My sister’s face was on several of them. I clenched my teeth and marched on, grabbing a bouquet of flowers and putting them on the counter.

“Nothing else?” The guy behind the counter asked.

I shook my head. “No thank you.”

It was just starting to rain when I got there. Every year I’d come to the same spot on dad’s birthday with some flowers. I’d get all dressed up out of respect and come visit. The cemetery was quiet, probably due to the weather. Twelve years ago I’d beaten my ultimate competitor in the under 17’s in a torrential downpour. So this was nothing to me.

I reached his grave and laid the flowers down next to it. The rain was coming down harder now but I ignored it and stared at the gravestone. Desperately, trying to remember some of the good times I’d had with him.

A pair of heels clicked and clacked on the stone path behind me. It could only be one person. I sighed and waited. A woman of my height, wearing a long dark coat and large black hat came to stand next to me.

I glanced at her and scowled. “You couldn’t wear something low-key for this?”

A flicker of irritation passed over her face. “The paparazzi are following me. I can’t afford to look bad right now. Besides father would approve. You know how media-savvy he was.”

I shook my head. “It’s still disrespectful. Trust you to find a way to make money off of this.”

“You’re just jealous,” she huffed.

I eyed her outfit again and realized that she was probably wearing what amounted to several months of my rent. It was getting drenched in rain too but she didn’t even care. In fact, she’d probably never wear this outfit again after today.

I needed to get out of here before things got ugly.

“Well, see you next year,” I said and began walking away.

“Barry told me how you’re doing,” she said sounding concerned.

I stopped and without turning around said “he had no right.”

My sister Stephanie walked over to me and grabbed my hand. She leaned close and in a tight voice said, “people are recording us. If you want to argue then we can do it in private unless these are the kind of headlines you want?”

I frowned but said nothing. Stephanie continued.

“Look there’s a lot of stuff we should talk about. Stuff that we… I’ve been putting off. Come to Dad’s house with me. I’ve still got my key. We can look at old pictures and just talk this whole thing out.”

“Talk what out?”

“Everything,” she said letting go of my hand.

I watched her go and finally noticed the photographers that were following her. Some of them swung their camera lenses to follow her movements but alarmingly a few stayed pointing at me.

I flipped them the bird before stomping off to my car.

****

The house I grew up in was just as I remembered. A six-bedroom behemoth with enormous walls surrounding the property with a private tennis court and swimming pool at the back. Our father had been a pro player in his day and was able to retire wealthy. He encouraged both Stephanie and me to follow in his footsteps. We did, and I’d like to think we made him proud. He passed away five years ago in a car accident and I haven’t been back to the house since the funeral.

It had stopped raining by the time I’d got there. The sun was peaking out of the clouds and shining down on the house, making it look even more majestic. For me, it was just a reminder of losing him. He’d left us the house and a little money after he’d died. At the time, the thought of selling the place was unthinkable. Now, with my current financial situation, it was necessary. Convincing Stephanie to sell, however, wouldn’t be easy.

I pulled up next to her gleaming silver Mercedes but couldn’t get out yet. She was going to give me a speech. It would be about personal responsibility and hard work. It would be something like my father used to say when we were little. God, she became so condescending the second her career started doing better than mine. I didn’t want to go in there. Rehash the past and hear a lecture but I had no choice. It was either this or Hungary.

I got out and went to knock on the door. That alone angered me. Having to knock for a house I co-own. That Stephanie gets to decide whether to let me in or not. Of course, I have a key back at my apartment somewhere. It reeked of yet another power play. She always has to be the one in control.

The door opened. I glowered expecting to find my smug sister. Instead, it was her personal assistant Alice. For a moment, I was stunned by just how beautiful she was. With long red hair, milky white skin, and green eyes that held me in place. Searching for the reason I was here.

I sighed. “Let me guess. She didn’t tell you I was coming?”

“No, she didn’t. Will you be staying long?”

“I’m not sure yet,” I said walking past her, catching a scent of her perfume.

Part of me wanted to stay in the foyer and talk to Alice. But I had problems that could no longer be ignored.

I found Stephanie in the living room going through an old photo album.

“So, what did you want to talk about?” I asked her.

She wouldn’t look at me. Just kept staring down at the photos. “A lot of things,” she said finally. “We haven’t spoken in over a year. I figured we could catch up before getting into heavier topics. You know, talk about what we’ve been up to.”

“The entire world knows what you’ve been doing as we just saw at the cemetery. And as for me? Well, you’ve spoken to Barry so you know how it’s been for me. Look I’m just going to cut to the chase. It’s time we sold this house.”

She shook her head. “If you need money. I can help you out.”

“I don’t want a handout. Half of this house is rightfully mine.”

“And the other half belongs to me. I’m not selling our family home because you’re too proud to take a coaching job.”

The rage that I was holding back boiled over. “Let’s not pretend that you know anything about my life. Just because Barry told you some things.” I had to get out of here before I started yelling. “This was a mistake. If you’re not going to sell then there’s no point in being here.”

I turned to go when she called out. “Wait! What if we played for it?”

“Played for it?”

“One match on the court. If you win, I’ll agree to sell the house. If I win, you have to take the job Barry offered you.”

I shook my head. This was ludicrous. “I knew being famous has gone to your head. I might not be at my peak right now but that doesn’t mean you stand a chance against me.”

“So let’s go outside and find out.”

I laughed. “Alright, we’ll set up a day…”

“No, I mean right now.”

“I don’t even have clothes or a racket.”

“Our old stuff is still here. It should suffice for our friendly wager.”

She’s actually serious about this. “Okay then you’re on,” I said.

I went up to my old childhood bedroom. There were some workout clothes and equipment from my early twenties that I’d never bothered to come back for. The t-shirt and shorts I grabbed were snugger than I remembered. Note to self, definitely go on a diet after this.

There were a bunch of tennis rackets in the back of the closet. I took them all out of their cases and laid them on the bed. Even though I physically outmatched her, she’d been training regularly. I can still win this thing but I had to take it seriously. I selected the racket that looked the least worn down. A blue and gray one that I’d taken with me to the US Open back when dad was still around. I used to think it brought me good luck.

When I got out to the court, Stephanie and Alice were already there. I raised an eyebrow at Alice who had also changed out of her dress into a white tennis outfit.

She shrugged. “What? I wanted to get into the spirit of things.”

I smiled as I took up position. Stephanie was one of the most famous female players on the planet. A match between siblings like this would be massive. The press would go insane if they knew about it. I probably could have found a way to make some money off of it. But that’s okay. When I beat her, she’ll know who’s the better player, and that’s worth more than years spent in eastern Europe.

Alice pulled out a coin and looked from me to her. “Uh who’s calling it?” she asked.

“Stephen can,” Stephanie replied.

My grip tightened on the racket. “Heads,” I said.

Alice flipped the coin.

“Its tails” she called out and threw a ball over to Stephanie.

My sister got ready to serve, crouching low before launching the ball into the air. Her racket knocked it to my far right. The ball bounced once on my side of the court; I lunged forward with a backhand swing, sending it back over the net.

The ball hit inside the lines and then sailed off. She sprinted to reach it but was too slow.

“15 love,” I said.

Stephanie kept her face neutral as she got back into the starting position. Is she going easy on me or trying to act cool? No! I can’t think like that. I’ve got to focus.

I took two deep breaths and then served the ball.

We continued like this for another fifteen minutes. I held a slight advantage but Stephanie would always be right behind me on points.

It suddenly came down to the last point, and it was my serve. Sweat was pouring off of both of us. I hit the ball; it went over the net and bounced. She ran for it and slipped. I heard a loud crack and then she screamed in pain clutching her leg. Alice and I rushed over.

“Alice call 911,” I said.

“No! Call Dr. Peters,” said Stephanie.

Alice nodded and ran inside.

I kneeled down beside her. “I can’t believe you’d fake an injury just to get out of losing to me,” I joked.

Amid the tears, she laughed. “Please. I was just getting warmed up. You don’t think you won?”

I put my hand on her shoulder. “Let’s not worry about that now,” I said softly.

Alice returned, and we helped Stephanie hop inside until the doctor could get here.


Chapter Three

Once the doctor arrived, Alice and I were forced to wait outside. He’d brought a nurse and several bags of equipment with him. Stephanie made us both swear not to call 911 or tell anyone about this. We agreed and then we were told to wait outside.

I took to pacing around the living room while Alice sat staring at the coffee table.

“It looked bad. Maybe it’s not as bad as it looks though,” I said.

Alice murmured something I couldn’t make out.

“What?”

“I said we’ll just have to see what the doctor says,” she replied.

I nodded and continued pacing. God, how long do we have to wait before somebody tells us something?

Alice reached for the photo album that Stephanie had been looking through. I sat down next to her.

“Open it up,” I said.

The album started with baby pictures of both of us. Some with our father holding us or when we first learned to walk. The first time we each held a racket. Then as we got older, it was us winning tennis tournaments. Alice flicked over the page and laughed.

“Is that you?” she asked, pointing.

“One of them is.”

It was a Halloween from when we were twelve. For some reason, we’d gotten the idea to dress up as spooky identical twins from a movie we’d watched where two little girls terrorized the main character. I thought it would be fun. So we hired a professional makeup artist that works on movie sets. I sat in a chair and held perfectly still while this woman applied the makeup and long dark wig to turn me into a little girl. The finishing touch was the frilly light blue dress I got to put on.

I shocked both my father and sister when I came out of the changing room. I looked identical to Stephanie. I even mimicked her voice to throw people in the neighborhood off when we went trick or treating.

“So which one were you?” asked Alice.

“You really can’t tell?”

She shook her head.

I smiled and said, “it’s a secret. I remember afterward, dad would pull out this picture and tell the story of how it happened, and after he’d want people to guess who was who.”

“Was anyone able to?”

I shrugged. “Some. But it always seemed like luck.”

“I just can’t believe how similar you two used to look.”

The doctor stepped out of the room and cleared his throat. “She’s ready to see you now,” he said.

We both shared a look that said prepare for the worst before going in. Stephanie was in bed with her left leg propped up on a pillow and wrapped in bandages. Her eyes were red, and it was clear she’d been crying. Now her face looked relaxed. It was probably the painkillers the doctor prescribed her. Who I noticed hadn’t come in with us. You could cut the tension in the room with a knife.

Alice spoke first “so what did the doctor say?”

“So and so fracture. Lots of bed rest for the first couple of months and then lots of physical therapy. But the worst part is that he said it would take me at least a year to fully recover.”

Alice went to her bedside and rested her hand on top of Stephanie’s.

“That’s not so bad. You said you weren’t going to compete next year. That you wanted to focus more on sponsorships and modeling. A couple of months of rest doesn’t sound so bad.”

“No, you don’t understand. Those modeling and sponsorship deals are contingent on me being a competitive athlete. If one whisper of this injury got leaked to the press, then all those deals go away. You know how superstitious the sports community is. Every injury is seen as that player’s end and permanent retirement. Nobody is going to honor any deal in which it doesn’t look like I can play. This isn’t just millions down the drain, it’s tens of millions and maybe even my entire career.”

She continued lamenting in a monotone way how her whole life was coming crashing down. But through the medication, I could tell she was incredibly depressed.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “We… I should have waited until the court was dryer. An injury like this was waiting to happen. If there’s anything I can do for you, just let me know.”

I meant it too. No one was more familiar with the bitter sting of losing that one thing that made them great more than me. Stephanie’s eyes lit up. “There is something, actually. If we scaled things back to just one photo shoot and a couple of brief media appearances, then it might work.”

“You wouldn’t be able to hide your injury,” Alice pointed out.

“I’m not talking about me. I’m talking about Stephen. You could pretend to be me for those appearances while I recover from the injury.”

“That doctor has given you way too much medication. You’re being crazy right now.” I looked at Alice. “Come on, tell her”

But instead of agreeing with me, I found Alice staring at my face and looking me up and down.

“Maybe it’s not the craziest thing ever.” She said. “I mean, you’ve done it before.”

“Yeah, when we were kids. This is insane.”

I turned to go.

“Fifty million dollars,” Stephanie said.

I stopped. “What?”

“That’s your share if you do it. I’ll pay you fifty million dollars if you pull this off.”

I shook my head. “Talk to me when you’re sober,” I said and left, slamming the door behind me.

She must think I’m a complete idiot to fall for this. This is probably her way of getting revenge for the injury. Trick me into dressing up as her, take lots of pictures, and then use them to humiliate me. And then to dangle that absurd figure at me. As if there was even the slightest chance that she’d pay me that.

This house is only worth five million total, and she’s been fighting tooth and claw over it for years.

Alice came to join me outside.

“I just wanted some fresh air before I left,” I explained.

“Me too.”

There was a pause and then she said, “you know the offer isn’t that crazy.”

“Which part? The fifty million dollars or dressing up as her for it?”

“Both. I’ve gone over the figures. She’s got photoshoots and sponsorship deals lined up that amount to her making a hundred million dollars. If you stand in for her, then it makes sense that she’d give you half. Think about what you could do with fifty million dollars. That’s not just retirement money, that’s incredibly wealthy retirement money. Unless you were excited about moving to Hungary?”

I snorted, “that was never going to happen. My agent has just gotten lazy since I stopped raking in the money. I would have found something local. There’ are plenty of wealthy parents that want to hire an ex-pro for their kids.”

“Is that what you want to do for the next thirty years? Coach kids?”

I sighed, “I don’t see a realistic alternative.”

“Listen to me. You are the same height as Stephanie, the same hair and eye color. Going through puberty changed your appearances, but that’s just hormones.”

“So what are you saying?”

“I’m saying there’s a way to do this. A way for you to earn fifty million dollars, but that doesn’t mean it will be easy. You’ll have to stay here with Stephanie and me for months. The first photoshoot isn’t for four and a half months. We can use that time to train you how to walk, talk, and look like Stephanie. But the changes will have to be intense.”

“So more than a wig and makeup?”

She shook her head. “We’re talking plastic surgery and hormones but as intense as that sounds, all of it is reversible.”

“Reversible?! You’re talking about fully transitioning into a woman.”

“It’s the only way this will work. In two years, the only lingering effects will be the occasional testosterone shot.”

I didn’t know what to say. Every word she said terrified me, but then I thought about the money. Just one year of my time for more money than I’d ever make in a lifetime. In the end, the money won me over.

“Alright, I’ll do it.”

“Great! Is there anything you need from your apartment? With the press circling it's best that you stay in the house from now on until you’re ready as Stephanie.”

“Uh, just some clothes,” I said.

“We need to start getting you into the mindset of Stephanie. That means from now on wearing her clothes and sleeping in her bed.”

“This is my dad’s house, not Stephanie’s. Plus, look at me.” I gestured. I must have like thirty pounds of muscle and some fat on my sister.

“Hmm, good point. I’ll call her personal shopper and rush order some clothes in bigger sizes.”

I groaned, “can’t we start tomorrow?”

She shook her head. “Every day counts.”

“I bet Stephanie’s just loving this,” I muttered.
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Chapter Four

Stephanie’s old bedroom was exactly as I remembered it. The entire room was a mixture of white and bright pink. It felt alien being here. As kids, Stephanie would never let me inside.

Just remember the money I thought as I went over to her or I guess I should think of them now as my drawers. I opened them up, expecting them to be empty but instead, they were full panties and bras. Is this what I’m going to be wearing?

I gulped. I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it. Instead, I emptied her drawers and replaced it with my old clothes. I may not be in peak physical condition but at least my weight didn’t change much.

My phone buzzed. It’s a text from Alice. It read “Stephanie keeps the house stocked with supplies. There should be a razor and other supplies in the master bathroom. Go get them and shave your whole body. Take your time and when you’re finished, I should be back with the clothes.”

Fifty million dollars I reminded myself. It was quickly turning into my mantra.

I retrieved the shaving supplies and got to work on shaving everything. I’m not the hairiest of guys so going over my whole body didn’t take as long as I thought it would. I knicked myself a couple of times on my legs and put a Band-Aid over it to stop the bleeding.

There was a knock on the door.

“Hey it’s me,” said Alice. “I’ll leave the stuff on the bed. Good thinking taking out Stephanie’s old clothes. I’ll move them into a guest room. That should give you enough space.”

I waited until I heard her close the door before walking out naked. There was an assortment of clothes from sportswear, to casual wear, to formal dresses. Packs of underwear bulged out from the sides.

Damn, I guess I’m really doing this. I grabbed a white pair of cotton panties and pulled them up my smooth legs. I shivered as I felt the fabric glide over my smooth legs. The bra was next. I looked at the size and it said they were an A cup. Stephanie is not an A cup so these were bought for my benefit. I put the bra on next. A matching white one that seemed too feminine but it would sensible to have it match my underwear. Every girlfriend I’ve had in the past wore matching underwear.

Looking over the rest of the clothes, I decided to stick with white going with a tennis polo shirt and a mini skirt. It looked exactly like the sort of thing Stephanie would compete in.

I stepped out of the room to find Alice waiting for me. She looked me up and down and whistled “nice legs.”

My face turned bright red. “Yeah yeah. So, is this okay?” I asked gesturing at the outfit.

Alice nodded. “It’s something she’d wear to practice in. I’ll walk you through her wardrobe later. Right now, she wants to see us.”

We made our way to the master bedroom. The doctor was there again. Peters, I think his name was. A muscular guy in his forties. He looked more like a college football coach than a doctor. Dr. Peters was waiting outside and reviewing some notes on a chart.

He glanced up at our approach. “Hmm? Oh, you two can go in” he gestured with his pen.

I gritted my teeth and repeated fifty million dollars in my head as we went inside. I wasn’t a big fan of being ordered around or being “allowed” in my own home.

Stephanie was still in her bed though her eyes looked clearer. She stared at me the whole time.

“I don’t know if this is going to work,” she said.

“It was never going to happen overnight,” said Alice. “We need time to get ready.”

“I’m just not sure if Stephen can pull it off. He’s never had much of a work ethic.”

“Um hey, I’m right here.”

“He’s always been that way,” said Stephanie ignoring me.

“He’s always been that way,” I said, mimicking her voice.

Both of them turned and stared at me in surprise.

“What?” I asked.

“If you’re certain that you can pull this off then I trust you,” she said to Alice. “But I can’t stay here. It’s just too weird. I’ve got a place in the countryside that’s nicely secluded. I’ll slip away quietly now and check back in every once in a while.”

Alice looked relieved. “That’s probably for the best. It would be weird to call you both Stephanie when you’re both in the same room.”

Alice put Stephanie’s arm over her shoulder and helped her limp to the car.

Before I could leave doctor Peters entered the room. Now that it was just the two of us, I was struck by how much taller he was than me.

“Relax, Stephanie has told me everything. I’m here to help you get started. I just need to draw some blood samples and give you an injection.”

“What’s the injection?”

“It’s an accelerated cocktail of hormones. It will help kickstart the transition process. Now your emotions might be off for a while like they’re on a rollercoaster. That’s completely normal and they’ll level out eventually.”

He took several blood samples and then pulled out a vial of clear liquid. That’s it? That’s all it is. Still, I looked away when he injected me.

“Okay all done. Here’s a bag with all the supplements you need. Take two in the morning and two in the evening. My card is also in the bag so you can call me day or night if you’re feeling sick.”

I nodded and then got up to move around. I didn’t feel any different. Maybe it takes a while.

When Alice came back, she suggested we use the home gym.

“You’ll be going on a diet to lose weight. Stephanie exercises twice a day five times a week and so you’ll need to do the same.”

We did a series of lightweight strength exercises, running on a treadmill and what Alice called butt exercises.

“What? You’ve got a modeling shoot next year and Stephanie has an ass. You’ll need to make yours bigger. Hopefully, the hormones will start to help with that.”

After the gym, we did some tennis drills. This time I checked the court thoroughly before starting.

Once the drills were done, there was a small salad waiting for me in the kitchen. Alice was working on her iPad and ignored all my pleas for more food.

“What are you working on?” I asked.

“A plan for you. I just find it easier if I lay everything out.”

“Can I see?”

“You might find it intimidating. Let’s just take things day by day for now.”

Glumly, I nodded and went back to my meager salad.


Chapter Five

It’s been a month now living as a girl in this house. I haven’t seen or spoken to another person other than Alice. No matter what, she always refers to me as Steph or Stephanie. In fact, she’d make an effort to, so that as soon as I heard it, I’d respond.

It took a few weeks but I finally got used to waking up surrounded by pink. It was nice. I’d never really appreciated color until now. My clothing options as a girl had also expanded dramatically. At first, I was very conservative in my fashion choices until Alice encouraged me to be bolder.

“You’re not trying to blend into the background. You’re a beautiful woman that wants to be seen. Wear something more provocative” she said.

So I did. I wore bright summer dresses and tight revealing clothes. I wanted to get back at Alice to try and prove a point. But one day I came down the stairs wearing a tight pair of shorts and a tank top. Alice could barely take her eyes off my body. Ever since then I’d get a special thrill out of dressing sexy and appreciating Alice’s long looks.

I was working up the courage to ask her if she had any feelings towards me when she knocked on my door.

“Get ready, we’re going to have guests today.”

I stumbled out of bed. All of my muscles felt sore. It wasn’t enough to look like Stephanie, I had to train like her too. Still, my skills on the court were sharper than ever. Which was surprising given my body. I stared at my naked reflection. Since this whole thing had started, I’d made an effort to avoid mirrors as much as possible. But strangers were coming over. I needed to know what I looked like.

I started at the top. My blonde hair that had been a little too long and shaggy before this whole thing had started, had grown even more. It fell down past my ears, all the way to my chin. My face still looked mostly the same. Maybe my features looked a little softer? I pondered as I examined my reflection.

My body was a different story. Whatever hormones I’d been given were doing their job. I’d lost fifteen pounds according to the scale. The muscles in my arms and shoulders had shrunk. My stomach was flat but Alice’s booty growth regimen was clearly working because my butt exploded in growth. I’d watched it go from a relatively flat man butt into a round juicy feminine peach of an ass. My hips had widened along with it which had changed my walk too. Now, whenever I went anywhere there was a sway in my hips and I could feel my ass gently bounce up and down as I walked. Alice told me she loved it and ensured I only wore the tightest yoga pants or shorts to do our workouts in.

My legs had gotten toned and my pecs had softened. She’d told me the hormones would cause me to grow breasts but the doctor couldn’t say what size I’d be. Still, my nipples had become more sensitive and there was a slight jiggle to them when I ran now.

The only big downside was that my cock had grown smaller and was now only four inches. This was one thing I hadn’t shared with Alice. Though she’d probably only say it was a good thing because it makes it easier to hide. I’d been adamant about not having it removed surgically and she’d assured me that it wasn’t necessary.

I step out of my room in a white summer dress. Alice is there waiting for me, looking tense. I think she’s worried about how I’ll react to others in the house. We head down the stairs and find a woman in her fifties with short red hair in the foyer. She’s setting things up on a table.

The woman turned at the sound of our approach. “Is this her?” she asked.

Alice nodded and encouraged me to step forward.

“Okay have a seat and try not to move. I’m Angie by the way” she said.

Angie got to work on my makeup and hair. She used hair straighteners to make it long and silky. Then there was the makeup. I kept my eyes closed for most of it. My mind swirled with doubts. Was the makeover going to make me look silly? What if I look terrible and this ends up being a whole waste of time? I’ll have taken the hormones for nothing. It didn’t help that Angie and Alice were silent during this whole thing.

Finally, I heard Angie take a step back. “Okay all done” she declared.

I opened my eyes. At first, I was confused and then my heart leaped into my throat. I looked like Stephanie’s gorgeous sister. It was remarkable. I turned my face from side to side, looking for any sign of Stephen but he was completely gone. You’d never know I was a man.

Alice's hand rested on my shoulder. “A few more months of hormones and you’ll look exactly like her,” she said.

Part of me felt sad at hearing this. I wanted to be my own person and not my sister. Just think of the money I reminded myself. My hair had been tamed and transformed into golden curls that framed my face beautifully. Emotions started to well up and my eyes misted over.

Alice noticed immediately and handed me a tissue. “Hey don’t cry, you’ll ruin your makeup okay. We still have one more visitor.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Your sister’s agent, Trevor, she’s sent him to check on your progress. This is why I had Angie come over. I thought that you’d want to look your best. Do you like it?”

“Yes. It’s incredible. Thank you.” I smiled and squeezed her hand.

Alice moved closer. “You smell wonderful,” she said. One of her hands trailing down my back.

I made an agreeable sound. Is she finally making a move? Suddenly the doorbell rang.

Alice sighed, “that’ll be Trevor.”

She went to go let him in.

I’d never met my sister’s agent before. My fall from sports stardom had happened before she became the celebrity she is today. In walked a man in his late thirties wearing a dark suit without a tie. He had slicked-back hair and sunglasses hiding his eyes. I sensed disapproval the second he entered the room. Trevor took off his sunglasses to reveal a hard set of eyes to match his frown. His gaze roamed over every inch of my body.

“We were hoping for a bit more time before you showed up but as you can see we’ve made tremendous progress,” said Alice.

Trevor didn’t respond. Instead, he walked around me.

“Say something,” he said to me.

“Hi my name’s Stephanie,” I said in my best attempt at a feminine voice.

Trevor frowned. “Stephanie is more confident than this. This one is too meek and shy.”

“She just needs time. It’s only been a month.”

“My client is paying for results and has a lot riding on this. She expects more. And did you think a long flowy dress would work to hide your body? Take it off” he ordered.

What? My eyes widened and looked to Alice for help but she simply nodded. My hands shook as I unbuttoned the back of my dress and let it fall to the ground.

Luckily I was still wearing underwear. A set of pink and white bra and panties that I thought looked pretty. Trevor circled around me like a vulture. He shook his head, turned on his heels, and walked out without saying a word.

As soon as I heard the door close, I burst into tears.

Alice rushed over and hugged me. “It’s alright. Hey, it’s going to be okay.”

“This can’t be for nothing.” I sobbed. “I don’t care what he or my sister thinks. I’ve sacrificed too much for it to end now.”

“I’ll talk to them both. They’re just being impatient. You are going to blow everyone away in a few months. You’re already so beautiful.” She said.

I looked up at her. “Really, you think so?”

That was when she made her move. Her soft lips locked onto mine and her probing tongue danced in my mouth as I fell into her arms.

Alice immediately became the dominant one, leading the whole way. I wasn’t used to being the submissive one but it felt nice. After our kiss, she took my hand and we went upstairs to her bedroom.

There she told me to get on the bed.

I frowned. “Things down there Haven’t been working normally since I started the hormones.”

“We’re not having sex like you’re used to. Remember you’re a girl now. It’s time you learned how to have sex like one.”

Alice went to the closet and retrieved a vibrator.

I unhooked my bra and let, what I’d started thinking of as, my small breasts free. Alice grabbed some lube from her drawer and I watched her rub the vibrator up and down like it was my cock.

“Turn around,” she said

I got on all fours with my butt in the air facing her. My heart was pounding I was so nervous. Her hand massaged my ass.

I shivered in arousal.

“Mhmm, look at this juicy ass you’ve built. Are you proud of it?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Tell me.”

“It’s so round and firm. I love how big it is. I love feeling it bounce when I walk. It makes me feel some girly.” All these thoughts I’d been having for the past few weeks just kept tumbling out. “I don’t care what my sister or anyone else thinks. I’m beautiful. I’m a beautiful girl.” I said.

Her hand grabbed one ass cheek and shook it. “God, I love this ass,” she said.

Alice pulled aside my panties. I jumped as I felt a finger covered in lube probing my hole. I’d never really been into ass stuff before but I’d never been this close to Alice either. My cock was still flaccid but as her finger found my prostate, it generated this jittery excitement in my lower tummy when she touched it.

She took her finger out only long enough for the main event. The vibrator was a lot bigger than a finger. It looked like it was too much. I wanted to protest. But Alice kept pushing and slowly my asshole stretched and took it.

“Breath,” she said. “Try to relax. This is a big boy. Not the biggest I’ve got but still big for a virgin like yourself.”

She kept going until it filled me completely. It felt good. I wanted more. Suddenly I got my answer. She turned on the vibration.

“Oh yes!” I moaned.

It pulsed inside of me and in my mind's eye, I pictured a real thick cock pounding my tight hole.

Alice left it inside me and slipped out of her black dress. Underneath was some sexy black lingerie. She unhooked her bra and freed her juicy d cup breasts. I felt desire and jealousy at the same time, wishing mine were as big as hers.

I was still on all fours when she directed me to turn over. The vibrator still inside me working my prostate. I lay on my back and Alice got on top of me. We resumed our kiss with her taking the lead. I was the submissive one. I was her girl.

Her hands roamed down my body before settling on my little starter boobs. She squeezed them and I felt a jolt of pleasure run through me.

I squealed and cried “more. Please more. Play with my new tits.”

Alice obliged and it wasn’t long before an orgasm rocked through me. After the orgasm, I wanted to stop but she kept going. Kissing my neck and moving down to suck on one of my nipples. As she did, new little sparks of pleasure hit me, the sparks grew bigger until my body was inflamed once again. My whole body shook as another orgasm hit me. But she didn’t stop she kept going until I had another and another after that.

Only after five orgasms did we pause our lovemaking.

“That… was incredible” I breathed trying to catch my breath. “I had no idea that was possible.”

Alice grinned, “now you’ve had sex as a girl. How did it compare?”

“It doesn’t. I’m still feeling it now.”

I reached down to check my panties. Aside from some precum my cock was still flaccid.

“I didn’t ejaculate,” I said.

“That’s common with prostate orgasms. Do you want more?”

“Absolutely.”


Chapter Six

Another week has passed since Trevor’s visit. Alice says my sister won’t pay for a hair and makeup stylist every day, so I’ve had to learn how to do my own hair and makeup.

Alice gave me some tips and watched me do it but the biggest help was finding makeup videos on Youtube and following along with them. While I don’t think I’m an expert, I did manage to master the basics.

Alice and I are officially a couple. We spend every night together. Sometimes in her bed and sometimes in mine. I prefer it when we sleep in my room though. There’s just something so comforting about starting my day with pink. It’s become my favorite color.

Alice poked me out of my daydream.

“Hey!” I groaned.

“Hey yourself,” she said smiling.

“So?”

“I’m thinking that today is going to be a little different.”

“No training or workouts?” I asked hopefully.

“Maybe later. No today we’re going to go out. You need to get used to seeing other people and them seeing you. Trevor was right about one thing. You need more confidence. So today we’ll head to the mall where there are lots of people. We’ll go shopping as well. You can explore the different styles they have.”

“But what about the paparazzi or my sister’s fans?”

“The paparazzi believe that Stephanie has the flu and is in her summer home in the countryside. There’s nobody outside these gates waiting to take your picture. And as for random fans at the mall? Well, that just means the plan is working and you’re that much closer to the fifty million dollar payout that’s waiting for you.”

I bit my lip. “Do you think I’m ready?”

“Honey you look amazing. Honestly, you should expect people to stare because you’re gorgeous.”

Everything she said made sense. It felt scary but also like it’s the right thing to do. “Alright let’s do it,” I said.

“Excellent. I’ve got some busy work to take care of downstairs. Pick something casual to wear.”

I went to my closet and settled on a pair of jeans that hugged my figure and a black top. Ever since my boobs had grown to a B cup, I’ve been wearing tight clothes that show them off. I couldn’t wait for them to get bigger. I figured since this whole thing is temporary why not enjoy it?

The drive to the mall was surprisingly quiet. Despite Alice’s assurances, I couldn’t help but keep checking the rearview mirror for cars and wondering if any of them were following us.

Alice found a parking spot and pulled into it but made no move to get out.

“Have you changed your mind? Is it too early for me to be away from the house?” I asked nervously.

Alice sighed. “I was hoping we wouldn’t need this but I brought them anyway just in case. Open the glove compartment.”

I did and inside found a pair of large sunglasses.

“Wear those. They’ll cover up a big part of your face and hide your eyes. Hopefully, with some practice, you’ll be confident enough to go out in public without them.”

“Sunglasses? Really?” I had to admit I was skeptical.

“Just try them” she urged.

I slipped them on and we got out of the car.

“Oh, and stop looking over your shoulder. It’s making me nervous” she said.

I nodded and let Alice take the lead into the mall. It was teeming with people. But that’s what you get when you go on a Saturday afternoon. A few of them glanced at us as we walked past. She was right. The sunglasses were a big help. Still, my heart was pounding and when Alice suggested going into a clothing store, I accepted immediately. The tension in my shoulders melted away as I got away from the crowds.

That tension came back when I realized we were standing in a Victoria’s Secret. Heat rose to my face. “Remember we’re here to have fun” she whispered taking my hand and pulling me into one of the private dressing rooms.

There was a young guy, covered in tattoos, who looked to be in his early twenties off in the corner going through the inventory. Alice gently shoved me into a dressing room and closed the curtain behind her.

She took off my sunglasses and kissed me. My body felt warm, I ached for more but she pulled away and then whispered in my ear, “wait here. I’ll go find some sexy things for you to try on.”

I took off my shoes and waited. Then I waited some more. It got so bad that the guy I’d spotted earlier, knocked on the wall of my dressing room and asked “Is everything okay?”

“Yes. I’m just waiting for my friend” I replied sheepishly.

“Oh okay. Let me know if you need any help”

“Will do.”

Alice returned with a bundle of fabric under her arms.

I frowned. “I’m not sure if all of that is me… or you know… her,” I said lowering my voice.

“We won’t know that until you’ve tried it on. Here’s the first one” she said handing me a pink negligee. The kind that you’d go to sleep in.

Alice waited outside this time, leaving me all alone. I took off everything and stared at my naked body.

Changing clothes now served to emphasize how my boobs had developed into a perky set that liked to bounce whenever I made the slightest move. Just getting dressed was now starting to turn me on.

I found a pink push up bra that would help emphasize them nicely. Next, I turned around and checked out my ass. Both Alice and I were particularly proud of how round it was. Keeping with the pink theme, I chose a pink thong that was able to hide my tiny cock. Finally, I grabbed the pink negligee Alice had suggested. The material was sheer enough to be see-through but I suppose that was rather the point.

I grabbed the edge of the curtain and threw it open. “Well?” I asked.

But there was nobody there. Alice must have gone to get more clothes. Embarrassed, I went to close the curtain when a male voice said “it looks good on you.”

It was the guy who was checking inventory. He was wearing a plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up. My eyes fixated on his arms. He looked strong and there was something behind his smile. A hunger that I recognized.

“Thanks. I’m not used to wearing stuff like this but my friend insisted I try some on. She should be back soon.”

He closed a box and stepped towards me. “Actually, it sounded like she got some kind of urgent call. She might be a while. But if you want my opinion, then I’d say you look incredible.”

My heart thumped so hard I wondered if he could hear it. I smiled and he took another step and then another. I didn’t stop him when his hands ran down my sides or when his lips pressed roughly against mine. Time was too short for games.

After we kissed, he nudged me to get on my knees. A cocktail of fear and excitement swirled inside me as I unbuckled his jeans. He took over and pulled out the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Before I could even think, his cock pressed against my lips.

I opened wide, like a good girl, and accepted his thick member. I felt it fill my mouth and touch the back of my throat. I sucked on slowly to start, still unsure of myself. But when he moaned, I felt a surge of pleasure run down my spine and my enthusiasm doubled. I sucked harder and faster. I wanted more. More of his moans and to feel him shoot his load inside me.

He groaned again this time louder and his cock erupted. Load after load shot into my mouth. I made sure to swallow every drop.

Before he pulled away, I caught my reflection in the mirror of me as a girl on my knees, sucking cock. It thrilled me. As Stephen, I’d never been the most sexual person. But becoming a girl had awoken something inside of me.

The guy whose dick I just sucked managed to pull his pants up just as Alice returned. His face turned red. “Excuse me” he murmured, pushing past her.

Alice stood there smirking.

“Stop it,” I said.

“How was it?”

“Stop.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine, I’ll get the details out of you later.” She eyed me up and down. “Looks like I got the sizes right. Come on. I got a call from your sister. She’s requested a meeting.”

“With me? Isn’t that risky?”

“It is but she’s already at the house. So, what’s done is done.”

I shrugged and got dressed. We left the store but this time I didn’t wear sunglasses. Instead, I watched to see who would glance my way, and rather than be frightened, I enjoyed their stares.


Chapter Seven

We found my sister sitting in a chair next to the pool, sipping an iced tea. It was a startling sight. That after several months there was my reflection sitting across from me. My sister, it appeared, was having an even harder time with it. She wouldn’t look me in the eye. Instead, she turned to Alice for all of her questions.

“Has Doctor Peters seen her yet for a checkup?”

Alice shook her head, “not yet.”

Stephanie grabbed her phone. “I’ll schedule an appointment. How’s everything else going?”

“Everything is going fine” I replied and watched her wince slightly at the sound of my voice with some satisfaction.

Stephanie slammed her hand down on the table.

“No, it isn’t. What’s this I hear about you blowing some random guy in a dressing room?”

I turned to Alice. “You told her?”

Alice at the very least looked ashamed. “I had to. I still work for her and she wants daily updates.”

“Well, it’s none of her business. I can do whatever I want” I replied.

“Actually, it’s literally my business and no you can’t. Not while you’re walking around with my face and name.”

“Ladies please,” said Alice. “It’s not a problem. She wasn’t recognized and we got out of there quickly. There’s a lot of new hormones coursing through her system right now. We all knew there would be an adjustment period. Now getting back on track, I think we should have the photoshoot for next month here if the magazine agrees.”

“You want the magazine to come here?” asked my sister.

“The less travel, the fewer complications. Having them here simplifies things.”

Stephanie thought it over. “Yes, that could work. I’ll tell Trevor to get it done. Make sure this one is ready” she said before leaving.

Once she was gone, I grabbed her empty glass and threw it against the wall. It shattered into a million pieces. “That bitch!”

“You know we fired all the staff right. No maid is coming to clean that up.”

I waved her off “I’ll do it. I just need a minute. She’s always been like this.”

“I know.”

I turned to her. “You know you never told me about the updates. I mean I knew you were in contact every now and then but I thought that was just stuff about how I looked.”

Alice avoided my gaze when she said “The agreement I signed was thorough. I had to report everything or there’s a risk she just decides to shut everything down and go public with her injury. While she wouldn’t enjoy losing fifty million dollars, she is wealthy enough to still live very comfortably without it. You and I on the other hand are not.”

“Did you tell her about us?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe you’re right. I know how my sister can be. But if we move forward together then I want to see every update before you send it. No more secrets. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

Alice handed me a broom and left me to clean up. I’m upset over what happened but I still care about her.


Chapter Eight

The other side of the bed was empty when I woke up. More often than not Alice and I were sleeping in separate rooms. She claimed it’s because she needs to wake up early and doesn’t want to disturb me. I think it's more than that. We never argued over her reports to my sister. She just immediately conceded that it was wrong. It felt like she took the argument away somehow. Maybe that’s why I’ve been more distant with her lately.

The magazine people are coming today for my big photoshoot. I need to bury the hatchet before they arrive. I can’t have my focus split in two different directions.

It was early, so she’s likely still in her room.

The house was cold and quiet as I padded down the hallway. Her door is slightly ajar and I can hear water running. I knock and ask “hey can I come in?”

There was no answer. I nudge the door and peek my head inside. The water running sounded like it was coming from the bathroom. I’d never really spent much time in her room. Now, I found myself studying it. The room was neat and tidy. She kept it clean but empty. A color palette of greys and whites with no mementos. It was as much a guest room as when she moved in. Alice had been living here for nearly six months but there’s nothing to show for it. Was she always planning on this being a temporary living situation? We’d never talked about the future. Our focus was always on building me into a girl to match my sister.

The shower turns off and Alice steps out of the bathroom a moment later wrapped in a towel. I’m laying on her bed wearing that pink negligee she bought me and with my long blonde hair falling my breasts I make quite a sight. Alice tenses up when she notices me.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

She sighed. “Nothing. I just wasn’t expecting you here. Look, I’ve got a lot of prep to do for today. Do you mind giving me some space?”

“I’m sorry about how distant I’ve been lately. I know that when it comes to my sister you don’t have a choice. It was wrong of me to hold it against you. Not only were you doing your job but you were helping me. You’re the most important person in my life and I don’t know what I’d do without you. Can you forgive me?”

Alice sat on the bed beside me and pulled me into a hug. “Of course, I forgive you,” she said. “I was worried that you hated me or something. I know how intense the sibling rivalry between the two of you got. But I want you to know that I feel the same way about you. You’ll always come first to me.”

Happy tears leaked out of my eyes and I kissed her. The towel wrapped around her gave way and fell to the floor. Alice’s naked wet body pressed against mine as we continued our embrace.

Only when my hand moved to her pussy did she stop me.

“What? I thought everything was fine now?” I asked.

“It is but I do need to get ready. Some of the magazine people are going to show up soon. We’ll continue this tonight though.”

“Looking forward to it” I grinned.

I left her to get dressed and make arrangements while I tried not to think of all the strangers traipsing around my house in a few hours.

A few hours later, Alice is knocking on my door saying that it's time. I’m dressed in a casual t-shirt and jeans look, trying not to feel nervous as we head downstairs. Alice holds my hand for support. She leads me down the final few steps as I start seeing people moving in and out of the house. There were dozens of them carrying equipment or doing various tasks.

My heart started to race. Unfamiliar faces swarmed past me. Alice’s grip on my hand tightened as she pulled me into a storage room that was serving as a changing room. A man and woman were setting up as we came in.

“Can you guys give us a few minutes?” asked Alice.

They both nodded and left without a word.

I clenched my fists and started pacing around the room, my heart thundering. “I don’t think I can do this. Did you see how many people there were out there? And what’s this?” I ask finding my wardrobe. It was a small red bikini. “This was supposed to be a sportswear photoshoot!”

“Well, the magazine changed their minds when we changed the location. We wanted to do it from home by the pool and they wanted you in a bikini.”

“But it’s not me they want” I cried. “It’s her.”

Alice made me stop pacing and said “listen, we’re so close. Fifty million dollars remember? Think of all the things you could do with that money.”

I shook my head. “I’m not her. I can’t do it. You should send everyone home.”

Alice refused. “I don’t accept that. Look in the mirror.”

I turned and saw my tear-stained reflection. “So what?” I asked.

“You’re the most beautiful person that I know. More so than your sister because I know who you are on the inside. But to focus just on your looks some more. I saw all the guys who were staring at you as we came downstairs. How they’d kill to sleep with you. It’s because your gorgeous. You can do this. You just need to believe in yourself.”

I took another look at myself. Trying to step back and see myself as if it was for the first time. The woman staring back at me had a curvy but athletic body with a shadow of a six-pack forming from all of her workouts. She was strong but feminine. Her face contained a pair of soft ruby red lips, a small pert nose, and a wide intense gaze. She was, in one word, beautiful. A woman that others dreamed of looking like and men dreamed of sleeping with.

She was me. If she can do this. I can do this. Alice was right as usual. I wiped away the tears and got changed into the bikini. Taking extra special care to tape away and hide my tiny one-inch bulge. Alice said nothing the whole time. She was probably worried I’d change my mind. But I wouldn’t. I now understood how others saw me and that gave me a new understanding of how to see myself.

I sat down in the chair and said “Send the hair and makeup people back in. I’m ready.”

The team the magazine had sent over were exceptional at their job. Forty-five minutes later I was photoshoot ready. As I got up to leave one of the assistants offered me a bathrobe but I declined. Instead, I strolled out to the pool at an easy pace. Giving all of the workers time to look. Watching their eyes follow my bouncing breasts gave me a thrill.

At the pool, there was a man with dark hair with a tinge of gray at the sides in his early forties directing people. He looked like a former fitness model that had stayed in shape. The man turned to me with a confident smile. He held a camera in one hand and as he closed the distance between us offered his other to shake. “I’m Wayne. I’ll be your photographer today.”

I shook his hand and smiled back. “Stephanie. I’m your model.”

“You certainly are. You look fantastic. I’d heard you’d been on vacation. It looks like it suits you.”

“Well, I still got in the odd gym session here or there.”

Is he flirting with me? Or is this standard model photographer conversation? I wasn’t sure but I couldn’t deny how hot he is.

Once the crew had finished setting up, Wayne directed me to stand near the pool. He then turned on the camera and walked me through a series of poses. Sometimes it was holding my arm a certain way or arching my hips in one direction. Each time he’d tell me how to feel in the moment. Sometimes it would be things like feeling joyous while others were more calm and contemplative. After hundreds of shots by the pool, we moved to me lying on a sunbed. First on my front and then on my back. I had no idea how many of the photos were good or not. Wayne kept encouraging me the whole way through, telling me how great I was. Finally, we ended with a few shots of me in the pool walking up the steps.

There were at least twenty people around the pool but I forgot about all of them. For those couple of hours of shooting it was just me and Wayne.

I was shocked when he lowered his camera and called out “okay we’re done” to everyone.

To me, he said “you were phenomenal” and offered me a hand out of the pool. I didn’t need help getting out but I appreciated the chance to hold his hand again.

“Why don’t we review some of the pictures while the crew is packing up?” He suggested, picking up his laptop.

“Sounds good” I replied, leading him inside to the living room. The loud noise of the crew went silent as Wayne closed the glass doors behind him.

We walked over to the couch and Wayne set up his laptop on the coffee table.

“You want a drink?” I asked at the bar.

“I guess I could have one, now that the hard part of the day is over.”

I poured the whiskey generously for us both and then joined him on the couch. The pictures came up and he started to cycle through them.

“Wow you have a good eye,” I said.

“Well, it helps when you have such a beautiful model” Wayne grinned.

As we continued reviewing the photos, I found myself getting closer to him. The scent of his cologne was almost overpowering. Time quickly got away from us as he walked me through which shots he thought looked best. I mostly agreed with him, I mean I thought they all looked great. Our glasses had gone empty and I refilled them twice while he worked. Wayne just accepted them and kept working.

One of his crew members eventually walked in. “Hey we’re all finished packing up,” he said to Wayne.

“Great. I’ll just be a minute” he said to the crew member.

Once the crewmember was gone, Wayne rose to feet unsteadily. “I should be getting back to my hotel and out of your way. I’m sure you’ve got things to do.”

I grabbed his hand and asked, “what if I want you to stay?”

Alice chose that moment to come into the room behind Wayne. She frowned and then silently walked out of the room.

Wayne gave me another charming smile. “Then I guess I’m staying. I’ll go to tell my guys to go ahead without me.”

Once he was gone, Alice re-appeared and took me aside.

“What the hell are you thinking? He can’t stay here. What if he finds out the truth and exposes you?”

“I just want some fun.” I pouted. “I’ve been cooped up here for too long. Look he’s already had a few drinks. I’ll make sure he has more. If something happens, it will be in a dark room and I’ll be careful.”

“You’ve had a few yourself it looks like.”

“Yeah well, being me isn’t easy. But this is happening.”

“Fine. Then I’ll join you.”

My mind froze as I took a second to process what she’d just said. Alice had always been there for me. Why would now be any different?

“Thank you,” I said sincerely.

“Whatever, let’s just make sure he’s drunk first.”

Wayne returned to find Alice and me on the couch, each holding a watered-down drink and a strong one for him.

“You’re Alice right?” Wayne asked.

“That’s right,” she said, smiling. “Have a seat in between us.”

He tried to play it cool as he came over to join us. But both of us could feel the desire radiating off of him.

The drinks continued to flow, mostly in Wayne’s direction. Alice grew flirtier as time went on and soon, we were both competing for his attention.

With more alcohol buzzing through me than intended, I suggested he see my room.

“Come on. There’s something interesting up there” I winked before taking his hand.

Alice quickly caught on and grabbed his other hand to help pull him up. “Ooh, that sounds like fun.”

Wayne smiled lazily and agreed. I discarded my robe and enjoyed their stares of me in my bikini. I walked ahead of them swaying my hips while Alice steadied him as we went upstairs.

When we reached my bedroom, I went in first to dim the lights and grab some lube out of a drawer to set up. When I invited them in, I found Alice kissing Wayne in the hallway.

His back was pressed against the wall with Alice had her hand down his jeans, stroking him. As I got closer, Wayne noticed me and reached out to grab my ass. He pulled me into his embrace which made me even more aroused. I felt so small, so submissive, so feminine as he took charge.

Alice wasn’t satisfied with just a hand job. She stopped stroking and pushed us into the bedroom. Once inside, I helped Alice get undressed. Wayne took off his clothes, which even in the low light, revealed a tight muscular body. He left his underwear on and sat on the edge of the bed, stroking his tight bulge as he watched us. Alice was down to just her underwear. I helped unhook her bra. Wayne’s eyes lit up as he watched it fall to the ground and then back up to her breasts. I grabbed her tits from behind and squeezed them. Alice let out a moan.

Wayne beckoned us to come closer while still stroking himself. God, he’s so big. My mouth watered at the sight of it. I wanted him inside me. Filling me completely.

Alice and I made him lie down on the edge of the bed. We both stared down at him before she gestured for me to go ahead. My whole body tingled with anticipation as I bent down to unwrap my present. His massive cock sprang to full attention, slapping me gently in the face. I couldn’t help but squeal with excitement. Having his manhood hit me in the face was the girliest, most erotic moment of my life. A little precum was already leaking out of his cock from staring at my hot body. Being a girl is the best.

Alice and Wayne both watched me, waiting for me to make the next move. Staring at cock was almost hypnotic to me now. I could look at them all day but deep down a part of me hungered for more than just a look. I dashed forward, my lips eagerly wrapping around the head of his cock.

“Not so fast” he groaned.

I sucked slower, looking up and meeting his eyes. His expression made my heart soar. In this moment, I was his girl. I kept going, except this time instead of trying to make him cum as fast as possible, I tried to savor the moment by seeing how long Wayne could last with his dick in my mouth.

At some point, Alice had vanished. I hadn’t noticed her leave. I hope she’s not upset with me, not that it would make me stop playing with his beautiful cock.

Suddenly I felt a pair of hands squeeze my ass. Alice hadn’t left after all. She moved from caressing my ass to inserting a couple of fingers inside me. They felt cold and wet. She was using lube to prepare me.

The realization suddenly hit me. Oh god, I’ve never had a real cock fuck me before.

I stopped sucking.

“Hey, why’d you stop?” Wayne grumbled.

“Because you’re going to fuck me, silly.”

I got off the bed and turned around. His cock stood tall and straight, ready for me to mount. Alice's warm lips pressed against mine. After we kissed, she leaned to my ear and whispered “it's time for you to lose the last of your virginity. You’ll never be the same once a real man fucks you.”

I quivered with excitement and began lowering myself. The tip of Wayne’s cock met my hole and I faced resistance. I pushed down harder and felt myself stretch to accept him. Wayne moaned as I kept going, feeling my ass swallow his entire cock. My heart was racing. I now had a cock inside me and it felt wonderful. Alice who as always helped guide me, gestured and said “ride him.”

I nodded and started rocking my hips. Slowly, at first then as I began to fall into a comfortable rhythm, I picked up speed. Every bounce hit my prostate and made my little clit tingle. I couldn't call it a cock anymore. It was too small and soft. Men like Wayne have cocks. Thick bulging meat designed to enter my holes and be used by me.

A tiny splash of pleasure shot through me. This is how a girl fucks. This how I was meant to feel. I kept bouncing on his cock and more tiny splashes hit me. Each one growing stronger than the last. Wayne groaned and I began to panic.

“Not yet. Don't cum yet. Almost there baby” I murmured.

“I'm so close” he breathed.

Neither of us could stop now. We were both right on the edge.

I bounced down on his cock and cried out. Don't stop. Never stop, I said to myself as my whole body shook. A tidal wave of heat and pleasure ripped through me as the orgasm hit. It was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. My entire body radiated this sense of bliss. Wayne moaned, and I felt his cock shoot his load into me. The pleasure intensified and I kept riding him until I felt him start to go soft.

My first time as a girl and it was perfect. Alice said nothing but held a look in her eye that showed she understood. When I got off Wayne and turned around, I found that he'd already fallen asleep.

I glanced at Alice and shrugged. There would be other men. I grabbed Alice's hand and led her back to my bedroom. The pink walls were now a welcoming sight as they matched how girly I felt on the inside.

We fell asleep in each other's arms. My last thoughts being about how lucky I was.


Chapter Nine

After that night, Wayne had tried to slip out quietly in the morning. Alice was already up and offered him coffee before he left. She told me that she'd asked a couple of questions but the night had been a blur for him. He remembered us having sex but the details were foggy. She assured me that my secret was safe.

It didn't bring me much comfort. My secret. It reminded me how temporary this all was. A week later, I got the call that Stephanie had fully recovered. She'd thanked me for the photo shoot and said that I wouldn't have to pretend anymore. That she was ready to re-enter the world.

An appointment was set today for my payment and everything else. I paced around the living room. My sister was five minutes late and it was driving me crazy. The doorbell rang and I jumped.

Alice and I moved to the door at the same time. It opened before we could reach it. An irritated Stephanie stood on the doorstep, chiding her lawyer. “This is my house too,” she told him before entering.

“Sorry” a bespectacled man twice her age muttered before following her inside.

Stephanie avoided looking at me. She nodded to Alice and went into the living room. The old man wore a tweed suit and offered me his hand to shake. "Arthur Mathers, Stephanie’s Lawyer. I'm here to help conclude the contract."

“Let's get on with it” Stephanie's voice came booming from the other room.

Arthur cringed at her voice before rushing off to her.

I glanced at Alice. She sighed. “I can't say I've missed her.”

My eyes widened in shock. She'd been working every day by her side for over five years. For a long time before my transformation, I'd suspected she was in love with my sister.

“My feelings towards her changed a long time ago” she explained. “It also helped that I found the better sister,” she said flashing me a hopeful smile. I returned it with one of my own and held out my hand. “Let's do this,” I said.

The lawyer, Arthur, had already arranged a series of papers for each of us to sign. He walked us all through it. Stephanie looked like she was ready to fall asleep every time he opened his mouth. Alice and I, however, focused on every word. We'd spent the last year preparing for this moment. We weren't going to miss a moment of it.

Our signatures were then required for several documents including the non-disclosure agreement to never speak of this to anyone ever. Even Arthur had to sign one of those. Then we concluded the business contract which awarded me fifty million dollars and the deed to the house. After I'd signed that, I could no longer focus on the lawyer’s words. I stared at the floor thinking about what had just happened.

Another stack of paper fell in front of me. “What's this?” I asked.

“One final agreement that simply states that you agree to never to pose as Stephanie Winter again.”

I signed it without hesitation. It was time to put this behind me.

Once everything was signed, Arthur and Stephanie left without a word. Though she did leave her house key behind.

Alice and I stared at each other. It occurred to us at the same time that neither of us had thought beyond this moment. We didn't know what to do or say. Where would we go from here?

The silence stretched awkwardly. Luckily the phone rang and I was closer, so I seized on it before Alice could.

“Hello?”

“Yes, this is Doctor Peters. I've just been informed that the contract has been concluded. As per the last stipulation, I'm calling to who, I assume is Stephen Winters to set up an appointment.”

I cringed at the sound of my old name. It had been over a year since anyone had called me Stephen. The name sounded alien and uncomfortable to me now.

“Yes, that's correct” I replied.

“Excellent, when would be a convenient date to start the testosterone injections.”

“Injections?”

“Yes, don't worry they're painless. You'll be back to your old self as a man in under a year with my hormone regimen.”

Back to my old self? What would that even look like? Even with Alice by my side, it would mean no more bikinis or long flowing dresses. No more pretty panties to frame my butt. The thought of losing my breasts and their familiar bounce scared me.

I shook my head. “I've changed my mind. I'm canceling all the appointments. Your services will no longer be needed” I said and hung up the phone.

As I put it down, I stared at my long pink nails. I'd just had them manicured the other day. I'd wanted to look as pretty as possible for my last meeting with my sister. Now I could look this pretty every day just for myself. This thought excited me more than the money did.

“Who was that?” Alice asked.

“No one important. But there is something I'm going to need your help with.”

“What's that?” She asked suddenly wary.

“I need you to help me pick a new name. I can't call myself Stephanie anymore and I certainly am never going back to being called Stephen. So will you help me?”

Alice beamed with that beautiful smile of hers and said, “I'd be delighted to.”

The End


The Trap Roommate


Chapter One

Rap music blared out of Dave’s speakers. The music was so loud it was making my head vibrate. I slammed my textbook shut and thought this is it. This is the moment I snap and murder him. The owner of said speakers sat on a bed opposite mine, rolling up overpriced joints that he was planning on selling to freshmen later today.

College dorm rooms were claustrophobically small so it’s important to get along with your roommate. That was in the brochure I’d read when I was thinking of applying here. Well, everything except the small part. They let that be a nice surprise for your first day of college.

Despite my medium efforts, my roommate Dave and I never got along. We had nothing in common and his first words to me were if I wanted to buy some drugs. Needless to say, things never improved from there.

I shoved my books into a backpack. Dave watched me with mild amusement.

“You know someone is going to complain about the noise eventually,” I said.

Dave shrugged and went back to rolling joints.

I resisted the urge to throw his speakers out the window and just left. Luckily, my best friend Alex lived down the hall. I knocked on his door but it opened on it’s own. My best friend, a tall skinny guy in a hoodie that was too big for him, sat on a bed checking his phone.

He looked up at me and grinned. “Roommate troubles?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah. You mind if I hideout here for a bit?”

“Of course. I mean I can’t say I relate but you have my sympathies.”

This was sadly true. Alex’s roommate was seldom there. Most of the time he lived with his girlfriend. I think he was just using the dorm room for storage. Alex had moved all of his stuff into a corner so that he’d have the rest of the place to himself. Which still wasn’t much but it was more than what I had.

“You know what I miss the most since coming to college?” I asked.

“The silence.”

“The silence, exactly. There was a time where I could to a place like my room and it was quiet. I could study or think. It was so peaceful there.”

“If you want quiet why not just use the library?”

“It’s so far away though,” I groaned. “It’s all the way on the other side of campus.”

“Look just forget about Dave. How about we play a couple of rounds of Sword Eternal?”

It was our favorite game. We’d spend hours dueling each other in it. Alex held out a controller like it was a glass of water in the desert.

I shook my head. “I can’t, I have to study for this upcoming test.”

“To which I say again. Library”

“Come on. Just let me chill here for a bit. I’ll study and then we can play.”

“How about we play first. You’re in a bad mood with the whole Dave situation. You can’t study like that.”

He did make a compelling point. My hands grabbed the controller and we were sat in front of the TV before I could say another word.

“Fine but just a couple of games. I’m really behind on my work.”

Those were the famous last words. We went on to play for hours. One of us would beat the other and then the loser would want a rematch. Eventually, this had started to grow stale so I came up with the idea of stakes.

“It’s getting late. We should order some food. I’m thinking pizza?”

“Sure but I don’t know if I want to pay for pizza.”

“I’ll play you for it. How about the loser pays for the pizza?”

“You’re on.”

I played harder than I ever had before. Using every trick I knew to try and beat him. Alex knew them all and the round was getting close. Both of our characters had only five points of health left. Our characters squared up to each other. This was it. The last moment of the fight. I struck first with a sliding kick. Alex launched his character into the air, dodging my attack. He landed behind me and was about to press forward when there was a loud knock at the door. Startled, he dropped the controller and I seized the moment with a simple punch to the face. His character hit the ground and the words ‘game over’ appeared on the screen.

“That’s cheating” Alex murmured as he went to the door.

“Environmental factors aren’t cheating” I replied.

There was more furious banging at the door. Annoyed, Alex shouted “what!” as he opened it.

Two police officers stood there, glowering at us.

“Are you Max Jenkins?” One of the cops asked.

“Uh, I’m Max Jenkins,” I said raising my hand.

“We need you to come with us.”

I nodded and followed them out into the hall. My RA, Patrick, was there. He avoided eye contact with me and followed us. One of the officers walked in front of me and the other was behind me.

A million thoughts ran through my head. Am I getting arrested? For what though? I haven’t done anything. Wait is that true? My mind furiously scanned my memories but there was nothing that crossed the line into illegal. Okay there was that one time in the middle of the night when I was drunk and I peed in the bushes but no one saw that. Oh god, what’s going happen to me? What am I going to tell my parents?

The officers walked me to the Dean’s office. One of them knocked on the office door. The door opened and out walks Dave looking nonchalant. He sits down in a chair outside the office. The cop ushers me into the office before I could say anything.

Dean Parker wasn’t someone I’d ever met before. So I had no idea what to expect when I walked into his office.

There were two empty chairs in front of his desk. The Dean gestured for me to sit down. As I did so I was surprised to see Patrick sit in the other chair. I just noticed that one of the police officers hadn’t followed us into the office. Keeping an eye Dave perhaps?

The Dean cleared his throat and asked “Do you know why you’re here Max?”

“No sir I don’t.”

“If we searched your room would we find anything?”

“No Sir.”

“Would you consent to a drug test?”

“Absolutely,” I said.

He turned to Patrick. “What do you think?”

“Max has always been a model student. Dave on the other hand has gotten several complaints.”

The Dean pondered this for a moment. “Did either of you know that Dave was selling drugs on campus?”

We both shook our heads.

The Dean leaned back in his chair and thought for a moment. “Well considering your records I’m inclined to believe you. Okay, you two can go.”

He turned to the cop. “Send Dave back in.”

As we left I tried to look calm. Dave’s eyes widened and he leaped out of his chair, snarling “a fucking noise complaint!”

The cop blocked him before he could get to me.

I ignored him and kept walking until I got outside where I took a big breath of fresh air.


Chapter Two

Having my own place was everything I thought it would be. All of Dave’s things were taken out of the room by Patrick. I never saw or heard from Dave again which is probably a good thing since it sounded like he blamed for what had happened. Honestly, it was just a matter of time until somebody complained. I just never thought he’d be dumb enough to get exposed for dealing.

The last class of the day has just ended. Everyone filed out of the auditorium. Alex stood by the door waiting for me to catch up.

“So?” He asked.

“It’s awesome. I wish I’d thought of complaining about Dave. It could have saved me months of trouble. He was always an angry guy who was a little too scary. Such a pain to tiptoe around. Now he’s somebody else's problem.”

“Yeah well, I’d be careful anyway. The rumor going around is that you turned him in.”

“That’s absurd. Like I said if it was going to be me, I’d have done it ages ago.”

“The important thing is that Dave believes it.”

“You don’t think he’ll come back though? He’d be crazy to.”

Alex shrugged. “His parents will probably cover his bail so he won’t be in jail long. Plus the campus is a pretty big place. He could come back without being noticed.”

“All of his stuff is gone. Him coming back for revenge is only going to make things worse for himself. He might be an asshole but he’s not that stupid. Besides, half the hall could hear his music when it was playing. I’m not going to be paranoid about this and you are not going to ruin my new oasis.”

Alex huffed. “I’m sure you’ll find something new to complain about.”

I shook my head. “Not this time. Having a roommate made me appreciate having my own space.”

We walked back to our dorms.

“So can I enter the sanctuary later for a few rounds of Sword Eternal?” asked Alex.

“Sure. I’ll see you in a few” I said.

We parted ways and I turned a corner to where my room was. The sight stopped me cold. My door was wide open. Boxes lay on the floor next to it. Oh god. It can’t be Dave. There’s no way he got out of trouble that fast. It hasn’t even been a day.

Patrick, the RA, stepped out of my room.

“Hey what’s going on?” I asked.

Patrick smiled. “Your new roommate is moving in.”

Fuck.

“Do I know them?” I asked.

Patrick consulted his clipboard. “Hmm. It’s a transfer student from another college. His name is Joe Daniels.”

“Don’t know them” I said dully.

“Well you’ll have plenty of time to over the year,” he said.

“Sure.”

I turned around and went to Alex’s.

“That was fast,” he said as he opened the door.

“They fucked me. Not even twenty-four hours and they already have a replacement lined up ready to go. You know the other bed creaks. Every night I’d have to listen as Dave tossed and turned. Now they’ve got some new guy called Joe, moving in right now.”

“Maybe it won’t be so bad. This Joe guy might be fun. You should go over there and help him unpack. Start things off with a good first impression” he said moving me towards the door.

“Are you pushing me out?”

“I’m nudging. You’re not the only one with stuff to do.”

“Okay fine. But come over with the game console later in case I need saving.”

“Sure whatever,” he said closing the door.

Alex was right. The guy might be cool. We might have a lot in common. This is part of the college experience. I’ll have plenty of time to myself after I graduate.

My room door was still open. I sighed. Might as well get this over with. Please don’t be a loud messy drug dealer I thought as I approached the door. There was one box left sitting outside. I decided to pick it up. One good first impression coming right up.

Inside stood a tall blonde girl rifling through several boxes. She wore skin-tight jeans shorts and a white blouse that clung to her curvaceous figure.

“Uh hey…”

I didn’t get any further. When she saw me, her eyes lit up and she gave me a warm smile that made all the blood rush to my head. I forgot how to speak. My eyes just took her in. From her ruby red lips to her cute button nose and bright blue eyes.

“I can take it from here,” she said holding out her hands for the box.

Inside my mind, I was screaming. Talk you fool! This is your moment. But what if she’s Joe’s girlfriend? How’s it going to look if I flirt with her? One voice asked. Another said what if she’s his sister? You might never get this opportunity again.

“It’s no problem,” I said finally. “So, how do you know Joe?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“He’s my new roommate. I’m assuming that’s his stuff. Wait you’re not stealing from him, are you?”

She chuckled “and what if I am?”

“Well since I’ve never met Joe before I don’t know what kind of person he is but I should err on the side of decency and assume he’s a good person until proven otherwise.”

“But what if he’s a liar?”

“Then I guess it would depend on the lie. My name’s Max by the way.”

She struck out her hand. “I’m Josephine. Your new roommate but you can call me Jo.”

“My…what?”

“Yeah apparently there was some error in the system plus all the girl’s dorms are full so I got sent here. That’s not going to a problem is it?”

“No. Not at all. Do you want some help unpacking?”

“So you can handle all of my underwear?” She accused.

“What? No!”

She laughed. “Relax, I was just kidding. I think I’ve got most of it sorted out. Thanks for the offer though.”

“No problem. I’ll get out of your way while you finish up.”

Once I’d left, I ran down to Alex’s room and pounded on the door.

“What?!” He rolled his eyes. “Oh come on there’s no way he’s that bad.”

“Dude, the oasis. It just got ten times better. Come on you have to see my new roommate.”

Alex protested that he had studying to do but I wouldn’t budge until he agreed to come with me. I had to practically drag him down the hall. It was completely worth it for the look on his face when he met Jo.

He stuttered his way through a greeting about as well as I did. It was weird being on outside of the interaction this time. Did I look that nervous and flustered when I’d talked to her?

Alex mumbled his way through a brief conversation before he said his goodbyes. Once he was gone Jo turned to me and said “so you thought I was a guy huh?”

“The RA said your name was Jo. I just assumed.”

“Are you disappointed?”

“No. Are you? I can understand if this wasn’t exactly your first choice.”

“I think we’re going to get along great.”

“Agreed. To great roommates.”

“Great roommates.”


Chapter Three

“She’s the worst roommate ever,” I said.

Alex pretended to sympathize and nodded along while eating his sandwich. We were sitting in the lunch hall. Jo had only been living with me for a week and I already felt like I was going to snap at any moment.

“There’s no way she’s worse than Dave” Alex pointed out.

“Okay, that’s true. Dave did set the bar high for the worst roommate of all time. But that doesn’t excuse everything Jo’s done.”

“What has she done that’s so bad?”

“Where to start. She’s an even worse sleeper than Dave. Always moving around and making a ton of noise.”

“That one doesn’t sound like it's her fault though. I mean you did say the bed squeaks a lot.”

“Fine, I’ll give you that one. She leaves the bathroom in a mess. All kinds of hair and makeup products everywhere. When she’s done taking a shower do you know where she puts the towel? On the floor. She just dumps it there and forgets about it or leaves it to me to clean up.”

“But I mean you’ve seen her… you know” he gestured.

I shook my head. “She always changes in the bathroom.”

“What about in bed?”

“Nah she wears these baggy pajamas with pandas on them. Adorable yes. Sexy no.”

Alex thought for a second. “What about friends? Hot girls like Jo always attract more hot girls. She must have hot friends?”

“Not that I’ve seen so far. She hasn’t brought anyone back to the dorm. Plus she just moved here. It’s not like she knows anybody yet.”

“She knows you. Maybe you can use that. I mean are you really telling me wet towels and creaky beds are a dealbreaker for you with someone as attractive as Jo?”

I stared off into space for a moment before the idea hit me. “I’ve got it!”

“You’re going to take Jo out on a date?”

“No, what we’ll do is play Sword Eternal in front of her. Draw her into the game and then we make a bet. I’ll beat her and she’ll be forced to have to clean up all of her stuff.”

“Man you haven’t heard a word I’ve said today.”

“I know. Sometimes my brilliance even surprises myself. So I need you to swing by at say seven. Jo usually comes back around seven-thirty. We can play a few warm-up games while we wait.”

“Or you know, actually have fun playing the game” he muttered.

I stood excited. “Remember come by at seven,” I said.

