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GIRLS GET IN FREE


The annual Comic & Cosplay Convention is trying to grow and diversify its audience, so for the first time ever, they’re letting girls in for free—a pretty good deal, considering a weekend pass is about three-hundred bucks.

Well, I don’t have three-hundred bucks for a ticket, but I do have a few dollars for a cheap wig, some makeup, and a ditsy little costume.


CHAPTER 1
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Ihad second-thoughts as I squirmed into those skintight leggings. The super-tight fabric felt strange against my freshly-shaved legs; I’d never had hairless legs before, and I can’t say that I was totally fond of the way it felt…

Maybe Chris was right; maybe this was a ridiculous plan to save some cash… But it wasn’t just a little bit of cash; I would be saving two-hundred bucks: that’s what they were charging for a weekend pass! I didn’t have that kind of cash. I tried asking my parents for a handout, but they just rolled their eyes and told me to get a job.

It hardly seemed fair that they were letting girls in for free. Their reasoning was questionable: ‘This year, we’re working to broaden our market.’ That was their way of saying previous years were giant sausage parties. Maybe it was true; I think less than 5% of the turnout the previous year had been women.

But to let all women in for free? It seemed like a big slap in the face to those of us who had been dying to get into the convention all year long. And then, on top of that, to almost double the price of a weekend pass!

Well, maybe their plan wasn’t such a bad one—for their own interests. A few of my friends had bought themselves day passes to go to the convention—guys who weren’t even very interested in video games or comics; they just wanted to see girls in skimpy outfits. And there was sure to be many, many girls in skimpy outfits there this year, since girls got in for free.

I was going to be one of them…
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It was the best outfit that I could source, in my size. Chris’s sister was a big cosplayer and it was the outfit she wore a few years before, when she won the ‘Best League of Legends Cosplay Award’ at that same convention. It had everything I needed (though I would have preferred more skin coverage). Chris’s sister had a flat chest—as flat as a boy’s chest—so she’d made a custom breast piece out of latex. Now, I was adjusting that breast piece, which was squeezing my ribs.

The seams of the breast form were hidden by a teal-coloured jacket, which was a strange little jacket with just one sleeve. Then, I had those skintight leggings, strappy garters, a blue bra, a choker to hide my Adam’s apple, and a super-long braided wig with long bangs to help hide my jawline.
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This was something I’d been planning for weeks. I’d done three makeup tests, using makeup that Chris was able to get for me. I’d shaved every inch of my body. I’d even snuck into my sister’s bedroom to steal an old bottle of perfume, just to give me that extra little edge.

And did I look like a girl? Well… it was up for debate; I thought that I looked convincing, but Chris didn’t seem to agree. “I just think… you look like a guy,” he said to me the day before, during my final makeup test.

“What can I do differently?” I asked, turning to the mirror.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t think there is anything you can do,” he said. “You’re a guy, and you’re always going to look like a guy.”
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“I just don’t see it,” I said, looking myself up and down. I’d put a ton of effort into pulling that disguise off. I’d even spent a week practising the voice.

Okay, okay—I know what you’re thinking: this really was way too much work to save two-hundred bucks. But it didn’t matter if I was saving twenty bucks, two-hundred, or two-millions, because it was money that I didn’t have, and I wanted to go to that convention.

I’d gone to that convention every year for nearly a decade—and this year’s convention was the biggest ever. Previous years, they had a few dozen booths; this year, they had almost two-hundred booked out. They’d moved from the small hotel conference room to the huge downtown convention centre. And—maybe I already mentioned this—there was going to be hundreds of beautiful girls dressed in skimpy outfits.

[image: Comic con]


Now, I was wishing that Chris had been there, to tell me if I looked alright. I thought that I looked fine—better than the day before, but Chris didn’t seem to think that I looked so convincing the day before. What if I still wasn’t convincing? I’d been staring at myself for hours, and it’s hard to be objective after such a long time in front of the mirror.

I adjusted my fake tits. I primped my jacket. I pushed my hair this way and that way. I blinked a few times, making my big, fake eyelashes bat together (they felt so heavy and unnatural, but helped to make me look feminine). I puckered my lips. “I think I look good,” I said to myself. But maybe I was just trying to convince myself, so that I could gather the confidence to head down to the convention.

Chris had made a good point the day before, during that final makeup test: “It doesn’t really matter if you pass as a girl or not,” he said. “Because you can just tell them that you identify as a girl and they won’t be able to discriminate.”

There had been rumours that some guys were planning to do just that: claim that they identified as girls so that they could get in for free—but I was weary of that plan; it was just too risky, and I didn’t feel like risking anything. The convention had a long list of banned individuals; I didn’t want to be on that list.

Just the year before, a few guys piled into a mech-warrior that they’d built, and snuck in as if it was some sort of Trojan Horse.

[image: Mech]



Well, they got caught and were told they were never allowed back; it was a harsh punishment, but it made me positive that I had to be on my best game.

Now, I was leaning close to the mirror, looking at my makeup, making sure every detail was perfect.
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I don’t know what Chris was talking about; I did so look like a girl. Hell—I was even kind of cute with my winged eyeliner and pink lips. I batted my lashes a few times and made a small smile. “You’ve got this,” I said.

Besides, the plan wasn’t to be a chick for the whole day; I had a change of clothes. I was going to get my free weekend pass, and then I was going to change in the bathroom. I had my male costume planned out too: Graves, also from League of Legends. I had the fake facial hair piece and the padded outfit to give me the muscle definition. The whole ensemble was crammed into a bag that I planned to sneak in with me.
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At least that was the plan, but things don’t always go according to plan.


CHAPTER 2
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As I pulled up to the convention centre, my stomach performed a series of somersaults. From where I was parked, I could see the convention centre, like a futuristic fortress, teeming with hundreds of people… maybe thousands. Hell, it seemed like every person under 35 was standing and waiting to get inside.

They were all waiting, buzzing with excitement, in their own unique costumes. It was a dazzling display of colour and creativity, enough to make anyone’s heart race with exhilaration. Only, my heart was pounding for an entirely different reason.

I sat in my car for a few moments, gathering my courage. I was used to attention at these things, usually for my intricate, detailed cosplay designs. This time, however, I was dressed as a girl. A girl in a pretty skimpy outfit. My throat felt tight as I realized I'd have to stand in line, in full view of everyone—fake tits bulging and on display. Now, I wished I would have put on a different jacket—something to hide the ‘girls’. Originally, I thought having them on display would distract the convention staff from my face, or other parts of me that weren’t quite so convincing. Now, I was regretting the decision to go full-tit mode.

Shaking off my nerves, I finally stepped out, adjusting my wig and straightening the small jacket. I'd gone this far; there was no backing out now. Besides, the whole point was to get inside and switch into something a bit more… me.

I joined the line of eager attendees, my heart beating like a drum in my chest. I was acutely aware of every glance thrown my way. Some looked me up and down, smirking. Others stared a little too long. A couple of guys even hooted and whistled. I felt my face heat up, but I reminded myself that it was just part of the disguise: part of the plan.

I waited, shifting uncomfortably in my spot, feeling like a neon sign that screamed, "Look at me!" The latex breast piece felt tighter with each passing minute. The long wig was hot and itchy. The leggings were, well… they were something else. But, despite all that, I held my head high, trying my best to channel some of Jinx's unapologetic confidence.

People wanted pictures with me. It wasn’t easy smiling with them. One man, while getting a photo with me, put his hand right on my ass. I perked up, gasping. He looked at me with a smile and then disappeared into the dense crowd.

On the bright side, people were buying the outfit; they were believing my disguise. After the third man came up and tried flirting with me, I realized that Chris was wrong: I did, in fact, look like a girl.

One hour in line, that’s all I needed. Just one hour of pretending, of being someone else. I’d done it before at countless conventions, but this was on a whole new level.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I reached the ticket booth. I did my best to mimic a high-pitched voice as I asked for a weekend pass. The girl behind the counter barely looked up as she handed over the neon pink lanyard and the neon pink badge. Maybe this whole charade wasn’t as outlandish as I thought.

“Could I get a wristband instead?” I asked, looking over and seeing the group next to me going in with black wristbands.

“Wristbands are only for ticket holders,” the woman said. “Free passes are lanyards and badges.”

I stared at the big pink badge: bigger than my hand, with that obnoxious pink lanyard. How was I going to wear that dressed as Graves?

“Enjoy the weekend,” the woman said, waving me away. She took a quick glance at my bursting tits before rolling her eyes.

I was shuffled away by one of the guards who was trying to keep the long line moving. Now, I was holding that pink lanyard—and that damned pink lanyard was completely shattering my plan.

It was a like a glowing neon beacon. It was more eye-catching than the big fake latex breasts on my chest.

I needed to come up with another plan—but at least, for now, I was in.

The first part of the plan was more or less a success. But now, there was no next part of my plan.

This was a problem. The bright pink badge was designed to distinguish free-entry girls from the paid attendees. It was like a beacon, a mark that screamed my supposed gender to anyone who glanced my way.

My plan had been simple: get inside, find a restroom, and swap the Jinx outfit for something less... revealing, less female. But now, I couldn't. The pink lanyard threw a wrench into my plans. I was effectively trapped in this costume until the end of the day.

For a moment, I felt panic rising. The sense of embarrassment and anxiety I had managed to keep at bay was bubbling up again. This was not how it was supposed to go.

Just as I was about to take a step back, an excited group of cosplayers materialized around me. Eyes wide with admiration, they looked at me, at the costume. Phones and cameras were brandished, their owners eager for a photo with what they believed was a pretty girl.

I was still processing the situation, my mind scrambling to find a way out. But I had no choice. I was stuck. Stuck in a character, in a costume, that was far from comfortable.

"Your Jinx cosplay is amazing!" a guy in a Hulk outfit exclaimed, giving me a thumbs up. "Mind if we take a photo?"

I barely nodded, managing to give him a strained smile. "Sure," I replied, trying to sound cheery, "I’d be delighted."

As they took turns posing next to me, I could feel their eyes scanning my costume. The skintight leggings, the strappy garters—and, of course, my titties. Every component seemed to add to their excitement, and to my discomfort.

The minutes felt like hours. I was a trapped performer on a stage I didn't want to be on. But I knew I had to keep up the act. If I didn't, my whole plan would crumble. My secret would be out.

If people realized I was actually a guy in disguise, not only was my weekend over, but I would end up being banned from the convention—and I would be the laughing stock of the whole cosplay community.

My heart was pounding now. Every direction I turned, people were looking at me, pointing at me, taking pictures of me without asking me first. My stomach began to feel tight. My head was light, as if I was about to faint.

No—I couldn’t do this. I was in over my head. I scanned the room and spotted an exit. Then, without another moment of hesitation, I left. I rushed out through that emergency exit and made a straight shot for my car. I heard one last man whistling at me before I was in the safety of my sedan—and then I pulled away.

As soon as I got home, I all but tore off the cosplay costume, throwing it into a corner of my room. My ribs ached from the tight latex breast piece. My legs felt strange without the restrictive leggings.

Alone in my room, the reality of my situation sunk in. I had put so much work into a plan that had failed. And now, the convention was happening without me, while I sat at home, defeated. I’d never felt more low.

Frustrated, I picked up my phone, firing off a quick text to Chris:

"So... the whole dress-like-a-girl plan? Total bust."

I hit send before I could second-guess myself. I knew Chris would be disappointed, but not nearly as disappointed as I was. Chris had been expecting me to collect a few autographs for him. Mike Mignola was at a booth giving away signatures for just ten-bucks.

There was a long pause before his reply came in:

"Dude, what happened?"

I ran a hand through my hair, then started typing out what had happened. The neon pink badge. The nonstop photos. The panic attack. It all came out in a rush of rapid-fire texts.

Once I was done, I threw my phone onto the bed, staring at the ceiling. What was I going to do now? My dream of attending the convention was slipping through my fingers.

“Let’s get a drink,” said Chris. “Meet me at Finn’s.”

Finn’s was the little pub that was right across the street from the convention centre.

“I can’t afford a drink.”

“I’ll buy you one,” he said. But that was unlike Chris. Chris, like me, was broke. Chris had a part-time job, unlike me, but he had a bad cigarette addiction, so that’s where most of his cash went.

I took a shower, washing off the makeup, and then I put on some jeans to hide my shaved legs (even though it was brutally hot outside), and a long-sleeve shirt. I had no reason to cover up my arms, aside from just wanting to feel covered up after the awkward few minutes I spent at the convention centre.

Feeling covered up was just a welcomed feeling. It was nice to park down at the convention grounds again, this time without being a source of attention. This time, nobody was turning to look at me; I was invisible, as usual.

