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To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

*Each title here links to the story within the bundle*


SECRETS & LIES

Lisa and Dre have been in a secret relationship for months. They love each other, and everything would be perfect if only Dre weren’t Lisa’s sister’s ex-boyfriend.


There’s another twist, though… Dre is basically the only person who knows Lisa as Lisa.


To everyone else, Lisa is a boy named Phillip who has yet to fully accept his feminine half.


There’s bound to be some drama as the truth comes to light.


Secrets and Lies is a bisexual crossdressing romance.


CABLE GUY

Philip has long, flowy hair. It’s not something he really thinks about until he meets Margaret.


Margaret is an intense lawyer with a beautiful face, but she’s upset that Phillip makes her miss work due to his tardiness.


When Margaret can’t escape her bitter feelings, she decides to channel them. She puts on a smile and tells Phillip that he can make everything better if he’ll just let her play with his hair.


Cable Guy is a sweet feminization romance about a powerful woman and the unsuspecting man she feminizes.


WISH GRANTED

For many moons, Ronald has dreamed of becoming a girl.


He usually ends his days by wishing to the stars to wake up as a woman.


Ronald’s dream comes true when he wakes up as Alexia, a beautiful and popular blonde.


He’s loving his new body but being a girl comes with a few challenges Ronald wasn’t quite expecting.


Wish Granted is a magical man-to-woman gender transformation romance.


DOLLIFICATION

Barbara has always wanted a cute boy like Leon to turn into her doll. If only she didn’t hate him…


Leon and Barbara get stuck working on a project together. Leon loves art, but Barbara is all about data and science.


They vehemently disagree on how to approach their project. Barbara eventually agrees that they can do things Leon’s way, but it’ll come at a steep cost.


If Leon wants to lead the project, he’ll have to make Barbara’s girly-boy dreams come true and become her doll.


Dollification is a sweet and steamy feminization romance in a college setting.


BILLIONAIRE’S PET

Lan needs money, so he replies to the strangest job ad he’s ever seen.


The pay for this strange job is extraordinary, but the only details in the ad are that he’ll have to get in touch with his feminine side.


Kirk Burns, the alpha billionaire who made the ad, craves a girly boy. Kirk is a man who knows what he wants, and he’s eager to turn a cute young man like Lan into his pretty girl.


Billionaire’s Pet is a sweet and steamy feminization romance about a guy who gets in touch with his girly side for some dough, but he just might end up loving the girl he becomes.


SALON MAKEOVER

Victor has been crushing on Michelle for years, yet she doesn’t know.


Michelle thinks her effeminate friend Victor is gay.


A fight leads to Victor confessing how he really feels about Michelle.


Michelle doesn’t know what to think, but she doesn’t want to lose Victor.


Victor and Michelle can either take their relationship to the next level, or they can let everything fall apart.


The choice is theirs.


DOUBLE DARE

Everett, Christoper, and William are bored one night, so they dare the smallest of the three, Everett, to put on some clothes an old girlfriend left behind.


The guys are bored one night after the start of their senior years and are trying to enjoy the last few warm days before winter comes. Everett is reluctant to put on girl clothes when the guys dare him, but peer pressure wins in the end.


Everett can’t believe what he sees when he sees his reflection.


He looks kind of good as a girl…


LAST WISH

Eric Greene gets a diagnosis nobody wants to receive.
Cancer.
His prognosis is less than excellent.
Eric doesn’t live a bad life, but he’s never made his crossdressing dreams a reality.
Miriam answers Eric’s ad to help feminize him.
What he gets might be better than anything he could have thought possible, but is it too little too late?


BIRTHDAY PARTY

A boy goes snooping and attracts the attention of two women who team up to teach him a lesson in femininity.


Adam has had a crush on his best friend’s sister for ages. Elizabeth is beautiful and feminine and pretty much everything Adam wants in a woman, but Elizabeth is also everything Adam wishes he could be.


When Adam has the chance, he can’t help but go through Elizabeth’s room to see what makeup she has, what her clothes look like, and everything else that makes her the incredible woman that she is.


Elizabeth notices some things are out of place, though, so when she gets the chance to team up with a new friend and get some payback on Adam, she doesn’t hesitate to teach Adam a lesson by turning him into a girl.


Birthday Party is a steamy feminization and crossdressing story where one man gets turned into a girl by two beautiful women as a form of playful revenge. HEA guaranteed.


CURSED WINE

Anthony mixes a magical love potion with wine to make a girl like him, but things don’t go as planned.


Nobody at Anthony’s party knows that the wine he’s serving is tainted, and they all end up drinking it.


Both Anthony and his good friend Jesse are surprised when he wakes up looking like Anthony’s dream girl.


Cursed Wine is a magical man-to-woman feminization romance about a boy who becomes a beautiful girl.


SECRETS & LIES

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

I was out shopping for new dresses, wondering which one Dre would like most. There were dresses he liked me to wear in the streets, and then there were the ones he preferred when we fell between the sheets. I was looking for both, but the one I had in my hand would be perfect for dinner and a movie.

“Looking for anything in particular?” the worker asked me as she approached.

I shook my head. “Just shopping for my girlfriend. She loves when I surprise her with new clothes.”

“Lucky girl,” the salesclerk said.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

The woman walked away, leaving me to my shopping. I wasn’t wearing anything remotely feminine, so she probably just believed the lie I fed her. This wasn’t my first time ‘shopping for my girlfriend’. I was comfortable with the lie, but I also didn’t care if the salespeople suspected the truth. What could they do to stop me?

I’d been dressing as a girl for years, so I didn’t even need a dressing room to know how something would fit on me, but I could always return a dress if it didn’t work as suspected. I wasn’t afraid to return to the scene of the crime, as they say, even though people acted like being a boy shopping for women’s clothing was really a crime, like it was something I should be ashamed to do, but I didn’t care.

I held the black dress against my body as I looked into the mirror. The saleswoman eyed me from behind the register, but she just looked like she wanted to go home, and I didn’t blame her. It was the middle of the afternoon on a weekday, and the mall was deader than dead.

I’d just left my class and had to get to my internship soon, but I had a little down time and thought I would fill it with shopping. Dre was playing a show tonight, and he expected me there, so he could watch me dance in the crowd. The black dress was cute, but I didn’t know how it would look in a dark club.

I tilted my head to the side as I stared at my reflection, the dress pressed up against me. I squinted, trying to picture what it would look like, and I wasn’t liking any of the images that my mind created. The dress needed a little sparkle, so I decided to keep looking, which required a trip to another store.

The salesperson at the next store didn’t quite believe me when I told him I was shopping for my girlfriend, but he also looked like he would rather be anywhere than in that store, which I didn’t really blame him.

It was busier than the last place, but the music was obnoxiously loud, and nobody put anything back where it was supposed to go. The guy left me alone after I told him that I was shopping for someone else, miles away from the men’s section. I found a few cute dresses that were a little flashier than what I usually wore, and I ended up choosing one with rainbow zebra stripes.

The dress was a bit over-the-top, but Dre loved it when I did a little extra. He always showered me with affection when I went all out for him, so that was exactly what I would do once I got home from my boring internship. I didn’t know why in the world I chose accounting as a degree, but I was already about to graduate, and there wasn’t much I could do about it now.

I used to think work couldn’t be fun, but then I got to know Dre a little better, and he’d proven that theory wrong. He worked as a deejay when he wasn’t giving adventure tours. His jobs were incredibly fun.

Too bad not everyone could be like him. Some of us had to balance the books, but I could live vicariously through him by shaking my hips while he spun some records. Then we could go forget about the world at his place.


CHAPTER 2

I snuck into my house with the bags of goodies from the mall. Unfortunately, I still lived with my parents and my older sister, Katie. None of their cars were in the driveway, but I had to be prepared for anything. I couldn’t walk into the house with bags from women’s clothing stores without getting questioned.

Ever since I started crossdressing a few years ago, I always worried that I would get caught, but so far, I hadn’t. I couldn’t wait to graduate, so I could get a job and move out of the house. I honestly didn’t know why Katie was still living here. She was working as an engineer and making bank, but she still came home to her lonely childhood bedroom every night.

Maybe it was because our mom cooked and cleaned, but Pamela’s cooking wasn’t the best in the world, and how hard was it to do laundry? Katie could honestly afford to pay for a laundry service if that was the problem. Rents were high, but I saw one of Katie’s paystubs! The girl was rolling in cash!

I climbed the steps to my room. There was a lock on my door, which my parents had allowed me to install on my eighteenth birthday. It was the best gift they’d ever given me. The lock was easy to pick, but they would never go that far, and having that lock gave me the sense of security I needed to build my womanly wardrobe.

I had dresses, stockings, skirts, blouses, jewelry, makeup, lingerie, and even a growing collection of wigs. My parents would probably freak if they found everything I had behind that locked door, but they weren’t nosey by nature.

The new zebra-striped dress fit perfectly into my collection. I had several black dresses, but I didn’t have anything as funky as rainbow zebra print, so I was happy with my decision. I wished it were a year into the future, so I could get ready at home, but there were a few bathrooms on campus that were perfect for getting ready.

I made a pile of everything I would need for the night: makeup, a red wig, stockings, heels, and some accessories. I threw it all into an oversized purse when I was satisfied with the choices. It wasn’t my usual attire, so I hoped Dre would recognize me in the crowd, but I was confident he would.

Our little fling had grown into quite a romance. I couldn’t go more than a few moments without thinking about him. Picturing how he touched me. How he kissed me. How he would whisper my name when we made love.

Most people knew me as Phillip, but Dre knew the real me. He called me Lisa. He saw me as a woman when he looked into my eyes, which deep down, I was a woman. I couldn’t wait to get out of my parents’ house to forge my own path, and I kind of hated Katie for not doing that for herself.

If I were her, I would have left long ago. I would have spread my wings and moved away from the town where we grew up and went to college. It was more small city than town, but still, there was so much to see out there in the world. There were so many new people to meet.

I loved Dre, but I didn’t know if I would stay around after I graduated. As wonderful as Dre was, I wasn’t sure we could have a future. We hadn’t met under the best, most ethical circumstances. What we had was healthy and wonderful, but it was also tainted.

I couldn’t look at Dre without seeing Katie because, the thing was, Dre was Katie’s ex-boyfriend. They’d dated for over a year, which was how I met Dre in the first place. If Katie hadn’t been with him, he never would have accidentally walked into my bedroom when I was dressed up as Lisa, and we never would have felt that connection.