Alex sighed and went back to his textbook. “Just don’t come crying to me when it blows up in your face.”


Chapter Four

Jo had stopped by briefly to drop off her textbooks before leaving again. I purposefully avoided cleaning up after her so that there would be something to point to later. Alex came over with the game at seven as planned. We played a few matches and I took every one of them seriously. Usually, we’d mess around a little here and there but not this time. I could tell Alex was losing his patience when he left and came back with some beers.

I folded my arms and scowled. Alex just wore a bemused look on his face and wouldn’t say anything. Fine I’ll say something.

“What is it? Come on take this seriously. I don’t want to practice against drunk you.”

“First of all. You’re way too tense. She’ll know something is up if you don’t relax and take it easy. Secondly, I doubt she’s ever even heard of this game before, let alone played it. You could probably beat her with one hand. And thirdly, it’s a couple of beers. I don’t think you're going to blackout.”

“Fine,” I sighed taking a beer.

“Now pick the turtle character for the next game,” he said.

“What? That’s the dumbest character.”

“Exactly. You need to relax.”

I selected the turtle character. Maybe he’s right. I’ve been a little too crazy over this whole roommate thing. It’s just that after Dave, I felt hypersensitive to it. We played some more and drank a few beers between us.

In the last game, my turtle character tumbled off the edge of a cliff. I laughed and said “You were right. I gotta use the turtle more often.”

I was laughing just as Jo opened the door. She stopped. “Oh, I thought the place would be empty right now. Should we come back?”

“No. Not at all. Come in.”

Right behind Jo was a gorgeous brunette that was half a foot shorter trying to peer around her.

“This is my friend Lily.”

“Hi,” she said with a wave.

Alex stood up and made some room for them. “Hey come in. We’re just having a few drinks.”

They sat down on Jo’s bed while Alex grabbed two beers from the mini-fridge.

“So what were you guys doing?” asked Lily, breaking the ice.

“Oh, it’s this game called Sword Eternal. Max is obsessed with it” said Alex as he handed each of them a drink.

“I’m not obsessed. I just like it.”

“Why’s that?” asked Lily.

Alex sighed. “Now you’ve gone and done it.”

“Because I’m the best at it” I replied.

“Alright show us how it works.”

Alex and I took our positions. I selected my second favorite character which was a young judo guy. Alex picked his best character. It looks like he wants to make this interesting. As the first round started, Alex came at me hard and heavy. He was more aggressive than I’d ever seen him. My character backpedaled blocking as fast he could. Then, without warning, Alex round housed kicked my character off the map.

“The best huh?” Asked Jo.

“He’s second-best,” I mumbled as we went to the character select screen.

This time I picked my best character. Each game was a best of three. Alex only needed to win one more round. I had to put everything into this round. My favorite character was an old kung fu master that used throwing stars.

The second round began. Immediately I threw three stars at him before leaping into the air. Alex was forced to stand there and block the stars. As he did, I came crashing down to dropkick him. It broke his guard and before he could recover, I launched my own flurry of punches that took his health to zero.

“Woo!” Lily cheered.

“It’s getting tense now. Who’s going to come out on top?” Jo asked the room.

“I think Alex might win,” said Lily.

Alex tried to avoid reacting but his face flushed. With his back to the girls, nobody noticed but me. He has a crush on Lily. That’s why he’s been going so hard.

An idea comes to me then. I know what I have to do.

The final round starts. I don’t give my best effort but I make it look good. After Alex won, he glanced at me. He knew what I’d done. We’ve played together too often. He knew I’d thrown the round.

“Looks like somebody else is second best,” said Jo.

“Yep looks like it. Hey Lily do you want a turn?” I offered her my controller and we swapped seats.

Alex spent some time just showing her the different buttons on the controller. Then they played a game where Lily got lost and accidentally walked off a cliff. In the third game, she managed to fight and even land a couple of hits on Alex’s character.

“So you guys play this a lot?” asked Jo quietly.

I shrugged. “Sometimes.”

“Doesn’t it get boring?”

I smiled. “Sometimes. When it does, we usually start betting.”

“What do you bet?”

“All kinds of things. Sometimes it’s who pays for the pizza or the loser has to do the others homework assignment.”

“That sounds interesting.”

We watched them finish a game and then it was our turn. I was about to pick a character when Jo turned to me and said “why don’t we make this more interesting?”

Perfect.

“Okay, how about if I win then you have to clean up the wet towels you leave in the bathroom.”

Alex and Lily both laughed.

“Alright, but if I win then you have to clean up after me instead, deal?”

I agreed and we selected our characters. Each round lasted less than thirty seconds. We didn’t even get to a third round. I demolished her character. When it was over she sighed but didn’t seem too down about it.

“I guess you did say you were pretty good,” she said reluctantly.

“Maybe you’ll get me next time,” I said.

“Maybe. Come on Lily don’t we have that thing to get to.”

Lily pouted but left with her.

Alex looked impressed.

“Okay, we’re only playing in your room now. Did you see her friend? Plus you did it. You got her to agree to clean up after herself.”

I did, didn’t I? But my mind couldn’t help but wander further. What else could I get her to agree to? Maybe she could take us to a party or get Lily to go on a date with one of us. The possibilities swirled in my head for the rest of the night.


Chapter Five

True to her word, from then on, the bathroom remained spotless. But the games continued. Alex insisted that we only use my room to play. Probably in the hopes of seeing Lily again.

A week had passed and she hadn’t been seen since. That didn’t stop Jo from becoming our official third player of the team. She played with us every night since, even when one of us didn’t particularly want to. Jo would insist.

The betting didn’t stop either. Jo now owed Alex one pizza a week for the next month and she had to get me coffee every morning from the cafeteria for the next week. It was heaven and I said as much to Alex as we went back to the dorms.

“Don’t you think this is getting out of hand?” He asked me.

“She doesn’t have to play if she doesn’t want to and she doesn’t have to bet either. You coming over tonight?”

“Can’t. I’m way overdue to work on this paper. Try not to rob her blind while I’m gone.”

“No promises.”

I got back to the dorm and found Jo already there, setting up the game. She was bent over, hooking a cable up to the TV. Man, sometimes I forget just how hot she is. I’m going to take the betting to the next level.

When she was finished, she handed me a controller. “No Alex tonight?” she asked.

“Too busy he said.”

“What could be more important than Sword Eternal?”

A girl after my own heart.

“You’re really getting into this game.”

“Is that a problem? You worried that I’m getting too good?”

“No. I just thought maybe we should make another bet.”

“I owe you and Alex about a million pizzas. The dorm room and bathroom are spotless. What is there even left to bet?”

“If you lose then you convince Lily to go on a date with Alex.”

Jo seemed taken aback at first. She pondered it for a few moments and then shook her head. “I can’t guarantee something like that. Lily is her own person. That being said, they did seem to hit it off last time we all hung out together. I’ll suggest it to her for free.”

“So you don’t want to bet?”

“I didn’t say that. Let’s keep the betting between us. How about if every time you win I take off a piece of clothing.”

“Like strip poker?”

“Sort of. But the loser has to replace the clothing with the winners. The winner gets to choose too.”

“So if I win a bunch then you’ll be wearing my clothes? I don’t get it.”

“The winner also decides how many rounds to play and what to wear. If you won a bunch you could have me wear nothing or everything.”

“But it works both ways. So I could be wearing a bunch of girly clothes too.”

“Only if you lose to me,” she said and winked.

We shook hands and chose our characters. I took the turtle character first. I didn’t want her to get discouraged too quickly. Jo selected a tall busty blonde character who wore all white clothes.

The game began and she jumped behind me. Her characters hammered mine until the game over screen appeared.

She clapped her hands together excitedly. “I win.” She said looking me up and down.

I was wearing a black t-shirt, basketball shorts, boxer briefs, and some white socks. It wasn’t a lot. It wouldn’t take many losses to leave me naked.

Jo went to her drawers and pulled out a pair of thigh-high white and pink striped socks. They were the girliest thing I’d ever seen. As she handed them to me, she bent over giving me an eyeful of her cleavage.

Get your head in the game, Max. It was just luck. Jo is going to be naked in no time.

Reluctantly I took off my socks and slipped on the thigh highs.

“Ready to keep going?” she asked.

I nodded and we chose our characters. There was no fooling around this time. I picked my best character, the old kung fu master. If she wanted to go hard then that was fine by me.

The second round started. It was a much closer match but she still beat me. This doesn’t make any sense. Just yesterday, I had crushed her at the game. How did she get so good all of a sudden?

Jo made me take off my t-shirt next and handed me a pink bra with these fake breast inserts that would make it look like I had real breasts. My fingers fumbled around with the hooks until Jo get tired of waiting and told me to turn around.

She secured the bra and helped me put in the fake boobs.

“You’re starting to look more like a Maxine” she whispered in my ear.

Her words sent a shiver down my body and I could feel my cock twitch. We’d never been this close before and Jo seemed to be enjoying herself. Maybe dressing up like this was my way in?

She suggested another round and I happily agreed. Her character blurred across the screen, moving at a lightning pace. I tried to concentrate but I kept getting distracted by my boobs. They looked so realistic. I wanted to touch them and have Jo grab them. Of course, she beat me easily. It seemed that the more we played the better she got.

She didn’t even wait for the game over screen before dancing over to her drawer to select the pink panties that she wanted me to wear. Jo held them out to me to take but I refused. Hiding my big throbbing erection in boxer briefs was hard enough. There would be no hiding it in those tiny panties.

Jo wasn’t willing to take no for an answer. Before I could say more, she kissed me. Her tongue found mine and it felt like the whole world melted away. The scent of jasmine from her perfume filled my dizzy head and made me feel like falling away but her warm lips stayed locked to me. The kiss only lasted seconds but I thought it would never end. When she pulled away, I almost followed her, hungry for more.

Jo looked more vulnerable and nervous than I’d ever seen her. “Please put them on. I’m so wet, Maxine. Will you be my girl?” She asked.

My hands trembled as I took the tiny pink fabric. Her eyes fixated on my cock as I took off my boxer briefs. She didn’t move or make a sound when I started to put the panties on. It was such a small feminine piece of fabric but an electric thrill ran down through me as I put them on. I caught my reflection in the mirror. God, I love the way the panties frame my ass. They make it look so round and feminine. I don’t have much body hair. I bet if I shaved then I could look like a girl from behind.

Jo was suddenly behind me in her underwear. She’d gotten undressed and I hadn’t even noticed. As my eyes roamed over her body, I couldn’t help but stop at the bulge in her panties.

She smiled, understanding my look. “I know what it’s like. My name used to be Joseph. But then I discovered how much more fun and exciting it is to be a girl. And I think you’re starting to feel it too.”

She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me close for another kiss. This could feel our hard girly cocks rub against each other. Together we made our way to her bed, where she got on top of me.

Jo’s bra came off next, releasing her juicy double D’s that I’d thought about since the first day we’d met. I grabbed them and gently squeezed them as she grinded her cock against mine.

“Tell me you want my cock” she moaned.

“I…want your cock” I said.

She finally frees it from her panties. It’s huge. I can’t believe she was able to hide such a big juicy cock. It looks so inviting that I can feel my mouth water.

“Real slutty girls love sucking cock. Show me how much you love it” she said getting off the bed and standing up.

Jo told me to get on my knees. “That’s it. You’re such a sissy girl.”

Her cock looked even bigger up close. It must be nine inches. Precum was already leaking out of the tip. I didn’t hesitate. I opened wide and took her thick meaty cock in my mouth. Jo tried to push deeper but I gagged and had to ease up, only taking half of her.

“We’ll work on your gag reflex sissy,” she said and patted me on the head as my mouth moved up and down on her cock.

The more she moaned and sighed, the more aroused I became. The more aroused I became the harder I sucked. It felt so good. My whole body was thrumming with pleasure. Without warning, she came. Thick loads of cum shot down my throat. I kept sucking and swallowing. I wanted every drop. After all, I’d earned it.

When I finally let go of her cock, I realized that I’d cum in panties. Huh, I’d never orgasmed without touching my dick before. It had felt incredible. I stared up at Jo in confusion and wonder over how she was making me feel.

She looked down at me and smiled. “You’ll never go back after you suck your first cock sissy.”


Chapter Six

I fell asleep in her arms still wearing the girly underwear, only to wake up in the morning to find her gone. Maybe she had an early class? I thought as I wandered to the bathroom.

As I shaved my face, a thought from last night lingered. ‘I bet I’d look even better shaved.’ My cock sprang back to life, clearly excited by the idea plus I bet Jo would love it too. The next hour was spent meticulously shaving my entire body.

The experience wasn’t what I expected. My boy clothes felt different when I put them on because my skin was more sensitive. All the material rubbing against my smooth body took some getting used to.

Classes were hard to sit through as well. I couldn’t stop thinking about last night and how exciting it was when she’d call me a sissy or her girl. I’d sent her a message about meeting up for lunch but she never responded back.

I held myself back from sending more messages. I didn’t want to come off desperate or obsessed. We’ve only been together for one night. I need to relax and take things slow. Alex waited for me in the quad, ready to grab something from the cafeteria. Just me sticking to the usual routine.

When we met up Alex gave me a weird look. “Are you feeling okay?” he asked.

“Yeah. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You just look different. More upbeat maybe?”

Do I tell him about Jo and if I did how much do I say? Plus how much does Jo even want to tell people? She obviously doesn’t want everyone knowing about her past as Joseph.

I shrugged. “Just woke up on the right side of the bed, I guess.”

As we turned a corner, we spotted Lily and Jo walking the other way.

“Oh shit. Play it cool” said Alex.

Yeah, you really don’t have to tell me that.

Lily smiled warmly at us while Jo looked more impish when she saw me.

“Fancy running into you guys,” said Alex.

“Well we all go here,” said Jo. “Unless you’re stalking us. Have you been following us this whole time?”

“What? No” said Alex.

“I’m just messing with you. Surprised you’re willing to show your face though, especially after what happened last night.”

Oh god. Is she going to tell everyone? Does Lily know? Why would she reveal something private like that?

“Oooh what happened last night?” asked Lily.

“Yeah spill,” said Alex.

Jo turned to me. “You’re not going to say?”

My face turned bright red and while my brain desperately searched for anything resembling human language. It came up entirely empty.

“I didn’t just beat him at Sword Eternal. I crushed him.”

Alex mock gasped and turned to me with his eyes wide. “Is this true? Has the champion truly fallen?”

“It’s true” I replied.

“Huh weird. I figured you’d be sulking about it. He’s been in a good mood all day” Alex explained to the girls.

“Interesting,” said Jo staring at me.

My heart was still racing over what she’d almost revealed plus the three of them staring at me tripled my anxiety.

“She…was… very magnanimous after winning” I stuttered.

“That’s right. I still haven’t figured out what I want you to do” she said.

My eyes snapped to her. “What?!” I choked.

“Come on, let’s head back to our dorm. I’ll think of something on the way.”

I followed them in a daze back to the dorm. She had me. If I wanted to refuse her then I’d have to tell Lily and Alex about the dressing up. So now she can force another action out of me. At least I know it won’t be too weird with the others present.

When we got back to the room Alex and I set up the game with the girls talked. Alex leaned close and in a quiet voice asked “did she beat you or did you let her win?”

“Both I think. The first few rounds she crushed me and after that, I think I stopped trying.”

Alex grinned, “I’d like to see this for myself.”

“Go ahead. I’m done with betting.”

I heard Lily giggle behind me and turned to see what the fuss was all about.

“You’re so cruel,” said Lily.

“Cruel?” asked Alex.

“For beating Max here I’ve decided that I’m going to paint his nails pink in the bathroom.”

I looked at them desperate for support. Jo was enthusiastically excited; Lily was trying to hide a smirk and Alex straight up laughed when I looked to him for help.

“Hey, a bets a bet,” he said.

Jo took my hand and led me to the bathroom. Once inside I moved to kiss her but she stopped me.

“I’m only attracted to Maxine. Is she going to come out when the others leave?”

I nodded and she got started on my nails. Jo talked about how great the color will be and how it will match so many girly outfits she had planned for me. I got hard thinking about how feminine I would look and how happy Jo would be.

When my nails were finished, Jo insisted we wait in the bathroom for them to dry. A thought occurred to me.

“Did you have another motive for doing it in here? You could have painted my nails in the other room” I said.

“I want to give Lily and Alex some alone time. You were right, maybe they would be good together.”

Suddenly there was a knock on the door and Alex’s voice followed. “Hey, we’re going to go grab something to eat. We’ll see you guys later.”

“Sure thing” replied Jo.

“That was fast,” I said once they were gone.

“Well, I might have talked up Alex a bit to Lily.”

“But I didn’t even win that bet.”

“No, but you wanted to help a friend and so do I. Now take off those clothes. Maxine has much better taste than this.”

As I got undressed, Jo clapped her hands together. “Oh, you’ve shaved. You have been busy. It looks like you’re ready for more.”

“Ready for more?”

“Of course. Bringing your inner girl to life takes more than just some underwear. After your dressed, we’ll get started on your makeup. It might seem confusing at first but I’ll take it slow with introducing you to everything.”

This time she handed me a matching set of a black bra and panties, along with the breasts that I attached to my chest. They were a pair of double D’s that looked suspiciously like the exact same size as Jo’s real ones. I asked her about it when I was getting changed.

“Well all the clothes are mine and the fake boobs are from my crossdressing days before I decided that I wanted to be a girl all the time.”

“And you just thought you’d take them to college with you?”

“Let’s just say I was hoping to find someone like you. Though I never expected they’d be my roommate.”

“I can’t say I was expecting to room with a girl or that she would want to turn me into one either.”

“But it’s fun though right?”

“Yeah,” I said sheepishly as I strutted out in my girly underwear.

“God you look so hot,” she said.

“Yeah?”

Jo nodded. “Now sit down and let me transform you into a beautiful girl.”

I did as she asked. For the next forty minutes, I sat there trying to learn about foundation, eyeliner, lipstick, and so on. All the different shades and colors that Jo had with her. Occasionally she’d ask for my input on which shade of lipstick would suit me best but I wasn’t sure and so just defaulted to her preference.

There were no mirrors in front of me, so when she said she was done I just had to take her word for it. There was a mirror in the bathroom but Jo wouldn’t let me go just yet.

“Not until the final detail,” she said and went to one of her drawers.

She pulled out a long blonde wig and my heart fluttered as she put it on me. I now had long silky golden hair and I couldn’t have been happier.

“Now you can look,” she said.

I danced over to the mirror. The woman looking back at me was stunning. She had delicate soft features and big brown eyes. I was amazed at how good of a job Jo had done. There was no trace of Max at all in the mirror. This was Maxine. A busty blonde college student that loves taking dick.

I turned side to side in the mirror and made a sexy pout face. It felt so surreal how this person, this goddess was also me. Had she been inside me all along?

Jo watched me flirt with myself in the mirror some more before asking “so what do you think?”

“I think this feels incredible and your makeup skills are amazing.”

“I’ve had a lot of practice. But don’t worry I’ll teach you how to do it too. That way, you can be Maxine whenever you want. If you’d like that of course.”

“I would like that,” I said earnestly.

“So what do you want to do now?”

“Well, I doubt we’ll see Alex or Lily again tonight. How about another game of Sword Eternal?” I asked.

Jo’s eyebrows rose. “I figured you’d lost interest after I’ve beaten you.”

“You don’t know everything about the game. Besides the game is what put us together and helped me discover another side of myself. I’m not going to abandon my favorite game over a couple of losses. Plus, Alex has beaten me before and I always get over it.”

“All right let’s set it up.”

I was about to sit down when I realized that I was still just in my girly underwear. Jo saw my predicament and handed me a pair of skinny jeans that looked too small. She told me to trust her. The jeans were a struggle to put on, especially when it came to my ass but eventually, I squeezed into them. I wanted to complain to Jo that they were too tight. Looking in the mirror again I changed my mind as they really emphasized my butt.

“If you’re done flirting with yourself. Here” she said offering me a black blouse with shoulder straps. It also looked too small but I realized that was the point as it stretched over my new big boobs and left my flat tummy exposed.

I joined Jo on the bed and picked up a controller.

“So how many games do you want to play?”

“Let’s say one round. Winner takes all. If I win then we go out together to get something to eat.”

“Out? But we spent so long working on my makeup. It would be a waste to wash it all off now and get changed.”

She simply stared until understanding dawned on me.

“You want me to go out as a girl? Are you crazy?”

“It’s dark outside and it’s a Tuesday night. The whole campus will be pretty quiet besides you’ve trusted me this far. Give me your hand and I’ll take you so far outside your comfort zone that you’ll be amazed at what you can discover.”

“Fine if I win, they we stay inside for the night.”

“Kind of a boring bet on your side but fine, I accept.”

We selected our characters. Jo picked her blonde character from before. I chose the same character as hers except it put my character into black clothes while hers remained white.

As soon as the game began, I immediately launched throwing stars at her. Jo was too slow to block and they took a quarter of her health. I pressed my attack, jumping toward her with a kick. This time, she ducked and swept her leg out with a kick of her own. Jo’s kick landed and broke my character's defenses. She pushed forward and unleashed several rapid punches that led to yet another game over screen.

Jo leaped to her feet in triumph and yelled “looks like we’re going out!”


Chapter Seven

I refused to budge from my dorm room until Jo told me the hallway was empty. Once it was, I speed-walked through the building in a pair of boots, Jo had loaned me. With her long legs, she was able to keep up with ease but I refused to say anything until we were outside.

I may look like a girl but I certainly didn’t sound like one and the thought of someone finding that out terrified me. Jo was more bemused than understanding and continued trying to talk to me.

Once outside she asked, “so where do you want to eat?”

“I know a good pizza place,” I said.

“Oh so now you’re talking.”

“Come on. I don’t want any negative attention with my voice.”

“You’re voice? It takes practice but you don’t need hormones or special surgeries to sound like a girl. There are plenty of people that have done it. Here we’ll practice on our walk through campus to this pizza place. I won’t even fight you on it. If you say the place is good then we’ll go there.”

“Alright.”

Jo proceeded to have me tighten my vocal cords to try and push my voice to speak at a higher registry. The walk over to the restaurant passed by in the blink of an eye and Jo assured me that I had mastered the basics for a girly voice.

“You’re a natural,” she said. “It took me hours of practice when I first started.”

“Do I sound like a girl?” I asked in a higher pitch.

“You do. Tell you what, when we get back. You can record your voice and play it back.”

“But I hate the sound of my own voice.”

“Well, maybe you’ll like Maxine’s more. Anyway, we’re here and I’m starving. How about we head inside.”

I agreed and we went in.

Eddie’s pizza was situated right outside campus. It was both a large restaurant that also delivered. Being so close to college had made it an instant success and after thirty years it was practically an institution itself.

The place was quiet. Four jock looking guys were sat in the corner laughing at a joke one of them had said and at the opposite end was a couple on a date. Before Jo could say anything, I selected a table in the middle of the room as far away from the other patrons as possible. Despite Jo’s assurances, my heart was racing and the heat rising throughout my body was making me paranoid that the sweat would ruin my makeup.

After we sat down, Jo reached across the table and took my hand.

“Hey, it’s okay. You’re doing great” she said.

I wanted to believe her. At that moment I made the mistake of looking past her to the four guys sat in the corner.

One of them saw us and yelled out “gay!” The others at the table chuckled.

“Just ignore them,” Jo said.

Their mocking laughter continued and all I wanted was to disappear into the floor. The one who shouted ‘gay’ stood up and swaggered over to us. He was six foot six and built like a linebacker with short brown hair.

“Evening ladies, my name is Nate. Mind if I join you?” He asked.

Jo glared at him and said “yes. Now fuck off” loud enough for his friends at the back to hear.

His friends burst out in laughter, this time at Nate who clenched his fists and asked “do you know who I ammm?”

With the slur in his speech, it was clear that he and his friends had been drinking. I didn’t want to turn this into a bigger thing than it already was. Jo looked about ready to punch him in the face. Instead, I quietly cleared my throat and then in my best girl’s voice said “you’re Nate Henson, running back for the football team. I’ve seen you play.”

I hadn’t but it sounded like something that would soothe his wounded pride. Unfortunately, Nate took this as an invitation and pulled up a chair to join us.

“So what did you think of me on the field?” He asked.

I racked my brain for every piece of football-related knowledge that I remembered overhearing and then tried to cobble it together into a series of compliments about his athletic skills. I could barely understand what I was saying but he seemed pleased by it and didn’t even realize when his friends were by the door waiting for him.

“Nate, come on. Let’s go.” One of them shouted.

“Alright,” Nate yelled back.

“I’ll see you around cutie,” he said before leaving.

Once they’d left, Jo said “congratulations you just flirted with your first guy to deescalate things.”

“You sound pleased. I thought you’d be upset.”

“Actually, watching you use your feminine charm on him was turning me on.”

“So you weren’t even the tiniest bit jealous?”

“Of him? No. Hell will freeze over before I let myself become jealous of someone like that. But why so interested? Do you want to fuck him?”

“Me? No, he’s a guy.”

“And you’re a girl. Besides I’ve heard he’s got a massive dick.”

“I like women. Okay?”

“Fine. You’re flirting was convincing then. I thought you were about to leave with him.”

“Can we just change the subject?”

“Sure. Lily’s parents are out of town this weekend and she’s throwing a house party. I was wondering if you wanted to go with me?”

A house party with tons of people. Alex would probably be there. What do I say to him or Lily?

“I don’t know if I’m ready for that.”

“No one will stare except the guys and girls that want to sleep with you. Maxine, look at me.”

I looked up and saw how serious she was.

“You look incredible. A few more minutes and that Nate guy would have tried to kiss you.”

I waved it off. “He was drunk. It’s not the same.”

“Okay fine then. Come with me” she said grabbing my hand.

Jo pulled me toward the couple sitting at the other end of the restaurant. I’d only glanced at them briefly in passing. The jocks had been the focus on all my anxiety. As we got closer, I could see that the girl was Lily.

Oh no.

The guy with his back to me must be Alex.

I tried to pull away from Jo. She must be stronger than she looks because but she held me in an iron grip all the way to their table.

Lily looked up and smiled when she saw us. Did she know? Has Jo told her?

“Hey Jo, who’s your friend?” asked Lily.

Alex turned to look and his eyes widened as he looked me up and down.

“This is my old friend Maxine” Jo replied.

“Nice to meet you. I’m Alex” he said earnestly.

Was he being sincere? Does he not recognize me?

“Hi. You’re Lily right?” I asked her. She nodded. “Jo’s told me about you. She said you were hosting a party soon.”

“That’s right. You’re welcome to come. Any friend of Jo’s is welcome.”

“Say where’s Max? You didn’t beat him at that game again and leave him moping in his dorm room did you?” Alex asked.

Jo gave me a look and then said “oh no he won this time. Afterward, he went out to do something. We have to get going. I’ll see you guys around.”

“Don’t be a stranger Maxine” said Alex as we walked away.

Jo leaned in and whispered, “you know he’s staring at your ass.”

My face flushed crimson. “Stop it” I muttered as we went outside.

When we got back to the room. I curled up next to Jo and slept in my girly underwear.


Chapter Eight

The next few days fly by. Every evening Jo and I would excitedly sit down and practice my makeup. She would encourage me to keep practicing and read through women’s magazines to find the best style that I’d like.

All of our private conversations were now in my girly voice, even when I wasn’t fully dressed as Maxine. After the night at the restaurant, I woke up to find all my boxer briefs had been replaced by women’s underwear in a range of bright colors. I didn’t complain. If anything it was a turn on, sitting in classes, knowing that no one else knew what I had on underneath.

The one downside was that I was too scared to tell Alex any of it. Anytime he’d come by looking to game or hangout I would blow him off by saying I had too much studying to do.

On the night of the party, Jo had to leave early to help Lily set some stuff up. So I was left alone to choose my look. It wasn’t too difficult. I’d been thinking about it since I decided I was going to the party.

It was a pair of silk red bra and panties that I’d gotten from Victoria’s secret when Jo wasn’t around, along with a short matching red dress with a slit running down the side to show off my legs. She had no idea what was about to hit her.

I took my time getting ready and doing my makeup. Tonight was going to be perfect as I stepped into a pair of heels.

After a few uncertain steps, I got the hang of it and went to leave. As I opened the door, Alex walked up ready to knock.

“Oh hey, Maxine. Have you seen Max?”

I shook my head. Not trusting my voice.

He stepped past me into the room and his eyes roamed over my body in appreciation. The way he looked at me gave me butterflies. We stared at each other for a moment in silence.

Alex frowned. “I feel like we’ve met before somewhere.”

I shrugged.

“Do you want to head over to the party together? I heard Jo is already over there with Lily.”

I nodded and grabbed a small black purse that Jo was loaning me. I turned to leave when Alex picked up the controller.

“Hey fancy a quick game before we go?”

I didn’t want to be rude. So I nodded again and sat on the edge of the bed. He loaded up the game and selected the turtle character. Probably just wanted to mess around instead of winning. I picked a character at random which happened to be a ninja. I’d never played that character much so it would look like I was new to the game.

We started the first round and I held up well but let Alex ultimately win.

Feeling more comfortable around him I said in my girly voice “come on we should go to the party.”

Alex refused. “Come on just one more game. It’s not often I play against someone so beautiful.”

To my surprise, I blushed and had to look away.

He moved closer and I felt his hand on my thigh. My cock stirred in my panties. His hand slid up my leg and I stopped him before he got too far. I had to tell him the truth.

“Alex, it’s me, Max.”

His eyes widened and he yanked his hand away.

“What? How? Why?”

“I and Jo were playing that game and making bets. She bet me to dress like a girl if she won. I lost and one thing led to another. But you know what I’m glad that it happened. Being a girl has been so much fun and excitement. I’m not going to be embarrassed about it anymore.”

“So you’re going to the party as a girl?”

“A beautiful girl” I reminded him.

Now Alex was the one to get embarrassed and look away.

“This doesn’t have to change anything,” I said.

“Really? Because you sucked at that last game” he joked.

“Yeah well, I was distracted and worried about how you’d react when you found out.”

Alex laughed. “And to think I was about to kiss you as well. Good thing you stopped me.”

I giggled and leaned closer to him. “Oh yeah? Was it my boobs or my ass that you were staring at earlier that convinced you?”

We were just inches apart. Suddenly Alex pressed forward and kissed me. His tongue found mine as he pushed me onto the bed. I could feel his hands caressing my hips and our hard cocks straining to get free of our clothes. His tongue continued to dance with mine in a way that gave me a delightful sensual thrill that I’d never known when I was a man.

Alex wanted to go further and take off my dress but I denied him. I hadn’t worked so hard on my outfit for nothing. Instead, I got down on my knees and unbuckled his pants. A hunger was raging inside me. A hunger to fill my mouth with his thick meaty cock. I pulled out and gasped at the size of it. It was the biggest dick I’d ever seen and I smiled because for the next few minutes it was all mine.

I ran my tongue along the tip and down the shaft, tasting his delicious precum. Alex groaned and pushed his cock forward. He was hungry for my mouth too. I could sense it.

My mouth encircled the tip and thrust his cock deeper into my mouth. Both of us locked eyes in understanding. Alex grabbed my head and began fucking my mouth. I sat on my knees and let him use my body like a slut.

It felt so good to just be submissive. To let him take and use my body, knowing how much pleasure we were both getting out of it. I was his little whore. A sissy slut to be used and my mouth for fucking.

Alex stopped thrusting and came. He moved to pull out but my hands grabbed his shaft to drink all of him. I held on and sucked until there was nothing left. Only when I was sure there was nothing left did I let go.

He laid back on the bed to catch his breath. I went to the bathroom to check my makeup and make sure my panties were clean.

They were but I was still horny as hell. I needed more. I’ve got to get to that party. To Jo.

I walked out of the bathroom and turned to Alex.

“I’m still going to the party. You coming?”

“Sure,” he said and began composing himself. I smiled, thinking about all the future fun in front of me as Maxine.


Chapter Nine

The party had already started by the time we’d got there. Clusters of people stood outside the big suburban house openly drinking. Booming music was emanating from the house.

Alex and I got out of the car without speaking. After an awkward car ride, we both wanted some space from one another.

When we left the dorm room together it quickly became clear that Alex wanted something more from me than I was willing to give. I told him about my feelings for Jo and our relationship. He looked crestfallen when I’d told him but that quickly turned into a sullen silence. I tried to tell him to go after Lily and that she probably likes him but it felt like that just made things worse.

As soon as we entered the house, he went left and I went right.

Moving through the crowded house, I felt self-conscious as multiple guys kept staring at me. It took me a minute to realize they weren’t staring because something was wrong. They were staring because they wanted me.

I kept moving until I found Jo. She was in the living room dancing with Lily.

They hadn’t noticed me. The longer I watched them the more it became clear that they hadn’t noticed anyone. They were in their own world. Jo’s hands found their way onto Lily’s hips. A flare of jealousy surged through me. I walked away, looking for something to drink.

In the kitchen, a tall broad-shouldered guy was rooting around in the cupboards. He reached up high and I admired how his tight shirt outlined his muscular back.

“Found it,” he said, pulling out a bottle of whiskey.

“Mind if I have some?” I asked.

He turned around. It was Nate from the restaurant that other night. Weirdly looking more sober now at a party than he did at the restaurant.

Nate frowned. “Have we met before?”

I mock pouted and asked, “are you saying you don’t remember me?”

He stared at me in confusion.

“It’s fine, you were a little intoxicated at the time. How about that drink?”

Nate’s eyes rose from my chest and a slow smile crept onto his face. He grabbed two glasses and poured us each two doubles and handed me one. I gulped down half of it in one go and felt the familiar comforting burn in the back of my throat.

Nate found this encouraging and moved closer.

“So what’s your name?” He asked.

“Aww, so you really don’t remember? That’s too bad” I said turning to walk away.

“Wait! I’ll get it. Just give me a sec.”

I decided to stop playing with him even if I couldn’t help but enjoy it. Jocks like him always gave me a hard time as Max. It felt good to be the one with the power. I could tell by how he looked at me that he’d do anything for a chance to sleep with me.

“It’s Maxine.”

“Oh, the girl from the pizza place,” he said to his credit.

“That’s right. Now come on. I feel like dancing. Let’s go” I said taking one of his big hands and pulling him towards the room I’d seen Lily and Jo in.

“I… don’t really dance” he mumbled.

I stopped and let Nate bump into me. I grabbed his sides and shimmied my hips seductively. His hands found my swaying hips and he eagerly followed me onto the dance floor.

Eight other couples including Lily and Jo were there dancing. With their backs turned, they hadn’t noticed me yet. That was fine. I could have some fun with Nate in the meantime.

We danced together through several songs. He was a little stiff but his enthusiasm meant that it never became awkward.

A slow song came on next. Nate took the lead, pulling me close. One hand was on the small of my back and the other grabbed my ass. I felt a tingle down below as his big muscular frame enveloped me. Wait am I getting turned on by this?

No, Nate is just here to make Jo jealous. I’m not attracted to men. I’ve never been attracted to men.

We moved left and I felt his groin press up against me and I could feel the outline of his cock. Oh my god, it feels so big. I looked around to make sure no one was paying attention before running my hand over his cock.

My little dick, while still tucked away, was throbbing and desperate to come out. I don’t think I can hold back for much longer.

I was about to ask him if he wanted to go somewhere more private when another delicate hand reached around Nate and rested on mine. Jo smiled at me from behind him and continued dancing with Nate in between us. As I looked past them I saw Lily dancing with Alex, off in their own world.

When the song ended, Jo said “Lily has a spare room she said we could use.”

Nate looked about ready to burst with two hot blondes grinding on him. It took no convincing to get him upstairs. Once he was inside I closed the door and stopped Jo from following. We had to talk.

“You’re not upset about this?” I asked gesturing at the door.

“Of course not. It’s college. Besides you’re still figuring some stuff out.”

“So you don’t care?”

“I care. I want to be with you but I don’t mind sharing you either. Besides its not like you’re going to run off and be Nate’s girlfriend. I have met the man before you know.”

I couldn’t help but giggle. “Yeah, he’s not much for conversation. That body of his though” I said blushing at the thought.

“Ready to have some fun?”

“Absolutely.”

The room was dim with the only light source being some Christmas lights on the wall that flashed from red to green. A large king-size bed sat in the middle of the room. Nate lay on it, wearing nothing but his underwear, eagerly waiting for us.

Jo let me take lead as we approached the bed. I went for his underwear and so Jo went towards his mouth. They began to makeout and his massive cock sprang back to life. It strained against his underwear. I licked my lips and pulled it out.

God, I’m such a slut.

My mouth-watering at the sight of it. I didn’t know if I’d even be able to take all of him but I didn’t care. I opened wide and took as much of it as I could which was just over half. My head moving up and down, working his cock, got me so excited that my own sprang free. The pleasure was building inside of me as I heard him grunt and groan.

Precum started to leak and I knew I was getting close. I was lost in my own world. Just me and his delicious cock. It took Jo putting a hand on my shoulder to shake me out of it.

Reluctantly, I took his member out of my mouth.

“What?”

“Get on the edge of the bed,” she said and then turned to Nate. “I want you to fuck my girlfriend like the good slut that she is.”

Nate nodded and got off the bed. Jo took his place and we kissed. I moaned. I’d missed her sweet soft touch so much. Almost as much as I was craving, Nate’s strong masculine touch.

I felt his big strong hands hike up my dress and caress my juicy round ass. I bit my lip as I felt the tip of his cock tease my panty covered hole. There was no going back from this. Having a huge man put his cock inside of me and fuck me like the girly sissy slut I am was the last barrier to losing my virginity as Maxine.

He pulled my pretty pink panties aside and pushed the tip of him inside me. I gasped. It was everything I wanted and more. My body was so hungry for it that I blurted out “mhmm, please. I need more. Fuck me.”

I cried out and as he pushed deeper. He was well endowed that I was filled completely.

Jo pulled my other half closer. I shivered in ecstasy as she planted kissed on my neck while Nate worked my ass, thrusting in and out slowly. As my ass pussy stretched to accept him, he picked up speed.

“Oh fuck. Yes, daddy” I cried.

Jo grabbed my dick in her hands and held it. As Nate kept pumping, I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. The orgasm was building. Little waves of pleasure hit me one after the other.

“Yes. Just like that” I moaned.

My body shook and quivered as the big one hit. I cried out and came harder than ever before. I also finally understood why Jo was holding my cock. Load after load shot onto her tits and face.

My eyes rolled back into my head. It was almost too much bliss. And then Nate grunted and I felt his massive meat cum. His juices filling me up inside. I came again for the second time.

When it was over, we invited Nate to come to bed with us. I could tell by the way Jo was eyeing his cock that she was keen to try it out for herself. He put his muscular arms around both of us and I lay there thinking about how great it was to lose my virginity as a girl. I couldn’t wait to do it all again tomorrow and find new cocks to share with Jo.


Chapter Ten

Jo lay on her dorm room bed watching me throw the last of my boy clothes into a trash bag.

“Are you sure you’re ready for this? After all, it is a big step,” she said.

“I’m ready. There’s nothing from that part of my life that I miss.”

Jo picked up a game controller. “Really? There’s nothing you’ll miss?”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, almost nothing. Hey, you never told me but how did you get so good at the game?”

“Oh, that should be obvious. After you kept beating me, I bought my own copy of the game and practiced for hours at a friend’s house. Once I’d gotten good enough, I devised a way to mess with you using my old clothes. Most guys would have been uncomfortable with it. I guess that I’m lucky it led to me finding my girlfriend, hiding in plain sight this whole time.”

I gave my side of the room a final look over and had to suppress a sigh. With all of Max's clothes gone, my side now looked barren. The only clothes I had were the few pieces Jo was willing to part with. She’d made it clear that moving forward I had to start buying my own. Which was fair but comparing her side with mine, meant I had a lot of ground to cover.

We were about to leave when an angry man strode into the room shouting “where is he?”

It took me a second to recognize him. He had grown a beard and his hair was longer than last time I’d seen him.

Dave’s eyes flicked from me to Jo. Knowing his temper, I had to diffuse the situation quickly.

“He’s not here anymore,” I said. “Max is gone.”

He gnashed his teeth and looked around the room for any sign of Max. I held my breath when he looked at the game console but he passed it without saying anything. Finally, he tried but failed to calm himself down.

“If you see him, tell him that Dave is looking for him. He’ll know what it’s about.”

I agree and watched him go. Once he was out of earshot, Jo came over and hugged me. I hadn’t realized until that moment that my hands were shaking. I explained to her that he was my old roommate and what a complete nightmare he’d been to live with.

“Considering he didn’t know who you used to be I’d say you don’t have to worry about him anymore.”

She took my hand and we left together to go to the mall. Jo promised me we wouldn’t rest until I had an entire wardrobe bursting with girly clothes.

The End


The Trap Boss


Chapter One

It’s date night at my place. This is the first time she’s seen my apartment. I wander around aimlessly, checking rooms to see if anything still needs cleaning or tidied away. She’s not due here for at least another hour, but I can’t seem to do anything except obsess over what she’ll think when she gets here.

I’m struggling to not compare us because she makes more money than I do and she’s gorgeous. Somehow, I simultaneously feel like the luckiest guy in the world, but I’m also terrified of screwing this up. She’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

Time to check myself in the mirror again. I’m wearing the dress shoes she’d complimented me on in the past and my best shirt. I look about as good as I can manage.

Dinner will be takeout from a great restaurant down the street. It won’t be fine dining, but it’s also not fast food tier. Hopefully, she finds it charming.

My phone vibrates. It’s a message from her.

“Are you ready for tonight?” she asks.

I type back. “I can’t wait. I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

“Tell me how much you want it.”

This was fairly typical. She loved flirting over text before a date.

I type furiously, knowing that every second of delay might count against me when she arrives. “So bad. I hunger for it. I feel empty without it. I need you inside me.”

“I want you drooling for it by the time I get there,” she said and attached a picture. I clicked on it. It was a picture of her hard-throbbing cock under her skirt.

I was hard instantly.

Before my new job, I’d never imagined how much cock would turn me on. Before that, I only ever cared about pussy. Now I couldn’t imagine having sex without girl dick.


Chapter Two

One month earlier

My alarm clock went off at seven am. The same time it does every day. Usually, this would be the part of my morning where I grumble and groan before reluctantly turning it off and getting up to start my day. I’d shower, brush teeth, change into a suit. Then I’d grab a coffee and a blueberry muffin from the place on the corner. I’d sit down somewhere and enjoy my breakfast before getting an Uber to my job.

Today I did none of those things. With my eyes still firmly sealed shut, my hand flailed around for the off button. Once I’d found it and the loud beeping stopped, I drifted off back to sleep.

I didn’t wake up again until ten-thirty. Now there’s a very logical explanation for this. You see I was unemployed. Had been for the last couple of months. Over time, my daily routine slipped away.

There was a time when I’d search for hours each day for a new job. Nowadays It’s an intense search if I spend more than twenty minutes on it. Eventually, I fell into a rut of the occasional half-hearted search in between video games and porn.

I slipped out of bed and yawned. The clock said a time the old me would have been ashamed of. I ignored it and stumble into the kitchen to make myself a coffee. A jar of instant coffee powder sat on the counter, ready to be opened. It tasted neither good nor bad. But it did its job of being a caffeine delivery system and that was all that mattered.

With a fresh cup in hand, I parked myself on the couch and checked messages on my phone. Friends from one of my group chats were talking about their night out to the bar last night. They’d invited me too but I declined since money was tight. Another group was talking about an upcoming trip to go skiing in Colorado.

I shoved the phone away from me. Damn it. Doesn’t anyone know how to have fun without spending money these days? No, wait this is my fault. All of my friends are settled into comfortable careers. I’m the odd one out. The one that can’t join them. God, I’ve got to get out of this mess.

I decided to look for jobs again. But for real this time. I was going to find something to apply for no matter what. It didn’t feel like much, but it was better than just hiding from my problems with Netflix binging. At this point, my standards for what jobs to apply for was extremely low. One job ad popped up for the coffee place near my apartment. The pay wouldn’t be great but I’d survive. Plus, it was close to me. I clicked apply and put in my details though I wasn’t holding my breath. The job market is brutal right now. More people are out of work than ever before and there weren’t enough jobs to go around.

After the eighth application, my eyes started to glaze over. I was about to call it a day when a new email hit my inbox. It was from a big tech company called Legion. They were offering me an interview for an executive assistant position. The email went on to list the benefits and salary. My heart stopped. The starting salary was in the low six-figure range. Oh my god. That’s double what I made at my last job.

The email said that the interviewer would also be my potential boss, Andy Mckenna, the VP of Marketing at Legion. The interview was in four days, first thing in the morning.

That’s weird. I don’t remember ever even applying for this job. But the email was directly addressed to me. Maybe someone from my old job recommended me? Odd. I tried to search for more information on Andy Mckenna but nothing came up. No social media accounts and not even a mention on the company website.

I double-checked the email address to verify that it was legit. The address was the same as the company website and on their site, it did say they holding interviews on the day in question. If this was some sort of prank, it was an elaborate one. But the sad truth was that I’m too desperate not to go anyway.

This could be my chance to get out of this slump. No more having to turn down my friends offers to hang out. No more sitting around in my underwear all day. This could be my salvation. Okay, so I have four days to prepare. There’s nothing on here about my potential boss. I’ll just have to research the company and the position. I mean I’ve seen executive assistants work before. How hard could it be?


Chapter Three

I arrived at the Legion office tower fifteen minutes early. Better to be early than late is what they always say. Who says that? People who are probably gainfully employed I thought as I approached the building.

The tower was a gleaming spectacle of wealth and industry. A mixture of glass and steel. It was a minimalist but elegant style and the inside was no different. Three receptionists, all women in their early twenties, sat behind a huge marble desk that stretched across most of the lobby.

I readjusted my tie again and prayed I wasn’t sweating as much as I thought I was. The damn thing feels like a noose around my neck. A few months without a job and suddenly wearing a suit felt foreign. The whole outfit felt too constrictive which was making me tenser.

Men and women in business suits swirled around me. Coming and going with an efficiency of movement that I lacked. All of them speed-walked with purpose. They all had somewhere important to be and weren’t going to let anything get in their way. Part of me found it disconcerting while another part was jealous of how much they valued their time. Maybe after today that will be me. Somebody important with places to go.

One of the receptionists, an attractive woman about my age with red hair, looked at me, and smiled. My heart rate went from a nervous tempo to rapid-fire hammering. Fuck, when was the last time a pretty girl smiled at me like that? My legs felt numb as I robotically walked towards her.

Get over yourself, Luke. She’s just being polite. Probably smiles like that to everybody. Still, I hadn’t gone on a date in over a year. A pit of loneliness inside of me was rearing its head.

“Hi, can I help you?” She asked.

Don’t stutter. This is a simple interaction. Receptionists at companies like this have a million of them a day. As an assistant, I’ll be expected to do likewise.

“Er yes, my name is Luke Smith. I’m here for an interview with Andy Mckenna.”

The woman typed on her keyboard, read something off of a screen, and then handed me a keycard.

“Here you are, sir. This is your temporary ID. It will let you through to the elevators. Your meeting is on floor 32 and there will be an assistant there to meet you.”

“Okay thanks,” I said grabbing the card.

There was a set of barriers like at a train station. People would swipe their cards and be let on through. I tried to follow suit but a light flashed red and barrier wouldn’t move. People were quickly beginning to line up behind me. More sweat began to form as more impatient eyes fell on me. I tried the card again. Another red light flashed.

“Maybe try it the other way,” said a man behind me.

I turned the card around and tried it the other way. Still red. I was about to get out of the line when the redheaded receptionist came to my rescue.

“Sorry, these guest passes are always tricky,” she said, holding her own pass down to let me through. The light turned green and I was through.

I tried to ignore all the impatient people behind me as I speed walked to the elevators. Once this is over, I should try to learn that receptionist's name and thank her for helping me.

The doors close and I’m left alone with my thoughts. They all tell me things are going to go horribly wrong. I check my watch. The time says I’ve still got five minutes. Perfect.

The elevator doors open up and I step out into a cool airconditioned hall. In front of me, a woman with short white hair in her late fifties sits behind a desk.

She glanced up at me and scowled before looking back down at her notes.

“Another applicant?” she asked without looking up.

I fumble to answer.

The woman sighed. “Are you here for the interview?”

“Yes. Yes, I am” I said stepping forward with what I hoped was confidence.

The woman pointed left. “Go down the hallway to the last office in the right corner. Go inside and wait. Andy will be with you in a few minutes.”

I nodded. “Thanks.”

Legion had a reputation as one of the fastest growing companies in the world. When I got to their offices, I thought I’d see a flurry of motion and voices. But as I walked past the cubicles, I saw very few people. The ones I did see all sat at desks, silently staring at computer screens. The quiet was unnerving but I couldn’t worry about that when a steady paycheck was on the line.

Andy Mckenna's office was right where she said it would be. The blinds were drawn around glass walls and the door was covered in frosted glass so I couldn’t see inside. I knocked but when no answer came, I stepped inside.

The office was even more impressive. A large oak desk sat at the end of the room in front of a view that overlooked the whole city. To my left, was a wall covered in awards for various business and marketing achievements. Underneath them sat a generous collection of alcohol. Do people still drink at work? I thought people stopped doing that in the 1970s. I looked around. No pictures anywhere. This Andy dude sure likes his privacy.

The door opened behind me and the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen walked in. She stood an inch taller than me with long dark hair. Her cherry red lips quirked up into a smile when she saw me.

My heart started pounding. Just breath. I have to get myself under control before my potential boss shows up. This is my big chance. I can’t afford to screw it up.

As she turned around to close the door, I couldn’t help but notice her body wrapped in a tight black dress that left little to the imagination. Her long toned legs, leading up to perfect round peach of an ass that a part of me desperately wanted to squeeze.

Heat rushed to my face and groin. Damn it, control yourself. You’re here for an interview. Don’t embarrass yourself in front of a co-worker before you’ve even got the job. As she turned to face me with that coy smile still on her lips. I felt I had to do something. I reached out to shake her hand and said “hi I’m Luke Smith.”

She shook it and said “Andi Mckenna. So let’s get started. Why don’t you have a seat?”

I froze for a second. This was going to be my new boss. This was Legion’s VP of marketing? She looks like a model.

Andi frowned. “Were you expecting someone else?” she asked.

“Uh, there was a typo on the email I received. They misspelled your name, so it sounded like you were a man.”

Andi laughed and thrust out her breasts. God, they look so perky like ripe grapefruits.

“Do I look like a man?”

I shook my head. “Not at all.”

With the introductions out of the way, we took our seats. Andi asked me questions about my last job and all the responsibilities I had there. The more questions I answered the more relaxed I became. Past work stuff was easy and familiar territory for me. I rattled off a few accomplishments and lessons I’d learned from the last job. Andi gave no indication that this impressed or disappointed her. She wore a neutral poker face the entire time. That was until she glanced down at my resume again.

“There’s a gap in your employment history. What have you been doing for the last few months?”

Crap. Here it is. Just tell her the truth. The economy’s in a rough place. It’s understandable.

“Well, the startup company I was working for went under. As you can imagine a lot of us were out of a job. Then we all began competing to get jobs at other tech companies. I’ve been applying for things but haven’t managed to land anything yet.”

“So you sat at home and mostly watched tv and browsed the internet?”

Shit. She was good. How did she know? Andi must have read my mind because she followed up with saying “relax. It’s what I would do. Now, this next question is important and I need complete honesty.”

I nodded.

“How did you feel while unemployed?”

I took a moment to think about it. The way my daily routine vanished. The foggy haze of sometimes waking up in the afternoon. The mind-numbing slog of searching and applying with little success to show for it. I knew exactly what it was.

“It was hell,” I said.

Andi motioned with her hand. “Go on.”

“My days were just an empty void. I felt tired and bored all the time. There was nothing to do. I had no purpose and I hated it.”

Andi nodded. “Good. I need someone hardworking and passionate. Sometimes this job can involve long erratic hours. If you were having the time of your life, just sitting at home all day then this job wouldn’t have been for you.”

“I’m excited to get back out there and dedicate myself to something more.”

Andi stood up and walked around the desk. I tried not to shrink into my chair as she towered over me.

“Being my executive assistant means dedicating yourself to me. It means being at my beck and call. Anytime and anywhere. I don’t care what you’re doing. You drop it and do what I say. Is that understood?”

“Uhhh…”

She grabbed me by my tie and pulled me towards her until our faces were just inches apart. Her perfume smelled like roses. Andi’s sharp green eyes searched mine until I came to a conclusion.

“I understand,” I said finally.

She released me and smiled. “Great. You’re hired.”

“Just like that?”

“Yep. I’m good at reading people and I think you’ll be an excellent assistant.”

She handed me a business card. “Go to this address and get some new clothes. My guy will hook you up, just tell him I sent you.”

“You don’t like my clothes?”

“They’re…fine but when you're working for me, you represent not just me but the company. When we’re on the clock, we all have to look our best.”

I took the card and nodded.

“Mary, the floor receptionist outside will have some documents for you to sign, and then you can start on Monday.”

I left her office in a daze. My body shuffled down the hallway to Mary but my mind was elsewhere. I kept thinking back to that moment when she pulled me towards her. How great she smelled and that look in her eyes. Did she want me? Andi was a little more aggressive and a few years older than me but I think at that moment I would have done anything she wanted.

Mary said nothing while I signed documents.

“All done,” I said.

She took out a large brown envelope and handed it to me.

“What’s this?”

“Your new work ID, phone, and complimentary gym membership.”

“You guys already have this stuff ready to go?”

Mary sighed as if annoyed she had to speak to me. She turned away from her screen and said “you were headhunted for the position. The interview was just a formality.”

“Oh.”

Well, I wish somebody had told me that. I’d spent the last week worried I was going to bomb the interview. And headhunted? How does that work? It’s not like I’m with a recruitment agency or anything. Plus, I’ve been out of work for the last few months. It didn’t make sense.

I made a mental note to ask Andi about it next time I saw her.


Chapter Four

I strode into the bar with my head held high. Two men and two women in their late twenties were sat in a corner booth. My friends. They saw me and gave me a little cheer. Steve and Marty sat to one side. Both of them work in finance. On the other side were Jessica and Sarah. Jessica and I had worked together at my last job. She’d bounced back quickly into a software company. Sarah meanwhile worked in biotech.

I know right. It’s obvious why I’d been avoiding these guys while I unemployed.

I pull up a chair and sit down, smiling.

“Okay out with it. You’ve clearly got news” said Steve.

“I got a job today” I replied.

“Where?”

“At Legion. I’m now the executive assistant to their VP of marketing.”

“Wow, congrats” said Steve raising his glass of beer.

“Yeah, seriously that’s great man. I knew you’d get back on your feet” said Marty.

Seeing them again felt like a relief. I wasted far too much time worrying about what they thought of me. Now I can go back to the way things were. Weekend ski trips and all.

“So what’s your boss like?” asked Sarah.

“Uh, she seems nice. The interview with her went well.”

Marty pulled out his phone. “what’s her name?”

“Andi Mckenna,” I said.

“Andi with an I?”

I nodded.

He typed in the name and his eyes widened. “Hey, Steve take a look at Luke's new boss here.”

He passed the phone over to him. “Holy shit she’s hot. Damn you got so lucky.”

I rolled my eyes. “Alright chill. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“Hey I wanna see too,” said Sarah.

Marty passed the phone to the girls. “Ooh they’re so right,” she said.

Jessica frowned at the picture. “Be careful Luke. These corporate upper management types are ruthless. You should watch yourself around her.”

“Noted. Now, who wants to buy me a drink to celebrate my new job?” I asked, feeling irritated at the conversation’s new direction.

“Booh! The new guy buys us a round,” said Steve.

“Yeah!” said the others in unison.

I held my hands up. “Fine, I give up. First round is on me.”

I went over to the bar and ordered the drinks. As I leaned against the counter, my phone rang. I pull it out but it wasn’t ringing. Oh, shit my work phone. Damn who’s calling me at ten o clock I thought as I dig out the other phone.

Caller ID says, Andi Mckenna. Okay here goes nothing. I answer. Her voice is quiet and garbled. I can’t hear anything.

“What? Sorry, I can’t hear you. Give me a second” I said and stepped out of the bar.

“Sorry, it was too noisy in there. What did you say?”

“I was asking if you liked the new clothes I got for you.”

“Er yes. They’re great. I can’t wait to wear them.”

“I can’t wait to see you in them,” she said and hung up.

Was she flirting with me? God, I really need this job. I can’t afford to screw things up. If she wants to flirt then so be it. I’ll flirt with her. I mean she’s a gorgeous woman and I haven’t had a date in so long.

Before I could go back inside, Marty came stumbling out with a huge grin on his face.

“Dude, you won’t believe this. Here take a look,” he said jabbing the phone at me.

It was a picture of Andi on stage claiming an award.

I frowned. “I don’t get it.”

“Look at the award,” he said.

I looked and it was some kind of LGBT+ award for outreach. I shrugged. “So? She’s an ally to their community so what?”

Marty shook his head. “You’re not getting it. She’s part of the community.”

“You’re saying she’s gay.”

Marty groaned. “No, just scroll down and read the sentence under the picture.”

I read the line under the picture. It said ‘we’re here to thank and celebrate transwoman Andi Mckenna for her incredible help setting up an outreach program last year.’

I handed Marty back the phone in shock. She was born a man. Does that mean she still has a penis? I’d never touched one other than my own. I don’t think I’d want to either. But the more I thought about it the better it seemed. I don’t have to worry about sleeping with her.

“This is great,” I said to Marty. “Now I don’t have anything to worry about. If she comes on to me, I can just politely decline.”

“If she comes on to you? Aren’t you getting ahead of yourself?”

“Well she might have flirted with me a little bit at the interview and then she called just now to ask if I liked the new clothes she’d gotten me.”

“She bought you clothes? Okay, I take it back. She’s definitely into you.”

“It’ll be fine. I’ll just say no thank you.”

“She sort of strikes me as the type to not take no for an answer.”

“Whatever, I’ll find a way to turn her down and keep my job at the same time. Did you tell the rest of the guys about this?”

He laughed. “Of course.”

“You’re a dick” I sighed before we went back inside.


Chapter five

The sun was shining and my spirits were high as I went into the Legion building for my first day of work. On my way through the lobby I smiled and said hello to the redheaded receptionist whose name I learned was Rosemary. My brand new ID worked flawlessly on the machine and I went up to my new office without once thinking about Andi and her penis.

Damn it. Okay, there was that time but I’m not doing it again. Just focus on work.

My office was really more of an alcove with a desk, situated next to Andi’s office. It ensured people would come to me first before bothering her with small things. I’d never been an executive assistant before but I saw others work that job at the last company I worked for. So I understood the basics. When I wasn’t running errands for her, working on her schedule, or sitting in meetings. I was to act as a gatekeeper.

People would come to me asking if they could see her. Then I’d have to determine who was worthy of her time or not. I didn’t know much about Legion so deciding on what was important would have been tough had there not been a file sitting on my computer.

It said ‘read me first.’ The file contained all the projects Andi was involved in and they were color-coded in the order of importance. It also contained a copy of her schedule for the week. She’s easing me into the job and I was grateful.

Andi was busy in her office when floor receptionist Mary stopped by. She moved to knock on her door when I stood up and blocked her path.

“She’s in the middle of a call. You can leave those with me” I said.

Mary glowered as she handed me the file and stomped away back to her desk.

So much paper. I don’t understand why she doesn’t just email it. I sat back down with a sigh. Okay, first time as Gatekeeper. That wasn’t so bad. I think I could get used to this.

By lunchtime, I was well into the swing of things. Andi left her office for the first time all day. “Come on, I’m getting lunch,” she said and walked off down to the elevator.

I hurried after her, grabbing my things and throwing them in a bag. We took the elevator down to the underground parking lot. A bald man in his forties stood wearing a dark suit.

“Miss Mckenna?” He asked.

“I’m thinking Franklins on Jay Street” she replied.

“Very good,” he said nodding and went to go fetch the car.

“I didn’t know you had your own driver.”

“Between my salary and the traffic in this city, trust me I save money with Harmon here.”

“No, it just wasn’t in my files. I’ll have to get his contact info in case you need him in the future.”

“Well look at that. You’re already anticipating what I might need and planning ahead for it. I knew you’d be a good boy” she said.

To my embarrassment, my face flushed red.

Concern came over her face. “Oh, are you alright? You’re not feeling sick, are you?”

“No, just a little hot,” I said stiffly.

“I’ll have Harmon turn up the air conditioning.”

Harmon pulled up to us in a sleek silver BMW. Without thinking I got the back door and held it open for her. “Such a gentleman,” she said, kissing me on the cheek.

Fuck. My dick went from zero to sixty in half a second. It strained against my pants and desperately wanted to be kissed too.

No, get it together. She’s your boss and she may or may not have a penis. I can’t deal with that. Just relax. Take steady even breaths and when we get to the restaurant, I’ll tell her the kiss was inappropriate. Maybe I should say I have a girlfriend? Yeah, that should work.

I followed her into the car which was ice cold. Harmon had the air conditioning on full blast. Neither he nor Andi seemed to pay it any mind though.

She folded one perfect leg over the other and turned to me.

“So, how’s your first day going so far?”

I went to respond when I noticed her chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra and the arctic climate of the car was making her nipples rock hard. They were poking through her dress with crystal clear clarity.

She watched with great interest as my eyes flicked down to them and back to her face. Her nipples were like a magnet to my eyes. I forced myself to meet her gaze and asked her to repeat the question.

“I asked how your first day is going.”

“Oh right. Um, I think the file you left for me has been very helpful and I’m quickly coming to terms with it all.”

“Good because we have a business trip coming up next week. Your passports is valid yes?”

I nodded.

“I’ll forward you the details. Find us a nice hotel to stay at for the weekend.”

“The weekend?!”

“We’ll be there for a few days. Relax, the company will pay for everything. Aww, you’re so young. You’ve been on a business trip before have you?”

“I’m 26” I pointed out and no I hadn’t been on a business trip before but there was no reason to belittle me.

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be rude. It’s just you look so cute when you're flustered.”

“I, uh have a girlfriend,” I blurted out.

She pulled back from me. “Really? What’s her name?”

“Jessica. We worked together at my last job.”

The lies were just coming to me before my brain even had the chance to think them through.

“You looked like you had to think about it for a second. Is it true?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Why don’t we call her right now.”

“What? No, she’ll be busy at work.”

“Luke what are you so afraid of?”

I sighed. “I really need this job. I don’t want to offend you and end up getting fired.”

“You’re not going to get fired. If anything, I’m the one with more to lose. Do you know how expensive sexual harassment complaints can be for a company like Legion. I’d never work again if you were to lodge a complaint.”

“Wow, I never thought of it like that before.”

“I can tell your mind has been elsewhere,” she said pointing down at my crotch with my erection still clearly visible. My face turned red again. She leaned over and whispered in my ear, “do you find me attractive, Luke?”

I looked to the driver Harmon but he was ignoring us completely.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“What are you going to do about it?”

I kissed her neck. It was right in front of me and I just couldn’t resist any longer. Andi let out a quiet moan.

“More” she gasped.

Her hands unbuckled my pants and reached in to grasp my hard cock. I groaned. Fuck, her touch felt so good. Andi’s warm soft lips met mine as she began jerking me off. Our tongues met, massaging each other. She tasted sweet.

Suddenly the car stopped. I looked out the window and saw we’d arrived at Franklin's. Harmon got out the car and simply waited. I stopped kissing her and tried to pull away but she pushed me down further into the seat and climbed on top of me. I became scared I’d feel a hard presence under her dress but there was nothing. She bounced up and down as she stroked. It made her plump breasts jiggle. They were too inviting to pass up. I grabbed them and gave them a squeeze. Fuck they feel amazing. The orgasm was building quickly. I groaned as it rushed out of me. The first time I’d cum from a woman’s touch in over a year.

Andi got off me, careful not to get any cum on her dress. She pulled some tissues out of her handbag. “Here, use these and then meet me inside. You can use the shower at the office gym when we get back.”

“Whatever you say, boss,” I said glowing.

“Don’t be long” she said returning my smile.

Thank god for tinted windows I thought as I cleaned myself up. Honestly, this whole thing was a huge relief. I mean she’s right. At her level, a sexual harassment complaint could torpedo her career. But I’d never do such a thing. She’s given me the best job I’ve ever had, plus she’s gorgeous. I get to sleep with her and have an amazing job at the same time. But most important of all is that she doesn’t have a dick. I definitely would have felt something when she was on top of me.

I put my pants back on and stepped outside. Franklins turned out to be a cozy little cafe by the river. Andi was sitting outside at a table for two. Her eyes were closed and her head was tilted back.

My chair scraped loudly along the ground as I pulled it out. Andi didn’t react or say anything until a waiter came by. She opened her eyes long enough to glance at the menu before ordering a salad. I ordered a chicken club sandwich.

“It’s nice to get out of the office. Feel the sun on my skin.” She said. “Whenever I leave, I try to find a reason to be outside. I’ve spent so long under those artificial lights.”

“Yeah you look terrible” I joked.

“So how’s your first day going now?”

I grinned. “Getting better by the minute.”

“That’s good to hear. Employee satisfaction is my number one priority.”

“Well then let me just say that today you excelled at it.”

Our food arrived and we ate in silence. The café was quiet today. Only the sounds of rushing water and birds filled the air. It felt peaceful and soothing. Neither of us wanted to disturb it by talking.

When we got back to the car, I was nervous again. I wasn’t sure what to expect. But the whole drive back, Andi only stared at her phone. One minute she’s hypersexual and the next she’s focused on business. I guess these hot and cold moods are something I’m going to have to figure out.

I took her advice and hit the gym showers before going back to my desk. Mary muttered “you’re late” as I passed her. I ignored her and kept moving. She wasn’t going to slow me down. I had a job and some sort of relationship. Nothing was going sour my good mood.


Chapter Six

The day of the business trip is here. I organized everything ahead of time perfectly. Harmon would pick her up and take her to the airport. I’d meet Andi there and together we’d fly first class over to Houston. A car would be waiting to take us to the hotel where I’d booked two rooms. One room felt presumptuous and we hadn’t had sex or even kissed since the car incident. I don’t even know if she’s still into me. Anytime I’ve brought it up, she’ll change the subject.

Everything went according to plan until we got to the hotel. The male desk clerk apologized for the second time and said “there is only one room booked under this name.”

I shook my head. “That’s impossible. I booked the rooms myself last week. I requested two rooms.”

“Yes, and then a few days later you amended the order to a single luxury suite.”

“What? No, I never amended the order. It must be a mistake” I said.

Andi put her hand on my shoulder. “It’s fine. Let’s just go. We have a long day tomorrow that I need to prep for.”

I nodded and we went up to the luxury suite. The door opened up to a massive living room with two couches, a bedroom with a king-size bed and bathroom with a shower and a jacuzzi bath.

I tipped the attendant who carried our bags up and waited until we were alone.

“I guess I’ll take the couch then,” I said.

“Why? You don’t want to sleep with me?’

“Do you? You haven’t exactly been very receptive to me these past few days.”

Andi took off her shoes and threw herself onto the bed. She stretched her aching muscles and said “I’ve had a lot on my mind with this meeting. I still do in fact. But once it’s over, we’ll have this place all to ourselves.”

I went over and joined her on the bed. We laid next to each other staring up at the ceiling. “I thought it was me. That I’d done or said something” I said.

“No, you’ve been great. It’s just stress about this meeting. So, are you going to help me prep or what?”

“Yes ma’am. I’ll go get the files.”

Andi was leading a presentation to sell this Texas-based company on using Legion servers to support their new product. It would be a huge acquisition. A lot of pressure was riding on her to succeed at this.

I had a copy of the pitch and all of her notes in my bag. We laid them out on the living room floor and went through them piece by piece. I knew next to nothing about server technology but I’d like to think I had a decent ear for what a good pitch should sound like. Together we spent the rest of the day rehearsing.

At some point, it grew dark outside. Room service quickly came to our rescue and we ate on the floor surrounded by all the notes. We ate in silence but it was a good silence, born from hard work. I’d never worked so closely or intimately with someone before. It was the first time I felt like I was part of a team instead of just an employee. Like we were partners working side by side.

Andi read from a paper before throwing it aside. “Okay, I can’t look at this anymore. I’ve been staring at it so long it just looks like gibberish. I need a break.”

“Tell me about it. I’ve been struggling to keep up. What with you talking about server architecture and hosting. I’m still not entirely clear on what a server is.”

Andi crushed another sheet of paper up into a ball and threw it at me.

“Hey!”

“I need the clients to understand it. If you don’t get it then that means my pitch is bad.”

“Look computers aren’t my specialty.”

“You work at a tech company. You should make it your specialty.”

I crawled along the floor towards her with a mischievous look. “Is that an order boss?”

She put her arms around me. “Absolutely,” she said before kissing me.

Andi pulled away long enough to yawn. “I’m exhausted. Can we resume this tomorrow?”

“Sure,” I said.

She crawled towards the bathroom, giving me a nice long look at her ass as she did so.