But this time, I wasn’t going to the convention centre, even though I had that pink lanyard and badge tucked into the pocket of my jeans. Now, I was heading across the road, to meet up with Chris.

I stepped into Finn’s, immediately spotting Chris perched on a barstool, his back to the entrance. He was nursing a beer, staring at a muted TV screen broadcasting some soccer game.

“Hey, buddy,” I called out, making my way over.

He swivelled in his seat, a grin appearing on his face. “There you are. You look... different.” He had a big grin on his face now, insisting on rubbing salt into my wound.

I shrugged. "Yeah, well, I'm back to my usual uninteresting self."

"Don't be so hard on yourself," he said, ordering me a beer. He raised his own in a toast. “To going against the flow.”

I managed a weak smile, clinking my glass against his. "To trying, at least."

“Who’s playing?” I asked, looking to the screen.

“Did you see many cute girls in there?” he asked, ignoring my question.

I forced a smile. “I was hardly in there for thirty seconds before I left. Honestly, Chris, I don’t want to talk about it. It was probably the most embarrassing hour of my life, standing in that line.”

He laughed. “I can’t believe you actually got in! And then you just left! What a waste.” He shook his head.

I tried to change the subject, asking him about his brother, who was in town, visiting from Vancouver. Chris didn’t have much to say about his brother. “He’s been busy meeting up with old friends,” he said. “When you were in the convention centre, did you see Mignola?”

“I didn’t see anything,” I said. “I was in, and then I was out.”

For the next hour or so, we chatted about everything and nothing. The convention, the weather, the beer. But Chris kept steering the conversation back to my failed plan.

“You know, I’ve been thinking,” he said, an odd twinkle in his eyes. “You shouldn’t give up on your Jinx act.”

I laughed. "Yeah, right. Like I'm going to go through that again."

Chris shrugged, swirling his beer. “Why not? You got in, didn’t you?”

"Yeah, but—" I paused, watching him. There was something odd about the way he was acting. Pushing me to try again, being overly nice. Now, he was ordering me a second beer—on him. Something was up.

"What's going on?" I finally asked, studying him. He seemed different, more invested than I'd ever seen him before. “Why do you care so much?”

He hesitated, a slight flush creeping up his neck. “I just... I think you can pull it off. You shouldn’t let one panic attack ruin the whole convention for you.”

His words felt sincere, but something was amiss. Chris had never been one for pep talks or heartfelt advice. He was up to something, I knew it. But what?

I decided to play along, curious about his game. "Alright. I'll think about it. But it’s probably a no. I really don’t want to relive that.”

He smiled, raising his beer once again. “That’s the spirit, Will.”

But I couldn’t shake off the nagging feeling that Chris had a hidden agenda. What it was, I didn’t know. But I was going to find out.

Chris turned back to the TV and then told me about a story he read on Facebook. “They banned two guys from the convention for trying the ‘I identify as a girl’ trick. I guess they’re taking it real serious, eh?”

My heart fluttered. I hadn’t heard that—but now I felt lucky that I left before anything bad happened. I loved that convention and didn’t want to end up on a banned list.

“So do you have your badge still?” Chris asked.

I pulled it out and showed it to him. His face lit up. “Look at that,” he said. “A weekend pass—for free.”

“Well, it’s pointless,” I said. “I’m not going in again.”

“Well, it doesn’t have to be pointless,” he said, ogling the pink pass. “I mean… if you don’t want it…”

I paused, staring at him, watching his cheeks turning red. “What?” I said.

“Well,” he said. “Maybe I can use it.”

“Use it how?” I asked. “You can’t just put it on and walk in, Chris. You just told me yourself: they’re banning guys for trying shit like that.”

“Well, maybe I could get dolled up a little bit—just enough to get me through the door.”

Now is a good time to take you back a few weeks, to when I first told Chris about my plan to infiltrate the convention by dressing like a girl. His initial reaction was laughter: many, many minutes of laughter. Now, he was blushing, suggesting the same idea that he mocked.

Chris’s plea hung in the air, suspended like a chandelier ready to plummet. I found myself tracing the embossed letters of the convention name on the pink badge, a flush creeping up my neck. Chris wanted the badge. The same badge I'd endured hell and high water to get. And he wanted me to just hand it over?

I studied him, hard. His usually mischievous eyes were now earnest, his hand twitching on the table as if itching to reach across and grab the pass. It was a new side to him. Chris—the chain-smoking joker who hardly took anything seriously—was pleading with me. The plot had thickened like a poorly stirred custard.

"You really want to go?" I asked, my tone dry, matching the suddenly parched feeling in my throat.

His eyes flickered with a hint of that old mischief, but it was quickly replaced by sincerity. "Yes. What’s the big deal, anyway?”

"But, dude,” I started, my eyes scanning his scrawny, scruffy form, "You won't just walk in and out without them noticing. What's your plan?"

He paused, then blushed again. "I've... I've thought about it."

"You have?" I raised an eyebrow. He nodded, sheepish. "Alright, then. Let's hear it."

He cleared his throat, shooting glances around the bar as if worried someone might overhear. "I was thinking of going as one of the characters from this anime I like. Not too skimpy, but... well, feminine enough to pass, you know?"

I stared at him, silent, weighing the reality of the situation. Was this the same Chris who had laughed so hard at my plan, he'd nearly spilled his beer? And he was now proposing to do the same thing, only he seemed even less prepared than I had been.

"And the voice? The walk?" I pressed on, my disbelief mounting.

"I'll... I'll figure it out, Will," he pleaded, his voice barely above a whisper now.

My fingers drummed on the pass. My mind was spinning, torn between my possessiveness over the badge and the pleading look in my friend's eyes. Here was Chris, a guy who’d probably never worn anything more feminine than an accidentally-purchased unisex t-shirt, ready to dress as an anime character for a shot at the convention. It was bizarre. Unsettling, even.

"Fine," I sighed, the word slipping out before I could rein it back in. I held up a finger, though, stalling his impending celebration. "But promise me… You won’t mess this up. And you won’t mess up for me. If you get caught and they find out I had the badge first… I don’t want to end up on a banned list."

His face broke into a relieved grin, his hand closing around the pass as I slid it over. "Thank you, buddy. I won't let you down."

I watched him pocket the badge, a strange sinking feeling settling in my gut. I had handed over my hard-earned pass, my golden ticket to the biggest convention ever. I had given it away, and all I could do now was hope that Chris wouldn't make a mess of things.


CHAPTER 3
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Ishowed up at Chris’s house the very next morning, after he phoned me, waking me up, telling me that he had something ‘urgent’ that needed sorted. When I walked in, he was already dressed up, but not like the character he told me he would dress up as. “That didn’t work,” he said. “I tried all night to make it work—it just didn’t work. So I got my sister to whip this up for me.”

“She helped you?” I asked, baffled.

And to be honest, I was damn-near speechless. Now, Chris looked nothing like himself. In fact, I have to admit, but hate to, that when Chris answered the door, I thought his sister was answering the door.

Chris looked like a girl: shaved legs, glossy lips, winged eyeliner… the whole deal. He had a corset on under his red costume, squishing his figure into something that was damn-convincing.

It took a moment to gather myself after seeing him. “Not bad, huh?” he said with a perfectly confident grin.

“How long did you spend on this?”

“Most of the night,” he admitted. “But Will—I have to hand it to you. I really doubted you when you told me about your plan, but then I saw you… and—well, I was a bit embarrassed to admit it, but I’ll just admit it now: you looked goddamn convincing, and I figured my sister has a thousand old cosplay costumes—why not use one to get into the expo for free, right? I mean—I guess what I’m trying to say is, you’re a bit of a genius.”

“But you do know that you can’t just change once you’re inside, right?” I said, looking him up and down.
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He was dressed like a character named Ahri, from the same video game that I’d been dressed as the day before. It was a smart move: it was a very popular character when it came to cosplay, and being one of many was a smart move to blend into the crowd… Though I’m not sure just how well Chris was going to blend into the crowd. Now, he was wearing a similar latex breast piece to the one I wore the day before.

Now, Chris was walking towards me with his phone out. He had pictures of himself in different costumes that he’d tried out. “I’m still not sold on Ahri,” he said to me. “Look at these options and tell me if you think any of them are better.”

There were a few very convincing ones, and some less-convincing. One of the better ones was Chris in the same blonde wig he was now wearing, but he was in a Sailor Moon cosplay outfit: red—which I think is Sailor Mars.

[image: Sailor Mars]


The digital gallery of Chris’s metamorphosis scrolled past under my thumb, each image a surreal and incredible journey of transformation. He'd really outdone himself.

In one picture, he was sporting a glittering, blue mini-dress, complemented with thigh-high boots, made to resemble a character from a popular Sci-Fi series. The entire ensemble was adorned with star-shaped decals, and a pair of oversized, dramatic sunglasses completed the look. It had a certain allure, something that was both flashy and enigmatic—definitely something Chris would choose.

[image: Blue dress]


The next image nearly made me laugh aloud. It showed Chris dressed as a steampunk-inspired character, complete with a fitted leather corset, a layered tulle skirt, and an array of metallic accessories and cog-shaped jewelry. It was elaborate, and frankly, a bit ridiculous, but Chris had managed to pull it off somehow, complete with a Victorian-inspired up-do wig and goggles resting on his forehead. There was an option without the Victorian up-do, but it wasn’t much better.

[image: Steampunk]


There was a snapshot where Chris was in a dark, gothic ensemble, resembling a character from a cult classic anime. The deep crimson contacts, chalk-white skin, and stark black hair gave him a startlingly ethereal, almost otherworldly, appearance. The elaborate lace and velvet attire were accompanied by black, feathery wings fastened on his back.
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“Seriously,” I said. “How long have you been doing this?”

“I told you—most of the night. It’s been a long night; I won’t lie to you. But I don’t want to end up getting banned over this. Did you look through all of the pictures?”

“Not yet.”

I went back to looking through Chris’s options.

A few swipes later, Chris appeared as a well-known superhero, reimagined in a feminine style. His fitted red and blue bodysuit was striking, equipped with a skirt, high boots, and a long flowing cape. He had even somehow managed to acquire a bright blonde wig, styled into a pair of elegant buns.

[image: Superhero]


Lastly, he appeared as an interpretation of a fairy tale princess. The costume was rich with ornate details, including the royal blue bodice that cinched his waist and the silver embroidered full skirt that billowed out at his hips. A delicate tiara was nestled in the curly blonde wig.
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All of these options were just so vastly different from each other, yet so meticulously crafted, it was clear that Chris was taking this task seriously—much more seriously than I ever thought he would. Seeing him look so comfortable and confident in those outfits was equal parts unsettling and awe-inspiring.

I turned the screen towards Chris, gesturing at the Sailor Mars outfit. "I think this one is your best shot. It’s recognizable, not too flashy, and you look...well, convincing."

Chris, holding up a white-gloved hand to his mouth in mock surprise, let out a laugh. "I'll take that as a compliment."

It took him about fifteen minutes to change completely—including some makeup adjustments and a wig change. The Sailor Mars look was good. Chris’s voice on the other hand… it wasn’t great. “If you speak, you’re done for,” I said.

“I don’t think I sound that bad,” Chris said in an attempted girly tone.

I tried not to cringe; it sounded bad: too high-pitched, and almost squeaky. “You’re going to get yourself banned. Can’t you pretend to be mute or something? Do you know any sign language?”

“It’s not that bad, Will!” he insisted. “I recorded myself a bit this morning. I think I sound okay.”

I groaned. He was delusional, and he was going to get himself in trouble—and maybe that would mean me getting in trouble too. So for the next thirty minutes, I sat with him and worked on his voice, sharing with him all of the tips that I’d learned over the past couple of weeks, while I was trying to get myself ready for that same role.

"Okay, buddy, here's the deal," I began, leaning back on the couch as I crossed my arms. "It's not just about speaking in a higher pitch. It's about resonance, intonation, breathiness... it's an art."

Chris looked at me dubiously, eyebrows shooting up. "An art?"

"Yes, an art," I repeated. "Listen, when you speak as a guy, your voice comes from your chest—you feel that deep, reverberating resonance. Now when you're feminizing your voice, you want to move that resonance up, more to your throat, or even your head. It's going to feel weird, and it's going to take practice."

I watched as he tried to experiment with his voice, trying to move the resonance upwards. It was a start, but he still had a long way to go. "And don't forget about your intonation. Women tend to have more variance in pitch, more melody to their speech. Men are more monotone."