If only things between Dre and me could be different, but I was positive we couldn’t work. Katie would never forgive us. She would never understand, and truthfully, I wasn’t willing to lose my sister over a man.

Dre and I could run around a little while longer, but we would have to stop while we were ahead, even if leaving him would be the hardest thing I’d ever done.


CHAPTER 3

I went to the university with my bag of goodies. There was a unisex bathroom in the twenty-four-hour library. I slid into the bathroom and locked the door when I got there. The bathroom was usually empty, so I often came here to feminize myself. There were outlets, a mirror, and plenty of light.

I set my makeup bag on top of the back of the toilet. I’d already washed and moisturized my face, so it was ready for some liquid foundation and concealer. I had to use extra because I popped a pimple the day before, and my skin was still irritated.

I used a powder bronzer after the foundation and concealer. Then I focused on my eyes, making them dark and smokey with hints of red, like a fire being put out, since the look would match the zebra print perfectly.

The red wig was next. I had my straightener plugged into the wall and used it to iron out the kinks in the hair before setting the wig to the side while I put on the dress. I had a bra with fake breast forms and a skimpy little thong. They were both white, and I was already thinking about how good it would feel to have Dre take them off.

I donned the red wig now that I was wearing the zebra-striped dress and lingerie, my face all dolled up for the night. Once I stepped out of the bathroom, everyone would see me as a woman, but I had to make sure my voice was ready. I took a big chug of water before facing the mirror.

“Hey there,” I said and had to clear my throat. “Hey there,” I tried a second time. “That’s better. Don’t forget to talk like this when you’re at the club. Dre likes you to be one-hundred percent girl all the time.”

I took a step away from the mirror to stare at myself, completely unrecognizable from when I’d entered the bathroom. I looked like the girl I was in my heart, the girl I wanted to become full time. The girl I would be once I had my freedom.

Until then, I was happy spending my time with Dre, lost in our secret, forbidden relationship. I was content knowing one man understood me. It was enough, for now, but I knew it wouldn’t be able to satisfy me forever.

I was pretty confident that Dre worried what people would think if they found out we were dating. I wasn’t like every other girl, and people would know that, and even though Dre accepted me for who I was in private, I wasn’t sure he was willing to claim me publicly as more than his friend.

We went back and forth on whether to tell my sister about our relationship, and the secret was eating me alive. Dre was special. Perhaps I even loved him, but I couldn’t go on with the lies forever. I would rather move far away and start over than continue acting like what we were doing was okay.

As fun as it was going to Dre’s apartment to fool around or to dance for him in the crowd while he spun records, our relationship was like a ticking bomb, ready to go off whenever Katie figured out that I was messing around with her ex-boyfriend behind her back.

There was a message on my phone when I turned it over to check the time.

Dre: Can’t wait to see you tonight. Hope you’ll be wearing something sexy.

Me: You know I will be.

I added a winky face to the message and turned my phone back upside-down, staring at myself anew, wondering how much longer I could continue living this lie. I felt like shit for going behind my sister’s back, but I knew that feeling would melt away the second I saw Dre.

Every ounce of guilt would disappear when he put his lips against mine. I wouldn’t think twice about what I was doing once we were together, but the betrayal was all I could think about when we were apart.


CHAPTER 4

Dre’s set didn’t start until midnight, so I had some time to kill and met my friend Alison down the street from the club for a drink. She couldn’t stay late because she had class in the morning, but I only needed her help to get through the next hour of waiting. Once I got to the club and saw Dre on stage, I wouldn’t feel tired at all.

“Hey, Lisa!” Alison hollered and waved. She was the only other person besides Dre who knew my true self. She was trans and had even gotten a boob job, which made me jealous! We hit it off last year during a business class we had, and she was the first person that I told about my crossdressing. She made me go out to a gay club all dressed up, and it was easily the most liberating night of my life.

Alison walked over to the high-top table where I was sitting. It was the only one they had available without a wait, but she didn’t seem to mind. She threw open her arms to give me a hug.

“Alison! How are you?”

“Girl, you know. Studying all day and night it feels like.”

“I had to take a break,” I said.

“More like you needed to get some. Don’t think I don’t know who you’re meeting tonight. You only come out of the house for that sexy hunk of a man you’ve been seeing.”

I blushed. Alison knew that I was hooking up with Dre, but she didn’t know everything. She didn’t know that I was terrible, and that Dre was my sister’s ex-boyfriend, but Alison didn’t need to know everything. I didn’t want her thinking less of me, and I definitely didn’t want her to stop being my friend.

“What can I say?”

“He’s so sexy. Let me see that picture he sent you again.”

My face reddened further. I never should have shown Alison that photo of Dre standing naked in front of the mirror. His thick manhood was on full display, along with his incredibly handsome face and muscular body. The man never missed a day at the gym, and he was all mine.

My girly member stiffened just thinking about Dre’s touch. I couldn’t wait for his set to end, so we could head back to his place and have fun.

I shook my head at Alison, but she pushed, and I eventually caved, pulling out my phone. She gasped and covered her mouth like she always did when she saw the photo of Dre’s naked body, but I didn’t blame her. He had chiseled abs, thick arms, and a dick that hung far past his balls. His brown curly hair, thick lips, and bright white smile were just the cherry on top of his caramel sundae.

Alison groaned when I locked my phone’s screen, but she’d seen enough. Dre was my man, even if he wasn’t really my man. We hadn’t made anything official, but I knew he wasn’t seeing anyone else, unless he was doing it during one of the rare times that he wasn’t texting me or showering me with his attention.

I couldn’t come out as Lisa all the time, but I made the most of it when I did, like hanging out with Alison or doing naughty things with Dre, or even just hanging out in video chatrooms before Dre walked in and caught me sitting in front of the camera in nothing more than skimpy lingerie.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go to the club? Come dance with me!”

“Tell your boyfriend to play on the weekend. It’s Thursday night.”

“So, what? Also, he’s not my boyfriend.”

“When are you two going to make it official? How long has this been going on now?”

“Four months,” I said.

It all started when Dre and Katie broke up. Dre was actually at the house to pick up some stuff he’d left in Katie’s room from when they were hanging out. I still didn’t know what possessed him to open my door as he was leaving, but I was so glad he did.

He was shocked when he first saw me because he knew me as Phillip, but I told him to come inside and explained everything after wrapping myself in a silk robe. I was wearing makeup and a wig and even used my feminine voice, and then he kissed me.

The moment caught me off guard, and it still took my breath away when I thought about it. He pressed his lips firmly against mine and then he slid his tongue into my mouth and whispered that he thought I was sexy.

I tried to stop. I tried to tell him no, but then I looked down and saw the outline in his pants, and I lost all sense of self. I knew what I was doing was bad, but I didn’t care. Dre didn’t care either.

I asked him what we were doing that day, and he didn’t have an answer, but we wanted each other. Our attraction was undeniable, and that was how it’d begun. That was how we got sucked into each other’s hold, not able nor willing to escape.

“I’ll come dancing when he plays on a Friday or a Saturday, but until then, you two should make it official. Don’t sit on the fence, Lisa!” Alison said as we walked out of the restaurant. She had to walk one way to her car, and I was going in the opposite direction to the club.

“I’ll talk to him,” I promised.

“Good,” Alison said and kissed me on the cheek as she gave me a light hug. “See you soon.”

“Good luck in class tomorrow.”

Alison waved and turned on her heel, and then I did the same to walk down to the club to watch my man play before he took me back to his place to have a bit of fun.


CHAPTER 5

Katie stood outside of Phillip’s bedroom with her hand on the doorknob. She jiggled it gently, but it was locked as usual. Katie knew she could pick the lock if she really wanted, but perhaps she didn’t want to find out what was on the other side. Perhaps Phillip was hiding something that would forever change the way she looked at her brother.

All Katie knew was that Phillip had been acting strangely the past few months. He didn’t hang out with her as much. They used to go to cafés or to the movies. They would talk about Phillip’s ridiculous assignments, and Katie would gloat about how happy she was to be out of school.

Phillip was the reason Katie hadn’t moved away or even out of their childhood home, even though she could certainly afford it. She loved being just down the hall from Phillip and knew she would miss these days once they came to an end, but for whatever reason, Phillip had been cold and distant lately.

His behavior was driving Katie absolutely mad, but she had a feeling the answers she wanted were just behind that door. Katie was pondering what to do when her phone vibrated in her back pocket.

She pulled it out and saw there was a message from Samantha, the one ray of light in Katie’s otherwise dull life as an engineer. She made decent money, but the job was infinitely boring. She pushed around papers more than she thought up ideas. It was nothing like she imagined when she was a college student, but it paid the bills.

Samantha: I’ve been thinking about you all day. Can’t wait to see you tonight.

Katie blushed at the sight of Samantha’s message, thinking about everything they’d been through together over the past few months. They’d met during a pottery class Katie was taking in her free time. Samantha came up to her and asked her out for a drink, and it wasn’t until their third time out that Katie realized there was more to Samantha’s offer than friendship.

It'd all started with a light touch. They were standing in the parking lot after the class when Samantha reached out to push a strand of Katie’s hair behind her ear, sending an electric shock across her body, but it was one Katie enjoyed far more than she ever expected.

I’ve had a crush on you since we met, Samantha said while they were standing in the parking lot that day. Your smile keeps me up at night. I’ve… I’ve… been wanting to kiss you.

Katie stepped away from Phillip’s bedroom door as the warm memory filled her mind. She wished her brother weren’t acting like a total freak, but she couldn’t control him. The only person she could control was herself, and maybe it was time to leave. Maybe it was time to get an apartment on the other side of town, closer to where Samantha lived.

Her ex, Dre, also lived over on that side of town. Not that she wanted to see him, but having sex with him was all the confirmation she needed that she wasn’t attracted to men like she’d thought… like she’d hoped.

Katie never considered herself to be gay, but she loved the way Samantha made her feel. She loved it when Samantha looked at her with those loving eyes. Katie couldn’t deny her true feelings after their first kiss. There were few times in Katie’s life as magical as the moment when her lips first touched Samantha’s, and that was all that really mattered, wasn’t it?

Phillip was old enough to deserve some privacy. He probably had his reasons for acting strange. He was a senior in university for crying out loud. He was probably more stressed than ever with all the papers and projects he had to complete.