I can’t wait until tomorrow. I’ve been thinking about putting my cock inside her since we met and the time is almost here.

While she took a shower, I collected all the notes and tidied everything up. Then I made a call to double-check that a car would be here in the morning to pick us up.

Andi came out of the shower wearing nothing but a towel.

“Maybe you’re right,” she said.

I frowned. “About?”

“Now that you’ve got me all hot and bothered. I could use some stress relief.”

I dropped whatever I was doing. “What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Get on your knees,” she said.

I got down onto my knees. Andi pulled the towel down low enough to reveal her luscious breasts. She held the towel around her waist and bent down to put them right in my face. I grabbed one and kissed the other. My tongue flicking over her nipple.

She moaned as I sucked on them.

“Okay I’m ready now,” she said pulling away.

“Ready?”

Andi dropped her towel and revealed her huge throbbing cock. It was so big that I stared at it in shock. She must have been at least nine inches and she was rock hard.

I must have looked scared.

“Is this your first cock?” She asked me.

I nodded, not able to speak.

“Touch it,” she said.

I don’t know why I did it. I’d never been interested in cock before. But she was still Andi and I still wanted to please her. I reached out and touched it. She moaned. “More. I need more. Kiss the tip.”

I swallowed nervously and planted a kiss on the tip of her cock.

“Lick it. Run your tongue over it.”

I did that too. Her cock felt warm and slightly salty. I ran my tongue over it again without her telling me to. Then I put the tip in my mouth and wrapped both hands around her shaft. I sucked on the tip before plunging it deeper down my throat. She was so big I gagged the first time. Next time I went slower. Taking more of her, an inch at a time. Once I got comfortable, my head bobbed up and down as I took her entire dick in my mouth.

Andi moaned and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them as I gave her a blowjob.

She came unexpectedly and I nearly choked as her seed shot down my throat. Andi grabbed my head and held me there. Demanding that I take all of her. So I kept sucking and swallowed load after load of her cum.

Only when she was dry, did she release me.

I fell back onto the floor and laid there. I’d just sucked my first dick and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. I didn’t hate it.

“Don’t sleep on the floor. Come to bed” she said.

I got up and crawled into bed. Andi put her arms around me and we fell asleep. Her likely worrying about the meeting tomorrow and me thinking about her huge cock currently pressing into my back.


Chapter Seven

In the morning, Andi was a whirlwind of activity. She brushed her teeth while reading notes, before rushing back over to her laptop to check emails. I drank some coffee and got dressed. For me, I was mostly there to be in the background and hand her stuff if she needed it.

When she came out of the bathroom in a new business dress, I couldn’t help but look for any sign of a bulge.

“I tape it down,” she said.

“Huh?”

“You were looking for my cock. I tape it down to keep it hidden. Why? Were you looking for round two?”

“Maybe later,” I said trying hard to make eye contact.

She didn’t need relationship problems getting in the way of her meeting today. I still didn’t know what to think about her having a dick. But we could talk about it later.

My phone buzzed with a notification from our driver. “The car’s here,” I said.

Andi hadn’t heard me. She was still staring at her notes.

“You can do this. You’re ready” I said.

“You really think so?”

“You’re the best person I know. The smartest and the most capable. You’ve got this” I said and meant it too. Whatever mixed feelings I had about her parts downstairs, had nothing to do with the fact that I cared about her.

She smiled and said “thanks, Luke.”

We went downstairs and took a car ride over to the solar panel manufacturing company that Andi was going to give her pitch to. A young woman in a grey business suit was standing outside the building to meet us.

“Welcome to Sun co,” she said. “If you’ll follow me, we’ve got a conference room all set up.”

We followed her through the offices. Andi projected confidence which I tried to emulate. We’re the big-time company and you’d be lucky to use our services I thought. I don’t know if it helped much but I felt less nervous as we were ushered into the conference room.

Twelve men and women sat around the glass table chatting until we arrived. They fell silent as we entered. There was an empty chair off in the corner. I sat in it and watched Andi address the room before beginning her presentation.

Once I had to get up to help with technical difficulties with a monitor. Apart from that I just sat there and absorbed what she was saying. In the hotel room, it had been informal. Here, she delivered it perfectly.

I’d like to say that after all the rehearsing, I understood everything she was saying. I’d like to say that. Still, I could tell her words were affecting the Sun co people.

By the end of the presentation, several of them were asking detailed follow-up questions and were showing a real interest in the product. When that was done, one of the more senior men stood up and said “okay thank you for your time. We’ll discuss it amongst ourselves and get back to you.”

“Great, thank you for having me,” said Andi, smiling.

She held that smile on her face all the way to the car. Once we were inside, the smile dropped. “Fuck.”

“What’s wrong? They seemed to really like it.”

“We’ll discuss it and get back to you? That’s always a bad sign. The more time they have to think, the more doubts will creep up except that now I won’t be there to address them.”

“Is there anything more you can do?”

“No. I took my best shot. Now we just have to hope that they still decide to go with us, even if that’s not looking good right now.”

“What are you going to tell Legion?”

“Right now? Nothing. I’ll tell them about on Monday once we’re back at the office.” She sighed, “I suppose losing Sun co isn’t as bad as not winning them.”

I frowned. “What does that mean?”

“The server side of Legion’s business is massive. We only have one real competitor in the United States. Not getting Sun co onboard is disappointing but for Legion, it’s not the end of the world. Now having said that, Andi Mckenna acquiring Sun co’s business could have been huge for me personally.”

I nodded, “I think I get it now.”

We were taken back to the hotel. The car ride after that was icy silence. She was in a mood and I didn’t know what to say.

Once we were in the room, Andi said “I’m going to hit the gym.” She got changed in the bathroom and walked out in tight yoga pants and sports bra.

“Are you always going to be staring at my crotch? If there’s a bulge then people always stare. It’s just easier to hide it. It’s not magic and it hasn’t vanished” she said pointedly before leaving.

Was she disappointed in me? It was clear I was still having doubts about the relationship. But was it even a relationship? I mean having sex a couple of times doesn’t mean we’re committed to each other.

I tried to put it out of my mind by watching TV. But the way Andi had acted gnawed at me. I don’t know what we are personally but I knew I wasn’t ready to lose this job. I pulled out my phone and called Jessica. She usually has good advice in these kinds of situations.

When she answered, there was booming music in the background.

“Heyyy, Luke, what’s uuup?” She asked slurring her words.

“Uh I was going to ask your opinion about something but it sounds like now isn’t the best time.”

“Well, it’s nine pm on a Saturday” she chided me. “Oh, I’m here with the guys. Say hi to Luke.”

I heard a chorus of hey’s from the phone. It sounded like Marty and Steve.

“Where are you guys?” I asked.

There were sounds of rustling as Jessica snatched the phone from them. “We’re in Austin. Some music festival that Steve dragged us to.”

“Did you say Austin? I’m in Houston right now for a business trip.”

“That’s crazy. How long does your business thingy last? Can you come over to Austin?”

I paused and thought about it. Going over to see them would be nice but I still hadn’t received my first paycheck yet and I doubt the company would accept footing the bill for trips with friends.

“I’d love to but I can’t. I’m stuck here until Monday.”

The door closed loudly behind me. I jumped and turned to see Andi standing there covered in sweat. She stared at me with a hungry primal look in her eyes.

“Yeah, look I’ve got to go. I’ll talk to you guys later” I said, hanging up.

“Friends of yours?” Andi asked.

I nodded.

She advanced on me slowly. “What did you mean by stuck here?”

Without thinking, I took a couple of steps back. Even in sneakers, she was taller than me. A part of me wanting to stop backing away but the look in her eyes quelled that notion. I kept backing up until my legs hit the bed.

“Well, aren’t you going to answer me?”

“I just meant that I couldn’t leave. My friends are over in Austin for some festival thing and they wanted me to join them. But this is a work trip, so obviously I can’t go.”

“But what if you could go?”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m your boss. If you want to go then you’ll have to ask for my permission.”

“Please may I go to Austin?”

“Perhaps. But you’ll have to do something for me first.”

Andi moved over to her suitcase and pulled out a small box. She handed it to me and I opened it. Inside the box was a vibrating butt plug.

“I want you to wear this while giving me a blowjob and then you can go. I’ll even pay for the rental car,” she added.

I stared down at the plug. It looked big. Almost too big.

Andi ran her hand under her yoga pants, revealing her thick erect cock. The pants outlined it perfectly. My mouth watered as I stared at it. That was when I knew she had me.

My clothes tumbled to the floor. The buttplug was lubed up and ready to be inserted when Andi stopped my hand. “No let me,” she said.

I turned around and waited. Suddenly a cold firm presence pushed against my hole. Andi pushed it in and I felt myself slowly stretch and expand to take it. My cock thickened and twitched as she forced it in deeper.

“Looks like someone’s enjoying themselves” she whispered, pointing at my dick.

Once it was all the way inside, she told me to turn around.

“So how does it turn on?” I asked.

“There’s an app on my phone that controls it,” she said waving her phone.

Andi was about to say more but she stopped herself and frowned. “There’s something wrong with this picture. Hang on a second.”

She went back to her suitcase and pulled out a pair of lacey purple panties.

“Put these on,” she said.

You’d think that I’d say something. Some form of protest. I didn’t. She gave me the panties. The smell of her sweet perfume emanated from them. I put them on and Andi made sure my cock was tucked inside them.

“Now it’s time for you to unwrap your present,” she said.

Andi hit a button on her phone and a low vibration rumbled through me. I started to feel a pleasant tingling sensation as I got my knees. She watched and smiled as I pulled down her yoga pants. Her big cock sprang free and I felt my own stir at the sight of it. I ran my tongue all the way down the length of her shaft. It was an appreciation I felt. Her magnificent cock was amazing and deserved to be worshipped.

The vibration in my ass got stronger when I started to suck. Andi moaned. I realized that the faster and harder I sucked, the stronger she would make the vibration. Desperate to make her cum, I picked up speed. She was getting close but so was I as the plug continued to work its magic.

Andi shuddered as she came. Thick heavy loads shot directly down my throat. A burst of pleasure blasted through me. It got stronger, rising higher until it reached a fever pitch. I orgasmed in my panties with her perfect cock still in my mouth.

Once we were done, we both lay in bed in our familiar position. Her behind me with her arms around me. I had cum without having once touched my dick and it had felt incredible.

Before we drifted off to sleep, I had one question to ask her.

“Andi, will you come with me to Austin to meet my friends?”

“Does this mean you want more than just sex?”

“I want you. All of you. Will you be my girlfriend and meet my friends?”

“Yes,” she said.

I smiled and fell asleep to dreams of us being together.


Chapter Eight

We hit the road in the late morning. I’d slept in and had woken up to find Andi had packed both of our bags, laid out clothes for me to wear, and rented a car so that we could drive to Austin. She also insisted on driving. Since she’s the one paying for the car I didn’t argue.

On the drive, I mostly talked about my friends and my past. Andi mostly listened, only interrupting every once in a while with a question. It felt like she knew everything about me while I knew little about her. Even with the correct spelling, googling her name didn’t bring up anything except her career achievements and her charity work.

I’d ask questions about her past but she’d always give me these short one or two-syllable answers before redirecting the conversation back to me. It took me a while but I got the hint and stopped asking.

“Look I know I haven’t said much about myself but there isn’t a lot to say. Most of my time is spent on work which you see every day. Today is the first real day off I’ve had in months. As for my past… let’s just say its too early to get into such heavy stuff. We’ve only been dating for a day.”

“Yeah but we’re a couple, right? I want to introduce you to my friends that your girlfriend.”

“And your boss?”

“They already know that part. As weird as it might sound, I don’t think it’s strange that we’re dating. It feels natural.”

“I agree, so just boyfriend-girlfriend talk today.”

“Yep, no work stuff.”

The phone in her purse beeped.

“Can you check that for me?”

I rifled through her bag until I found the phone and read the message.

“You did it. Sun co wants to move forward with us.”

“I did it. This is huge. We’re going to celebrate tonight and I’ve got something special that I was saving for later but I think tonight should be the night.”

“I’m guessing you’re not going to tell me what is?”

“Nope.”

We arrived at the restaurant my friends said to meet us at. They were sitting at the table laughing at a joke when they noticed us. Marty and Steve’s jaws hit the floor. This is their first time seeing her in person. Did I look like that when I first met Andi?

Jessica who was sat next to Marty elbowed him before standing up to introduce everyone. Once everyone had been introduced, we sat down and ordered drinks. Andi ordered a vodka soda and a whiskey for me.

“Woah starting, early are we?” asked Steve.

Andi and I exchanged a look.

“Let’s just say the business trip was a success,” I said.

Soon the drinks came and then the food, followed by more drinks after that. Jessica chose to stay sober. Marty and Steve on the other hand, quickly got into the spirit of things. In between the alcohol, everyone wanted to ask Andi questions about her job. She fended them off when she had to and answered well when she didn’t. They’d ask about the two of us and Andi would coyly turn to me for an explanation.

“We’re dating,” I said.

“But like how does that work?” Marty slurred.

“On the clock, I’m her assistant and off the clock, we’re a couple” I explained.

“And you guys can just keep both separate like that?” Jessica asked.

I glanced at Andi who smiled and squeezed my hand under the table. “We’re pretty new to this but we’re doing well so far with it.”

Jessica suddenly stood up. “I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll be right back,” she said giving Andi a look.

“Yeah me too,” said Andi.

Marty and Steve both turned to watch both of them walk down to the women's bathroom before grinning at me.

“What?” I asked.

“We just wanted to see which bathroom she went into. So, what’s it like? I mean you guys have had sex, right? Does she have a… you know?”

I clenched my fists under the table. Keeping my voice calm, I said “that’s not important.”

Marty rolled his eyes. “Oh, come on. It’s just us guys. What’s she like?”

I shook my head. “I’m not talking about this. It’s rude. It would be like me asking what Jessica’s boobs are like.”

Marty and Steve exchanged a look before chuckling. “We did always wonder if you’d slept with her. So, if you can tell us we’d love to know.”

I took a deep breath and counted to three before responding. “You guys are drunk right now so I’m going to give you the benefit of the doubt but don’t ask about my girlfriend's body again.”

Steve looked away, embarrassed and pretended to be interested in his phone. Marty ordered more drinks for the table.

We sat in stony silence until the girls returned. At which point I said we had to go. Andi looked confused but went along with it when she saw my face. Marty and Steve mumbled goodbyes while Jessica hugged me.

Once we were out of there Andi asked, “Is everything okay? Did something happen while I was gone?”

“It’s not important. Just the guys having too much to drink.”

“And saying things” she guessed.

I nodded.

“People are always going to say things. Trust me I’ve had plenty of experience with it. You can’t let them get to you. Now on to better things. I did not drive all this way just for a brunch. Let’s go out and explore.”

I agreed and we set off to the downtown Austin looking for something fun to do.


Chapter Nine

The trip was a huge success, both for our careers and our relationship. Ever since then, the sexual tension at the office was higher than ever before. We’d told my friends that during work we’d simply be professional but that wasn’t true.

Andi had me wear the vibrating butt plug all day. Then at random times when I was at my desk, she’d send me a message to say she was thinking about me and turn the vibration on for a minute or two.

I was at my desk today scheduling some meetings for next week when Mary approached holding a file.

“Got something for her to go over,” she said.

“Okay, I’ll make sure she gets it,” I said holding out my hand.

Mary just stood there like a statue. She didn’t like someone younger than her telling her what to do.

A message popped up on my computer screen. It was a smiley face from Andi. The vibration shot through me and I yelped.

Mary arched an eyebrow and asked, “are you alright?”

“It’s nothing. Just a static shock I get sometimes. Look, she’s very busy right now but I can assure you that she’ll get the file.”

Mary relented and dropped it on my desk.

Another message popped up. It said ‘come in here.’

I grabbed the file and stepped into her office. It was dark. The blinds had been drawn around the whole office and the lights were dim. Andi sat on the edge of the desk with her delicious long legs crossed.

“Lock the door,” she said.

I frowned. “Are you sure we have time? Don’t forget you have a one o clock meeting today.”

“I gave you a direct order. Are you going to obey or do I have to punish you?”

I locked the door.

As I moved towards her, I noticed the phone next to her hand. A finger tapped the screen and the wonderful vibrations started again.

“You’re hungry for it today aren’t you?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Take off your clothes” she commanded.

I did as she said. My cock stood fully hard and with the vibrations, I was desperate for her to touch it. Andi turned around and told me to unzip her dress. Once done, she slipped out of it slowly, releasing her luscious breasts and her big juicy cock.

“Turn around and bend over,” she said.

I followed her instructions. The low vibration in my ass stopped and I felt her pull the plug out. I looked over my shoulder to see her lubing up her cock and that was when it hit me. My boss was going to fuck me in her office.

“Are you ready?” she whispered in my ear.

“Yes, give me your cock” I said.

“Keep your voice down. You don’t want the whole office to hear you” she said.

Before I could reply, her cock pushed inside me. I gasped. She was bigger than the plug.

“You’re so tight” she moaned, going deeper.

Andi’s cock filled me completely. After using the butt plug for so long, it felt amazing to feel the real thing. This is what she’d been training my ass for.

As I accepted more of her, she started thrusting. Her hips slamming into mine. This wasn’t slow or intimate. She was pounding me. My hands had to grip the edges of the desk for support as her cock drilled into me. My own smaller dick lay hard and useless on the desk, no match for the girthy monster that had made me into her slut.

“mhmm,” I moaned.

The pleasure was building up inside of me. I could feel it. But it wasn’t like normal cumming. Little bolts of arousal ripped through my body.

“Take that dick. Tell me how much you like cock” she said.

“I love cock. Cum inside me. Fill me up with your cum” I said.

She kept going but her pace started to slow down. She was close. So was I as my body started quivering and shaking.

“God I love your cute little ass” she breathed.

I barely heard her. It felt like the temperature in the room had increased. My eyes were clenched shut and every fiber of my being was focused on the cock inside me.

I cried out when she came. Her warm juices squirted into me. The orgasm rocked my whole body. If it hadn’t been for the desk and her steady hands on my hips, I would have fallen over. My own dick came, shooting all over her desk.

Andi pulled out and turned me around. We kissed while our still hard cocks rubbed against each other.

To my disappointment, she broke off the kiss and said “Don’t I have a meeting soon?”

My eyes widened in shock. “You still want to keep it? You don’t want to postpone?”

“No. You better clean me and this place up fast. They could be here any minute” she said.

I was a tornado of motion. Quickly throwing my clothes on and cleaning the desk. Andi stood naked and watched me. After the desk had been cleaned, she insisted I clean her cock with my mouth. I licked up every drop before helping her back into her dress.

Just as I zipped her up in the back, there was a knock at the door. Andi kissed me on the cheek and said “good boy. See them in on your way out.”

The End.


The Sissy Ring


Chapter One

My step sister Caitlin, who is a year older than me, has finally left for college. I was forced to come down out of my room and give a half-hearted goodbye. Once she was gone, I went back to playing video games.

A while later a thought struck me while playing. It didn’t seem like she had taken a lot of stuff with her. I immediately paused the game and crept quietly into her room. See Caitlin wasn’t a very neat or tidy person and she would often forget about what she has. One time she even bought the same jacket twice without realizing for over a year. Her first jacket just remained buried under a pile of clothes.

I shook my head as I walked around the room. It looked like she hadn’t even left. I’m sure some of the piles of clothes on the floor had diminished. I guess she just couldn’t take it all with her to a small dorm room.

I kept searching, specifically for anything that was worth money or anything cheap that I could easily sell. I push away some clothes and look under her bed. In amongst more junk and boxes were some change and a five-dollar note. That was just barely scratching the surface. Man, it’s going to take me a while to go through her whole room. I was going to take the five bucks and call it a day when I noticed her jewelry box.

Opening it up, it was unsurprisingly filled with jewelry. I started to wonder what I could get away with taking and selling. I didn’t know anything about jewelry. I mean it all looked shiny like it’s supposed to, but I couldn’t tell you the difference between something worth a dollar and something worth a hundred. I was going to leave it all behind until I’d done some research when a small ring caught my eye. It was just a plain metallic looking ring, a man’s ring maybe from one of her ex-boyfriends.

It looked nice so I slipped it onto my index finger. The ring felt cool on my skin and fit my finger perfectly. It was pretty exciting going through her stuff. Even though she’s only my step sister she used to boss me around when we were younger. So I didn’t think of it so much as stealing as getting back what was owed to me.

I should leave for now. It’s getting late and I don’t want my parents finding out that I’d been in here. They never trusted me. I was the child with the troubled history and poor grades. While Caitlyn was the star academic student.


Chapter Two

It was the middle of the night when I shot out of bed, doubled over in pain. My whole body felt like it was on fire. I was sweating like crazy and my limbs felt numb. I tried to get to the bathroom but due to my lack of coordination, I fell back onto the bed. I lay there waiting for the pain to stop and eventually passed out.

I awoke a few hours later but didn’t move a muscle, fearful that the pain would return. After a few minutes I started to wonder whether it was all a dream. Tentatively, I tested my arm and was relieved not to find any pain. Moving off of the bed felt more difficult. It felt like the bed had gotten bigger somehow like there was further to travel.

As soon as I stood up, I knew something was wrong. My balance felt off and I had this weird weight on my chest. I looked down and suddenly a stream of blonde hair fell over my eyes. Brushing it out of my face, I tugged at it dismayed to realize that it was real. My hair had grown past my shoulders and turned blonde. Instead of being shocked or scared though I felt pleased. Having long hair felt kind of nice. I ran my hands through to feel how silky it felt.

I needed to get to a mirror. I took a step forward and my chest bounced. Now this part did shock me. I had grown breasts, big firm bouncy C cup breasts by the look of it. I gave one an experimental poke and there was no doubt that they were real. I had to get to a mirror, ignoring the feeling of my new breasts bouncing in rhythm to my footsteps.

There in the mirror was a female face staring back at me. It wasn’t just any face though but that of my step sister. Looking closer it appears that I’m an exact copy of her.

“Caitlin,” I said hearing a soft feminine voice come out of my mouth.

I grabbed my full breasts and squeezed them softly. Arousal stirred within me. No, I had to focus and figure out how this happened. I needed to think about how to reverse this. I hopped into the shower hoping the water might clear my head. As soon as the warm water cascaded over me, I knew I was done for. Feeling the water slide down my soft smooth skin made ache with a sexual lust I’d never felt before.

I ran my hands down my curvy new hips and my petite round ass. I wasn’t surprised to find my cock had been replaced with a vagina, if anything I expected it at this point. I inserted two fingers into my tight pussy and began masturbating. Using my free hand, I rubbed and played with my new tits. All the while, hot water was pouring down. It was sensory overload. I could feel the orgasm building inside me. Oh god, I wanted to cum out of my pretty new vagina so badly. My thighs clenched as it hit me. Wave after wave pleasure crashed over me as I kept cumming.

I didn’t move or think for a few minutes instead just choosing to bask in this post-orgasm state. I realized that I’d never felt anything like that as a boy. I started to wonder what sex would feel like as a woman with another woman or even a man. As I got out of the shower, I lost my balance and slipped onto the floor. I flung my hands out trying to stop myself from falling but all it did was knock my step sister’s ring off my finger.

As I hit the ground, I reverted into my original self. I looked in the mirror and could see that I was Connor again. It must have been the ring. Why would Caitlyn have a magic ring or did she even know? I mean if she put it on then nothing would happen right? I picked up the ring and put it away in a drawer. I’d have to do more research. I can’t ask my sister about it because then she’d know I’d been going through her stuff. No better just to leave it for now until I can find out more.


Chapter Three

It turns out that there is a surprising amount of information on the internet about magic rings but none of it was useful. I went to bed toying with the idea of convincing my mother to clear out Caitlin’s room and stumbling across the ring while helping. At least that would be a plausible excuse to ask her about it.

In the back of my mind as I was drifting to sleep, thoughts and sensations of when I was girl surfaced. Hunger and a desire to be that way burned briefly inside me like a spark before sleep took me.

I awoke feeling strange. The bed I was in was different but not bigger like last time. I opened my eyes to see pink walls surrounding me. This was my step sister’s room. Pulling away the covers revealed my female body. I had turned into Caitlin again. Did I sleep walk in here with the ring? I went to pull the ring off when a thought stopped me. How often do people get to experience life as both genders? Maybe I should be Caitlin for a while to see what its like. I mean it couldn’t hurt.

Excited I sprang out of bed and started going through her clothes. My first find was a pair of silk panties that made shiver in delight as I pulled them up my smooth legs. Next was a bra that took me a moment to figure out. Putting my breasts into the cups and then clipping the bra at the back, I felt the weight on chest shift. I was also happy to note that it was a push-up bra that made my breasts already large C cups look like a juicy D cups. Staring at my cleavage for a second, I wondered what it would feel like to have a dick rub in between them. I shook my head and put on a tight skirt and a top that hid none of my cleavage.

I’d thought that since I’d put the clothes on that I’d be ready and it took me a few seconds looking in the mirror until I remembered I hadn’t done my makeup. I was clumsy to begin with and had to look up a guide online on how to do it. Eventually, I stopped trying to overthink things and let my hands do the work. Damn if I didn’t look hot when I was done. Digging out a cute pair of my step sister's heels was the last step or should I say my heels now.

I left the house not sure of where to go. I noticed my neighbor Alex working in his front yard. He stared at me with a strange look. Alex was the same age as me and we were kind of school rivals. He was the star football player and I was the star basketball player. We were always competing whether it was for sports, grades, or girls. But it wasn’t a friendly rivalry. Alex didn’t like me and I didn’t much care for him either. This is the perfect opportunity for a little bit of revenge. I’ll go over there, flirt with him and then coldly reject him. That’ll teach him.

I walked over to him slowly and fully aware of how the tightness of my clothing emphasized all of my curves. He looked at me and smiled. God, he was tall and ripped. Alex nervously ran his hand through his blonde hair. He reminded me of a young Brad Pitt. Without meaning to I found myself returning his smile.

“Hey, I saw you coming out of Connor's house. Are you a friend of his or something?”

“Oh yeah… I mean no I’m his sister Caitlin” I giggled nervously. What is wrong with me?

“Huh, Connor never mentioned his sister was so beautiful.”

I could feel my heart racing and temperature rising. “It’s kind of hot out here. Do you think we could keep talking inside?”

I was so nervous he would say no but he smiled and took my hand leading me into his house. As soon as our hands touched, I nearly melted into the floor.

His house appeared to be empty as he led me up the stairs and into his bedroom. He let go of my hand to put on some music. As he did, I slipped all of my clothes off so that he would find me naked when he turned around. He was a little shocked at first but very eager and willing. When I’d found him outside, he’d been gardening and so when he took his shirt off his muscles glistened with sweat. He then dropped his pants which revealed his thick erect cock. It was strange but I was really attracted to his penis and in the back of my mind, I wondered if what I was doing was wrong.

My desire overrode that voice as fell to my knees and began sucking his cock. Every time he groaned in pleasure, I got more and more turned on knowing that it was my slutty little mouth that was doing it. His orgasm caught me off guard as his warm cum squirted into the back of my mouth. I swallowed every last drop eager to please.

After that, he got on the bed and I followed suit lying next to him. I ran my hand down his abs waiting for him to get hard again. I looked at his cock and felt the strongest urge I’d ever felt that it should be inside me.

I got on top of him and pressed my thick soft lips against his. Alex’s mouth opened, allowing me to slip my warm wet tongue inside. As his tongue massaged mine, I put my hand around his cock and could feel it get harder. “Fuck me!” I screamed in lust. Alex complied. He rolled on top of me and roughly forced my legs apart. Without any further foreplay, he thrust his cock into my wet pussy. I whimpered softly as a small orgasm hit me as his dick completely filled me. He started to pick up speed fucking me hard and fast. My tits jiggling in rhythm to his thrusts. He grabbed them, squeezing them hard and rough. I moaned loudly both of us enjoying ourselves.

Without even saying anything he turned me over and started fucking me doggy style. He grabbed a bunch of my hair, pulling on it which made me cry out. But I didn’t tell him to stop. Eventually, he let go of my hair, instead decided to explore my ass. His hands ran over it, squeezing it before slapping it. “Oh harder” I shouted. He spanked me harder and harder, the pain making it all hotter somehow.

“Your naughty little slut, aren’t you?”

“Oh yes,” I cried.

“You know what happens to sluts like you?”

“No. What do I get?”

“Punished.”

“Punish me!” I moaned, his cock ramming into me. My body jolting with every thrust. There was some pain but it was overwhelmed by the pleasure. He grunted as he came while I screamed as loud as I could. Orgasm after orgasm racking my body sending me into spasms as the waves of pleasure crashed over me.

I fell into his arms sweaty and exhausted. As soon as my head hit the pillow I passed out. My last thoughts were of his warm strong body wrapped around me and that I never wanted to be male again.


Chapter Four

Gently I lift up Alex’s arm and slide quietly off the bed. Checking myself out in the mirror I can see my blonde hair is a mess although I guess that’s to be expected after sex. Looking at my magic ring, I wonder what would have happened had it slipped off during sex. Well, I would transform going from female to male again. Caitlin would become Connor. Alex would probably be terrified or beat me up thinking it was some sort of elaborate prank.

I went around his bedroom picking up my clothes and putting them back on. I needed to be alone and think about all this. Maybe it was time I call my step-sister, the real Caitlin, and ask what she knows about this ring. Opening his door, I was annoyed to find that it creaked loudly. Alex stirred behind me.

“Hey, where are you off to?” He asked sitting up and looking a little disappointed.

“Um… was getting a shower… changing clothes and all that. I’ll see you around” I said leaving before he could say anything more.

I can’t believe I’ve just had sex with a guy. My mind is racing. I get back into my house and up to my room where I collapse on my bed. Is it my bed though or is it Connor’s bed? No, it’s still me, I’m still Connor on some level but I had sex with a guy. The part that scared me the most was how much I liked it. That doesn’t mean I’m gay I decided. It just means that when I’m wearing the ring, I’m a straight girl.

Looking around at my room I’m surprised by how dark everything is. The room would look so much better with some brighter colors and my wardrobe could use an update as well. As I start to think about redecorating, I hear the front door shut which is then followed by footsteps. Damn my parents must be home early. Oh well, I’ll just pretend to be studying. I sit at my desk and cross my legs, momentarily unaware that I’m female. The footsteps grow closer and it suddenly hits me that I’m still a girl.

Slipping the ring off and putting it back in the draw, I watch fascinated as my own body shifts back into my male form. My breasts start shrinking, slowly receding and reshaping into muscular pecs. I take off my top and skirt eager to watch the transformation. The bra that I’m still wearing hangs uselessly on my male body before I feel the muscles growing in my stomach and back. The bra starts to stretch as I grow taller and wider. Not wanting to ruin it, I unhook it and throw it under my bed.

My legs grow thicker and more muscular. Hair starts sprouting all over my torso and legs. Looking down at the pink silk panties I’m wearing, I can see and feel my vagina pressing outwards reforming itself into a penis. My cock stands fully erect inside the panties and there’s a part of me that wants to keep them on but my parents are almost at the door.

There’s a soft knock at my door. “Connor?” My mother asks as the door handle turns. Now I’m completely Connor but still wearing my step sister’s panties. Panicking I jump into bed and throw the covers over me. My mother walks in and I pretend to look sleepy. “Hey, mom what’s up?”

“I just wanted to check on you. You know you should tidy your room” she said pointing to my boy clothes on the floor. I have to bite back a retort as one t-shirt and a pair of jeans cannot even come close to the mess in my step sister’s room. “Ok, I’ll tidy up tomorrow” I replied. My mother nodded and left. Caitlin was always the favorite in the family and now that she’s left for college my mother must miss her.

The thought of putting on the ring to impersonate Caitlin to help my mom does come to mind but it’s too dangerous. I don’t know anything about this ring or its powers. I could put it on to be Caitlin and find that it’s run out of magic and be stuck like that. No, tomorrow after school I’ll contact my step sister and try to get to the bottom of this.

The last thought that comes to mind as I fall asleep is that I’m still wearing the panties and I don’t want to take them off.


Chapter Five

It’s morning and I wake up worried about the ring. I look to the left and see it on my bedside table. That’s strange, I don’t remember moving it. Getting up I can feel fabric shifting and to my surprise, I’m wearing an ill-fitting pink negligee. My first thought is that I don’t remember putting it on and my second is wondering if it was just sleepwalking or some power from the ring. However, being sleepy, horny and against good judgment, I slip ring back on my finger.

I know I shouldn’t have done it but the negligee is so sexy and I need to know how it looks on me. Within seconds I change from Connor back into Caitlin. I could quickly feel myself getting aroused as my breasts grew. Looking in the mirror I could see it wrapped around my female body perfectly.

Luckily my room and my step sister’s room are interconnected with a bathroom. Sneaking into her room and under her bed, I find what I’m looking for. A thick 12-inch plastic dildo. I’m so wet already. Seeing my feminine form in the mirror, I start playing with breasts. My other hand grips the dildo firmly and inserts it into my new pussy. I gasp as I push it deeper inside of me. Alex enters my mind and I picture him fucking me again. The dildo is his big veiny cock thrusting in and out of me. My parents are still home and I have to bite down on my lower lip to stop myself from screaming. I feel my thighs tighten as I cum.

I felt so naughty trying to keep quiet that I let out a giggle. The stairs creak and I rush into the bathroom. Maybe I was being paranoid but it wasn’t exactly the best time to impersonate Caitlin.

I decide to shower as Caitlin. Feeling the soap drip down my smooth skin and washing my long blonde curls was too pleasurable to pass up. Part of me wanted to keep being Caitlin and skip school, maybe go to the mall or something. Connor however had missed too many school days already and couldn’t afford to miss another one. With heavy regret, I take off the ring and go put on some boy clothes.


Chapter Six

School is as predictable and as slow as ever. I did notice a change in myself. Usually, when I’m in class or in the halls I’d try to sneak looks at the girls but I found that today I kept staring at other guys. I still found girls attractive as well and wondered if sleeping with a girl as Connor might help me use the ring less. Inevitably my thoughts turned towards fucking another girl as Caitlin. Two female bodies, sweaty in exertion and lust intertwined. A guy walked past roughly shoving me aside. “Hey watch it” he mutters.

Normally I might have tried to start a fight with him over that but for some reason I let it go. I mean I was blocking the hallway daydreaming so it was completely understandable. The guy who pushed me turns and opens his locker. I realize that it’s Alex that pushed past me. Less than 24 hours ago we were fucking like crazy animals and now he barely acknowledges me.

“Hey Alex,” I said walking up to him.

“What do you want?” He asks coldly.

“Oh… um,” I stutter. My heart beating rapidly and nervously I lift my hand up intending to play with my hair only to remember there’s none there. I stare at him awkwardly while he waits impatiently for me to say something. “Well, have a good game later today,” I said wishing this was all a dream.

I start to walk away when Alex calls out “wait!” I turn around hoping maybe that he’ll apologize for bumping into me.

“Hey so is your sister seeing anyone?” It’s a strange feeling to feel both anger and joy. It’s like even as Connor without the ring I can feel Caitlin’s presence inside of me. I’m angry that he doesn’t want to apologize but I’m also excited that he wants to see me again.

“Not that I know of” I reply.

“Well uh do you think you could give me her number?” he asks now nervous himself. I try to hide my excitement by looking bored.

“Sure,” I say and programmed my number into his phone. I walk away again silently praying that he doesn’t try to call it until I’ve left. Looking over my shoulder he’s staring at his phone, agonizing over exactly what his text should say. I smile thinking that I’ll enjoy making him wait for my response.


Chapter Seven

I get home angry and confused. He’s had my number for hours now and so far, there have been no calls or texts. I start thinking about the possibility of putting on the ring and seducing someone else in front of him to make him jealous.

I heard a car pull up and look to see Alex jump out. He was heading for my door. I had to wait for him to knock since it would’ve seemed creepy to be waiting at the door for him. After hearing his knock and waiting a few seconds I open the door. A brief flicker of disappointment crosses his face and I have to remind myself that he expected the other version of me.

“Hey is your sister home?”

“Yeah I’ll go get her”

I ran upstairs feeling happy to throw off my boring male clothes. The ring slisp on and an electric jolt ran through me. Looking in the mirror I was once again Caitlin. Sadly, there was no time to enjoy my growing curves. I go across to my step sister’s room where I throw on the first top I find and then jump into a pair of her skinny jeans. The jeans felt incredibly tight but they showed off my cute butt and legs.

Going down the stairs I try and think about what to say to him. I’m still so conflicted over what happened. The thought of telling him to go vanishes as soon as I see him. He smiles at me and I just want to melt into him. Before he can say anything, I grab him and pull him inside. He goes over to the couch and I roughly shove him so he falls onto it.

I turn around and slowly take off my jeans, giving him a good view of my ass. I can feel his strong hands over it, grabbing it and squeezing it. I climb on top of him and take my top off, thrusting my breasts into his face. He puts one of them in his mouth and starts sucking. I moan and grind into him. I can feel his thick throbbing cock begging to get inside me.

We keep the foreplay going for a few more minutes until we’re both desperate for it. Breaking away only long enough for him to take off his jeans at which point I impatiently rip his shirt open. Without a word Alex grabbed me roughly by the waist and pulled me towards him. He kissed me deeply and I could feel his large throbbing cock eager for pleasure. I then climbed on top of him and slid down slowly onto his cock. My moans turned into gasps as my body suddenly remembered how big he is.

I rode him slowly at first, moving up and down. He grunted and cupped my large juicy breasts in his strong hands. “Faster” he groaned and I picked up speed. Small waves of pleasure were rolling over me and I knew I was getting close. He grabbed my ass tightly as I moved up and down. “Spank me” I moaned and he did. Gently at first. “Harder,” I said and he did. Feeling his hand slap across my soft round ass and my body shakes from it.

“God, I love you,” he said and I knew it was just sex talk but I wanted more.

“What do you love about me?”

“Your beautiful round breasts,” he says squeezing them and I grind down on him harder and faster. “Your tight round ass” he continues slapping both cheeks. I whimper as a small orgasm hits me and I know we’re both close to the big finish.

“Say it again” I screamed riding him harder now getting so close.

“I love you” he shouted and his cock erupted with warm semen shooting into me. That finished me and I came harder than ever before. My body racked with pleasure. I bent down and kissed him.

“I love you too,” I said.

Lying next to each other, panting for breath and feeling our warm bodies entwined together I felt truly happy.


Chapter Eight

After several hours of passionate lovemaking, we laid together on the living room floor with a blanket over us. Alex was idly running his hand through my long blonde hair. It was quiet and nice being here with him. I would have stayed here like this forever if we hadn’t heard my parent’s car pull up. “Hey, I was thinking that you should come to see me play football tomorrow night.” I can barely hear what he’s saying.

“Quick! You have to go out the back” I said. Alex smiled thinking my urgency was cute.

“Can’t we just put our clothes on and pretend to study?”

That would work except I’m wearing a magical ring that transformed me into my hot sister who is currently believed to be miles away in college. I didn’t say this of course. If he learned that I was actually Connor instead of Caitlin he’d probably put me in the hospital. “No, my parents are really strict. You need to go now” I said practically pushing him out into the backyard.

“What about tomorrow tonight?”

“Yes, I’ll be there.” Before he could say anything else, I closed the door on him. He turned away and climbed over our backyard fence.

I want to run upstairs, take off the ring, and put on some boy clothes. That’s what I wanted to do. My parents were too damn fast though and I could see from the kitchen the door handle turn. Without thinking I dashed out the back and into the yard. Looking at the fence I knew I could never hop over it as a girl. I was too short and weak to do it. Sighing, I reluctantly got naked once again. The cold wind making my nipples harden and making me want to play with… no there’s no time for that. Instead, I took off the ring. Quickly my body grew upwards, my muscles started to reappear and my breasts were shrinking. The long blonde hair that Alex loved got shorter and shorter changing also to a very dark brown. My whole body tingled as it reshaped itself until finally, I was fully Connor again. I was also still very naked.

Clutching my girl clothes, I throw them over the fence, silently hoping that they don’t get too dirty. I check to make sure no one’s looking out into the yard and then I hop over the fence into Alex’s yard. Luckily, he’d already gone inside and no one had seen me so far. My clothes however were dirtier than I’d hoped they would be. It struck me how upset I was over this even though they’re my step sister’s clothes. But I wear them better I think to myself. Eager to put some clothes on and not be male anymore I slip the ring back on.

I grab my quickly forming breasts enjoying the sensation of feeling them grow bigger. Everything looks like it’s getting bigger but I remember that it’s just me shrinking down a few inches. I can feel myself getting hornier by the second as I reach around grabbing my new tight ass.

The gust of wind hits me which kills my sexual desires. Wearing my dirty girl clothes, while necessary, felt wrong. I should get new ones.


Chapter Nine

I decide to head to the mall to pick out some new clothes since I can’t get back inside the house. I’ll just go there, buy some guy clothes, change back into Connor, and then I can go home like nothing has happened.

All I have to wear on my feet are my old sneakers which are a couple of sizes too big now. They’re all I have at the moment so slip them on and awkwardly walk down the street. The walk usually takes me around half an hour but the shoes being so big made walking uncomfortable. After just over an hour I finally got there.

As I walk in, I notice a lot of glances are thrown my way and a couple being outright stares. At first, I’m confused as to why they’d be staring, and then I remember that I’m braless and cold. Looking down I could see my nipples through my top. Even worse I’m suddenly aware of how much they bounce and jiggle without a bra. Walking through the mall I cross my arms hoping to hide my nipples and stop my breasts from moving so much.

I walk into the first clothing store I see not really caring about what I’m going to wear. A cute guy with brown hair and a big smile walks up to me. “Can I help you with anything miss?” He only looked a few years older than me. He’s probably in college and works here part-time. A big part of me wants to talk and flirt with him as I feel that burning desire between my legs but I knew I couldn’t. I should just focus on getting the clothes and getting out of here.

“I’m fine thanks. Just looking for some stuff for my brother” I replied looking away at some shirts to try to end the conversation. He didn’t leave though and as I looking at the prices wondering how much I should spend it dawned on me that I’d forgotten my wallet. I’d left them in my other jeans back in my room.

A plan started to form in my mind on how to deal with this. I turned to him smiling and said “actually I’m not quite sure what to get him.” He was very happy to go over the various styles and such while I explained what size he was. He explained that his name was Jack and that he’d just started working there. When I said that my name was Caitlin, I made sure my hand brushed his as we both reached for the same shirt. He pulled away slightly and we both looked embarrassed. I got the feeling that the entire time we were together that he was working up the nerve to ask me out.

Eventually, I had what I’d needed and it was time to pay. Jack went to go wrap everything up and said “that’ll be 40 bucks.” My eyes started to tear up and I bent my head down embarrassed. He pulled me aside. “What’s wrong?”

“I am so stupid” I cried.

“I’m sure that’s not true. Is it that you don’t have enough money?”

“I don’t have any money!” I said starting to cry. Jack looked confused.

“Well, why did you come to the mall with no money?”

“I wasn’t thinking. My boyfriend broke up with me and kicked me out of the house. I didn’t realize until after he’d left that it was so another girl could come over. He made me climb over the fence and everything to.”

“And you couldn’t get home…”

“I live too far away and I couldn’t walk home and let my parents see me like this,” I said indicating to my dirty clothes. “I mean I stole his shoes for god’s sake. Look their two sizes too big for me.” I started to cry a little louder now and he put his arm around me pulling me into a hug. I think he was partly embarrassed at the scene I was making but also still interested in comforting me. A moment of inspiration hits and I know exactly what to say that will finish him once and for all. “Do you think we could maybe get coffee sometime later? It’s just that you’re so nice and I need someone to talk to.” I said looking up at him trying to appear hopeful.

“You know what I can cover the cost of the clothes. It saves you going home empty-handed after all” he said and swiped his card. I took my bags of clothes and started to head out the door. He cuts in front of me. “So, can I get your number… you know for coffee later?”

I smiled and said “don’t worry I’ll come back here and find you” before I brushed past him and out of the store. Man, a sob story, and a promise for a date was all it took. Men are so easy to fool I thought although my next was how ironic that is considering my current predicament.

I waited until I was certain the men’s bathroom was empty before entering. The smell seemed worse somehow. I went into a stall and carefully removed my clothes. The heat between my legs had returned. Yep still aroused by my own body it seems. I should have sex with a woman at some point I thought before slipping the ring off.

My body tingled and within a few moments, I was male again. I threw on my new clothes and headed home. I found it strangely moving as a man. I had grown used to feeling my breasts bounce and my ass to jiggle that it felt odd when they didn’t. I also felt heavier which made my walk back home equally uncomfortable.


Chapter Ten

I got home pretty late. My parents say nothing as I walk past them. I knew that if I was Caitlin, they’d have a fit and talk about how worried they were. As Connor though they have to come to expect me to stay out and usually I do.

When I’m at the top of the stairs I slip the ring back on shivering in delight and watching my clothes get bigger as I shrink. I go into my room and before I can turn the light on a pair of hands grab me from behind. I try to shout out but a hand clamps down over my mouth. Damn it why did I have to put the ring on now? As Caitlin, I was weak and easy to overpower. After a few more moments I stopped struggling. Very slowly my attacker released me and backed away. I tried to see who it was but it was too dark. Part of me hoped it might have Alex. “Is that you Alex?”

The light flicks on momentarily blinding me. Slowly my eyes adjust and I’m looking straight at myself. “How are you doing this?” He asked and it seemed weird hearing my old voice come out of someone else.

“Connor?”

“For the moment until I get my body back” he replied.

“Caitlin is that you?” I asked shocked. I had thought the ring had merely copied my step sister’s body not actually swapped mine for hers.

“Yes, it’s me. Now how are you doing this?”

I was so surprised by all this that I didn’t know what to say. After a few seconds, Connor grabs me.

“Tell me!” he said a bit louder than he intended to. Our parents were more than likely asleep by now. I trembled which made me realize that I was scared of what looked like myself. “Sorry I got carried away. This body you know” he muttered and I nodded.

“I found a ring in your room. I slipped it on and suddenly I’m a girl and I look like you or at least how you used to look.” Connor glared at me and then looked down to notice the ring.

“Okay, so you can take it off right?” He looked hopeful.

“Yeah…” I said trailing off.

“What is it?”

“It’s just that I’ve got a date tomorrow and…”

“No,” he said firmly. “It’s my body you’re using and I want it back. Who would even want to go on a date with you?” I said nothing and looked away uncomfortable talking about any of this. “Wait you thought I was someone else before,” he said thinking back. “You thought I was Alex our neighbor. Is that who you’ve been seeing? Man, I had no idea you were gay."

“Shut up!” I shouted angrily.

“Hey, you can keep fucking him or more likely get fucked by him when you’re a guy again.”

“I said shut up!” I screamed and shoved him against the wall. Before he could say anything, we both heard footsteps outside.

“Now you’re going to get it,” he said just as our mother angrily burst into the room.

“What the hell is going on?” Our mother shouted clearly annoyed that she had to get out of the bed. Connor looked smug until he realized that she was directing it at him. It took her another second to notice me. “Oh, Caitlin dear I didn’t know you were coming back.”

“Yeah, it was kind of a spur of the moment thing. It was late so I didn’t want to wake you” I said lying through my teeth. Connor looked shocked when they seemed to buy it.

“Connor no more fighting with your sister. It’s too late or you’re too old for it” she said and then she left.

Before Connor could say anything, I left right behind her and went into Caitlin’s room which I guess I should call my room. You know since Caitlin is Connor and all now.

It was annoying how messy her room was. I managed to clear away all the clothes that had been left on her bed. I decided it would be better to keep the ring on and so went through her wardrobe. Finally, I found a pink silk camisole which just barely covered everything it needed to.

I slipped into bed and started to dream about me and Alex as I fell into a deep sleep.


Chapter Eleven

Waking up, I was surprised to see myself in Caitlin’s room before remembering that for the most part, I was Caitlin at the moment. I threw on a pink bathrobe since there’s no sense in exposing myself to the rest of the family. Peeking outside my door I expected to see Connor waiting outside to tackle me and take the ring.

Heading downstairs I could hear movement in the kitchen. There was Connor, sat at the table eating cereal. Our parents rushed around the room in a flurry of activity before they left for work. My mom grabbing a piece of toast while checking her phone while my step dad filled his thermos with coffee. Within seconds of my arrival, they gave us both a quick goodbye and left for work.

Now that we’re alone I’m just waiting for Connor to say something. I can sense that my step sisters angry with me which is understandable given the circumstances. “Take off the ring Connor,” he says quietly.

“No… I” can’t seem to bring myself to say it. He slams his fist down onto the table.

“Take it off!” he shouts and before I can say anything else, he launches himself at me. As Caitlin, I’m no match for and he quickly wrestles me to the ground. He grabs my hand.

“No please” I cry tears streaming down my face. I don’t want to go back to being Connor. He tugs at the ring but it doesn’t move. “

Is it stuck or something?” He asked.

I say nothing and he continues to try and pull it off my finger. It won’t budge. “Maybe it’s the magic” I said.

“What do you mean?”

Thinking quickly now. “Maybe its run out of magic and whatever the last form it is becomes permanent.” He wouldn’t accept this but after tugging on the ring some more he had to concede that I might be right.

I start to hope that he might give up when he says “we’re just going to have to take it back to where I found it. Someone there will know how to undo this.”

“Could we do it tomorrow? It’s just that I’ve got these plans.”

Connor loomed over me angrily and said “you can either come willingly or I’ll drag you there.”


Chapter Twelve

In the end, I went willingly though I was sobbing the whole way in the car. I mean how much longer I could have kept up the charade of being Caitlin. I barely knew anything about her life in college. I glanced over at my step sister Connor who was staring angrily ahead. It wasn’t fair to her either. This isn’t my body. I stole it and now I should give it back.

We start moving into a more rundown part of town. I instinctively check to make sure my door is locked. The car starts to slow and he looks around for a place to park. I want to say something about it not being safe but by the way, he looked I just kept quiet.

We walk down a street and take several turns through alleyways. I’m lost at this point but Caitlin, as I should start referring to him as always, knew where to go. We stop outside a tiny shop with a painted sign that had faded to being unreadable. It looks dark and dinghy but Caitlin enters without a moment’s hesitation. I quickly follow more scared to be alone in the street than anything.

The burning incense is what hits me first that and also a low hanging lamp. I’m surrounded by high bookshelves filled with dusty tomes and tables covered with Knick-knacks. A short elderly woman sits behind the counter. “Can I help you with something?” Her voice is raspy and dry like she’s been deprived of water for too long.

“Yes, I bought a ring from here and I want to undo what it’s done.” The old woman looks over at me.

“Is that true dear?”

I manage a weak “yes.”

“Hold out your hand then.” I give her my hand and she places one of her own on top over the ring. I can feel a heat emanating from her hand and the ring starts to tingle. The woman closes her eyes to concentrate and the heat intensifies. It never gets painful but I was feeling uncomfortable. Then all of a sudden, she just stops. She lets go of my hand. Connor’s upset.

“What’s wrong? Did something happen?”

“I need you to wait outside for a moment” she states.

“But…”

“You’re messing up my concentration.”

Connor reluctantly trudges outside closing the door behind him. Now I was alone with a strange woman who could magic. Not scary at all. She stared at me quizzically and then said “I can’t remove the ring.” I struggled to hide my relief. “Because” she continued, “you don’t want it removed. That’s the problem.”

“I’m sorry. It’s not right I know.” I was crying again which frustrated me but I couldn’t help it.

“You’re happier with it on, aren’t you?”

“Yes”

“Is it that exact body or is it being female?”

I thought for a moment and realized that I didn’t want to be Caitlin but I did want to be a girl. “I want my step sister to get her body back but I also want to be a girl too.” I felt relief now that I’d said it out loud. The old woman smiled and put her hands over the ring again.

“I think I can help you,” she said and the heat returned again. “I need you to take the ring off.” I looked down at it, scared and unsure of whether or not I could do it. “Trust me,” she said. So, I did. I closed my eyes and pulled off the ring.


Chapter Thirteen

I opened my eyes and realized I was back at home. Suddenly, the door opened and Caitlin walked in. I was sad. Maybe the old woman had failed somehow and now I was back to being Connor.

“What were you doing taking a nap?” She asked. Before I could say anything, she says “well come on sleepyhead Alex just got here.”

“Alex?” I ask and shocked to find my voice still feminine.

“Yes, to do the thing you’ve been asking me to do for months. Come on Cara, you’re the one who wanted this,” she said and then walked out of the room. I looked around the room and while it bared some resemblance to my old bedroom it was almost completely different. Everything was pink and white. There were stuffed animals on the floor next to my bed. I got up and walked over to a huge vanity mirror. I looked almost exactly like Caitlin except my eyes were bright green when before they’d been blue. “Cara,” I said to my reflection in the mirror. Suddenly new memories started to form alongside the old ones. I still remember my old life as Connor but then there’s my new life. My new life where instead I was born as Caitlin’s twin sister Cara and Alex was my boyfriend.

He appeared in the door way with a devilish smile. “Hey, Caitlin said I’d find you in here” he said.

“Hey yourself stranger. It’s been a while” I said easily slipping into the role of Cora.

“Your sister just left. She said your parents won’t be back till tomorrow?”

I smiled. “We have the house all to ourselves.”

“We should make the most of it then?”

I nodded and we both started taking our clothes off. I wondered if Alex would notice anything different about me. He didn’t seem to as he gently squeezed my breasts. I moaned as he kissed my neck and slowly went lower kissing every part of my body. His tongue entered me again but this time down below. I started to breathe heavily and could feel that I was already close. As I let out a little moan Alex stopped. He pushed me onto the bed and moved up on top of me. He then slid his thick hard cock into me. I let out a squeal of surprise as I had forgotten just how big he was. He started pumping in and out slowly teasing me. “Harder… Faster!” I moaned and Alex obliged. He started thrusting faster and I moaned a little louder than I’d intended.

Alex stopped pumping but held himself inside me. “Oh, do me from behind” I said. We both got up and repositioned ourselves. I was on my hands and knees, presenting my warm pussy up for him to take. He accepted and resumed fucking me doggy style. It wasn’t long before he said he was close. Alex groaned as he came. I squealed as his warm juices filled me. He kept pumping until he’d emptied himself inside of me. But I still wanted more. Once he was finished, he left the room but quickly returned with a vibrator in hand. We repositioned again but this time it was so I could make out with him while the vibrator worked my pussy.

Hot pleasure rolled through me. His soft lips pressed against mine while my pussy tingled. I screamed loud as I came. Once. Twice. Three times. The ecstasy was overwhelming but he held me there and kept going. I never wanted it to end. In that perfect moment of clarity, I realized that this was exactly what I wanted and knew that I’d never miss my old life as Connor.

The End


Sissy Trainer


Josh - Chapter One

I checked the dating website again. It was a foolish decision but one I couldn’t stop myself from making. I hit refresh and unsurprisingly get zero hits. Why do I do this to myself?

“Why do you do this to yourself?” Jesus is there an echo in here. I look over my shoulder to see my co-worker, Marie, looking at me with some combination of confusion and pity. I hated that look but I could also understand it. Marie worked out every morning before work. She ate a small salad at lunch and probably something equally healthy when she got home. And it showed. She looked good and there were always guys who noticed that she looked good. She was also completely and utterly out of my league.

Me? I was the fat best friend. The one who always went home alone to check his dating profile. Being alone was one thing but being constantly reminded of it was something else. Calmly I ask “what do you mean?”

“You’re never going to find someone on there,” she said. Anger starting to build. Must not yell at co-workers. “Oh?” I ask.

“Yeah, no decent girls use those sites. You should come out with me later.” The anger receding. “Yeah ok.”

So, if it’s not clear by now I may be a bit bitter and jealous of Marie. I mean I’m not gay or anything but the ways guys fall all over themselves for her. I’d kill to have that just once with girls.

We continue to do our work until our boss, Mr. Richards comes over. Both Marie and I inwardly groan. Kevin Richards was fifty years old, balding, and morbidly obese. The reason we were both so annoyed by him is that he would always come over just to leer at Marie.

She was wearing a low-cut top today which invited Kevin to stare at her cleavage. We both tried our best to ignore him and continue working. Kevin cleared his throat and said, “uh Marie?” This made her turn around which is what he wanted so she was facing him. Obviously, he had to say something else though. “How’s the Adamson report going?”

“Fine” she replied curtly.

“Good. Good” he said and turned away.

I was just grateful that he didn’t berate me again. Ever since I’d started working there it was like Kevin had it out for me. He would always set stricter deadlines with me and always be angrier if I ever did anything wrong. I guess he just didn’t feel like doing it in front of Marie this time.

Marie looked at me. “So now that that’s over. Are you doing anything tonight?” My heart stopped and I stared at her. “What me?” I asked.

“Yeah we should hit the town together and I’ll help find you a girl.”

Oh. Unfortunately, prior plans involved finishing last night’s pizza and watching whatever was on television. So of course, I said the only logical thing. “Sure!” Why I wasn’t more excited about Marie’s help is simple though. This is not the first time she’s done something like this. In fact, we’ve gone out together several times and she’s tried to introduce me to people. The girls would always reject me though and it was especially painful when I had Marie as a spectator. Still, she never gave up and saw something in me that even I couldn’t see.


Josh - Chapter Two

My phone buzzed. I reached across the couch for it. Marie said she was on her way. It would take her at least twenty minutes to get to my apartment. Resolutely I stood up and went to go change out of my sweatpants.

Pre worn clothes were strewn across my bedroom floor. I picked my way through the chaos. First, I checked my wardrobe for a clean unwrinkled shirt. After having no success there, I started going through what I’d left on the floor. Eventually, I settled for a semi-clean and only partially wrinkled shirt. I doubt anyone would notice. Or care.

Even so, I checked myself out in the mirror. The shirt didn’t seem too tight which was a relief. Maybe I could fool someone into thinking I was skinnier than I actually was. My hair was the kind of short and flat brown that only the cheapest kind of hair cut could create.

Hunting around the apartment for shoes was the next thing. Marie had gotten me a nice pair of brown dress shoes that I always wore when I went out with her. They were probably the nicest thing in my apartment. Once I’d checked all the obvious places for them, I started looking under the bed before nearly tripping over them. They were partially buried under a pile of clothing.

As I put them on my buzzer rang and Marie's voice came through. “Hey, I’m here.”

“Come on up,” I said and buzzed her in.

I then decided the look around the apartment and to my horror finally saw it for how messy it was. I couldn’t let Marie see it like this. Frantically, I started collecting all the rubbish that I could see. From today’s empty pizza box to last week’s Chinese takeout.

A knock at the door came. I gave my apartment one more look over. It was the cleanest by any means but at least it no longer looked slob like. Opening the door revealed Marie wearing a stunning tight black dress. I had to strongly resist the urge to impersonate Kevin by openly staring. Just look at the eyes.

A few seconds pass. “What are we waiting for?” she asks.

“Oh right.” I lock the door behind me and we head downstairs to hail a cab. Both of us planned on drinking tonight. One of us probably more so to compensate.

“Are you excited about tonight?”

I gave a weak smile. “Sure,” I said.


Josh - Chapter Three

We roll up to the club as it’s starting to get lively. People were lining up, waiting to go in. Marie casually strolled to the front with me in tow. “Hey Jim,” she said to the bouncer. Jim, the bouncer smiled and let us through. Marie seemed to know everybody. Jim’s attention turned to me with a look of surprise and then pity. I avoided eye contact with him as I walked past. He probably thought I was her brother or something.

The club itself was full of attractive people dancing and drinking. Lights flashing over the dance floor and the music boomed. Marie noticed I’d been distracted. She grabbed my hand and dragged me over to the bar. She ordered a beer for me and some brightly colored fruit-infused cocktail for herself.

We drank and made idle chatter at the bar. After five minutes a guy showed up and introduced himself to Marie. He ignored me and I pretended not to notice. Marie then handed me her purse so they could go dance. I turned away so as not to stare awkwardly at them.

A girl further down the bar throws me a glance. She’s short and a bit overweight but I doubted anyone else would show any interest in me. I down the rest of my beer and head over to her.

She’s chatting with another girl. Probably her friend. Her backs to me and so I’m standing awkwardly behind her not realizing that she hasn’t noticed me. I tap her lightly on the shoulder. “Hi I’m Josh,” I say. She looks annoyed, probably because I interrupted her conversation. “Alice” she mutters. She’s about to turn around back to her friend.

“Uh, can I buy you a drink?”

Alice gave her a friendly smile. “Sure, but get one for my friend too,” she said.

The barman came over and I ordered drinks for the three of us. Alice and her friend resumed conversation without me. I was hoping when the drinks arrived that they’d include me. The drinks did soon arrive and before I could say a word, they took their drinks and left.

Screw this I’m going home. I knew this was a mistake. Part of me wanted to cry and another wanted to scream at them. Marie suddenly appeared at my side looking concerned. “Are you okay?” She asked.

“Yeah” I muttered. “Um, I’m going home.”

Her face darkened and she stormed over to Alice and her friend before I could say anything. I didn’t follow her and so I could only make out bits of the conversation. “What the hell is wrong with you?” Marie said. Then I heard the words that made my heart stop.

She giggled and replied “not in a million years. He’s way too fat.”

I think Marie might have thrown a drink at them at this point. I wasn’t sure though. I barely heard anything. There was a taxi outside and I took it.

Marie text me a few times and when I didn’t respond she started calling. I didn’t want to talk to her though. After all, Alice was right. I am a fat lazy slob.

As soon as I got home, I took off my tight shirt and jeans, swapping them for sweat pants and a baggy t-shirt. The TV goes on and it’s some generic crime show but I don’t care. There’s ice cream still in the freezer which I’m consuming. Finishing off the ice cream made me guilty and even more upset which was when I started drinking.

I’m not going to lie and say this is a good plan but right now I don’t care. I just want to forget this night ever happened.


Josh - Chapter Four

A loud bang suddenly woke me up. It was Sunday morning and I was still feeling depressed over last night. The banging resumes and I realize that it’s someone knocking on the door. Each bang ripped through me. My head is killing me and all I want is for the noise to stop.

Bleary-eyed and without thinking I open it. Marie’s arms wrap around me before I could blink. “Oh my god, are you alright. I can’t believe what that bitch said to you” she said. She kept talking but I couldn’t hear since we were still hugging. Eventually, she let go of me long enough for her to come inside.

Her eyes moved over my messy apartment. Clothes were thrown on the floor and empty pizza boxes back where they didn’t belong. I think she wanted to say something but she knew I didn’t want to hear it. Instead what she said was “I know exactly how to help you.”

“What?”

“I’ve hired you a trainer,” she said smiling sweetly.

“A what?”

“A trainer. You know to get you into shape.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea besides its too much money.”

“Well tough because he’s on his way over here,” she said.

“What!” I was starting to sound like an echo. “How could you do that and how much did it cost you?”

“Nothing. His first session is always free for new clients.”

“Where did you even find this guy?”

“My friend Amy told me about him. Now go get dressed he should be here soon.”

Reluctantly I went into the bedroom to put on sweats and a baggy t-shirt. Marie was leaving soon to go backpacking for six months. Clearly, she hoped that when she returned it would be to a different me. While we waited Marie talked about her new friend and how she raved about this guy. Sure enough, there was a knock at the door.

Marie shot up to answer it. She was more excited about this than I was. My trainer looked like he should be modeling rather than visiting dirty apartments. He stood at six-four with short blonde hair and had a body that looked like it was carved from a statue.

“Hi I’m Paul,” he said to both of us.

Marie just stared open-mouthed and I tried my best not to look envious about it. “I’m Josh and this is Marie who was just leaving,” I said. If I was going to try this out, I at least wanted to do it without embarrassing myself. Marie thankfully left us to it.

“Okay, so what I gathered over the phone with your friend is that this wasn’t your idea and that she forced you into it.”

“Yeah pretty much” I replied.

“Now all I ask is that you give me a chance as this session will be free and we don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.” He was so friendly that I don’t think I would have said no even if I’d had to pay. “Do we have to go anywhere?” I asked purely because the few times I’d exercised in public I’d hated it.

“No, we can stay right here,” he said.

So we began the session. It started with weighing me. He’d brought his own scale which read 285lbs. I thought he might say something about it but he just wrote it down. Next, we started doing some floor exercises. He showed me how to do all of them first and then watched me do them. Push-ups, sit-ups, squats and so many others that I started to lose track.

After about twenty minutes I collapsed on the floor. I couldn’t do it anymore. I thought Paul might be upset but he just smiled and said “good job today.” He was about to go when he handed me a CD. “Here I find that it helps motivate people. Listen to it while you sleep.”

“Oh… er…”

“It’s free,” he said and left it at that.

As nice as Paul was I don’t think I’ll hire him. I mean he showed me all the exercises. All I need to do now is repeat what I did today.

It was getting late and I really wanted to sleep. Empowered by that workout with Paul I decided to clean up my apartment. Now all I wanted to do was sleep. Before crashing onto the bed I remembered the CD he’d given me. I shrugged I mean why not?

The CD began playing and Paul’s voice appeared and started telling me about how great weight loss is and how much energy I’d have. Slowly I drifted off to sleep.


Josh - Chapter Five

Tomorrow morning, I got up early and called Paul for another session. I hired him out every day for the month. I don’t know why I changed my mind but I knew I had to take this seriously. I never wanted to experience what I’d felt at the club ever again. If I committed to myself and stuck to my workouts with Paul then I’ll finally lose this weight.

Paul came and we worked out together. He didn’t weigh me this time. He said he’d only do it at the start of every week. Eventually, the numbers on the scale started to go down, and then I noticed some progress in the mirror. Even Marie noticed one day when I came in for work. She was so happy for me.

Six months flew by and the weight just melted off of me. The scale read 185lbs and Paul said “congrats man. Your progress has been amazing.” I was happy with what I’d done but I wanted to be muscular like Paul. I said as much to him.

“Well, I’m glad you said that because that means we can start phase two.”

Before I could ask what phase two was he pulled out a huge container of protein powder. “Take two scoops with water at every meal. This along with our exercises is what is going to build your muscle” he said. He even gave me a new tape to listen to. I followed his instructions to the letter. After everything he’d done for me, how could I not?

The protein powder tasted better than I expected. It had a sweet chocolate taste to it and I found myself drinking a couple of extra shakes here and there. I was drinking one at work when Marie noticed.

“Wow I’m so glad everything’s going so well with Paul,” she said.

“Well, I’m glad you contacted him for me. He was just what I needed to kick me out of my rut and get me to lose all that weight.”


Josh - Chapter Six

After a couple of weeks, I began to see more changes. My weight was slowly creeping down but I was losing it in the weirdest ways. My stomach was shrinking but it almost looked like my butt, hips, and thighs had gotten softer and thicker.

I was probably just seeing things. I took a shower and shuddered as the water hit me. My skin felt different. I looked down. I was shocked. There was no hair on my body at all except for my crotch. Amazed I ran my hands over my arms and legs. Rather than freak, I realized that it felt kind of nice.

The hair on my face was getting finer and less frequent which meant not shaving as much. Although something was off about my face. Staring at myself in the mirror it was hard to pin down exactly what was different. I just looked sort of softer.

More time passed and I had to throw away most of my pants. My butt had gotten rounder and looked like a woman’s. Paul reassured me that it was just the muscle I’d built toning up and that the fat would go away soon. My legs also pressed together now so when I walked it made my hips sway back and forth.

My nipples were starting to itch and would hurt after a while rubbing against my shirts. When I was home alone, I went topless. Another concern I raised to Paul. He explained that all the extra protein was creating more testosterone which would make my nipples sore.

Paul would be over soon and I had a new concern. When I first lost the weight, I had lost my man boobs. Recently it seems they’ve come back and even worse. I couldn’t explain it. My workouts were stronger than ever and my diet was rigorous. Yet as I stared in the mirror it was undeniable that I was growing boobs.

If I was a woman then they’d be A cups right now. I had to tell Paul. Soon enough he arrived and I explained my concerns. “What are you kidding you look totally buff right now,” he said and all my concerns melted away.

Was it just me or was Paul more attractive all of a sudden. Every time he’d touch me to adjust my form, I found myself yearning for him to touch other places. When we ended the session, he explained to me that I need to get rid of some of my clothes. “They’re your old clothes from your old life. Don’t worry I’ll come by with some new things but I’ll need to measure you first” he said.

I tried not to look pleased. He pulled out a tape measure and went to work. His hand moving up my thigh, caressing my round ass and around my chest. As soon as he touched my nipples it felt like a shockwave ran through. I did my best to hide it but I had the hardest erection that I’d had in months.

As soon as he left, I started masturbating. Thoughts of his chiseled body drove me wild. My other hand went to my nipples to play with them. I don’t know why but it felt right for some reason and it resulted in the biggest orgasm ever.


Josh - Chapter Seven

My hair was getting longer much longer in fact. It hung down to my shoulders now. Alarm bells rang quietly in my head but I repeated back what Paul would always say to me. “I look sexy and buff” and the worry vanished.