Chris took that in stride, his first attempts sounding more like a bad impression of a teenage girl on a sitcom. I couldn't help but laugh, and he joined in, breaking character for a moment.

"Now, about your breathiness," I continued once we had both composed ourselves. "Adding a bit of breathiness can help to soften your voice, but don't overdo it, or you'll end up sounding like Marilyn Monroe."

I demonstrated, adding a hint of breathiness to my voice. It was something I'd had to practice quite a bit before the convention, so I was fairly confident in this particular aspect.

"And remember, it's not just about your voice, but your speech patterns too. Women, generally, use more descriptive language, more adjectives. And don't be afraid to use more body language, facial expressions."

Chris tried to follow my tips, his voice wavering between pitches and his facial expressions bordering on theatrical. It was quite the spectacle, and I found myself laughing more than once. I had to give it to him, though—he was putting in genuine effort.

In the end, I had to leave him with a word of caution: "Don't forget, buddy. This isn't a foolproof plan. You still need to be careful. There are sharp-eyed people out there who will see through the act. But hey, it's a start."

“I want to get to the convention centre before the lines get too long,” he said, waving me off. “Thanks for the help though. I really appreciate it.” He smiled and jumped to his feet—or, I should say, to his heeled boots. He wobbled slightly, not used to standing in heeled anything, and then he composed himself and started towards his door.

I was shocked; he didn’t look nervous at all. He looked… calm. He was grinning, as if this was little more than a gag to him. But I knew he would feel different once he was down there, being ogled by men. He was, after all, showing a lot of skin—and that breast form wasn’t exactly small. He had some juicy double-Ds on his chest now, bursting up in that pushup-style Sailor Moon bra.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwatched from afar, baffled by the lack of resistance—though I suppose I wasn’t that surprised; Chris did indeed pass as a woman, and he was getting all of the attention of a slutty cosplay whore.

This whole situation really had me wondering how many times I’d ogled men before. I mean... A big part of the reason I loved those conventions was because there were always women dressed in extremely-revealing outfits, and they put themselves on display. A comic convention is one of very few places where it’s perfectly appropriate to stare at women—assuming they’re dressed in some sort of outfit. Fashion shows, strip clubs, and comic conventions—and comic conventions have the added bonus of featuring games and shows that I happen to adore.

Chris got in: accepted through the fast-line (for pass holders) without any hesitations. He was inside, and he wasn’t coming out.

I shook my head in a state of disbelief. I was sure that he was going to come running out when he felt that pressure that I felt, when he felt those ogling eyes, when people started crowding him for photos.

I waited and waited, but he didn’t come out. So I sent him a message, to the phone that he had nestled between his latex breasts. It was only a minute before he replied. “Did you know that this pass gets you into every event? Not just through the door!”

I was stunned; he was unfazed by all of this. He was just inside, enjoying himself, not caring that he was dressed as a girl.

I got a small table outside of a nearby cafe, where I could see the convention centre, so I could see Chris coming out once the pressure eventually got to him—but he never came out.
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And suddenly, I felt like I was totally missing out

He was in there, getting signatures, meeting his idols, getting to see all of the exhibits and booths and all of the amazing costumes that people had spent all year working on. And me… I was just sitting alone at a cafe, staring at the side of a building, wishing that I had a decent job that could have afforded me tickets to the convention.

But no—I didn’t need to have a job, because I already had a ticket! I had a whole weekend pass, which Chris was now using. I went through so much trouble to get it, but I wasn’t using it. What a waste! Maybe I was too quick to run out of that convention centre. Maybe I wasted a good thing. Now, there was only a day and a half of convention left. I’d missed half of it because of my crippling anxiety… but I didn’t have to miss out on the whole thing. I could still get another pass, for free.

All I had to do was dress up like a girl again. I knew that I could do it; I’d done it before.

My heart skipped a beat as I thought about it. It wasn’t an idea situation; I wasn’t excited about facing that anxiety and that pressure again… but I wanted to be like Chris; I wanted to be enjoying that convention.

I looked at my phone again, re-reading the message he sent to me: “Did you know that this pass gets you into every event? Not just through the door!”
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That was a big deal; that meant he could go to all of the panels. He could go to the cosplay contest. He could go to the trailer reveals. He could test the new video games that hadn’t yet been released. And maybe that even meant he could go to meet the more famous celebrities (access to certain celebrities required a certain tier pass).

I took a deep breath. Okay—maybe I could do it. Maybe I just needed to make a few adjustments to my ‘disguise’, and then try again. I didn’t have to be quite so flashy, quite so revealing. After all, Chris wasn’t nearly as revealing as me in his Sailor Moon costume. Sure, he was showing a lot of thigh, and a bit of ass as well, but his big latex titties weren’t out on display, and that over-the-top wig was helping to conceal a good portion of his face.

My heart raced as I went back to my house. My hands were trembling as I dug out the various costumes that Chris had brought to my house over the past week: his sister’s old cosplay outfits.
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I wasn’t going to put on that Jinx outfit again; it was too racy. But I had other options.

My eye was drawn to another gaming costume: D.Va from Overwatch. She was an insanely popular character. When I was sitting at that cafe, I saw three D.Vas going in, and I saw a few more leaving. It was the perfect outfit to blend into a crowd; and best of all: it covered everything.

It was a full-body, one-piece outfit. I had to be careful getting into it, worried I would rip the sewn seams that Chris’s sister put so much time and effort into.

Now, I was remembering why I passed on this outfit when Chris brought it to me originally; it was damn tight. I spent twenty minutes wriggling, first on my feet, and then on my back, on my bed, legs stretched out, rocking side to side on my ass cheeks. But the outfit was sliding on… slowly. I’d never been in anything so tight, and I was a bit worried my skin wouldn’t be able to breathe. Luckily, Chris’s sister thought of everything, so there was a little hidden zipped to open up the crotch for bathroom breaks.

Getting the tight bodysuit over the latex breast piece was tricky, keeping everything in place. The high neck was good to hide my Adam’s apple, but not so great for the sake of breathing.

But I got used to it; it seemed like a small price to pay for a free weekend pass… okay, well, maybe it wasn’t a weekend pass anymore. Now, it was for a day and a half—but that was better than nothing.

The dark brunette wig fit snug on my head, hardly needing clips at all to be held in place. It was one of the nicer wigs Chris brought over: made with real hair and taken care of very nicely—and it nicely hid my masculine jawline (which really wasn’t all that masculine, but every little detail helped).

The stillness of my room seemed louder now, the usual buzz of the city faint in the background. I looked at myself in the mirror, my heart pounding against my chest. Dressed in the navy bodysuit of D.Va, a cutesy female character from Overwatch, I felt a strange mix of trepidation… and determination.

The suit was much more covered than my previous costume, clinging to my body but in a less revealing way, providing the armour of anonymity I desperately needed if I was going to try this again. With the striking logo emblazoned across the chest and the armoured details painstakingly sewn in, I was sure I'd blend in much better this time around. The D.Va character was a fan favourite, one of the most cosplayed at conventions; I'd be one amongst many.

I took a deep breath, reaching for my makeup bag. First, primer: laying a good foundation was key. It would help smooth out my skin texture, filling in any pores or fine lines and giving the makeup something to grip to. I smoothed it over my face, feeling the silky texture under my fingertips.

Next, I reached for my foundation, a slightly paler shade than my actual skin colour, to emulate D.Va's own flawless complexion. Using a sponge, I carefully dabbed it over my face, making sure to blend it well along my jawline and neck, ensuring there were no telltale lines of demarcation.

Following the foundation, I worked on my eyes. D.Va had a youthful, innocent look, and to achieve this, I focused on creating big, doll-like eyes. Using a light eyeshadow, I highlighted the inner corners of my eyes and my brow bone, then, using a dark brown, I added depth to the outer corners and crease. Eyeliner was next: a thick line across the lash line, extending out into a cat-eye flick. It took a few tries to get them even, and even then, they were far from perfect. But they'd do.

Mascara followed, making my lashes look longer and fuller. After that, I spent a good few minutes gluing on false eyelashes, the glue sticking to my fingers in a stubborn refusal to cooperate. After a few deep breaths and a few more tries, I finally managed to get them on.

For the final touches, I used a soft pink blush, dusting it onto the apples of my cheeks. Then came the tricky part: D.Va’s signature facial markings, the tiny pink triangles under her eyes. With a steady hand and a lot of patience, I drew them on with a lip liner, then filled them in carefully.

Lastly, I applied a soft, pink lip colour. It was a delicate balance, not too bold, but not too pale, and just right to accentuate my lips without drawing too much attention to them.

I set the makeup with a setting spray, watching as it misted down onto my face, then waited for it to dry. As I looked at my reflection, I felt a spark of hope. I looked like D.Va. I looked like I belonged. I looked ready.
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I took a deep breath. I remembered the anxiety of the first try: the intense stress of being watched by dozens and dozens of people: the weight of their gazes crushing me. Maybe this time would be different—or maybe it would be the same… and if it was the same, maybe I could just figure out a way to deal with it. A glance is just a glance, after all. It’s not like anyone would be able to tell that I was actually a man; I had every detail covered.

It was 6:00 PM now; the convention stayed open until about midnight, so I still had time to get down there. But I just needed to be sure that I looked good and convincing. I scrutinized every little detail. I stared closely at my face, turning my head gently left and right. Yes—I looked good. I looked cute. And best of all, I looked nothing like myself. If I showed up in one-hundred photos on Facebook, nobody would see me and say, ‘Oh my God, it’s Will!’

A sense of relief washed over me: a calmness that came along with a smile… but it was a short-lived relief. The moment I got out of my car and saw how busy the convention grounds were, the anxiety returned. Hesitation filled me and I froze. I considered turning around.

It was like I was picking up right where I left off, as if a single moment had not passed since the moment I ran out of that convention centre, nearly in tears. That same terror was back, and now I had a decision to make: a final decision.

I couldn’t keep playing this game. I either had to commit to going in and carrying through with my original plan, or I had to accept that this wasn’t happening.

I blinked a few times as some light rain began to come down. That rain was hardly a mist, but soon, it would be enough to compromise my makeup job—so I had to make a decision fast.

I got back into my car and took a few deep breaths, trying to calm my nerves so that I could make a rational decision. For a moment, I sat in my car, staring at the bustling crowds swarming into the convention centre. I watched as men and women, boys and girls, all dressed as their favourite characters, excitedly dashed in and out of the rain. Each one of them carried an unmistakable spark of joy, anticipation, and unbridled enthusiasm.

Could I be part of that crowd? Could I muster up the courage to walk back into that convention centre, where I had previously made a run for it? I looked down at my cosplay, my own hands trembling over the steering wheel. I was D.Va now, a renowned character from a world that I loved. I had poured hours into meticulously getting every detail right—from the makeup to squeezing my body into the suit, everything was perfect. Or was it?

The thought of entering the convention centre brought a wave of anxiety. What if someone recognized me? What if someone noticed that I was a man under this disguise? What if I got mocked or even worse, got reported? The cons seemed to pile up, overwhelming me.

On the other hand, if I turned back now, I would never know what I missed. I had spent so many days dreaming of being a part of this world, of being accepted and celebrated for my love for this genre, for being able to step into the shoes of my favourite characters and live their stories, even if just for a day. Wasn't this why I had decided to cosplay in the first place? To be a part of something bigger, to be part of a community that understood and shared my passion?
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I glanced up at the convention centre, the rain softly pelting against my car windows. This was about more than just fear—it was about facing my insecurities, about stepping out of my comfort zone and daring to live a dream. Chris had managed to do it, why couldn't I?

But then, once again, there was the anxiety, that persistent, nagging voice that reminded me of all the risks involved. It was a battle between my desire to experience the convention and the fear of exposure and humiliation.

The rain was beginning to pick up now, the gentle tapping on the roof of the car growing louder, more urgent. I looked again at the convention centre, its inviting lights glowing through the rain, a beacon for all those who loved the fantastical worlds we all longed to be a part of.

My heart pounded against my chest as I gripped the steering wheel, my knuckles turning white. The decision weighed heavily on me, a monumental choice that felt much bigger than it was.
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Finally, taking a deep breath, I made my decision. I switched off the engine, grabbed my pink pass, and stepped out of the car. I was going in. I was going to face my fears and live my dream, even if it terrified me.

I squared my shoulders, put on a confident smile, and headed towards the convention centre.

Getting in wasn’t as simple as jumping into the main entrance line. Now, I didn’t have my pass; I needed to face the ticket booth team once more; I needed to trick them once again, which meant that I needed to be perfectly in character: including the female voice.