Katie laughed at herself for even trying to break into his room and retreated to hers. She flopped onto her bed and went back to texting Samantha nonstop, even though they were hanging out in a few hours. Katie’s hair hung over the edge of the bed as she laughed and punched the screen with her thumbs.


CHAPTER 6

It was Sunday morning, and I was over at Dre’s cooking him breakfast. I went to the grocery store before getting to his place last night because there was nothing that I loved more than spoiling him, but my anxiety about Katie was getting worse and worse. I was dating her ex-boyfriend, and honestly, I would kill myself if I were her.

I hated who I’d become. I hated the secrets. The lies. It’d been weeks since I could look at Katie for longer than a few seconds without wanting to spill everything. The only time I found peace was when Dre and I were making love, but we couldn’t spend our lives between the sheets. We had things to do, people to see.

Dre was sitting on the couch watching cartoons when I walked into the living room with plates of French toast dusted with powdered sugar and sausage links. I even had bowls of cut fruit waiting on the counter, but I felt a little angry when I saw Dre sitting there all relaxed, looking like he didn’t have a care in the world.

“What’s wrong?” he asked when he saw me. I had a scowl on my face. I didn’t want to act like this, but the secret was literally eating me alive. Whenever Dre and I were together, it felt like Katie could see us, like she was there in the room looking over our shoulders.

“Nothing,” I huffed and set the plates on the table. We always ate on the couch, always with the TV on. Sometimes we talked over whatever was playing, but most times we just sat there in silence, enjoying whatever food I’d been nice enough to prepare.

Dre jumped up from the couch and ran up behind me when I walked out of the living room without saying a word. He put his body against me. It was so strong and heavy, and damn, I loved the way he always smelled like faint hints of cologne. I tried to shake him off, but Dre held me tightly.

“What’s wrong, baby?”

I groaned and shook my head as his thick member pressed into my butt through the slip dress I was wearing. His arms were cupped under my fake breasts, and I hated how his touch made my dick jump. I hated how I forgot why I was even angry when he pressed his lips against my neck.

“Don’t be mad, Lisa. You know I love you.”

“Do you?” I hollered and broke away from Dre. I threw my arms into the air. “You won’t go public with me! You won’t even let me dance on the stage with you!”

“Your sister might see it on my page and find out. The fans always tag me in their videos from the show. I told you that,” he said. It was always the same excuse, trying to protect Katie from finding out about our affair before we were ready to tell her.

“I think you’re ashamed of me,” I admitted. It was my biggest fear that Dre didn’t really love me. That I was nothing more than his sex object. That he didn’t think I was as beautiful or funny or intelligent as he said. “Why don’t you want people to know about us?”

Dre tried to step forward and place his arms on my shoulder, but I wouldn’t let him touch me. I put my hand into the bowl of fruit and tossed some of it at him. The fruit smashed into his face before falling to the floor. He growled, but he didn’t hit me, even though his hands were balled into fists when I glanced down at them.

“Why did you do that?” Dre asked through gritted teeth. “What the fuck, Lisa?”

“I’m going crazy, Dre! We can’t keep living this lie! It’s eating me alive! Are you ashamed of me?”

Dre tilted his head back, and a startling noise came from the back of his throat. It was deep and dark and caught me completely off guard. He turned and walked over to the coffee table to grab his phone.

He came back over to me and put his arm over my shoulder and pointed the front-facing camera at us. He snapped a photo with his lips pressed firmly against my cheek, but I looked taken aback. It was an ugly photo of me, but Dre looked completely, utterly in love.

“If you want, I’ll tell the entire world about us, but we’re sending the picture to Katie first. I’ve already told you that she has to be the first one to know. You’re not the only one who feels bad!”

“No,” I said without hesitation. It was an answer I’d given before, and I realized then that I was the roadblock in our relationship. I wasn’t ready to face Katie and reveal my betrayal. What if she never forgave me? What if she hated me? I loved Dre, but he wasn’t worth losing my sister, even though he was pretty fucking amazing, both in and out of bed.

“There you go again,” Dre said. “I’m starting to worry that you’re the one who doesn’t like me.”

I reached out for Dre as he locked his phone and turned away from me. He lifted his hands behind his head, pacing the living room, clearly upset by my outburst. It wasn’t the first time I’d acted like this. It had been happening more and more lately. I just couldn’t be happy with what we had, and now I could tell that I was pushing away Dre.

What if I lost everything? My man? My sister? A panic crept across my body. I was losing myself. Losing my mind. I needed to get it together, but I honestly didn’t know how that was possible with everything going through my head.

“Maybe you should go,” Dre said.

“What about breakfast?” I asked. “Don’t you want to eat?”

Dre walked over to his wallet that was sitting on a small ledge next to his keys. He pulled out a twenty-dollar bill and passed it to me. My mouth fell open as I reached out to grab the money, feeling void of emotion, feeling like I’d already lost everything.

“This should cover the groceries, right?”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

Dre looked pained when I glanced at his face. He was looking at me with an expression I hadn’t yet seen from him. Exhaustion? Disgust? Whatever it was, it wasn’t positive, and I hated seeing him like that. I hated knowing that I was the one to cause this negativity.

“Do you mind if I change before I go?”

Dre sighed. “Can’t you do it somewhere else?”

“It’ll only take me a minute. Please,” I begged.

“Fine.”

I stood there in the living room, looking at Dre with pleading eyes, but he’d lost his patience. He grabbed me by the shoulders and turned me toward the bathroom. He got my bag from his bedroom and tossed it to the bathroom floor before closing the door in my face.

Tears ran down my eyes, but I had to make quick work of changing. I couldn’t stay around here forever, especially not when Dre was feeling so angry, but how would I fix this? How would I find the strength to tell my sister that I’d been banging her ex-boyfriend behind her back for months?

Dre was locked up in his bedroom when I ran out of the house, feeling like I had nowhere to go but down.


CHAPTER 7

Katie and I were in a car together. We were meeting our parents, Robert and Pamela, at the college baseball stadium. Dad was a major fan of the team, and they were facing off against their rivals, so he’d talked Katie and me into going to the game. He usually got us to go to a few games each season.

Katie was driving, and I was staring out of the passenger’s seat window, struggling with my secret. Dre and I hadn’t talked in over two days since our fight, and I was realizing how much I loved Dre. I loved how Dre could make me laugh. How Dre worshipped my feminized body.

In all honesty, I was realizing Dre had been attracted to me from the moment he opened my bedroom door, so maybe he’d wanted a girl with a little extra between her legs the entire time. Maybe I was the girl he was meant to love, but that didn’t change who he’d been with before me.

“Phillip,” Katie said as we were getting close to the restaurant we always ate at before games. It wasn’t a long walk to the stadium from there, and they had plenty of parking, so the restaurant never cared about us taking up spots.

“Yes?” I asked. I felt the secret on the tip of my tongue, a place it had been many times before, but I couldn’t bring myself to say the words. I always pictured the fallout that would ensue, and I couldn’t handle the pressure.

Katie shook her head and went back to concentrating on the road. “Nothing. Sorry. Who do you think will win?”

She could say it was nothing, but there was no denying the shift in our relationship. We used to do everything together, but now I barely replied to Katie’s messages. I could tell she was upset by my behavior, but it’d become impossible to spend any time with her.

“We won’t hear the end of it if dad’s team doesn’t win.”

“Yeah,” Katie said with a laugh. “I’ve been looking at apartments online. Thinking it might be time for me to move.”

“Oh,” I said, my voice dripping with disappointment. “Where have you been looking?”

“Here in town. Can’t go too far since my job is here, but I was thinking I might move over to the other side of town. Closer to the bars and stuff. Close to where Dre lived. You remember going to his place for that Halloween party, right?”

“Yes,” I said.

How could I forget the Halloween party? I’d gone as a cheerleader, all dressed up and feminized in front of everyone without fear of judgement. I made my makeup a bit simpler than normal to avoid suspicion, but I’d noticed Dre’s eyes on me more than a few times that night.

I mostly forgot all about it until we’d first started fooling around, and then I wondered if Dre had gone through my room. I wondered if he had known I would be all feminized when he opened my bedroom door that day, but I pushed away those doubts as we grew closer. Even if he had gone through my things, I preferred to remain ignorant of the truth.

“There are a lot of cute apartments for cheap over there. I’ve seen a few that I like.”

“That’s cool,” I said. I tried to sound excited but felt like I’d failed. If Katie moved over by Dre, there was a greater chance of her seeing me at the grocery store or even at one of the bars where he played. What if she went out with her girlfriends one of the nights I was dancing in the crowd?

“You don’t sound too excited,” Katie said with a laugh.

“No,” I said with a shake of my head. “I think it’s great that you’re looking for a place. You deserve it.”

“Then what’s wrong, Phillip? Why have you been acting so weird?”

I’d been waiting for Katie to hit me with the question for weeks, but I still didn’t know how to answer it. Telling her the truth would probably make me feel better, but at what cost? I looked over at Katie and stared for a long moment, but I still couldn’t do it.

I was weak.

“Phillip, I don’t like the distance I’ve been feeling between us. What’s up with you?”

I swallowed the truth.

“Nothing, it’s nothing. I’m just stressed about school.”

We were sitting at a red light near the restaurant. Katie looked at me with a doubtful face for a long moment, wearing me down, but she didn’t break me. My secret was too big, too powerful, and it’d only grown bigger and more powerful as time passed. I was burying myself with it, not sure how or when I would escape, or if I even could.

“So, can I see your place? You can’t sign on the dotted line without my approval.”

“When are you free?”

“I could hop over between classes to see it one day. Is it close to campus?”

“Yeah, it’s just a few miles down the road.”

“Send me the deets, and I’ll be there.”

“Okay,” Katie said just as she was pulling into the parking lot of the restaurant. Our conversation hadn’t accomplished much, but we wouldn’t get real in front of mom and dad. We would just bury whatever it was we were feeling.

For now.


CHAPTER 8

“I’m so happy I can actually go out dancing with you tonight!” Alison had her arm hooked with mine as we walked. We were getting our nails done before the shop closed, and then we were heading to a bar for pregame drinks.

“I know! It’s one of Dre’s first weekend shows. He’s pumped.”

“So, are you two doing better after the fight?”