Paul did come with clothes. It was lots of pink and white. Looking closer I realized they were women’s clothes. Paul just said “they suit you better” and then helped me put my first bra on. The bra itself was a C cup so I assumed that’s what I was.

“Okay today we’re going to do something different,” Paul said. I was so excited. “Today we’re going to do some yoga to improve your flexibility” he continued. I got up and he demonstrated the first pose. It was called the warrior’s pose I think he said. I wasn’t sure though since he’d taken his shirt off and I was barely listening.

“Okay now, your turn,” he said.

So, I tried to copy what he’d done. Both arms straight out. One behind me and one in front. Then one forward leg bent and the other stretched out behind me. Paul frowned “no no like this,” he said and got right up behind me. I could feel his hot breath on my neck and his musky scent nearly made me dizzy.

I froze up. I knew the things I wanted to do were inappropriate so I just didn’t move. That didn’t stop Paul, however. He adjusted my arms then his hands ran down my legs, stretching them out further. His hands grabbed my waist and he leaned forward. “How does that feel?” He whispered. I was trembling now. Not from the yoga but from the sexual tension.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

“What?”

“You look so sexy and buff. Now take off your clothes” he said.

I did as he asked without further questions. The last piece of clothing was the bra which I struggled to unclasp. Paul ended up having to help me. I shivered as the cool air hit my nipples. He grabbed both breasts and gently squeezed them. “Hmm these are coming along nicely” he muttered to himself. He looked me over frowning at my shrunken penis. “Have to fix that” he said.

“Do you want me to fuck you Jen like the slut you really are?”

“Jen?” I asked nervously.

He pointed at my reflection in the mirror. “Let’s face it, Jen suits you far better than Josh now don’t you think?” Alarm bells started ringing. He’s turning me into a woman! He could see the worry on my face and said “you look so buff and sexy right now.” A calm swept over me and then my desire for him was renewed.

“Fuck me!” I shouted.

He pounced on me without another word. His warm tongue slipped into my mouth. His hands grabbing and squeezing my generous curves. Paul got behind me and made me bend over the table. “You’ve only got one hole to fuck. For now” he added. I could see him lubing up his thick erect cock before he shoved it in my ass.

I moaned as soon as it went inside me. I thought that was it but he kept going, pushing deeper and filling me completely. Then he started thrusting slow and hard. I whimpered the first time he hit my prostate. He began to go faster and I could feel my breasts jiggle and bounce in front of me. I grabbed them and started playing with my nipples.

Paul noticed this. “Do you like your new tits?”

“Oh yes,” I moaned.

“I get you your own tight pussy soon. Would you like that?”

“Yes!”

“Another hole to be filled. Right slut?”

“Another hole to be filled” I breathed.

I was so close. He was too. He started to slow down to last longer. I cried out as the orgasm rocked my body while he grunted as his warm cum squirted inside me.

Afterward, he laid down on the floor and I curled up next to him. Eventually, he got up and started getting dressed. “Where are you going?” I asked concerned.

“Other clients to see.”

He looked disapprovingly at my apartment. “Clean this place up. No slut of mine should live like this.”

I nodded eagerly already thinking about what shade of pink I should paint my room. He left without another word and as soon the door shut I already missed him. Looking down I noticed there was a card. It turned out to be a postcard from Marie. It said she’d be back home soon. I realized that she’d have no idea about of any this. It was an exciting prospect and I couldn’t wait to show off the new me. She’s going to be so jealous.


Elliot - Chapter Eight

The boredom was killing me. I know I'm supposed to care but I just couldn't bring myself to. The lecturer's voice was just this constant drone in the background. What was even worse was that I wasn't doing too well in this class. Trying to focus, I made some half-hearted attempts at writing down what he was saying. My gaze started to drift away from the pages and to Samantha Hill who was sitting a row down from me. She could arguably be considered the hottest girl on campus. I watched as she absently twirled a lock of her blonde hair.

Many times I'd fantasized about going up to her. I'd start off talking about the class or our professor then I'd say something like "hey you wanna grab a coffee and compare notes?" I could never bring myself to actually do it. For one thing, my notes were laughable at best. The second thing is that Samantha was acing the class and everybody knew it. Now it wasn't because she was one of those smart kids who liked to rub it in our faces, in fact, she tended to be the opposite and downplayed her intelligence. No, it was our professor Heller who always liked to pick on Samantha for the answer and would go on and on about how great she was. The third and final thing was that I doubted she'd say yes. I wouldn't call myself ugly but most would say average at best. A short skinny kid with soft features couldn't compare to the tall muscular athletes she usually dated.

Still, in boring moments like these, my mind always tended to wander into 'what if?' territory. What if I got in better shape and had muscles like her last boyfriend Steve did?

"And that was how the battle of Waterloo ended," said Professor Heller.

Broken out of my daze I could see people begin to put away their notes. I started to do the same when I noticed Professor Heller was making his way over to me. "If you wouldn't mind staying behind a bit," said Heller. As if there was any choice in the matter.

"So what do you need to talk about?"

Heller stared at me for a moment. Should I repeat myself? Thankfully he broke the silence and said "you realize that you're failing my class." Terror gripped me. I knew things were bad, that I was slipping academically but I'd never have thought I was failing. I told Heller as much.

"No, you're definitely failing. The last assignments I got from you were abysmal and those are the ones you bother to turn in. That doesn't even cover the way you act during my lectures."

"The way I act?" I asked.

"Yes, it’s obvious to anyone with eyes to see you staring off into space. If I looked at your notes for this lecture how many would I see? Most of my students fill three pages easily. Would you be willing to show me yours?"

He was completely right. I was too embarrassed to show him the measly four sentences I had written. Instead, I nodded and said "you're right. It's just things are tough with my job and every..."

Heller cut me off, "Things are tough for plenty of us. Do you think that's an excuse? Every other student can manage their commitments. If you don't sort yourself out and start working harder then you will fail my class. If that happens then well, I can imagine dropping out of college altogether to be next on the list."

I was struck dumb. Heller expected a better response from me but I couldn't give one. Another awkward silence before he said, "well I have a faculty meeting to get to." I took the hint and left his classroom.

Once outside, I took out my notebook to see just how bad it was. I hadn't looked at it at all during the lecture. The four sentences I'd thought I'd written were more like two followed by garbled nonsense and some doodling.

I sighed and walked hopelessly back to my dorm.


Elliot - Chapter Nine

Back at my dorm was my roommate Jack watching funny videos on Youtube. He pulled off his headphones. "Hey what's up man?" he asked. I might as well tell him the truth.

"Heller said I'm failing his class," I said.

"Really how come?"

"He said I always daydreaming and staring off into space."

"Well, you do do that you know."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah I've seen you zone out all the time, maybe you've got a disorder?"

I snorted, "God I wish that were true. I could just take a pill and suddenly fix everything."

"Well you know you could take some anyway. I know plenty of people without disorders who need a little extra help focusing."

The thought of failing his class and spiraling into dropping out entirely terrified me. I didn't have anything to lose. "Sure, I might as well try it. It's not like it could hurt my grades" I joked.

He smiled and went back to his videos. Meanwhile, I decided to be productive and spent the next few hours working through the textbook Heller had provided me at the start of the semester. It was pretty enjoyable though I'd always like history which was why I'd picked it originally. Maybe Heller was just a boring professor? One could hope but I didn't honestly believe it. My assignments would need more work in the future just as he'd said. It was too bad he had given one today. I felt like I could have flown through it. Sheer terror is a good motivator for me.

"So are you going to the party tonight?" Jack asked.

I looked up from my book. Damn it was late. How long had I spent on this thing? The party? Oh, right there was a party tonight. I hadn't given it much thought and part of me didn't want to go. There'd be tons of people I didn't know and of course, Jack would abandon me to talk to some friends of his that wouldn't talk to me. I'd find the nearest wall and stick my back to it.

Despite all this, I said "Sure."

The party was in full swing when Jack and I got there. It was being thrown at some rich kid’s house who was a friend of a friend to Jack. Being his roommate allowed me to tag along. Parties weren't my thing but it beat sitting alone in my dorm room feeling sorry for myself.

With the utmost importance, Jack said "First things first, alcohol." We both grabbed a beer and there was a moment before he said "hey there's someone I recognize. I'll see you later" he said and walked out of the room before I could say anything. Not that I would have stopped him anyway and trust me when I say following him would have been worse. I'd tried it a couple of times but it had always resulted in me being excluded. There's nothing worse than standing next to a group of people in conversation and not be included. I don't think it was done to be intentionally hurtful either. Jack just never introduced me to them and people tended to ignore me anyway.

I dutifully found an empty piece of wall that I could lean my back against just as I had predicted. Maybe Jack didn't even like me that much. He did leave awfully fast as soon as he got a beer. We were roommates so we had to get along to some degree but we probably would never have become friends if we weren't forced to share a dorm. A part of me began to wonder if we even were friends now. No, I think he's definitely trying by inviting me to go with him and he always listens to my problems and offers advice.

No, I'm just in a bad mood because of Heller and my own poor academic performance. I should go talk to someone. Looking around there was no one I immediately recognized. Wandering around the house I looked for Jack. My thoughts about him were too harsh. I resolved to make more of an effort to be sociable once I found him.

The house turned out to be even bigger than originally thought and it was filled with people. Jack didn't seem to be anywhere though. Reluctantly I gave up and headed upstairs for the bathroom instead. Damn it if Jack had brought a girl back he better text me before I get there. That's on him.

The most beautiful girl on campus walked out of the bathroom. She gave me a funny look. "Hey, don't we have a class together?" She asked.

"Uh yeah, we both have Heller. I'm Elliot by the way." Oh my god, I can't believe this is finally happening.

"Oh, man is that guy the worst. It's Samantha and it's nice to meet the other student Heller picks on." Picks on?

"But Heller loves you," I said.

"Yeah in the worst possible way" she replied.

"What do you mean?"

"Well think of us as two sides of the same coin. Heller likes to instill the fear of God into you after class and pick on you for not being the best in class. I on the other hand have the opposite problem. Heller always picks on me for an answer. He expects me to get A's for all my assignments and even when I do it's almost as bad. See when I get a right answer he rubs it in everyone's faces."

"I'd never thought about it like that," I said.

"Yeah, I think he's trying to make me into his teacher's pet or something."

"Heller has a point with me though. I mean I am failing his class."

"Hmm well, maybe I could tutor you and or at least share my notes with you. There's no reason with both have to suffer from Heller."

"Yeah that would be great actually," I said. It was a far better solution than some suspicious Adderall from Jack.

Feeling confident, I said, "so do you want to grab a drink and compare Heller horror stories?" As soon as I'd started saying it a door opened and a guy towered over me. It was Justin Lock, star football player and exactly the type of guy Samantha would... date.

"Nice try little guy," Justin said sarcastically. "Come on babe, let's go get a drink," he said. "You don't have to be so mean," she said but went with him anyway until I was left alone in the hallway.

Screw this, I've had my limit. I'm going home.

Luckily Jack wasn't back at the dorm with a girl. I don't think I could have handled it after everything else. Inside I was seething over what Justin had said. It brought back memories from childhood of being teased for being so skinny and short. My mind went back to my fantasy during Heller's lecture about getting in shape. I could finally stand equal to people like Justin.

I'd already fulfilled part of the fantasy since I'd technically asked Samantha out and it wasn't like I'd gotten a hard 'no' from her. I should talk to her about tutoring the next time I see her. At the very least we could become friends.

The next part would be tougher. I had no idea how to get into shape. I've never stepped foot into a gym and was clueless about weight lifting. I started looking online for advice. One thing that kept catching my eye was the people who talked about how much success they'd gotten with trainers. Should I hire a trainer? I wasn't sure if I could even afford it. Regardless, I searched for local trainers until I found one that offered one free session. I clicked on it.

His name was Paul Teller and his website said he had years of experience. I didn't doubt it as the guy looked like a Greek god. The website said he operated out of a home gym with his clients. I took a deep breath and signed up for a free session. At the very least I could get some valuable advice from it.


Elliot - Chapter Ten

The clock hit 7 am and started to beep loudly. Jack muttered a curse and rolled over in his bed. I quickly turned it off and got dressed. It was time to go to my job. The same one I'd tried to tell Professor Heller about although I doubt he'd have cared.

I walked in the cold across campus although at 5 am it's always cold no matter the season. My job consisted of working in a warehouse moving boxes which with my skinny frame was tough. I was able to do it but would usually finish exhausted. It didn't help that it started so early. The job forced me to constantly choose between a social life or sleep. I'd sacrificed sleep to go to that party although I'm not sure I could say it helped my social life.

My boss Frank nodded to me as I walked in the door. We didn't talk much. Usually, I just get straight to work. It was very menial work moving boxes one place to another. The forklifts took them most of the way but then they need a person to individually unload them and sort them into certain piles. It was very simple and I could have done it in my sleep by now.

Daydreaming at such a job was inevitable. Most of it was centered on Samantha although some of it was getting an A from Heller. Some might say these daydreams were boring and that I should dream about being a superhero or something but I found the closer to reality it was the easier it was to get lost in.

The time passed quickly when I zoned out. It always did. The opposite of focusing on the time and being present always slowed time down to a crawl at least from my perspective.

Frank and I shared another nod in passing as I left. He's not one for words and I was too tired for a conversation. The plan for the rest of today involved a long nap and chilling out. It wasn't until I got near my dorm that I remembered what I'd done last night. I'd arranged that free session with the trainer today. Thankfully I had a few hours left and he wasn't too far away.

My room was empty again. Jack had likely gone to class. I set my alarm and drifted off back to sleep.

What felt like only moments passed before the alarm beeped. I hate this thing. Getting up and changing into workout clothes I opened the door and nearly ran into Samantha. We both looked flustered.

"Oh hey, I just wanted to stop by to see if you were still interested in tutoring."

"Yeah, I definitely am. It's just that I was heading out" I said.

"Well let me give you my number and we can sort something out," she said.

I can't believe I was turning her down even if it was only for a tutoring session and even if it was only just this once. We exchanged numbers. I saw Jack round the corner as Samantha left.

"Dude who was that?"

"New tutor."

"Damn, nice work," he said.

I couldn't disagree but I was running late now that I'd run into Samantha. So I told him I'd see him later and took off running down the hall. I jogged at a steady pace across campus and down some side streets. Occasionally I had to stop and pull out my phone to check the map. Finding the place didn't turn out to be too much trouble.

The website said he had a home gym and I believed it. His house was huge and must have cost a fortune. There's no way he earned that as a trainer. I pressed the doorbell and waited. He looked exactly as he did in the picture, early thirties with short dark hair and deep grey eyes. Those same eyes stared at him with a strange intensity.

"I'm Elliot. I'm here for the free session that was advertised on the website."

"You're two minutes late. Come in" he said.

I did and the house looked just as grand on the inside as it did on the outside. I told him as much. "Thanks, I inherited it from my parents," he said. Oh, that made sense. "Come to the gym's downstairs." I followed him down into the basement into what appeared to be a large state of the art gym.

"First things first I'll need you to fill out this form. Just put your contact details on there along with things like height, weight etcetera. Then put your signature at the bottom of the second page. It's a consent form that prevents you from suing me if an accident happens. Not that one ever has happened or is likely to. It's all pretty standard really."

I'd begun filling in the boxes as he'd been talking. I got the feeling he'd said the same thing a million times already. I handed him back the forms. "Okay, so this is a free session. It runs for an hour which, don't worry hasn't started yet. I just need to know what your goals are."

I didn't need to think of an answer. "I want to get stronger and put on muscle." He nodded and wrote something down in a notebook. "Okay simple enough. Let's get started" he said.

We began by talking about various weight lifting movements. He demonstrated the movements himself and had me repeat them without any weight to them. We then slowly added weight until I found a number I could just about manage. This took up half of the session. I made some minor mistakes but Paul was patient in correcting them.

The latter half of the session was much easier. It consisted of various bodyweight movements, stretching, and some Yoga. Paul said it was important for flexibility and I took to it very quickly. He even complimented me on how flexible I was.

As we were wrapping up the session he handed me a small bottle of pills. "It's a vitamin supplement. I usually sell them but clients get them for free. Take one a day but don't expect anything immediately. It takes a while to feel the effects."

"But I'm just not sure if this is for me especially with the costs involved," I said.

"We'll think about it and if you decide to come back then we can work out a payment plan."

I looked at pills he'd given me. "You'd be surprised what's missing from most people's diets," he said. I nodded and followed him back upstairs. "You know where to find me if you decide to get serious about changing yourself."

"Thanks for today. I learned a lot" I said as I left.

I meant what I'd told him but I didn't want to rush into anything. Once back at the dorm, I took one of the pills Paul had given me and decided to give Samantha a call. She picked up on the second ring. "Hey Elliot, did you change your mind about today?"

"You're still studying?"

"Yep, I'm in the library right now."

"Okay I'll meet you in there," I said.

A quick shower and change of clothes and I was good as new. Samantha turned out to be easy to spot even with her face in a book. I was always a little surprised and impressed by how smart she is but it looks like she works hard for it.

We exchanged greetings and then we got right down to work. In a way, she was my academic trainer and seemed to take my mental training as seriously as Paul did. She pulled out her notes and she explained parts of them while I took my own notes down. Once again I was a little out of my depth but Samantha was nice about it and remained patient with me. At one point she asked to see one of my past assignments. I pulled out my laptop and loaded up one of the better ones that had gotten me the equivalent of a C. Her eyes quickly skimmed the pages.

"Okay, so some of your points are incomplete. You didn't back up your analysis with evidence in certain places and you’re missing a few sources as well." She stated it as a matter of fact but these were pretty big errors. I was starting to understand why Heller read me the riot act the other day. I made a note of what she said and then Samantha showed me one of her past assignments so I could compare. Samantha's phone buzzed while I was reading. She glanced at it, frowned, and then put it away.

"Problem?" I asked.

"Just someone that won't take the hint," she said.

"Justin?"

"No, ex-girlfriend actually but, look you don't need to hear about my problems when we're here to study."

"Well, we've been here a couple of hours. Why don't we take a break and grab some coffee?"

She agreed but was firmly against going to the cafeteria. "The coffee there is awful. Come on I know a place." We walked to a small boutique coffee shop and found a quiet corner to sit in.

"So do you want to talk about it?" I asked.

She sighed, "it was a text from my ex-girlfriend Brianna. She was this girl I dated for a couple of months but I ended it. Brianna turned out to be a little crazy and too high maintenance for me. Every once in awhile she'll send me an innocent text to meet up but that's just so she can try to convince me to go back to her."

Wow, I didn't know what to say to that. Samantha's a bisexual with a crazy ex. It's unexpected but I could deal with it. "Did you know she's banned from Justin's frat too?" She asked and I shook my head. "She went off on him and made this huge scene when she found out we were dating. Now she's not allowed to set foot in the house."

"Have you thought about talking to someone like the Dean or something."

"I have but I'm not sure if I want all that hassle. I looked into it and it would mean a lot of meetings, a tribunal, and stuff. Besides she's backed off after the whole frat incident."

"Couldn't you just tell her to leave you alone."

"Believe me I've tried. Now I'm trying to just ignore her. Hopefully this time she'll get it and finally leave me alone."

I took a sip of my coffee. It suddenly felt awkward. Samantha smiled and said, "I guess you weren't expecting all that from the star pupil."

"Yeah, I guess I wasn't, though it's not like any of it's your fault. Your ex is the one with the problem."

Her phone buzzed again but this time she didn't even look at it. "Look there's no reason to freak out," she said. "But before the frat incident, she kinda stalked a few of my friends. If you see her just stay out of her way and don't talk to her."

I agreed and we shifted the conversation to friendlier topics. It turned out that we both loved romantic comedies and a couple of hours passed quickly. "This was nice. Feel like doing it again tomorrow?"

"Sorry I can't. I've got a full day with classes and then Justin's taking me on this date."

"Oh well let me know when we can do this again."

"Definitely," she said.

We both went in opposite directions back to our dorms. Hearing about Justin taking her on a date just reminded me again of what I didn't have. After all, there's no way he has more in common with her than I do.

As soon as I got back I contacted Paul to set up a training schedule. We settle on three days a week and a reasonable payment plan. "In 3 months you'll be a completely different person," said Paul.

"I hope so" I replied.


Elliot - Chapter Eleven

Training sessions passed quickly with both Paul and Samantha. I became better friends with both of them too. My grades were making leaps and strides better. Heller had even backed off a lot too after I got a B on my last assignment. Physically not a lot had changed though it had only been a couple of weeks. Paul said as much when he told me I needed to be patient and take those supplements he gave me. I did as he asked and after a while, I did feel a little happier strangely.

In the gym, we focused a lot more on Yoga than weight lifting which disappointed me at first. Paul said I'd get to it eventually when I was ready. I stretched my arms out into a pose. "No no like this," Paul said and moved my arms higher up. He smelled faintly of sweat and iron. It was quite a nice smell and my face grew red as I realized I'd lost myself for a moment.

"Okay so this next movement is a little tougher," he said as he brushed up against me, moving my body into the right position. My cock twitched and started to harden as he grabbed my hips. No, not now. This can't happen now. I started thinking about Baseball which seemed to have the desired effect. My erection disappeared before Paul noticed.

Once the session was over I practically ran out of there. What the hell was that? Pent up sexual frustration probably. I mean it's been a while since I'd last gotten laid. Yeah, that's probably all it is. Back in the dorm I swallowed another pill and took a nap.

A few more weeks passed and I wasn't sure whether Paul's training sessions were working for me. My mood had dramatically improved but my body less so. In fact, looking at it in the mirror most would say the opposite had happened. For the first time in my skinny life, I had gained weight. Nobody would ever accuse me of even being chubby but I was certain that I looked... softer.

My ass was a little rounder and I could even feel it jiggle when I jumped up and down during my workouts. My hips and legs looked a little thicker. I had a lot of baggy clothes so it was easy to hide. My nipples were feeling oddly sensitive too and I think my chest was getting puffy. I'd have to ask Paul for some diet advice next time I saw him. I'm clearly eating too much.

I met Samantha in the library again but this time another girl was talking to her.

"Hey Samantha," I said and the girl talking to Samantha whirled on me. I took a step as this girl towered over me. She must have been at least six feet tall.

"Is this the dweeb you've been tutoring?" The girl asked.

"Don't insult my friends Brie. Besides, that's none of your business. We're not together anymore."

Brianna was about to respond when she realized that people in the library were starting to stare at us. She huffed and shoved me out of the way. "Out of the way little guy," she said.

"Bitch" Samantha muttered. "Hey, are you okay?" She asked me.

Before I could say anything I started crying. Samantha pulled me into a hug while I continued sobbing. "Sorry I don't know what's come over me" I whispered.

"Look maybe we should do this another time," she said.

"Yeah okay. I must be sick or something and it's messing with my emotions."

She nodded but I don't think she was convinced. Hell, it wouldn't have convinced me if I'd seen it happen to someone else. We left it at that and I think both of us had silently decided that we wouldn't talk about it again.

I prayed that the dorm was empty and it was. Jack was usually out anyway but with my emotions running so high I couldn't deal with him. I took another pill and along with some deep breaths to calm down.

Suddenly the image of Paul popped into my head. His body glistening with sweat from a heavy workout. My dick hardened instantly. It must be that pent up frustration again. I pushed Paul out of my mind and focused instead of Samantha as I started stroking my cock. I thought about her with those long lean legs, my hands grasping those perfect breasts and watching them bounce as I imagined fucking her.

Something was different though. Normally this would be all I'd need to get off but something was holding me back. I thought about Samantha staring into my eyes, she pulled me into her embrace and whispered: "I love you." My body tensed before I came explosively, harder than I ever had before. The intensity left me in a daze. My hand brushed one of my nipples and I realized it felt kind of pleasant.

After cleaning up my mess, I started getting changed. Just then Jack walked in the door as I was bent over. He whistled and said "nice ass." I blushed and told him to shut up. "Woah didn't realize it was you, Elliot. I thought you'd finally brought a girl over with an ass like that." Before I could turn around he playfully slapped it. I bit down on my tongue before I could moan and tried to hide that I'd enjoyed him touching me.

"You should try and work out more," said Jack. If he only knew. "I mean you're starting to look like a girl especially with an ass like that." I know it was meant as an insult but a strange part of me seemed to treat it as a compliment. I just nodded in agreement so that he would drop the subject and I could continue getting dressed in peace.


Elliot - Chapter Twelve

A few more weeks passed.

"Okay he has to be fucking with me" I muttered to myself. My underwear drawer had been completely emptied and replaced. Jack was doing it to mess with me. It was probably his idea of a practical joke. Instead of my usual boxer briefs, the whole drawer was filled with women's panties and thongs. They varied in style and color. I couldn't wear my old underwear again. I sighed and selected the least feminine pair I could find which was a simple black pair of satin panties.

They felt cool and smooth gliding up my legs. For some reason, all of my body hair was gone. It definitely gave my legs a more feminine appearance. Once they were on I caught my reflection in the mirror. Damn, I'd have a great ass if I were a girl. I slapped it and watched it jiggle. Jack probably wouldn't be able to keep his hands off it now. Wait where did that come from? I mean it's nice to be desired but I was seriously starting to wonder if I was gay.

Taking in the rest of my body wasn't what you'd expect either. I'd probably gained at least five more pounds with most of it going to my chest. I now had what looked like small breasts. Of course, I noticed the changes but with everything going on I somehow ignored what was happening. My face looked softer which gave me a much more androgynous appearance.

I couldn't keep staring into the mirror. I had a session with Paul and then I'll go to the doctor to figure out what's wrong with me. I swallowed another pill on my way out.

Paul welcomed me into his house. "You're looking nice today El," he said. El? He'd never called me that before. No one's ever called me that but he seemed so sweet so I didn't say anything. "You look good yourself," I said. We went downstairs into the home gym.

"Today's going to start a little differently," he said.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I want to review your progress. Take off some of those baggy clothes and get on the scale."

My heart started racing. I felt embarrassed and didn't want to do it. He put a hand on my shoulder and smiled. "It'll be fine," he said. Reluctantly I started to take my baggy hoody off. Damn, I should have bought new clothes weeks ago. I was wearing a tight white t-shirt and sweat pants with the panties on underneath. My new chest was visible sticking out for everyone to see.

"Okay now on the scale," he said. I got on but didn't look at the number. "Hmm someone's doing well." My head snapped to him.

"What?" I asked shocked.

Paul moved closer. I was practically shaking I was so nervous but he kept inching closer and closer. He reached out and grabbed one of my breasts. "How do these new additions feel?" He asked as his thumb rubbed one of my nipples. In response, I let out a moan. My cock grew hard instantly, straining against those satin panties for freedom.

Paul put his hands on my waist before he pulled my pants down. His eyes widened when he saw my panties with my erection. "Wow El, you're further along than I thought, or are you more of an Ellie now?" He asked as he grabbed my ass. He pulled me into his arms. His lips roughly brushing against mine with his tongue meeting me. I melted into his arms. I realized that I wanted this. That I wanted him inside me. His own sizeable erection was asking for freedom too.

I unzipped his pants and grabbed his cock. Fuck, it was huge and I wanted it inside me. "Fuck me" I begged. He turned me around and I bent down over his desk that sat in the corner of his gym. Paul gripped my panties and tore them off with one hand, leaving my bare virgin ass ready for him. He pulled some lube out of his desk and I cooed as I felt his slick cool fingers slip inside of me.

Next his cock rubbed up against my ass. "I want you to beg," he said.

"Please. I need you to fuck me."

"Who are you?" He asked as his cock rammed inside of me. I writhed in pleasure but I didn't understand what he meant. "Who are you?" He asked and thrusted again hitting my prostate. He repeated this several more times until I screamed out "I'm yours!"

He started pumping harder and faster. My new breasts bounced up and down with each thrust. I grabbed both of them, rubbing my nipples and grinding my hips back against his. "What's your name?" He shouted and I could tell he was starting to get close to cumming.

"El... Ellie" I stammered.

"Who's Ellie?" He asked.

"A girl who likes to get fucked" I whispered. Small waves of hot pleasure were building inside of me. He grunted and shouted "louder" as he kept pumping.

"A girl who likes to get fucked!" I shouted as I came. I felt Paul's hot juices shoot inside of me as mine did all over his desk. My cock exploded, with my cum shooting across his desk. I cried out in joy.

I couldn't believe I'd just done that not to mention how amazing it felt. What did this mean for me or my chances with Samantha? Hell, maybe I'd never really had a shot with her but she is bi and I do make an attractive girl.

"Daydreaming?" Paul asked which brought me back. I didn't know what to say to him. It was now that I realized he'd been responsible for all of my changes.

"Why?" I asked.

"It seemed to be what you wanted," he said. Well, that was cryptic. He didn't give me a chance to press further. "Go home and get yourself cleaned up. We'll continue with our sessions. I want to see you here Friday afternoon and be on time."

"You want to continue?"

"You've made great progress Ellie but you're not finished yet." He handed me a cd and said "listen to this every night when you go to sleep. Now go I've got another client coming soon and I need to get myself cleaned up."

"Another client like me?" I asked.

"I don't discuss other clients. Now please leave" he said.

Numb, I did what he said walking home in my dirty clothes. In a way he was right. I did like the changes but they also scared me. What would Samantha or Jack say when they finally realized if they didn't already? How long would it be before the changes were unmistakable? More to the point did I want them to continue?

Do I want to be Elliot or Ellie?


Elliot - Chapter Thirteen

I took the long way back to my dorm. I needed to think and walking usually helped with that. It didn't seem to be working this time. Over the past 10 weeks, my body had been changing. It all started when in a fit of lonely desperation I hired a personal trainer. I'd been a skinny guy my whole life and Samantha, the girl I had a crush on, only dated these huge muscular athletes. At least that's what I thought until she confessed that she was bisexual after I ran into her psycho ex-girlfriend. I'd hired this trainer Paul who turned out to be gorgeous and he was supposed to help me put on muscle so I could compete with the type of guys Samantha dated. Obviously, that never happened. Paul gave me supplements that he said were vitamins but were in fact estrogen pills.

I started to put weight on my skinny frame but it all went to my butt, legs, hips, and chest. I grew small breasts and my body hair disappeared. Looking in the mirror, I could tell that my face had gotten softer making me look more androgynous and even feminine in the right light. It became even more obvious when I let my long blonde hair down and out of my usual ponytail.

Just a few hours ago Paul had made his intentions known. I had never been attracted to a man before these changes but I wanted him. He knew it as well and when we had sex he called me Ellie instead of Elliot. Considering I looked like and was getting fucked like a girl it seemed appropriate. Paul was a little cold towards me after sex and brushed me off. I wouldn't go as far as to call it rude but it hurt a bit.

Back at my dorm, I was relieved to find it empty. My roommate Jack was almost always somewhere else. After sex with Paul, I badly needed a shower. I took off my soiled clothes including some women's panties I had worn. It might have been daring had it been my choice. Jack, as a prank, decided to remove all my underwear and replace them with women's underwear. I don't even know how he got so many but my drawer was filled with thongs and panties in various colors.

The door opened as I was coming out of the shower. Jack was back from his classes. He saw me before I could cover myself with a towel. We stared at each other and I realized he had seen everything. I closed the door between us and finished drying off. When I came out with the towel wrapped around me he was sat down playing with his phone pretending not to notice me. Inwardly I sighed and went to look for some underwear. At this point, I didn't care and just grabbed the first pair I saw. It was a pair of white and pink. Slipping it on, I wondered if Paul wound find it sexy. At least someone did. I noticed Jack was staring and he had an erection.

Without even thinking about it I walked over to him in nothing but my panties. His eyes didn't leave my bare B cup sized breasts until my hand grabbed his cock. Jack's head snapped down to his crotch and then my eyes. "Wha...?" He stuttered. 
I shushed him and undid his pants. All of Jack's 9 inches stood hard and to attention. I kissed his tip gently before rolling my tongue lazily over it. I did this a few more times and then opened wide to take the whole thing in my warm wet mouth. I was surprised by how thick he was. Without saying anything Jack grabbed the back of my head and pushed his cock deeper down my throat. I got the message and started deep throating him. My mouth moved up and down his shaft as I sucked. A few times I was worried I'd taken too much and hit my gag reflex. His cock twitched in my mouth and I realized that turned him on even more.

Eventually, I developed a rhythm with my dick sucking. My other hand grabbed his balls to play with them. Jack was breathing heavily. It wouldn't be long. I started sucking faster and harder, begging for him to cum. His body tensed then exploded as his hot semen hit the back of my throat. I continued sucking and swallowing as he loudly groaned. Only once he'd finished squirting and I'd licked him clean did I let go of his cock.

"That was amazing," he breathed. I giggled, feeling pleased with myself as it was my first time although my jaw ached. That would probably fade with practice though. Wait did I want to get good at this? It did feel really good but I didn't want to be in a relationship with Jack. We barely got along as roommates. We'd probably murder each other if we got together like that but I was jumping the gun a bit. It was just a blow job among friends.

My phone on the table buzzed. It was a text from Samantha wondering where I was. Crap, we were supposed to meet in the library to study. She was the girl I'd had a crush on all year and I hadn't had a girlfriend the entire time I'd been at college. Now I'd had sex with two men on the same day. Apparently, Ellie was a lot more successful than Elliot in the seduction department. I needed to finish getting ready. "Check the other drawers," Jack said. I did and groaned. Inside were more women's clothes including more bras. Not all of it would fit me as some of it was in various sizes. I find a pink and white bra that would match my panties and tried it on. Too big, apparently it was meant for a C cup. I went a size down and it fit my breasts perfectly. 
 

I turned to Jack. "Why did you do all this?" I asked him. He shook his head.

"It wasn't me. Some older guy said he was your uncle and that you were transitioning into a woman. He said you'd asked him to get you some new clothes for your new look and also to call you Ellie now." He smiled and I thought he was enjoying this but I realized he was staring at my cleavage.

The older guy he was talking about must have been Paul. Apparently, he was determined to have me dress as Ellie too, and not just fuck like her. Looking at the rest of the clothes for something gender neutral was tough. I settle on some jeans which were a little on the skinny side and hugged my ass tightly. There were no complaints from Jack though as I felt his hands grasp it. "Do you have to go?" He asked. This was a first. Usually, as Elliot, I would have been the one following him around and he would casually dismiss me whenever he'd felt like it. It had always felt like he was in charge. He was always the more confident one and now the shoe was on the other foot. I kissed him deeply and pulled him tightly towards me. I could feel his dick stirring back into action. Once I was certain he was hard enough I pulled away and said "I have to go."

A simple white top was next but it didn't completely cover me as it ended at my bellybutton. "I'm taking one of your hoodies," I said and grabbed it before he answered. Habitually I swallowed another pill and walked out of there knowing he had blue balls because of me and that he would be furiously masturbating at the thought of me to get off. That image made me smile as I went to meet Samantha in the library.


Elliot - Chapter Fourteen

The library was quiet. It was almost empty except for Samantha who looked annoyed. "Look I know your grades have been improving but I think you still really need these sessions," she said. Samantha was right on both points. With her help, I had gone from failing to a solid C sometimes B student. She was convinced that I could get A's if I continued applying myself. I joined her and pulled out my books. "Aren't you a little hot with that hoodie on?" She asked.

"No I'm fine" I lied. The truth was Jack's baggy hoodie hid everything and with my hair pulled back into a ponytail; I could look more like Elliot than Ellie. Samantha shrugged and we started going over my latest assignment. It was difficult to focus though. Every time she leaned close to me I smelled her perfume and my mind kept picturing her naked. I shifted forward more toward the table to hide my erection. It was kind of a relief in a way that not only was I still attracted to women but also the girl of my dreams. She had revealed to me in confidence that she was bisexual and her last relationship was with a girl but that had ended horribly. Now she was dating an athlete called Justin. Would she want to date a half man half woman? The half-man part was probably up for debate at this point as well.

"Elliot?"

"Yeah?"

"You were zoning out again. Come on you can't afford to do that in class anymore. It's the main reason you've been struggling. You don't pay attention."

"Sorry. I'll try to do better" I said.

"I need you to more than try" she shouted and burst into tears.

Where the hell did that come from? Samantha started shoving books into her backpack. "I can't do this right now," she said and ran out of there. After a stunned moment of silence, I decided to follow her. She had gone back to her dorm. I knocked on the door and said "it's Elliot. Can I come in?"

"Yeah," she said quietly. She was on her bed trying not to cry. As I sat down she hugged me and explained everything. Justin had dumped her for one of her friends Samantha's ex-girlfriend Brianna had gotten wind of it and gloated about it. Gave some speech about how stupid she was to go after a man. Somehow she tried to turn that into an attempt to get back together. Samantha refused her and Brianna had nearly hit her but the door was open and the hallway was filled with people. Then Samantha had pulled herself together and gone down to the library to meet me. I being ten minutes late was just the final straw and she couldn't take it anymore.

I let her keep talking and just listened. After a while, she had calmed down and said "why do I keep ending up with shitty people?"

"It's not your fault. You see the good in everyone but some people take advantage of that" I said.

"Wow, that might have been one of the nicest things someone's ever said to me."

"You're welcome."

"Now are you going to stop being silly and take that hoodie off? You must be cooking in that thing."

It was hot and I could feel myself start to sweat but for very obvious reasons it had to stay on. I couldn't drop what had happened to me on her now, plus I had no idea how she'd react. It was a very strange situation that even I was struggling to handle. My libido had been doing most of the thinking today and I needed to take a minute and think this all through.

Samantha lunged at me and pulled the zipper of my hoodie down before I could say anything. This time I didn't try to hide my body. It wouldn't have been possible anyway. Samantha was shocked by what she saw. It was over a solid minute before she said "I didn't know you wanted to be a woman."

It was at this point that I suddenly burst into tears. I told her everything except that I had a crush on her. I started by saying that I wanted to get in shape for a better love life but kept that part vague. Then I talked about Paul and how well things had started off before they'd taken a turn. "Now I'm like this," I said. I'd also left out the parts about having sex with Jack and Paul.

Samantha was angry. "I can't believe he fucking did that to you without your consent. We should call the police and get him arrested or something" she said and pulled out her phone. "Please don't call anyone" I pleaded.

"Why the hell not?"

"Because... because I like these changes." Finally saying it out loud for myself like this gave me a strange sense of relief. The only other time I'd said it was when Paul had pressured me to during sex.

"Really are you sure because you know he can't do anything to you if we call the cops." Samantha wasn't fully convinced.

"No, look yes its weird and confusing being Ellie but people treat me differently. I feel different, better even, and I... like the way I look." I struggled to meet her gaze as I said it. I got up and threw the hoodie aside and stood up so she could see everything. "You do look good," she said as her eyes roamed over my body. This was a critical moment and I needed to be honest. I took a deep breath. "I think the name Ellie suits you. It's nice" she said. My heart fluttered. Emboldened I decided it was time to tell her how I felt. "Samantha, I'm in love with you," I said.

We had both been on such a rollercoaster of emotions that I wasn't sure if she could feel surprised right now. Samantha said something I never expected her to say. In all the times I had played this moment out in my head she'd never given this answer before. "I know," she said. I felt like crying all over again. Part of me wanted to run away but I knew that would solve nothing. I stood my ground. "You knew?"

"I didn't know what to do about it," she said sounding flustered. "We were becoming such good friends and making such great strides in your tutoring sessions. I didn't want to jeopardize all of that."

"Is that the main reason?" I asked because I knew what was coming now. This was familiar territory. "No. You weren't the sort of person I'd date Elliot. Call me shallow or whatever but I just wasn't attracted to you" she said.

"I don't think you're shallow. I'm going to go now. I need some time by myself" I said and headed towards the door. "Wait" she called out. I stopped. "Ellie is the sort of person I'd date," she said quietly. My chest was warm and it felt like my heart was going to burst. I swept her up in my arms and kissed her. She responded differently than how Jack and Paul had. They were faster, rougher while Samantha was gentle. We moved slowly to the bed and took our time feeling each other with our tongues. I gently directed her to the bed and got on top of her. Her hands started to wander down to grab my ass. Everybody seemed to be doing that. It must be my best feature.

Meanwhile, I took my top off. "A bra?" She asked.

"Are you surprised at this point?"

"I guess I shouldn't be," she said and reached up to unhook my bra. It was nice to go braless and feel the cool air touch them. I took off the rest of my clothes except for my panties which were sporting a huge erection. I wasn't sure how to proceed or how she'd react. Luckily she seemed to understand what was stopping me. "I'm not a lesbian Ellie. I have no problem with cocks, especially big thick hard ones like the one you're carrying there." That was all the incentive I needed to tear off her clothes. She had huge double D breasts that bounced and jiggled at the slightest touch. My hand grazed her thigh and she cooed softly. It continued further up until I felt how wet she was. I was about to enter her when he hand reached up behind my back. She tugged on my hair and pulled it out of its ponytail. My long blonde hair fell past my shoulders.

"I love your hair" she smiled. It was an odd but very sweet thing to say. I entered her slowly, my hips grinding deeply against hers. I moved slowly and rhythmically while looking into her eyes. Our bodies felt connected like we were one person. This was different from before. It wasn't fucking but making love instead. There was no rush. It wasn't a race to get to an orgasm. Instead, we felt each and embraced as I continued slowly thrusting. I watched almost hypnotized as her wonderful breasts bounced with each thrust. I finally took them in my hands while Samantha played with my ass. She would rub it then squeeze it and then slap it. I picked up the speed a little bit and we both moaned. The pleasure was building up inside of me. I was so close now. Samantha's legs were quivering and I knew she must be too. "Oh, Ellie!" She cried out and my cock jerked as I shot my load. Samantha's body shivered with pleasure as it jolted through her. She moaned so loudly but I didn't care who heard her. My head swam dizzily with stars as we collapsed into a sweaty blissful heap together.


Elliot - Chapter Fifteen

Another week had passed. Samantha and I were officially dating. Since we'd slept together I hadn't heard anything from Paul and Jack had stayed away from me when I made it clear that I wasn't interested anymore. Everyone called me Ellie now which is what I want. Teachers and classmates didn't seem to care especially since my grades were up thanks to Samantha's help.

Habitually I swallowed a pill. Damn, I was starting to run low. There was about a handful left and I didn't know what would happen if I stopped taking them. Hell, I didn't even know what was in them. Who knows how dangerous they are? Paul did of course but I wasn't sure if I wanted to see him. Even though I love the fact that I became Ellie I still didn't trust him. The other reason I didn't want to see Paul was because there was this animalistic lust between us last time. Somehow he lowers my defenses and I do whatever he wants. Still, I wouldn't be able to ignore this problem forever.

There was a knock at the door. "It's probably your girlfriend," said Jack who couldn't keep all the disappointment out of his voice. He'd made another play at me after I got together with Samantha except for this time I rebuffed him. Jack didn't take it too well and he'd been cold and distant to me ever since. Truth be told I didn't care. He would either get over it or he wouldn't. Our time as roommates would be over soon anyway so whether or not we remain friends lies entirely up to him. I ignored Jack when he was like this and instead opened the door for Samantha.

"Ready to go?" She asked.

I nodded and took some satisfaction from noting that Jack was staring at my ass as I closed the door. Samantha had decided it was time I go shopping. Part of it was simply that I had never been and she talked about how fun it would be and also because my wardrobe was limited. Yes, Paul had dumped a ton of female clothes in my room to hasten along with my development into Ellie. What he had neglected to do was take accurate measurements of my body. So the sizes of everything varied wildly and only a select number of them fit me well. I'd consciously decided to wait an extra week because I wasn't certain if the changes in my body had stopped. I kept taking the pills but the changes seemed to have slowed down or stopped completely. Not that it mattered, I looked like a woman in every way except for my dick which I was keeping for the time being. Samantha had no complaints about that decision either.

Finally, Samantha and I had talked about it and we wanted to be out in public together more. For the last week, we were either in my dorm when it was empty or in hers having sex. Sure there was talking involved before and after but we hadn't had an official date yet.

I noticed Samantha was giving me a funny look and I realized that I'd kind of zoned out again. "Sorry, what were you saying?" I asked.

"I was saying that there's going to be a big party tonight and I think we should go."

"Hmm, I don't know." I had only been actively dressing and being a woman for a week now which meant I was still getting used to being out in public. Just going shopping at the mall felt like a big step for me and now she wanted me to go to a party.

"How about instead we find you the hottest dress to wear for the party. You look at yourself in the mirror and tell me then that you don't want to go."

"Okay then, that sounds more than fair," I said. Going to the mall as Ellie was a completely new and foreign experience. As Elliot, I would enter knowing exactly which store to go to and for which purpose. Once in the store, I would grab what I needed and leave as quickly as possible. Taking my time, trying things on, and just enjoying the experience of browsing was alien to me. Samantha was adamant about it though, certain that I would enjoy it if I gave it a chance.

It turns out she was right. Shopping was fun with her. We talked and constantly bounced ideas of what looked good for us. It wasn't long before Samantha had handed me at least ten outfits to try on and marched me over to the dressing room. "Hang on there's a couple more I want to get you. Just try the first one while I'm gone" she said as she raced off.

I was about to try the first dress on when a hand touched my shoulder. "That was fast," I said turning to see a hand slap me across the face. Brianna shoved me against the wall. Even back when I was Elliot I was weak and unsurprisingly the estrogen hadn't made me any stronger. In fact, I was probably a bit weaker as Ellie because of it. Normally I wouldn't mind it. Samantha often liked to take the lead during sex and it was quite the turn on for her to overpower me and get on top. Now I would have given anything for some of that strength back.

"Who the fuck are you?" Brianna growled. She didn't recognize me. Obviously, the transition from Elliot to Ellie was more than dramatic than I thought. Thanks to Samantha and I spend all of our time behind closed doors she wouldn't have seen me recently either and has no idea who I am. If she did she probably would have tried to kill me. "A friend. Just a friend!" I said.

Damn it, where the hell was Samantha anyway? "I know all of her friends. I don't know you" she said. Well, that's kind of creepy I thought.

"I'm a new friend," I said. She didn't look too convinced.

"What's your name?"

I didn't get the chance to answer her. There was a knock on the dressing room door. "Miss is everything okay in there?" A man asked.

"No there's..." Brianna shoved me into the wall again cutting me off. The door slammed open and a security guard rushed in. He grabbed her and dragged her away from me. Brianna went crazy. She kicked and screamed as she was being taken away. I could see Samantha talking to another security guard. Brianna saw her too. "Sam!" she cried but Samantha ignored her. Instead, she walked over and gave me a huge hug.

"Do you want to go?" She whispered.

"No she didn't get to me and leaving would just give her what she wants," I said.

Samantha and gave me a once over. "Wow," she said.

"What?"

"Look for yourself." She pointed to the mirror behind me. I turned and saw what she meant. The dress I had fit me perfectly. I looked amazing aside from the red mark on my face that Brianna gave me.

"This is the one," I said.

"Do you need it though; I mean when are you going to even wear it?" She smirked.

"We're going to that party," I said.

Samantha moved to take the other clothes back. I stopped her and said "well there's no sense not trying the others on. I mean now that they're here and all."

"Looks like someone's enjoying shopping," she said.

I had to agree even with Brianna's abrupt appearance it was fun trying on all this stuff. I didn't want it to seem like she'd gotten to me either. This was technically our first date and first time out in public together. Our first date will be of fond memories and not crazy exes.

"Are you going to try anything on and shall I just keep modeling clothes for you?" I joked.

"Well you do have the figure for it" she murmured before caressing me. Samantha slipped the dress off of me and kissed the back of my neck. I sighed and let her mouth roam over me.

We stayed for nearly an hour before leaving with that first dress.


Elliot - Chapter Sixteen

The party started in a couple of hours and I was nervous. Samantha had agreed to help me with my make-up since I hadn't quite gotten the hang of it yet. I'd watched some video tutorials online and Samantha had given me tips but I still needed to practice. Tonight was about looking my best though which was something Samantha knew something about.

I knocked on her door and nearly swallowed my tongue. She was dressed in a tight black cocktail dress. "Are you going to just stare?" She asked arching an eyebrow. Instead of answering, I kissed her, my hands roaming over that dress. Samantha stopped me. "Not in the hallway," she said. "And not before the party", she added as I followed her inside.

Her roommate was absent once again. Come to think of it I'd never actually met her. In all the times I'd visited Samantha she'd been absent. I asked Samantha about it once and she just said she was always working her job or studying. I'd accepted it, I mean Jack was barely in the dorms either but I was starting to wonder if his roommate even existed.

Samantha began to work on me or at least that's how I thought of it. I sat in the chair, in front of a mirror watching as she worked her magic. Her hand brushed through my hair a few times. "I think you should keep it down. It looks so good like this" she said and I nodded.

While she was working, she distracted me by talking about the party. She'd warned me that her ex-boyfriend Justin would probably be there. Thankfully, Brianna was banned from the house so she wouldn't be. Unsurprisingly I heard she'd made quite a scene at the last party she went to. There's no way anybody would let her in now.

I'd warned her that Jack would probably be there and that we'd once had sex but it meant nothing. Jack was still a little distant to me but he seemed to have gotten over it. Still, it was better she knew in case we ran into him.

The one other thing I didn't tell her was that I'd swallowed my last pill today. I didn't know what that meant or what would happen to me in the future. I was going to have to see Paul again to try and get some answers. Samantha didn't need to know all that right now and I didn't want to dampen her excitement for the party. She was eager for us to be out in public as an official couple and she wanted me to meet her friends.

Samantha had asked to meet my friends and I had to tell her that Elliot was kind of a loner who didn't have any friends. "Well you'll just have to make some friends as Ellie," she said. "Besides I think you'll like them." I just nodded. I could only guess what her friends had thought of Samantha's exes like Brianna or Justin. What would they think of me? An even worse thought was what if they had liked Brianna or Justin. That was the sort of friend I could do without.

"Okay you're ready," she said.

I looked at my reflection. She was right. The tight red dress I had chosen showed off my legs and a hint of cleavage. Along with my long blonde hair, I looked like a knockout. "Get ready to be the center of attention," she said.

"What do you mean?"

"You'll be the prettiest girl in the room. All eyes will be on you tonight."

I swallowed and didn't know what to say to that.


Elliot - Chapter Seventeen

Elliot had always shied away from crowds. He felt nervous in large groups and it got worse if that group was all looking at him. As Ellie, I was starting to feel the same way but as Elliot, I'd had the luxury of being invisible. Being Ellie was like wearing a neon sign. Now what that sign said might vary person to person but most would have things like 'hot' or 'beautiful' on it.

Samantha squeezed my hand. "Don't worry" she whispered as we stepped up to the house. The party was kicking off and the house was filled with people in various states of inebriation.

A drunk guy stepped up to us. "Heyyyy what's your name?" He slurred.

Samantha ignored him and grabbed my hand. We shoved past him. Once out of earshot she whispered to me. "That’s one thing I should have told you. When I said all eyes would be on you that also meant some of those eyes will want to fuck you. Just try to brush them off or ignore them."

"Okay."

"It won't happen much once we find my friends. Strength in numbers and all that" she smiled.

We walked down some stairs into the basement. A beer pong match was being played between two teams. On one team were two girls and on the other were two guys. It looked like the girls were winning. One of the girls, a brunette, was about to throw the ball when she saw us on the stairs.

"Hey, Sam" she waved. We moved over to her and watched her throw the ball. It landed perfectly in the cup of beer. The guy didn't seem too upset as he downed the beer in one.

"Oh my god is this her?" the brunette asked. Samantha nodded.

"Hey," I said quietly.

"Aww you didn't tell me she's shy," the brunette said. Samantha poked her.

"Be nice Jess" she said.

"I just meant that I find it cute. So, Ellie, Samantha tells me your new here?"

"Yeah," I said.

Samantha and I had agreed beforehand that telling people that I used to be a dorky guy named Elliot would just be too weird. I didn't like being reminded of who I used to be either. Pretending that I was a new student who'd just arrived was just easier to tell people than the truth.

Behind Jess stood a tall girl who had stepped up to throw the last ping pong ball.

"I'm Grace," she said and threw the ball. She'd made the last shot. A few people watching cheered. We moved away as a group to talk. This part made me nervous. I was worried they'd ask a lot of questions that I wouldn't know how to answer. The conversation thankfully stayed remarkably light. In fact, it was so light that I was quickly growing bored. They seemed like nice people but it didn't seem like we had a lot in common because of this I ended up doing a lot more listening than talking. My gaze started to wander until Samantha noticed and nudged me.

"I'm going to go grab a drink," I said. Samantha gave me a look that said we'd talk about this later but her friends didn't notice it.

I left in search of alcohol. It was probably just nerves that were making it difficult for me to relax. Luckily the beer was nearby. I took one and stood alone in the corner drinking it. This felt like familiar territory. It was exactly the way I had acted whenever Elliot went to one of these things. I wasn't sure if acted like Elliot was a good thing or not.

"Hey what's your name?" A guy asked.

Well, Samantha did give me fair warning that this would happen and especially so if I left the group. I guess I deserve it for not giving her friends more of a chance. I looked at the guy and realized immediately who it was. It was from Justin. Well, he was a lot better looking than the last guy that had hit on me and not as drunk by the sound of it either.

"Ellie and I are not interested," I said.

"I'm Justin and its fine. You just looked kind of lonely all by yourself here."

I took a sip of my beer. You know looking at him now I could see that he was kind of hot in the typical jock kind of way.

"I saw you come in with Samantha. Are you one of her friends?"

"Her girlfriend actually," I said. It felt nice saying it out loud. Justin grimaced.

"So she's back to that, is she? Well, you seem saner than the last one but eventually, she'll get tired of you and go looking for a man."

"You don't know me as well as you think," said Samantha striding into the room. "Come on Ellie," she said. I could see Justin shaking his head as we left.

"Lovely guy," I said sarcastically.

"Yeah" she muttered.

"Look I'm sorry about your friends. I guess I was just nervous. I'll try to do better."

We went back to her friends and made more of an effort to be a part of the conversation. It turned out Grace and I had more in common than I'd originally thought. I'd written her off at first glance since she was an all-star track runner but she'd taken a few of my classes the year before as she was a year older than me.

The night wore on and we were all getting pretty drunk. Samantha and I went to get another drink. We spotted Justin again but he didn't see us. I whispered an idea to Samantha, she smiled and nodded.

I approached Justin and realized that he was a lot drunker than he had been a couple of hours ago. I tapped him on the shoulder. "So I think we got off on the wrong foot," I said.

"Sure" he agreed with me.

"You want to go somewhere quieter to talk?"

He nodded and we went upstairs. I pulled him into an empty bedroom. "Get on the bed," I said. He did as I asked. Samantha who had quietly followed us handed me something from the hallway. Justin couldn't see who it was though.

"Hey who's your friend?" He asked with a lazy grin on his face. I didn't answer him. He'd find out soon enough. Instead, I used the toy Samantha had given me. A pair of handcuffs. Justin's eyes widened when he saw them. "I'm not sure about this," he said. I shushed him and leaned over giving him a good look at my breasts. "Don't you want to play?" I asked and affected a fake pout.

"Yeah okay," he said and offered his hands.

I cuffed both hands to the bed and said "you can come in now." Samantha walked in, took one look at Justin, and laughed.

"Hey what the hell?" He shouted.

"Shush," I said and beckoned Samantha closer. She closed the door and locked it behind her. Meanwhile, I grabbed Justin's shirt and ripped it open exposing his muscular abs.

"Unzip me," said Samantha. I unzipped her slowly while looking at Justin. She did the same for me. We approached him from either side of the bed and slipped out of our dresses. His dick hardened at the sight of us in our underwear. Our bras went off next. I grabbed my breasts. "Do you want these Justin?"

He nodded and I moved closer so he could reach them with his mouth. Justin kissed them and began to suck on one of them. I moaned and could feel my cock get hard. Justin didn't notice. At the same time, Samantha was rubbing his crotch over his jeans.

Once Justin groaned I pulled my breasts away from him. Samantha and I leaned over Justin's body. We started to make out. Our tongues meeting and massaging one another's while Justin watched. He was into it at first but as it went on he began to get restless.

I leaned further forward and without realizing it my erection poked Justin's side. "Hey what the... You're a dude!" Before I could respond Samantha stuffed her fallen bra in his mouth to gag him. I took off my panties freeing my huge erect cock. Justin whined and look scared now. Samantha and I ignored him.

We turned to the side of Justin so he could get the whole show without us being forced to stare at him. She bent over the bed and I entered her. Samantha gasped as I started grinding into her. I caressed her ass before slapping it which made her moan. I picked up the pace with my thrusting and enjoyed the feeling of my supple breasts bounce up and down. I glanced at Justin who appeared confused and aroused.

"Want to join in?" I asked him. I wasn't expecting a response but he nodded.

I pulled out of Samantha long enough to uncuff him and then went back to fucking her. Justin took the gag out of his mouth and got up. I seriously expected him to run for the door which wouldn't have bothered me at this point. Instead, he came up behind me and slid his cock into my ass. I groaned as his hips slammed into mine and mine into Samantha's. We continued like this with Samantha and I getting fucked doggy style.

He grabbed my hair and tugged on it. I shuddered against his thick cock. The heat started to build up in my lower abdomen. My heart was racing. I was breathless when Justin grunted. I could feel his sweat dripping down onto me. He rocked back and forth. Justin was going faster and faster until he cried out. His dick shooting his hot juices inside of me. I kept thrusting into Samantha. Our legs quivered and my cock exploded. A shock wave of pleasure ripped through us as we both came.

In a daze, we fell onto the bed together. I was in the middle with Justin on one side of me and Samantha on the other. I put an arm around each of them and we lay embraced against each other.


Elliot - Chapter Eighteen

Three days after the party. I was going back to my dorm to study for an exam. I expected to see Jack in there either studying or procrastinating about studying. Instead, I found Paul sitting there. He gave me a warm smile. "You took to the changes very well," he said gesturing to my body.

"I ran out of those pills you gave me. What happens to me now?" All I wanted was the answer to that one question though I think I already knew the answer.

"Without the pills, your body will begin producing larger doses of testosterone again and you will slowly look more like your old self. You'll become Elliot again."

I suppressed a shudder at the thought. I didn't want to go back to being Elliot. I couldn't. "Please I need more. I'll do anything" I said suggestively.

"There's no need for that," he said and handed me another bottle of pills. "The second cycle of pills will make you a woman permanently."

I immediately opened it and swallowed one eagerly. He gave me a look. "I ran out a couple of days ago" I explained.

"Fair enough, try to take these every day though."

He stood and went to leave. "Wait!" I said. "I need to know. Why did you do this?"

"Because it's what I do and because you needed it." Paul left without saying another word. He was a little hard to read at the best of times but he'd seemed kind of distracted while talking to me. It was like his mind was somewhere else. Maybe it was because he was finished with me or maybe he was thinking about his next client. I wonder how many other people he'd helped. I couldn't dwell on it though. Samantha was teaching me not to get lost in my thoughts too much and I'd come back here to study. I thought about how proud my girlfriend would feel if I passed this exam and then I hit the books.

Life was pretty easy afterward. Samantha and I continued dating. Occasionally Justin would join us and he became much more accepting of my dick. He didn't tell anyone and we never felt like sharing. I never saw Paul again after that. I even went by his place once just to see him again but he'd moved. His website was down and his number went out of service. It was like he'd vanished.

Still, though I have to admit he did help me get what I wanted. He got me into great shape and it allowed me to get the girl I always wanted.

The End


Captured


Chapter One

The sun was merciless today on the farm. It was almost too much to take. As I went to drink some water, I noticed a young woman. She was tall but curvy and dressed like a typical country girl.

“Can I help you?” I asked.

“I hope so. I’m kind of lost” she replied.

“How did you get all the way out here?”

“My car broke down and you’re the first person I’ve seen all day.”

“Well not to worry miss I’ll give the mechanic a call. It shouldn’t be too hard to find your car.”

“Could I get some water too? I’ve been out walking for so long.”

“Go ahead. Here on the farm, we drink straight from the well.” I said and gestured over to it.

She walked over and as she bent over I couldn’t help but admire her body. She gave a small sigh of relief as she drank the refreshing water. Meanwhile, the sun was continuing its assault so I took off my shirt.

I went into the barn where I’d left my phone and gave the mechanic a call.

“Hey Bill its Tom… yeah, I got someone whose car broke down on the main road near my farm.” A hand touched my back. I turned around and there she was just staring at me. Somehow her shirt had vanished too.

“Okay Bill… yeah and listen, take your time okay” I said and hung up.

Sweat glistened off of her body and down her bare exposed breasts. “Can you help me?” she said in a sweet innocent voice. I could feel my dick stiffen. “Yeah, but it might take a while to fix.”

“How should we spend our time waiting then?”

We moved closer until our bodies were almost touching. Her eyes were lit up, begging with desire. Our lips met just gently brushing past each other at first before locking together. A fire swelled within me matching the heat of this barn. All of our clothes found their way to a heap on the floor. We continued our kiss as I picked her up and carried her to where there was some soft hay.

Her legs wrapped around me, our bodies pressed tightly to one another. Everything else in the world fell away. The barn, the broken car, all of it disappeared. There was just me and her. Our heads swam with desire. On her upper back was a tiny heart-shaped birthmark which I normally wouldn’t have cared about. The trouble was that I had an identical birthmark in the same spot. Her hand firmly grasped my hard cock and guided it into her wet pussy. I forget what I was thinking about.

I start thrusting as she starts moaning. Her supple breasts bouncing with each movement as my hard abs tighten with exertion. I close my eyes but keep thrusting. Suddenly she has gone quiet. Is something wrong? Out of nowhere, dizziness hits me. I can feel the hard floor on my back. Did I fall over? Pleasure and arousal continue to build within me. My pecs start moving up and down.

I open my eyes and see myself. There I am naked, towering over me. I look down and I finally feel it. His cock is inside me and it feels amazing. My pecs had become breasts. Before doing or saying anything a feminine moan slipped out of me. It finally dawned on me that we had swapped bodies and that I was now the woman.

Grabbing my breasts to stop them bouncing so much sends a sharp tingle through me. I continue to squeeze to them. It felt amazing. I stared at my former self. His hard ripped muscles glistening. I wanted those strong arms wrapped around me. Waves of pleasure start building. My moans grow louder. He starts grunting and going harder. I can feel it coming. We orgasm at the same time, our bodies clenched together. His hot cum filling me as he lets out a low moan. I shudder as it hits me. Waves of pleasure crashing over me. After a few moments, he lays down beside me, his arms pulling me toward him. I feel safe and blissful. He murmurs something but I can’t make it out. “What is it?” I ask.

“It’s time to wake up.”

“What?”

A loud screeching sound comes out of nowhere and I bolt upright. My alarm clock continued to wail. It was just a dream though a good one judging from my underwear. I wanted to lie in bed longer but my friend Jessica would be coming to pick me up in an hour. While taking a shower I started to reflect on the dream. I’ve had sex dreams before but in all of them, I was only ever the guy. I’m probably just extra horny from my recent break-up.

Without even noticing I used my girlfriend’s shampoo. My hair smelled sweet and flowery. Strangely enough, it didn’t remind me of my ex so much as it reminded me of the girl in my dream. Thoughts of being with her and then being her were starting to arouse me. But no I didn’t have time for that. Jessica always arrives early. She said she had a surprise for me, something that would get me over my ex.

Shortly after getting dressed did Jessica make an appearance. She refused to tell me what we were doing or where we were going until after I got in the car. She seemed excited which made me optimistic that I would be too. I could tell she’d never approved of my ex-girlfriend and that a part of her was probably a little relieved that it was over between us. If there was one phrase to sum up our problems together it would be that she was too controlling. She always had to make the decisions while Jessica was much more of a free spirit that likes spontaneity.

It had crossed my mind back in college that Jessica and I should hook up. Ultimately though I chickened out and when I got sober I realized that she’s my oldest friend and I didn’t want to jeopardize that.


Chapter Two

Jessica told me we’d have a good time this weekend but I still had some doubts despite her optimism. We were going to a Dude Ranch. Inwardly I groaned at this news. I’ve always been a city boy and hated the countryside. It’s always too hot and there’s always a wide assortment of bugs ready to bite me into oblivion. Still, she persisted until I agreed to go with her. While I wasn’t expecting much out of this trip I did need to get away. My ex-girlfriend had come over to my place yesterday to pick up some of his things from my apartment. So getting away for the weekend might be good for me.

“Tom, did you hear me?” Jessica asked glancing at me. She was driving and I had zoned out next to her in the passenger seat. “Sorry, what did you say?”

“I said that there’s going to be a ton of activities we can do like hiking and horse riding” she explained while I made a face. “Hey, I’m not doing this stuff alone. You agreed to this remember.” She was right I did agree. “Besides I’ve already booked the horse riding for both of us.” I didn’t know what to say to that so I remained silent.

Soon enough we reached our destination. Blue Lake Ranch. It sounded like the air freshener I keep in my car but I didn’t think Jessica would appreciate the comparison. We pulled up to the entrance where a valet in full cowboy costume greeted us. His hat seemed a size too big for him and he had to keep adjusting it. “Howdy folks my name’s Marty and if you go right on through to the reception you can pick up your key.” His cheeriness seemed insincere but no doubt necessary if he ever expected to get good tips. He started grabbing our bags out of the trunk and we left him to it.

As soon as we entered the building an icy blast hit us. It seemed this place has functioning air conditioning so there’s that. The place was exactly what you’d expect and what you wouldn’t. It was a ranch but also a five-star resort. The floors and walls were a mixture of wood and stone but then there was also a bar that looked very modern and out of place. All of its walls were glass and there were TVs everywhere. We approached the receptionist. “Howdy folks,” she said with equal cheeriness. God are they all paid to say that to guests because it was getting old fast. “Yeah, I have a reservation under Jessica Briggs.” I looked around the place while Jessica sorted everything out. To my surprise, there were some cute girls here. They were in the bar having a good time. I wanted to approach them. “Ok let’s go,” Jessica said and I reluctantly follow.

Apparently, this place wasn’t modern enough for elevators. Luckily there are only a couple of floors and no bags to carry. Suddenly I’m feeling guilty about my thoughts to the poor valet who’s got to carry my bags all the way up here. Jessica stopped at her door and put her key in to unlock. “Ok, where’s my key?” I asked. Jessica looked a little embarrassed as she opened the door to reveal twin beds. “Well you see this place is really expensive” she explained. I took a deep breath and followed her inside.

Jessica is my best friend and more importantly, right now she is my ride out of here. It’s just for a couple of nights anyway. “It’s fine. We said we were having a weekend away from it all anyway” I said. Before she could reply there was a knock at the door. The cheery but tired valet appeared with our bags. He put them down as gently as he could and I gave him a generous tip.

After we unpacked everything we decided to try out the spa for the first day. I think it was Jessica’s way of apologizing for having to share rooms. I was more than happy to accept and we spent the first day going through the spa’s services. We got massages, manicures, pedicures, and even a mud bath.


Chapter Three

We got back to the room by early evening. Jessica amazingly was worn out by all the relaxation and wanted to stay in the room. She wanted me to stay as well but I was eager to move on from my ex and decided to hit the bar downstairs.

It had gotten a lot more crowded since this morning. I had to weave and slide around at least fifteen people before I made it to the bar. Ordering a drink took longer than I expected and then once I did have it I realized that I had nowhere to go. I wished Jessica had come with me. I stayed by the bar hoping to find someone else who’s alone. It seemed that I was out of luck in that regard. From a lot of eavesdropping, I discovered that the majority of people here all knew each other as they all work together. They had been forced to go on a corporate retreat to the ranch. I overhear a guy bitching about it to his friend and decided to make a move.

“Is this group complaining about how much this place sucks?” I asked entering into the group. One guy laughed “yeah you’re in the right place. They don’t even have internet here.”

“They’re not even trying to be authentic with the whole ranch thing as you can see from the satellite feed behind you” I joked. They laughed and I moved closer into the group. The two girls either side of me were both incredibly cute but they looked like they’d had a bit too much to drink. Unfortunately, my solution to this was to try and catch them up. I was buying them drinks and then they started buying me some.

After a while, one of the girls went back to his room with another guy and so I decided that since it was just the two of us now that we should go somewhere quiet. She nodded slowly and we found a bench to sit on outside.

“I’m Sarah by the way.”

“Tom” I replied.

“I’ve never seen you around the office before. Which department are you with?”

“Oh, I’m not with the company. My friend Jessica dragged me here as an impromptu weekend away.”

“Aren’t those supposed to be fun?”

“They are and I know she’s having a good time. I’m just more of a city person.”

“I can understand that” she replied and shivered as a gust of wind blew by. She leaned closer to me and that’s when I decided to make my move. I put my hand on her shoulder and moved forward to kiss him. She roughly shoved me away. “What are you doing?” She asked with a smile that said this was all a big joke. “I thought that…” I didn’t know how to say it.

She laughed and said, “you thought that I was into you!” My face burned red with embarrassment. She got up and left me out in the cold.

Once I was sure that she was gone and that I was finally alone I went to get more alcohol and sulk.