I whispered a few feminine phrases as I approached. “Hi there, how are you? You look so cute!” And, “Oh my God, look at all these cute outfits!” Those little girly phrases really helped to turn on that mindset—and without the mindset, there was no genuine performance.

There were three of them at the counter. Luckily, there was no line—or maybe that wasn’t lucky; when I got my first pass, they were swamped: so busy, they didn’t have more than five seconds to look me up and down. Now, they had all the time in the world to properly make a judgment. Did I pass? Or was I going to end up on the banned list?

“Picking up a ticket?” asked the woman. And she was a woman: early-thirties, fit, fairly pretty but rather bland. She wasn’t wearing makeup, and she was wearing a simple polo.

"Yes, please," I responded, my voice a pitch higher than normal, striving to keep the feminine lilt I'd practiced. "I mean—I, uh, lost my pass. Could I please get a replacement?"

Her eyes narrowed, the slightest hint of suspicion clouding her gaze. "Can I see some ID?" she asked.

My heart skipped a beat. I had anticipated this, of course, but it was still a shock to be confronted with the question. I reached into my pocket and pulled out my ID, carefully placed in a plastic pouch to protect it from the rain. As I handed it over, my hand shook ever so slightly.

Now, this wasn’t actually my ID. It was an expired license belonging to Chris’s sister. It was something that I knew I might need—but they didn’t ask for the first time.
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She looked at it for a moment that felt like an eternity. I watched as her gaze flicked from the ID to me, her expression unreadable. My mind raced with possible responses, excuses I could use if she questioned it.

"Your picture is different," she said finally, her tone nonchalant. "You have short hair here."

"Oh," I laughed nervously, attempting to keep my tone light, feminine. "I change my hair often. It's a wig," I added, as an afterthought.

She stared at me for a moment longer, her gaze searching. I felt a cold sweat break out on my back, and I resisted the urge to wipe my sweaty palms on my costume. I maintained eye contact, forced a smile on my face. My heart pounded against my ribs, a reminder of the risk I was taking.

Finally, she shrugged, handed back my ID. "Alright. Here's your replacement pass," she said, reaching under the counter to pull out a fresh, neon pink weekend pass. "Be more careful with it next time."

Relief flooded through me, so intense I felt lightheaded. I thanked her, my voice almost unrecognizable to my own ears, and quickly moved away from the counter. As I clutched the new pass in my hand, a wave of triumph washed over me. I had done it. I had faced my fears, challenged my insecurities and come out victorious.

Well—that was just the first of many hurdles, but it was a big one. Now, I had to get into the proper line, which was moving fast.

But like before, it wasn’t long before eyes began finding me, turning towards me. Fingers pointed me out: video-game fans admiring my costume; it was masterfully made, after all. Chris’s sister was a bit of a cosplay genius. I actually felt kind of… honoured to be wearing one of her outfits at a comic convention, showing off her amazing work… I guess there’s a silver-lining to everything, right?

Well, there was another silver-lining: it was now 8:00 PM, and that meant it was adults-only at the convention centre. And adults-only meant some of the more racy outfits were coming out, stealing attention away from me.

“The Cosplay Waifu Contest will begin in thirty minutes!” the staff announced through the speakers. It was every nerd boy’s dream.
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“You going to be competing?” Asked a man next to me, and it was a moment before I realized he was talking to me: blushing and grinning. I smiled and skirted away.

My heart rate soared; there was that anxiety again. But it wasn’t so bad this time. This time, there were some damn-sexy girls around, showing off a hell of a lot more than me.
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There were girls from all over the country there. The convention’s marketing plan worked: I’d never seen a tenth as many girls in that place before! And they all had their pink badges, showing that they were cashing in on the free weekend. And, in turn, there were many, many nerdy boys with bright, glowing eyes—happily shelling out big bucks just to bask in the beauty of those cosplay sluts.

Many were looking at me too, but not for long; gazes were moving fast through the huge, crowded room.
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I scanned the room for Chris—or any red Sailor Moon girls, but saw nothing. The convention centre was huge, stretching on for what seemed like miles. Now, I was wishing that I would have just stayed the day before; I had so much ground to cover, and it seemed like I didn’t have nearly enough time.

“I like your D.Va,” a female voice said behind me. My heart bounced and I turned slowly to see a smiling young woman, dressed in a white-hair wig and skintight blue bodysuit, from some video game or another.
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“Thanks,” I said softly.

“Did you make it yourself?”

“Actually, a friend made it,” I said with a sheepish tone.

She smiled. “It’s cute. You look really cute.” Her eyes beamed and my heart fluttered, and then she giggled and walked away. No girl had ever talked to me like that before.

Is that how girls talk to one another? I don’t know much about being a girl—and I don’t know much about being hit on—but I was half-convinced that girl had just been flirting with me.

A palpable wave of euphoria washed over me. I felt, oddly enough, flattered by her compliment. I was blending in, I was fitting in. I was part of something here.

I set off to look for Chris, weaving through throngs of colourfully dressed women and wide-eyed men. I navigated the sea of fantasy creatures, anime characters, and superheroes, but the red-hued Sailor Mars was nowhere to be seen. The convention centre seemed to stretch into eternity, and the task of finding Chris appeared to be a needle-in-haystack situation. Maybe he left long ago, while I was at home getting myself dolled up.

But now, I felt like I would have loved the support, to be with someone in a similar situation, who could take some of that edge off. Chris had a lot of issues, but he was damn-good at taking the edge off of tense situations.

As I continued my search, I saw groups of Overwatch fans scattered around. Suddenly, one of them, a burly guy in a Reinhardt costume, stopped me. "Hey, D.Va!" he called. "Can we get a photo?" He pointed to a group of cosplayers, all characters from Overwatch.

A nervous burst of energy crept through me, but I held my composure.

I happily obliged, posing with them, a slight smile on my face. The convention centre’s hustle and bustle seemed to blur into the background as we laughed, exchanged compliments, and snapped several photos. It was a moment of joy, of belonging. I was part of their group, part of their world. Every little interaction helped me to feel like I was passing, like I wasn’t going to end up being caught and banned and humiliated.

The Mercy in the group looked me up and down. “That costume is literally so cute,” she said with a soft voice. “Did you make it?”

“A friend made it for me,” I said.

“You should do down that zipper a little,” she said with a small grin. Was she hitting on me too? Did she want to see my breasts? Or was she just giving me a tip, as an experienced female cosplayer?

As I left the group, I caught sight of a couple of girls whispering and pointing in my direction, glancing at me from time to time. They seemed to admire my outfit, their eyes examining it with obvious interest. This caught me off guard. Was it normal for girls to appreciate each other's outfits so openly?

While I was lost in thought, I saw her again: the girl with the white wig, her vibrant blue bodysuit contrasting with the sea of colourful cosplayers around us. She was looking at me, a warm smile on her face. Why was she smiling? Had she recognized me? Or did she simply like my cosplay?

I raised a hand in a shy wave, a slight blush creeping up my neck. She waved back enthusiastically and walked over. Her smile was infectious, her aura inviting. But why? What did she see in me?

I was in uncharted territory.

I could tell that there was something she wanted to say to me—and I had a bad feeling that it was going to be something I sincerely did not want to hear.

“Hey again, fellow pink-passer,” she said, eyeing the pink badge that I had around my neck. She had the same one, of course.

She was smiling, looking right into my eyes. “Do we know each other?” I said awkwardly, softly, trying to keep my voice as soft as possible so no accidental masculine slip-ups would occur.

“I don’t think so,” she giggled.

I didn’t know how to properly ask why she was singling me out.

“I really think that costume is so cute,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said again.

And she lingered. I wasn’t upset; she was beautiful: probably prettier than any girl who had ever talked to me before. I felt totally confused, not used to interacting with beautiful people like her.

And the fact I had no idea what she wanted made me even more confused. I was afraid that she was about to tell me she could tell that I was a male… which is exactly what was about to happen.

She licked her lips and giggled again. “The pink pass is the best thing that ever happened, huh?” she said, eyeing my pass again.

“I—I guess so,” I said.

She put her hand gently on my abdomen, which made me perk up, freezing. She giggled. “If it wasn’t for the pass, I bet you there would have been half the turnout—and then we wouldn’t have gotten to see so many cute outfits.” Slowly, she moved that hand down, down down, until her fingers were over my crotch. With a gentle squeeze, she located the very faint contour of my cock.

I gasped, knowing that I’d been caught. It was exactly what I was afraid of; if she could tell, then others could probably tell as well—right?

“I’m trans,” I lied quickly, hoping it would get me out of trouble.

“Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes, and then she giggled. Then, she looked deep into my eyes, just moments before I was about to dash for the exit, before someone was able to ‘unmask’ me: a yank of the wig, and maybe a pluck at the fake lashes would have been enough. “I don’t mind; I’m not going to tell on you.”

“I—I…” I tried to speak, but I had no good excuse.

“I’ll tell you what. You go down on me, I go down on you—we make the most of it.”

Her eyes flashed and her grin grew. Now, she was blushing. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Go—Go down?” I said.

“Blowjob,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Are you… serious?”

She nodded her head with a strangely innocent smile. It took a moment for the stun to wear off. It took a moment for my brain to register the offer. It took a moment to realize that she was seriously offering to suck my cock. Yes, maybe I was caught, but thank the Lord for that! One of the prettiest girls who had ever looked at me was now offering to suck me off!

“O—Okay,” I said.

She giggled and she took my hand. The next few minutes were a blur as she pulled me through the crowd: this way, that way, into a hallway, through a door, up some stairs. I had no idea where we were going or what she was planning. It occurred to me once we were alone that this was possibly some sort of setup.

Tons of YouTubers showed up for conventions like that: filming content for their channels. And prank videos and gotcha videos were, at the time, extremely popular on YouTube. Maybe the film crew was about to jump out; maybe I was about to face a humiliation beyond anything I could properly understand.

Then she leaned in and kissed me on the lips in that small storage area, filled only with flats of water bottles.

She placed her hand on my crotch and gently rubbed, feeling out the contour of my cock. She giggled once she located it, and then she began to stroke it through the thick stretchy fabric that was squeezing it tight against my body.

I was tense all over, still in a state of disbelief. Nothing like this had ever happened to me before. This girl had just singled me out and taken me aside—but I had a million questions in my head as I tried to understand what the hell was happening.

Though another part of me didn’t care what was happening; I just wanted to enjoy this rare moment of pleasure that would never come again.

She found that hidden zipper and carefully opened my crotch flap, exposing the thong that I’d borrowed from Chris’s sister. She hardly had to budge the thong over to get my erection out. Then, she gasped and her eyes brightened. “You’re bigger than I expected.”

I didn’t say anything; I just blushed and remained still. She looked up into my eyes, giggled, and then went right back to business. She gripped my throbbing shaft and squeezed. She pulled gently, sliding my foreskin over my tip. She leaned in and licked my tip with her warm, wet tongue.

She giggled again. She was a giggly girl, as if she had a joke in her head that kept replaying.

She squeezed her grip and began to pump me slowly. “Does that feel good?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, no hesitations.

“You’re really hard.”

I nodded my head.

“Like… really hard. Your tip is so red.” She giggled again. She licked the tip again. “Are you, like, already about to cum?”

I turned dark red. I was biting my tongue. I wanted to last more than thirty seconds, but right now, it wasn’t looking good. I took a deep breath in and tried hard to focus. But it felt so good—especially a moment later when she was gently licking the underside of my cock with her tongue. She giggled again: a sound that was just somehow so, so arousing. I groaned. I bit my tongue. I strained.

No—I didn’t even end up getting a blowjob: the slow stroking of her fist and the gentle licking of my tip was enough: I came, without warning her. I shot cum onto her dolled-up face.

It should have been an amazing moment; it was my first true sexual experience after all--something I’d dreamed about since the moment I hit puberty. But instead of being uplifting, it was humiliating. Now, she was laughing. “Did you seriously just cum!?” she asked before busting into a fit of laughter. “I mean—I knew I was good, but I didn’t know that I was that good!”

I was red all over.

She kept laughing.

“It’s okay,” she said, realizing I was embarrassed. “It’s kind of a compliment, if you think about it. Want to go down on me now?”

“O—Okay,” I said, knowing it was my turn to return the favour.

She put her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes. She giggled once more, and then she pushed me down with a gentle force: enough to make me go to my knees. She suddenly seemed tall; maybe it was the blue heeled boots—or the tiny short skirt of her cosplay outfit, making her legs look super long.
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She reached down, under her skirt, and pulled her tiny panties down, letting her penis fall out. “Your turn,” she giggled.

I froze, shocked, horrified.