I sighed as I reached out to open the door for Alison. There was no telling how Dre and I were doing. Nothing was quite the same since the fight, and I’d completely blown my chance to tell Katie, but maybe the best time to tell her wasn’t right before going to a game with our parents, or maybe it would have been the best time to tell her. She wouldn’t have been able to kill me with them around.

I didn’t know what I was going to do, but I was happy that Dre had invited me to his show. It’d been over a week since the fight. We got coffee a few days ago, and the spark was there as always, but there had also been a touch of tension in the air.

“Who knows?”

“At least he invited you to the show tonight, right?”

“Yeah,” I said as we stood in front of the wall of nail polish. I was already dressed for the night. My makeup and hair were done to perfection. I was wearing a brown wig with loose curls, a black-and-white dress, white stockings, and black ankle boots with heels.

“Ladies, your chairs are ready,” the worker said to us.

We sat in chairs next to each other. I was getting my nails painted red to match the bright lipstick I had in my purse. My bag was also red, so I would look like one of those photos with colors popping against the black and white. I hoped it caught Dre’s attention and that he wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off me.

I hoped everything would go back to normal once we kissed, and I hoped that he would invite me back to his house, so we could make love and truly remember why we were together. Everything clicked when we got naked, and I was even wearing something special for him beneath my dress, but he would have to be a good boy to see that.

“So…” Alison began but said nothing more.

“What?”

“You’re going to kill me.”

“Why? What did you do?”

Alison bit her lip as the worker painted her nails a baby blue to match her midi dress. Her boobs were practically on full display, but that was how she liked it. She loved when men couldn’t stop staring at her cleavage, which was the case for the man doing her nails, but Alison didn’t care.

“I invited a guy to the club,” Alison said and bit down harder on her lip, turning the skin around it white.

“What? Really?”

“Yeah, but it’s not fair! You know the deejay and are going to be looking at him all night. I’m not trying to feel like a third wheel.”

“It’s fine,” I said in a huff.

“We both know it’s not fine, but you’ll live.”

I wanted to wring Alison’s neck when she chuckled and flipped back her hair. My mouth parted when she winked at the guy doing her nails. His face turned bright red. If only he knew that she had a thick piece of meat between her thighs.

“This color looks so good on me, doesn’t it?” Alison asked the man.

“Yes,” he said and coughed, turning redder than hot coals, and all I could do was laugh lightly, like everyone else did who witnessed the exchange.


CHAPTER 9

Alison was dancing up on her new boy toy, Zack. He had dirty blonde hair and wore grungy clothes, but I would bet hundreds of dollars that he had a tiny little waistline and a rocking bod. Alison would fill me in on the details, I was sure.

Dre had already taken the stage, and he couldn’t stop staring at me, like he’d been missing me like crazy, and fuck, I’d been missing him. I wished I had just told my sister, so we could finally start living the life we wanted to live.

“Your boyfriend is so good!” Alison hollered as she let her body fall against mine.

“Yeah!” I agreed, screaming over the music. “I’m glad you could finally make it to a show. Where’s Zack?”

“He went to get us some drinks!” Alison looked over her shoulder. I followed her gaze and saw Zack moving through the crowd toward the bar. “Isn’t he so dreamy? I just want to suck his dick on the dance floor!”

I pushed Alison’s shoulder and shook my head and told her that she was gross, but I knew what she meant. I would give anything to wrap my lips around Dre’s manhood while he spun his records. He even had a little table in front of him that would hide me, and trust me, I’d thought about doing exactly that more than once.

“How am I gross? Zack’s hot!”

“Are you going home with him?”

“Yes! He’s taking me back to my place.”

“Are you guys leaving soon?”

“We were going to stay until Dre stops playing, and then we’ll probably go, yeah.”

Zack was returning with the drinks and took Alison for himself, but then Dre did something he never did. He waved for me to come to the stage. I motioned at Alison and Zack to follow, and then we all went onto the stage. Dre pulled me close before dropping one of my favorite songs.

I cupped my hands around my mouth and hollered out to the crowd. They hollered back, and then the beat dropped, and everyone went wild. We lost ourselves in the music, shaking our heads and bodies as we danced.

Dre came up behind me and placed his hands on my hips. He pressed his manhood into my butt, and I reached my arms above my head to wrap them around the back of Dre’s neck. He kissed my neck, slowly moving his lips up until they were around my earlobe.

I gasped when he blew gently on my neck and moved my hair out of the way. He wrapped his hand around my neck as he pressed his lips against my ear.

“I love you, Lisa. Nobody can stop us from loving each other. Please.”

I placed my hands over Dre’s and laced my fingers with his, feeling like maybe I could do this, like I could stop hiding. It wasn’t our fault that we fell in love. I couldn’t change how Dre came into my life. I could only hope Katie understood that we were in love; that what we had was real.

“I love you too, Dre.”

“Tell me you won’t leave me.”

“I won’t leave you.”

“I can’t lose you, baby.”

“You won’t. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Good,” Dre said and squeezed me. He turned me around to give me a deep, passionate kiss, which got a roar from the crowd. He only stopped because the song he’d put on was coming to an end, but I didn’t leave the stage until he did that night, and for once, I finally felt like his girl.


CHAPTER 10

Dre and I stumbled into his apartment. We were trying to stay quiet, but that only made us laugh more loudly. Alison and Zack had gone back to her place when Dre’s set ended, but we stayed to dance and drink while the next guy played. We took a taxi back to Dre’s place and would have to figure out our car situation in the morning, but that was a problem for another day.

“You want something to drink?”

“Ice water please,” I said in a dry voice.

Dre made us two glasses of ice water as I took a seat on the couch to wait for him. We’d finally calmed down now that we were inside his place, tension thick between us. I wanted Dre, and I knew he wanted me. We had been dancing like wild animals the past hour and a half, and I was pretty sure we were both thinking about making love the entire time.

“Here you go,” Dre said as he passed me the glass, giving me the look, like he would rip off my sexy little number in a heartbeat, and I would let him. We both knew I would.

“Thanks,” I said. “Guess what?”

“What?”

I had yet to tell Dre about the sexy surprise I was wearing beneath my dress. It was a white lacey jockstrap to match my stockings, and I couldn’t wait for Dre to see me in it. I had on a matching white bra to really be his girl while he tore my bussy up from behind.

“Guess,” I said.

Dre grabbed my side and squeezed. He didn’t want to play games. He reached down past the hem of my dress and lifted it up until his hands were cupping my package. I was already getting rock hard for him, and we’d barely just begun.

“Is that what I think it is?” Dre asked as he let his fingers creep between my thighs. He moaned into my ear when he felt the soft warmth of my taint. He pushed his finger further until it was pushing up against my puckered hole. “Fuck.”

“Yeah,” I said and lifted my hips slightly to let Dre slide his finger into my welcoming hole. I needed him inside of me, pounding me like crazy, making me forget about any and every problem I had in the world.

“You want me to fuck this hole?”

“I need it,” I said in a breath.

Dre moved to kneel on the floor in front of the couch. He lifted my legs into the air and spread them wide, giving himself a view of my crotch. He pushed my dress up to completely reveal the lacey white jockstrap. His touch had me undone. All I could do was let him have his way.

“Fuck me, baby!”

Dre ripped off his shirt and placed my ankles on his muscular shoulders. I lifted my head to stare at his body, so turned on by it. This man was so hot, and he only had eyes for me. I had no idea how I’d gotten so lucky, but I couldn’t lose Dre, no matter what. Not when he made me feel like this.

Dre spat on his hand and pressed it against my exposed hole. I was rock hard and leaking all over the tiny piece of lacey fabric that covered my girly dick, but tonight was all about giving Dre my hole. I wanted him to know that it was his and only his and that I was sorry for acting like a crazy lady the other day. Dre meant the world to me.

“It was so fun having you on stage like that. I want you up there every time I play,” Dre said as he looked at me, my body bent for his pleasure. My head was a bit uncomfortable like that on the couch, but I didn’t even care.

“I want to be there,” I said.

Dre seemed to notice my struggle and swooped me into his arms without another word. He stared down at me with loving eyes as he carried me to his bedroom. He set me gently on the bed before stripping naked.

His long, thick cock hung from his pelvic region, looking so manly and delicious. My dick wasn’t terribly small, but Dre’s was off the charts. He could have been a porn star, but he would never do that. His cock was for me and nobody else and knowing that made me feel like a princess.

“Come over here and give me a kiss.”

I rolled over to my hands and knees and crawled until I got to the edge of the bed. Dre took a few steps forward, his cock already thickening as he got closer. I was still wearing my dress and everything else, but Dre loved having me all dolled up like that.

I wrapped my hand around Dre’s cock as mine strained against my panties. It was throbbing like wild, but I wouldn’t dare touch it. Dre liked my attention devoted to him.

He loved to dominate me and would tell me to stop touching myself in a second, but it made me so hot when he commanded me. It made me hot knowing that he was paying attention to my every movement, immersed in our shared experience.

“That’s right, girl. Suck that big dick,” Dre said and grabbed the back of my head to shove his tip between my parted lips.

I moaned on Dre’s cock as it slid across my tongue to the back of my throat. He was far too big to fit into my mouth at one time, but I took as much of him as I could, and I was getting better and better at opening my throat for his oversized member.

“Damn, that feels so good.”

I opened my mouth slightly as I sucked in air and bobbed my head. Dre hollered and cursed and had his fingers all intertwined with my brown hair. He held the back of my head and shoved his dick as deep as it would go, and I nearly came in my panties it felt so good.

“Give me that ass, girl.”

Dre pushed my face off his dick. He lifted me, so that I was standing on my knees. He unzipped my dress and pulled it from my body, leaving me in the white lingerie. I was wearing stockings, the lacey jockstrap, and a padded bra. He bit his lip as he took in my feminine appearance.

“You’re so fucking sexy, girl. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said and threw my arms around Dre’s neck. He was rock hard, his cock still wet and slippery from my sloppy blowjob, as he leaned in close to kiss me. He pushed his tongue into my mouth, the kiss growing deeper and more intense.

Dre moved his hand to the small of my back as our kiss lingered, and then he pushed his fingers between my cheeks, spreading them slightly to finger my hole. My bussy throbbed for him. I needed him to claim it. I needed him to cum deep in me to show me that there were no hard feelings, that he would love me even when I acted like a crazy bitch because I was sure the days would come again.

“Fuck me, baby.”