I had managed to sneak back into my room without waking Jessica but by the morning I was in a foul mood. Jessica had the good sense not to say anything and we ate breakfast in silence. I think she could guess that it had something to do with last night. Finally, she decided to break the silence. “So I guess we should get going then.” At first, I thought she was talking about going home but then I remembered that it’s a day too early.

“What are we doing today?”

“Horse riding,” she said.

I couldn’t believe this was happening to me. I wanted to refuse but it was all prepaid for by Jessica and I couldn’t let her waste that money. Her heart was in the right place with it as well so I put a smile on my face and acted excited. That was until I saw them.

The horses were huge and far taller than I remembered. I was terrified of them. Images of me falling off and bones breaking flashed through my mind. I needed to convince Jessica that this was dangerous. I turned to tell her just as much when I discovered that she’d gone. I looked around for her until I saw her near the stables chatting to someone from the ranch.

He was dressed in cowboy clothes although they looked dirtier and more worn. As I got closer to them I could see that his clothes were more for function than form. “Ah here’s my friend I was talking about,” Jessica said pointing over at me. The man turned and I was shocked at how handsome he was. He was tan no doubt from the long hours working outside in the sun. He had a strong jawline and dark eyes that pierced right into me. We shook hands. His grip was strong probably from moving bales of hay. “I’m Steven. Steven Wright and you must be Tom.” His voice was deep and almost rumbled with intensity. I nodded and he led us back over to the horses.

He took Jessica’s hand as she lifted herself up onto the saddle. “See it’s easy,” she said. I was more nervous. Rick took my hand and I climbed onto the horse. The horse moved a step after that and I wobbled uncertain of it. “Don’t worry that horse has never thrown anybody off so far. You’re in good hands with Kate here” he said petting her nose. He then left to make sure the rest of the group had gotten on their horses okay. Luckily I didn’t see either of the girls from last night. No doubt they had made some excuse and were sleeping off their hangovers.

Sadly we didn’t see much of Steven after that. He was at the front leading us in a procession and there was another person from the ranch behind us to make sure nobody got lost or hurt. Jessica trotted along beside me. “See this wasn’t so bad was it”

“Okay you were right. This is kind of fun” I replied. She noticed that I’d been staring at Steven as well for the entire time. “He’s pretty hot isn’t he?” My eyes snapped to her wary of someone overhearing. “What?”

“You should go talk to him,” she said.

“No he’s busy with all of us and besides I’m not gay,” I said.

“I seem to remember you staring at a few guys back in college.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Jessica rolled her eyes knowing that I was making excuses but said nothing more about it.


Chapter Four

We finished up the ride as the last two to get back. The trail had gotten smoother and the horses wanted to run but I was too scared to do it. When we did get back everyone else had already left and their horses were all stabled.

When we got off Jessica handed me the reins to her horse and said “just take them over to the stables.” I didn’t know why she was making me take her horseback. This whole weekend had been about doing what she wanted. She was going to owe me big time once the weekends over.

I tied the horses up outside the stables and went in. I was so hot and tired that when I saw the sealed flask of water I just grabbed it. I gulped down several mouthfuls before I realized that it wasn’t water. My body started to tingle and get hotter. It started with my height. I lost a couple of inches quickly and my perception shifts. My cock then started to shrink. I watched helplessly as it gets smaller and smaller. All the while, my hair grows longer and my ass starts to fill out. My penis finally disappears up inside of me and shifts into a vagina. As soon as it does the sensations in my body start to become pleasurable. I can feel myself becoming more and more turned on by what’s happening to me. My long dark hair gets lighter and lighter until it becomes blonde.

My clothes become looser and hang off of me. That quickly changes though my chest starts to feel heavy. I can feel my chest growing outwards changing into round juicy breasts pressing tightly against my shirt. My ass pressed tightly against my jeans and I quickly take them off before it gets any bigger.

Running my hands down my new feminine body, I take a few steps noting how my breasts and ass bounce. For some strange reason, I wasn’t afraid about any of it. In fact, I felt amazing. My new pussy was starting to get wet as I play with my new body. “This feels great,” I said with my new high female voice.

I could feel my mind shifting as new memories enter. I remembered my entire life as my Tom but now I also know how to apply makeup and what size bra I need. Despite these new feelings I knew I needed to get out of here. Just because I didn’t feel any fear doesn’t mean what’s happened to me couldn’t be dangerous. Who knows what else that liquid I drank could do to me. I will have to find Jessica, convince her about what happened and we’ll try to figure out a way to reverse this. After all, I can’t stay like this I have a job, a family, a life back home as Tom.

I could see Steven down the end with his back to me. I was about to say something when he took his shirt off. The sweat gleamed off of muscles. I wanted to run my hands over that back. I moved closer towards him and he turned around shirtless. I thought my legs might buckle at the sight of his chest and abs. That’s odd. Before I noticed that he was attractive but didn’t think much of it but now my body ached to touch him.

“Tom,” he said quietly with a frown.

“I… uh brought the horses back” I stammered nervously. Wait how did he recognize me?

“But that’s not why you came here is it,” he said stepping closer to me.

“It’s not?” I whispered.

He leaned forward and whispered back into my ear “no.” I wanted to fall into his arms. We stood so close to each other. “I guess I shouldn’t call you Tom anymore. How about Tiffany?” I shivered at the sound of it.

He grabbed me roughly by the back of my neck and kissed me. My hands finally getting the chance to run down that back of his. I started to unbutton my shirt but he just grabbed it and ripped it open. It was like he some sort of savage animal and one that I ached to have inside me.

He threw me down onto the hay and took off his jeans to reveal his giant erection. He got on top of me and pressed his lips roughly against mine. My mouth opened allowing him to slip his warm wet tongue inside. As his tongue massaged mine, I put my hand around his cock and could feel it get harder. “Fuck me!” I screamed in lust. Steven complied. He roughly forced my legs apart. Without any further foreplay, he thrust his cock into my wet pussy. I whimpered softly as a small orgasm hit me as his dick completely filled me. He started to pick up speed fucking me hard and fast. My large breasts bouncing in rhythm to his thrusts. He grabbed them appreciatively, squeezing them hard and rough. I moaned loudly.

Without even saying anything he turned me over and started fucking me doggy style. He grabbed a bunch of my hair, pulling on it which made me cry out. Steven let go of my hair, instead decided to explore my ass. His hands ran over it, squeezing it before slapping it. “Oh harder” I shouted. He spanked me harder and harder, the pain making it all hotter somehow.

“Your naughty little slut aren’t you?”

“Oh yes” I cried.

“You know what happens to sluts like you?”

“No what do I get?”

“Punished.”

“Punish me!” I moaned, his cock ramming into me now jolting my body with every thrust. I could feel the pain but it was overwhelmed by pleasure. He grunted as he came while I screamed as loud as I could. Orgasm after orgasm racking my body sending it into spasms as the waves of pleasure crashed over me.

We lay together in the hay sweaty and tired. Jessica was right in the end. This trip was fun after all. My dream had somehow come true and I couldn’t be happier.


Chapter Five

I woke up to find myself in a pink bedroom. There were posters of boy bands on the walls and a bookshelf filled with tween romance books. It looked like a teenage girl’s room. As I moved I realized that someone had dressed me. Gone were my shirt and jeans which to be honest no longer fitted me anyway. Instead, I was wearing a frilly pink and white dress. There was a teddy bear on the bed which I realized I’d slept with. Instinctively I grabbed it and held it tightly.

The door opened and Steven walked in. “Ah, you’re up,” he said and handed me something. It was a pink cowgirl hat. He stared at me until I put it on. “Where am I?”

“My house,” he said and suddenly it dawned on me.

“You’re the one who did this to me,” I said gesturing at my body.

“Now as I recall it was you who chose to drink the water. Nobody forced you to.”

“Ok well since this is all an accident then you change me back”

Steven directed me over to a full-length mirror. I didn’t even recognize who I was looking at. The girl staring back at me looked like she’d only just hit eighteen. Steven came up behind me and ran a hand down my back before squeezing my ass. I whimpered softly and he whispered in my ear “are you sure you want to go back Tiffany?”

“I… uh.” His hand moved under my dress and I gasped a quick no. Steven then ran his hands through my hair. “Look at yourself. Do you really think you’ll get anyone to believe that you used to be a man?”

Looking at myself I could see almost no trace of the man I used to be. “Why did you do this to me?”

“Because you seemed unhappy and now I’ve given you a new life. One in which you’ll be much happier.”

My mind felt clouded. Thoughts and images of living here with him and fucking him overrode my thoughts about leaving and becoming Tom again. Steven could tell from my blank stare that what he had done was taking effect.

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his throbbing erect cock. Without even thinking about it I got down on my knees and put it in my mouth. I gagged as it touched the back of my throat. “Woah easy there. Take it slow because you enjoy having my cock in your mouth don’t you my little slut?”

I nodded smiling and said “you’re so big!” before shoving it back into my mouth. In the back of my head, I realized that I’d never sucked a cock before. Whatever he’d given me had clearly affected me mentally as I took to it like a pro.

I flicked my tongue across the head before running down the shaft. “Grab my hair,” I said before putting the whole thing back in my mouth. He grabbed my hair, pulling on it aggressively and forced me to deepthroat his entire length. I moaned as the pleasure started to build inside of me.

I pulled it out of my mouth long enough to say, “I’ll show you what a good slut I am. Fuck my mouth with your big cock.” I went back to work. In and out his cock went, his moans mixing with my own. I could tell he was close.

“Good sluts always swallow what their master gives them” he breathed.

“Cum for me!” I screamed, the building pleasure growing overwhelming.

My mouth started moving even faster, dead set on swallowing every last drop of him. Steven grunted and his cock exploded in my mouth. I shuddered as I felt his orgasm and realized that I’d just had one myself. I swallowed every drop and even going so far as to lick the tip of the penis clean.

After Steven composed himself he said “I’ve got to go take care of some things at the ranch. Stay here.” He walked out, locking the door behind him. As soon as he was gone the normal me returned. It was as if all my desires towards him only appeared when I was around him. We were also close to the ranch. If I could figure out a way out of this house I could find my friend Jessica and convince her to help me. It wouldn’t be easy but I figured I knew enough of her secrets to convince her that Steven had turned me into a girl.


Chapter Six

Hours passed and I was no closer to figuring out a way to escape. There were bars on the windows and even if I got through them I’d still be on the second floor. If I fell from that height I’d at least break my legs if not worse.

The heavy wooden door was just as bad. I charged my shoulder into it momentarily forgetting that my new girlish body wouldn’t be breaking down any doors. I found some bobby pins which I’d seen someone use in a movie to pick the lock. I tried in vain for about half an hour before giving up.

More time passed before I heard a car pull up. Steven stormed into the house with a dark expression on his face. He burst into the room, his eyes scanning the room as if he’d find me working away at the iron bars with a nail file.

I was sat on the bed reading a book and looking very innocent. The book was a trashy teen detective novel about a girl who finds the clues that everybody else missed. Normally I’d find it too boring to even contemplate but now it didn’t seem so bad. Was this another effect of the transformation? Would my mind slowly keep changing?

I felt an immediate change as soon as he came into the room. Before I might have just registered his anger but now it was different. I noticed the thick muscles in his body had tightened in frustration. I noticed that his eyes were a deep brown. I noticed that I was less than seven steps from his cock.

“It seems like your friend Jessica has been making quite a fuss over your disappearance” he spat. As if I should feel responsible for the consequences of him kidnapping me. I didn’t say this of course since he was so angry and I was so painfully aware of how weak I was.

I shrugged and said, “she’s my best friend.” He scowled and started pacing around the room. I think the pacing was supposed to help him think. “Ok I’ve got it,” he said and picked up a phone. “What’s her number?” I gave it to him and watched as he dialed.

Steven strode quickly out of the room and locked the door before I could catch him. I pressed my ear to the door. “Hello, Jessica… hi… yes, its Steven from the ranch. About your friend Tom…yeah, he had an accident with one of the horses. He’s at my house right now resting. Why don’t you come over to see him?”

As soon as I heard him invite Jess over I started pounding on the door. “NO JESS STAY AWAY!” I screamed and screamed but I couldn’t tell whether she heard me or not. After a few moments of silence, Steven said “You should prepare for company.”

I started to cry and wondered what cruel fate he had in store for Jess when she arrived.


Chapter Seven

After all the crying and moping I started to feel angry. I decided that Jessica’s arrival would give me the perfect chance for revenge. I mean Steven was strong but between the two of us and if we catch him by surprise? So I would play Steven’s game for now.

I found some white thigh high stockings with little pink bows on the end that I slipped on. Next was a short skirt that just barely covered my ass. The last two pieces were a brassiere that pushed my double D’s together and my pink cowgirl hat. After that, I redid my makeup and waited.

It turns out I didn’t have to wait too long. Jessica probably rushed over here faster than she legally should have done. A large hand wrapped around my torso and I froze. Steven bent down and whispered “hmm you look good but if you scream or call out then I’ll kill your friend. Do you understand?” I nodded and he went downstairs to greet Jessica.

The door was left open. I guess he figured that I wouldn’t try anything with Jessica around. I hid at the top of the stairs. Even though I had transformed from thirty-year-old Tom to eighteen-year-old Tiffany, I just didn’t want to face Jessica. Eavesdropping was all I could do.

I hear Jessica knock at the door. It opens and Steven is welcoming her inside. Remaining out of sight, I creep quietly down the stairs. Jessica and Steven are in what looks like his living room with their backs to me.

“So you said Tom was hurt. Where is he?”

“Asleep at the moment. He suffered a nasty fall. Would you like some tea by the way?”

“Oh okay” she replied. Steven disappeared then reappeared five seconds later with her tea. He wanted her here for some reason. I just can’t seem to figure out why. Jessica took a sip and then said “I think he’d be relieved to see me asleep or not. Where is he?” Steven sighed, “you can come on out now.”

My stomach sank. He’d known I was there the whole time. He probably wanted me to be since he left the door open and everything. Reluctantly I did what he asked looking meekly at Jessica for any sign of recognition. There was none. In fact, she seemed quite put off at the sight of me. More than likely because of the slutty clothes and the fact that I looked barely eighteen.

Jessica stood up and then wobbled like she was dizzy. “Woah my head feels funny.” It was the tea. He must have slipped something into it as he did with mine. Jessica’s already a woman though so what’s going to happen to her? I asked Steven “What did you do to her?”

Steven smiled and said, “just watch.” I couldn’t just stand there and do nothing while he changes my friend. I looked around for a weapon and decided on a nearby lamp. Picking it up I try to bring it down on his head. He’s too fast for me though. He manages to grab my arm, squeezing tightly in his grip until I let go of the lamp. I try to pull away but he yanks me back and wraps his arms around me from behind. Steven forces me to watch Jessica.

Jessica looked like she was in pain. She had started ripping off all of her clothes while mumbling “too hot” until she was naked. She’s 32 years old and stood at about 5’5 with short dark hair. Her breasts were a modest B cup and it had been a while since she had waxed down below.

Jessica shivered and by the expression on her face that the pain had been replaced with the exquisite pleasure that I was all too familiar with. She started to grow taller first. Her legs getting longer until she matched Steven’s height of six feet. The hair was next. Her hair also grew longer, falling over her face and trailing down to her lower back. It shifted color as well from a dull black to a vibrant red. She pushed her new flowing red locks out of her face and I gasped as she revealed her new face. Like myself, she had lost about 14 years and looked like she was 19. She was gorgeous and I could feel myself getting wet just thinking about what that mouth of hers could do.

I assumed that that was the end of it and I tried to get Steven to release me. “Not yet,” he said. Jessica shuddered and I watched fascinated as her breasts started to expand. Growing bigger and rounder. They stopped at what I’d guess were double G cup.

Jessica looked down and finally became aware of her changes. “Like oh my god, what happened to me?” Her voice was higher and she had lost some of her intelligence. He had essentially turned her into a busty bimbo.

Steven let me go and I approached her. “Jessica?” She frowned like she was concentrating on a hard math problem. “No that’s too long and boring. Just call me Jess” she said. Without even thinking I grabbed her gravity-defying tits and squeezed. She moaned in response which turned me on even more. I realized this is what Steven wanted after all and that what he’d given us would make us too horny to even think of escaping.

I wondered what he’d do now that he had both of us but he just stood there watching us. I was going to suggest that Jess should put on some clothes when I felt her fingers slip inside me. I gasped and as her fingers went to work she pulled me tightly to kiss. Our soft lips touched then our mouths opened slightly and I felt her warm tongue dance inside my mouth.

Feeling her breasts press against me made me want to play with them. I pressed my face into them and Jess shook them, giggling the whole time as she motorboated me. I barely even noticed Steven’s large bulge as he stood in the corner just watching us.

I ran my tongue over her nipples. She shivered and began moaning when I started to suck on one of them. Her fingers start working faster inside of me. She throws my hat aside and pulls down hard on my hair. Jess cries out as the orgasm hits her. Her fingers pick up the pace and I groan as I cum.

Neither of us could stand after that. We laid down on the floor. A tangled heap of naked glistening feminine flesh. I stared into my friend's green eyes and wondered if there was anything left of my old friend. A more startling thought occurred to me which was how much of me remained after all the things I’d done. And how much I’ve enjoyed them.

Steven towered over us and simply said “welcome to your new home girls.”


Chapter Eight

Steven had just finished fucking Jess. I watched him come out of her room with that smirk on his face. I think he got off on me hearing them go at it. I wanted to be in there with them but Steven said someone had to keep the house clean and tidy.

He sauntered over to me and slapped my ass. “I’ll be back in a little while,” he said. I giggled “don’t be too long.” He just smirked at me and left. As soon as he was out of sight all my memories came flooding back to me. I wasn’t sure if that was something else he’d done intentionally or not but it made me angry.

I used to be a thirty-year-old accountant named Tom who just wanted a weekend trip away with his best friend Jessica. Drinking that water was a huge mistake. Jessica and I were Steven’s fucktoys. Through magic or some freak science drinking that water had changed everything about me. My body, my face, and even my voice changed. It transformed me into a blonde, busty eighteen-year-old girl. That’s not all though. Whenever Steven was near me I was utterly and completely under his control. While under his control the only thing I could think about sex.

My friend Jessica arguably got it worse though. When I ‘disappeared’ she went looking for me. Of course, Steven used that opportunity to his complete advantage. She drank some tea that he offered her and just like that she was his also. The frumpy, plain, short Jessica became a tall voluptuous redhead. She also became as dumb as a post. She was his big breasted bimbo and even when he wasn’t around she would be thinking of fucking him or pleasuring herself.

At this point, Jessica emerged although she’d shortened her name to ‘Jess’ since it was easier to remember. The two of them called me Tiffany and I suppose given the circumstances it was more appropriate than Tom.

“Hey Tiff. You wanna go at it?” she asked. I stared openly at her naked form. Her long luscious red hair and her huge double G breasts. She towered over me at just over six foot which gave her legs that went on for days. Her new body was practically built for sex in mind.

“I don’t know. Steven wanted me to get the house tidied up” I said.

“Pleeeaaassse” she pouted and arched her back which pushed her naked tits closer to my face. How could I resist that?

“Come on let’s go,” I said and took her into the bedroom. Being turned into a woman had made me equally attracted to both sexes. As had pointed out before this whole mess started I as Tom might have had the occasional thought about a same-sex relationship. That’s all it was though, nothing more than brief curiosity. As Tiffany, everything turned me on and I welcomed all partners.

Even when Steven wasn’t around me like Jess was incredibly horny. Usually, we fucked each other or masturbated to think straight. Well I did anyway. I think Jess just liked it so much.

Jess jumped onto the bed on all fours and whined “please fuck me again.”

Before she’d even finished that sentence I had started putting on my strap on. Now I could lie and say that it made me feel like a man again to fuck a girl like that but it didn’t. The only dick I had now was a plastic one that came off. I didn’t mind it though since I loved to make Jess moan and scream with it.

She moaned as I pushed it inside her pussy. I grabbed her hips and began thrusting. Her tits bounced in front of me enticingly. It made me want to play with my own tits. They were a juicy double D nothing to be ashamed of but nowhere near the size of Jess’s.

“Both holes” she groaned.

I pulled roughly on her hair and said “I decide things like that slut.”

We both got off on being dominant and submissive. Of course with her bimbo personality, she was always submissive.

I spanked her ass and grabbed a nearby dildo. In Jess’s room, there was always a sex toy on hand. I lubed it up and shoved it in her ass. I kept thrusting too to play with both holes. Her moaning got louder and louder. “Cum for me slut!” I shouted and watched as she screamed. The orgasm jolting through her body.

I took out the toys and waited a few minutes for her to collect herself. She had a big dumb smile on her face. “That was great,” she said. I laid down on the bed.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” I asked and she quickly got on top of me. I loved her being on top of me. Having those big juicy tits right in my face. I squeezed them as she came closer and slid her warm wet tongue in my mouth. My hands moved down to grab her ass. She started kissing my neck. I watched our reflection in the mirror. Me blonde, tan, and every bit the look of a country girl contrasted with Jess’s milky white skin and red hair.

Jess moved down to my breasts. I whimpered softly as she sucked on my nipples. She knew how much I loved foreplay. By the time she reached my pussy I was aching for release. To tease me she kissed my inner thigh. Ever so slowly she crept closer and closer until I felt her tongue slip inside me.

I quivered and my eyes rolled back. I moaned but Jess kept going and my body complied. Multiple orgasms are the best.


Chapter Nine

After a few more rounds of sex, Jess went to go play with her toys and I resumed cleaning. Not sex toys mind you but actual toys. Since her mind had been altered Barbie dolls and teddy bears just seemed to appeal to her now.

Jess and I had been living here in our new forms now for several weeks. While Jess seemed to enjoy living here I had no intention of remaining Steven’s sex slave for the rest of my life.

Every time he would leave I would immediately begin exploring the house. Why didn’t I just grab Jess and walk out the front door? Two reasons. The first was I had no idea how Steven had altered us and even if we left who would believe I was Tom the middle-aged accountant? Also one of the few things Jess could remember from her old life was just how far out in the middle of nowhere we are. So even if we did say screw it and leave we might end up dying in the woods.

No, he did this to us, and somehow he had to pay for it. I went upstairs to dust the hallway and look for the key. You see there was one room in the house that was always locked and one that we’ve never been inside. In the entire time I’ve been here I haven’t ever seen Steven go in there. When I’d ask about it he’d just say it was a storage room. I asked to look inside to clean it but he claims that he lost the key.

Now I could be crazy for thinking that the room is important somehow. I’ve already spent nearly a week trying to lock pick or breakdown the door and it might just be a storage room. But there was a brief flash of nervousness on Steven’s face when I mentioned it to him and so I won’t stop until I’ve found a way in.

So now I was hoping he might have hidden the key somewhere. I watched him get naked enough times to know that he doesn’t keep it on him. I began checking inside drawers, cupboards, and even under beds. I even thought he might try to mislead me by hiding it in Jess’s room but no luck.

Angry and dejected, I slumped down the ground to quietly cry. Jess must have heard me however because she came bounding around the corner with a ball. “Hey what’s wrong?”

“I give up!” I sobbed. “There’s no way into the room. No way out of this life. It’s over.”

“Wanna have sex? That always seems to cheer you up.”

“No. Don’t you get it? Don’t you remember what Steven took from you?” I was practically screaming at her. She seemed oddly unfazed by it and just had this dumb frozen look on her face.

“Here catch!” she said suddenly and threw the ball to me. Unfortunately, she had the coordination of a five-year-old. The ball sailed past me and knocked over a vase. We both stared at it for a moment. Now Jess started to cry “Steven’s gonna be so mad.”

“Steven? What about ME!” I screamed. “I’m the one who has to clean this whole house because he made you too stupid to do anything other than fuck.”

Jess was wailing now like a two-year-old. I gritted my teeth and started sweeping up the mess. I shouldn’t be angry with her. At least she can’t help it.

As I swept up I noticed something in amongst the broken glass. Oh my god it was a key. I jumped up and started laughing. Jess stopped crying and went back to her almost default state of confusion. I ran over and hugged her, momentarily forgetting my victory by enjoying her boobs squashing against me.

I broke away. I couldn’t think about sex now. “I can finally see what he’s hiding,” I said and put the key in the lock. I heard a click as I unlocked it. What was inside surprised both of us.

There was photo’s pinned to a board with names on them. Pictures of our old selves were up there as well as what were probably other guests that he was planning to target. Jesus was he going to turn this place into a harem or something. I noticed a note under my name which read ‘Heavy resistance when not present. Solution: Intelligence reduction?’ To my left, I noticed a glass door fridge like they keep in labs filled with vials.

The vials were all filled with a clear liquid that looked like water but all had different labels on them. Labels like ‘mind control, shemale, transgender female, breast expansion, intelligence reduction, age reduction’ and the list just kept on going.

“This is it,” I said. “We’re saved.”

Jess seemed oddly silent. I turned around. She was holding the picture of herself and staring at it. Well, the picture of her old self anyway. I could see her struggling to put the pieces together. “This was… me?”

“Yes,” I said and handed her a vial. “Drink this.”

There was no ‘undo’ vial or ‘revert to normal’ vial so I had to hope this would work. Jess drank the liquid without question. “Woah my head feels funny,” she said and looked at the vial. “Why would you give me this?” she shouted angrily.

I laughed. “You can read again,” I said. Jess looked at the vial again. It said ‘Intelligence increase’ on it. “I’d hoped that it would counteract whatever he gave you that made you a bimbo.”

“Good thinking,” she said and while she still had a high cutesy voice, her eyes seemed much clearer. “Do you remember anything?” I asked.

“I remember everything Tom,” she said. It felt good to hear someone call me that again.

“Quick let’s change back and get out of here,” I said.

Jess shook her head. “Steven has the only car and even in our old forms he’d easily overpower the both of us.”

I felt like crying again. “So all this was useless then?”

“I wouldn’t say that.”

“Why?”

“Because I have a plan,” she said.


Chapter Ten

Steven arrived home in the evening after a long day at the ranch. Of course, by that point, we’d locked the room and resumed our usual positions. Jess went back to playing with dolls and I cooked dinner for all of us.

We sat down to eat. Jess had brought her doll to the table and was sucking on a lollipop. She’d refused to have anything else yesterday and I guess she was continuing that trend today.

Steven talked about his day and made jokes that made me nearly wet myself. God, I‘d forgotten how attractive he was. He noticed Jess’s sucking was getting irritatingly loud. “Why don’t you come here and suck something else.” I got to my feet before Jess could move. “I’ll do it,” I said eagerly.

His thick cock was almost fully erect before I’d even got there. I’m not surprised since he’d been staring at Jess’s tits the whole time. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his throbbing erect cock. Without even thinking about it I got down on my knees and put it in my mouth. I gagged as it touched the back of my throat. “I’m so glad I found you two” he muttered.

I nodded smiling and said “you’re so big!” before shoving it back into my mouth. My only focus right now was pleasing Steven. The thought of making him cum for me was making me wet.

I flicked my tongue across the head before running down the shaft. “Grab my hair,” I said before putting the whole thing back in my mouth. He grabbed my hair, pulling on it aggressively and forced me to deepthroat his entire length. I moaned as the pleasure started to build inside of me.

I pulled it out of my mouth long enough to say, “I’ll show you what a good slut I am. Fuck my mouth with your big cock.” I went back to work. In and out his cock went, his moans mixing with my own. I could tell he was close.

“Jess why don’t you come here and let me play with tits again” he breathed.

My mouth started moving even faster, dead set on swallowing every last drop of him. Steven grunted and his cock exploded in my mouth. I shuddered as I felt his orgasm and realized that I’d just had one myself. I swallowed every drop and even going so far as to lick the tip of the penis clean.

Jessica appeared with an ice-cold beer. “Hmm, good thinking Jess,” he said. He downed the entire bottle. We both stared at him waiting for it to happen. His eyes narrowed and he let go of the bottle to grab his head. The bottle smashed as he stood up.

“What did you do?” he shouted. We simply smiled and waited. Steven’s eyes widened. “The room!” He started running Jess blocked his path. The first thing that occurred to him was that Jess seemed taller somehow. He couldn’t think about that now. He tried to barrel past her. Jess was stronger though.

Steven was losing his muscles and height fast. He stopped at about five foot four and then his frame started to get smaller. His hair grew darker and longer. Jess ripped open his shirt and pulled off his jeans. They were practically hanging off of him now anyway.

His chest was the next. The pecs growing softer, expanding outwards. He looked down in horror as big feminine breasts grew. He moaned in pleasure as they got bigger. He couldn’t help it and I knew how good it felt when it happened to me. They stopped at a juicy double D. Jess grabbed them and jiggled them.

“We can always go bigger later,” she said.

Steven’s ass grew out and his thighs thickened. I watched curiously as I noted that his skin got darker. Big juicy cock sucking lips appeared or should I say pussy eating? It was finally finished. It was all Jess’s idea really and quite brilliant.

We had turned the tall muscular hunk Steven into a short big bootied voluptuous Latin goddess. The only thing that remained of Steven now was his cock which was fully erect. “Your new name is Selena,” I said running my hands down her new luscious body.

“Oh my god I like feel amazing,” she said. We also added in the bimbo effect but with a twist. “Play with yourself Selena,” Jess said.

Selena didn’t need to be told twice. Her thick cock grew harder and longer as she played with her new tits. She moaned while furiously masturbating. Jess and I both felt the urge to join her but we resisted. It was part of the plan after all. Selena let out a very feminine cry as her cock exploded shooting semen halfway across the room.

“Now how did that feel Steven?” Jess asked. Selena face changed from post-orgasm glow to anger. “You fucking bitch” she said and launched herself at Jess. Selena was a foot shorter than Jess and was easily subdued.

We wanted Steven to suffer so we couldn’t just take away his mind but we also needed to control him. Jess was the one that came up with it. When we refer to her as Selena then she’s the bimbo Latina hungry for sex. When we call her Steven however is when it triggers the old him to return in mind at least. Oh and we made sure that Steven is going to be aware and present for every moment he spends as Selena.

“I’ll kill you” she shouted and tried to wriggle out of Jess’s arms. She tightened her grip until Steven stopped resisting. “I think you’ll learn to enjoy your new life here,” I said grabbing her cock. “Don’t you want to fuck me, Selena?” Her expression changed from anger to desire. She started wriggling again. “Let me go I want to fuck Tiffany with my new body!” Jess let her go and Selena jumped at me. Her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I grabbed her ample rear for support and carried her into the bedroom.

I lie down and see the joy on Selena’s face as she slid her cock into me. Waves of heat rolled off our bodies. I wasn’t sure how long she’d last. It never took Steven long to cum. I wondered about changing positions but I changed my mind when I saw Jess enter wearing a big black strap on that was all lubed up.

Selena was too preoccupied to have heard her. My heart was racing in anticipation as she silently got closer. Jess quickly and roughly forced into Selena’s virgin asshole. Her eyes widened in shock. I thought she might say something but instead, she moaned and started fucking me even harder. Jess matched her pace exactly. She squeezed Selena’s round booty, slapping it, rubbing it while Selena played with my tits.

Selena groaned and we all knew she was close. “Not yet” I breathed but they barely heard me as they both kept thrusting harder and faster. I cried out which finished off Jess and Selena. Jess groaned while Selena screamed as her hot sperm squirted inside me.

We collapsed on the bed together, a tangle of hot sweaty limbs and curves. Jess and I looked at each other. “You know we don’t have to look for a way to reverse this right away do we?” Jess asked.

“Just what I was thinking.”

The End


Hypno Girl


Chapter One

It was late at night when my roommate, Josh, burst into my room. He’d been out drinking with some friends of his. He never invited me to join him. The part that hurt more than not being included was the casual disrespect. You see, I work as a graphic designer from home. But all Josh sees when he comes in is that I’m sitting in sweatpants playing on the computer. The lack of respect is infuriating. So, I decided to get back at him.

We usually have a rotating schedule on who does the dishes. Today was Josh’s turn but there was an unspoken agreement that if one of us went out then the other would do the dishes instead. I put this unspoken rule to the test tonight by leaving the dishes where they were. To show him that I wouldn’t be pushed around.

The only problem with this plan is that he was out longer than expected. It was petty of me to stay awake waiting for him and eventually I gave up. I was half asleep in my bedroom when he threw the door open. There was a quiet pause and in a moment of tired frustration, I realized that it wasn’t worth it.

Before I could say anything, he threw on the lights which half-blinded me. I sat up rubbing my eyes. This is not the way roommates should communicate. Once my eyes got used to the light, I finally got a good look at Josh.

He was wearing a black shirt and jeans. We both had similar short dark hair due to going to the same hairstylist that worked two doors down from our apartment building. He had a square jaw and short well-groomed beard while I was clean-shaven with a softer face. Josh was a few inches taller than me, standing at exactly six feet to my five foot seven. Whenever there was something up in the top shelf in the kitchen, Josh was one to get it. That was another thing that bothered me. How much of a big show he would make over how he was taller or stronger than me. Josh did weight lifting three times a week and had created a lean muscular body for himself. I, on the other hand, preferred yoga which gave me a slender but flexible frame.

Right now, his eyes were flashing red, and as he stomped over to my bed like the Hulk. I was genuinely terrified for a second. Before I could say anything, he gripped the bottom of the bed covers and ripped them off.

“Get up and do the kitchen. Now.” He commanded.

I crossed my arms and snorted. “It’s your turn. You do it.”

Josh clenched his fists but kept his voice calm when he said, “you and I both know that if one of us is out then the other picks up an extra day.”

“Well we never formally agreed to anything,” I said.

“Formally agreed? Okay, we’re doing it now. I was out all night and you were stuck here playing on your computer. There was ample opportunity to have helped keep the apartment clean.”

“This isn’t fair. You always go out and I’m stuck here cleaning up after you. No, I’m not doing it.”

A dark look passed over his face. Quietly Josh replied, “I could make you do it.”

This time I did laugh. “Oh please. Not this again.”

Back in college, Josh claimed to have completed a course on hypnotism. He said it helped his girlfriend at the time with losing weight. Though I’d never seen evidence of it working. Every once in a while, Josh would claim he could hypnotize people. But he said it like he had some mysterious power. It was absurd and I was tired of hearing about it.

“Alright, I’ll make you a deal. I’ll let you hypnotize me into doing the dishes.”

Josh shook his head. “You don’t understand what you’re asking for Adam.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’ve never respected me. You’re always making short jokes. Never inviting me to hang out with your friends. You act like such a big shot but in reality, your just some sad guy pretending he has mind control powers to make himself feel better.”

Josh threw his hands in the air. “Okay don’t say I didn’t warn you,” he said leaving the room. He returned a minute later with a metronome and a speaker connected to his phone. The metronome was set in front of me with the speaker off to the side, playing some sort of white noise.

“Are you ready?” He asked ominously.

“Yeah sure,” I said.

He set the metronome going. It swayed to the left and right, clicking as it did so.

“I want you to stare at the metronome. Follow it’s journey with your eyes and relax your body.”

I started to feel incredibly tired. My body relaxed but felt heavy at the same time. Josh’s voice started to fade away into the background. It was late that I just couldn’t help but fall asleep.


Chapter Two

The morning alarm went off and I bolted out of bed in shock. Man, I must have had a hell of a bad dream or something. What happened last night? I remember arguing with Josh and then I dared him to hypnotize me. He must have gotten angry and left once he realized that I’d fallen asleep.

I crept out of my room in nothing but my boxers. Josh was sat on the couch in the living room watching tv and eating cereal. I glanced at the kitchen. It was spotless. He must have cleaned up the kitchen after I was asleep.

I grabbed another bowl of cereal and joined him on the couch. “Hey uh, thanks for the cleaning up last night,” I said. “We should have talked about this earlier and you’re right, usually if someone is out then the other person picks up the slack. I’m sorry for being so childish about it.”

Josh stopped eating and grinned. “But I didn’t clean the kitchen. You did. You don’t remember because I didn’t want you to.”

Not this absurd nonsense again. I stood up. “I’m going to go eat in my room. I tried to apologize and be an adult about this. You wanna pretend you have magic powers then go ahead.”

I walked halfway across the room before he replied. “Hey Adam, you feeling okay? Because you usually don’t just walk around the apartment in your boxers?”

I just walked away. God that guy can get under my skin.

He was right about one thing though. I usually don’t walk around in just my underwear. For as long as I can remember I’ve felt self-conscious about my body. I guess today I was just extra tired and not thinking clearly.

I took a shower and got changed into sweats and a plain white t-shirt. There was a little office area in one corner of the living room with a desk, a chair, and my work computer. I’d read somewhere that you should always have a dedicated workspace outside of the bedroom when working from home.

Josh was getting ready to leave for work when I came out. He was dressed in a tailored suit and carrying a briefcase in one hand. Corporate finance obviously paid him well.

I went to grab a cup of coffee when I stopped. Anger gripped me. The bag of coffee beans was sat on the highest shelf in the kitchen. It’s normally on the bottom shelf. Josh must have moved it on purpose. Part of me wanted to pretend that I hadn’t noticed but I couldn’t function without my morning coffee. Gritting my teeth, I turned to him and asked, “hey Josh can you grab the coffee for me?”

I braced myself for an argument or a comment about my height but they never came. Instead, he just nodded and said “sure thing.”

He came over, moving closer to me than was necessary. His cologne wafted over me. It smelt nice. He grabbed the coffee bag and as he set it down said, “there you go.”

I giggled and said, “thanks. You’re the best.”

He patted me on the head, which made me feel funny. I watched him leave for work and let out a sad sigh, wishing he didn’t have to go. After a few minutes, I shook my head. What was that? It’s like I was drunk or something. Why did I say that to Josh? The metronome flashed back into my mind. No. There’s no way that he hypnotized me into being nicer to him. It’s all self-suggestion. You can’t mind control people.

I should test this out. When he gets back, I’ll ask him to reach something for me. If I give the same response then I’ll know it’s hypnosis.

My phone buzzed with a reminder that it was now nine am. This would have to wait. My job comes first. I went over to my computer and started my workday. The morning usually comprised of answering emails. Then I moved on to designing a new menu for a restaurant. It was a burger and hotdog place. The owners requested that there be little hotdogs and burgers on the menu. My eyes started to glaze over as I drew the hotdogs.

I found myself making the sausages bigger. Images of them flashed through my mind. Picturing myself putting that big juicy meat in my mouth. My cock became rock hard and my mouth watered. It wasn’t that I was eating them, no that would have been weird enough, but instead my mind fixated on sucking them. I was getting more and more aroused. The sausage got bigger in my head. I could only just about get my plump lips around it and it filled my mouth completely. It moved in the air. Sliding in and out of my mouth.

Without thinking, I pulled down my sweatpants and started jerking my dick. With my eyes closed, the sausage morphed into a throbbing hard cock. Oh god, it’s so big. Yeah, give it to me. Give me your cum. I’m such a cum slut I thought as I jerked my cock. Cum shot out everywhere. I kept going. Not caring about anything except the cock I was sucking in my mind. My body shook. Waves of heat and pleasure rolled through me as I imagined myself being filled.

When it was over, I fell back into my chair. What the hell was that? I’m not gay. I’ve never thought about cocks sexually at all until now. Josh must have done this. Somehow his hypnotism stuff must have worked and gotten into my subconscious. I need to find out everything I can about hypnosis and how to undo it.

I opened my eyes and groaned. The mess I’d made was all over myself. Cleaning up would have to come first. Then I’d have to finish the menu job before the deadline. That should still give me a couple of hours to research hypnosis before Josh comes home.

I set to work, feeling more comfortable now that I had a plan of action
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Chapter Three

My graphic design work for the day took longer than expected. No. I didn’t have any more episodes like the menu job. It was just a lot more work than anticipated which didn’t give me any time to research hypnosis.

Josh was due home soon. I need to find something high up in the kitchen. If I repeat this morning's scenario then I’ll know whether what I said was a programmed phrase or a slip of the tongue.

Looking around the kitchen there wasn’t much except some cooking stuff that hardly ever got used. Some dried herbs and lemon juice. I’ve got it. I’ll cook a nice meal for when he comes in. I’ve never cooked before. Josh and I usually ordered takeout. A lot of the time we never even ate together. Today would be different though. I looked up a simple pasta recipe and started preparing.

Josh walked through the door half an hour later with his tie loose. His eyes brightened when he saw me.

“Wow that smells great,” he said.

“Thanks. I finished work early and figured I’d try cooking for a change. I’m making enough for both of us. I hope that’s okay.”

“You bet.”

Josh went to his room to change out of his suit. I started humming to myself as I flitted about the kitchen stirring the sauce and grabbing more ingredients. It was hard to describe my feelings other than energetic happiness. Usually, I hated cooking but today for some reason it felt really good. Also, Josh is going to be very happy when he tastes the sauce I made.

He came back wearing shorts and a tank top. God his arms are almost bigger than one of my legs.

“Is there anything I could do to help?” He asked politely.

“Uh. Yeah, could you grab the basil for me? It’s on the top shelf.”

“Sure.”

He reached up to grab it. I held my breath and pretended to be more interested in the sauce I was stirring. Josh set the container next to me and said “there you go.”

I paused waiting to see if anything would happen. But there was nothing. No crazy urges or anything. I just felt grateful that he was here to help me out.

“Thanks, Josh”

“You’re welcome, Adam.”

He set the table while I finished cooking the meal.

“Wow it looks great,” he said.

We sat down to eat at the table.

“You know I can’t remember the last time we used this thing,” he said gesturing at the table.

“I know right. It’s so nice. Plus, when was the last time we ate something other than takeout. How’s the food by the way.”

“It’s perfect.”

Josh tore through the food while I delicately picked at mine. I’d given him most of the food anyway since I realized today that I could probably stand to lose a couple more pounds.

I decided to confront him when the meal was over.

“We need to talk,” I said.

Josh frowned. “Is this about last night?”

I nodded. “What did you do?”

“I hypnotized you.”

“But to do what?”

“I wanted you to be a little nicer to me and more helpful around the house.”

Oh god. “So, me cooking that wasn’t my idea? You were forcing me to do it?”

“No. Hypnotism is about suggestion. It’s not mind control. The process allows your subconscious to come to the forefront of your mind. There I can make suggestions but for the suggestions to take root, the mind has to agree with them already. You can’t hypnotize someone into believing they're an animal or that they can fly. It’s more like if you wanted to go to an interview for a new job but were too scared. The hypnosis can give you the nudge to follow through and go to that interview. But it was still all you deep down. It just helps reveal the real you.”

“So, all this?” I gestured at the empty pots and pans.

“Is because deep down that’s what you want.”

I shook my head. “There was more than just cooking and cleaning. The hypnosis messed with my head and made me see things.”

“What like hallucinations?”

“No. Just images in my head.”

“Well, it’s possible that the process uncovered some repressed urges.”

“So if anything happens it’s coming from me?”

“Correct. Now, do you want me to do the dishes? You did cook after all. It would only be fair.”

I shook my head. “No. I’ve got it.”

He shrugged and went to watch TV while I cleaned up.

Once I’d finished, I decided to join him. He had just started watching a horror movie. We were being introduced to the characters. They were all college students getting ready to go on a trip for summer break.

The lead character, Chad, was a tall muscular football jock. He put his arm around his girlfriend Stacy. I felt a twinge of jealousy. My dating life had been non-existent for over a year now. Seeing the intimacy between the two characters made me miss it. I wanted someone to put their arms around me and hold me like Stacy was being held. I imagined someone bigger than me enfolding me. Making me feel warm and safe.

“Man, she’s hot,” said Josh.

His words broke me out of my daze. I glanced over at him, noting the look of lust in his eyes. The girl Stacy was a fit skinny blonde with a tight round ass and perky boobs that were just more than a handful. She was wearing denim shorts and a crop top that left half her stomach exposed.

In another part of my mind, I filed away every detail of Stacy’s appearance.


Chapter Four

Everything sucks! I thought to myself as I threw another one of my t-shirts on the bed. It was late morning and Josh had already left for work. My feelings about him and this whole situation were getting more complicated by the minute. I slept in and waited until I heard him leave.

Now I had a conference call with a client later today. I had to find something respectable to wear. The only problem was that everything I owned seemed wrong. Some clothes were too plain or too baggy. Others like my star trek t-shirt just screamed bad taste for a client meeting.

I went through my entire wardrobe and none of it worked for me. I needed something new. As an introvert, online shopping was a godsend, and the first place I went to. I ordered a sweater, shirt, and black tie. Then I selected a rush order that it would get delivered in a couple of hours.

An advertisement popped up saying twenty-five percent off in the women’s summer collection. My eyes glazed over. The mouse moved of its own accord clicking through to the women’s section. There I started ordering an entire wardrobe of women’s clothes. Somehow, I knew what band size I was for a bra even though I don’t remember ever measuring myself. I felt this hunger. This need inside of me. The more clothes I ordered, the more I wanted. The more I wanted the more turned on I got.

I clicked off of the women’s section with relief. I wasn’t sure how much more my wallet could take. My mouse clicked to the search bar and my fingers typed in ‘sex toys.’ I found a website called the ‘sissy emporium.’ It was there I resumed purchasing. Makeup, a long blonde wig, fake breasts, and two large silicon dildos. One for sucking and one for fucking I thought and giggled to myself.

After I clicked to order the daze wore off. I sat there with a rock-hard erection wondering if I was going crazy. I didn’t want to look like a woman, did I? Something with the hypnosis must have gone wrong. I’ll need to talk to Josh about it. Fuck, he’s never going to let me hear the end of this one.

For some reason, despite being incredibly aroused, I don’t want to jerk off. So I settle for the star trek t-shirt and finish up the menu work I started yesterday.

All of the clothes arrive a few hours later. The delivery guy looked overwhelmed with all the boxes he handed me. I thanked him and carried the boxes one at a time to my room. At least I was able to hide it all before Josh got home.

Excited, I pranced back into my room and tore through the boxes. Somehow, I already knew the exact outfit I wanted to wear. The first thing I grabbed was a pair of pink and blue thigh high socks that I thought would look super cute on my legs. I took off my sweat pants and held them against my legs. It didn’t look right. My legs shouldn’t be hairy. They should be smooth. I fell deeper into autopilot as I went into the bathroom to shave my legs. I thought it would be finished at my legs but my hand kept moving, shaving my groin and balls. Then the little chest hair I had. Until my whole body was completely smooth. I ran my hands down it and shivered. That was better.

Underwear was first. I grabbed a pink thong and put it on. It rose high across my hips. The back of it nestled in between my ass cheeks while the front could barely cover me as my erection was poking out of the side. That was okay though. Jean shorts were next. They were the shortest pair I could find and rather than cover anything they fit snugly against my ass and helped emphasize it. I hung them low on my hips so that my pink thong was still visible. It made me feel incredibly slutty. The pink and blue thigh-high socks went on after that. I almost had to stop. I was getting turned on. All this pink was making me feel so girly. I threw on a white crop top that left my belly button exposed.

I wanted more. The makeup was calling to me. Before I could go further my phone buzzed. It was enough to break me out of my daze. I checked my messages. Damn. The conference call is due to start in two minutes. Where did the time go?

There’s no time to get changed. I went to my desk in the living room and turned on my computer. The webcam sat next to my monitor. I angled it so they would only see my face and shoulders. The conference call started. A man in his fifties appeared on the screen. He wore glasses and a grey sweater vest.

We said hello to each other and then I fell into my work autopilot, giving details about my ideas for the company. He listened thoughtfully, only interjecting with the occasional question.

I kept my face neutral during the discussion but inside I was boiling over with arousal. Not for my client but simply my little feminine secret that he didn’t know about.

We were getting near the end of the meeting when my front door opened. Josh stood there speechless. I ignored him as best as I could while trying to end the meeting while still being polite.

The man on the call agreed to work with me. I’d email him the contract in a few days. Then we said our goodbyes.

Josh was watching me with a smirk on his face. Once I was certain the camera was off, I stood up.

“This isn’t funny,” I said.

“No, but it is fun, right? Aren’t you enjoying yourself?”

“What did you do to me? Why did you make me dress like this?”

“I keep telling you. I didn’t do anything. This is all you.”

I stepped closer to him; fists clenched. “Take it back. Unhypnotize me or hypnotize me back to the way I was.”

“Wow, I never noticed before but you have really nice legs.”

I stopped and blushed. “Thank you.”

“Turn around. Let me see the whole outfit.”

I gave him a slow spin which he seemed to enjoy.

“You could be doing more with your hair and face though” he pointed out.

I nodded eagerly. “Oh, I know. I bought a ton of makeup and clothes today. Do you want to see?”

He smiled and said, “maybe later.”

My smile faltered. Feeling deflated I said “oh.”

“Don’t feel bad. I only date girls. You’re almost halfway to being one yourself.”

I giggled, “I know it feels so nice.”

He moved closer and closer until we were almost touching. I trembled with desire for him. Only fear of rejection kept me from reaching out to kiss him. Josh whispered in my ear, “do you want to be my special girl?”

I nodded not trusting myself to speak.

“Then you’ll need a new name. Adam doesn’t wear pink thongs, does he?”

I shook my head.

“No, you’re someone that’s been inside Adam for a long time. Yearning to come out. Now your no longer afraid to be who you are. What’s your name?”

“Alice,” I said immediately without thinking.

“That’s a good name,” he said.

He stalked off to his room without another word.

I could feel my hard dick leaking into my thong. I went into my room and swapped my t-shirt for a frilly pink and white bra that I slipped my fake breasts under. The fake boobs matched my skin tone perfectly and gave me just the right amount of cleavage. I put the wig on next, foregoing the makeup since I didn’t know how to do it yet.

I grabbed one dildo and lubed it up before lowering myself gently onto it. I moaned as I felt myself stretch to accept it. I grabbed the other dildo and started sucking on it. I bounced between imagining myself sucking a real cock to having it fuck my pussy as I rode the dildo.

“Oh yeah. Fuck me just like that” I said as I bounced up and down on the dildo. “Yeah fuck me like a girl. Make me your special girl.”

My body started shaking. Mini waves of pleasure were building up inside of me. Each one getting longer and more intense. I was getting hotter as I tensed. The arousal kept building. I closed my eyes, smiling in delight as I fucked myself like a girl. I grabbed my boobs and played with them. Images of men cumming down my throat and inside my ass flooded my brain. That’s when my cock exploded. Shooting load after load everywhere. I aimed it towards myself and pretended it was Josh’s cum washing over me, marking me as his slut.

I collapsed on the bed and lay there with the dildo still inside me, wishing I was Josh’s girl.


Chapter Five

It’s the next day and I’m in the living room stretching next to my yoga mat. I’m wearing a pair of tight black booty shorts and a sports bra. There’s an athletic woman on the television in front of me telling me how to stretch.

The woman then starts taking me through some basic yoga poses and bodyweight exercises. I follow along with relative ease but this workout has a new section that I’m eager to try.

“Alright now girls. Get down on all fours and stretch your left leg out. Now lift it up as high as you can. Focus on using your butt muscles. Feel the burn. Imagine that booty growing as you work it.”

Josh’s bedroom door opened. Success. I’d timed it perfectly. Every weekday he followed a strict schedule. Josh always came out of his room at exactly eight am. Which was right when my booty builder workout was due to start.

I pretended not to notice him.

“Alright now girls, kick your left leg out to the side and then back in. Repeat and follow me.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as Josh made himself a cup of coffee. I could feel his eyes watching me as I exercised. Sweat dripping down my soft lean body. I took pleasure in showing off my body to him. No more hiding in baggy t-shirts and sweatpants. Luckily with my yoga regimen and diet, I already had the body of a flat-chested girl. Maybe Josh was right and I’d been subconsciously steering myself to become a girl all along.

When the workout was over, Josh was there to hand me a bottle of water.

“Nice work Alice.”

Hearing him say my new name made me want to swoon. “Thanks.”

“Have you started practicing your voice and makeup yet?”

“My voice?”

“Your girly voice” he elaborated.

It bothered me to admit I hadn’t.

“That’s okay you’ll get there. Anyway, I’ve got a list of errands for you to run. But here’s the thing. I want Alice to run these errands and I want her, well you to take a selfie at each location as proof that you did it.”

“There’s no way I’m ready for that.”

“It’s time to stop hiding. Besides if you do it, you’ll get a reward from me.”

“What kind of reward?”

Without another word, he took me in his arms. His warm lips pressed against mine. Shock and need jolted through me. Such a desperate need. An insatiable hunger. Josh’s tongue found mine and I just melted into his arms.

After a few seconds, he ended the kiss and stepped away. My head was so dizzy, I almost swayed and lost my balance.

“There’s more where that came from if you’re willing to be a girl outside of the apartment. The list is on the table” he said and left without waiting for my answer. He knew he had me. Knew how much I not just wanted him but wanted to please him. To hear him call me a ‘good girl.’

I went into my room to look for an outfit. I settled on black tights, a skirt, and a white blouse that would fit while wearing my boobs. While Josh got ready for work, I practiced my makeup. I wanted to look perfect when I stepped outside for the first time.

Josh left while I was practicing. The note on the table said to go to the pharmacy to pick up some allergy medication and then to the supermarket to grab food for dinner tonight. It didn’t say what to get for dinner. It just ended with ‘your choice’ and a smiley face.

I put on my outfit and transformed myself into a busty blonde that would give the Stacy we saw on tv the other night a run for her money. The clothes felt comfortable yet sexy. I took a deep breath and went out into town.

I decided on walking. The pharmacy and supermarket were only a few blocks away. Besides what was I afraid of? Alice was a confident beautiful woman. She doesn’t worry about what others think of her. That was Adam. The old me.

As I got to the pharmacy, an attractive man in his forties held the door open and said “after you miss.”

I smiled and went inside. The man followed me in but went in another direction. I felt myself wanting to follow him. Wanting to know what his cock felt like in my mouth.

No, I have to focus. One guy at a time. My girl dick was taped up to prevent any bulges from showing but I still worried about whether it was secure enough.

Buying allergy medication was a breeze. It was just some over the counter stuff, so I didn’t have to say anything to the pharmacist. I walked out and took out my phone. I pursed my lips in a sexy pose and took a picture with the pharmacy sign in the background.

Nobody seemed to think it was weird I was taking a selfie in front of the pharmacy. A few stared at me but they were staring before I took out my phone. I guess Alice draws a lot of attention to herself. Not that that was a bad thing. I enjoyed their lustful gazes.

The supermarket was quieter than expected. I roamed the aisles with a basket trying to think of what I could do for dinner. I settled on salmon for dinner. The only thing left was getting a bottle of wine.

In the wine aisle, there was a skinny girl in a blue uniform. She was pulling wine out of boxes and sliding them onto shelves. I kept out of her way as my eyes scanned the bottles. I didn’t know much about wine. All of them seemed to proudly display what region they’re from but that meant nothing to me.

A soft voice called out, “excuse me miss? Do you need any help?”

I turned to see the skinny girl except she wasn’t a skinny girl. She was an effeminate boy with long hair and makeup. The nametag said, Logan.

Something about them made me feel comfortable. I kept voice quiet and tried to soften it as much as possible.

“I don’t know anything about wine. I’m looking for a nice white one to go with a salmon dinner I’m preparing.”

If they were put off by my voice, they gave no sign of it. “Sure. What sort of budget miss?”

“Oh, call me Alice. I don’t know around fifty to a hundred dollars.”

“Great. My friends call me Lucy.”

She led me down to another aisle. She grabbed a bottle and handed it to me.

“There you go. My personal recommendation.”

As she handed it to me, her hand fell over mine. “Is it for anyone special?” she asked.

“For a friend.”

“Well if your free I’d love to take you out sometime. Can I give you my number?”

I nodded and she typed her number into my phone.

I almost forgot to take a selfie when leaving. I snapped one quickly as I was leaving.

Looks like Alice has some dating options available to her I thought as I carried everything home.


Chapter Six

At six o clock, Josh got home. He didn’t say anything until he saw me cooking in the kitchen. I was waiting for him in a dark purple dress holding the bottle of wine.

“Want some?”

“Very much. Work sucked today. They saddled me with this clueless new guy. He wouldn’t stop asking dumb questions. The whole day felt like babysitting.”

“At least you’re home now,” I said popping open the wine and pouring him a glass. He took it, thanked me, and then downed it one gulp.

“Dinner smells great. How was it getting out of the house?”

“Enjoyable actually. I was so worried about getting weird looks and stares but I only got the good kind today.”

“Oh yeah? Anyone flirt with you?”

“Well, there was this really cute feminine guy that I think wants to be a girl. They asked me out while I was at the supermarket.”

“What did you say to that?”

“I told them I’d think about it. Does that bother you?”

“No. We’re just roommates. Why would it?”

I nodded and said, “dinner will be ready in ten.”

He went to watch tv until it was ready and then we ate in silence. You could cut the tension with a knife. But if he wants me to be exclusive then he has to come out and say it. I’ve wasted enough time as a guy sitting by myself moping. I’m not going to be like that anymore. As a girl, I’m going to take what I want.

After dinner, we moved to the couch. Josh found yet another horror movie with college students. When he started commenting on the appearance of the girls, I knew he was doing it on purpose. Trying to get me all stirred up.

I was sitting close to him on the couch but during a jump scare, I screamed and put my arms around Josh. He held me and smiled but didn’t take his eyes off the screen. The movie reached a point where there was a sex scene. As the blonde cheerleader took off her clothes, I could feel Josh start to get hard beneath me.

My hand found its way to Josh’s trousers. I started rubbing his cock.

“What are you doing?”

I shrugged. “You’re horny and I’m horny. I’m going to make you cum.”

Josh pushed me off of him. I thought that this was it. This would be the final rejection but then he took off his pants and pulled out his huge cock.

No more words needed to be said.

I got on my knees and wrapped my lips around the head, running my tongue over the tip. Josh moaned and settled back into the couch. Feeling his thick cock fill my mouth was making my own little dick hard.

It felt so good to give him pleasure. To feel him inside me after so long.

I sucked until I felt him cum. I kept sucking, swallowing every drop. Once I was done, I put his cock back in his pants and zipped them up.

I got back on the couch and cuddled up next to him.

“Hey, can we watch another movie?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said putting his arm around me.


Chapter Seven

A little bit of time passed. Josh was still refusing to sleep with me but we would make out that would then turn into the occasional blowjob.

I was down to my lowest weight ever and I always enjoyed showing off my tight soft body to Josh whenever I did my public workouts. Despite this, my ass had gotten a little wider and rounder. Instead of a flat guy’s butt, I had a round girly one that jiggled slightly when I walked. I liked it though, it made me sway my hips and gave me a more feminine walk. Men seemed to appreciate it too. I loved going out in public in tight yoga pants. There were always a couple of people that would stare at my ass as I walked by.

I was halfway through my yoga poses when Josh came out. His shoulders were tense and he was gritting his teeth as he made himself a coffee. I stopped exercising and turned to him.

“What’s wrong?”

“Just stress. I’ve got this big presentation later today and a lot is riding on it. I’ve been going over my notes all morning. Shit is that time?” He asked looking at the clock on the wall. I nodded.

“I gotta go,” he said and came over to kiss me on the cheek before leaving.

I shrugged and went to pick up the coffee cup he’d left. There was some spilled and running down the side of the cup. I cleaned it up and put the cup away. It felt good to clean like I was helping Josh. I decided to keep going and clean the whole apartment. When I got to Josh’s room, I opened the door with some hesitation. I’d never really been in his room before. Whenever we were intimate, it was always on the couch.

Josh’s room comprised of modern black and white furniture. His bed was a mixture of the two colors. On his desk sat the metronome and some papers. I moved the papers to clean the desk when they tumbled out of the file. The papers flew everywhere. Damn. I bent down to pick them up and my eyes picked up on some of the writing. These were Josh’s notes for the presentation. He’d left them behind and he’d been gone for hours now. It was probably too late for him to come back for them. I texted him to let him know and waited. No response. I called him but it went to voicemail.

This presentation seemed important to him. I have to do something. I decided to take the papers to him. I took a shower and used some of the perfume Josh had bought for me as a gift. I chose a long flowery summer dress that hugged my curves and some sandals. My natural hair was still too short for my liking so I elected to wear my blonde wig.

Josh’s office was in the center of town. A tall gleaming tower of metal and glass. It shone silver in the sunlight and the glare made me look away. I approached the front desk with papers under my arm.

The man behind the desk was overweight, middle-aged, and looked bored until he saw me approach. He smiled as I got closer.

“Can I help you miss?” He asked.

Since the last time I’d gone out, I’d practiced my vocal training intensely.

In a feminine voice, I said “Yes, I’m here to see Josh Abelton.”

The man’s brow furrowed. He glanced down at his computer, tapped a few keys. “do you have an appointment?”

“Oh, uh, no I’m his…friend. He left something behind and I just wanted to take it to him.”

“Must be good friends” he muttered while tapping on his keyboard. “Okay, one sec.”

He picked up the phone and made a call. “Yes, somebody asking for you. Said they had something of yours. A…” He turned back to me. “what is your name miss?”

“Alice. Alice Shepard” I said.

He repeated the name over the phone. There was a pause and then he put the phone down. “Okay, you can go on up. He’s on floor forty-two, take a left as you come out of the elevator.”

“Great thanks,” I said.

The man swiped me through the little id gate and I took the elevator up to forty-two. The door opened to a quiet office. People in suits working on their computers or speaking in hushed tones. I’d always imagined Josh’s office would be more chaotic. Instead, there was an undercurrent of seriousness but also calm.

I took a left out of the elevator and started scanning cubicles and offices.

“Are you lost?” Someone asked. I turned to see a statuesque beautiful woman in a sharp business suit. I couldn’t tell whether she was in her thirties or forties but she had a commanding presence.

“Uh yeah, I was looking for Josh Abelton.”

A flicker of annoyance passed over the woman's face. “He’s about to give the yield presentation. He doesn’t have time for girlfriends to be dropping by just to say hi.”

“I’m not. He left something behind and I’m here to return it.”

Her eyes seized on the folder in my hands. “What is it?” she asked.

“Just some files.”

“Well give them to me. I’ll be sure that he gets them.”

“No that’s okay. I’d rather give them to him myself.”

The woman’s hand reached out to grab them anyway. “I think you should hand those over before I call security.”

I backed away from her and started looking frantically for Josh. I walked down the office. The woman followed me and continued issuing threats. I ignored her until I got to the end and couldn’t see Josh anywhere.

The woman looked triumphant. She’d cornered me.

“Now then, there seemed to be some confusion with security but now they’re on their way.”

“I…uh”

Josh came striding around the corner. He stopped and stared at the two of us for a second. “Jane and A…Alice? What are you doing here?”

“She shouldn’t be here. This is so unprofessional” said Jane.

“You left your notes behind. They seemed important” I said quietly handing them over. Jane’s eyes followed the file but she didn’t try to grab it this time.

Josh took the file and skimmed the first page. “This is great. Thanks, Alice.” He checked his watch. “Damn the meeting is almost starting. I’ll see you later tonight okay?”

I nodded and he gave me a quick kiss on the lips before he disappeared into another part of the office.

Jane looked furious. I ignored her and went straight to the elevator. I wanted to get out as fast as possible.


Chapter Eight

As soon as Josh got home, I told him the whole story of how Jane had confronted me and tried to steal the notes.

“She would have likely tried to sabotage the meeting or use my ideas for herself. It’s good that she didn’t get them.”

“I don’t understand how you can work in a place like that. It’s so cutthroat.”

Josh shrugged. “Mostly the money. Which reminds me, the presentation went better than I ever expected. The partners are having a party because of us.”

“Us?”

“I couldn’t have done it without the notes you brought. Which reminds me, I got you something.”

Josh went into the bedroom and came back holding two boxes. “I thought you could wear these tonight.” He opened the first box to reveal a black dress. The other smaller box contained some expensive high heels.

“This must have cost a fortune.”

“Believe me, I can afford it. What do you say? You up for a party?”

“Sure, when is it?”

“A couple of hours at this swanky little bar they’ve rented out.”

I hit him on the arm. “A couple of hours? Do you know how long it’s going to take me to get ready?” I asked rhetorically as I got up and started thinking about my makeup.

Josh rolled his eyes. “You’re such a girl,” he said.

I smiled and went to go get ready.


Chapter Nine

The atmosphere in the bar was the polar opposite of the office. Everyone was either shouting, laughing, or singing. Music from the radio blared in the background and everyone had a drink in their hand. The bar was just called ‘Pauls’ and the interior was filled with rich mahogany wood, dark leather chairs. The air smelled faintly of whiskey and cigar smoke.

Josh held out his arm which I gratefully took. I was still getting used to walking in high heels and I appreciated the assistance. We entered together with him wearing a grey suit and me in a black dress that cost more than my rent.

A few eyes looked our way and somebody gestured to one of the older men at the party. His eyes brightened when he saw us. “Ah, the man of the hour! Come over here Josh” the old man said.

“That’s my boss Kenneth Wilmers” Josh whispered to me as we made our way over to him.

He looked to be in his sixties with a full head of white hair. He held a whiskey drink in one hand and he used the other to put around Josh’s shoulder.

“Just brilliant. What you did at the end there eh?” said Kenneth.

Josh awkwardly agreed and said, “this is my friend Alice.”

“A pleasure,” I said.

“Oh yes, I heard about you as well. Maybe I should be thanking you too.”

“Just happy to have helped.”

“And help you did.” He turned towards the bar and shouted “These two drink for free” pointing at josh and I.

He turned to start a conversation with someone else. We stood there awkwardly for a moment before realizing he was done speaking to us.

We made our way through the crowd and got to the bar. Josh ordered a whiskey neat and I ordered a martini with two olives.

“Man of the hour huh?” I asked gesturing at all the people who were now ignoring us.

Josh leaned close and whispered, “a lot of them are jealous and wish I’d failed or not done as well. Some above me is worried that I’m coming after their position and the employees below me are frustrated they missed an opportunity to see me fall and take my place.”

“Okay, now you’re just starting to creep me out. Can we change the subject?”

“Sure, any suggestions?”

“Well how about us being more than just friends?”

He smiled. “That’s a conversation we can have but not here. How about tonight after the party?”

I nodded. “Great,” he said. “There are a few other people I need to mingle with. I’ll spare you the boring conversation. Just hang here and I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Twenty minutes!” I sputtered but he was already moving through the crowd, shaking hands.

I sat at the bar nursing my martini and playing a game on my phone when Jane arrived and sat next to me. I ignored her and focused on my phone. After everything Josh had said it was clear that Jane was a rival of his. She’d cornered me in the office and tried to steal the file for herself. I couldn’t trust her.

“So he just left you here then?” Jane asked me.

Without looking up from my phone, I said “believe me, he’s doing me a favor.”

“Is that what he told you?”

That made me look up. “Stop trying to mess with us.”

“Oh, it’s us now? I thought the two of you were just friends.”

“Well, you thought wrong.”

“That’s strange considering when I asked him if he had a girlfriend that he said no.”

I felt my eyes start to mist over and I looked away. “Well I’ll leave you to it then,” she said and walked off.

I finished my martini and went looking for Josh. The bar was bigger than I’d first thought with several expansive rooms and a large garden in the back yard where a few people stood smoking.

I went up to a guy about my age and asked “hey have you seen Josh Abelton?”

“Yeah he went off to have a private conversation with some woman,” he said with extra emphasis on the word private.

The room started to spin. I had to get out of there. Somehow, I made my way through the crowd and outside into a taxi. Halfway to the apartment, I received a message from Josh.

“Hey, I heard you got upset and left. Look despite what you might have heard I didn’t cheat on you. Jane has been circling me for a while and I decided to have a conversation with her to back off. The talk became heated and we went somewhere private where the bosses wouldn’t hear us. That’s all it was. I swear. You’re the one I want.”

A million responses came to mind but all of them felt inadequate over the phone. No, my response was going to be in person.


Chapter Ten

Keys rattled in the apartment door as Josh came in. He likely felt nervous. I hadn’t responded to any of his messages and it had been over an hour since I’d gotten back. I didn’t blame him for that part though. It’s hard to get away from a party that’s being thrown in your name.

“Alice?” Josh called out.

I said nothing.

His footsteps padded down past the living room and to my bedroom. He knocked on my door and after a pause, he opened it.

“Alice, we need to talk,” he said to the empty room.

When he realized I wasn’t there, he closed the door and walked towards his room. He opened his bedroom door with a sigh and flicked on the lights. Josh’s eyes widen and his mouth hung open as he stared at me.

I was lying on the bed on my side wearing fishnet stockings, blue panties, and a blue bra that with my fake breasts gave me some generous cleavage. My cherry red lips stretched into a seductive smile.

“Like what you see?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said reaching a hand out.

I moved away and shook my head. “Friends don’t get to touch,” I said.

“You’re still mad about that? Look I’m sorry about leaving you at that party.”

I got off the bed and moved towards. “Keep your hands to yourself,” I said. “Jane was right.”

“You can’t listen to her.”

“She was right about when you called me your friend. So, what am I to you? Your friend? Your roommate? Your lover?” I turned around and bent over, pushing my ass into his crotch. Josh didn’t move but I could feel his cock getting bigger.

He started to speak but I shushed him. “I want more,” I said. “I want to sleep in the same bed as you and I want to be your girlfriend.”

I felt him step back and straightened up to face him.

“Alice, will you be my girlfriend?”