CHAPTER 5
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The beautiful League of Legends cosplayer had a penis. She wasn’t a she at all. And now that I knew the truth, it seemed so obvious. Yes, her face was beautiful and her frame was feminine—but I could see the seam of her breast form. I could make out the subtle lump of her Adam’s apple. And even her voice suddenly seemed so obviously fake when she said, “What’s the matter?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I’m not gay.”

But my head was spinning now. She’d sucked me off… No—He had sucked me off. Oh God: I had my first sexual experience with a man.

And now, that man was looking down at me, batting his long fake eyelashes.

I didn’t know what to say.

And now, she was giggling, as if my state of shock was funny. “Did you think that I was actually a girl?” She covered her mouth with the palm of her hand. And yes—I’m still saying she because… well, she looked like a girl. She was still the same girl that I set my gaze on when I walked into the convention. She had the same pretty face: a face that I told myself was one of the prettiest I’d ever seen.

And maybe that made it a bit easier to handle. At least she looked like a girl; at least she carried herself like a woman. It’s not like some big guy with a beard sucked me off. It’s not like some Graves cosplayer gave me head.

But now, she was still staring at me. “I wouldn’t mind a little… you know.” She giggled once more.

“You want me to…” I could even say it.

So she said it for me. “Blow me.” She bit her lip and smiled. “I won’t tell anyone. It’s not like it’s gay. I look like a girl, don’t I? You thought that I was a girl.”

“But you aren’t a girl!” I gasped.

“You can pretend that I am.” She batted her lashes again.

“It’s kind of hard to pretend,” I said, looking down. And now, her cock was half-hard, as if this conversation was making her aroused. I could see that shaft pulsing, throbbing, getting bigger with each beat of her heart.

“Please,” she said in a long, drawn out cutesy voice. She put her hands behind her back and swayed her body from side to side, batting those pretty lashes one more time.

I took a deep breath. I looked at the growing cock. It wasn’t very big; she had a small penis—shaved, smooth, and… kind of cute-looking in a weird way. Thankfully, it wasn’t some bulging, bulky, muscular hairy cock that would belong to some Russian bodybuilder. Of all the cocks I’d ever seen (and I’d only ever seen cocks in porn), it was by far the girliest.

She had gotten me off, so maybe it was only fair. I didn’t want her to hate me. I didn’t want this to be awkward. And she did smell like flowers, after all. So I reached out and grabbed the cock, feeling the warmth in the palm of my hand. I tried not to groan with disgust as I gently pulled down her foreskin.

At least the smell was feminine. At least her shaved thighs made it seem more like I was with a girl. At least she had that pretty face. I closed my eyes and leaned in. I was just going to mimic what she’d done for me: stroking and licking. I stuck out my tongue and ran it down the length of her shaft. It didn’t taste like anything gross… it didn’t taste like anything at all.

Okay, maybe I could easily suffer through this. She was making soft moaning sounds that sounded perfectly feminine; that was nice. I could get through this. I tightened my grip and stroked harder.

“Suck it,” she said softly.
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I looked at her hard, red shaft. I didn’t want to do it; I didn’t want to feel those throbbing veins in my mouth… But I had to get her off, and I wanted to do it fast. I wasn’t about to disappoint; it seemed like the best way to save face after ejaculating on her face.

So I closed my eyes and went in, mouth open. I felt it slide on my tongue, towards the back of my throat. She wasn’t big—so I was able to get it all in my mouth.

Again, there was no gross taste. It was just… not as weird as I thought it would be.

So I sucked. I pressed my lips firmly around her girth and I bobbed my head. I took breaks every ten seconds or so, and pumped her with my fist in that time. She moaned louder and louder. She giggled with that amazingly feminine giggle. She batted her pretty eyelashes.

And then she was nice enough to warn me. “I’m going to cum. I don’t want to ruin your super-cute cosplay.”
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She asked me to walk around her and jerk her off from behind. It was a bit weird, but I appreciated the thought. Now, I felt guilty for ruining her makeup with my cum as I watched her cock spraying cum as I jerked it. “A bit slower!” she gasped. So I jerked her slower, harder, until I was squeezing out the last drop.

She shuddered all over, and then she surprised me, turning her head and kissing me on the lips. The kiss lasted about ten seconds, with tongue—and I kissed back. Her lips were soft, glossy, girly.

Her tongue had a candy-taste. Our noses nestled together, and then we pulled apart slowly.

I still didn’t even now her name.

“That was fun,” she said. “Thanks for sucking me.”

“Same,” I said sheepishly.

“We’re missing the adult cosplay contest,” she said. She had a wipe ready, from her small purse. She cleaned off her face and then rushed to the door. “Maybe I’ll see you out there.” She winked at me and took off, leaving me alone in my state of shocked confusion.

I was sweaty now—and sweat is not very comfortable in a skintight vinyl outfit—so I took the girl’s advice and zipped down the zipper, showing off more of my cleavage. I knew it would get more attention from the male attendees—but the relief was worth it.
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I carefully snuck back out into the convention, which was just as busy as before—maybe even busier as more arrived to watch that competition of slutty women.

I stopped to watch the competition. It was a nice moment, actually; very few people were looking at me; the attention was on the stage, where girls were posing in some of the sluttiest cosplay I’d ever seen.

There was another D.Va in the contest, with a super low-cut outfit. Her big tits were bursting out—nearly showing everything.
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Next was a Sailor Moon cosplayer. She had a beautiful face, and a great body. The crowd cheered wildly for her. She turned her back to the crowd and shook her ass, making her tiny skirt dance. Faces turned red.
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Next up was a Tomb Raider girl in the tiny, tight Tomb Raider outfit. Her enormous breasts made Angelina Jolie look pre-pubescent. Of course, the crowd roared when she blew a kiss.
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It was a fun show. In the end, they gave the prize to the Sailor Moon, and a girl who came out in a generic Warcraft outfit came in second place (to be fair to her, her costume was quite amazing, and the details were very intricate and fine).
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I was forgetting about the awkward sexual encounter now; it was behind me. I was getting more comfortable in my costume, even with my latex breasts showing slightly. I was still getting looks—mostly from men—but they weren’t worrying me now. I was fairly confident that I wasn’t about to be kicked out of the convention.

I looked over and noticed that Mike Mignola’s booth was almost empty; his fans had gone to watch the contest, and now the line (which was normally one-hundred people long) was only about five people long, so I rushed over. I had my money ready: ten bucks for a signed card. But when I got to Mike, he just smiled and slid over an original drawing that he’d just finished using a marker. It was signed. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“I—I can’t afford that,” I said. A simple original drawings was hundreds of dollars on his price sheet.

“Don’t worry about it,” he smiled. “Just tell me your name.”

I couldn’t say Will. So I just said, “I just go by W.”

He smiled and wrote a personal letter. “To W: a true beauty.” He slid the picture to me and said, “Enjoy the rest of the convention.”

My heart was racing. I’d never been given anything for free before.

And the fun times didn’t end there! A man approached me and begged me to test his company’s new game. He didn’t say who he was with, but he insisted that I would be blown away—and he was right. He was with Riot—one of the biggest game developers in the world, and I was chosen to test out a game that was coming out later that year. I was taken on stage and I played for fifteen minutes in front of a crowd. It was a bit awkward, having so many people stare at me—but Riot wanted a pretty girl to show off their new game

It was an honour, unlike anything I’d ever been blessed with before.

And then, they announced that the convention would be closing soon for the night. It was midnight. Presenters were cleaning up their booths.
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As I was heading towards the exit, someone grabbed my arm, making me gasp. I spun around and froze when I saw the winner of the adult cosplay contest staring at me, in her Sailor Moon attire. She was smiling. “You’re a boy, right?” she whispered.

“H—How can you tell?” I asked.

“I can’t,” she giggled. “My friend told me.”

I assumed she meant the girl I had a sexual experience with.

Now, Sailor Moon was blushing—and I knew what she was thinking.


CHAPTER 6
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She took me to the stage where she competed. She helped me up and then led me behind the curtain. She was giggling with nervous anticipation, and I was doing the same. And then she spun to me and bit her lip before saying, “You do know that I’m a boy too, right?”

I froze, struggling to believe what she’d just told me.

“What?” I said.

She nodded her head. She lifted her skirt. Then, she carefully pulled out her panties, showing me her small flaccid penis. “I just want to be upfront with you.”

“Okay,” I said. My head was spinning.

“I have a weird request,” she said with dark red cheeks.

“What is it?”

“Could you fuck me? I promise I’m clean. When my friend said that you were a boy—and then I saw you. Okay—I’ll just admit it; I kind of have this weird thing for D.Va.”

“You want me to… fuck you?” I asked, heart racing. I stared into her eyes.

She smiled and nodded. “If you want me to fuck you after, I don’t mind.”

“No,” I said, shaking my head quickly. “I mean—I don’t… I’ve never done that kind of thing before.”

“Fucked a boy? Or get fucked?”

“Either,” I said.

“It’s just like fucking a girl,” she giggled.

“I’ve never done that,” I said.

“What do you prefer?”

“Girls,” I said quickly, making sure it was clear that I was straight.

She blinked a few times with a pretty smile. “Well I’m a girl. Pretend you’re fucking a girl in the ass.”
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She turned around and lifted her skirt. She shimmied down her panties and then reached between her legs, grabbing her balls and pulling them forward so I couldn’t see them. Then, she wagged her bum in the air, presenting herself.

Her bum was feminine: round, soft, smooth. Her thighs were plump and juicy. Her figure was just so… alluring. And this time, I could be sure that I wasn’t just delusional: she’d won the contest, which essentially had crowned her the prettiest girl at the convention.

And what did I really have lose? I’d already had a sexual experience with a boy dressed like a girl… What was one more encounter?

At least this time I would last longer.

She spat onto the palm of her gloved hand and reached her hand around back, pushing the spit between her ass cheeks, making her rectum glisten. She stuck a finger into her asshole, pushing it deep to the knuckle and then pulling it out slowly. “It’s tight for you,” she whispered.

How could I resist? Boy or girl: nobody could resist what I was seeing!

So I unzipped that crotch access on my suit and I stepped forward. She took both of her hands and used them to spread her butt cheeks wide apart. I was already erect, like any sane person would have been staring at that amazing asshole. I grabbed my shaft with my vinyl-clad hand and pointed it down, pressing my throbbing tip against her hole.

It was tight; I didn’t think I would be able to penetrate… but after a moment of pushing, I breached. My cock slid into her and she gasped loudly. I felt her clenching hard around my girth, making her spit squish out from her hole. I pushed deeper, making her tremble all over.

I’d never been with a woman, but I had a feeling that this was an authentic experience. The sights, the sounds—she was just so damned beautiful.

She moaned like nothing I’d ever heard. Her body trembled. Her asshole flexed and clenched, and she kept throwing her long hair back as pulses of euphoria took her over.
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I fucked her hard, bending her over that folding table. I drove deep into her and made her squirm and scream. Now, I felt much better about myself than I did when I prematurely ejaculated on the other girl’s face. This was nice; this was a good sexual experience!
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But I couldn’t hold back forever. The euphoria became too strong, and I gave in, screaming as I unloaded cum inside of her tight body.
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She moaned loudly, and then we both went limp. I nearly fell over, and she remained slumped on that table. I wiped sweat from my forehead and she looked back at me. “That felt nice,” she smiled. “Want me to fuck you now?”

“No,” I said. “I—I don’t want that.”

“I promise it feels good,” she smiled. “Better than anything you’ve ever experienced.”

I hesitated. What if she was right?

No—that wasn’t me. I wasn’t gay; fucking her with her cock tucked away was one thing. Letting her stick her cock into me—that was a whole different thing entirely.

We had to sneak out separately so that people wouldn’t catch onto what we’d done. Like the girl before her, I never got her name, but that was probably for the best, because her name was probably something like George or Jim, and I didn’t need to have that lingering in the back of my head. In my mind, they were girls—girls with cocks… but still girls. And that was a lot easier to process and handle than knowing that they were men.

I got into my car and drove home, parking out back and sneaking in, not wanting anyone in my family to see me all dolled up like that. I went straight into the bathroom, and took one long look at myself in the mirror before washing off my face.

I peeled off the intricate D.Va costume, layer by layer, feeling my skin breathe as the tight latex suit was peeled off my body. The sensation of freedom was intoxicating, yet oddly sad. As if I were saying goodbye to a part of me.