Dre turned me around and pushed on my back. I caught myself with my hands as he squatted beneath me and spread my butt cheeks to reveal my bussy. He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue to push against my hole.

I gasped when his tongue glided over my throbbing hole, desperate to have his dick inside of it. He licked my bussy until it was dripping wet and more than ready for Dre’s thick manhood, but I wouldn’t rush my man. He loved getting a taste of my bussy.

Dre stood behind me and slapped his cock against my exposed hole, yet my dick was still tucked away in the tiny strip of white fabric and vibrating like crazy. I would cum in an instant if Dre dared touch it, but he never did until he was about to cum.

“Wait right here. Don’t move, girl.”

“I won’t,” I said.

Dre went over to his dresser and grabbed the supplies we would need. He came back with the lubrication and lathered his cock. He pressed some of it against my hole, but I didn’t need much with how much Dre had eaten out my ass. I was still dripping in his juices, and we never used condoms. We’d been tested and all that and were exclusive to each other.

If it weren’t for how I’d met Dre, our relationship would be pretty close to perfect, but I pushed that thought away as soon as it emerged.

Dre pressed his dick against my hole, which erased everything from my mind. All I could think about was the sensation of his thickness stretching my hole. He was so thick and big, but I loved taking him. It was a challenge every time, yet I always got to the prize.

“That’s right, girl. Take this big dick.”

“Give it to me!”

Dre squeezed my sides as he pushed his cock further into my hole. I was extra tight since we hadn’t fucked in over a week, and Dre was having to be extra gentle with my hole, but it would only be a minute before my bussy relaxed enough to handle his size.

“You’re so fucking tight, Lisa!”

“Add a little more lube,” I said in a breath.

Dre pulled out to his tip and squeezed out a bunch of lube at the spot where our bodies met, and the friction basically disappeared when he pushed back into me. My hole getting stretched to its limits was all I could concentrate on, besides the fact that I loved this man. That I needed him in my life.

Dre sank all the way into me, my hole completely swallowing his cock, and fuck, it was so big, but I reached to grab the back of Dre’s muscular thigh. I tilted my head back and accepted his greedy kisses, and then I told Dre I loved him.

“I love you too, girl!”

Dre moved his cock in and out of me slowly, using every inch of his dick, and I was so close to cumming that I couldn’t even stop myself when Dre slipped his hand into the front side of my jockstrap and wrapped his hand around my throbbing, sensitive girly cock.

I came all over his hand, but Dre didn’t stop jacking me off, so I quickly came a second time, and my ass was squeezing his dick the entire time. I was off in another world as my body released every ounce of girly juice that I had.

Dre pushed his manhood deep as I was cumming. He slipped his hand out of my panties and held my hips, fucking me slowly, until he too was releasing his load. He was so deep inside of me that I felt every pump of his dick as he emptied into me, and I couldn’t have been happier.

Dre loved me.

Our fight was history.

The smile on my face was jubilant as I collapsed to the bed, still wearing all my lingerie, even though my lacey white jockstrap was completely soiled. Dre collapsed by my side and wrapped his muscular arms around me, making me feel like his princess doll.

“You’re incredible, Lisa. I’m a lucky man to have you.”

“I’m the lucky one,” I said.

“Hardly,” he said. “Do you want me to take you to the shower?”

I shook my head. “Let’s lie here a bit longer.”

“As you wish,” Dre said.

He held me tightly as I stared at the ceiling, taking in Dre’s scent. His cologne or deodorant or something always got activated when we made love, and it blended with his natural musk in the most wonderful ways.

Dre drifted off to sleep, and I eventually snuck off to clean up in the shower. I had a bunch of clothes over at his house and changed into a pink slip dress without any underwear beneath it. I didn’t worry about anything else. Dre loved seeing me dolled up, but he liked it when I was my natural self too with feminine accessories.

He just wanted me to be happy, which was more than most got with their boyfriends, so I felt like a lucky girl and was smiling like crazy when I climbed into bed next to Dre’s naked body.


CHAPTER 11

Dre and I awoke. We were both hard, so we took care of our morning woods. I climbed atop him, hiking up my slip dress, and rode him like a cowgirl. He squeezed my chest and stroked my dick, and neither of us lasted very long.

Dre was washing me with soap not long after. The hot water fell onto his muscular back as he lathered me with soap. He paid special attention to my hole, where he’d deposited his seed twice in less than twelve hours. It was tender and stretched, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Last night was amazing,” Dre said. “I’m sorry I didn’t talk to you all those days, Lisa. Can you forgive me?”

“You’re forgiven,” I said.

When we were alone, Dre always called me Lisa. He would call me Phillip if other people were around, but deep down, I knew he preferred Phillip didn’t exist at all. I knew he wanted to have me as Lisa twenty-four seven, and his feelings were probably more intense after having me on the stage next to him, being his girl in front of everyone.

“Are you changing back?” he asked as he finished lathering my skin. He’d gotten all the way down to my toes.

“We can go to breakfast if you like,” I said in my feminine voice. One I’d mastered long ago. In truth, nobody could tell I was even a man when I got dressed up. I was slim and small enough that transitioning was easy for me, which made me feel blessed, but becoming Lisa full-time still felt like a daunting task, like one I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to accomplish.

“I’d like that very much.”

“Me too.”

Dre smiled as he looked up at me, now squatting beneath me as the water ran over our bodies. He reached up to move some water over my girly dick, and it stirred. It got a little harder, but Dre ignored it. He loved to tease me. Get me a little hard and then make me wait until he was ready because he knew I was always ready, and so was he, but his willpower was stronger.

I couldn’t say no to his big dick no matter how hard I tried, and fuck, I couldn’t stop staring at it when we got out of the shower to dry ourselves. It flopped around and looked so big on his thin waist, and I would honestly drop to my knees to try to suck it, but Dre would tell me no.

He would say that he was hungry and would rather have breakfast, but we both knew he wanted my lips around his dick day and night. He just like to play hard-to-get, but it was sexy when he did.

“I washed all the dresses you left over here. Put on something nice. I want everyone around here to know that you’re my girl.”

I blushed and went to Dre’s closet. My heart fluttered when I saw all of my women’s clothing hanging next to his. He had them organized by season, which was what he did with his clothes. The clothes went from winter to fall. First his and then mine.

“When did you do this?” I hollered from inside the closet.

Dre stepped inside wearing nothing more than a pair of boxer briefs that hugged his oversized dick like a glove. He came up behind me and pressed himself into my body.

“Do you like it?”

“I love it!”

“I was hoping…”

“What?”

“Maybe you could move in here soon, so we could spend every night together.”

My heart warmed. It was exactly what I wanted, but that would mean becoming Lisa around the clock, and as much as I wanted to do that, I still wasn’t sure I had it in me. How could I tell everyone I was secretly a girl? How could I make that change?

“I would love that, but—”

“I know,” Dre said in a heavy voice. “It’s a lot to ask, I was just saying how I felt. No pressure, though.”

“Thank you,” I said.

Dre could tell me that there was ‘no pressure’, but Dre loved Lisa. He could do without Phillip, and I saw how sad it made him every time I put on men’s clothing. I saw how much it pained him to watch Lisa disappear, looking like he feared she would never return.

We got dressed and left the house. Dre held my hand as we walked down the sidewalk, and I saw more than a few girls glance in my direction with jealous eyes, but I couldn’t help that Dre had eyes for me. I couldn’t help that he had chosen me to be his girl.

“It’s so great being out with you. I feel like we can finally start being a couple.”

“Yeah,” I said as we approached the restaurant.

Dre stepped in front of me to open the door, and I slipped inside. I requested the table. There was a bit of a wait, but we didn’t mind. We went out to the sidewalk until they called our name, and I cuddled up against Dre, resting my head on his muscular chest. My arms wrapped around his waist.

He kissed me on the top of the head, and it was like we’d never had a problem a day in our lives. I closed my eyes to capture the moment in my mind, and then they were calling our name to head to the table. Dre pulled out the chair for me when we got there, and I saw how the host looked, but I didn’t care.

She could hate me all she wanted, but Dre wasn’t going anywhere, and I was finally realizing that. I just needed to get it over with and tell my sister, so we could start living the life we wanted to live. We deserved to be happy because what we felt for each other was real.

“What are you going to order?” Dre asked.

“I don’t know. I was thinking about the chicken and waffles. Maybe a side of fruit.”

“Will you give me a bite?”

“Of course,” I said with a bright smile.

Dre ordered an omelet. I stuck with the chicken and waffles. We both got coffee to drink and talked about life. We discussed our goals for the future. The cities where we might want to live. Dre wanted to live all over the country. He wanted to experience the mountains, the ocean, the desert, and everything else the vast land had to offer.

His energy was so contagious, and I could imagine myself living in all the places he described, as long as he was by my side. We even talked about adopting children who needed a loving home once we were older and a bit more settled, and we were having such an amazing time talking that we’d gotten our food and eaten it before I even realized two hours had passed, and our server was clearly ready for us to leave.

“Have we really been here that long?”

“Guess so,” Dre said with a hardy laugh.

“Shit. I really need to get to the library.”

“Let’s head back to my place, and you can change.” Dre said it with a supportive smile, but we were both disappointed that the fun had to come to an end. He got the bill and paid. We took our time getting up from the table, but we couldn’t stay there forever.


CHAPTER 12

Dre and I were about a block away from the restaurant when I heard someone call his name. It was a voice I knew well. One that made my heart stir and palms sweat. Fucking hell, it was my sister, and we were out and about in broad daylight.

Dre glanced at me before turning around to see who’d called his name a second time. I turned with him but kept my head low, and I didn’t dare meet Katie’s eyes. She would recognize me in an instant if I did.

“Katie? Is that you?” Dre asked and cupped his hand over his eyes to get a better look as the sun shined down from above.

“Yeah, it’s me! Were you just eating at that restaurant? Is it any good?”

Dre looked over at me with panic in his eyes, but I just kept my head low and prayed Katie didn’t recognize me, but what I wasn’t expecting was her being there with a girl. They were holding hands and looked on top of the world.

“Yeah, it’s pretty good,” Dre said as Katie and this stranger got closer and closer. Who was she, and why was she holding my sister’s hand? Were they lovers? Was Katie a lesbian? She’d never once mentioned liking girls! “Why? Are you thinking of going?”