“Yes!”

He tore off his clothes with a rabid hunger and he stalked over to me with raw sexual need. I put my hand down my panties and rubbed my dick. “Please, I’m so horny. My pussy is aching to be filled. Fuck me and make me yours.”

Josh turned me around and bent me over the edge of the bed. He ripped my fishnets open and pulled my panties aside. There he found a heart-shaped butt plug inside my ass.

“You’ve been wearing this all night?”

“I wanted tonight to be special. I’ve been training my ass to love cock for over a month now.”

“God you’re amazing,” he said.

He removed the butt plug and lubed up his big cock. I shivered as I felt my ass become empty. It had been almost as comforting as it was arousing having something in my ass all day. Now it was time for the real thing.

I felt the tip press against my hole. He grabbed my hips and pushed himself deeper. I gasped. He was as big as my largest dildo. It was almost too much but I wanted more. My little dick was already leaking precum into my panties.

“More. I want more. Make me your girl and fuck me” I cried.

Josh started thrusting. I let him hold me and use me as his fuck doll. I’d never been fucked before. In the past, I was always the one doing the fucking to someone. Now he was giving me his cock and it felt wonderful. My hands clenched around the sheets as a little wave of euphoria passed over me. I’d managed to get myself to orgasm just by fucking my ass before so I knew there was more to come.

He slapped my ass and I moaned.

“Yeah give me that big dick,” I said.

Pleasure started to build inside me, getting stronger. My vision started to get hazy and my body tightened and shook. The orgasm felt like it was behind a dam, like waves crashing against it. As Josh continued to pound me, the dam broke. I screamed in joy. Every part of my body swam with ecstasy. But Josh wasn’t finished. In my cock drunk state, I didn’t realize he hadn’t cum yet. He pulled out of me and turned me to face him. I sat on the edge of the bed. Josh presented his cock to me. I took it in my hands, jerking it. He groaned and a huge load of cum shot out and hit me in the face. I kept going. More of his juices splattered me. I leaned back and let some hit my tits. I wanted to bathe in his cum. Let him mark me like the little slut that I am. To make me his permanently.

When he was finally finished, we collapsed onto the bed together. I drifted off to sleep with his big arms wrapped around me, safe and tight. Knowing that this was just the beginning of our new lives together.

The End


Turning Femme


Chapter One

Today will be a good day. It will be a good day because I will it so. I sat up and looked over at the clock. 06:45. Groan. I really didn’t want to work today. Could I call in sick? No, I did that last month plus I’d be stuck in the apartment out of fear of being caught. I mean you hear all those stories about it. Someone catches you on TV or an acquaintance from a Christmas party you don’t even recognize mentions it offhandedly to your boss. No, if there’s one thing I can’t deal with right now and that’s being unemployed.

I go into the bathroom and turn on the shower. A torrent of ice water hits my hand. Damn it the plumber said he’d fixed this already. Ok, I can do this. 1...2...3 ahhh!

That wasn’t the best of mornings but work will be better. I stop shivering long enough to put on my last remaining ironed shirt and my pants from yesterday. I grab a cereal bar and I’m running out the door without a minute to spare.

I’ve been a paralegal for five years now and have been putting off taking the bar exam for three of those years. My boss Jane stood impatiently by my cubicle. “Two minutes late Ryan,” she said and paused for what I can only assume was to enjoy her own meager sense of power. “This is Smith and Clark one of the best firms in the city and we expect punctuality from all our employees,” she said condescendingly and then walked away without even asking why I was late. Stacy my friend and cubicle neighbor rolled her eyes at Jane’s back. “You know she was stood there for longer than two minutes,” Stacy said.

“What is she psychic?” I asked.

“I doubt she could even spell psychic. She only got the job as a manager because her brother just made partner with the company.”

“What’s that got to do with me?”

“Well apparently bouquet of flowers was delivered to Jane’s office which got her all excited,” said Stacy.

“And?”

Stacey giggled “there weren’t for her. They were for Mary down the hall. It was her and her husband’s anniversary. Apparently, Jane was... upset but couldn’t think of a way to take it out on her and so here we are.”

“Damn it why does Mary deserve flowers” I sighed.

“I didn’t think guys liked flowers.”

“Most don’t but I’d appreciate the interest.”

“But after all, I said that’s the part that bothers you? Not Jane bullying you for no reason?”

“I was technically late” I pointed out.

Stacy waved it off “it was over the top for the two minutes and that whole speech telling us where we work as if we don’t know.”

I wasn’t concerned “she’s gotten her far later and more often than me. I’m not worried since I doubt she’ll last more than a month here” I said.

“Well aside from our bitchy boss we are going out tonight,” she said.

“Oh, no last time I ended up sitting in the corner alone while you went off with some guy.”

“Come on. I promise I will not make out with anyone until I have found you, someone, first” Stacey pleaded. It had been nearly three months since I’d been with anyone. Maybe this will be good for me. I relented “ok so where are we going tonight?” I asked.

“There’s a new bar that just opened up. It’s very quiet and intimate. You’ll love it.”


Chapter Two

Finding the bar was slightly harder than Stacy had originally thought. It was tucked away in the industrial part of town. We rounded the corner only to hit the back of what at first looked like an endless line. Stacy smiled then looked down at herself and adjusted the top of her dress in order to show more cleavage and then she looked at me. I had made the effort tonight. I’d bought a new dress shirt that I thought looked good on me. “Perfect” Stacy said and began marching past everybody to the front of the line. I reluctantly followed her trying to ignore the hateful stares from everyone waiting in line.

As we got to the front Stacy walked straight up to the bouncer and whispered something in his ear. He smiled and said, “go right on through ladies.” People in line started shouting in protest but were cut off as the door shut behind us.

We walked down the hallway in silence. The walls were a deep crimson and the only sound that could be heard was Stacy’s heels echoing around us. Stacy, still ahead of me opened another door and suddenly I could hear smooth music coming through. The bar was busy but not too busy. The music was loud enough to be heard but not enough to interfere with conversation and the lighting dim enough to mask anyone’s flaws.

So this was the edgy new place that had just opened up. I looked around at its clientele and was immediately anxious. Everybody looked like actors and supermodels. I think me and Stacy were the only ones there not wearing designer clothes. Stacy’s thoughts seemed to echo my own as she grabbed my hand and said “come on let's grab a drink.”

Stacy ordered for both of us. Two martinis. I hate martinis but if that’s what these people drink then I’ll drink it since I don’t want to stand out any more than I already do. The barwoman immediately caught my eye. She was a little over six feet with a mop of short blonde hair. She briefly looked my way and smiled before turning around to make our drinks. Stacy meanwhile was scanning the bar for her latest hook up. The barwoman handed us our drinks and I thought about saying something like to try and get her name but she immediately went down to the other end of the bar to serve someone else.

Stacy downed her drink in one and said “I’m gonna go to the ladies room.”

“Ok,” I said and sat at the bar. I downed my martini too but purely in the hope that the barwoman would notice and come back over to me. Two minutes go by and my glass is still empty. She is still serving people at the other end of the bar and it seems like she’s moving a little slower than she was earlier.

I turn in my chair to look around the bar, more to avoid just staring at my phone than anything. I spot Stacy in one corner leaning against a wall talking intimately with some guy. I keep looking around the bar having given up on the barwoman.

Suddenly the door opens and I see the most elegant and beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life enter the room. She is tall with long dark hair and dressed in a tight black dress. I think about my hands running across those curves and taking off that dress. “Would you like another?” the barwoman asked knocking me out of my fantasy. “Err yeah sure” I stuttered slightly short of breath. God if that was my reaction to the fantasy imagine what the real thing would be like.

I look back over at her and this time I notice that other women and men were now staring at her with lust. She too looked around the bar until her eyes fell on me.

She began walking towards me. My heart started beating rapidly and my stomach filled with butterflies. Her dark eyes remained fixed on me as she gets to the bar. Without turning she holds out her hand and out of nowhere the barwoman hands her a drink. She takes a slow sip and then says “what is your name?” Her voice was like honey and it took my brain half a second to understand what she’d said. “Um, Ryan. Ryan Gates” I said breathlessly.

She smiled “can I buy you another drink?” At this point I would have agreed to anything especially alcohol, “yes” I replied.

“What would you like?” Suddenly my brain had deleted any and all information relating to alcohol. There was a brief silence after which she suggested “another martini?”

“No,” I said forcefully. If I was going to drink it would be something I enjoyed drinking. “I’ll have a rum and coke,” I said and while it didn’t seem like the sort of thing that would be ordered here, the barwoman returned with one a moment later. “Thank you Sara,” my alcoholic benefactor said to the barwoman.

I could see Stacy out of the corner of my eye was staring open-mouthed at both of us. Emboldened by the attention I said, “so what’s your name?” She smiled again and I just wanted to melt right into the floor. “Erika. Erika West” she said and held out her hand. I took it and could immediately feel the heat coming off of her. Without thinking I took her hand and kissed it. Anywhere else it might have seemed old fashioned and out of place. Here it seemed appropriate.

“Come back to my place for a drink,” she said. It was a command not a question but I nodded in agreement anyway and we walked out together with all eyes on us. I pretended not to notice Stacy as we left. Finally, I was the one who’d found someone and was leaving her behind.


Chapter Three

‘Her place’ turned out to be a large penthouse of a five-star hotel. We entered the lobby and started walking to the elevators and then walked past them and around a corner to one lone elevator. It had a key card reader to which Erika produced a jet black card that opened the doors. “Private elevator,” she said matter-of-factly as if he was talking about the weather. As soon as the doors closed she grabbed me and pushed me against the wall. I didn’t fight her in fact I enjoyed it as her hot tongue danced inside my mouth. My hands sliding down her hips. She arched her back and let out a moan. My hands slid down further grabbing her ass roughly and pulling her closer.

She took my shirt and ripped it open, buttons flying everywhere. She ran her hands down my chest before turning around. I unzipped her dress and then ever so slowly began to pull it down off of her. The lust and desire were building to the point where I didn’t think either of us could wait any longer. Finally, it reached her feet and she slowly stepped out of it, turning to me wearing matching black lingerie.

The elevator doors opened and she took my hand guiding me over to the bedroom which held a large four-poster bed. I unhooked her bra watching as her large round breasts found their freedom. I then took off her black lace panties with my hands sliding down her long luscious legs. Let’s just say that when it was my turn I wasn’t quite so slow in undressing myself.

My cock was already fully erect. I wanted to be inside her so badly. She grabs my cock and gently pulled me closer. She kissed me, her tongue moving in and out of my mouth. I broke away to kiss her neck which made her moan. Cupping one of her large full breasts I began sucking on her nipple while my other hand was moving lower to rub her clit. She moaned louder this time, dripping wet with desire and said “take me!”

I thrust my hard cock deep inside her. Her eyes lit up with pleasure. I began to go faster and harder, her breasts bouncing in rhythm to my thrusts. I grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. She let out a low whine in pleasure. Suddenly I felt her hands grab my ass. I thought she just wanted to hold on to me but then I felt two of her fingers slip inside me.

“What are you doing?”

“You’ll like it trust me,” she said and I decided to trust her.

Her fingers kept pushing deeper and deeper. It was uncomfortable and distracting me from fucking her. She kept going though and it started to get painful. “I think you ahh…” She hit my g-spot and pleasure rocked through me. The orgasm was stronger than anything I’d ever felt before. I came inside of her and she moaned as she did as well.

She lay down beside me as we both caught our breath. It was now that I wondered about what had just happened. I didn’t feel any different. Well, that wasn’t actually true in fact I felt amazing. She seemed to have sensed what I was thinking and said “I told you you’d like it.” I had no reason to doubt her now but I was still confused by what had happened. “Ryan look at me,” she said. I turned to see those dark eyes. “I like you and want to see you again but we don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

“I like you too. I just need some time to wrap my head around this.”

“So does that mean you want to stop tonight?” she asked coyly.

“Well, I didn’t say that.” There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted to be with her.


Chapter Four

I was exhausted. I and Erika had been going at it for over half the night and even then she barely seemed to tire. I rolled over in bed hoping to cuddle in next to her only to find the bed empty. “Erika” I called out. No answer.

I crawled out of bed and found her discarded dress exactly where she’d left it from last night. I picked it up. I could smell her perfume. I didn’t know what it smelled like but it reminded me of summer. It also took me back to last night. To heights of pleasure I’d never felt before. That orgasm that had been stronger than anything I’d ever felt before.

Walking out of the bedroom, I could now finally get a good look at her home which was a penthouse hotel room. Everything was very ornate and elegant. Suddenly Erika appeared from around the corner wearing nothing but my shirt from last night. She was pushing a dining cart full of food and drinks. “I figured you’d be hungry so I got breakfast. Well technically the hotel got breakfast I just pushed it the last few steps from the door.” She lifted up one of the lids and the smell of freshly baked pastries wafted over to me and my mouth watered. I took a bite out of one of the croissants and it was like a piece of flaky buttery heaven hitting my tongue.

I looked at Erika. “You’re not eating?” I asked.

“No I’m not hungry,” she said and then went into the bedroom. I nibbled on a croissant until she came back dressed in a dark business suit. “Wow, nice clothes. What do you do for a living?” I asked.

She smiled and said, “I’m a senior partner at Rutledge and associates.”

I stopped eating and stared at her. That was a rival law firm to the one I worked at. My head started spinning. Was this a conflict of interest? Will I lose my job? I needed to think. The only people who know about last night are me, Erika, and damn it, Stacy. I need to find out what she might say. If she asks I’ll play it off and say that I didn’t know who Erika was. That all I did was last night was take her home.

“Hey earth to Ryan,” she said.

“What?”

“It’s going to be okay.”

“What is?”

“Us. I know who you work for Ryan but as long as we leave work at work then it’ll be fine.”

I felt immensely relieved. “So we just keep our professional and private lives separate?”

“Exactly” she replied.

“Wait how did you know where I work?”

“I saw you come in with Stacy who’s a bit of regular and I know for a fact that she doesn’t have any friends outside of work.”

“That’s kind of sad,” I said.

“Is it? I’m the same way. The work dominates my life and when I was starting out there was no time to maintain relationships. Now it’s different and I can have a bit more time for these things but for Stacy? No, she hasn’t been there long enough or climbed enough rungs of the corporate ladder to have what I have.”

“What about me? Stacy and I have worked there just as long. Somehow I’m able to still maintain relationships outside of work.”

“Maybe you don’t take your career as seriously as Stacy and I do” she smirked.

I wasn’t going to take the bait. So I mumbled something about needing to get ready and went to take a shower. The fact was that she had struck a nerve when she’d said it because it was true. I didn’t take my career as seriously as Stacy did. To me, it was a paycheck and nothing more. For someone like Stacy, it was her life and she was passionately devoted to it. That passion will probably push her farther up the ladder than I could ever go. Of course, that means more money for her too. Maybe I should start taking my job a bit more seriously.

Erika walked into the bathroom which startled me. “I thought you were leaving for work,” I said feeling self-conscious. She stared at my naked body through the shower stall, looking up and down appreciatively. “I am. I just wanted to leave you with something to think about while I’m gone.”

She unbuttoned her shirt revealing her perfect round breasts. My dick stood to attention. She grabbed her breasts pushing them together and moaned. I stared but didn’t move. Erika then pushed them up against the glass right next to my face. After a few moments, she laughed and pulled them back. She quickly dressed and said “you should really take care of that,” pointing to my erect cock. “See you later,” she said with a smile and finally left.

As soon as I heard the door close did I grab my dick and start masturbating. With those images in my head, it certainly didn’t take me long to cum.

The sex wasn’t the same after that first night either. It always felt like something was off. Of course, I knew what it was but I didn’t want to admit it to myself. Eventually, she wore down my defenses, and in the throes of passion, I let her stick two fingers inside me. God did it feel amazing. Now that I’d felt it again I couldn’t stop. I even had to insist that she do it.


Chapter Five

I ran as quickly as I could into the office. I was late again. Erika had suggested some morning sex and we had gotten carried away. Approaching my desk I could see once again that Jane was there waiting impatiently for me. “My office now” she commanded. Stacy gave me a look of sympathy as we passed her.

Jane sat down behind her desk and I shut the door eager for no one to hear us. Normally Jane’s threats always seemed idle and I usually ignored them. Today however I felt scared of what she might do. It could have something to do with the fact that Erika was so forceful and domineering in our relationship.

“Do you like working here Ryan?”

“Yes,” I meekly replied. Jane noticed the change in me and stood up, somehow managing to tower over me despite being three inches shorter than me. For some reason, I couldn’t look her in the eye. “It always seems like you have somewhere better to be since you’re always late.”

“It was only the second time.”

“Don’t talk back to me” she shouted. I fought hard not to tremble. Jane looked disgusted at my fear and said “get out of my sight.”

I left the room as quickly as I could and went straight to the bathroom. As soon as I saw that no one else was in here I started crying. God, what was wrong with me? I’m never normally this emotional when Jane is being a bitch.

Somebody walked in and I immediately splashed water on my face to hide the tears. He said nothing and went into one of the stalls. I think it might have been our IT guy Mark but I couldn’t be sure.

I decided the best thing to do would be to focus on work to put Jane out of my mind. When I got to my desk there was a sealed envelope waiting for me. “Probably from your new girlfriend,” Stacy said. I tried not to look too excited as I opened it to find a handwritten note.

Dear Ryan

Tonight we will be going to a Halloween party. Don’t worry your costume has already been picked out for you. Just be ready.

Erika

Well if I was excited before then you can imagine how I felt now. I text Erika for more details but she never replied back. Jane kept a watchful eye on me for the rest of the day so I couldn’t call her. I was just going to have to wait.


Chapter Six

Once work was over, I rushed back to Erika’s place. She was drinking tea with a gorgeous blonde woman. “Oh, hi I’m Ryan”

“I’m Kate. So, I guess you’re the one I’ll be working on then.”

“Working on?” I asked Erika.

“Yes, Kate here will be helping you with your costume. She’s a professional makeup artist.”

“Oh wow like Zombie makeup or something?”

“Yeah, something like that” Kate said as she led me away to another room. “Okay take off your clothes,” said Kate.

“What?”

“I don’t want to get makeup on your clothes.”

Reluctantly I stripped down to my underwear. She then ordered me to sit in a chair in front of a big vanity mirror and close my eyes. “Why?”

“Because Erika wants your costume to be a surprise,” she said.

So I closed my eyes and just sat there. It was actually quite boring. Kate didn’t like to talk much while she was working plus it would have messed up whatever she was doing to my face. All I could tell with my eyes closed was that it was going to be covering my face.

After what felt like hours, I felt some hair fall on the back of my neck. “Okay, the first part is done. Open your eyes” she said. She sounded exciting and I opened my eyes expecting to see some grotesque monster. Instead what I saw shocked me even more. The hair that I’d felt on my neck was a long blonde wig that looked incredibly real. Kate hadn’t turned me into a zombie. No from the neck up Kate had turned me into a woman. I was wearing full makeup. It was the kind of makeup that Erika wore when we met for the first time in that bar.

What was even more shocking was how convincing I looked. I’ve always had a slightly more feminine looking face but now with Kate’s makeup, I don’t think anyone would suspect that I’m a man.

“Okay stand up we need to finish your costume. I can’t have you gawking at yourself all night.”

I stood up and Kate yanked my boxer shorts down to my ankles. Before I could say anything she started applying a cream to my legs. “I’m shaving your legs” she explained. Once she was finished she handed me a pair of lace pink panties. At this point, I figured why not since it was just for tonight. I shivered as the soft lace slid up my now smooth legs. Kate then handed me some tape and told me to ‘tuck in my bulge.’

After that Kate put a pink corset on me and tightened it until I told her I couldn’t breathe. She eased it a little but it still felt weird to walk in. Next were two breast forms that slipped in perfectly into the corset. They were hyper-realistic and the exact same color as my skin.

The final touch was a pair of high heels. Slipping them on, I could see in the mirror that I now had a busty hourglass figure. What I couldn’t get over was not just that I looked completely like a woman but just how sexy a woman I looked like. I looked like every man’s wet dream fantasy girl.

Kate handed me something to drink which tasted kind of funny. I asked Kate about it but all she would say was that it would give me a more feminine voice. She then helped me practice walking in high heels. It was made even harder with the tight corset on but Kate refused to loosen it.

I had to avoid looking at myself in the mirror as I practicing as I kept getting turned on and constantly mess around down there to hide everything. Eventually, I got into a type of walk where my hips swayed with every step that Kate said was perfect.

She finally declared me ready to meet Erika. “Thank you,” I said surprised at my new female voice. “You’re welcome,” she said.

I left the room. My heels clicking and clacking down the hallway. My hips swaying seductively. Erika’s eyes widened at the sight of me. She was practically drooling with lust. “So how do you like my costume?” I asked enjoying her reaction to my new voice.

“Shouldn’t I be the one asking you that?”

“Well I was a little shocked at first but I actually think this is going to be fun. I mean I just look so sexy” I giggled and ran my hands down my body suggestively. Erika looked like she wanted to jump me here and now. I admit I was playing it up a little since Erika was clearly bisexual but being truthful I was enjoying it too.

I noticed she was only wearing dark lingerie. “So what kind of party are we going to?” I asked pointing at her lack of clothes. “This is the party,” she said and pulled me forward for a kiss. Our warm tongues danced in each other’s mouths before she pulled me towards the bedroom.

I moved to undo the corset but she stopped me. “Leave it on. Leave it all on.” She said and I nodded. Erika pushed me onto the bed and got on top of me. Her hands ran down my body until she got to my cock. She started rubbing my crotch, teasing me. “Hmm looks like this girl is hiding something,” she said freeing my cock. All this foreplay and role-play made it stand to full attention. I moved to put a condom on but Erika laughed.

“Sissy boys like you don’t get to fuck someone like me,” she said. I wasn’t sure what exactly she wanted from me. Erika got off of me long enough to grab something. It was a large pink strap on that she’d put on and was now lubing up. “Sissy boys like you are the ones who get fucked,” she said and made me turn over.

I was scared and nervous about what was going to happen but there was a big part of me that was also really excited. I felt Erika roughly pull down my panties. I gasped as it entered me. I thought that was all of it but she kept pushing until she hit the prostate. Oh god, it felt so good. She began pumping in and out slowly, letting me fully appreciate every thrust. I noticed that with every thrust my fake breasts jiggled as real ones would. Without even thinking I grabbed and squeezed them. They felt so lifelike that I couldn’t stop playing with them.

“Do you like getting fucked like a sissy?”

“Oh yes fuck me!” I screamed.

She started pumping harder. I was moaning now and I knew we were both so close. Looking to my right I could see our reflection in the mirror. The sight of her fucking me as a woman sent me over the edge. I shuddered as I came. My cock kept pumping and I had the biggest orgasm of my life. I sighed softly and we both fell next to each other on the bed.

“Did you like your costume?” Erika whispered.

“I loved it,” I said.

“Good because don’t think you won’t be wearing it again.”

“I can’t wait.”


Chapter Seven

Visions leaped into focus. My brain was going over the recent events of the last couple of days. Two days ago I was Ryan Gates, a mid-twenties paralegal, and all-around average guy. On a night out I meet the most enchanting women. Erika West, a rising star at a rival law firm with an IQ that’s probably 15 points higher than mine. Okay, maybe 20. Not that I’m some sort of drooling idiot but just that she’s that smart.

She was tall, curvaceous, and took charge in the bedroom. Last night Erika had claimed we were going to a costume party and that she had something picked out for me to wear. I went along with it because she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever slept with and I didn’t want to mess that up. Of course, I had no idea what I was getting myself into. Erika was excited and had her friend Kate, who was a professional make-up artist, create my costume. You can probably tell where this was going.

With the help of Kate, I was made into a girl for a night. She gave me something to drink which gave me a more feminine voice and with my skinny frame, it wasn’t hard to pull off the clothes she’d gotten me. A pink corset, a pair of fake breasts, heels and long blonde wig. My reaction was I saw my reflection shocked me. I looked like a girl and a hot one at that. Erika shared my new enthusiasm by telling me there was no party before immediately pushing me into the bedroom. The sex was as unconventional as the rest of the night with Erika putting on a strap on and fucking me while calling me a sissy.

So now here we were lying on the bed together after the greatest orgasm of my life. Erika turned to me. “So how was it?” She asked.

“Amazing… but I’m a little sore” I breathed.

“That’s to be expected for your first time getting fucked” she smiled.

Suddenly her phone buzzed. She glanced at it and said, “its work. I need to go.”

“Do they always call you in at these crazy times?”

“When its emergency they do which is all the time, besides it’s not that early.”

She went to take a shower while I glanced at the clock. 5 am but at least it’s a Sunday.

“Hey, maybe you can come back after your done to pick up where we left off” I called out.

“Not likely” she shouted back, her voice muffled by the shower. “You should head home.”

“Okay,” I replied and began hunting for my regular clothes. Erika lived in a giant penthouse with plenty of rooms to get lost in. Now if I remember correctly, Kate worked on me in the guest room which is where I changed into my costume. As I entered the guest room my heart stopped. It was empty. No sign of Kate, any of her supplies, or my clothes. I was so wrapped up in everything that I didn’t even hear her leave. She must have slipped out quietly once Erika and I started to get intimate.

I looked at my face in one of the mirrors. Some of the makeup had smeared so I found some wipes to wash it off. Without the makeup, I looked more masculine above the neck and still female below. My cock started to harden as I stared at my reflection. No, I can’t right now I thought to myself.

Erika stepped into the room wearing a towel. “Why are you still here?” She asked.

“Um I can’t find my clothes,” I said as I felt my face turn red.

“Kate must have taken them. You’ll just have to go home like that” she said smiling. I could tell she enjoyed my embarrassment.

“What?! No, I can’t walk around outside dressed like this.”

She stepped closer and pouted at me. “Please, it would turn me on so much to see my sissy out in public all embarrassed.” My cock strained against its prison of pink silk.

“No I can’t,” I said standing firm. Erika looked surprised by my resistance but nodded.

“Okay I’ve got a trench coat that should cover you and there’ll be a cab waiting for you downstairs.”

“Thank you,” I said and breathed a sigh of relief.

She quickly returned with the coat which I gratefully accepted and wrapped around my body. It was clearly a women’s trench coat but hopefully, I wouldn’t have to wear it for long. Looking down I realized the only shoes I had were the heels Kate had given me.

“Do you have any…?”

“Nope” she replied, “my feet are smaller than yours.” This time I groaned out loud. “Well I’d love to give you some time here to practice your sissy walk but I’ve got to be going.”

“Alright,” I said as she ushered me out into the hallway. She locked the door behind her and walked down the hallway without saying a word. I tried to keep up with her but I couldn’t match her pace in these heels. She disappeared around a corner. I sped up the pace which caused me to stumble and throw out my hands, catching myself before falling. Long locks of blonde hair filled my vision. The wig! I can’t believe I’d forgotten that I was still wearing it and of course Erika had said nothing. Without makeup, I probably looked ridiculous so I took it off and stuffed it into one of the coats deep pockets.

Part of me felt angry at her. Was she mocking me by not saying anything or did the thought of my embarrassment just turn her on? Regardless of it all, I knew we’d have to have a talk about it. As far as I’m concerned this dressing up was a onetime thing.

Getting into the elevator it was hard not to ignore my reflection though luckily I looked like my regular self except for the heels of course. It went down several floors before stopping to let a middle-aged man in a suit inside. He glanced at me but said nothing. The elevator rode down in silence with my eyes fixed on the door. I would let him get out first and then try to walk as casually as possible across the lobby.

We reach the ground floor and both glance at each other. “After you,” I said and then my eyes widen in shock at my high pitched feminine voice. Damn it whatever Kate had given me hadn’t worn off. I never even really asked her what was in it. The seemed a little taken aback by hearing the voice of a woman come out from a man. He looked closer at me, his eyes scanning up and down. He noticed my heels and his expression changed as if he understood something. My face burned red as I waited an eternity for this moment to be over. Thankfully he didn’t say anything and just left.

Okay, deep breath. You’re going to be fine. I step out of the elevator and begin making my way across the lobby. A click-clack sound followed every step as I put one foot in front of the other. I knew my heels hitting the hard floor might draw attention but there’s nothing I can do. Just keep walking until you get outside.

It didn’t take long to do. Maybe two minutes but it was the longest two minutes of my life. A sleek black car was parked outside with a man stood next to it. He was black and looked to be in his late twenties or early thirties.

“Ryan Gates?” He asked.

I simply nodded as I didn’t trust my voice right now. He opened the car door for me and I smiled in response. He got in and started the car. Oh god, what if he asks where I need to go? Damn, why hasn’t that stuff Kate gave me worn off? I look over his shoulder to see his phone following a GPS map. Erika must have given him the address.

Relieved, I lie back in the car and take a breath. It’s almost over. All I have to do now is walk from the car to my apartment. It’s incredibly early in the morning so I doubt I’ll see anyone.

“I’m Mike by the way,” the driver said.

Oh crap. He wants to have a conversation and I can’t do it like this. I have to think of something quick. Mike glances at me in the rearview mirror.

“Everything okay?”

I started coughing as deeply as I can and shake my head.

“Should I pull over?”

“No… keep going,” I said in the deepest voice I could manage. It sounded nothing like my regular voice or even the feminine voice I’d used with Erika. But it sounded ambiguous enough to me that it worked. Mike pulled out a bottle of water and passed it to me.

“Thanks,” I said and took slow long sips.

He never said anything else to me as I slowly drank the water. I’m not going to lie; it definitely was an uncomfortable car ride but uncomfortable seems par for the course today. I’m trying not to think about it.

The car slowly pulls up outside my apartment building. Before Mike can even turn off the ignition I throw the door open and jump out. I start walking as fast as I can manage and quickly get inside the building. From the sound of it, I don’t think Mike even turned the engine. He was probably too baffled by my behavior to do anything except leave. I can’t say I’m too worried about it though as I doubt I’ll ever see him again.

Getting to the apartment from then on was thankfully uneventful. Once inside I took off my heels which gave my feet sweet relief. I hung up Erika’s trench coat and put the blonde wig to one side. There was nothing I wanted more than a shower but I decided to take one last look at myself. There was the pink corset that along with the breast forms gave my body a curvy feminine appearance. My dick quickly grew hard.

I carefully undressed and folded everything neatly on the bed. I started the shower and began masturbating. “Oh yeah,” I said in my female voice. Encouraging myself further, my other hand went inside my ass to massage my prostate. “Ooo that feels so good.” Images of Erika from last night flashed before me. Seeing her naked round breasts bouncing as she fucked me. I thought about seeing myself as a woman and my own fake breasts bouncing. My cock pulsed as I started cumming. Pleasure shot through me while I kept pumping.


Chapter Eight

The rest of my day proved uneventful as well. Once out of the shower I got dressed in my regular clothes and put all of Kate’s clothes into a bag. Then I shoved it all into a closet. I just wanted to forget about it until Kate asks for it all back.

Having the day off with nothing to do is incredibly boring. I tried to watch tv but none of it interested me. I pulled out my phone to see if Erika had said anything. Of course, there was nothing and I wondered if I was being clingy by expecting a text. Trying to be casual about it I sent off a quick text saying she should tell Kate that she can pick up the clothes she lent me whenever she wants.

Half an hour later I get a text back. “They aren’t Kate’s. I bought them for you. :)” I quickly replied to her insisting that dressing up was just a onetime thing and that it didn’t mean anything. I got a quick reply back saying “sure ok.” Part of me wasn’t sure if Erika had taken me seriously or was just humoring me. Regardless I put the phone away and tried to put my mind off of the whole thing.

After a couple of hours, there was a knock at the door. I checked through the peephole but saw no one. Opening the door there was nothing except a small box gift-wrapped on the floor. Puzzled, I took it inside and opened it. There was a disc with the words ‘play me’ written on it. I put the disc in and pressed play.

Immediately I see a shot of Erika wearing tight lingerie showing off every curve. I start to get excited. Did she put on a show for me? Another woman awkwardly walks into view and they kiss each other. Suddenly it dawned on me that I was watching myself from yesterday. It was weird seeing myself on camera especially dressed as a woman. I can’t believe Erika had filmed me without saying anything either.

I sent a text to Erika asking about it. Two minutes later she called me.

“Uh hey, Erika.”

“Did you like your present sissy?”

“Come on I told you I’m not into that stuff” I replied.

“You could have fooled me but tell me what you think.”

“I like it. I just wish you’d ask me beforehand.”

“Aww don’t fret kitten, I have something you’ll like. Check in the box for a folded up sheet of paper.”

I went back to the gift box and sure enough, there was a piece of paper in there. It had a series of measurements on it like bra size, dress size, etc.

“Okay I found it but I’m not sure…”

“Kate was kind enough to write down your measurements for me.”

“How many times do I have to say it, Erika?”

“Well, I think you’re lying to yourself plus if you don’t do what I say then a copy of that video hits the internet.”

“What!? You can’t do that besides no one would recognize me” I said.

“Oh, I’ve got the footage of Kate feminizing you to prove that it’s you getting fucked like a sissy.”

“You won’t do it. You’d destroy your own career in the process” I said.

“Actually I have a friend who’s very good with video who has explained that he can blur out my face so nobody recognizes me. The money shot is you orgasming like a sissy anyway no one will care about the rest.”

My stomach dropped and I could feel my hands shake slightly.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked nervously.

“For now just use those measurements to buy a new set of sissy clothes.”

“Okay,” I said and she hung up. No sweet goodbyes this time. I can’t believe she’s blackmailing me and what does ‘for now’ mean? How far is she going to take this? I wondered if I could lie and pretend that I’d bought the clothes but like a mind reader she sent me a text saying ‘don’t try to lie. I’ll know :)’ She could be bluffing but she had a lot of money and resources to back up her claim.

Reluctantly I decided to do what she had asked. I mean all she had said was to buy the stuff, it wasn’t like I actually had to wear it. So I went online and with my measurements in hand I bought some clothes. I went as conservative with it as I could. I didn’t spend long looking just a pair of simple white panties with a matching bra, some jeans, and a white vest. That was going to be it but I looked at the shoes and added a pair of white sneakers with pink trim. Maybe it was some part of my brain telling me to do it because they’d be more practical than heels.

I chose priority delivery so that they would arrive as soon as possible. No reason to upset Erika that way. I knew that as long as she had that video that she could make me do whatever she wanted. The only way to get out of this is to find that video and destroy it.

I spent the rest of the evening coming up with convoluted plans to sneak into her place but most of them were illegal and could get more in even more trouble. No, I decided that next time we meet at her place that I would get her drunk. Once she’s asleep I’ll look for the video. I should look for cameras as well in case she decides to do more filming.

The plan was worked out and I was ready. What could possibly go wrong?


Chapter Nine

I decided that I should wear the clothes I’d bought for Erika. The black skinny jeans hugged my ass tightly which I knew Erika would love. I put on the fake breasts along with the bra. They jiggled slightly and my cock responded well to it. But I needed to focus and so kept going with the rest of the outfit.

Below the neck, people would assume I was entirely female but luckily I still had the large trench coat from before. There was not even any remote attempt at makeup after watching a youtube video because it just looked too complicated plus I was running out of time.

The blonde wig caught my eye as I grabbed my keys. After a few moments of deliberation, I shrugged and stuffed it into one of the coat's deep pockets. Erika needed to be happy if this plan was going to work. Hopefully, she won’t be too upset with the lack of make-up.

I arrived at Erika’s a little earlier than she expected with a couple of movies and several bottles of wine.

“I must admit I’m a little surprised here,” she said.

“Look I still really like you. Can we just put the ugliness behind us?”

“Open your coat. I want to see what you’re wearing” she said.

I glanced nervously down either end of the hallway. Erika laughed, “still embarrassed are we?”

I didn’t get a chance to answer as she pulled me inside and kissed me. Her hands undid my jacket and roamed over my body. They paid particular attention to my ‘breasts’ and my ass. I could feel my heart race and my dick straining against the jeans for freedom. Erika noticed this but ignored it before stepping away.

Feeling both disappointment and relief was a strange combination. I had to remind myself that she was blackmailing me in order to calm down. Erika walked into the kitchen without saying anything and without saying anything I followed her. It looked like she was cooking fish which surprised me.

“Cooking is one of the few classic feminine attributes I like to do. I find it relaxing.”

“It smells great. I brought some movies. I figured we could have a real date tonight.”

She gave me a smile that seemed to suggest she didn’t fully believe me but nodded anyway and said “I hope you picked a good movie.”

We opened the wine and I steered the conversation away from all sex-related topics. Luckily Erika could talk about her job for days so it was easy to keep things moving. The food was better than expected as well and I told her as much.

She just smiled and said, “It just takes some practice but I’m glad you liked it.”

We never ended up watching the movie but instead just drank wine and talked the whole evening. I had intended to stay relatively sober but as we talked I found myself absently drinking more with Erika always ready to refill my glass. She held my pace however and soon we were both very drunk.

We were sitting on the couch when she suddenly shoved herself on top of me. My wine glass was knocked flying out of my hand and I heard it shatter as it hit the floor. “Oops” Erika giggled before carefully setting her own glass down gently on a nearby table while still straddling me. It took a lot of her concentration to do it and she was close to passing out. The only problem was that I was facing the same risk. Damn it I shouldn’t have drunk so much. I shouldn’t have let my guard down so easily. There’s just something naturally disarming about Erika.

She bent down and her lips brushed mine. I responded as enthusiastically as I could muster although I didn’t have to try very hard. Despite everything she’d done to me she was still a very attractive woman.

Out of nowhere she broke away from me and got up. “Take off your clothes” she ordered and began undressing. I scrambled quickly to comply. She noticed the panties I was wearing and said “no leave them on,” reluctantly I agreed. We quickly resumed where we’d left off. I could feel the heat and weight of her body pressing down on me. My cock stiffened and pushed hard against my panties. Erika had taken notice and with one hand she stroked my cock over my panties. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths as she kept stroking faster and faster.

I let out a moan and suddenly she removed her hand from my dick. My balls ached. I was so close and she knew it too. Erika smiled down at me. “I want you to turn around and bend over. I’ve got a little surprise for you.” Inwardly I groaned as she blindfolded me. Her hands grabbed my ass before I felt her slippery fingers enter me. She was lubing me up and it wasn’t long before I felt it. It was smaller than her usual strap on. Erika pushed it all the way in and said “testing 1 2 3.” I immediately felt a jolt as it vibrated.

“It’s a vibrating egg. I got it as a joke gift from one of my friends. It may be a little on the small side but it certainly gets the job done. What do you think?” She asked as she pushed a button on the controller she held in her hand. I felt another pleasurable jolt. “Turn it back on,” I said which made Erika smile.

“Well someone’s eager. Good, then you can put that eagerness to good use.”

She moved onto the bed and said “Go down on me.” I happily obliged and could see she was already wet. My tongue started to go to work. She shuddered as my tongue flicked back and forth. Erika still held the remote in her hand and at certain points, she turned it on for me.

Hearing her moan was making me dizzy with desire. I moved to her clit and began gently sucking on it. Erika shivered and put the egg on a low but constant vibration. Taking this as encouragement I kept gently sucking while my hands raked down her thighs.

Her moans grew louder as my tongue went back and forth over her clit. The vibrations inside of me grew more intense. I let out a moan and her thighs started to shake. We were both so close. I kept going and we both groaned as we got closer and closer to that edge.

Shockwaves ripped through us. I could feel her thighs tighten and release as the orgasm ran through both of us. She came hard and I eagerly lapped up her juices. My cock pulsed as I shot my load.

After a few moments, I moved up and she put her arms around me. I can’t describe how wonderful it felt to be in her embrace. I drifted off to sleep feeling warm and secure with my head still gently buzzing from post-orgasm bliss.


Chapter Ten

A few hours had passed by the time I awoke. Erika lay next to me in bed with our bodies intertwined. There would never be a better chance than now to look for the videotape. I began to slowly and carefully slip out of Erika’s embrace. As soon as freedom had been achieved her body turned and I froze. I didn’t even breathe as I waited. Nearly a full minute passed before I was convinced she was still asleep and began moving again.

Of course, the first place I looked was in the bedroom. Her purse was back in the living room so I started in there. First thing was to check her phone. Fortunately, it was unlocked although part of me was a little annoyed. I’d anticipated it being locked and had spent several hours researching ways to get around it online. She had one video saved on there. I watched a few seconds of it muted to confirm it was the one. Relieved, I went to press delete when I noticed the title. It said ‘copy of sex with Ryan.’ Damn it she’d just copied it to her phone. The original file must be somewhere else. I deleted the file on her phone and put it back exactly how I’d found it.

Next place was her laptop which was password protected. I ran through the steps to get past it which involved rebooting the system. It didn’t take long and no surprise when I searched and found ‘copy of sex with Ryan 2’ on there. I deleted it and shut down the laptop.

There must be a memory card somewhere with it on. The next place I tried was back in the bedroom. The camera in the video was angled to point towards the right side of the bed. The reverse direction of that was a table with makeup on it. Obviously, there wasn’t just a camera sitting there. I went through every object that I thought might have had a hidden camera in it. Sadly there was nothing there. Where else could it be?

“Lost something?”

My head swiveled to see Erika awake in bed with a smile on her face.

“I was just…uh…” I stuttered.

“If you lie then you’ll only make it worse.”

“Worse?” I asked.

“For your punishment silly. Part of me is excited at the thought of it but there’s a part of me that’s disappointed that you tried to trick me with a fake date. Now, what should I do with you?”


Chapter Eleven

"I'm going to have to punish you," said Erika.

She'd caught me red-handed and now everything was going to get worse. My name is Ryan Gates and right now I'm terrified of my girlfriend Erika. She has some unique interests in regard to sex that she wanted to share with me. I'm a pretty open guy who's up for anything so I agreed. At first, it was some light ass play where she would stimulate my prostate during regular sex. It felt amazing. The orgasms were more intense than anything I'd felt before. From there she introduced some sex toys. Erika revealed to me how much she wanted to fuck me with a strap on. The anal orgasms I'd been getting so far were great so what if it was an object instead of her fingers? She loved fucking me with a strap on.

A week ago she had her friend Kate who was a professional make up give me a makeover for a costume party. At least that's what I thought. The costume turned me into a sexy woman. Erika called me a sissy when she saw me and made me say it too during sex. Seeing myself in the mirror as a beautiful woman being fucked by Erika made me cum harder than ever.

Of course, what I didn't know at the time was that she'd had hidden cameras recording me being turned into a woman and then getting fucked like one. Erika was using the video to blackmail me. She made me buy more girly clothes. I was scared of where this was all heading. I had to get that video.

After arriving at her apartment we got incredibly drunk, Erika more so than me as the plan I'd come up with dictated. We had sex again and then fell asleep. I woke up a few hours later and after confirming she was still asleep began to search her apartment. I found a few copies of the video but not the original. While in the middle of searching I heard a voice say “Lost something?” My head swiveled to see Erika awake in bed with a smile on her face. “I was just…uh…” I stuttered. “If you lie then you’ll only make it worse.” “Worse?” I asked. “For your punishment silly. Part of me is excited at the thought of it but there’s a part of me that’s disappointed that you tried to trick me with a fake date. Now, what should I do with you?”

I didn't respond. Anything I said would probably make it worse. A few seconds of silence passed. Erika smiled as she thought of an idea. She disappeared into another room and returned with one of her sex toys. It was a large black strap on and one I hadn't seen before. How many of those things did she own?

"We’re going to have sex again?" I asked.

"Not yet. We need to make you pretty again" She said and grabbed her phone.

She texted someone and told me to sit tight. I sat alone in the room almost naked with nothing on but a pair of panties. Erika took a shower while I waited. After fifteen minutes there was a knock at the door. My heart leaped into my throat. Erika must have text someone to come here. Surely she didn't expect me to answer the door as this did she? Luckily she didn't as she emerged wearing a bathrobe and went to the door. Standing on the other side was her friend Kate holding two large bags. I was starting to wonder if Kate was even her friend or just someone she was paying. I mean it was nearly 5 am.

Erika looked at me, pointed to a chair placed in front of the vanity mirror, and said "sit." Meekly I did as she asked and Kate joined me to begin her work. It was going to be the same as last time. Kate would use whatever she'd brought in those bags to make me look like a woman. Erika continued getting dressed while I simply sat and did nothing as Kate worked her magic. She applied a new blonde wig on to me first and then there was the makeup. It was kind of fascinating to watch and part of me had to admit that I was turned on.

In half an hour I went from looking like Ryan Gates the man to looking like an eighteen-year-old girl. What shocked me the most wasn't how effective Kate's work was and it was effective. No, it was just how ridiculously hot I looked like a girl. What did it say about me that I looked more attractive as a girl?

Kate moved on to brushing my hair and twirling it in her hands. I was about to ask what she was doing but it quickly dawned on me. She was braiding my long blonde hair into pigtails. No doubt something Erika had told her to do. It really pushed the whole teen look she was giving me.

Finally, it was time for clothes but even this was a little different. First I had to get naked which after everything wasn't difficult. Kate moved to my chest. She pulled out some very convincing looking fake double D breasts. Even in her hands, they jiggled slightly. Kate pressed them onto my chest and with a tube of glue stuck them on. I must have looked scared because she laughed and said "don't worry, the glue washes away in the shower. It's nothing permanent."

I nodded and watched as she continued. Once I had breasts she then applied makeup around them to hide the edges. It hid them pretty well and even from a couple of feet away they would look natural on me. I had to squint hard in the mirror to still see that they were fake.

Kate then pulled out some fake butt implants and did the exact same thing. I was then handed a pair of pink panties to wear along with a matching bra. Tentatively I slowly tried to put them on. Kate snatched them from my hands. "You're not that fragile," she said and to illustrate that she slapped my ass. I actually felt it jiggle. Kate handed them back to me. I was blushing fiercely but I put them on. The bra pushed my new breasts together to form deep cleavage and my thick ass nearly swallowed my panties.

"She's ready," said Kate.

Erika returned but she was different. She was wearing jeans, a wife-beater, and her hair was completely hidden inside the baseball cap she had on. I'd never seen her wear anything so masculine before.

"Is my sissy ready?" Erika asked clearly looking at me.

"Yes" I replied and she made a face.

"Oops my bad," said Kate. She handed me a small vial of liquid. "Drink this," she said. I did already knowing what it was.

"I'm ready," I said in my new high pitched feminine voice. Just like last time, it was a liquid that did something to my vocal cords. I couldn't remember if it relaxed them or tightened them. But for the next six hours, it would give me the voice of a woman.

With the image complete Kate left without a word. Erika in a deeper voice said, "Look in the mirror and tell me what you think."

I looked in the mirror. There was no trace of Ryan there. I was a sexy girl. A sissy who was dressed as a woman. My eyes went over my new breasts and my cock stirred. Part of me wanted to leave, to run for the door and never look back. I could ignore anything Erika threw at me whether it was releasing the video online to sending it to family and co-workers. However, there was another part of me that was incredibly turned on by it all. Turned on by being transformed into a sexy girl to being fucked like one by Erika.

I faced Erika and bit my lip seductively. "I'm a sissy who's been naughty. I need to be punished" I said.

"Kneel" she replied.

I did and she unzipped the fly on the jeans she was wearing. Erika pulled out a very realistic and large fake black cock. From the waist down Erika looked like a black man and she had to get very close before 'her dick' looked fake. I noticed that she was also holding a circular remote in one of her hands.

"You know what to do," she said.

I grabbed it and pulled it slightly. It was definitely firmly attached to something. Erika gave a deep moan and pushed a button. Her cock started to harden. Once it grew to nine inches I kissed it and then put it in my mouth. It felt huge in my mouth. I'm not sure how long Erika wanted me to do this but it wouldn't be too long before my jaw started to hurt.

I began sucking vigorously, going up and down the shaft. Occasionally Erika would let out a deep moan. "Don't stop. I'm about to cum" she said. Maybe she's starting to take this role-play thing a bit too far. I didn't stop though. In fact, knowing that it was nearly over made me go harder and faster.

"Oh yeah!" She moaned as I felt her cock jolt and a liquid squirted down my throat. It tasted like... milk. I swallowed it and kept swallowing until she ran out. It turns out that she had pressed another button that squirts out fake cum.

I knelt by her feet unsure of what to do. Fortunately, she told me. "Let's go back to bed," she said. I had a throbbing erection that I badly wanted to take care of but somehow I knew that this was the second part of my punishment. If I even touched it I was likely in for another punishment so I did as she asked. Back in bed, Erika wrapped her arms around me like a man would with a woman. It was nice. The last feelings I had as I drifted off to sleep were feeling warm and safe in her embrace.


Chapter Twelve

Erika was gone when I finally woke up. She probably had to go back into work for some emergency. After last night I'm surprised that she'd leave me alone in her apartment. I sighed. Erika was smart enough to have copies backed up. Leaving me in the apartment was her way of saying that I'll never find them.

I noticed there was a note on the bed from Erika. It told me to call the number for her driver Mike to take me home. Okay, that meant facing the same problem as when I left her place before. I had no male clothes and Mike saw me as a girl the last time he drove me home.

First things first, I tested my voice. Okay, I still sound like a girl. The fake breasts and butt pads were still on but I couldn't risk taking a shower. It would wash away the glue holding them together. The makeup on my face was a little smudged so I had to wash it off. Even without it though I still looked like a busty girl. Maybe it was the long blonde hair? I took out the pigtails and let it flow loose. It felt nice feeling swish like that. Brushing it was almost soothing in a way too.

My clothes were another issue. They wouldn't fit me in my new busty state. Erika had thought of that too as there was a pile of neatly folded clothes in the next room. Yoga pants and a tank top. Both fit as tightly as they sounded with the tank top showing a generous amount of cleavage.

Calling Mike was simple and he told me to wait downstairs for him. The same place as last time. Walking was different. I noticed my curves giving a slight jiggle and sway from each step. Wow, how do women run like this?

It was late morning when I stepped out of the room which meant more people would be around. I didn't feel so scared or worried this time though. Looking in the mirror and seeing how hot I was gave me confidence. A lot of eyes glanced at me too especially men. I ignored them and nobody spoke to me this time. Maybe they were too scared to.

Mike was outside standing by his car. He whistled when he saw me. "Damn girl, you look good today," he said which made me blush. He opened the door for me to get in. "Thanks," I said and as I was getting in I felt his hand grab my butt. I wondered if he would do anything else but he quickly let go and got in the driver’s seat. My hands were placed casually on my lap to hide my erection.

The ride home was quieter than expected. Mike never said a word and I didn't feel like talking because I had no idea when my voice would go. He pulled up to my house and waited silently for me to get out. Damn, I cannot figure this guy out. I'd have to ask Erika about him the next time I saw her. At the very least he probably shouldn't have touched me like that even if it did turn me on.

I got out of the car and went inside. There was another note from Erika waiting for me. She told me to buy more girl clothes and that I needed to learn how to apply my own makeup. There were some website links at the bottom that would teach me from scratch. My updated measurements were there as well. I guess Erika liked me curvier. The note ends with her saying that I had to wear women's underwear at all times. If I didn't then I would be punished again and it would be much more severe than last time. To verify this, Erika warned me that she would text me at random times asking for a picture of me wearing panties.

I reread the last line on the note. "You know you love it." The truth was it did all turn me on but I wanted to keep it in the bedroom. I guess no one will know what underwear I'm wearing anyway so it's not that big of a deal.

After ordering some clothes and make-up I decided to look up some of the websites Erika suggested. It turns out the first two were heavily aimed at transgender and cross-dressing crowd. That obviously makes sense but it shocked me a little because I'd never really thought about it in those terms before. Was I a crossdresser or something else? I looked up the definitions of those terms but they didn't help me. Someone who likes to crossdress in the bedroom and role play was as far as I got with it. All the various terms were making my head spin. I turned off the computer, removed the elaborate costume that turned me into a girl, and had a shower.

The alarm blared shocking me awake. Was it the second time it had gone off or the third? I really should stop hitting the snooze button so much. Getting up, I instinctively checked my phone. No messages from Erika. Still, despite her silence, I picked out a pair of panties to wear under my suit for work today. Getting ready didn't take long either. One of the perks of dressing as a guy which was something I didn't realize until now.

Work was the same. I'd had a crazy sex-filled weekend that threw everything I thought I knew about myself into question. But the office hadn't changed at all which was comforting in a way. I just casually slipped back into the old role of Ryan Gates the paralegal.

Stacy, a co-worker, and a friend gave me a big wave clearly eager for conversation. I walked over to her and she started telling me all about her crazy weekend. Suddenly she said, "So how was your weekend?"

"Pretty quiet actually. I just stayed in" I said.

She nodded and went back to telling me about the party she went to on Saturday. I smiled and listened politely but inside I was dying to get away. Stacy was guilty of always talking and always wanting to be the center of attention. Normally I could handle it but she was doing it to an even more extreme degree than usual.

"Oh, and did you know he's a lawyer," she said.

Ah, a new boyfriend. That's probably why she's a bit more enthusiastic than before. At this point, Jane stepped out of her office. "Are you going to get any work done today Ryan?" Jane asked cutting Stacy off mid-sentence. Sheepishly Stacy and I went back to our desks to work.

It was maybe an hour before my phone vibrated. A text from Erika. She wanted me to take a picture of me wearing my underwear. I quickly replied, telling her I was at work and couldn't do it right now. Erika's response was that I had five minutes to go into a bathroom stall and take a picture or there will be consequences. Instead of arguing further I got up and went to the bathroom. Once she'd gotten the picture I waited five minutes before I realized she wasn't going to respond. Damn, maybe arguing with her pissed her off or maybe she wanted me to spend the rest of the day filled with anxiety and dread. Well, whatever her intentions were I'm determined not to let them get to me. After all, I sent her the picture. I did exactly what she asked of me.

The note she had sent yesterday told me that she'd check in with me once a day. So I wouldn't have to worry about her until then.

"Oh and he's taking me to some black-tie event this weekend," said Stacy. She continued talking about her new guy. I managed to nod along with what she was saying and tune her out at the same time. She'd be like this all day and I need to get some work done.

It was Friday and I hadn't seen Erika since last weekend. She continued to text me though both to check-in and to confirm I was wearing my girly panties. I had a whole draw full of them now. In my spare time, I watched those tutorials and practiced my make up skills. I wouldn't say I was good at it yet but I was getting better. Honestly, I had to admit I was enjoying it. The panties felt so much softer than my male underwear and it was fun trying to make myself beautiful with makeup.

Another text from Erika came as soon as I got home from work. It said 'Mike is coming to pick you up. Be ready in half an hour.' I started to freak out. Half an hour wasn't enough time. I quickly threw off my suit and climbed into the shower. I'd just have to do what I could. Erika would have to understand.

In half an hour I got myself clean and put on some androgynous clothes. I didn't have time for makeup but I wore panties and a bra with breast forms in it. My phone buzzed to tell me Mike was outside. I threw the rest of the stuff into a bag and went out to meet Mike.

He stood waiting by the car and smiled when he saw me. I blushed. Gosh, I never realized how handsome he was until now. He opened to door for me. "Thanks," I said and got in. This time he didn't cop a feel and a part of me actually felt disappointed like I was pretty enough for it. Well, I was only given thirty minutes notice. I hope Erika doesn't feel the same way when she sees me.

The ride to her place was silent as usual. When we arrived Mike let me out and then waited quietly in the car. Maybe Erika still needed him tonight. I found her waiting for me in her living room. She was sat with her friend Kate. Both were laughing at some private joke together. A flicker of annoyance crossed Erika's face when she saw me.

"I thought I told you to practice your make up skills," she said.

"I have been but you only gave me thirty minutes notice today" I replied.

Kate put a hand on Erika's shoulder. "Come on don't be hard on the girl. I mean I wouldn't need to be here if she was already presentable would I?" Kate reassured me with a smile.

"I guess your right," said Erika.

"Wait presentable for what?" I asked Kate.

"I don't know if I should spoil it," said Kate. She looked at Erika for confirmation.

"Oh, it's fine. We're going to a party tonight and you're going to be my date."

"A party? I don't know..." I muttered.

"Nonsense you'll love it. Plus my friends have been dying to meet my new girlfriend. Kate is here to work her magic in order to make you look completely like a girl." Erika walked closer and whispered in my ear, "and no one but me will know that you're really a sissy under all that makeup."

I shivered as my cock stiffened. Erika noticed and gave it a caress before leaving the room. "Don't look so nervous" said Kate. She motioned for me to follow her. We went into the bedroom which had the large vanity mirror. Kate clapped her hands together. "Oh, this is going to be so much fun. I'm going to make you so pretty!" I only responded with a nervous smile.

She told me to get completely naked. Kate handed me a cream and told me to take a bath. I had to rub the cream all over my body which removed all my body hair. She then tied up my real hair into a tight bun so it wouldn't interfere with the wig. Next, she pulled out a gorgeous long black dress that I would be wearing to the party. But first, there was a corset along with some breast forms. This gave me a sexy hourglass figure which went with some padded panties to round out my ass.

I sat patiently in the chair while Kate applied my make up and then stuck the wig on. She brushed it until I had long luscious blonde hair. The dress slipped on like it was made for this body as it hugged every curve just right.

"Now for the finishing touch," said Kate as she handed me a small vial of liquid to drink. I drank it and my female voice returned immediately. "Wow you did such an amazing job," I said looking at the beautiful woman staring back at me.

"It was my pleasure," said Kate.

We went back into the other room where Erika stood in an elegant dress. "Your new name is Rachel," she said.

"Rachel?"

"It's more feminine and less like your old name" she explained.

"Okay," I said.

Mike drove us to the party of course. He was dressed in a black suit and was his characteristically quiet self. The party turned out to be some black-tie event that Erika's law firm was throwing. Erika was explaining all this to me as well as what I should say to her co-workers once we got there.

"Remember your new name and try not to talk about yourself. It'll be easier that way."

"I'm nervous," I said.

"Don't be. I'll be with you the whole time" she said and squeezed my hand.

The party blurred by faster than I would have believed. I drank so much champagne. Luckily I kept it together for Erika. Unsurprisingly it wasn't much fun following Erika around listening to her lawyer friend’s talk about their jobs. Occasionally I paid attention to what they were saying but it was far too easy to tune them out.

Halfway into night Erika noticed my poor attention span and dropped me off with some of the wives of the senior partners. It wasn't much better. They talked about their lives and their families. Being the new girl at these events made them very curious. They asked me a lot of questions which I tried to answer as best as I could.

Eventually, they noticed my reluctance and went back to complaining about their husbands. They probably thought I was just shy. I hope I didn't embarrass Erika. She of course rescued me at the end of the night.

"So how was it?" Erika asked as we stepped back into the car.

"It was okay," I said.

"Liar."

"Fine, it sucked. They kept asking me all these questions that I didn't know how to answer."

"Well, you had to have said something. You were with them for a while" she said.

"You put me with them and I told them as little as possible. Instead of talking about myself, I asked them questions. They were more than happy to talk about themselves."

"Good thinking," she said.

When we finally got back to Erika's I noticed that Mike was joining us. I gave Erika a look.

"What? After all the work he's put in I think he deserves to come up and have a drink" she said. I glanced at Mike who simply smiled back at me. All I could do was shrug and follow them upstairs to her apartment.

Mike and Erika sat down on one of the couches. I moved to join them when Erika stopped me. "Go get us a drink." I sighed and did what she asked, coming back with three glasses of wine.

Erika looked at Mike. "So how do you think she did?"

"Well I wasn't at the party but I'd say she was a disappointment. Too quiet and too shy most likely. She does look very pretty though I doubt it was enough to impress anyone" said Mike.

Neither of them so much as even glanced in my direction as they continued talking about me. They laughed while talking about my shyness. I emptied my wine glass and quickly found myself reaching for another and then another. The alcohol just made it worse as I got more upset with each passing moment.

"Stop it!" I shouted, feeling tears in my eyes.

They both stopped. I didn't know what to do but I moved for more wine when Mike caught my wrist.

"I know what will cheer you up," he said.

Mike pulled me into his big black powerful arms. His musky scent washed over me. Erika watched us from the other side of the couch. A small smile on her lips to suggest she was enjoying the show. Mike's lips brushed against mine as I felt his hot tongue slip into my mouth. My cock stirred, my heart raced and I melted into his embrace.

Eventually, he broke away and pushed me off of him. Mike took off his clothes and Erika unzipped me out of my dress but left me wearing my corset. When Mike got to his trousers I watched with excitement as his thick cock sprang free. It must have been the biggest dick I had ever seen.

He invited me to touch it. "Kneel down," said Erika. I knelt down. "Touch it," she said and I grasped it. Mike got hard. "Kiss it" Erika whispered. My dick was so hard and my heart raced as I bent closer. My lips lightly touched the head of his cock. I ran my hot wet tongue around the tip getting it nice and wet before putting him in my mouth. Mike gave a small groan as I took as much of him as I could. Feeling his big black cock hit the back of my throat. Sucking and gliding up and down his shaft as I felt his excitement grow.

Erika, the room, all of it disappeared. It was just Mike and I. He groaned again and I knew he was close. All I wanted in this moment was to make him cum. His orgasm hit me by surprise. That big cock of his exploded inside me as his hot juices hit the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop. My head swam dizzily with stars. When I finally let go of Mike I realized that I had cum as well.

During our moment together Erika had slipped out of her dress and had been touching herself while I sucked Mike's dick. "How did it feel Rachel?" She asked.

"It was amazing," I said because it truly was.

"Looks like you're finally ready to truly accept the sissy that you are."

I didn't have an answer to that. I didn't want to think about names or labels while I was still buzzing from what I did with Mike.

"Answer me" Erika ordered.

"She doesn't look convinced. I know just the thing" said Mike. "Have you ever been fucked by a man before?"

I shook my head as he took my hand and led me into the bedroom. Erika followed behind us but it was clear she was only going to watch like before. Mike tore off my corset, ripped off my appliances, and pulled my underwear down. He bent me over the side of the bed and I felt a couple of his fingers slip inside my ass hole. His fingers were slick with lube as he prepared me.

Erika pulled out a video camera and aimed it at me. "So I hear this is your first time?" Erika asked.

"Yes," I replied.

"Really so you're a virgin?"

"Uh... no... I mean uh..."

"You mean this is your first time getting fucked as a sissy?"

I nodded and then said yes as she took a close up of my erect cock to show that I wasn't just a girl.

"Tell us your name?"

"Rachel," I said.

Mike took his fingers out of me. I was ready to go. It made me shiver with excitement.

"And what do you want?"

"I want him to fuck me" I replied. "I want his big black cock inside me."

The tip of his cock teased my outer rim before he slowly began to push deeper. Erika had gotten me used to dildos and strap-on’s but Mike was still the biggest by far. I was so tight at first. Slowly my body began to loosen up which was when he started to fuck me.

Getting fucked by a man was a completely different experience to a woman or some plastic. Feeling his hot flesh and blood body against mine with that cock slamming against my prostate. He grunted and I cooed like a sissy as he pounded me. Erika filmed the entire time but I could tell she was getting turned on. To my left was a mirror that showed me everything.

Waves of pleasure stirred within my groin. My hands desperately wanted to touch my throbbing cock. Mike stopped me. "Don't touch" he grunted while thrusting. The pressure began to build as the bliss I felt intensified. My hands clenched the sheets. I shuddered and when it finally hit me, I cried out. Mike's thick cock pulsed as fire rippled through both of us and his hot juices filled me. My own cock continued throbbing as I came.

We collapsed together on the bed in a sweaty heap. No doubt Erika had caught the entire thing on camera. Not that it happened. She could put it all on the internet for all I care because I wasn't going back. This was all too good to not feel again and I knew I would. Even without Erika, I could see myself putting on girly clothes and seeking out men to fuck me. She had changed me. I went from Ryan, the boring drab guy into a sexy sissy named Rachel.

Erika joined us in bed and whispered one question. "What are you?"

"A sissy" I replied with all my heart as I accepted my new life.

The End


Caught with Consequences


Chapter One

The football was launched spinning into the air. At that moment everything became quiet. My teammates and the players on the other team vanished. The cheering crowd was just a silent blur in the background. All that mattered was the ball. My legs pumped furiously as I ran across the field. The ball sailed towards me. I reached out and grasped it firmly with both hands. Clutching it to my chest, I spun around and sprinted for the end zone. Loud footsteps smashed through grass and mud behind me. Pushing myself harder than ever before, I dove forward, arms outstretched with the ball. Half of my body sailed over the line. I smiled victoriously as I hit the ground with a soft dull thud.

The crowd exploded out of their seats, cheering wildly. I rolled over onto my back, breathing heavily. This is it. This is my moment of victory. I lay there and bask in it. Shadows crossed over my face and two sets of hands grabbed my arms to haul me up. My teammates. They surrounded me and shouted in celebration. There was almost a song-like quality to it and I quickly joined in.

“City Tigers!” I yelled, holding my helmet up in the air.

My team echoed me as we made our way to the locker rooms. The last game of the season and we’d absolutely crushed the opposition. Everyone moved lazily towards their lockers except for me. I darted to my locker and changed clothes as quickly as possible. Locker rooms always made me feel uncomfortable. Too many naked guys running around or sneaking glances to compare sizes. I didn’t like people looking at me like that, so I tried to spend as little time in locker rooms as possible and I always showered at home. My teammates had learned to give me space when I was changing. I was the quarterback after all. Their leader. Once I’d gotten dressed, I made a beeline for the exit. Someone shouted, “yo Tate,” before I could make it.

I turned around to see my running back, Adam, standing naked toweling himself off. He towered over me at six foot three with two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle. I involuntarily glanced down at his groin and then looked away with a grimace. “What’s up?”

“You going to holly’s party tonight?”

“Definitely. I’ll see you there” I said leaving before the conversation could continue.

I made my way back to the frat house I’d been calling home for the last couple of years. The place was quiet. Everyone was still at the game either as a player or a supporter. I took the stairs two at a time to my room on the top floor. I had the largest room in the house with my own private bathroom. I couldn’t wait to hop into the shower. I crept into my room, quietly closing the door behind me. Scowling that I had to sneak around in my own house. Being the star quarterback and one of the leaders of the frat meant that people were always coming to me for something. Sometimes they just wanted to be my friend and get close to me and sometimes they wanted favors or invites to a party. It meant that outside my room, I barely had a moment's peace. Hence the stealthy entrance.

As the door closed, I turned around to see my girlfriend, Britney, laying on my bed. Her short tan legs were crossed as she was reading something on her phone. She had long dark hair, tan skin, and stood at an adorable five foot two. Oh, and she was wearing nothing except for her underwear and bra.

I crept closer wondering if she’d heard me and was ignoring me on purpose. Although the lack of clothes suggested something else. Plus she hadn’t just rushed here. Her clothes neatly folded in a pile on one of my chairs.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” I said, breaking the ice. The high energy I was riding from the game was starting to wear off. Secretly I was hoping to sneak in a nap after showering before I went to the party.

Britney put down her phone and pouted. “You don’t want to see me?”

“Of course I do” I reassured her. “I just finished the game and wanted to have a shower and relax a little before Holly’s party.”

Britney smiled “she’s outdone herself this time. I and the girls worked all day on it. It’s going to be the coolest party of the year.”

“Yep can’t wait,” I said taking my shirt off.

“Ooh, you're in the mood already?”

“Nope just taking a shower.”

“Why don’t you shower in the gym?”

“What with a bunch of guys? Besides, I have my own private shower. I should make the most of it.”

“Mind if I join you?”

I leaned down and gave her a long hungry kiss. The tension in her shoulders relaxed as she settled into it. After a few moments, I broke away and said “Why don’t you save that thought for tonight?”

“Okay,” she said breathlessly.

I hopped in the shower. At some point, Britney had gotten bored waiting for me and left. One of the most annoying things about my girlfriend is her low attention span. She can’t wait for anything. Still, I’d see her at the party and find ways to keep her attention occupied.

Once I toweled myself off, I set an alarm on my phone and collapsed onto the bed. Then darkness took me.


Chapter Two

A loud klaxon blasted me in the face and my arm shot out in search of silencing it. The noise was coming from the phone that was sitting on my desk. With a groan, I got up and turned the alarm off. I hate mornings. But then I looked outside. It was dark. That’s right it’s still Friday. I went to the bathroom and splashed some water on my face. I’ve got to get it together. It’s still early. There’s plenty of time to get ready. In my mini-fridge was a single energy drink. I downed it in one go, before changing into the nice shirt that Britney had bought me with some dark jeans.

I left my room and met Adam in the hallway. “Party time!” I exclaimed, trying to energize myself. Adam nodded to me and yelled out the whole house, “living room two minutes.” He had the loudest voice so it was his job to round up the troops. We gathered in the main living room together. One of the pledges, a young kid with shaggy brown hair handed each of us a cold beer.

Once everyone had a drink in hand, they all turned to me. I raised my beer in the air. “Alpha-beta tau!” I said and shotgunned the beer. They echoed me and did the same.

Once the can was empty, I threw it on the floor and the others did the same. It was fine, the pledges would clean it up. It was part of their job to keep the house tidy.