Then came the wig, the beautiful, thick, lustrous hair that had framed my face all day. I held it in my hands for a moment, looking at the strands as they fell through my fingers, before placing it carefully back on the wig stand.
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I stared at my reflection as I began to wipe off my makeup. My strokes were slow and deliberate, each swipe of the cleansing wipe removing another layer of the fantastical character I'd been all day. The mascara came off, followed by the foundation, then the eye shadow. My face transformed before me, bit by bit, from D.Va, the spunky, confident Overwatch character, back to the familiar reflection of some ordinary nerdy guy named William.

The reality of my bare face was startling. A strong sense of unfamiliarity filled me. My face looked so ordinary, so mundane compared to the vibrant, lively character I had spent the entire day as. The usual blemishes and slight stubble on my face, which I never used to pay much attention to, now seemed glaringly prominent. My eyes, usually just plain brown, now looked dull without the accentuation of eyeliner and mascara.

As I scrutinized my bare face, I felt a sense of loss, an emptiness. It was like an artist who had created an exquisite masterpiece, only to have it washed away. The absence of makeup, the lack of the wig, and the everyday clothing made me look, feel... average. And for the first time, that seemed less than appealing.

I leaned in closer to the mirror, scrutinizing my reflection. Is this how I had always looked? So simple, so ordinary? Today, I had been more. Today, I had been D.Va, an animated, colourful, vibrant character. Today, I had felt alive.

I sighed deeply, a strange feeling of sadness welling up within me. As I stared into my own eyes, I felt like I was meeting an old friend after a long time. Familiar, yet somehow foreign. It was an uncanny feeling.
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The exhilaration of the day had faded, replaced by a reflective calm. The mundane reality of my reflection stared back at me, a stark contrast to the extraordinary character I had been mere hours ago.

Who was I really?

I looked back at the latex costume, which was neatly folded next to me. I reminded myself that there was still a day left before the convention was over: one more day to put on that disguise and float around the convention centre; one more day to pull the gazes of men in all directions, to feel attention that I’d never felt before… to be beautiful, wanted, desired.

I caught myself grinning. I caught myself fantasizing about what had happened in the day. Then, I caught myself in my bedroom, looking at the various cosplay outfits that Chris had given to me, made by his sister, all sexy in their own right. I had strong urges now, to know how I would look in all of them. I’d never really given them a proper chance.

Soon, those outfits would have to be returned to the girl who made them. They didn’t belong to me. I was just borrowing them, and I was quickly realizing that I’d missed out on a great chance to actually enjoy them the way they were meant to be enjoyed.

Where were these thoughts coming from? Why were these ideas in my head? Why couldn’t I stop thinking about dressing up? Why did I keep running my fingers down the soft cosplay fabrics?

Why couldn’t I sleep? Why was I so… excited?


CHAPTER 7
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Iwas up early. I can’t say that I got more than two hours of sleep—but I didn’t want to miss the convention; it was only going to be open until 6:00 PM, and I still felt like I had so much ground to cover.

It was time to get ready, but I wanted to experiment. I wanted to try out a different look: a different costume, and a different makeup style. I wanted to know just how pretty I could be.

I dug into my closet, pulling out a suitcase stuffed to the brim with a jumble of costumes, each one a VIP ticket into a different fantasy world. Giddy, I decided to start my costume parade with a Sailor Venus getup.
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Oh, how cool the soft material felt against my skin! It was a refreshing change from the snug latex of my D.Va bodysuit. Swishing around the room in the short, flirty skirt, I couldn't help but giggle. This was such a different vibe from my usual jeans-and-tee combo. The teeny lacy panties felt bizarre but in a good way. Like I was part of some secret girly club.

Next came the wig: a golden blonde waterfall of curls. The moment it hit my shoulders, I couldn't help but do a little hair flick. I felt like a princess, or better yet, a pop star!

For makeup, I decided to play it a bit soft. Less superhero, more girl-next-door. Starting off with a moisturizer that smelled like a bouquet of flowers, followed by a gentle kiss of foundation, I was beginning to see the transformation. Then, a gentle trace of eyeliner, a soft whisper of blush on the cheeks, and a sweep of the cutest pink lipstick. Every stroke, every dab was like a sprinkle of magic, turning plain old me into... someone else.

Slipping into my boots, I twirled in front of the mirror. There she was, not Will, but a confident, radiant girl with a flirty skirt and a twinkle in her eyes.

Next up was the Princess Peach costume. It felt like stepping into a dream.
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Slipping into the pink satin dress was like being draped in cotton candy—but less sticky. The frilly shoulder sleeves sat puffy and proud, while the layered skirt floated around my legs, full and airy. The bodice was tight, cinching in my waist, creating an illusion of a more feminine figure. As I moved around, the satin of the dress rustled, whispering secret stories of princesses and their enchanted worlds.

The wig this time was a soft blonde, with bouncy waves cascading down. It gave me an adorable princess-like appeal. The tiara was the cherry on top, making me feel so regal.

Makeup for Princess Peach was a bit bolder than Sailor Venus. The rosy blush was applied generously on the apples of my cheeks, adding to the Peach vibe. A shimmery peach lip gloss replaced the pink lipstick, adding a glamorous touch to the look.

Next up was Tifa Lockhart from Final Fantasy. This was more casual, less royal, but just as fun. The white tank top and white mini skirt was a stark contrast from the princess look. The costume hugged my frame, accentuating the corset's work underneath. The suspenders and fingerless gloves gave it an edgy, badass look.

[image: Tifa]



I loved how the wig this time was a stark raven black. I could almost feel the rush of courage and strength coursing through me. The makeup was more smoky, more bold. The dark eyeliner and smoky eyeshadow gave me a fierce, untamed look, fitting perfectly with Tifa's character.
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My transformation parade continued with characters from various universes: Wonder Woman, Black Widow, even Harley Quinn. Each costume, each character brought out a new side of me.
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There was a newfound strength in Wonder Woman, a mysterious allure in Black Widow, and an unabashed craziness in Harley.
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Each costume, each transformation was like peeling off a layer of my own self and discovering a new aspect of who I was or could be. Each dress, each pair of panties, each wig, and each makeup palette was a ticket to a new me – a me that was finally getting the chance to explore, experiment, and embrace a spectrum of expressions. It was like being on a roller coaster of identities.

Fingers deep in the suitcase, I unearthed the eye-catching, fiery orange material that made my heart race. A Starfire costume, one of the beloved characters from the DC universe. It wasn't just the idea of embodying another character that thrilled me… it was also the prospect of embracing this female persona that I was beginning to really like.

The character made no difference. To be honest—I knew very little about Starfire. I wasn’t even totally sure that the outfit looked very genuine—but it was irrelevant.

I could feel a surge of joy as I held up the costume. The top was a vibrant purple crop-top, with an equally daring mini-skirt to match. The matching purple panties were high-waisted, their soft fabric promising to mold onto me, transforming my shape into an unmistakably feminine silhouette.

As I slid into the costume, my skin tingled, my heart pounded, it was an unfamiliar but welcoming sensation. The gentle hold of the panties against my skin was a comfort that resonated within me. The costume was more than just a means to an end—it was me becoming who I might have always wanted to be, deep down.

Eagerly, I approached my vanity. I applied foundation, not as a disguise, but as a smoothing agent, painting me in the light I was beginning to accept. The concealer hid the shadow of my past face, turning me into a fresh canvas ready to be adorned with my newfound identity.

I swept on blush, not just to mimic the colour of feminine cheeks but to breathe life into the girl I was becoming. A palette of purples and pinks danced on my eyelids, echoing the vibrancy of the costume and the thrill of my transformation.

Carefully, I drew the eyeliner into a delicate wing, enhancing the feminine allure of my eyes. Mascara followed, giving my lashes a bold, voluminous look that framed my eyes beautifully. The final touch was a swipe of coral lipstick, contrasting brilliantly against my purple wig, a final seal on my transformation.
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I took a step back and met my reflection. The person staring back at me was as unfamiliar as she was exciting. But there was something more to the fiercely purple hair, the dynamic colours, and the newfound confidence in my gaze. I wasn't just Starfire—I was a girl, and I was breathtakingly beautiful.

I couldn’t stop smiling, but I knew that wasn’t a good thing. I knew that this whole feminine persona was taking me over. I’d felt hints of this over the past couple of weeks as I prepared for this scheme, but I’d always pushed them away. Now, it was hard to push the feelings back, knowing that I wasn’t just cute to myself: I was cute to others too.

Like this, I was desirable. People would see me and want to have me, want to touch me, want to kiss me, want to fornicate with me. And as chilling as that seemed, it was hard not to look at it like a compliment.

When I stepped into the convention, that thrill grew. As gazes turned to admire my figure and my face, I felt those new, excited sensations: adrenaline that I’d never experienced before. I was becoming addicted to this, for better or worse.

Amongst the sea of cosplay, my eyes were drawn to a particular face. A boy with an enchanting smile, broad shoulders and eyes that glowed with a captivating allure. He was dressed as Robin, the ideal counterpart to my Starfire—a detail that did not escape me.

Almost instinctively, I found myself moving towards him. Weaving through the crowd, I offered him a smile that seemed to light up his features. "Hey, Robin," I greeted, my voice soft: nervous, but gaining some confidence. I was already ten-times as confident as the day before—and a thousand times the day before that.

His eyes sparkled as he returned my smile. "Starfire! Your outfit is amazing. Did you make it yourself?"

A giggle escaped my lips, a sound I'd never heard from myself before. "Actually, a friend made it," I answered, brushing off some imaginary dust from my skirt. A flirtatious move, I realized belatedly.

We fell into easy conversation, discussing our favourite comic book arcs, the attention to detail in our costumes, even touching on little anecdotes from our lives. I felt a connection sparking between us; it was nothing serious, nothing that meant anything… but it was strangely… refreshing.

His laughter filled the air, mixing with the buzz of the crowd, but all I could focus on was him. The conversation flowed effortlessly. I was lost in the rhythm of his voice, the warmth of his laughter, the glint in his eyes. I was... flirting.

Before I knew it, he was leaning in, his voice dipping to a soft whisper, "Can I get your number? Maybe we could continue this chat over some coffee, or at another convention?"

The world seemed to still around me. My heart hammered in my chest. The request was flattering, electrifying, but also terrifying. I was suddenly confronted with a reality I had not anticipated. I was Will—yet here I was, not just as Starfire, but as a girl who was captivating enough to have this charming boy asking for her number.

But I wasn’t a girl. He had no idea that I was actually a guy. I was fooling him, and maybe I was fooling myself.

A smile plastered on my face, I excused myself, saying I had to meet a friend, leaving him with a promise to be back. As I moved away, my mind spun with this new revelation. My anxiety seemed to build with each step, the joy and thrill of my transformation now tinged with a daunting question: Who was I? Was I Will, or was this unnamed girl now reflected in every passing glance?

I began to feel glances turned my way again. It seemed like the tension was mounting, trying to eject me from that social gathering. I turned and eyed the exit; it was close enough; I could be gone in a matter of seconds. But I managed to catch my breath; I managed to stop the panic attack before it properly got started.

Then, I noticed a gaze beckoning me: a flirty twinkle in the eye of a beautiful young woman, dressed as Jessica Rabbit, complete with red hair. She looked me up and down and then motioned for me to follow her with one finger. She went through a curtain, into one of the many presentation areas.

It was Sunday, and most presentations were over. Many booths had already been cleared, so there were many empty, desolate spaces. Jessica Rabbit was leading me to one of them.

The area she took me to was like stepping into some cool sci-fi movie. You could tell the city had shelled out serious dough on the 90-million-dollar convention centre project. I mean, just the walls: all shiny and sleek like a chrome spaceship, and they were glowing with colours from the stage lights that made the whole place feel sorta otherworldly. I’d been in that convention centre before, but I’d never really noticed the building itself; I’d always been too occupied with the presentations and the presenters and the booths and the swag and the crowds and costumes.

It was a spacious and super clean spot, a peaceful bubble away from the whirlwind of the convention. There were all these high-tech gizmos and doodads, each humming with a gentle buzz like they were alive or something. Touchscreens as big as TVs, rows of tiny blinking lights, it was like being inside a space station control room.

Fancy lighting gear hung from the ceiling, and you could control the whole show from a touch panel on the wall. Their soft glow made the place feel soothing, which was a nice change from the flashing lights and noise of the expo.

And then, there were these giant curved LED screens on the walls, showing everything happening at the convention, so you didn't feel too cut off. Plus, the air was just right, not too hot or cold, a perfect chill-out spot amidst the cosplay madness.

Jessica Rabbit was in the middle of that impressive room, staring at me with a confident grin that suited the character.

When I got close to her, she smiled, glared into my eyes, and said, “I can see your bulge.”