Katie nodded. “Yeah, my girlfriend and I were just walking around since I’m moving to the neighborhood!”

I wasn’t meeting Katie’s eyes, but I’d lifted my face to get a better look at the girl she was with, and dang she was pretty. She had a face that looked as smooth as a piece of paper fresh out of the package. I couldn’t believe my sister was dating a girl and moving without telling me! The audacity!

“Oh, I didn’t realize you were… uh,” Dre put his hand to the back of his head, looking more uncomfortable than I’d ever seen him, but I didn’t blame him. We were only one second of eye contact away from Katie realizing who I was.

“A lesbian?” Katie asked with a laugh. “It’s okay, you can say it. Honestly, I didn’t really know until we were together.” Katie laughed again, and her laugh was so innocent and angelic. I wanted to laugh too, but I was too tense. “I hope that’s not offensive.”

“No, not at all! I just want to see you happy.”

“I’m happy! So happy!”

“That’s great!” Dre tried to sound excited for Katie, but he was super tense.

“Yeah, it is,” Katie’s girlfriend said as she put her arms over Katie’s shoulders.

There was a long pause as everyone turned their attention toward me. I kept my head low to avoid Katie’s gaze, but she had her eyes trained on me, probably realizing how familiar the angles of my face were to those of her brother.

My heart was pounding in my chest as they kept staring, but I just acted like a shy girlfriend, hoping the moment would pass before my true identity was revealed. Dre slid his hand along my arm until his fingers were laced with mine.

“Katie, this is my new girlfriend, Lisa. She’s a bit shy.”

“Oh, it’s so wonderful to meet you, Lisa. I’m Katie, and this is Samantha.” Katie stuck out her hand, and I knew it would be weird for me not to shake her hand and look her in the eye, but I couldn’t. I wouldn’t…

…until I did.

Katie recognized me the instant I stuck out my hand and lifted my head. Her eyes lit up like fireworks. I was fucked, but she didn’t say a word. Not there on the sidewalk. She was never one to make a scene, but it didn’t matter how quickly I averted my eyes after the moment she’d seen me.

“Nice to meet you,” I said in my feminine voice.

Katie smiled brightly and turned her attention to Dre as I shook Samantha’s hand and said hello. Katie was a master at hiding how she really felt, but I could tell she was shocked. There was probably a lot she wanted to say, but she kept it to herself as we all formally introduced ourselves.

“I’m so happy you’ve found someone,” Katie said.

Dre still had his fingers laced with mind, but I’d stopped feeling his hand when Katie saw into my soul. I was just waiting for the ball to drop. I was waiting for Katie to yell at me, but I wasn’t the only one with secrets, was I? Katie had a girlfriend and hadn’t said a word.

“Thanks, Katie. That means a lot coming from you.”

“Well, I guess we should go try that restaurant for ourselves, shouldn’t we?”

Samantha smiled and nodded, looking like she’d been done with their sidewalk stop ages ago. “Yes, I’m starving.”

“Maybe I’ll see you around, Dre. You know, since we’ll be neighbors!”

“Yeah, I’m looking forward to it.”

Katie and Samantha waved goodbye, and then Dre and I continued to his place. We weren’t even a block down the road when he pulled me into his arms and declared that ‘we’d done it’. He thought Katie had learned about Lisa without discovering the truth that Lisa was really her brother.

I didn’t have the heart to tell Dre that Katie had recognized me the moment she looked into my eyes, but that was a battle for another day.

“Yeah, that’s good. I wish I didn’t have to go to the library to study,” I said to remind Dre that I had to leave.

“Me neither, but you can come over whenever you want,” Dre said and pulled a key from his pocket. “This is for you.”

I cupped a hand over my mouth as I reached out to grab the keychain that was dangling from Dre’s pinched fingers. “Is this a key to your place?” I asked as I took it from his hand.

“Where else?” he asked with a laugh.

“I can’t believe you’re giving me a key.”

“Only you. I never thought I would feel this way about a girl at my age, but you have my heart, Lisa. You’re the girl I want today, tomorrow, and forever.”

My heart fluttered. “How can you be so sure?”

“When I hold you like this…”

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Everything feels right.”

I threw my arms around the back of Dre’s neck and kissed him deeply. I didn’t care that there were tons of people walking around us on the sidewalk. I didn’t care if Katie and her girlfriend were watching. She would have to forgive me because Dre was my man. I loved him to the moon and back.


CHAPTER 13

It was a couple nights later when I heard a knock on my door. Our parents were away for the weekend. They were going to a professional basketball game in the city and spending the night at a hotel. I was sure mom would drag dad to a museum or two, but them being gone meant I could no longer hide.

The moment had come. I had to face my sister. We had to talk about the secrets we kept and the lies we told. Dre thought we’d gotten past Katie without her recognizing me, but I hoped I could just come clean and that we could move on from the betrayal, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be that easy.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“You know who it is,” Katie said.

I looked around my room. I wasn’t wearing women’s clothing, but I had accumulated so much of it that it was becoming difficult to hide. Luckily, I could keep a lot of stuff at Dre’s place, but I would have to add a second lock to the door if I got much more.

I didn’t respond, hoping Katie would leave me alone, but she didn’t. She knocked three more times over the course of five minutes until I realized that I was acting like a baby. I was ruining my relationship with my sister, and it hurt.

I loved Dre and wouldn’t give up on what we had, but I shouldn’t lose Katie in the process, even if facing her was the hardest thing I’d ever done.

Katie had a blank face when I opened the door. I tried to smile at her, but it did nothing to brighten her expression. She stepped past me and sat on the bed. I went to the desk. She looked around the room, probably noticing the changes since the last time I’d let her into my room.

“So, you’re Lisa?”

“Yeah, and you’re dating a girl!”

“Hey! Simmer down! I don’t want this turning into a big fight.”

“How are you going to start with that?” I screeched. “You’re just stabbing me right in the heart!”

Katie took a deep breath and said nothing for several beats, which gave me a chance to get control of myself. I was on the defense, but what did she expect from me when I felt like I’d betrayed her? We used to be so close, but we’d really grown apart over the past six months or so, and I felt like if I said the wrong thing, it would all fall apart and I would lose my sister forever.

“How about we meet downstairs in five minutes? I just want to talk.”

“Fine,” I said and nodded.

Katie stood and left my room. The five minutes came and went, and ten minutes had passed by the time I was walking down the steps, but Katie was waiting for me in the living room. She’d even made tea and laid out some cookies we kept in a tin.

“You really aren’t mad?” I asked as I stood on the edge of the living room. “I… it… you don’t understand.”

“Come sit down, and we can talk about everything. There’s some stuff I haven’t told you either.”

“You mean about Samantha?” I asked.

“Yes,” Katie said with a soft smile.

I took a deep breath before walking over to the couch. I sat next to Katie. We were both silent for a moment while we enjoyed the tea and cookies. I tried to think of a million ways to tell her I was sorry, but Katie hugged me the first chance she could and said everything we both needed without a single word.

We both exhaled deeply and laughed lightly when we pulled away from each other, and then the flood gates burst. We told each other everything that’d been happening over the past few months.

Katie had no idea that I’d been crossdressing for the past few years, so I took her upstairs to show her my collection, and she insisted that we share clothes and jewelry. I couldn’t argue with that since Katie had some awesome earrings and necklaces.

“So, do you see yourself becoming Lisa permanently?” Katie asked when we’d settled down about an hour later. My room was a mess, but I was enjoying myself. I finally felt like I could breathe for the first time in months now that Katie knew the truth.

“I’ve thought about it.”

“What does Dre say?”

“He wants me to be Lisa all the time, but I don’t know.”

“Whatever you decide, I hope you know I’ll be here for you.”

Katie and I were sitting next to each other on the bed, so she reached out to place her hand on my thigh, and that touch comforted me. Everything wouldn’t be so bad with Katie in my corner.

“Thank you, and I hope you know I’d do anything for you.”

“I do,” she said.

We hugged again, and a few tears slid from my eyes, but they were happy tears. They were the relief I’d been searching for ever since Dre walked into my bedroom and changed my life, and now I felt like I could finally be his fully, like our life together could finally begin.

“How about we go see the place I want to rent tomorrow?”

“Have you signed?”

“Not yet, but I submitted the application, and they’re happy to let me see the apartment again.”

“Yeah, I’d love to see it.”


CHAPTER 14

Katie came to find me on campus the next day. I had a wonderful night with Dre and told him that Katie knew the truth, and I’d never seen him smile so brightly.

Dre and I made passionate love. I was wearing a plum slip dress and a blonde wig with zero lingerie. I lost track of time, but Dre had to have been inside of me for at least thirty minutes. I still felt stretched out nearly a full day later.

I didn’t tell Katie all the details, but I told her I’d spent the night at Dre’s. She asked for honesty, and I was going to give it to her. I saw the shock on her face when I confessed where I’d spent the night, but it disappeared as quickly as it’d emerged.

“That’s nice. I spent the night at Samantha’s.”

“Ooh,” I teased.

Katie grinned and shook her head. “Hey, I don’t kiss and tell like you.”

“Uh oh!”

Katie laughed and pushed me on my shoulder as we walked to her car in the parking lot. She drove us to the apartment she’d applied to rent, which was a few miles down the road. They’d given her the keys, as long as she dropped them off by the time the office closed.

“They must really trust you,” I said.

“I guess they ran my credit score,” she said with a laugh.

“More like your salary.”

“That too. Are you ready to graduate?”

“Beyond,” I said.

“Are you going to stay in town?”

All the conversations I’d had with Dre came to mind. He wanted to leave town the second I graduated. He wanted to head out west to the mountains, and there were plenty of accounting jobs out that way from what I’d seen online. I didn’t want to leave my parents and my sister, but Dre and I would regret it if we stayed instead of pursuing our dreams.

“I don’t know.”

“It’s okay if you want to leave. I won’t be angry at you. But look at me.” Katie chuckled. “I’m on my way to signing a one-year contract.”

Katie tried to act like she was fine as we stood outside the door to the apartment, but I could tell she was a touch upset that I might leave. We’d just gotten back what we’d lost, and now I was talking about leaving town with graduation around the corner.

“Let’s look at my hopefully new apartment,” Katie said and opened the door.

It was really cute inside. There were hardwood floors and big windows that faced the courtyard of the complex. The kitchen was recently renovated and even had a dishwasher! The main bedroom was large enough for a king-size bed, but I doubted Katie would get anything that big.