Me and the boys left in high spirits, walking across campus to the sorority party. All except one of us. Adam looked a little glum. On the field and in the frat house he was as solid as a rock. Outside of that was a different story. “What’s got you?” I asked.

His eyes flicked up at me and then away. “It’s Amber. We broke up last week. She cheated on me.”

I grimaced. “Oh man, I’m sorry. I didn’t know. Britney usually tells me stuff like that.”

“It’s fine. It’s just that she’ll probably be there at the party.”

“She will be but so will a lot of other girls. The best thing for you is to move on and find a new girl.” I turned to address the rest of the guys who were listening in. “All of you degenerates stay away from Amber okay. As our buddy Adam has discovered, she’s not worth it.”

I looked at Adam. “Happy?”

“Thanks, man.”

We approached the house. The Kappa Zetas were hosting their annual end of season party. The sorority house was more like a mansion with a huge front and backyard. Some steps lead up to double doors. A few people were milling around in the front yard with drinks in their hands. As we got closer, I could hear the music booming from within the house.

One of the more junior frat members we allowed with us, Steve, got excited and ran ahead. He threw open the double doors. They crashed inwards with a dramatic bang. Even with the loud music, everyone inside still turned their heads. Steve dramatically and loudly cleared his throat and said “The Bay city champions have arrived!”

Everyone cheered as we walked in. Getting an entrance like that was an almost indescribable high. It was like royalty being announced. Once inside, we dispersed in various directions in search of girls and other friends. I went to the kitchen first where I knew there would be drinks.

Behind the kitchen lay a massive backyard full of people dancing and talking. I glanced out the window while I made myself a jack and coke. I saw Britney talking to Amber. She laid a hand on Amber’s shoulder looking concerned but she shrugged it off and stormed away. There was a huge jug of margaritas sitting on the counter. I poured one out for Britney and went outside.

“Everything okay?” I asked Britney as I handed her the margarita.

Britney shook her head. “She’s upset I allowed Adam to come to the party.”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “I’d tell her what I told Adam. Which is if you break up then you should move on. Besides Adam’s on the team, there’s no way he wasn’t coming tonight.”

Britney nodded “I told her that but she wouldn’t listen.”

“How did she say they broke up?”

“She thinks he was cheating on her.”

“Adam? No way. He’s not that kind of guy and even if he was there’s no way, he could have kept it hidden from me and the other guys.”

“I tried telling her that too. But she kept saying he was having less and less interested in sex. It was like he wasn’t interested in her.”

I took a sip of my drink to hide my expression. Adam had said she’d cheated on him which was probably a lie. The real reason was a lot worse.

I and the rest of the team had experimented with steroids in the offseason to help with training. During football season they test us regularly so it’s unlikely Adam would still be using. But he might have done too much of it in the past and the side effects were starting to catch up to him.

“Well, the coach has been running us pretty hard the past few months. Maybe Adam just didn’t have the energy. Personally, I can’t wait to kick back and relax as the champ for a while. So, they really break up because they weren’t having enough sex?”

“Adam blew up over it and then Amber reacted the same way. Maybe he thought she was insulting his manhood or something, saying that he couldn’t get it up.”

I frowned. This could cause problems for the whole team if it got out of hand. I need to get this under control. “Has Amber told this to anyone else?”

Britney nodded. “A lot of girls know.”

“Great” I muttered finishing my drink. “I’m going to grab another drink and let Adam know.”

Britney followed me back into the house. Suddenly there was a loud crash in the living room. Adam was wrestling with a bearded guy I’d never seen before. The guy tackled Adam and slammed him into a wall. That was when I stepped in. I grabbed the guy and pulled him off Adam. The guy stumbled back before regaining his balance. I stood in between both of them. Adam’s eyes flashed with rage. He tried to get past me but I shoved him back.

“Enough” I shouted.

“You haven’t heard what this fucker has been saying about me,” said Adam.

“What? That your dick doesn't work?” said the guy with a smug grin on his face. That was when I punched him. He went down in one hit and lay on the floor, stunned. A crowd was gathering around the three of us, some people even had their phones out recording the whole thing. I decided to address the room.

“Look I know some of you have been hearing rumors from a jilted ex but believe me, it’s all bullshit. My boy Adam here found out that his girlfriend was a cheating whore and so he broke up with her. Naturally upset and knowing that she could never do better than Adam. She started spreading rumors about him. She just wants to get back at him for dumping her. That’s all this is. Now with that out of the way, let’s get this uninvited guest out of the house and get back to the party!” I yelled.

Somebody turned the music back up and two guys from the team appeared out of the crowd. They each grabbed one of the bearded guy's arms and dragged him outside. I followed and watched as they gently shoved him down the steps. He turned around and tried to go back inside but we blocked the door.

“You’re not welcome here anymore,” I said

“You think you’re such a big man huh. You’d be nothing if you weren’t the quarterback.”

“Sure, whatever you say,” I said turning away and closing the door behind me.

I went over to check on Adam. He was sitting in the corner nursing a swollen lip. Some sorority girl was sitting next to him and handing him a bag of frozen peas to press against his face. He winced as he did so but didn’t take the bag away.

“Hey, thanks man. For having my back out there and everything”

I nodded and said “we need to talk” gesturing to the girl sitting next to him. Adam murmured something to her and she reluctantly slinked off. I sat down next to him. This was going to be tough. I didn’t want Adam exploding at me but I also couldn’t leave it alone.

“Britney told me about what Amber has been saying. Is it true?”

His nostrils flared and his hands clenched into fists. I knew he wouldn’t hit me but he might cause a scene. I put a hand on his shoulder. “Relax man it’s just me. I’m worried about you. Look I know you wouldn’t cheat on her. I’m asking about the other thing.”

I gave him a look that told him exactly what the other thing meant. Adam turned from angry to sheepish in an instant. He kept his voice low and said “maybe I overdid it a little during training.”

I shook my head. “The dosages were very specific. I told you taking more wouldn’t lead to better results.”

Adam sighed, “it felt like a good idea at the time.”

“And now you’re experiencing side effects?”

He nodded. “For the last month and a half. Nothings changed on the field or in the gym, it’s just in my personal time it can be hard to…”

“Get hard. Yeah look you need to see a doctor about this.”

“What? No way. If I see a doctor then they’ll find out I’ve been juicing. I’ll get kicked off the team.”

“That’s why you won’t see the college doctor. I’ll get you in to see my family doctor. He’s a good guy, he’ll help you out and he won’t tell anyone about this. Here I’ll text you the number.”

“Thanks, Tate. You’re the best.”

I nodded and left him to continue playing the wounded bird for that sorority girl that was interested in him.

The party had gotten back into full swing. As if nothing had ever happened. I went around the party looking for Britney and found her on the dance floor. She was dancing intimately with another girl who had dark skin and a curvaceous body. They were the same height and the girl wore a short purple dress. Britney's eyes flicked over to me as she danced and drew her body closer to the other girl. Her hands wrapped around her, sliding lower until she grabbed her ass. She raised an eyebrow at me and I nodded.

Britney would keep dancing with her for a few more minutes while I went upstairs to her room to get ready. I lit some candles and turned on some slow music to set the mood. Then I popped a Viagra and waited. Not two minutes later, Brittney and her friend who said her name was Alisha came and joined me. She smiled nervously and I beckoned her over to the bed.

We kissed tenderly at first then with more heat. Without prompting, she turned away from me to kiss Britney. She wasn’t really into girls but she made a good show of it for my benefit. After a few moments, Britney whispered something in Alisha’s ear which made her nod and move down to my pants. She unbuckled them and pulled out my huge erect cock. Britney laid a hand on my chin and directed my gaze towards her. She kissed me just as Alisha started sucking my cock.

The girls pleasured me this way until I came in Alisha’s mouth. After that, I spent half of the night returning the favor.


Chapter Three

I woke up the next morning with my arms around Alisha and Britney. They were both still sound asleep. I didn’t want to disturb them, so I just lay there staring up at the ceiling.

Things had started to get a little boring between Britney and me. So, when she came up with the idea of involving an extra partner, I was all for it. As long as that partner was a girl anyway.

A buzzing sound on the floor somewhere interrupted my thoughts. I looked around but couldn’t see much without disturbing the girls. Somebodies phone was ringing. I craned my head to left and saw Britney's alarm clock. It was ten am. Not too late or too early. I’d taken it easy on the drinking and was grateful for the lack of hangover.

Alisha stirred first from the incessant buzzing. She murmured something and her eyes opened. She stared up at me for a second in confusion before remembering. A slow smile spread across her face. I kissed her gently on the lips. She let out a little satisfied sigh and nestled back under my arm to go back to sleep.

The phone didn’t stop buzzing but it was quiet enough to ignore. The noise of it just faded into the background with the chirping birds outside. Eventually, I fell back to sleep as well.

When I woke up the second time, Britney was sat up next to me in bed, reading something on her phone. I could hear the shower running and asked “Alisha?”

Britney nodded but she didn’t look up from her phone. I sidled up to her. “That was fun last night,” I said.

“Yeah” she murmured still not looking away from her phone.

“What is it?”

“You spent a lot of time with her,” she said

“I thought that was what you wanted”

“What I wanted was to have you.”

“You do have me. I don’t need anyone else. I just need you” I said taking her hand. Her eyes glittered with tears and she moved to kiss me when the door opened. Alisha stepped out in her dress from last night. Her hair still wet and was dripping onto the carpet.

“Uh, thanks for everything. I need to get going I’ve got a class soon” she said.

I nodded and ushered her out before Britney turned on her. Once she was gone, my phone buzzed again.

“It keeps doing that,” said Britney.

I found my jeans in a heap on the floor. I rifled through the pockets until I found my phone. I took it out and answered.

A gruff voice said “my office. Right now.”

I pulled the phone away to check the caller ID. It was my coach. He sounded so angry I almost didn’t recognize him. “I’m on my way,” I said.

Coach Stevens hung up. Something must have happened. Something bad. Maybe he learned about the steroid use somehow. Fuck what if Adam said something he wasn’t supposed to last night?

I rushed around the room for my things. Throwing yesterday's shirt on. Britney looked concerned “what’s going on?”

“Some sort of emergency. Coach wants to see ASAP.”

“Good luck,” she said and went back to her phone. Britney had no interest in football outside of me winning at it. I tried to talk to her a few times about it but her eyes would glaze over or she’d find an excuse to change the topic. Usually, it was easier just to let her dictate the conversation.

I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and left the sorority house. This was serious but I needed more information before I met with Coach. I jogged across campus while speed-dialing everyone I could think of starting with the obvious. “Hey Adam, it’s Tate.”

A tired voice responded, “Hey what’s up?” He sounded hungover and tired.

“You heard anything from coach today?” I asked.

“From coach? No why?”

“I’m not sure. I just wanted to check if you’d heard anything or said anything to someone?”

“You don’t think he found about…you know.”

“That’s what I’m going to find out. I’m meeting him now. You and the other guys will get a heads up if I learn anything.”

“Alright,” he said and hung up. He’d probably be out of it for another couple of hours at least. I called a few more teammates, asking them cryptic questions around the subject. But anyone I’d asked said they knew nothing. It seemed like none of them had talked.

A thought occurred to me and stopped me cold. What about Doctor Peters? He’s my family’s private doctor and one who’d been secretly supplying me and the guys with performance-enhancing steroids. No, there’s no way he’d risk his medical license by telling on me. Besides he’d have no reason to say anything. Which reminds me I should get a checkup with him at some point. I’d had my own bedroom troubles lately that I’d been using Viagra to fix.

I got to the coach’s office. His voice could be heard through the door talking to someone on the phone. He sounded more tired and resigned than when he’d spoken to me. I knocked on the door. There was a pause and then I heard him say “come in.”

The office felt smaller when I went inside. He was sat behind his desk, pointedly looking away from me as I held the phone to his ear.

Coach Stevens was a tall broad-shouldered man in his early fifties with short salt and pepper hair. He had the stereotypical look of football coach down cold. Until this moment we’d gotten along fine. Hell, I’d just won a championship for him. This was the first time he’d ever called me into his office in such a serious manner. I took the only available seat and waited while he finished his phone call.

“Yes, yes. He’s here now. I think the idea will work too. No there won’t be any risk. It’s offseason now. I understand the pressure you must be feeling. I’ll do whatever I can to rectify the situation. You have my word. Okay thank you, goodbye” he said and put the phone down.

He stared at me and though I hated myself for doing it, I felt myself squirm in my seat under his gaze. “Coach what’s going on? Has something happened?” I asked.

“You did a great thing and then a stupid thing. One after the other when everybody was watching” he said.

“I don’t understand.”

“The championship boy. You were spectacular I might add. It’s brought a lot more attention your way. Normally I’d be congratulating you. Normally.”

“Coach what did I do?”

“You called the daughter of one of the school’s top donors a whore in front of everyone.” He rifled through some papers on his desk until he found a note. “Someone called Amber Walters. Her father Thomas Walters is a close friend of the Dean’s.”

I swallowed nervously. The pit in my stomach growing. I’d walked past Walters Library just to get here. Nobody had ever treated Amber differently or said anything before. She always seemed like just another student.

“Even worse than calling her a whore. You called her one on camera. It’s all over the internet.”

“Sir, I may have gone a little too far but Amber Walters is not a good person or a reliable one. She already started one fist fight between Adam and someone else.”

“That doesn’t matter. What matters is what’s on camera, which is you humiliating a poor girl. The Dean is talking expulsion over this.”

I leapt out of the chair. “Expulsion! You can’t be serious. After everything, I’ve done for this team. For this school.”

Coach Stevens was unimpressed by my outburst. “Thomas Walters had done more for the school and god help us will continue to after you’re gone. You’ve got what another year and change here? Then you’re gone for good. The Walters could help support this school for decades. Compared to that, winning a championship is a small thing.”

I fell back into my seat. My world seemed to be spinning out of control. Everything I’d worked so hard for was slipping away from me. I needed help.

“What do I do? You said they were considering expulsion which means there’s still time?”

He nodded and drew out another sheet of paper with some notes on it.

He began reading the note out loud. “First you must go in person to meet Amber Walters and apologize to her.”

I nodded. That made sense.

“The second is that you must enroll in women’s studies class as part of your sensitivity training. So that you may learn about the hardships women face.”

I waited to see if there was more but the coach put the paper down evidently finished. “Women’s studies?” I asked.

“Yes, it’s been arranged. You are to attend Professor Smith’s class, room 4A in the east building twice a week. You will complete all the homework she assigns you and maintain a B average throughout the class.”

Coach Stevens handed me some information about the class and said “I hope you can do this. I’d hate to lose you” he said.

I nodded and left the coach’s office. Okay, that was a close call with the expulsion but on the brighter side, he knew nothing about the steroids. An apology to Amber and a women’s studies class. How hard could that be?

I gave Britney a call first asking her if I could meet Amber to apologize. Britney said she packed a bag and left the sorority house last night. She’s living back with her parents.

Damn. “Do you know where she lives?”

“No, but I’ll try and find out.”

“Okay, thanks babe,” I said.

I looked at the sheet that the coach had given me. My first women’s studies class was in fifteen minutes. I had to hurry.

Twenty minutes later I burst into the classroom much louder than I’d intended. All eyes in the room turned to me. There were about forty students sat in the large classroom. Mostly women but a handful of guys too. None of which looked like they’d ever caught a football in their lives though.

A woman in her late fifties with short white hair stood in front of the class. Her mouth tightened when she saw me.

“Mr. Evans. I’m glad you found time in your busy schedule to join us. The class starts at 1 pm. Do not be late again. Now take a seat” she said turning back to her whiteboard.”

I scanned the crowd more thoroughly. Everyone was spread out and there were empty seats here and there. But on the front row at the far sat a tall blonde girl in a mini skirt and white tank top. She wore glasses and had her hair up in a ponytail. She stared down at her notes, pen in hand ready to resume once the teacher did. There was an empty seat right next to her and I made a beeline for it.

The professor resumed her lecture. “Now as I was saying the Suffragette movement started in…”

As she droned on, I started to tune her out. I just need to find one person in this class who’s smart, become friends with them, and copy their notes. The blonde next to me was furiously scribbling down notes.

When the professor turned her back, I leaned over and whispered “hey I’m Tate.”

The blonde didn’t take her eyes off of her notes but said “I know.”

I smiled. “You’ve seen me play?”

“No. I watched the video.”

My smile faltered. Still determined I pressed on. “Yeah, that was really bad. That’s why I’m in this class, to try and make up for it.”

That was when she finally turned to me. She arched an eyebrow and said, “aren’t they making you take this class?”

Damn it. Does everybody know about is? I had to know how she found out. “Who told you that?” I asked as casually as possible.

“Just a rumor I heard on campus. I’m Sarah by the way.”

“Nice to meet you” I mumbled feeling deflated.

Reluctantly I got out my notepad and started copying what the professor was saying. The class came to an end slowly. My wrist was sore from writing and I didn’t understand half the stuff I wrote down.

“Alright that’s all for today's class,” said Professor Smith.

Everyone stood and started making their way out. “Sarah, Tate, would you stay behind a moment?”

We waited until the rest of the class had filed out. The professor closed the door behind them.

“So, how did you find my class, Tate?” She asked.

“Uh, illuminating.”

“Really and you’re aware that you have to maintain a B grade average?”

I nodded.

“Well, that includes homework. The Dean has informed me of the situation and I’ve come up with a creative lesson plan just for you.”

“Okay…” I said frowning.

She turned to Sarah. “I’ve asked you to stay behind because you’re my best student and you have experience in this matter as well. I want you to tutor Tate and ensures he follows the lesson plan from day to day.”

Sarah groaned. “Day to day? You want me to babysit him as well?”

“Nothing as extreme as that. Here let me show you the lesson plan.” She handed Sarah a sheet of paper. Sarah’s eyes scanned through the page and a small smile crept onto her face.

“All of it?” she asked the teacher.

“Well, hitting the overall goal at the top is the priority. If you think there’s a better way to get there then you have my permission to go off-book.”

They were just talking about me like I wasn’t even here. “Err, hey what goal? I know I’m meant to learn about women suffering in society and what not but…”

The professor cut me off. “That is only a small part of what you are doing. In fact, the main part of all this is the homework.”

“Which is?”

“You are going to learn just how hard it is to be a woman out in the world. By learning how to dress, look, and act like a woman.”

“Crossdressing? You want me to wear women’s clothes?”

“Partly. Sarah will run you through all the details. If I’m not here then she’s in charge. Failure to follow her instructions means you fail my class which from what I’ve heard likely means expulsion too. Now I’ve got a lunch meeting to get to. Sarah, I know its very short notice but are you on board with all this?”

I looked over and realized that Sarah was staring at me in a weird way.

She nodded and said, “yes I think I can do it.”

“Excellent. See you next week.”

With that, she left us both alone in the room. The professor made it sound like some grave punishment but playing dress-up with one of the hottest girls I’ve ever seen? No problem. Still, there was a lot of writing on that sheet that concerned me.

“Hey, can I see?” I asked reaching across for the paper.

Sarah pulled it back out of reach. “No. It will be easier for you if we just focus on this one step at a time.”

“Okay.”

“We’ll head back to my dorm room to get started.”

“Right now?”

I was thinking about getting the guys together, telling them everything’s fine, and maybe drink a few beers. Plus, I got these women’s studies notes I’ve got to decipher.

“You know now isn’t really a good time for me. What about tomorrow?”

“Your schedule was listed on the sheet. You’re free for the rest of today. The sooner we start the better.”

She folded the paper away in her backpack and marched off without another word. I sighed and followed her.


Chapter Four

I was shocked when I saw how small Sarah’s dorm room was. Two single beds sat against each wall with a chest of drawers in between the beds. A mirror and a bunch of makeup products sat on top of the drawers. It was also only one room which meant Sarah would have to use the communal bathroom down the hall.

“Maybe we should study at my place next time”

With a wry smile, she said, “sure. If you want.”

Sarah put her class notes away and got out her laptop. She started typing. After a minute of this, I felt I had to ask “um what are you doing?”

“Writing down some ideas. The professor gave me some guidelines but like she said I have way more experience with this kind of stuff. I’m putting all my thoughts down on paper before I forget anything. There’s a lot of ways we can go about this but the key thing is that over the next few weeks and months you’ll learn how to be a woman.”

“In private though right?” I asked suddenly nervous.

“Yes. This is not designed to be some sort of humiliation where we parade you around campus as a lesson to others. This is for you and you alone. That means that you can’t tell anyone about this. Not your friends, your family, or your girlfriend. The only people who know about this are me, the dean, Professor Smith, and your coach.”

“My coach signed off on this?”

“That’s what the sheet says. You’re lucky that my roommate dropped out mid-semester. I’ve got this whole place to myself” she said spreading her arms wide.

I didn’t have the heart to tell her that you could have fit at least three of her dorm rooms in my bedroom alone. Sarah continued tapping away on her laptop. “Okay, so I think that we’re almost done for today.”

“Really? That’s it?”

“Well, I’ll need to pick up some supplies.”

I stood up. “Great so I get an A for today then?” I asked heading for the door.

“Not so fast. I need to give you your homework.”

I rolled my eyes. “Of course, professor.”

“Today when you get home, I need you to shave your entire body.”

I stopped dead in my tracks. “My entire body?”

She nodded. “Everything below the eyebrows.”

I looked down at my arms and legs. “But that’ll take forever!”

“After the first time, it will be easier to maintain and stay clean-shaven. The first time is the toughest and the longest. Believe me, I’ve had plenty of experience with it.”

“You and Professor Smith keep saying that word experience. What do you mean?”

Sarah sighed. “I guess you should know the truth. I used to be like you.”

“I don’t understand.”

Sarah pulled out her phone and showed me a picture of a junior high school football player. He had short blonde hair and bright blue eyes.

“That was me a few years ago,” she said.

I stared at her in shock. Then I looked back down at the picture. “That’s impossible,” I said.

“Nope, just hormones. I used to be called Sam but I had my name legally changed when I turned eighteen. I guess I could have called myself Samantha or something but it seemed too close to my old name.”

“I see.”

“I’d written essays before for professor Smith about my transition and life before and after. Obviously, when she devised this strategy with you, I was the perfect person to help. Are you okay? You look flustered.”

“Just surprised, I mean you look so…”

“So?”

“Hot,” I said and immediately regretted it.

Sarah laughed. “You can be beautiful as a transgender person and you can even be beautiful crossdressing.”

“Are you saying you’re going to make me hot?”

“Honey, I don’t do bad work. Besides, you have great cheekbones. When I’m done with you nobody will recognize you.”

“But just clothes and makeup though right.”

“Right. Oh, also you need to stop lifting in the gym. Only cardio from now on.”

“Why?”

“Sarah’s orders” she joked. “No, but seriously, I need you to slim down a bit, besides its off-season and your coach approved it.”

I nodded “okay I can do that.”

“Great. Until you lose some weight, we’ll rely on some of my old clothes from when I still played football. I think we were similar in size.”

I shook my head. “Man, it must suck having to give up football or being weaker now” I blurted out.

Sarah just gave me another smile and put her hand on mine. “Don’t worry, I gained plenty back in return.”

I suddenly bolted up. “Well I should get going,” I said not waiting for her reply. Out in the hallway, my head was spinning. What was I going to say if the guys noticed I’d shaved my arms and legs? Hell, what would Britney say?

And what do I do about Sarah? She’s the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen and I think she’s into me but she’s used to be a man. What if she still has a penis?

I headed back to my room to process all of this.


Chapter Five

Shaving my whole body turned out to not be the strangest part of my day. No, the strange part was afterward. How different my bedsheets felt against my smooth skin as I went to sleep or how clothes slid onto my body.

Long sleeve clothes were going to be a necessity going forward. If Britney or anyone noticed, I would lie and say I’d taken up swimming. Professional swimmers, as the internet told me, shave their bodies. I told myself it was a plausible excuse.

A group from the frat and sorority met in the quad for lunch. Britney was sat to my left telling me about a professor who she swears is perving on her. My phone buzzed. I glanced at it. A text from Sarah saying we need to meet now. I text her back saying I’m busy and that I’ll come see her in a couple of hours. She responds saying that’s not good enough. I text back ‘it will have to be’ and put my phone away.

“Who was that?” Britney asked.

“Some girl, my women’s studies professor partnered me up with to do homework and stuff.”

“Eww, women’s studies? I bet she’s crazy.”

A couple of the other girls around us snickered. I smiled and looked away. The last thing I needed was Britney getting jealous and snooping around Sarah. She turned to her friends to talk about an upcoming spa trip they had planned.

“Whoa check her out,” Adam said behind me.

I looked over just in time to see Sarah walking towards us. Oh crap. I hurried to cut her off before she could reach my friends. “What are you doing here?” I asked.

“I told you we’ve got work to do.”

“And I told you I was busy.”

“Yeah clearly.”

“Oh, excuse me for having a life outside of school.”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed. “Come on you know the rules. Let’s go.”

“The rules are to do the work. Not be your slave 24/7.”

“I could make a call to professor Smith or the dean?”

“That would get me expelled and You wouldn’t do that.”

“Oh yeah why is that?”

“Because you’re a good person.”

She stopped, mulling it over, and took a deep breath. “Maybe it was short notice of me, texting you all of a sudden to come over. Can we meet up in a couple of hours still?”

“Of course,” I said.

She smiled and was about to leave when Britney came barging over. She put her arm around mine. “Hey Tate who is this?” she asked with the fakest smile I’d ever seen her wear.

“This is Sarah. My women’s studies partner.”

“Hi,” said Sarah with a wave.

Britney gave me a look and nudged me. “And this is Britney, my girlfriend.”

“I haven’t seen you around before. Are you with the Delta sorority?” Britney asked.

“Oh no, I’m not in a sorority.”

“Why?”

Sarah shrugged, “just too much school work.”

She nodded, pretending to understand. “Well, it was nice meeting you.”

“Likewise. Tate, I’ll see you later.”

“Yep,” I said.

Once Sarah was out of earshot Britney turned to me. “You cannot seriously tell me that is your study partner.”

“The professor partnered us up”

“Sure,” she said sarcastically and trudged off back to the group.

I sighed and reluctantly followed her.


Chapter Six

It took some groveling and apologizing but I managed to disentangle myself from Britney long enough to get to Sarah’s. The empty bed in her dorm room was suddenly filled with bags of clothes.

“This morning I went back to my house and grabbed a ton of my old clothes” she explained.

“I can see that. So, what do I do?”

“Well go through it and pick out what you like then I’ll turn around while you get dressed.”

“What I like?”

“Or what you’d like to see a girl wear.”

I nodded and started rifling through the bags of clothing. Everything was a little more provocative than I was expecting. Eventually, I took her advice and thought about what I’d like to see a girl wear. I ended up selecting a pair of lacy purple panties and a matching bra for the underwear. Sarah saw my choice and gave me a thumbs up. The next bag had a bunch of dresses. I pulled out a black cocktail dress and held it up. “Would this fit me?”

“That’s one of my first dresses. It will definitely fit you,” she said with excitement creeping into her voice

“Okay, so now what?”

Sarah pulled out two breast forms. “Slip these under the bra. I’ll turn around while you get dressed and then we’ll do your makeup.”

She turned around and waited while I got undressed. Man, if Britney could see me now, she’d kill me. I slid the panties up my legs. The soft material sent an electric jolt down my spine and I could feel my cock getting hard. This was not the time for that. I pressed on with the bra which made me realize that unhooking bras was a lot of easier than putting them on.

Sarah could hear me struggling. “Is it the bra?”

“Yeah”

“Do you want some help?”

I wrestled with it some more before saying “yeah.”

Sarah came over and eyed me up and down. “You look good shaved. Those panties look cute on you.”

To my horror, I felt myself blush and looked away while she helped with the bra. Once it was secure, I reached for the breast forms but Sarah got there first. “No. let me” she said. Slowly she slipped them under my bra and secured them. “Now you’ve got your own breasts” she whispered. I looked down at my own cleavage and shivered with excitement while Sarah pretended to ignore my erection.

If I moved too suddenly, they wiggled slightly. It didn’t take much movement to make them bounce either. Sarah watched me with a bemused look on her face.

“Go ahead. Give them a squeeze” she said.

I grabbed both of them and made them bounce in my bra. They looked perfect. So round and inviting. My cock was aching in its lacy prison to be touched.

“Let’s finish up.” Said Sarah as she held out the dress for me. I pulled it on. It was tight around my hips, boobs, and ass. At first, it was concerning that something would break but I could feel the material stretch to accommodate my curvier figure.

“You’ve already got a great butt for this dress,” she said surprised.

I shrugged. “I had to do a lot of squats for football practice.”

Not wanting me to get further lost in experiencing the dress, she directed me over to a little makeup stand she had set up. I spent the next half an hour sitting perfectly still while she applied my makeup. Sarah insisted I keep my eyes closed the entire time.

When the makeup was finished, she said “no peeking” and went to grab something. She returned a moment later and felt some hair fall over my face. Sarah arranged it on my head. “You bought a wig?” I asked with my eyes still closed.

“No this is an old one of mine before I grew my hair out. Okay, you can open your eyes now.”

I did and the sight took my breath away. Sitting in front of me was a tall brunette with plump red lips. She had dark beguiling eyes and a pert little nose. The black dress outlined a luscious but fit body. Even as I took in all the little details there was one thought that kept reverberating through my mind. She’s perfect.

I said as much to Sarah who smiled and clapped her hands excitedly. “You’re even cuter than I thought you’d be. So, what do you want to be called?” She asked.

I gazed at my reflection. Sarah was right. This wasn’t Tate. This was a goddess and she deserved her own name. I thought about which girl name to pick. Quickly ruling out friends, relatives, exes. All those names felt tainted. I wanted something new. That was when it hit me.

“Call me Kate,” I said.

It sounded classy and I’d never had any sort of relationship with a Kate before. Plus, unlike Sarah, I liked the sound of a female name similar to my male one.

Sarah asked me to stand up. I told her I needed a minute. Even with the dress on, I still had a prominent erection. Despite my best efforts, there was no way to hide it. Sarah took my hand and said, “it’s okay.”

That was when she kissed me.

Her lips felt warm and inviting. I stood up and then melted into her arms. My cock pressing against her. We quickly found ourselves on the bed. Sarah took off her t-shirt and jeans. I braced myself for what I was about to see.

She was completely hairless and had soft milky white skin topped with round perky breasts. As the jeans came off, my eyes were transfixed. She had a cock. And it was bigger than mine. It sprang free from the confines of denim, hard and throbbing.

I didn’t know what to do. She was still so hot. I lay there while Sarah got on top of me and took the lead. She grinded her big hard cock against mine while we kissed. I moaned when she grabbed both of our cocks, rubbing them up and down.

“Cum for me baby,” she said.

She picked up speed. I stared down at her thick juicy cock.

“You like my cock?” She asked.

I nodded.

Sarah stopped moving. “Touch it,” she said.

I took over from her. Taking both cocks in my hands and started rubbing. “Yeah like that” she moaned. “Oh, Kate. Oh, baby don’t stop.”

I kept going and shuddered as the orgasm hit me first. My cock exploded in my dress, spurting my cum all over the bottom of it. Pre-cum was leaking out of Sarah's thick cock but she wasn’t ready to finish just yet. I kept jerking her off but she stopped me.

“No not like that,” she said.

I let go and she climbed along the bed towards my face. Her big swinging dick growing closer. “Open your mouth” she commanded.

As if on autopilot, I complied. My mouth hung wide open. She knelt near my head and lowered her cock into my mouth. Then she started bouncing and thrusting, her cock going in and out of my mouth. She was fucking my mouth. My lips sliding over her thick meaty girl dick.

“I’m close. Swallow it all baby” she moaned.

Her cock erupted, thick loads coating the back of my throat. I grabbed the base of her shaft and started sucking. Swallowing every drop.

When I finished, she took her cock out and lay down beside me. Both of us were breathing heavily. That was the most intense erotic experience of my life. Nothing before even came close to it. I didn’t know if I was capable of talking. My head was spinning and my body tingled. I was still so aroused. Sarah spoke first. “How did it feel, having sex like a girl?” she asked me.

“Was… that part of the assignment?”

“No, professor Smith has no idea and probably wouldn’t approve of it either. I just find you really attractive as a girl. You were turned on. I was turned on. It seemed like the right thing to do. Was it?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Yes. To answer your other question the sex was awesome.”

“Good. Some people get weirded out when they see my dick.”

“I thought I would too. I was even worried about it but your dick is amazing.”

“So, it’s safe to say you enjoy being a girl then.”

I nodded enthusiastically. “It’s more exciting than I thought it would be.”

Sarah gave me a look and said “this is just the first step.”

“First step?”

“Of course. We’re going to dress you up in all kinds of sexy outfits. For now, keep shaving everything and I want you to wear panties every day.”

“Every day that’s insane my…” I stopped myself from saying my girlfriend but Sarah caught it.

“Your girlfriend? Look I’m not interested in being with Tate. Britney can have him. I just want to be with Kate. However, wearing women’s underwear is part of Tate’s punishment so he’ll need to wear them okay?”

I nodded. I would just have to find a way to work around the underwear situation when Britney wanted sex.


Chapter Seven

We fell asleep together. When I woke up, I realized there was a problem. I still looked like a girl. I nudged Sarah.

“Hey wake up. Do you have any makeup wipes or anything?”

Sarah smiled. “No, I’m out.”

I started panicking. “So, what do I do?”

“I’ve got more casual clothes you could borrow to walk home in?”

I pictured myself walking into the frat as Kate and my heart stopped.

“No way,” I said.

“Okay, then the only other option is the girl's bathroom.”

“The one that’s down the hall? The public hall that lots of people walk through?”

“That’s the one.”

I thought about it. There’s no way it could work. Even if I got down the hall as Kate, someone would see me leave the bathroom as Tate.

“What if I left the dorms as Kate, bought some makeup wipes and changed in a public bathroom somewhere far from campus.”

Sarah arched an eyebrow. “Are you ready for that?”

I sighed “I guess I have to be.”

Sarah squealed in excitement. “We could go to the mall and go shopping at the same time.”

“Well, I don’t know if I’m ready for that…”

“Nonsense, besides going out in public and shopping was part of the lesson plan professor Smith set up. Don’t you want to kill two birds with one stone?”

“I guess” I sighed.

“Alright take a look through the rest of my clothes to figure out what you want to wear. Just make sure you look hot in it.”

I gave her a look.

“What? I don’t want people thinking I’ll just date anyone. That means no sweat pants or hoodies.”

“Fine,” I said gritting my teeth.

Sarah left to go down the hall and take a shower while I went through the bags of clothes she’s left. I went and found a pair of jeans and a baggy t-shirt. While I was waiting for her to come back, I looked through more of the clothes. I wanted to find something sexy that I could wear in private again.

My conservative outfit lay on one bed and my sexy one lay next to it. For my sexy outfit, there was a pink thong, a tight pink t-shirt that would leave half my stomach bare, and a pair of jean shorts. I hiked up my dress and pulled on the jeans shorts to see if they would fit me.

They hugged my ass tightly and showed off my long smooth legs. I turned slightly to try and get a better look in the little mirror Sarah had on her nightstand.

The door behind me opened. Startled, I whirled around to see Sarah standing there in fresh clothes with her hair still wet. She eyed me up and down appraisingly and then shifted her attention to the bed. “Yeah that will do nicely,” she said.

Quickly backpedaling, I said “oh no I was just trying it on. I’m wearing this stuff to go out in” I said pointing to the baggy white t-shirt and jeans.

Sarah shook her head. “No, you’re not. I said sexy. That” she said pointing to the clothes on the bed “is not sexy.”

“But I…” She came over and shushed me. “Does Kate look hot?” she asked. I swallowed nervously and nodded. “Does Kate look hot in those jean shorts?” Again, I had to agree. “So, what do you have to worry about?”

My heart was racing. I looked away from her and said “it’s scary. I feel like I’d be so exposed.”

“Lots of women can feel that way. Especially when they dress provocatively and get unwanted attention.”

“But if they didn’t want the attention why dress like that?”

“Because they want to look good for themselves. Don’t you want to look pretty all the time?”

My cock twitched and my chest stirred. It felt right emotionally and was turning me on at the same time.

“Okay, how do we do this?”

“It’s still early so the bathroom is still pretty quiet. We’ll slip in. Then I’ll give you a waterproof bag to put your stuff in. Take a shower and then change.”

I swallowed. It sounded risky but I agreed. “Oh here, put these sandals on. You do not want to walk into that bathroom barefoot.”

I put on the sandals she gave me and stuffed the fresh clothes in a bag. Sarah went out first and I followed. I held the bag to my chest like it would protect me and kept my head down. My long dark hair fell across my vision and I had to keep readjusting it. How did girls manage with long hair all the time?

A few people walked past me. I tried to avoid eye contact. The girls ignored me completely. A couple of guys stared as I walked past but said nothing.

We reached the women’s bathroom. I couldn’t help but look up at the women’s sign on the door. Here goes nothing I thought and went inside. Sarah was right, it was quiet. All the shower stalls were empty and at the sinks were just two girls brushing their teeth. I went into one stall and got undressed. I took off my soiled dress and panties and put them to one side. Next was unhooking the bra and taking off my fake boobs and wig.

Sarah had given me a plastic bag for the dirty stuff and a clean one for things like the wig which I carefully put away. I turned on the shower and yelped as ice-cold water hit me. I turned it up and let the hot water massage my aching muscles.

After ten minutes I washed up. My face was now clean of makeup and looking very unfeminine. I slipped on the pink thong, jeans shorts and a tight pink t-shirt. I dried my hair and was about to put the wig back on when I stopped. If I’m going to dress like this, I should have breasts. Kate looks better with breasts.

I put the bra and breast inserts back on. My boobs stretched the t-shirt out even more but that was okay. I liked how it looked and how sexy it made me feel. With the wig secured, I knocked the next stall over where Sarah was waiting. There was a pause before her stall door creaked open. “The coast is clear,” she said.

I stepped out and Sarah whistled. “Damn I almost wish we had time for a quickie.”

I blushed and my body tingled with agreement. Voices outside however drew my focus.

“Just keep your head down.” She said.

I held the towel close to my face, looking down at Sarah’s feet. We made our way back to her room where she then reapplied my makeup.

When she was done. We set out for the mall. Luckily it was close to the campus but we still had to walk through the quad. Sarah insisted on it since it was such a nice sunny day. We walked together and Sarah talked about her life during high school and after. I mostly listened or asked a quiet question when no one else could hear.

As we passed through the quad, I noticed Adam and some of the guys were sitting with some girls. I turned away before they could notice me. I think one of them might have been Britney. As we kept walking, Sarah leaned close and said “she didn’t even recognize you.”

“Who?”

“Britney. She gave me the evil eye and looked at you. She didn’t know who you were.”

“That’s a relief” I murmured.

We got to the mall and Sarah insisted we buy some clothes first. We started with underwear. Sarah helped pick out all kinds of practical as she called them versus sexy underwear. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t take an interest and pick out a few items myself either.

Next, we tried on some summer dresses. Sarah walked out of the changing room wearing some novelty dress with a bunch of pandas on it. I laughed quietly.

We left those stores with bags of clothes. “Now what?” I asked. Next was makeup, I started to get nervous. I knew nothing about makeup. Sarah reassured me and told me she would handle it. She bought me a bunch of different things that were added to the huge pile of clothes.

Once we were done, she took me to the salon. We sat in chairs next to each other and got our nails done. When it was over I couldn’t stop smiling. “That was awesome,” I said when I was sure no one was around.

“I know honey, we’ll do it again sometime.”

She pulled me into another long kiss. My heart was beating out of my chest. She ended the kiss first and said “I’ve emailed you the next steps. Come see me soon” she said and walked away.

At the start of the day, I’d been terrified but now it felt good. Now that I was calm, I remembered a back door into the frat almost no one has a key for. There’s a tiny set of stairs that leads to all the floors. We kept it locked away because it was too small and dilapidated. Too many drunk frat brothers would fall when using them.

I made my way carefully to the frat and slipped in the back and up the secret stairs. I waited until the hallway was clear and snuck into my room.

There Britney sat waiting for me.


Chapter Eight

I stared at her in shock. Just utterly speechless.

Britney's eyes flashed with rage. “Who the fuck are you?” she asked.

Oh god. I didn’t know what to say. She doesn’t recognize me but she will if she hears my voice. I just stood there staring at her silently.

Britney took another step closer. “I said who are you bitch?” and she shoved me.

I had to get out of here. This is too much. Britney moved to shove me again. I dodged her and darted into the bathroom and slammed the door shut. I quickly locked the door. Britney slammed her fist against it.

“Get out here you fucking bitch!”

Britney’s yelling brought a couple of frat brothers up to investigate.

“Britney what are you yelling about?” asked Adam.

“It’s Tate, he’s got some fucking skank in there.”

An idea struck me. I got out my phone and texted Adam. “A friend just said Britney went nuclear on her. Get Britney out of there.”

Britney knocks on the door again. “Why won’t you say anything? Why couldn’t Tate?”

It sounded like Adam stepped closer to Britney. “Look you should probably go. I’ll tell Tate you stopped by but we can’t have this in the house” he said.

Britney mumbled something I couldn’t make out and she stormed out. Shouting something about good riddance. Adam turns to the other guy “always some drama going with Tate eh?” The other guy laughed.

Adam knocked on the door “uh miss you can come out now.”

I furiously texted Adam again saying she’s too freaked out she just leave her alone and I’ll come back for her now.”

I heard his phone buzz. There was a pause and then he said, “alright let’s just go. Our work here is done.”

“He just wants us to leave?”

“Yep and I’d do it too. You don’t want to get on his bad side.”

I thought back to how hard I’d worked the pledges after we’d lost badly at a game. Adam had been the one to pull back and say that we were going too far. I think he might have been right at the time.

Once I heard the bedroom door close, I gave a sigh of relief. Once I had the room to myself, I stayed in my girl clothes and thought things over. First, I’d need to text Sarah and warn her. If Britney remembers seeing us together, she might go confront Sarah. I did that but the only thing Sarah said was that she found it amusing. “Looks like living a double life is catching up to you.” She texted back.

I had no response to that. The second thing was checking older messages Sarah had sent. There were a bunch of makeup tutorials. I wasn’t going to go through all the hiding like last time. I’d come up with a solid plan so that no one would catch me like last time.

I put all my girl clothes away in my lower drawers and then checked myself out in the mirror. Damn, she’s right I really do make a hot girl. I snapped a couple of pictures of myself before I washed up and turned myself back into Tate.


Chapter Nine

Some time has passed. I’ve barely seen Britney since that night in my room. I tried to apologize to her once when I found her on campus but she wouldn’t listen. Ultimately It felt like the right move to break up and avoid each other.

Sarah and I continued to see each other when I was Kate. She even helped me with my homework. Professor Smith didn’t speak to me much after that first class but Sarah said that she sent her updates on how I was doing. Mentally I felt fine and was enjoying my time as Kate. In fact, I found myself coming up with excuses to spend more time as Kate by inviting Sarah out to do things.

Physically was a different story. I’d stopped weight lifting and taking steroids entirely but it was having unforeseen side effects. My muscles had diminished a lot and I’d gained a little bit of weight that went straight to my ass and softened pecs. My hips had gotten a little wider too. I couldn’t complain though, Sarah said that my body turned her on. Plus, I was filling out all my girl clothes in just the right way that I didn’t question it.

My makeup skills were coming along nicely too. I didn’t need Sarah to transform into Kate anymore. When I reached that milestone Sarah said that she was proud and complimented me on my look.

I was sitting in my room as Kate when I got a message from Sarah. “Hey wanna meet. Gotta ask you something.”

I responded back saying “sure.” And she texted me the address. Her next and last message was “bring Kate” I rolled my eyes obviously I was going as Kate. It was another beautiful day and I liked the attention I got as Kate.

I got dressed up, did my makeup, and put on my wig. Taking the service stairs, I managed to slip out of the frat house without anyone seeing. I had gotten good at waiting for the right moment and if anyone saw me, they just assumed I was another girl Tate was hooking up with.

The address Sarah gave me wasn’t one we’d been to before. It was far away from campus in the suburbs so I had to take an Uber. As we turned onto the correct street, I passed a series of large houses with well-manicured lawns. Sarah was stood outside on the sidewalk near one of them. I paid the driver and got out not knowing what to expect.

“So,” I asked in my regular voice. She gave me a look. I sighed and asked “so?” in a more feminine voice. We’d started practicing it last week and now Sarah wanted me to sound like a girl whenever I was Kate. She smiled when I did it. “You’re sounding better,” she said and came over to hug me. Her perfume wafted over me and I felt warm in her embrace. We’d gotten more physical lately too not just with sex but little touches, hugs, and hand-holding.

“I just forget a lot. It’s hard to concentrate on something like that.”

“I had the same issue before. It’ll get easier with practice.”

“So what are we doing here? Is this your parent's place?” I asked.

Sarah shook her head and took my hand. “Come on,” she said. I followed her up the steps, trying not to feel nervous.

She rang the doorbell and we waited. “You’re going to be fine. I’m right here beside you.”

“Fine with what?” I asked as the door opened.

There standing in the doorway was Amber. I stared open-mouthed in shock.

Amber returned my stare before she understood and then she laughed. “I can’t believe you actually pulled it off.”

“You knew about this?” I asked.

She nodded. “Professor Smith told me her idea. I said that I didn’t think it would work but you proved me wrong.” She moved out of the doorway and around me to get a better look. “Wow I mean when I heard you were going through with it, I thought I was just going to see Tate Smith in a dress. But this is something else.”

I squirmed under her gaze as she examined me.

Sarah squeezed my hand for confidence. I turned to her “why am I here?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” asked Amber.

Suddenly I remembered that I had never apologized to her. All the craziness with new classes, Kate and my relationship with Sarah and I had completely forgotten the reason this had all started in the first place.

“I’m sorry for the horrible things I said to you at the party. It was wrong” I said.

Amber gasped. “Oh my god, he’s even got a voice too. I wonder if these boobs are real”

She reached out to grab one. Sarah’s hand shot out and slapped it away. “She said she was sorry. Now accept her apology.”

“You can’t talk to me like that. I’m the victim. Do you want me to call the dean or professor Smith?”

“Go ahead. We can all sit down and talk about you just tried to sexually assault my girlfriend here.”

“Assault? What I would never. Whatever just get off my porch.”

“I don’t want to hear from you again. You got your apology now I expect you to let this go.”

Sarah stared hard at her. Amber broke first and nodded.

As we stepped down the street I felt like bursting. “That was amazing,” I said.

“No one gets to treat my girl like that,” she said.

My heart melted when she said ‘my girl’. “I was thinking.”

“Uh oh, never a good sign”

“Shut up. What I wanted to say is that there’s a dance coming up next week. Will you go with me?”

“I’d love to. But are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“We’re together. I’m not going to hide who I am anymore. Now come on. I wanted to hit the mall before it closes. We’ve got some dresses to try on.”

“Really? You don’t want to make it a surprise for the dance.”

I rolled my eyes at her. “It’s not a wedding,” I said.

We got in another taxi and sped off to find two perfect dresses.


Chapter Ten

Dance night is here. I’m so excited.

I spent all day getting ready in my room. From my long flowing hair to my makeup, to the tight red dress that perfectly shows off my legs. I also got these cute black pumps with straps that Sarah hasn’t seen yet that I can’t wait to show off to her.

Sarah texted me to say she was here. I took a deep breath. Here we go.

I left my room and started walking down the main stairs instead of the service ones. Adam was coming up the other way.

He saw me and flashed me a smile and said “hey and who are you here to see?”

“Nobody, my dates waiting outside,” I said walking past him.

Something must have clicked because he called out behind me “Tate?”

I looked over my shoulder, smiled, and said “not tonight” and kept walking.

Sarah was outside. Her long blonde hair tied up. She wore a tight black dress that left her back exposed. She shivered as the cold wind picked up.

“Hey,” I said.

She turned and whistled when she saw me. “I guess I’m the luckiest girl on campus,” she said.

“No way. I’m definitely the luckiest girl on campus.”

“Nice shoes by the way.”

“Thanks. I can’t promise I’ll dance well in them.”

“Maybe we should stick to slow dances.”

We walked across campus together and reached the hall where the music boomed outside. We went inside. I had a drink and then took to the stage. We danced to several songs before taking a break. That was when Professor Smith appeared.

“Enjoying the dance?” she asked Sarah.

She nodded and said, “this is my girlfriend Kate.”

Professor Smith’s eyes sparkled with recognition. “It’s nice to meet you. Well if you see Tate tell him he’s passed, my class. What he does from here on out is up to him.” She said and left.

“See that wasn’t so bad,” said Sarah.

“I guess not.”

We got up to dance again when coach stevens appeared. I couldn’t help but notice he glanced down at my breasts before looking away nervously. “Um hey, look can we talk for a second?”

“Sure”

The two of us moved somewhere quieter. “Look I heard that you apologized to the girl and you got an A in that class. I mean it’s over now right. You can come back and start training for football again. I mean no offense son but you're looking a little too skinny right now and I know the boys miss seeing you in the gym. So how about you take all that nonsense off and I get my star player back ready for next season.”

He was right. It was over. No more women’s studies classes. No more fear of expulsion hanging over my head. I could go back to just being Tate. The star on the football field and on campus. The one everyone wanted to be around.

I looked back over to see Sarah. But it was also an empty life. I’ve had more fulfillment and excitement from one day as Kate than I had my whole life being Tate.

“I’m sorry but that part of my life is over,” I said turning to walk away.

“Tate! Get back here. We’re not finished. You can’t just walk away from this.”

“I’m not walking away. I’m walking towards something. Something more important. Oh, and by the way, my name is Kate now” I said before walking back to meet Sarah.

“Hey are you okay?” she asked.

I smiled, “Now that I’m with you.”

“Your coach looks mad”

“Well, he’ll get over it, besides he’s not my coach anymore.”

“Really? Does that mean?”

“I’ve decided to make some changes. I realized that football isn’t for me anymore.”

“Oh god I’m so happy”

“and I’m so happy I met you,” I said putting my arms around her for the slow dance.


Chapter Eleven

We stumbled back to Sarah’s dorm room because it was closer than my place.

“Back to where it all started,” I said.

“Well, technically it started in professor Smith’s classroom.”

“Well, technically that classroom doesn’t have a bed in it.”

“Point taken,” She said and kissed me. When she pulled away, she slipped out of her dress and moved back towards me but I held up my hand. “Let’s push the beds together first,” I said.

“Hey, good idea.”

I grabbed the side of the empty bed and pulled it toward the center of the room. It was heavier than I thought it would be and my arms shook. I looked over to see Sarah was dragging hers across with ease. I must have looked surprised because Sarah said “don’t feel bad about losing your muscles.”

“I don’t. It just still surprises me.”

She came over and ran her hands slowly down my hips. “Hmm but you’re growing in other areas,” she said.

I took off my shoes and she helped me unzip my dress. We continued to kiss in our underwear as we made our way to the bed. Our hard cocks trapped in panties as our bodies pressed together.

“I want to try something different,” she said and reached over to the nightstand drawer to pull out a bottle of lube. “Do you trust me?” she asked.

“Always.”

“This is going to feel amazing.”

She pulled her panties to one side, releasing her thick veiny cock that was already rock hard. I knew what she wanted but I wanted her to direct me. She had me turn around on my hands and knees.

This is my first time doing anything like this. Before whenever we had sex, We’d rub our cocks together or I would give her a blow job. Now she was about to fuck me like a girl.

Her hands squeezed my ass playfully. “Don’t worry I know you’re a virgin. I’ll be gentle for your first time.”

A couple of her fingers slipped in first to get me ready. It actually felt kind of nice. As she explored deeper, she reached my prostate which made my cock twitch. “There. Now I think you’re ready for the real thing” she said taking her fingers out.

Kneeling on the bed, I closed my eyes. Sarah was big. Big enough that I was nervous to do this. But also excited enough not to stop her.

The tip of her thick cock pressed against my hole. There was some resistance which she gently pushed past and suddenly I stretched wide enough to take her. Sarah didn’t go all the way in at first. She started by teasing me with just the tip slipping in and out.

My belly tingled with nervous arousal and I ached for more of her. With no prompting, I thrust my girly ass back so that her cock would go deeper inside me.

“Mhhm good girl” she murmured.

I pushed myself back and forth on her dick. My little cock and small starter boobies bouncing in rhythm to my thrusts.

Once I started to get tired she took over and said “my turn.”

She pushed me down onto the bed and grabbed my hips. She started thrusting, harder, deeper, faster into me. Drilling my feminine ass. I couldn’t move. I could barely breathe. My eyes clenched shut and a wide smile on my face as I let her fuck me into bliss.

She moaned and I felt her throbbing cock shoot its load inside me, filling me up. The pleasure in me rose in waves, crashing higher and higher until it hit a breaking point. The orgasm hit me like a truck. Wave after wave of pleasure covering my tense shaking body.

When I finally stopped cumming, Sarah was there. Her sweet soft body wrapping itself around mine. All I could think about was that I can’t wait to do this tomorrow and every day after that.

The End


Captured in Lace


Chapter One

The moment I reached for my second beer, I thought to myself that my life was set. It was three pm on a Tuesday and I didn’t have to go to class until after tomorrow. With a fridge full of beers staring back at me I hesitated for a moment before grabbing two. Returning to the couch, I set one down in front of my roommate Mark who dwarfed me by a good six inches and could bench press two of me easily. He frowned and ran a hand through his short dark hair. Without his t-shirt, he’d look like a Spartan who just walked off the set of 300. Pissing him off was generally a bad idea but I’m in a good mood.

“Really Jay another beer? It’s only three o’clock.”

“This is my day off and I wanted one besides its bad manners to drink alone” I replied cracking open the beer and taking a long sip.

“Whatever. You’re just trying to get me drunk so you can finally win for once.”

“That doesn’t even make sense. We’re drinking the same amount of alcohol. Besides I’ve beaten you plenty of times at this game.”

Mark picked up his controller. “Okay show me” he challenged and selected his character. We were playing a fighting game where you play as superheroes. Mark selected Superman for his character. I pretended to think about my options before he picking my favorite character which was Wonder Woman.

The fight began. Both of us were glued to the screen as we mashed buttons on the controllers.

As the game progressed, I slowly whittled down Mark’s health. The problem he had was that he was always trying new characters. With each character having unique moves that meant that he was unsure of what to do. So he opted to try everything. For me, I picked the same character every time and so after all our games I had mastered her moves. With one final button push, I beat his character and won the game. I cheered while Mark just rolled his eyes.

This day was awesome. I need to take more days off like this. Suddenly my phone rang. The caller ID said Alice. If she was calling instead of messaging then it was probably important. We’d been friends for years but I always wanted to be more than that. Six months ago, I’d worked up the courage to ask her out. She politely rejected me and then was a period of awkwardness for a while but now things were back to normal.

I answer the phone. “Hey Alice, what’s up?”

“Where the hell are you?”

My stomach immediately dropped. Oh no, I’ve messed up. I was supposed to help Alice with her photography project today. Quickly scrambling for an excuse, I reply “aren’t we meeting at four?”

“It supposed to be three-thirty. I have a meeting and now I don’t know whether I can finish my project or not. Why did you bail on me without saying anything?”

“I honestly just forgot. Look I’m coming over right now. I can be there in ten minutes.”

“Really? You’re close by?”

“Yeah” I lie.

“Okay fine, we might still have time if you can get here soon.”

“Alright, on my way.”

I hung up and went into my room to look for my wallet and keys.

“Man, are you really still running around after this Alice girl?” Mark asked from the couch.

“We’re just friends” I replied checking myself over in the mirror. At five foot seven, I was shorter than most guys but luckily rarely shorter than the girls I met, except Alice who was the same height as me. I turned to the side and frowned at my body. A year of college drinking had definitely caused me to gain a few pounds although I was still relatively skinny. My short brown hair was kind of a mess. I tried to use my hands to neaten it before giving up.

“Right. That’s why you’re frantically looking for your keys which you left on the kitchen counter by the way” Mark called out from the living room, breaking me out of my stupor.

I went back into the living room and through to the kitchen. True enough, the keys were sitting on the counter. “You’re a lifesaver,” I said.

“If only you’d take my advice on this girl and move on.”

“She’s my friend. I promised to help her and that’s what I’m going to do.”

Mark threw his hands up in the air and went back to playing solo mode on the video game. I made a point of calmly walking out of the apartment before breaking into a dead sprint when I was sure Mark wouldn’t hear me. I reached the end of the hallway and got to the stairs. I took them two at a time and flew out the door of my apartment building.

The bright glaring sun shone in my eyes as I tried to think of the best way to get to Alice’s place. Cutting through campus will save me time I realized and took off running down the street to the college campus.

Out of nowhere, I hear someone shout “on your left.” Immediately, I jump right and turn just in time to see a cyclist whizz past. Jesus that could have hurt. Looking both ways, I made my way across the road and into the college grounds. On a warm sunny day like today, people were everywhere. I had to weave in and around them, through the courtyard and past several statues of dead guys I didn’t recognize.

Leaving campus, I made my way down a street filled with large upper-middle-class houses until finally, I was at the Zeta house where Alice lived. It was a large white mansion with over twenty bedrooms. You see Alice belonged to the Zeta sorority.

It was the best sorority in the town. Very exclusive and hard to get into. They didn’t care for people deemed below their social circle very much as I was about to discover yet again. I knocked on the door and prayed Alice would be the one to answer.

A short preppy girl dressed in a gray sweater and short skirt with long brown hair answered the door. I tried to avoid looking at her legs which were difficult when she had such an irritated look on her face. A few moments pass before she says “well?”

“Um, I’m here to see Alice. Alice Moore.” I said.

The girl looked incredulous. “and who are you?”

“Her friend Jay.”

The girl folded her arms. “Well, Alice never mentioned you.”

Copying her tone, I said, “She’s never mentioned you either.”

It looked like I’d scored a point because the girl looked shocked for a second before hiding it. I don’t think anyone as low on the social totem pole as myself had ever spoken to her like that before. It felt good but the girl looked like she was torn between telling me off or slamming the door in my face.

Luckily the decision was taken out of her hands as Alice came to the door. She had long red hair and milky skin. Curvaceous and with long legs, she towered over the preppy girl. “Thanks, Meredith. I’ve got it from here” she said.

Meredith visibly annoyed at being undermined, walked away in a huff.

“You shouldn’t mess with that one,” said Alice. “She’s always first to the door. Some of the girls have been calling her the gatekeeper.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. Sorry, I’m late by the way.”

She waved me off. “It’s fine. You’re here now. That’s all that matters. So, shall we?”

“Lead the way.”

We went upstairs to her room though on the way I was subject to a few Meredith-esque looks from a few of the girls we walked past. I tried not to be offended but it wasn’t going well.

We went inside her room. It was massive compared to mine. In one corner sat a work desk with a computer. Another corner had her studio set up with a backdrop and a few lights. Then the other two corners dedicated to her wardrobe and drawers of clothes. Oh, and there was her own bathroom right to my left as well. I guess having wealthy parents makes college a little easier.

Alice could see something was bothering me. Once we were inside her room she said “don’t let girls like Meredith get to you. They don’t know you like I do.”

“Still, do I look that bad?” I asked looking down at my self. A few pounds overweight from all the drinking and the baggy clothes I was wearing were currently drenched in sweat from the run across campus. Even my shoes were dirty from running across the grounds. I was starting to feel even more self-conscious as I stepped on her bedroom carpet.

“You know what? Don’t answer that. So, what’s up?”

Alice smiled. “I’ve taken up learning photography and right now we’re studying shooting models. Since you volunteered for help, I need you to stand in front of the camera and pose for me.” After what just happened with Meredith and the other girls, my self-consciousness was through the roof. I literally couldn’t think of a worse idea.

“I’m not really the model type. I’m more of behind the scenes person. Maybe I could help set up the lighting and stuff” I said trying to say no but still be helpful at the same time.

“My teacher really wants us to learn that stuff on our own. Besides I’ve already done all of the setup. I just need my subject.” She smiled sweetly.

Backpedaling for another excuse I asked, “But couldn’t you ask one of the sorority sisters to do it?”

Alice frowned and turned away to fiddle with the settings on her camera. “They wanted a male model. Maybe I should ask someone from the fraternity next door.”

My anxiety was looking like disinterest to her when all I wanted to do was spend time with her and help her out. “No, I’ll do it. I’m just nervous.”

“Don’t worry no one outside of this room except my professor will see them.”
I nodded. “What’s first?”

“Wardrobe and then hair and makeup. Your clothes are hanging up in the bathroom. Get changed and I’ll try to be as quick as I can with the makeup.”

I stared at the makeup table and then at her. “What exactly am I doing?”

“You’re dressing up as a character from one of my favorite shows. Don’t get freaked out. It’s nothing too crazy plus everybody who goes in front of a camera wears makeup. Think of any male celebrity. Anytime you see them on camera, they have makeup on.”

I still looked concerned. “It will be minimally at best. Now go on we don’t have too long remember” she said making a shoo motion with her hands.

I nodded and went into the bathroom. It was lucky that she had her own bathroom so I wouldn’t have to traipse around the hallways in whatever costume she’d got for me. The costume was hanging on the back of the door. It was some type of futuristic-looking black suit with a rectangular tie. Relaxed, I got undressed and put it on. I was frankly surprised at how well the whole thing fit me.

“How did you know my measurements?” I asked from the bathroom.

“I’m good at sizing people up” she replied.

I put on the dark jacket with silver buttons and walked out. “Well?” I asked.

“You look great. How does it feel?”

I had to admit it felt pretty good. She nodded and ushered me over to the makeup table and told me to hold still. I sat on the stool and acted like a statue. I couldn’t talk much either so I just had to stare off into space or look at my reflection. Half the stuff she applied to my face I didn’t even know the name of or it’s purpose. When it was over, she said “okay take a look.”

I did as she asked. Other than my skin looking smoother I didn’t see a huge difference. “It’s not as bad as I thought it’d be,” I said.

“Good, then that just leaves the wig.”

I didn’t even bother asking. At this point, a wig wasn’t going to phase me and I’d made it this far. Alice returned with a short silver wig and gently arranged it on my head.

I hated to say it but Alice was right. “Okay I was skeptical of the wig and makeup but you were right. It completes the look and I don’t think anyone would recognize me if they saw me like this.”

“Well, that’s part of convincing cosplay. You’re welcome by the way since I did all the work.”

I got up and moved over to the studio area. “This better be a cool character” I grumbled.

Alice ignored me and turned on the lights. With her camera in hand, we got to work. We spent the next hour shooting. Being unrecognizable seemed to remove all my fears. I made whatever pose she asked of me while the camera clicked incessantly. She must have taken hundreds if not thousands of photos of me.

After the hour was done, I was a little disappointed at how fast time had flown.

“That was kind of fun,” I said.

“I’m glad. Once I get my A from my professor we should go out and grab a drink to celebrate.”

“Yeah, that’d be great. So, do you think I’m A material” I flirted.

Alice rolled her eyes. “Go on get changed. I’ve got that meeting soon and Meredith would murder me if I just left you in the house by yourself.”

I nodded and got changed back into sweaty baggy clothes that a part of me wanted to burn rather than wear. After walking around in a custom-tailored suit for an hour, these clothes looked like rags in comparison. Still, I put them on and had Alice walk me out.


Chapter Two

The next day I was sitting in the quad eating a sandwich with Mark. We were in the same philosophy class and usually grabbed lunch together right after.

“How did it go last night with Alice?” Mark asked.

“It was good. I helped her with a photography project she was working on. It took nearly two hours but it was fun and she was happy with it.”

“What did you end up doing?”

“Cosplayed as some cop character from a tv show she likes while she took photos of me.”

“Really, can I see?”

I shook my head. “I don’t have them.”

I took another bite of my sandwich. Mark put his textbook down and turned to me. “You know the real question isn’t whether you had fun or not. It’s about if she had fun. So, did she?”

Thinking back, it was actually had to tell. She was very focused on the work and most of the time she had a camera in front of her face. “I think so,” I said lamely.

Mark raised an eyebrow.

“She was pleased when I left” I protested.

Mark sniggered “yeah I bet she was.”

“Whatever you’re just mad I got into the Zeta house.”

Mark's eyes lit up. “How was it?”

“Big with lots of expensive-looking furniture.”

“No, I mean how were the girls?”

“Attractive in a preppy sort of way. I mean you’ve seen Alice with her friends before.”

“Sure, I’m still waiting for you to introduce me.”

I scowled. “I don’t know any of them either. Alice only wants to hang out when it’s just the two of us.”

“Aww, you’re like her secret little nerd friend,” he said.

I managed to stop myself from denying it. Arguing with Mark was always a losing battle. He had this confident alpha personality that always made me feel submissive to him. The huge size advantage only added to the feeling.

“Hey, guys” Alice called out behind us.

We turned and both of us stared. She was dressed in a tiny pair of black running shorts and a tight white tank top. At Alice’s height, she had legs for days which Mark clearly noticed.

“Can I join you?” She asked.

“Sure,” I said moving over and subtly nudging Mark at the same time to be cool. He stopped staring and moved over as well.

“My professor just loved the project by the way. He didn’t know who the character was either but it didn’t matter, we still got an A” she said excitedly before hugging me.

“That’s amazing,” I said.

“What did he look like?” Mark butted in.

“Oh yeah you haven’t seen yet,” said Alice to me.

Mark pouted at being ignored. This was probably the first time it had happened to him. Which reminds me, I should introduce him to Meredith sometime as revenge.

Alice took her phone out of one of those running armband things and showed me the photos. “I picked up the best ones and touched them up a little in editing.” She explained while I flipped through them. I was surprised at how good I looked. Normally I thought of myself as average looking but the photos made me look, while not handsome, attractive. Mark leaned over my shoulder to get a better look.

“Damn Jay. You should wear a suit more often.” He said.

“Yeah because what I really need is people calling me professor on campus.”

I gave Alice her phone back. “Hey, so can I talk to you in private about something?” She asked.

“Sure,” I said.

We walked over a secluded part of the grounds. “Okay, so you know how I said that the character you dressed as was from my favorite show and that’s why I had you dress up? Well that wasn’t the only reason. You see there are people who do it professionally. They dress up in these really detailed cosplays and sell pictures of themselves in them online.”

She pulled up a profile on her phone of a girl in some elf cosplay showing her cleavage. She scrolled down and my eyes widened. The girl was making thousands a month doing this! Alice scrolled over to a guy dressed up as anime characters doing the same.

“I think we should put up a site and start selling pictures of you. You’ve got the face for it. If we got really good at it then you wouldn’t have to worry about money anymore. Hell, this could turn into a full-time job.”

My head was spinning. Some of these people were making over ten grand a month. “What? How would this even work?”

“I’d sort out the costumes, makeup and you’d model for me. Then we put those pictures online to sell. Any money we get would be a fifty-fifty split. If it doesn’t work out then we’ll lose nothing except a few hours and I’ll have gained more experience using my camera. If it works, we could both be more financially comfortable.”

“Aren’t your parents rich?”

“Well I was thinking more of you and besides my parents aren’t going to support me forever.”

I thought about it. Money had been tight for a while. Plus, it had been fun dressing up. This would also give me an excuse to spend more time with Alice.

“Okay let’s do it.”

“Great. I’ll text you when I’ve got the next costume ready” she said before bounding away to resume her run.

This is going to be great. I’ll get the chance to make some extra cash and work alongside the girl I’ve had a crush on for years.


Chapter Three

This is terrible. Why did I let her talk me into this? I’m trapped in Alice’s bathroom with no way out. I’ve got to think of something. Some lie I could tell her to get out of it. Maybe I could say a relative is sick? No, she knows my family. None of them even live in this state. I could tell her Mark is sick? I waved the idea away. She always knows when I’m lying. I’ve just got to do it. One time and then I’m out for good. No one can ever know.

I looked up at the costume hanging on the door. It was a black and gold dress. She said it was from another show she watches. The only problem is that this character is a girl. I tried explaining that to Alice but she said it’s fine. Guys dress up like girls all the time. It’s called Crossplay she told me.

Reluctantly I put the dress on. It was tight around my hips and I walked out tense. “Is it supposed to be this tight?” I asked.

“Can you breathe okay?”

“Yeah, it’s just a little uncomfortable.”

“Then it’s fine.” She said.

Alice looked down at my bare feet. “Don’t worry I’ve got a great pair of heels to go with the dress. Now come on let’s get you in makeup.”

“I’m really not sure about any of this.”

“It will be fine no one will know.”

Reluctantly I sat on the stool and let her work. The makeup took longer this time and involved things like mascara and lipstick which she explained to me. Once the makeup was finished, she added a long blonde wig to complete the look.

“I think I’ve outdone myself this time,” she said.

The entire time I’d been staring at the floor, so when I looked up at my reflection, I was shocked. Sat in front of me in the mirror was a pretty blonde girl who stared back at me with an equally shocked expression. “Oh my god,” I said. If anyone had thought I was unrecognizable last time then this put me in another dimension. “This is crazy,” I said turning my head from side to side. “How did you do this?” I asked.

“A lot of this is you. It turns out with the right makeup you can look like a hot girl.”