I looked down and saw that she was correct: my panties must have slipped, and now the contour of my cock was visible in my tight bottoms. I flushed red and looked away, fixing the awkward incident.

I didn’t know what to say—but she knew what she wanted. “Want to fuck?”
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She lifted up her long, tight red dress and showed me that she wasn’t wearing panties—and that she was a male.

A surge of fear came first; then came the surge of excitement: a grin across my face that I wished wasn’t there—but I couldn’t help myself. I knew we were about to have fun; I hadn’t forgotten the amazing euphoria that I felt the day before.

“Turn around,” she said with a smile.

“T—Turn around?”

She nodded. I was frozen, so she helped me, placing her red-gloved hand on my side. A bit of pressure was enough to make me turn to face an old folding table. She bent me over. She lifted my skirt. She reached around and grabbed my cock, squeezing it, giggling, moaning. Then I feather warm shaft, already excited, already ready for action, sliding between my legs.

I just closed my eyes.

“There you are,” another voice said, making us both gasp. We spun to face a pair of girls standing at the curtain. I recognized one from the adult cosplay costume contest the day before.

The first was dressed as Asuka Langley from Neon Genesis Evangelion, and she captured the character's feisty spirit flawlessly. Her plug suit clung to her, defining every curve, a stark contrast to her delicate frame. The bright red suit was an embodiment of Asuka’s fiery persona. A headband topped her vibrant orange wig, and the blue accents of the costume further heightened her anime-like appearance. Her green eyes sparkled with playful energy, radiating an infectious enthusiasm.
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Her companion was a stark contrast yet equally captivating, dressed as Yennefer of Vengerberg from the Witcher series. The enchantress' elegant and mysterious persona was beautifully encapsulated in her cosplay. Clad in a raven-black gown, that fell gracefully to the floor, she looked every bit the alluring sorceress Yennefer was known to be. Her raven tresses fell over her shoulders, and her violet eyes were intense, glimmering with an indescribable allure. The obsidian star pendant resting on her chest and the leather belt adorned with silver added the perfect touch to her intricate ensemble.
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They stared at me for a moment, looking confused, as if wondering who I was. Then, Jessica Rabbit said, “Isn’t she cute?”

“I like her cosplay,” said Yennefer.

“It’s so cute!” Said Asuka, clasping her hands tightly together and bouncing in her skintight blood-red suit.

“Mind if they join?” Jessica Rabbit asked me.

I stuttered, not sure what to say. The girls skipped over, blushing, not waiting for my approval. Moments later, suits were being unzipped. Cosplay was coming off. Tucked bulges were being unfurled. The girls, both surprising and unsurprising, were men, like me, like Jessica Rabbit, like Chris (who was still out there somewhere, dressed as Sailor Mars), like Sailor Venus, like that League of Legends super-fan… It was starting to seem like every girl in that joint was actually a guy.

And now, they were all around me, laying me on my back, surrounding me, touching me. There were nervous giggles, blushing cheeks, awkward smiles. Fingers slid up the length of my shaft. Hands pulled my thighs open. I didn’t know their names—but that was for the best, and it was part of the fun.

My heart was pounding hard—so hard that Yennefer placed her hand on my chest and commented on it. “Relax, Starfire. We’re just having fun.”

I let out a small smile; maybe it could just be fun, and nothing more.

I let them touch me, feel me, lick me, suck me. I let them spread me wide—and then I let them inside of me, one at a time. Jessica Rabbit went first. Asuka went next, her cock surprisingly thick. Yennefer was long and hard, making me gasp with pain until I got used to her big size. The whole encounter was a blur.
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I’m not even sure how I ended up on my feet, between the legs of Asuka, who was now the one taking it from all of us. I’m not sure whose cum was on my face—but it was sweet and a bit tangy. I do know that I ended up ejaculating into the mouth of Jessica Rabbit, and she swapped my cum into the mouth of Asuka, who giggled as she gargled and swallowed. I got a firm spank on the bum from one of the girls, and then we all scurried like naughty kids when we heard the footsteps of staff coming towards that room. We went our separate ways.

Now, I was back on the floor, back in the crowd, as if nothing had happened. And it wasn’t long before I noticed the glares of other girls, grinning, looking at me, making offers with their eyes. And I just knew that they were boys, even though they looked perfectly convincing, perfectly feminine.

I checked the time; I still had about six hours to enjoy everything around me. I wanted to take it all in—and I wanted to enjoy those last six hours as a woman, because I knew that I would never get to experience being a woman again.


CHAPTER 8
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With each step I took through the buzzing convention, I was living it up. For the first time, I felt right in my skin, comfortable, and alive. The excitement of the convention, the thrill of being admired, the flutters I got from flirting—it was all something special. But, being a woman, feeling like Starfire, that was something else entirely.

Then, out of nowhere, I heard a rough voice that just didn't fit the vibe. "Excuse me, Miss," it echoed, snapping me out of my bliss. I swivelled around to find a big, burly security guard with a no-nonsense stare. Something about his gaze sent shivers down my spine.

"Would you mind coming with me, please?" His words had a polite ring, but they felt cold and official. My heart started thumping like a drum. Had they figured me out?

“What is this about?” I asked softly, keeping my voice quiet so I wouldn’t give away my masculine identity.

“Just come with me.”

“Please just tell me why,” I said.

The crowd around us started murmuring, whispers buzzing like bees in the summer heat. A quick look around revealed nothing but prying eyes and curious faces. But I had no choice—I followed the guard, my hands shaking despite my best efforts to remain cool.

As we moved away from the main floor into a quieter corner, the reality hit me like a ton of bricks. They knew.

The jig was up.

We were away from the main crowd, but there were still many nearby, many within earshot. “The badge,” he said, holding out his hand. “And your ID.”

“My ID?” I said.

He nodded his head.

“Can you tell me why?”

He motioned for me to hand it over, so I dug out the borrowed ID that belonged to Chris’s sister. He smiled and shook his head. “You’re real ID,” he said with a deep, firm rasp.

“That’s my ID,” I said, voice hardly a whimper.

“It’s not,” he said. “This looks nothing like you. You’re stealing this woman’s identity, and you did it for the free pass. Now, show me your real ID before I have to get the police involved. We need to add your name to the ban list.”

“The ban list?” I said.

Now, more faces were turning to look at us.

I was caught like a deer in headlights, the chatter and laughter of the convention suddenly sounding too loud in my ears. A lump formed in my throat as I gazed into the guard's hardened face, his tone unwavering.

"The ban list," he reiterated, his voice echoing in my ears. "It's where we add the names of those who misuse our conventions. And stealing someone's identity for a free pass falls in that category."

My heart was racing like a runaway train. I could feel my palms getting clammy, the pink badge in my hand was getting damp. Around us, the bystanders were huddling closer, drawn in by the rising tension. The once welcoming, excited faces now wore looks of confusion and concern.

"I—I didn't mean to—" I stuttered, feeling the walls closing in.

The guard held up his hand, cutting me off. With his other hand, he reached out and, before I could even comprehend what was happening, pulled at the front of my costume. The padding from my breast form came off with a sickening rip.

Suddenly, the world fell silent. There was a collective gasp from the crowd. My heart plummeted and I felt my cheeks burn with humiliation. I looked down at the damaged form, the illusion I'd worked so hard to maintain was shattered.

My vision blurred, the guard's stony face and the eager eyes of the crowd around us meshing into a blur of colours and shapes. The murmuring crowd grew louder, the murmurs turning into whispers and then into outright chatter.

The guard handed me back the torn breast form, a stern look on his face. "We can continue this at the police station if you'd like," he said. But his words were lost on me. “Identity theft is a real crime.”

Suddenly, everything felt too real. Too harsh. I felt a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. My breath hitched in my throat. Just as the first tear began to roll down my cheek, I heard the crowd gasp again.

Suddenly, a hand clamped down on my shoulder. I turned to see a familiar face. A friendly face.

It was her. The girl from before—the girl with the white wig, the blue League of Legends costume. Her face was a mix of concern and determination. "Wait," she said, stepping between me and the guard.

As I looked into her eyes, I could see a spark of hope. Maybe, just maybe, this nightmare wasn't over yet.

“How dare you rip her costume!” the girl said. “This is harassment.”

“Mind your business,” the guard growled at the girl.

“She did nothing wrong.”

“She’s not really a girl,” the guard pointed out firmly.

“And who are you to make that decision? You’re not a doctor. You’re just a rent-a-cop with a chip on his shoulder.”

“I’m taking her to the police station,” he said.

“If you’re taking her, then you’re taking me too,” she said, and she lifted up her intricate neck piece to reveal the seam of her breast form. “Because I probably don’t qualify as female to you either.” Her face was red with frustration. I had no idea why she was standing up for me.

“Fine,” the guard said. “I’ll take you both in.”

“And me too!” Called out a voice in the crowd. It was feminine… but not entirely. I looked over and saw Sailor Mars… or, I should say, Chris. Her skin was a bit pale, full of nervous energy. “I’m not really a girl either, so you may as well arrest me.”

“And me,” said yet another girl, another familiar face: Sailor Venus.

But it didn’t end there. More and more girls began stepping up: five more, ten more. And they were all able to prove to the guard that they weren’t actually woman; some flashed their chests, some revealed breast forms, and some showed off their bulges without too much concern.

In total, nearly thirty girls who weren’t really girls stood in my defence, ready to go down with me, on principle.

The guard was white now, not sure how to handle this situation. He looked at me and then he turned to face the angry mob that was growling in his direction.

He stuttered and then he cleared his throat. “I’ll, uh, let you off with a warning this time,” he said, and then he scuttled away like a nervous crab.

The hall seemed to stretch infinitely, the chatter and buzz of the crowd turned into a dull, distant hum as I watched the guard retreat. His previously confident figure now slouched and hasty. I stood frozen, the ripped form still clenched in my hands. My mind was a jumbled mess of thoughts, caught between relief, humiliation and an odd sense of validation.

The space around me seemed to breathe again. Murmurs of "Is she okay?" and "What just happened?" washed over me like gentle waves. I looked around at the faces, a mix of boys and girls, men and women, some dressed as their favourite characters, some just in their plain selves. They were all looking at me, some with concern, some with awe, some with respect.

A knot formed in my throat. I felt a gentle hand on my arm.

"Hey," the girl with the white wig said softly, her voice a soothing balm to my raw nerves. "You okay?"

“I—I’m…” I stuttered, my voice barely a whisper. My heart was pounding so loudly, I was sure everyone could hear it. "I think so."

The room seemed to be spinning. I took a deep breath, and the scent of the convention: a blend of makeup, fabric, and the sweet-salty mix of popcorn hit me, grounding me back into reality.

One by one, the group of thirty girls—or boys, rather—approached me. I recognized some faces, others were new. Some of them introduced themselves, some just gave a nod of solidarity. Every single one of them had stood up for me. For us. For the freedom to be whoever we wanted to be.

I was overwhelmed.

The rest of the day was a blur. I don't remember much, just snippets of laughter and encouraging words, whispered reassurances, and shared stories of hidden truths. We didn't just bond over our shared love for cosplaying. We bonded over something deeper, something that transcended the surface.

Some of those girls were truly trans: born male and using the convention as an outlet to embrace femininity for a short period of time. Some were discovering a love for being female. Some were just playing the part for the free pass—and as far as I was concerned, that was okay; it’s only fair that everyone is given the same opportunities.

Chris was there, of course. He was still Sailor Mars, makeup slightly smudged but the sparkle in his eyes brighter than ever. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you, Will," he said, his voice serious for once. "I was afraid you wouldn't understand."

"Chris," I started, words catching in my throat. I placed a hand on his arm. "Thank you."
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Later, as I made my way through the remaining attractions, I found myself attracting more attention than before. But this time, it wasn't just for my Starfire costume. This time, it was for being me.

The sun was beginning to set, casting long shadows across the bustling convention floor. People were starting to leave, their tired but satisfied faces glowing in the evening light. As I stood there, amidst the crowd and the fading echoes of the day's events, I realized that I didn't want this day to end.

This was the day I had discovered something new about myself. This was the day I had stood up for my identity, and in turn, inspired others to do the same. This was the day I had finally found a community that accepted me for who I was, whether that was a boy, a girl, or someone in between.

As the lights began to dim, signalling the end of the convention, I looked around one last time. I was still Starfire. I was still Will. But I was also something more now. I was a part of something bigger.

As I left the convention center, I felt a new confidence brewing inside me. I wasn't sure what lay ahead. But one thing was certain: this was just the beginning.

THE END


PROLOGUE
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One year later...