“How close is Samantha to here?”

“She’s just down the street,” Katie said with a bright smile.

“I’m happy you two found each other.”

“Me too. She’s really something.”

“Does she work in town?”

“Yeah, we’re not going anywhere.”

“I’ll visit if I move away. I hope you know that.”

Katie stepped forward and grasped my hands. “I know you will. We’re sisters. Bonded for life.”

I threw my arms around Katie and hugged her far too tightly.


CHAPTER 15

“So, your sister knows everything? Are you sure this won’t be weird?” Dre asked as we got ready at his place. He had a show tonight, but we were having dinner with Katie and Samantha first, and I was going as Lisa. It would be my first official time hanging out with Katie as sisters, and I couldn’t be more excited, but I was also very nervous.

“If it will be weird for anyone, wouldn’t it be weird for me?”

“Yeah, I guess, but—”

“Dre, just drop it. Let’s have a good time.”

“Yeah, okay.”

I was wearing a pink dress with white tulle beneath a puffy skirt. It had thick shoulder straps and no sleeves. I was wearing my favorite blonde wig. It was platinum and straight and made me feel like a million dollars when I wore it. I was going to wear pink platform heels with it, but they were sitting by the door. I wouldn’t put those on before necessary. They weren’t the easiest to walk in.

Dre was looking all trim in a black jacket with a white shirt beneath it when he came to stand by me in the bathroom to use the mirror. He was wearing a pink tie to match my dress, and my purse was white to match his button-up shirt. We looked so hot next to each other, and I couldn’t wait for the world to see us tonight.

“Are you almost done, beautiful? I need to get dinner over with, so I can concentrate on my set tonight.”

“Don’t worry, everything will be fine, baby.”

“You say that, but you can’t predict the future. Nobody can.”

“Why do you always have to worry, Dre?”

“We spent a long time hiding, and now we’re getting dinner with your sister and her girlfriend. Forgive me for thinking it’s a bit weird.”

“Yeah, it’s weird, but this is better than her hating me. I would resent you if I’d lost my sister, but now we don’t have to worry about that, but she might resent you if we move out west.”

“Your family is going to hate me, aren’t they?”

I shrugged. “It’s possible.”

I stopped doing my makeup for a moment to face Dre. We’d been talking more seriously about moving as graduation got closer and closer. Dre wanted to move to Denver or Las Vegas or even Reno where he could enjoy nature and play at clubs.

“Have you thought more about moving out west?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“And? What are you thinking?”

“We can try anything for a year, right?”

Dre brightened and grabbed me by the shoulders. He shook me a little before he got ahold of himself, but he was still smiling like crazy.

“Do you mean it? That would mean moving in a few months.”

“Yeah, why not? We only live once, but don’t tell my sister. Not tonight.”

“I promise,” Dre said. “You’re the best, Lisa.”

Dre left the bathroom, and I smiled at myself as I continued doing my makeup. I finished by running a pink, shimmering gloss over my lips, and then we were out the door.

Samantha and Katie were already at the restaurant when we arrived. They had a table for us and a bottle of wine. It was a bottle of pinot noir from Oregon. Samantha poured us each a glass.

“Cheers,” Katie said.

“Cheers,” we echoed.

“I never expected this, but I’m so happy to have you in my life, Lisa. You’ve always been a ray of light for me, but these past few months have been hard, but I totally understand why now. I’m just glad that we’ve cleared the air.”

“Me too,” I said.

“To family,” Samantha said and lifted her glass.

“To sisters,” I said.

“To sisters,” Katie said and clinked her glass with mine, and then we all clinked our glasses together. We ordered a minute later, and dinner was far easier than I expected. Samantha was a hairstylist and had plenty of stories about her clients.

Dre talked about his job as an adventure tour guide. It was his true passion and seeing him talk like that told me that we had to move out west. He needed to be closer to the opportunities that side of the country provided for someone like him.

“Should we order dessert?” I asked.

“I could go for dessert,” Katie said.

“We have time,” Dre added.

“When’s your show?” Samantha asked.

“Not for another couple of hours. Do you like electronic music?”

“I guess it depends. It’s not too heavy, is it?”

“Not at all,” Dre said.

“Cool. I can’t wait to hear you play,” Samantha said before turning her attention to the dining room to call over the waiter. We each ordered a dessert and requested the bill be brought with them just to be safe.

“So, Alison is meeting us there?” Dre asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I can’t wait to meet your friend!” Katie said.

“She’s been wanting to meet you,” I admitted. I’d told Alison all about Katie, but I’d hardly mentioned Alison to Katie, which I felt bad about because Alison really was my best friend. She was the only person in my life I could really trust, and I wouldn’t take that for granted again.

The desserts came a moment later. Dre gave the server his credit card, even though everyone at the table protested. He waved us off, but we all threw cash at him and made him accept it, which he eventually did.

We looked fabulous as we walked down the street together. I felt incredible with my sister by my side, feminized from head to toe, living my best, truest life. My hair blew in the wind. The breeze went up my skirt. A few guys checked me out, probably hoping Dre was my gay best friend, and it felt incredible.

I was becoming a girl.

Alison and Zack were already there when we walked through the door. Dre had to run backstage to get ready for his set, so the rest of us danced to the deejay who was performing before Dre, but we all rushed to the stage when he finally came on, dancing together and having the time of our lives.

Dre pulled me toward him somewhere around the third song of his set, and he held me close, staring at me with those loving eyes, erasing the rest of the world from existence.

“We made it,” Dre said.

“We did,” I agreed and kissed him deeply.


CHAPTER 16

One Year Later

“Good morning,” Dre said as my eyes fluttered open.

“Morning,” I said.

We were both naked and hard. The morning was our favorite time to make love, so I accepted Dre’s passionate kiss when he rolled his body toward me and pressed his lips against mine. I pushed my hands into his hair as the kiss deepened.

Dre moved his hand down my torso until it was wrapped around my girly cock. He’d been paying it more attention lately. Everything changed after I got my breasts done, but it’d only changed for the better. It honestly didn’t matter what people out in the world thought because I had Dre.

Dre thought I was beautiful. He thought I was perfect. He showed me as much every single day we spent together. From bringing home flowers to cooking me dinner to washing my laundry, Dre was a man to envy. A man I planned to keep until I was old and gray.

“Looks like someone is awake.”

“Yeah, baby. Suck my girly dick,” I said in a breathy, feminine voice. I was Lisa around the clock, and I didn’t miss my old life at all. People were shocked when they found out the truth, but I had to live for myself. I couldn’t live my entire life hiding who I was because of what others thought.

“I love this girly dick,” Dre said as he stroked my cock and moved his head beneath the sheet.

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” Dre said and flicked my smooth balls with his tongue. I always kept my body smooth and hair free, and I’d even done laser-hair removal a few times to help me keep up with the shaving. The hormones helped too.

I felt a bit more like Lisa every single day.

Dre moved his tongue from my balls, up my shaft, and wrapped them around my tip. I was so sensitive to his touch, but I was learning to take more of it. I wanted to last longer for my man, so he could use my girly dick as much as he pleased.

Dre bobbed his head along my cock a minute until I was moaning loudly to warn him that I couldn’t take much more of the pleasure. He slowly moved his lips off my cock and climbed out of bed. I watched him standing by the dresser, naked and beautiful, complete with the mountain view from the window.

We had an apartment on a higher floor on the edge of the city near Dre’s job as an adventure guide, and we were living our best lives in Nevada. He was deejaying and tour guiding, and I was working as an accountant, and we were enjoying every free moment we had strengthening our relationship.

Our beginnings had been troubled, but we’d grown past that long ago, and now we were in a better place.

Dre came over to the bed. He lathered my cock with lube before straddling my hips. He bit his lip as he pushed his hole against my lubricated cock. I gasped when my head slipped into his hole. He groaned and stroked his big manhood, which was long and heavy on my abdomen.

“Cum in me, baby.”

“Yeah,” I said as Dre lifted and lowered his hips, driving me absolutely wild with pleasure.

Dre picked up speed, and as much as I tried, I couldn’t hold my load for more than a few minutes, but Dre was ready to cum with me. I reached up and grabbed his muscular chest as he beat his dick, and we came at the same time.

I pushed my girly cock deep into him as I unloaded. He sprayed his milky cream all over my abs and breasts, and a little even landed on my face, but I didn’t mind. I loved it when we woke up like this. It was the perfect way to start the day.

Dre slowly lifted himself off my cock once he’d cum. I thrashed and laughed as the air hit my sensitive girly dick, still lost in the mist of my orgasm. Dre curled up beside me and held me, running his finger through the goo he’d left on my chest.

He got out of bed and lifted me into his arms a few minutes later, claiming he needed to clean me, but I cherished how he spoiled me. I was his princess, and the longer we spent together, the more confident I felt that nothing would change that.

Dre and I showered together, but he had to get breakfast on the road because he had a tour and would be late if he didn’t hurry. I still had a couple hours before I had to get to the office, so I pulled out my phone while I enjoyed a bowl of microwaved oatmeal.

Me: Miss you, sis! How is Spain treating you guys?

Katie replied with a bunch of photos of her and Samantha enjoying their vacation in Spain. They were spending some time in Europe and had left Portugal a few days before, and they were heading to France after Spain.

Katie: It’s been great, but we’re even more excited to visit you guys in September!

Me: We’re excited too! Bring me some wine from France!

Katie: Will do, sis!

I would call Katie on the weekend when I had more time, but I would let her be. I was positive she had a calendar filled with things to do and places to see, so I didn’t want to bother her.

I pulled up a picture of Dre and me instead, happier than words could describe that we had made it this far and excited to see where we would go.


CABLE GUY

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

Margaret

I paced the living room, staring at the clock on the wall, beyond frustrated that the cable guy had missed his ‘window’ a second time in the past week. I screamed as the minute hand turned, signaling another two hours wasted waiting for the man. Or woman. Or whoever it was the company had scheduled to install my internet.

Didn’t they know I was a high-powered tax attorney who needed her internet? Didn’t they know that I didn’t have all damn day to wait around my house? I went to the door, hoping to find the internet company’s van in my driveway, but I had no such luck.

My phone rang as I was standing at the front door, beyond annoyed and frustrated that I’d wasted even more of my paid time off to deal with this nonsense.

“Hello, Margaret speaking.”