I felt my cock twitch. This was turning me on. I continued staring at myself like I was under a spell. Alice tapped me on the shoulder and said “okay honey let’s take some pictures.”

“Honey?”

“Would you prefer your title of princess like your character?”

My cock throbbed. It seems I would like that but I turned away before Alice could see and thought of baseball.

Once she had set up her camera, we went straight to it. I slipped on the heels, grateful that I didn’t have to walk in them. They fit snugly against my feet. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised Alice knows my shoe size too.

We started off taking pictures like before. But slowly they changed. Alice wanted me to be more suggestive in my poses. She would have me bend over or pucker my lips. I did it all. Any look of concern I had was buried under the mountain of compliments she kept throwing my way. The whole time she was taking pictures, she would say how beautiful or gorgeous I looked. Every positive word she said drove me wild and was making my dick rock hard.

“Okay I think I’ve got enough,” she said lowering the camera.

I started to move towards the bathroom but Alice held out her arm. “You don’t have to change immediately you know. I put a lot of work into this costume.” She put a hand on my arm, smiled, and dragged me towards her bed.

Confused but willing to play along, we sat together on the edge of her bed. Alice leaned close and whispered, “did you ever think you could look so beautiful?”

“No” I whispered back.

She was so close I could smell the shampoo she’d used on her hair. “I want to kiss you,” she said. I stared at her ruby red lips transfixed. “Yes” I breathed and suddenly her warm lips were pressed against mine. It was electrifying.

This was finally happening. Part of me wondered if I was dreaming. She broke away from my lips long enough to push me down on to the bed. Alice climbed on top of me and looked down with a hunger I’d never seen before. Her aggressiveness just turned me on even more. She continued to kiss me while one of her hands reached under my dress to find my cock.

Slowly she started to stroke it as she kissed me. “Hmm you’re so sexy” she whispered.

I could only moan as the stroking got more intense. “My little princess deserves a treat for being so good. Don’t you think?”

I nodded quickly. “Yes,” I said.

“Have you been a good girl?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I’ve been a good girl.”

She stopped stroking for a second and I almost cried for her to continue. “You don’t look like a Jay like this. What about Jesse or Jessica?” My cock twitched when she called me Jessica. She resumed stroking “Jessica it is then. Being a girl is so much better isn’t it?”

“Being…a…girl… is better” I cried out as I came. Load after load shot out of me. Alice continued stroking, milking every last drop out of me and when it was done, she fell into bed beside me. I was breathing heavy but I didn’t know what to say. We lay there in silence for a few minutes.

Alice eventually broke the awkward silence with a joke. “so same time next week.”

I turned to her frowning. “We can’t tell anyone about this,” I said.

“Okay,” she smiled.

“I’m serious. No one can know.”

Alice moved a blonde lock of hair behind my ear. “Babe you have nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I pulled away from her and got off the bed. “It’s getting late and I promised to meet Mark and the boys for drinks.”

I took off the wig and heels and went to the bathroom where I washed my face, scrubbing hard with hot water and changing back into my regular clothes.

When I came back out Alice was waiting. She handed me an envelope.

“What’s this?”

“Your cut from last week's shoot.”

I opened the envelope and counted the cash. “Jesus there’s five hundred in here.”

Alice nodded. “So, this one…”

“Will probably make more. Crossplay sets always do” she said trying not to look upset.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “This is just a lot for me to handle right now.”

“It was just roleplaying. We don’t have to have sex. It’s just that you make a really attractive girl. Can we do this again?”

I still wasn’t entirely sure about what had just happened. Everything going so fast but with the cash in my hands, this felt like too big of an opportunity to pass up.

“Yeah same time next week,” I said and she beamed at me.

I turned to go before stopping to ask another question. “You’re not going to pay me with physical cash every time, right?”

“No, I’ll just wire it to you next time. I just thought physical cash would look more dramatic, had to go to the bank and everything. It was worth it to see the look on your face though.”

“Yeah alright,” I smiled.

“Oh before you go I wanted to give you something. If you wanna make more money then you need to get into better shape. I’ll send you some home workout videos and diet stuff. The more in shape you are the more money we’ll make.”

“Makes sense.”


Chapter Four

Back at home, I checked to see what Alice had sent me. There were a bunch of workout videos that you could do at home on the floor and a diet that mostly consisted of chicken breast and steamed vegetables.

After going through the diet plan, I went out to get groceries since there was nothing in the kitchen except alcohol and leftover takeout. When I got back Mark was sitting on the couch checking messages on his phone.

I walked in the door with multiple bags of food, my arms shaking from the weight. Maybe I shouldn’t have bought so much food in one go. Mark finally noticed and said, “what’s all that?”

“Food” I puffed, setting it down on the kitchen counter.

That finally got Mark’s attention. He used to be a member of his high school’s bodybuilder's club and while he had eased off in the college years, he was still incredibly muscular. His eyes surveyed what I’d bought and came to the obvious conclusion. “Trying to lose weight?”

“Yep. Alice says it will help with this whole cosplay thing.”

“If you think it will help you get with her…”

“Actually, we already kissed last night.”

“Kissed how? Like a kiss on the cheek from grandma?”

“No, it was more than that,” I said turning away to put stuff in the fridge and to hide my face turning red as I remembered last night. Not that I was going to give Mark details because I’d never hear the end of it.

“So, are you dating now?”

I took a moment to think. We’d never talked about it and I hadn’t spoken to her at all today. Maybe she wants to date? “I’m not sure. Right now, I’m just going to take things slow and see what happens. Especially after what happened six months ago.”

“When you last officially asked her out.” Mark nodded remembering.

“I cornered her at a party and forced her to say whether she was into me or not. God that was embarrassing. Never let me drink Tequila again.”

“Noted. What about the other thing? The modeling?”

“It’s going great. I’ve done two photoshoots and I’m already making $500 a month.”

“$500?! Hey you know if Alice is looking for any other models let her know.”

“Didn’t you say it was dumb or something?”

“It still is. But five hundred a week is still five hundred a week especially for what a couple of hours work?”

I shrugged “sometimes five or six.” I grabbed a beer out of the fridge. Mark stopped me and asked

“Do you realize how lucky you are? With your grades, $100 an hour jobs aren’t just going to fall into your lap.”

That gave me pause. He was right. If I played my cards right, I could be making five figures a month and have a relationship with Alice. I put the beer back in the fridge. It was time to take this seriously.

“You’re right. This is a huge opportunity. I need to take the diet seriously. Don’t let me drink alcohol.”

Mark grabbed a beer from the fridge. “Yeah, I think I can manage that,” he said walking away with the beer I was about to drink.

With the rest of the groceries put away, I went into my room to look at the workout. It involved lots of leg and core movements. There was also a message from Alice that said “Next shoot will be on Wednesday at two. Make sure you shave everything below the eyebrows for this one.”

Shave my whole body? That’s going to take forever. I thought back to Mark’s words and looked at the cash I’d already made. I’ll do whatever it takes.


Chapter Five

It was photoshoot day. Standing on Alice’s doorstep I knocked and waited. Before adjusting the sleeves on my jacket. I’d done as she’d asked by shaving my whole body. I’d chosen the jacket self consciously to hide my freshly shaven arms, even managed to get past Mark without him noticing. Though I couldn’t walk around the apartment in shirts and jackets forever.

Alice opened the door and let me in. “I’ve just got to go check on someone. Just go on up to the room” she said and walked off into another part of the house. I nodded and went up the stairs. As I rounded the corner in the hallway I nearly bumped into Meredith.

“What are you doing here?” She asked indignantly.

“Oh, Alice gave me a key,” I said as nonchalantly as possible.

Meredith’s eyes widened and she looked like she was about to choke on something. I slipped past her and went into Alice’s room to wait.

It might be a little annoying for Alice to explain that no she hadn’t been handing out spare keys but I didn’t like the way Meredith looked at me. Like a noble lady seeing a peasant for the first time.

While waiting I decided to snoop around a little. The studio was all set up in the corner. I checked the bathroom first but there was no costume hanging up this time. On the makeup table lay an assortment of makeup that I couldn’t name. Some of it she’d probably use for the shoot and some she’d used for herself just to wear every day. I couldn’t tell which was which.

There was a huge closet to my right with two chests of drawers to check but going through her underwear was a bit too creepy for me and besides, she could be back at any minute. Seeing as nothing’s been laid out, I guess she wants it to be a surprise. I should have expected as much. Alice always liked being dramatic.

I sat on the edge of her bed and waited. She returned five minutes later shaking her head. “What did you do to Meredith?”

“Told her that you’d given me a spare key as a joke.”

“Well, she was almost ready to tear her hair out. Luckily, I was able to calm her down. You shouldn’t mess with her she’s more sensitive than she looks.”

I sighed “fine. I just wish she would stop scowling at me or look at me like something she just scraped off her shoe.”

“Might be a tall order with her.”

“If you say so. By the way, what does she think we’re doing in here?”

“I told her you’re helping me with a project but she probably thinks we’re hooking up.”

Suddenly a thought came to me and my face turned red. Alice came to sit by me. “what is it?” she asked.

“Were we…um… loud last time?” I stuttered.

Alice stared at me for a second before recognition hit. Her eyes softened “Oh no Jay these walls are soundproof. Nobody heard anything.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. So, we’ve got a shoot today?”

“We do. Did you shave?”

I nodded. “Okay so looking at the stats for our website. The most popular shoot was the one where you were dressed as a girl. I was hoping to do something like that again but showing a bit more of you.”

“A bit more?”

Alice went over to her closet to grab some things. “Here,” she said handing them to me. I looked down at them and it was just a pair of panties and a miniskirt. “You can’t be serious.”

Alice moved close and gave me this look. “Just try it. For me.” She quietly and I had to suppress a tremor of arousal.

I went into the bathroom and took off all my clothes. The black lacy panties were first. I shivered as I slid them up my smooth legs and cupping my junk. My dick started to get hard. No, I have to focus on the shoot. The black mini skirt was next. It was tight around my waist and only just barely covered my ass. Feeling nervous I threw my shirt back on and went out.

Alice whistled “nice legs.”

“Thanks,” I said trying not to look bashful.

“I’ll do your face makeup first but then you have to lose the shirt.”

I nodded. I mean I did want her to see me without my clothes on anyway. This just wasn’t how I’d pictured it. I sat down and let Alice work her magic with makeup. Transforming me into a girl. I didn’t know if this was going to be another character cosplay like last time or what. I couldn’t remember the names of the characters anyway so I thought of last week's identity as Jessica.

“Okay shirt off,” she said.

Reluctantly I obeyed and took it off. Alice went and pulled out something. “Is that what I think it is?” I asked.

“Yep I got you your very own pair of boobies,” she said bouncing over with excitement. The pair of milky white double d boobs stared me in the face. There were attached to some straps that hooked over my shoulders. Alice gave them a shake and I watched the fake boobs jiggle.

“Wow, those look realistic.”

Alice came behind me and whispered in my ear. “They’ll look even better on you babe” and I had to suppress another shudder which she pretended not to notice.

“Arm’s out,” she said.

I did as she asked and she hooked the boobs up onto my chest. Once she secured them into place, she added makeup to hide the seams. Even up in close in the mirror, they looked incredibly realistic.

The bra came next. It was a frilly purple one that lifted my boobs up and gave me a ton of cleavage. The bra was snug but not tight. I was afraid of it breaking if I bent over. Alice noticed how tense I was. “The material will stretch a little. Go ahead practice moving around in it first. If you’re too tense you won’t be able to take good pictures. Oh, I almost forgot” she said grabbing the wig. It was the long blonde one I’d worn last week. Once it was fixed on my head the transformation felt complete. Jay had vanished completely. Looking in the mirror I could see only Jessica staring back at me.

I did as Alice suggested walking around her room. Each footstep made my large boobs jiggle slightly. I bent over at the waist to make sure nothing would break.

“Now you’re just being a tease,” said Alice.

“What?”

“Forget it. Do you feel ready Jessica?”

I nodded and got in front of the camera. A pair of spike heels were waiting for me which I slipped on and started making my standard poses.

We got halfway through the set before Alice started making some suggestions. She wanted sexier poses like bending over so the camera could take pictures of my hanging boobs and then some upskirt shots of me in panties. For those, I had to double-check that nothing was poking out of my underwear.

When she was finished, she set the camera down. “I think this is going to be our best one yet, Jess”

I couldn’t help but smile. While I’d been nervous at the start, I’d slowly gotten into it and had fun.

I went to go to the bathroom but Alice stopped me again. Did she want sex? She clearly liked me dressing up. “Can’t Jessica just hang around a little bit longer?” she asked.

“Uh okay.”

I sat on her bed playing with my phone while she deconstructed the set and turned the lights off. She then took her camera to her computer and uploaded all the files. Curious, I went over to take a look. There were thousands of images. “It must take a while to go through them all,” I said.

“It does but it’s worth it.”

I glanced at the clock it was past six. I was supposed to go out with Mark and his friends at seven. Before I could say anything Alice suddenly remembered something. “Hey, we never celebrated that first time like we said we would. Remember? I said we’d get drinks when I got an A from my professor. Let’s do it tonight.”

“Okay just give me ten minutes…”

“No come on I want to go out with Jessica. Please” she asked giving me puppy eyes.

“I don’t know…that’s.”

“I’ve got some regular clothes you can wear. Besides I’m amazing with makeup remember. Look in the mirror and tell me who would recognize you?”

I did as she asked and could only see Jessica staring back at me. I don’t even think Mark would know it was me dressed like this. She looked so eager. I didn’t want to disappoint her.

“Okay,” I sighed.

“Yes!” she jumped for joy.

“But two conditions. The first is that you do all the talking.”

She nodded, “sure makes sense. And the second?”

“We go somewhere that neither of our friend groups would go.”

“Done,” she said holding out her hand. I shook it and she looked down.

“We should do your nails before we leave. Wouldn’t Jessica want to have pretty nails?”

I glanced down at my hands. It occurred to me that they could look nicer. Giving the okay, Alice once again got to work. She smoothed out the edges with a nail file and started pulling out the nail polish.

“What color do you want your nails sweetie?”

I looked down at the colors. “Pink,” I said softly hoping she wouldn’t make fun of me for it.

Alice just got out the pink nail polish and started painting. Once my nails were done, she went and found me a pair of skinny jeans she swore would fit me and a dark top. I went to the bathroom and took off the miniskirt and swapped it for the jeans. Buttoning the jeans was tough as they were skin tight. When I finally got them on, I turned in the bathroom mirror. They looked like they were painted on by the way they hugged my legs and butt. I slipped the top on next, careful not to mess with blonde hair. The top left my arms bare and my boobs pushed it out so that anyone who looked would see my cleavage. I should have been nervous. But inside I was buzzing with excitement.

I stepped out of the bathroom. Alice gave me a thumbs up. “Looking beautiful as always,” she said and I blushed at the compliment.

Alice gave me a pair of black boots to wear and had me walk around the room in them for practice while she finished up and got ready herself. Once she saw me walk from one end of the room to the other without wobbling, she said we were good to go.

She grabbed her purse. “Don’t worry. Everything’s on me tonight babe.”

“Before I can’t say anything else. I’d like to say you also look beautiful.”

She smiled. “Thank you. I’m glad we’re doing this.”

Alice peeked through her door first and held up her hand to wait. A few seconds passed and then she waved. We went out into the empty hallway and made our way to the stairs. Once we got there, I stopped dead in my tracks. Meredith was in the foyer talking to another girl. Alice grabbed my hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze and a look that said everything will be fine. I gave her a small nod and we made our way downstairs.

Meredith turned when we reached the bottom. “Oh Alice, is that friend of yours gone yet?”

She said friend like a dirty word. “Yeah he left a little while ago,” she said.

Meredith looked relieved although she had the decency to try to hide it from Alice. She turned to me “and who’s this?”

Alice answered for me. “Jessica. She’s a friend from out of town”

I smiled and nodded at Meredith.

“Oh my god is she deaf? Wait no forget I asked that was rude.”

“No, she just has a throat infection. The doctor said not to talk for a while.”

“That sucks. I think I’d die if I wasn’t able to talk.”

I had to mentally bite back a retort at that one.

“Well, we’re off. I haven’t seen Jessica in a while so we’re going out for a bit.”

“Oh um. I’m not busy. Are you up for company?”

Shocked I had to look away and cough gently to hide my face from her. Alice covered for me. “Actually, it’s just going to be to the two of us. A reunion you could say. We’re just going to catch up on old times. But maybe next time you could come” she said ushering me towards the door.

I stopped listening to what they were saying as all my focus was spent on trying to look normal while walking in these boots. I made it to the door and got outside. It was dark now and a cool breeze blew through. Alice followed me out a moment later.

“You’re overthinking it,” she said.

“What?” I asked quietly.

“Walking in the boots. You’re too paranoid. The heels you wore upstairs were harder to walk in and you were fine in them during the photo shoot. You just need to relax.”

A couple of guys walked past staring at us as they did.

“Easy for you to say.”

“Their staring at our boobs and asses, Jess. They think we’re hot. What do you think?”

“I… think we’re hot too.”

“Good girl. Now let’s go get drunk.”

We grabbed an Uber and the car dropped us off outside a club I’d never seen before. We went inside. Something felt off. I looked around and suddenly it hit me. Everyone in the bar was a woman. That’s when it dawned on me. Alice had taken me to a lesbian bar. I must have looked shocked because she laughed and said “well no one we know will find us here.”

I leaned close to her and whispered “what if I get hit on?”

“You can flirt or dance with them but you’re coming home with me.”

I wanted to say that wasn’t what I meant but she moved towards the bar and ordered drinks. I joined her and took a sip. “Don’t worry you can use your voice here. The girls are very accepting.”

I nodded, that was good to know. I took another sip of my drink when another woman came up to the bar. “You found someone new already I see,” she said.

“Britney this is Jessica. Jessica Britney” said Alice in a resigned tone.

“Oh, Jessica you don’t know what your in for. This bitch is crazy. Luckily I managed to get away and now I’ve moved on.”

“Clearly” Alice snorted.

Britney grabbed a drink and wait back to her table in the corner where a bunch of girls were gossiping.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“My ex-girlfriend Britney”

I nearly choked on my drink.

“Britney always had to be the center of attention and tore anyone else down when they tried to be, including me. That’s why I broke up with her. It was a really toxic relationship.”

“You’re ex-girlfriend? So that means…”

“I’m bisexual but I prefer women.”

“So, when I was dressed up as Jessica?”

She nodded.

The thought made me reconsider when she turned me down six months ago. She wasn’t rejecting me; she was just rejecting Jay. I finished my drink and grabbed her hand. “Come on,” I said excitedly.

“What are we doing?”

“Having fun” I said taking her to the dance floor.

Alice and I danced for what felt like hours. Our bodies grinding up against one another. At some point, Britney and her friends had left though neither of us noticed when she did.

When a slow song came on, Alice put her arms around my neck and we just sort of slowly swayed together with the music. “I’m so glad you came out.”

“Me too,” I said.

That was when I made my move and I kissed her. Our warm tongues met, massaging each other while our hands went elsewhere. I grabbed her perky toned ass and gave it a squeeze while she pulled me closer to her body.

A few more drinks come by. Another blur of dancing and suddenly we’re back on Alice’s front porch. I look around swaying slightly from being drunk. I don’t even remember getting in a car. Alice is giggling and telling me to shush at the same time while struggling to get her key in the door. What felt like seconds but was actually minutes pass by before she manages to thread the needle of unlocking her door.

Inside the house is dark and quiet. Without turning any of the lights on, we creep quietly up to her room. Once inside Alice shoves me onto the bed and starts kissing me while her hands move under my top and squeezing my boobs. I let out a moan.

“Yeah, you like that baby?”

I nodded and moaned again.

“You like being a girl. You want to get fucked like one?”

The arousal building. My cock is rock hard in my panties, straining against my jeans. “Yes,” I said in between kisses.

“Take off your jeans and wait here,” she said and went to the bathroom while I scrambled to take off my boots and jeans.

Alice came out naked except for the strap on she wore. The strap looked to be around 9 inches long and matched her skin tone. My heart stopped; I wasn’t sure if I wanted this. But I didn’t say no when she approached me. She made me get on my hands and knee’s facing the mirror. She wanted me to watch myself getting fucked. My cock already starting to leak as she came behind me. The strap on was already lubed up.

Gently it touched my hole, Alice then grabbed my hips and slowly pushed. I gasped as I felt it enter me. Gently she pushed further easing her way inside. My cock twitched as I felt it hit my g spot.

Once I got used to it. She began slowly thrusting in and out. My cock was throbbing so hard I reached for it but Alice said “no don’t touch.” I put my hands back on bed grabbing fistfuls of the sheets as she fucked me.

“Look up baby. Look at yourself in the mirror. This is who you are” she said.

I looked up and saw our reflections in the mirror. The arousal on her face framed by her long red hair that reached her supple breasts and how they bounced with every thrust. She slapped my ass then and I gave a yelp and then a moan before shifting the focus to me. The busty blonde girl that I had become. Jessica.

My long blonde locks hung around my face and cherry red lips. My boobs jiggled in their bra as Alice pounded me while my cock rubbed up against my lacey black panties. A pleasurable form of pressure began to build in my ass and groin. As Alice fucked me the pressure increased. A mini-wave of euphoria hit me and my eyes rolled back.

Alice slapped my ass again and my eyes snapped open. “Don’t stop watching” she commanded.

Another wave of pleasure hit me. My whole body started quivering. More and more pleasure was bombarding me. I felt myself cum over and over again. Somehow never running out. I thought it would never stop but when it finally did, I collapsed on the bed, breathing heavily.

Alice pulled out and laid behind me with her arms around me. I was the little spoon and she was the big one. I felt safe and comfortable in her arms. She pulled me close and whispered, “how was it princess?”

“Amazing,” I said and it was true. I’d never felt anything like it before. Usually, whenever I had sex or masturbated it was over in one shot. What we did was more like twenty. I knew then that I wanted more. That I’d dress up in whatever she wanted and probably go out again as Jessica.

After laying there for a while, we took turns in the bathroom cleaning ourselves up. When it was my turn, I found my boy clothes folded in a neat pile with a pair of fresh panties laying on top. Was this Alice’s way of tempting me? Or instead of pressuring me, she wanted me to make the choice for myself. My boxer briefs were there as well.

Once I was cleaned up, I decided to wear the panties under my boy clothes. It would remind me of when I was Jessica and they felt nice against my skin. When I left the bathroom, Alice was there with two huge bags.

“What’s in these?” I asked.

“Supplies. Some makeup, your wig, some clothes, underwear, and a few supplements.”

“Wait I don’t know how to use makeup and stuff. That’s your area.”

“You could learn if you wanted to. I emailed you some video tutorials for the makeup. For the clothes, you can wear whatever you want or don’t. It’s up to you now on who you want to be.”

She directed me again to the mirror. I followed her finger and looked at myself as a guy. “Do you want to be Jay or Jessica or some combination of both. Try stuff out and see what you like.”

“But what if someone see’s?”

Alice frowned and put her hand on my face. “Honey, do you really want to live in fear of what other people might say? If they don’t support you then their opinions don’t matter.”

I nodded. She was right. I couldn’t live my life on over people’s terms. I had to be myself. I took the bags from here.

“Wait what are the supplements?” I asked.

She smiled “just something to help your figure. Take twice a day and along with the diet and workout regimen you’ll be looking better than ever.”

I nodded and took the stuff. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do but I wanted all the options anyway.

“You should go before the sun comes up. You don’t want Meredith catching you sneaking out.”

“Good point,” I said and crept out into the hallway, down the stairs and out of the house. I’m going to have to do the same thing in reverse to avoid waking Mark I realized.

I imagined Alice in her room tidying up and going into the bathroom. In my head, she sees the left behind pair of boxer briefs and smiles.


Chapter Six

Two months had passed since that night. I was waiting in my room until I heard Mark leave for the day. Once he’s gone, I took my morning supplement and got ready for my workout. I pull out a pair of yoga pants from my Jessica drawer that Alice had given me. They clung nicely to my shapely legs but I had trouble pulling them up over my butt. A month ago, I had managed to lose all my excess weight. My tummy was tight and my legs were toned. Alice would beg me to go out jogging with her around campus as Jessica. She said that she wanted all the boys to stare at me.

Speaking of boys, Mark has been acting weird around me lately. Maybe it’s because I’ve been growing my hair out or sometimes, I leave a photo shoot with my nails painted and I forget to take it off. Last week Alice took me to a salon to have it cut and dyed properly. So now I have blonde hair although I wish it was longer.

Anyway, back to my yoga pants problem. I had been losing weight past tense. Alice had switched my diet and told me to take more supplements. So, for the last month, I’ve gained a little bit of weight which almost all of it has ended up in my butt. It was rounder and stood out more and jiggled as I struggled with the yoga pants. Even in my boy jeans, there was no way to hide how girly my ass now looked. My chest had gotten softer as well. I wouldn’t say I had boobs but there was a softness there and my nipples were puffier and more sensitive to touch.

It was futile. I had outgrown these pants just like Alice had predicted. Fortunately, we had gone shopping not too long ago and I had grabbed the next size up for some of my girl clothes. My new yoga pants slide smoothly over my butt. I gave it a little wiggle in the mirror. Sometimes when I was out and I randomly caught my reflection and I would feel this rush of excitement with one thought going through my mind. This is me.

I threw on a tiny sports bra to complete my workout look before tying my hair back. In the living room, I set up my new favorite workout on the tv. A fitness model would then demonstrate all the moves and I would follow alongside her. It was called the booty and hourglass builder. Slowly over many sweat-filled hours, I had grown my flat Jay ass into a round girly one that guys would drool over. I clicked begin on the program and started doing lunges in time with the woman on the tv.

I was halfway through my workout when Mark came through the door. My back was turned and I was doing bodyweight squats. I looked over my shoulder to see him staring at me. Don’t freak out I thought. You couldn’t hide this from him forever. Remember what Alice said. This is who you are. I returned his gaze with a level stare waiting for him to say something. His eyes drifted down, noting parts of my body until his eyes rested on my ass.

“It’s rude to stare” I pointed out.

His eyes flicked up to mine and his face turned red. He muttered something I couldn’t make out and stalked over to his room. Internally I whooped. Two things had just happened. I stood up for myself as Jessica in front of him. The other was that Mark had gone to his room to hide the erection he had from seeing me in yoga pants. My body turned him on. I had an idea which gave me an electric thrill.

Feeling naughty, I finished my workout and went into my bedroom. I took a shower, applied some perfume, and makeup. Then I got dressed. A pair of panties, some booty shorts, and a tank top later I was almost ready. Something was missing. As I stared at myself it suddenly hit me. I grabbed a couple of hair ties and put my hair into pigtails.

Once ready I minced over to Mark's door and knocked. The door opened. “What?” Mark growled before he saw me. He stared open-mouthed.

In my best girl's voice, I asked “Um there’s a heavy box on the top shelf. Can you help me get it?”

He simply nodded and walked silently over to the kitchen. I followed behind. As he lifted the box, I said “gosh you’re so strong.” He avoided eye contact as he set the box down on the counter and turned to go. “Hang on I might need you for something else,” I said before bending over at the waist to pull something from the bottom cabinets.

Mark was practically salivating when I got back up. “Thanks. The girls over at Zeta house are having a bake sale and Alice asked if I could help by baking some cookies.”

“You thinking of joining the house?” He asked.

“Me? There’s no way they’d take me besides I like living here especially when I’ve got a big strong man to help me out” I grabbed one of his biceps to illustrate. A sensation of heat was starting to build between us. I knew Mark could feel it too.

“What about you and Alice… are you… you know…?”

“Dating? Yep, but we’re not exclusive plus she’s always encouraging me to broaden my horizons. She’d love to hear about me getting with another girl. Or guy.” I said with a twinkle in my eye.

Suddenly Mark grabbed me and lifted me up onto the counter so we were face to face. My legs wrapped around his waist and we stared into each other's eyes. I held my breath, waiting frozen in a moment for him to make the next move. The moment broke and time resumed as he kissed me.

It wasn’t like kissing a girl. With soft tender lips. This was something different. His lips and hands felt rougher but there was something else. A fire. A strength behind him. I melted into his strong frame. His big thick cock could be felt through his jeans, rubbing up against me. I ached to feel him inside me. My hands found their way to his pants. I unbuckled them and took out his huge throbbing member. It felt so big in my dainty hands. My mouth watered as I stared down at it. Mark understood and lowered me to the ground. I got on my knees and ran my tongue along the tip, tasting him. Mark moaned as I wrapped my lips around it and started sucking. My head bobbed up and down, taking him all of him down my throat. I sucked some more, getting him good and ready for the main event. I felt like such a slut but also proud of the fact that I could take all of him in my mouth. After another minute of sucking, I stopped.

“Why did you stop?” He asked.

“Because I want you to finish inside me,” I said turning around and getting on my hands and knees.

Mark stood there in shock. “C’mon I know you're staring at my ass. Don’t you want to fuck me?” I pouted.

That was all the encouragement he needed to rip my shorts and panties off. His cock pressed against my hole and he pushed. He was bigger than Alice’s strap on. Almost too big. I gasped as I felt my hole stretch to accept him. Felt it fill me completely.

“You’re so tight” he groaned.

His hands squeezed my ass in appreciation before he grabbed my pigtails. He held onto my hair as he pounded me. I arched my back and wiggled my hips, daring him to go deeper. He pulled my hair back, causing my head to tilt up. Mark upped the intensity, pounding me harder and faster. I could feel my little hard cock bounce with each thrust. My small growing boobies would jiggle as he fucked me. I grabbed them and squeezed them as the man twice my size treated me like the slut that I was.

“I’m so close” I screamed.

He grunted and I felt his cock explode inside me. I let out a cry as his warm seed filled me and my own little dick erupted as I came.

“That was amazing” he breathed.

“Yeah. Plastic is fun but it’s not better than the real thing.”

“What?”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said as we untangled ourselves. “I’m gonna go take another shower.”

Mark stood in the kitchen suddenly uncertain of himself. “Can we do this again sometime?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said.

I went to go message Alice what had just happened with Mark. Her reply came a minute later. “Congrats honey. Come over to the house. I want to hear everything.”

I agreed and then looked in my Jessica drawer for a cute outfit that would make the guys in the quad stare at me. The drawer was overstuffed with clothes. It looks like I’m going to have to throw away some Jay clothes in order to make room. Oh well, no big loss.

The End


Stripped Bare


Prologue

It was an uncanny feeling to stare at my own reflection and not recognize it. Running my hands over my smooth-shaven body gave me goosebumps. It’s still so hard to believe how hot I can look with makeup. How well I can pass as a girl with a few simple changes. My heart still flutters whenever I put on panties and as I readjust my wig, I check my lipstick. Looking at my round glossy lips makes me wonder what I’ll look like with my date’s manhood wrapped around them.

The doorbell rings. “Just a minute” I call out in my new high feminine voice. I finish getting ready, slipping on my tight black dress and heels that make my ass look even rounder. I sashay over to the door, buzzing with excitement. There standing on my doorstep was a gorgeous muscular man who looked at me with lust. He couldn’t wait to rip off my clothes and take me. I couldn’t wait to let him.

“You finally ready Lexi?” He asked.

“Ready” I replied.

It didn’t use to be like this. Not so long ago I was just a guy named Alex who was down on his luck. When things started to get really bad and with no job or savings, I began running out of food. At my lowest, a lifeline appeared on TV. It was an ad for free food at the local women’s shelter, no questions asked. I thought ‘what the hell? Things can’t get worse.’ So, I dressed up as a woman in order to get some food. Anyone else would have done the same in my position. Little did I know the ensuing discoveries and adventures that would eventually lead me to find my true identity as a girl.

Four weeks earlier


Chapter One

It’s the middle of the day. I’m sitting in my bedroom with the curtains closed. Lately, I prefer to sit in the dark. Maybe it just matches my mood. The only light source is the dull glow of a laptop screen in front of me. Online, I bounce between optimistically searching job boards for something that will finally bail me out of unemployment to soul-crushing despair that I drown out with Youtube videos. Right now, I was in a despair phase watching a video on how some sharks can live for hundreds of years. I wonder what I would do with all that time? I’m only twenty-four but I feel like I should have some idea by now of where I want to go or who I want to be in life. Instead, I’m here, fired from my last job for being late one too many times and desperately trying not to panic about my dwindling savings. To make matters worse I don’t even have anyone to confide in except maybe my roommate Sarah. She’s the closest thing I have to a friend. A couple of years ago I moved far away from home, to a new city, for a fresh start. Things didn’t go according to plan. Then I fell into a rut and here we are.

An email alert pops up on my screen. The shark video will have to wait. I’ve been waiting to hear back about this entry-level office job. I fit the qualifications perfectly and I spent hours writing and editing my cover letter to them. I open the email. The first words read ‘we regret to inform you’ and I stop reading. It’s always the same copy-paste corporate bullshit when they send rejections. They never tell you why they didn’t pick you but instead remain vague and leave you guessing.

Is this how it’s going to be from now on? Just constant rejection with things getting worse by the day? Shark videos aren’t going to cut it. I open a porn site and start browsing.

Before I could even find a decent video there’s a knock on my door. It’s gotta be Sarah. “Come in,” I said, closing the laptop.

“Alex?” Sarah peered into the darkness of my room, frowning. “Are you still asleep?”

“No, I was just on the computer.”

“Well, you should really get more sunlight. You’re too pale and it might make you feel better” she said as she threw the door wide open and bounced into the room. Sarah is a five-foot-eight blonde knockout who works as a yoga instructor and cosplays on the weekend. I know. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven when we first met. Although my dream was quickly shattered when she made it clear she doesn’t date her roommates. Said things had ended badly before and refused to deal with drama like that again. I reluctantly agreed with her that dating roommates was a bad idea and so she became my roommate and only friend.

“Can you come out of your cave? I need to talk to you about something.”

“Sure.”

With a sigh, I get up and follow her into the living room. Since I’d been fired, Sarah had graciously offered to help pay my side of the bills until I could find a new job. Well, more accurately her wealthy parents were paying. It wouldn’t last forever. Eventually she’d sit me down and explain that I need to move out or start paying again. I’ve been dreading this conversation for weeks, hoping that I’d get a job before it even got this far.

The apartment was two large bedrooms, a bathroom, and a spacious living room slash kitchen. Far grander than what average yoga instructor and unemployed barista could afford.

Sarah sat down on the edge of the couch and frowned. I joined on the seat next to her and swallowed my fear. “Hey what’s wrong?” I asked. She takes a moment to compose herself and says “it’s my grandma. She’s sick.”

Selfishly, I’m relieved but I keep my face neutral and say “I’m sorry. What does she have?”

“The doctors aren’t sure. But I’m flying back to Texas tonight to help take care of her. My parents are going to help cover the rent while I’m gone.”

“How long do you think you’ll be gone?”

“It could be a few weeks or it could be longer. Look, that’s not important. The reason I called you in here is that I wanted to know if you’re going to be okay without me.”

“Me? I’ll be fine.”

“It’s just that I’ve had to help you out recently with food and everything. Are you going to be able to cover yourself while I’m gone?”

I can see the concern in her eyes but I also know how important family is to her. I can’t give her any reason to worry. She’s already done so much for me. With a fake smile plastered on my face, I lie to her. “Of course. I’ve got a few promising job leads and I can cut back until one of them pans out.”

“Great. Then I guess I should start packing. I can leave tonight.”

“Don’t worry. Take as much time as you need down there” I said before heading back to my room. The truth was that things had been bad for a while. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do for money if somewhere doesn’t hire me soon. Sarah was right to be worried. I’d been relying on her way too much for money recently.

With a newfound fear, I hit the job sites again, lowering my standards from minimal to nonexistent. One job popped up on a construction site. Didn’t my neighbor Marcus work for one of those? I thought about his giant biceps and then held out one of my skinny arms. Looking at my small soft hands I’m not sure if manual labor is for me but I can’t afford to be picky. My stomach rumbled in agreement as I sent the application.

I should go check on the food situation in the kitchen while Sarah is busy packing. There’s probably no need to worry about her taking anything today. She’d most likely grab food at the airport. I opened the fridge and started checking expiration dates on things. Almost everything was fresh fruit and vegetables. Sarah was a bit of a health nut and with her paying the food bills lately, I didn’t get much of say in what we ate. A lot of the fresh stuff had short expiration dates. Disappointing. By my estimations, this stuff will only last me a week and a half. By then I’d have to start emptying my savings or looking for stuff I could sell.

A few hours later, Sarah was all packed. I gave her a hug on our doorstep and we said our goodbyes. Just as she was leaving, our neighbor Marcus opened his door. “Oh, hey Sarah. You going on a trip?” He asked. Sarah smiled and looked away for a second. She’d had a crush on Marcus for a while but a neighbor was almost akin to a roommate so she never acted on it. It wasn’t hard to understand why she had a crush on him. Marcus towered over both of us at six foot five. He wore jeans and a tight white t-shirt that showed off his tan bulging muscles. After a moment, Sarah recovered and said: “Just going back to stay with family for a while.”

“You want help with the bags?” He asked gesturing at the luggage.

At that precise moment, Sarah looked back and caught me struggling to lift one of her bags. “That would be great,” she said.

He put his giant paw of a hand over mine. “Don’t worry I’ve got it” he said.

Damn. I was starting to see what Sarah saw in him. Marcus seemed to naturally emanate this raw animal magnetism. I don’t know exactly how to describe it. Just that the way he said it and took the bag made me feel funny. The bag that I was having trouble with, he picked up with ease. He’s so much bigger than me I thought to myself.

“Thanks, there’s a taxi waiting for me downstairs,” she said.

Sarah and Marcus walked down together, while I followed behind feeling confused and slightly emasculated. Once downstairs, Marcus and I waved Sarah off. Damn, my hands look so dainty compared to his. Once Sarah was gone I turned to him and said “thanks for the help.”

“Sure anytime” he replied before we went our separate ways.

Back in the apartment, I decided to be productive. Almost all of my clothes were dirty. So doing the laundry felt like a good starting place. I placed them in the washing machine and turned it on. The machine started whining and then went silent. I turned it off and on again. The same thing happened. Oh no. No, this can’t be happening. I check the machine over and wait a few minutes before trying again but it won’t turn on. In the span of a couple of hours, I’ve managed to get rejected for a minimum wage job a trained monkey could do, lose my only friend, and a reliable source of food. Now to top it all off I’ve lost access to clean clothes.

Fuck today. I’m done trying for now. I stomped back into the kitchen to crack open the bottle of wine Sarah kept in the cupboard. With sufficient alcohol in hand, I threw myself onto the couch and took a swig straight from the bottle. I flipped through channels until I found something that made me forget my problems.


Chapter Two

The next day I roll over to check my messages. There’s a new one from Sarah. “I got here safe. It should be an interesting couple of weeks. Oh, and don’t touch my stuff. :)” I smiled but couldn’t help glance at the empty wine bottle next to the bed. It’s fine. Once I get a job it’ll be easy to replace.

I get up and reach into my underwear draw, only to find it empty. Damn. Forgot about the washing machine. How long could I wear the same clothes or the same underwear? Maybe I could wash my clothes in the sink by hand? I looked up some videos online giving tutorials on doing just that. Ten minutes hadn’t even gone by but I was already certain it looked like more trouble than it was worth.

Suddenly a bolt of inspiration hits me. Drew, Sarah’s ex-boyfriend. Things were getting serious with them until a month ago when they broke up. He used to stay over all the time and leave his clothes here. Sarah might not have gotten around to throwing them out.

I peeked inside her room. Usually, we were both good at respecting each other’s space but these were desperate times. Her room was mostly comprised of pink and white with a large king-size bed in the center. I crept inside. To my right was her vanity mirror, stool, and makeup that she’d left on the table. On the left were her drawers and closet. I checked her drawers first. The top one consisted of sensible underwear and socks. The stuff she’d wear on a regular day. That drawer mostly empty with only a few pieces of each left. She’d probably taken the rest with her back home. Next drawer down had workout stuff like leggings and sports bras. I quickly moved on while trying not to disturb anything. No image came to mind that would be more mortifying than her coming back to find I’d gone through her underwear. I opened the next drawer to find sexy lingerie. Gone were the sensible black and whites. In this drawer was filled with thongs, lace panties, and frilly bras. It was an explosion of pinks, purples, reds and so forth that must be what she used to wear for Drew on date nights. I picked up a pair of lacy pink panties. A waft of her sweet perfume hit me and I felt my cock twitch.

No, just don’t even go there Alex. I put them away and opened the final drawer. This has to be where Drew kept his spare clothes. But the drawer had no clothes at all. Instead, it was several wigs and sex toys. Multiple vibrators, dildos, and butt plugs.

I had no idea Sarah was into this stuff but then maybe it's not the sort of thing you tell your roommate. Going over to her closet I take a deep breath. It’s unlikely she’d leave clothes of Drew’s just hanging next to her clothes but I’ve made it this far. I might as well check the whole room before I resign myself to scrubbing clothes in a sink.

Inside the closet, there were the standard clothes she wore at work and around the house, blouses, sweatpants. There were date night dresses and all her winter clothes that she wouldn’t need back home. I guess her room was a bust then. The mirror across the room caught my eye. Damn, I’ve gotten skinny. I wonder if Sarah’s shirts would fit me? Nah, that’s crazy. I’m not going to wear women’s clothes. I’ll figure something out.

I went back to the living room and flip on the tv. Sitting on the couch in my underwear, I finally get desperate enough to pray. “Please God, I don’t need a lot I just need something. A job? Or even just an idea? Please give me something. I’m not sure how much more of this I can take.”

Suddenly an ad pops up. Usually, I’d ignore it and pull out my phone but something about it caught my eye. It started with a shot of a food bank that’s just a couple of blocks away from the apartment. I walk past it all the time. A woman appeared on the tv in front of the foodbank talking about the disadvantages that women in poverty face. She says that she wants to give back and so that’s why she’s giving away food crates to women on Saturdays. Any woman could turn up no questions asked and be handed a week’s worth of food.

The image of me wearing Sarah’s clothes and wig flashed in my mind. Is this the idea I prayed for? I shook my head, there’s no way I’d be able to pull it off. My stomach rumbled in disagreement. There was so little in the kitchen that I had to ignore it. The woman in the ad was still talking. “I know how hard it can be but we don’t judge here. Remember it’s no questions asked.”

So, I wouldn’t have to talk like a girl, just look like one. I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. I mean I was already half considering wearing some of her stuff around the apartment. But then I thought about going outside as a woman and men holding doors open for me. My heart skipped a beat. The idea excited me and besides, if I don’t look convincing then I don’t have to leave the apartment and no one will ever know I tried to crossdress as a woman. It can just be an experiment.

I went into the bathroom and shaved my face. Once it was smooth, I went to go get the wig. Sarah must have used it to turn into a dark brunette. I went back to the mirror in the bathroom, closed my eyes, and put the wig on. Being able to get this food would be a huge win for me. I really hope I can pull this off. I need to look like a girl. The thought made me feel warm and fuzzy. It just goes to show how much I could do with something going right for once. Okay, here we go.

I open my eyes. The effect was startling. It had been a long time since I’d completely shaved. With the wig and a smooth face, I actually looked pretty androgynous. The change was impressive but I wasn’t satisfied. What if I still looked too much like a man and someone challenges me? Or somebody recognizes me? No, Alex has to completely disappear. There can be no doubt that I look like a woman.

With that, I went back to researching online. I googled ‘how to turn a man into a woman’ which led me to some video tutorials from crossdressers putting on their makeup. I dove headfirst into the videos comparing what they were using to what Sarah had left behind.

Over the next few days, I studied their makeup routines and began practicing with Sarah’s makeup in front of her vanity mirror. Learning how to apply foundation, eyeliner, and lipstick. I especially liked applying lipstick. It really makes my lips pop.

Finally, Saturday rolls around. I’m nervous but also weirdly excited. I’d spent a couple of hours last night picking out what I was going to wear. Then this morning I decided to fully commit by shaving my whole body.

Back in Sarah’s room, the entire outfit was laid out on the bed waiting for me. Starting with a black pair of panties, I got goosebumps as I felt the soft material slide up my smooth legs. I caught my reflection in the mirror and was surprised at how much rounder the panties made my butt look. My cock stirred at the sight. Was this turning me on? No, the clothes are probably just reminding me of Sarah. Next were the jeans. Luckily, Sarah and I are the same height and with my recent weight loss, they fit like a dream although a little snug. I had to tuck my junk back to make sure nothing was outwardly visible. Once everything down below was secure, I grabbed a padded black bra and breast forms Sarah slid into some of her other bras to turn her A cups into C’s. Following the instructions of a famous crossdresser online, I used my real pecs, some tape and the padded bra to make it look like I had breasts. With the bra firmly in place, I slid on one of Sarah's black tops to complete the costume.

Now it was time for the makeup. I skipped over to the vanity mirror. I’d been practicing nonstop for the past couple of days and I was excited to see what I could do. As I got to work, the androgynous boy with boobies in the mirror slowly transformed into a woman. Once the makeup was finished I slid the wig on. Feeling those dark curls fall around my neck and shoulders felt like the last stroke in a masterpiece. My reflection left me in awe. Alex, the drab boring guy had vanished. Sitting in front of the mirror was not just a girl but a hot one. I had turned myself into my own dream girl. “Hmm, I should give you a name,” I said in a feminine voice. Naturally, I had followed the crossdresser's instructions of practicing their girly voices too. I mean I couldn’t leave anything to chance. “What do you want to be called?” Suddenly it became clear to me. “Call me Lexi,” I said and puckered my lips. My cock was rock hard. God, I was horny but I couldn’t indulge yet. I still desperately needed food.

I grabbed a pair of Sarah’s boots and one of her coats. The coat made me feel conflicted. Part of me felt safer hiding in it but another part of me wanted to be seen. To have men and women stare at my hot body and want to fuck me. Wait, men and women? I’m not gay. Clearly, my imagination is getting a little carried away with the fantasy. Let’s just focus on getting what I need.

I threw the coat and peeked outside my door. The hallway outside the apartment was clear. I shut the door quietly behind me. My heart was racing. Maybe this is too much too soon? It was only two blocks I reminded myself. My chest tightened but I forced myself to keep walking. Out on the street, I realized that I was swaying my hips slightly to give myself a more feminine walk. I didn’t plan for it. It was just a natural rhythm I unconsciously fell into. This is how Lexi walks I thought to myself.

It was also impossible not to notice some of the men who looked my way. How their eyes would linger on me. As Alex, I had been a fairly average looking guy but Lexi? I think she’d be the focus of attention wherever she went. Still, I avoided eye contact and kept my head down. Just a few minutes in the food kitchen. I’ll be in and out.

I was relieved when I finally got to the place. East street foodbank. Some foundation bought the place and had remodeled it. Everything was shiny and new. No people lining up outside though. Maybe I’m too late. I went inside to the front desk. A man who looked to be in his early twenties was behind it moving a stack of crates. He wore a white v-neck shirt that did nothing to hide the muscles underneath it. When he was done with the crates he turned to me and smiled which stopped me dead in my tracks. He was one of the most beautiful men I’d ever seen with brown hair and piercing green eyes.

“Here for a food crate miss?” He prompted. I nodded not trusting myself to speak. “Alright, here you go.” He slid one of the crates over to me. I tried to pick it up but realized it was heavier than it looked. “Do you need a hand?”

Embarrassingly I did. “Yes please,” I replied in my feminine voice.

“I saw you walk in. Do you live nearby?”

“A couple of blocks away actually.”

“Great I’ll carry it for you for then.” He said and turned to the back door and shouted: “Hey Steve I’ll be back in a bit.”

“Alright don’t take too long” a voice yelled back.

The man smiled again. “My manager,” he said gesturing at the back door.

“Oh, it’s not too much trouble is it?”

“Nah I was due for a break anyway. I’ve been standing behind that desk for too long anyway. I could use the walk. I’m Nate by the way.”

“I’m Lexi.”

Nate picked up the crate under one arm and held the front door open with the other. “After you,” he said. My face turned crimson as I murmured a thank you. I had never had someone be so kind and helpful to me before. Especially someone who looked as hot as Nate. At five foot seven my head came up to his shoulders.

No one would have ever helped me like this as a guy. I guess there are perks to being a girl, like having a gorgeous guy carry things for you.

As we walked back, I let him do most of the talking. I didn’t have a lot going on in my life as Alex and Lexi had only existed for an hour. Mostly I was just happy just to listen. Nate explained that he goes to a college nearby studying business and volunteers at the food bank on the weekends.

When we got to my building, he insisted on carrying it all the way up. I prayed the hallway was empty. I’d have no idea what to say if one of the neighbors like Marcus caught me. Luckily it was.

I let him into the apartment and he carried the crate over to my kitchen. “This is so helpful. Really, I can’t thank you for enough for this” I said.

He flashed another smile that made me blush and said: “ah I’m sure a beautiful girl like you gets help wherever she goes.” He started to leave.

“Do you want to stay… for a drink?”

“Sure, I wouldn’t say no to a coffee.”

I stretched on my tiptoes to reach the top cabinet where the mugs are kept. “Here let me help,” he said. His strong hands wrapped around my waist as he lifted me up. I let out a nervous giggle. “Thanks,” I said as he lowered me down.

I turn to reach for the coffee and bump into him again. “Oh sorry,” I said, looking up into those bright green eyes. We were so close I could smell his aftershave. Nate leaned closer, bending slightly and pressed his lips to mine. I froze, unsure what to do. I’d never kissed a guy before.

His warm tongue found mine and it felt nice. His hands moved down, grabbing my juicy butt and pulling me closer. My cock was rock hard against my jeans.

Suddenly he pulled away, looking bashful. “Sorry, this is great. It’s just I need to get back to the food bank. Can I see you again sometime?”

“Definitely,” I said, still breathless from the kiss. Nate gave me his phone number and another kiss on the cheek before leaving.

As soon as he was gone, I went into Sarah’s room and threw off my jeans and top. Clad only in my panties and bra, I gave my boobs a jiggle in the mirror. My cock was so hard it was poking out the side of my panties. An idea from some porn I’d watched before came to mind. I went to Sarah’s sex toy drawer and grabbed her vibrator. Laying on her pink bed, in my cute little satin panties, I tucked my cock back into my underwear. I turned on the vibrator and held it against my panty covered cock. Images of Nate flooded my mind. Of him grabbing my butt again, of him slapping it and feeling it jiggle. “Oh god,” I moaned. The vibrator worked my cock. In my head Nate is kissing me, he’s moving down my body, planting kisses. I shiver as his lips press against my smooth skin. He undresses and presents his huge cock to me. It’s so much bigger than mine. He puts his cock up against mine. I wrap both my hands around them and start stroking. I love how much bigger he is than me. “Fuck I’m so close.” The Nate in my mind whispers “tell me what you are?”

As my cock is about to explode, “I’m such a girly slut!” I exclaim as the orgasm hits. Fountains of cum fill my panties and I imagine Nate cumming with me. Shooting loads all over my face and body. It feels so sexy, picturing myself pleasuring him, making him cum like that for me.

I lay back on the bed, just trying to breathe and take it all in. I’ve never orgasmed so hard before in my life. Suddenly a realization hit me. I don’t think I can stop. It’s too much fun being Lexi.


Chapter Three

Thus, began a new chapter of my life. With Sarah paying the rent, the food bank covering food, and an entirely new closet full of clean clothes, it felt like all my problems were taken care of. I wore Sarah’s casual clothes around the house and kept practicing my makeup. Even though I could have just worn the clothes there was something about appearing so feminine that was exciting to me. Catching my reflection in mirrors as Lexi was always such a thrill.

The food lasted about a week and by the time Saturday rolled around my heart was racing. I spent hours thinking about what I would wear. Something sexy but that doesn’t go so far as to be slutty. It is the middle of the day in public. A girl has got to have some standards.

You can imagine my disappointment when I got to the food bank and Nate wasn’t there. I even asked the old guy manning the counter but he said Nate was sick. How am I supposed to lug the crate home now? The old man was kind enough to provide a basket with wheels and a handle. So this was how women were expected to take the crates home with them. Nate had obviously hidden that fact so he’d have an excuse to walk me home. I texted him a get-well message as I dragged the food home. Until I reached my apartment elevator that had an ‘out of order’ sign stuck to it.

With a sigh, I took the stairs lifting the bag up one step at a time. By the time I got the second floor I was sweating and gasping for breath. Man, I’ve really got to work out more. I live on the fourth floor. With still halfway left to go, I took a break, sitting on the steps. Damn it. If I could just get a job then things wouldn’t have to be so hard.

Down the stairs, quiet footsteps could be heard. Someone’s coming! I jump up and grab the crate. My arms burning by the time I lift it up just two more steps. Meanwhile, the footsteps get closer. I’m not going to make it to the apartment in time. Just keep my head down and let them pass me.

As the steps draw near, I couldn’t help but look. A six-foot-five muscular bear of a man rounds the corner. First recognition then fear. It’s my neighbor Marcus. I look down and continue lifting the crate up one step at a time, hoping he’ll just walk past me.

Instead, he stopped. “Do you need help Miss?” Marcus asked.

Okay, he doesn’t recognize me. That’s good but what do I do? Should I tell him? What if he tells Sarah and she figures out I’ve been stealing her clothes and makeup?

“Yes please, it’s very heavy.”

Marcus picked it up with ease.

“So where to?” He asked.

“The fourth floor, room 8.”

“You know Alex then?”

“He’s my brother. Just taking him some stuff.” I’ve never mentioned having a sister but Marcus and I weren’t very close. He was always more interested in spending time around Sarah.

Marcus glanced at me a few times as we went up the steps. “Now that you mention it you do look a little like him. Of course, it looks like you got all the looks in the family.”

Is he hitting on me?

“Thanks. I always appreciate a gentleman helping out a lady in need.”

Butterflies tingle in my stomach as soon as I said it. Wait why did I say it? Now I’m hitting on him. In my head, I pictured how warm and safe I’d feel with my small delicate body embraced by his huge frame. He steals a few glances at my long legs and I pretend not to notice as we get to my door.

“So is Alex here?” he asked.

“No, he said he’d be out all day but he gave me a key.”

“Okay well, I live right next door. Let me know if you need anything.”

“You wouldn’t happen to know a good mechanic that can fix a washing machine do you?” I knew Marcus worked construction and as a handyman in the past. Maybe I can use my newfound feminine charm to get what I want.

“I’m a pretty good mechanic. Why don’t you let me take a look?”

I opened the door and let him inside. Next to the washing machine was a basket of my dirty boy clothes and recently some of Sarah’s stuff that I borrowed. “Huh that’s weird, is Alex washing Sarah’s clothes for her?”

“I guess” I shrugged, pretending I’d just gotten here myself. “So anyway, Alex said that when he starts the machine up it gives this rattling sound that gets louder and louder until the thing just shuts itself off.”

“Okay I’ll go grab my tools and take a look,” he said and went back across to his apartment.

God, I should have dressed as a woman years ago. Everyone’s so much nicer. I busied myself with tidying up and checking my makeup. After that grueling climb with the stairs, I wanted to make sure I still looked my best.

Once Marcus returned with his toolbox, he opened up the back of the machine and started poking around inside it. I didn’t really understand what he was doing and felt awkward just standing there waiting.

I took out my phone to check my messages. Apparently, Nate had sent me one saying he’d been sick lately. He wanted to know if I was free Saturday night. Of course, I said yes immediately. I don’t consider myself gay or anything. It’s just that he’s so cute and I still owe him for helping me out the other week.

“Hey hand me that wrench there,” he said pointing to one in particular.

I handed him the wrench and then sent Nate another message telling him how excited I was.

“Okay let’s give it a try,” he said as he put his tools away.

“That was fast.”

“Yeah, one of the bolts had loosened back there. I think it should work now.”

He turned it on and sure enough, it worked.

“Oh my god, this is great. That thing has been broken for weeks. I can finally use it again.”

“You can use it?”

I stopped dead. Trying to recover quickly I said, “yeah sometimes I come over to borrow it.”

“I’ve never seen you come over before and Alex has never mentioned you. This whole thing feels a little weird. I think I’m going to call him to check to see if this is all okay.”

Before I could say anything, he dialed my number. The phone in my pocket started ringing.

“You also have his phone?”

I looked away as he stared at me. I didn’t know what to say. Suddenly his expression changed as he put the pieces together. “Alex?”

I continued to avoid his gaze but the silence was growing uncomfortable. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

“Is that… are you wearing Sarah’s clothes?”

I nodded still not looking at him.

“You know I have to tell her.”

That’s when I looked up. “Please don’t, I can’t afford this place without her and she’d leave if she knew. Please I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

He unbuckled his pants.

“What are you doing?” I asked him.

“You said anything. I want you to give me a blowjob” he said.

“This is crazy!”

“Is it? I just fixed your washing machine and caught you stealing Sarah’s stuff. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. But you make a surprisingly beautiful girl and I think we should become better acquainted.”

Instinctively I wanted to say no way but when his dick came out my mouth started to water. I thought about what a dirty slut I would be securing favors with sex and my dick started to get excited.

Knees shaking, I walked over to him and got on my knees. His cock was so thick I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to get it all in my mouth. I placed my lips around the tip and ran my tongue over it. I grabbed the base of his shaft with both hands and started to suck, bobbing my head up and down.

“Look at me while you suck my cock” he commanded.

I gazed up at him. He smiled as he watched me work. Knowing that I was giving him this pleasure made it even more exciting. Eager for more, I picked up the pace, sucking faster and going deeper. Feeling that cock fill my slutty mouth completely. He grabbed the back of my head to push me further. Using his cock to fuck my mouth.

“I’m nearly there. Do you want me to cum princess?”

I moaned excitedly as I kept sucking. My little dick leaking into my panties.

“Make daddy cum.”

My head was pounding. Every part of my body was numb and excited at the same time. Everything fell away. It was just me and his cock.

Daddy came hard. His cock erupted, shooting multiple thick loads of his sweet juice that I kept swallowing. I wanted to milk his cock dry. Stars swam in my vision and my whole body was shaking as I came in my panties.

When he’d finally finished, he put his cock away and held my chin up with his thumb and forefinger. “Do you want to do this again?” He asked. It took me a moment to focus before I simply nodded. He left me in a daze on the floor in my girl clothes.


Chapter Four

After recovering from my time with Marcus, I set about doing chores that had been long put off.

With the washing machine working again I could clean all of my clothes, even my boy stuff. I decided to stop wearing Sarah’s clothes and go back to being Alex. The only reason I dressed up was to get food. Now, I had enough food to last me for the week so there’s no need to dress up. Look, I’m not gay. Lexi was just a means to an end. Marcus deserved a proper thank you for helping me, that’s all. Besides I was a girl then. There’s nothing wrong with a girl giving a guy a blowjob.

I put most of Sarah’s clothes back in her room except for the panties. They felt nice and so I kept wearing them with my boy clothes. I kept up with shaving my body too. I liked being smooth. That didn’t mean I was gay or anything. There’s nothing feminine about proper grooming either I reasoned.

Going through my routine as Alex looking for jobs, playing video games, and watching porn felt strange. Something was off. I wasn’t satisfied. Normally, I could lose myself for hours or even days in front of a screen. Now, it all felt so boring and pointless.

One day, I caught my reflection in the mirror and stopped. Looking at myself in my boy clothes bothered me. Had I lost more weight? I turned from side to side, taking in every detail. The clothes made me look so drab and my body so boxy. My great ass and legs were hiding in bulky jeans. My smooth tight tummy concealed in a t-shirt that was a size too big. It didn’t look right. I didn’t look right. Maybe it’s because I lost so much weight recently, that my old clothes are just too big for me now? I’ll just have to buy new clothes once I get a job.

My hairstyle didn’t look great either. It was just a boring buzz cut. Maybe I should grow my hair out? I wondered as I went back to the computer.

Still, these thoughts and feelings nagged at me over the next few days. Nate was still texting me and sending me flirty messages. I’d reply with the same. Then he asked me for a naked picture of myself. I responded by saying I wasn’t comfortable with that. His next message said “no problem, here’s one of me. Can’t wait till Saturday.” I clicked on the pic and saw his hard cock.

As soon as I saw it my mouth watered and deep down, I knew that I wanted to suck it. Another message came next. “Fuck yourself and pretend it’s me. Use the pic for inspiration.”

Shakily, I replied with an okay and went to do just that.

In Sarah’s room, I shed my boy clothes until I was just wearing my panties. Inside the sex drawer, was some lube and a dildo. On the edge of the bed, I slowly inserted the fake dick. It was like I was on autopilot with my mind solely focused on the dildo and images of Nate. As my ass loosened, I got the dildo all the way in. My dick sprang to life as it hit my prostate. Pleasurable pressure began to form. I shifted my hips up and down slowly at first. Imagining myself in my prettiest lingerie riding Nate’s dick. The pleasure started to build inside me, growing stronger. I let out a high feminine moan. That turned me on even more so I started talking to myself in my girly voice.

“Oh yes! Nate fuck me!”

My whole body started to tingle. I picked up speed, bouncing on the dildo harder and faster. The pressure inside me kept growing and growing.

“Fuck… my… girly… ass.” I shook as the orgasm hit. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I came multiple times. I lay back on the pink bed exhausted, only wishing Nate was really here.

When I got my breath back, I texted him. “Just came with my toy. Thought of you the whole time :).”

A few seconds passed then I got his reply, “Good girl,” which delighted me.

I took off my soiled underwear and cleaned myself up. When it came time to select a new pair, I thought to myself ‘you know what? I deserve to look and feel sexy.’ I grabbed a pair of red lace panties and slowly slid them up my smooth legs, savoring the feeling of them cupping my little cock and balls.

My discarded boy clothes lay on the floor. Why should I punish myself with such a boring outfit? I thought and hopped over to Sarah’s closet, eager to transform myself back into Lexi.


Chapter Five

It was Friday. Date night was finally here. I was more nervous than ever before. I’d never gone on a date as a girl before. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. Nate told me to dress nice. I chose a tight black dress that showed off my round ass and long legs. The right makeup, bra, and inserts gave me the illusion of boobs with a hint of cleavage.

When it was nearly time, I gave myself one last look in the mirror, checking my makeup. The girl staring back at me looked downright sexy. A few weeks back if someone had asked me to envision my dream girl then I’d come up with a girl that looked exactly like me. I was living my dream girl. My dick stirred at the thought and I had to check it was still safely tucked away so that there was no sign of a bulge.

There was a knock at the door and my heart jumped. This was it. No longer was I just wearing girl clothes around the apartment or speed walking to the foodbank with my head down in a big coat. No, what I wore now was to be noticed. When I walk in somewhere with Nate, I want men to stare. I want them to see my ass bounce past them and their dicks to get hard as they dream about fucking me. To imagine my legs wrapped tightly around them or my plump red lips sucking their dicks. All these thoughts just excited me more. That was when I knew I was ready.

I opened the door to see Nate standing there in a shirt and jacket. His smile dazzled me and my heart skipped a beat. “Are you ready to go?” He asked. I smiled and nodded. He held out his hand and I took it.

Being the girl on a date was a completely different experience.

We took an Uber to the restaurant. Nate got out first and walked around to my side to open the door for me. He held out his hand. Butterflies flew in my stomach as he helped me out of the car. Once out of the car I took five steps in my new high heels before I stumbled. Nate was there in a flash to catch me.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Anytime. New shoes?”

“Yeah sorry.” I looked away to hide my face turning red.

“Don’t apologize. It gives me an excuse to hold you.”

I laughed. “I guess I should fall more often.”

“As long as I’m there to catch you,” he said staring deeply into my eyes. I could sense him want to kiss me. Our faces were inches apart. A glance behind him showed me that people in the restaurant were staring at us. That broke the moment for me.

“We should head inside before they decide to give away our reservation,” I said.

He nodded and held my hand to steady me as we made our way inside. The hostess was waiting for us with a bemused expression. Nate took the lead. “Table for two under the name Miller,” he said. She nodded and checked her book. “Okay right this way,” she said. Her eyes flicked to mine and then to my boobs before she led us to our table.

Was she checking me out? I wondered as we walked to our table. Nate held out a chair for me. I thanked him and took my seat while keeping an eye on the hostess. As Nate sat down, she stole another glance at my cleavage while handing me a menu. I arched my back a little to make them stand out more and smiled at her. She handed Nate the menu and left without saying a word. Not that I expected her to. It shouldn’t have been surprising that some women might be attracted to me as Lexi. I had made myself into a very sexy woman. I take a glance around the room and notice a few men quickly look away back to their dates.

“Enjoying the attention?” Nate asked, reading my mind.

“Yes,” I said honestly. “I didn’t always look like this. Recently I had a bit of a makeover and so it’s a new feeling to have so many people show this much interest in me.”

“C’mon it couldn’t have been that bad.”

“It was. I was practically invisible and I would let the world just roll over me. Bad things would happen to me and I would just accept it without question. That old person is gone.”

“And the new person?”

“She takes what she wants. She’s beautiful and unapologetic about it.” I put one of my hands under the table and found his cock. Leaning forward and keeping my voice low, I said, “she’s also been thinking about your dick all week.”

Nate glanced around to make sure no one else had heard me. Before leaning in and asking

“you sure you want to eat? We could just get drinks and head back… early?” He whispered as I rubbed his cock.

“I haven’t been on a date in ages. You’re not getting out that easy,” I said letting go of his dick. It seemed easier to leave out the part about this being my first date as a girl and how excited I was for it. Though I’d have to tell him eventually.

Food and drinks quickly came and went. Nate had ordered Champagne which went straight to my head. Though somehow we finished a bottle between us. When the bill came, he insisted on paying for everything. Which was a huge relief since a restaurant like this was well out of my price range. I decided I was really going to show him my gratitude once we got back home.

On the drive back, I spent time reflecting on what had happened. It had felt incredible to be the one being taken care of and pampered. I didn’t have to worry about money or date ideas. I could just be his girl and let him take me on dates. We hadn’t even had sex yet but already I felt so happy. A pleasant sigh slipped out as I settled my head on his shoulder and watched the street lights whizz by.

When we got back to my apartment. I led him inside. Nate moved to kiss me but I held out my hand. I had to come clean to him. To make sure there were no surprises and he knew everything. “There’s something you should know first. I used to be a boy.”

“Okay…”

“I just didn’t want you to freak out when I took my clothes off.”

“This doesn’t change how I feel about you. I want you.” He stepped closer. Our lips locked together in desperate hunger. I moaned as I felt his hands squeeze my ass. He lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist. In between planting kisses on my neck, he asked “which way?”

“first door on the left,” I said.

He carried me to my room and set me down on the pink bed. His big strong body gently settled on top of me as we continued our kiss. My tongue massaging his while one of his hands moved up my leg. “Are you ready?” He asked. I smiled and nodded. I wasn’t just ready. I was aching for it. I could feel my little dick throbbing in my panties. Nate rolled over to let me up. I got up and unzipped my dress to slide out of it.

“You’ve got a great ass,” he said.

“Show me how much you love this ass,” I said, gesturing to the lube already out on the bedside table. A girl has got to be prepared after all.

I got down on all fours on the bed and presented my ass to him. “I need your dick inside me” I moaned

I felt his hands caress my ass before two lubed up fingers found their way inside me. “mhmm” I gasped.

“You’re a hungry cock slut aren’t you?”

“Oh yes.”

“You want Daddies dick to make you a real girl?”

“Fuck me daddy. Fuck me like a girl.”

The tip of his thick cock pressed against my hole. I felt a warm swelling sensation as my ass stretched to accept his wonderful dick. Nate applied more pressure, slowly pushing deeper inside me. He went all the way filling me completely. That’s when he began pumping my virgin ass. I gasped again. “Gently,” I said. He didn’t slow his pace but didn’t pound either. I laid my head on the bed and caught my reflection in the mirror. My little girly dick had broken free of my panties and was bouncing up and down to Nate’s thrusts. I looked over at Nate. This big strong man fucking me. I could never have been like him. Never a real man. I was too small, soft, and submissive. His dick, along with his balls slapping against me was driving me wild. My head felt fuzzy and I was seeing stars. This was it. The final step to becoming a woman.

Nate groaned and starting pumping faster. “Almost there.”

“That’s it. Cum for me daddy” I cried. One of his hands slapped my ass and that was when I came. My whole body shook as semen spurting out of my little dick all over the pink sheets. Nate wasn’t far behind as his huge cock erupted inside me. His warm seed shooting load after load into me. “Ahh” I moaned as he filled me.

“That was amazing,” he said. I murmured in agreement. I still couldn’t form words. My body felt numb and my mind was swimming with endorphins.

He pulled out and laid down on the bed. I settled my head on his chest and felt his arms wrap around me, pulling me close. Feeling safe and secure in his big muscular arms, we basked in the afterglow before drifting off to sleep.

Only one thought crossed my mind before I slept and that was that I couldn’t wait to wake him up in the morning by sucking his dick. That was when I knew. I would never go back to being Alex. It took nearly losing everything. All my clothes, food and nearly the apartment. But when all that was taken away. I discovered my true self as Lexi and I wouldn’t change it for anything.

The End
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