The sun was peeking through the gaps of the blinds, casting long stripes of light across the room: the bedroom of Will’s new apartment.
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A figure moved under the covers, groaning softly at the intrusion of light. The figure's name was Will. He still looked like the Will of a year ago: same tousled dark hair, same hazel eyes that sparkled with mischief. But there was a change. A subtle one. One you'd only notice if you knew what to look for.

A soft sigh interrupted his sleepy musings. He turned, eyes landing on the figure beside him. Tangled black hair splayed across the pillow, a peaceful smile on her lips as she slumbered on. Her name was Emily. She was like him: born a boy but had always felt more like a girl. They had met at a comic convention’s cosplay contest six months ago, both finding solace in each other's shared experiences. The connection was instant, their understanding of each other deep and profound. They had been inseparable since.

It helped that Emily had a big cock and an insatiable sex drive, and Will was excited to explore his own sexuality.

"Morning," Emily murmured, her voice hoarse with sleep.

"Morning, Em," he replied, his heart fluttering at the sight of her sleepy smile. He reached out, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Sleep okay?"

She nodded, rolling onto her side to face him. Her dark eyes sparkled with amusement as she let out a soft chuckle. "You still look like Starfire, you know?" As she stretched out, the soft, lightweight satin sheet slid off of her body, revealing her nakedness. Her penis was hard from an erotic dream. A thick vein curved up the length of her shaft, drawing Will’s focus.

“Starfire?” Will said.

Just the night before, they had gone to a small cosplay meetup, and Will had dressed as Starfire: a costume he made himself this time, and not the costume belonging to Chris’s sister.

Will laughed, the memory of that fateful day flooding back. The embarrassment, the fear, the anger, the surprise... and then the acceptance, the relief, the freedom. It had been a rollercoaster ride of emotions. But he wouldn't change it for anything.

"You don't look too bad yourself, Wonder Woman," he teased back, recalling Emily's favourite cosplay character. She wore it well, and had won many awards for her amazing Wonder Woman portrayal.
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Their laughter filled the quiet room, their shared happiness spilling over and colouring the morning light. They were two souls, each on their own journey of self-discovery, finding comfort and companionship in each other. Life had thrown them curveballs, but they had emerged stronger, braver. More themselves.

And as they lay there, basking in the glow of the morning sun and their shared affection, a sense of peace washed over Will. He was still on his journey, still figuring things out. But for now, he had Emily. They had each other. And that was enough.

The world outside continued its early morning hum, people scurrying to work, kids running to school, life continuing its inexorable march. But inside that small room, bathed in the soft glow of morning light, everything felt perfect. They were two people, in love, enjoying a simple, quiet moment together. It wasn't grand. It wasn't spectacular. But it was their moment. And it was perfect.

And so, in their little corner of the world, Will and Emily found their happily ever after. Not in grand declarations or world-altering events, but in quiet moments like these. In shared smiles, gentle touches, soft words, and a love that was deep, profound, and beautifully simple. And for them, that was enough. That was everything.

KEEP READING TO SEE A GALLERY OF COSPLAY CUTIES!


COSPLAY CUTIES GALLERY


OUR BIGGEST YEAR YET!

Prepare for an unforgettable weekend as the Convention of Comics takes over the city's state-of-the-art Centennial Bank Convention Center. Sun Force Expos and Events is excited to take you on an adventure filled with superheroes, villains, princesses, and warriors. We've been working tirelessly to curate an engaging and immersive experience for our attendees.
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Immerse yourself in a universe of your choosing, with panels covering everything from graphic novels to manga, TV shows to blockbuster films. Engage with the minds that bring your favourite characters to life, with over 200 presenters including authors, artists, screenwriters, and voice actors. Rub shoulders with nearly 300 special guests—industry professionals, famous cosplayers, and internet personalities.

Discover new worlds in our extensive vendors' hall, featuring over 400 exhibitors. Here you'll find a plethora of collectibles, exclusive merchandise, and unique art pieces. For gamers, get your hands on the latest video games and compete in friendly tournaments. Immerse yourself in your favourite stories with immersive VR experiences and interactive exhibits.

New to cosplay or a seasoned veteran? Participate in our cosplay events, including a grand contest hosted by Greg Neal, author of Big Guns. Show off your best costume and stand a chance to win amazing prizes! For our mature audiences, don’t miss the adults-only cosplay contest at 9:00 PM, hosted by Andrea Dobson from DC Comics.

In our continuous effort to promote diversity and inclusion in the comic and cosplay community, we're thrilled to extend free admission to all ladies in cosplay. Join us in the celebration of strong female characters, show off your creative skills, and connect with fellow cosplayers. Simply pick up your free weekend pass from the Will Call booth at the South Entrance during the first two days of the event.

Please note, free passes will not be available on Sunday as the Will Call booth will be closed. But don't worry, your free pass is valid for the entire weekend!

We're excited to share the magic of the fourteenth annual Convention of Comics with you. Here's to a weekend of passion, creativity, and inspiration. Whether you're a longtime fan or a newcomer to the world of comics and cosplay, we welcome you to join us for three days of fantastical fun, right in the heart of the city! Welcome, heroes, to the biggest convention yet. The adventure awaits!

GET READ TO MEET OUT SPECIAL COSPLAY GUESTS!

Lena Starlight - The reigning queen of the US cosplay scene, Lena Starlight has gained worldwide recognition for her extravagant and highly detailed costumes. Known for her captivating stage presence and the ability to truly embody her chosen character, Lena never fails to mesmerize the crowd. From mainstream comic book characters to obscure video game heroines, her versatility is a testament to her deep-rooted passion for the craft.
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Hana "Pixie" Park - This South Korean sensation is a beacon of the international cosplay community. Pixie's transformative skills bring her characters to life, while her effervescent energy makes her a crowd favorite. Best known for her cute and accurate interpretations of iconic anime and video game characters, her dedication to capturing each character's essence is evident in the meticulous attention she pays to every detail.

[image: Pixie]


Mira Nova - Hailing from Australia, Mira has made a name for herself with her stunning recreations of beloved fantasy and sci-fi characters. What sets her apart are her innovative, homemade props that not only look the part but are often fully operational, adding an extra layer of authenticity to her performances.
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Isabella "Izzy" Quinn - Izzy rose to fame with her uncanny resemblance to DC's Harley Quinn, but her range extends far beyond that. Now a staple in the US cosplay circuit, Izzy is known for her fresh takes on comic book characters, always adding her unique twist and leaving her audience eager for her next reveal.
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Scarlett Rose - A shining star in the UK's cosplay scene, Scarlett Rose is famous for her steampunk renditions of classic characters. Her signature style blends Victorian elegance with a futuristic edge, creating a surreal fusion that transports you into an alternate universe.
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Katrina "Kat" Vanguard - As Canada's top cosplayer, Kat is revered for her faithful portrayals of popular video game characters. Her commitment to craftsmanship is evident in her self-made costumes that meticulously mirror their virtual counterparts. From armour to weapon props, every element is painstakingly created by Kat herself.
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Lily Summers - Cosplay, for Lily, is a medium of expression. Her portrayals of anime characters are not only visually captivating but also emotionally resonant. She captures the spirit of each character she plays and infuses her performances with raw emotion, making them moving experiences.
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Rebecca "Becky" Irons - Pushing boundaries in cosplay, Becky is best known for her bold gender-bend interpretations of iconic male characters. Her innovative approach challenges traditional norms and offers a fresh perspective, showcasing her creative prowess and setting new trends in the cosplay scene.
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Aurelie "Goldie" Leblanc - A gem in France's cosplay community, Goldie's specialty lies in recreating characters from classic European comics. Her devotion to preserving the essence of these characters, while also giving them a contemporary spin, is a treat for both old and new fans alike.
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Alyssa "Aly" Frost - Known for her spectacular portrayals of supernatural beings and otherworldly creatures, Aly brings her extensive background in special effects makeup to the cosplay scene. Hailing from the US, her breathtaking transformations never fail to captivate audiences and fellow cosplayers alike.
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Yumi Sakura - Japan's most adored cosplayer, Yumi Sakura, has a flair for reimagining anime characters with her inventive twists. From her detailed costumes to her dynamic performances, Yumi truly embodies the playful spirit of cosplay.
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Amara "Mara" Silva - Brazil's top cosplayer, Mara, is renowned for her vibrant interpretations of beloved characters from fantasy novels. Her knack for storytelling through her costumes and performances takes audiences on an enthralling journey into their favourite fictional universes.
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Fiona "Fi" Hartley - From New Zealand, Fi is famed for her awe-inspiring cosplays of female superheroes. Her commitment to staying fit and mastering the stunts associated with these characters adds an exciting dimension to her performances, making her a force to reckon with in the cosplay world.
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Carmen "Mena" Rios - A major player in Mexico's cosplay scene, Mena is celebrated for her charming portrayals of Disney princesses. Her ability to evoke the nostalgia and magic associated with these characters makes her a hit among audiences of all ages.
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Natalia "Nat" Ivanova - Russia's leading cosplayer, Nat, is adored for her elaborate cosplays of popular Manga characters. Her detailed craftsmanship combined with her graceful performances ensures she delivers a spectacle every time she takes the stage.
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Eva "Evie" Adams - Canada's sweetheart, Evie, is recognized for her cosplays that span the gamut from fantasy creatures to historical figures. Her immersive performances and skillful makeup techniques transport viewers straight into the heart of the narratives she depicts.
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Freya Bjornsdottir - Hailing from Iceland, Freya's cosplays are a testament to her love for Nordic mythology. She brings legendary characters to life with her intricately designed costumes and props, mesmerizing audiences with her powerful performances.
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Chloe "Coco" Bell - Known in the UK for her delightful cosplays of popular children's book characters, Coco's portrayals never fail to put a smile on the audience's faces. Her interactive performances often engage young fans, making her a beloved figure at every convention.
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Isolde "Izzy" Van Doren - Belgium's top cosplayer, Izzy, is recognized for her detailed recreations of characters from graphic novels. Her meticulous costume designs and commanding performances draw audiences into the vivid worlds she represents.

[image: Ramona Flowers]


Sophia "Sophie" Morgenstern - Germany's cosplay sensation, Sophie, captivates audiences with her faithful renditions of classic Sci-Fi characters. Her comprehensive understanding of these universes and her technical expertise make each of her performances an exciting event.
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Elena "Ellie" Rossi - Italy's cosplay star, Ellie, is known for her stunning re-imaginations of iconic characters from Italian comics. Her innovative approach to costume design and her expressive performances showcase her deep appreciation for her country's comic book heritage.

[image: Italian]


Talia "Tali" Cohen - Israel's leading cosplayer, Tali, wows audiences with her dramatic portrayals of characters from action-adventure video games. Her high-energy performances and striking costumes make her a must-see at every convention.
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Charlotte "Charlie" Andersen - Norway's top cosplayer, Charlie, is known for her creative renditions of magical beings from Nordic folklore. Her imaginative costumes and enchanting performances bring a touch of whimsy to every convention she graces. She is also in the famous death-metal band, GhurnFist.
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Layla "Lay" Sayed - Hailing from Egypt, Lay is renowned for her captivating portrayals of characters from Middle Eastern mythology. With her intricate costume designs and compelling performances, she effortlessly weaves narratives that engage and enchant audiences.
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Vanessa "Vee" Moreau - France's darling of cosplay, Vee, is beloved for her elegant reinterpretations of classic French literary characters. Her costumes, imbued with haute couture sensibilities, along with her refined performances, never fail to make a style statement.
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Maya "May" Patel - India's cosplay queen, May, is celebrated for her vibrant portrayals of deities from Indian mythology. Her richly detailed costumes, complemented by her expressive performances, draw audiences into the enchanting narratives she presents.
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Yue "Luna" Li - China's cosplay sensation, Luna, is adored for her breathtaking renditions of characters from popular Chinese animations. Her attention to detail, coupled with her graceful performances, truly brings these characters to life.

[image: Luna]


Jasmine "Jazz" Taylor - Australia's cosplay star, Jazz, shines with her spirited interpretations of popular cartoon characters. Her playful costumes and energetic performances infuse a dose of fun into every convention she attends.
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Isabella "Izzy" Fernandez - Spain's top cosplayer, Izzy, is loved for her lively portrayals of characters from Spanish graphic novels. Her dynamic performances and colourful costumes inject a dash of excitement into the cosplay scene.
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Sarah "Sera" O'Connor - Ireland's cosplay sweetheart, Sera, is cherished for her heartwarming interpretations of characters from classic Irish folklore. Her beautifully crafted costumes and emotive performances weave tales that resonate with audiences.
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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