“Margaret, we need you back at the office. Mark from Sports Indoors called an emergency meeting. He got a notice from the IRS.”

I cursed silently, squeezing the sides of my phone. I hated waiting, but I hated tax emergencies even more. Today was not going to be a good day.

“Be right there,” I said through gritted teeth.

“Thank you, Margaret. Did the cable guy show this time?”

“Nope, I’m still waiting.”

“Damn, well don’t worry about using your PTO for today, and I’ll give you a full day off next week to take care of your internet. We need you here now.”

“Walking out the door,” I said in the gentlest voice I could muster. My blood was boiling, but the internet would have to wait for another day.

Virginia, my boss, was generous in her offer to cover my time off, but it didn’t change the fact that I would have to sit around my house another day waiting for this mysterious cable person to show.

I wasn’t happy, and if my past was any indication, I would only grow angrier as the days passed.


CHAPTER 2

Philip

People expected me to care about my job, but I honestly didn’t give a fuck. I showed up at the corporate office on time, didn’t use any drugs, and never got in an accident while using my employer’s car.

They tried to track me, but a tech-wiz buddy of mine overrode the system, so I could basically go where I wanted when I wanted. I was never on time for appointments, and half of the people weren’t even there by the time I pulled up to install whatever bullshit they ordered.

Customers went off on me left and right, but none of the screaming phased me. They could call up the company and complain all they wanted. My faulty GPS plus the lies I spewed about nobody answering the door usually saved me.

I wouldn’t even care if I got fired, though. I hated my job and all the dirty ass houses I had to visit. It was truly vile how some humans lived, but they would still let me in no matter how nasty their space.

Today was my third stop at this house on a quaint suburban street with flower boxes in the window. Trimmed bushes beneath those, but the house could still be gross on the inside. I’d been fooled one too many times by a charming exterior.

The last two times I stopped by the house, equally as late as today, there were no signs of life, but today was different.

The garage door was open, as well as the front door. My heart ticked up a beat when I saw a pair of eyes leer at me through the blinds.

They disappeared as quickly as they’d emerged, and I knew I was in trouble with whomever was home. I parked on the street and checked that there weren’t any crumbs in my stubble from the extended lunch I’d enjoyed.

I hopped out of the car after catching my breath and putting up my long hair. I went around to the back to grab the supplies needed for an internet job.

A striking woman with blonde hair stepped out of the garage. She was wearing a red suit with a skirt bottom. She had on black heels and a look in her eyes that made me want to run, but I walked toward her instead.

“Good afternoon, miss. I’m sorry for the delay today and for those other days as well. Did you see the notes I left?”

“I saw them,” she said with her arms crossed over her chest and an expressionless face.

“Right,” I said. “Would you like me to take a look?”

“I suppose, even though I would have preferred you arriving punctually the first time.”

“We can’t dwell on the past. I’m here now,” I said.

“That you are,” the woman said.

The work order said her name was Margaret, but I honestly wanted to know the least I could about her. She was one of those weird clients that sat and stared at me while I did every step.

She even followed me outside and watched me climb the ladder to her roof! If she was going to pay that much attention to me, the least she could have done was bring me some water to drink, but she didn’t even offer.

I worked as quickly as I could, but the installation took me nearly an hour. I worried the entire time that Margaret was going to scream or yell or attack me with a heavy object.

She didn’t, thankfully, and she was even friendly, but there was a deadly anger boiling beneath the surface.

I only hoped her internet worked smoothly because I never, ever wanted to see that lady again.


CHAPTER 3

Margaret

Sunday had finally arrived, yet I still couldn’t relinquish my resentment toward the cable guy. I had his license plate number, his full name, and a strong urge to call the company where he worked to report him, but then I thought of something even better.

The man was clearly straight, judging from how he kept glancing at my breasts while he was here working, but he also had gorgeous hair. It was long and brown with natural blonde highlights, probably from spending his time in the sun instead of doing his job.

His hair was legendary, though, and it reminded me of a man who held a special place in my heart.

Don Stuart.

My law-school boyfriend. The love of my life. The man who got away.

I left what we had for a job, and our relationship fell apart in short order after I moved. The phone call where Don ended our love affair still echoed in my mind. I could hear his teary voice in my memory, burned their like a scorching cattle rod on skin.

Don didn’t have long hair, but he loved wearing wigs. Lingerie, especially. He only used lingerie when we first got together, but I pushed him and pushed him until he was wearing dresses, heels, makeup, and wigs.

We used to call him Geraldine. He almost never went out as Geraldine, but those times he did were some of the most exciting, awakening experiences of my life. Seeing how he could pass as a girl in public exhilarated me. We had a wonderful life together until my ambitions got the best of me.

Receiving Don’s breakup phone call left a hole in my heart. One I had yet to patch, but maybe I could use this Philip guy to temporarily fill the void. His hair was so beautiful, and I had the wildest urges to braid it into pigtails before putting him into a pair of overalls with a skirt bottom.

He could prance and skip around my yard while I snapped photos of his gorgeous hair bouncing on his shoulders. Those gray-blue eyes would sparkle in the camera.

I bit my lip and squeezed my thighs together, feeling a little damp at the thoughts of feminizing Philip for revenge. It was the least he could do after missing two of his appointments. Didn’t he know how badly my week was messed up from his behavior?

I sucked in a sharp breath and unlocked my phone as I stood at the kitchen island. I had Philip’s number written on a pad in front of me. I typed in the numbers, feeling my heartbeat tick faster. There was no reason I should be calling this man.

Part of me knew I should let go of the anger. It wasn’t healthy. Revenge was often more bitter than sweet, but none of that stopped me from dialing Philip’s number.

Sometimes I didn’t know what was wrong with me. Why couldn’t I just let things be? Why did I have to seek justice at every corner? It was the reason I’d chosen tax law. I got far too overzealous during an internship for a criminal lawyer.

I knew then that if I ever wanted a hint of a life that I would need a more boring field. I had to become a lawyer for the most boring topic of all. Taxes. It was working, and my life was just fine, but now I was consumed with getting revenge against Philip for making me wait due to his lackluster work ethic.

“Hello,” Philip said after connecting the call.

“Hi,” I said in a bright voice. “This is Margaret Robles. You installed internet at my house a few days ago.”

There was a long silence before Philip finally spoke. “Right. How did you get my number? What do you want?”

“Your number is on the internet, but I wanted to let you know that I’ve decided not to call your company to report you for not showing up on time twice.”

“Go ahead and report me, lady. They’re not going to do anything,” Philip said and ended the call.

I held out my phone and glanced at the screen, not at all shocked that Philip hung up on me, but he was only poking the beast when he did that. He didn’t know my tendency to fight until the bitter end. If I were a gladiator, they would have to decapitate me to keep me from fighting.

I picked up the phone and called again. Philip ignored me the first time I tried, but he picked up the second time.

“If you don’t stop calling me, I’ll report you to the police! This is harassment!”

“Quiet down, Philip. If you don’t want me reporting you, then you’re going to meet me for a drink. Meet me for one drink, and all will be forgiven.”

“I’m not meeting you anywhere. You’re fucking crazy!”

“Use as many foul words as you want, Philip, but I’ll be your worst nightmare until you learn to play by my rules.”

“Play by your rules? Now you’ve really snapped.”

“Snapped? No, sweetie. I’m giving you the chance to make up for what you’ve done. We both know that you’re lazy on purpose. We both know that you could have been at my house when I needed you, the first time, but you drive around town thinking you can do whatever you want, and that’s about to change.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Philip said, but I could hear the slightest quiver in his voice.

If there was one thing I’d learned since becoming a lawyer, it was how to pull the truth out of someone. Guilty people often got cagey when confronted with an accusation. All people got annoyed, but there was the slightest difference in tone when someone was riddled with guilt.

“Philip, I’m not a woman who likes to play games. Do you understand?”

“Who’s playing games?” Philip asked with a shakier voice.

“You.” I now felt like I had Philip caught in my trap. His leg was stuck, unable to move. He was my pet. My toy. I could do anything with the man I wanted now that I was confident he had a secret he didn’t want his company discovering.

“What do you want, lady? I’m seriously going to get a restraining order!”

“On what grounds? Because I called you to have a friendly conversation about your tardiness? Because I looked up your phone number on a public database? What court will issue you a restraining order because of that? I haven’t yelled or spoken out of line. I haven’t done anything wrong.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as a smirk spread across my lips. Philip didn’t know who he was messing with when he showed up late to my appointments, but I was going to make him pay, one way or another.

“So, would you like to hear my complaints, or would you rather I take them to your company?”

“I told you they won’t do anything.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said to play with my pet. “You’re hiding something, and I bet I could get your manager to give me the phone numbers of the other customers you’ve serviced. There’s nothing a manager loves more than a lawyer calling to do their job. I bet I could find out whatever secret it is you’re hiding after a bit of digging, and where would that leave you in the end? Huh, Philip?”

Silence.

If someone saw me, they would see all my teeth. I couldn’t stop the smile on my face. It had a life of its own.

“What do you want, Margaret?”

“I want to meet. At a bar or a restaurant. I want to know why you were late, and we’ll go from there.”

“You’re being weird. Why can’t you just call the company like a normal pissed-off person?”

I rubbed my fingertips along the counter, wondering the same myself. It would be so much easier to call the cable company to report him and stop there, but I was a touch crazy. It was the trait that made me a fabulous tax attorney.

When I got going, I could find things others couldn’t. Once I caught a whiff of wrongdoing, I was on a hunt like a bloodhound.

“Who knows? So, are you going to meet me or what?”

“It doesn’t sound like you’re giving me much of a choice.”

“You have a choice, sweetie, but if you want a chance of saving your ass, you’re going to meet with me. I have two secretaries who will help me call everyone on your client list until we get to the bottom of the crime. Maybe I could even bill the hours once we find something, but I’ll probably do the work for free and send an anonymous report.”

Philip growled into the line. “Where do you want to meet?”

“Let’s meet in two hours. I’ll text you the address of a place.”


CHAPTER 4

Philip

I pulled up to the bar fuming. Who was this woman and what business did she have summoning me like her fucking servant? I pounded my fist on the steering wheel, cursing myself for letting my friend talk me into installing that GPS jammer.

When I called Curtis to ask if my company could ever trace my actions, he told me that they could if they dug deep enough, which wasn’t what he told me when he’d installed the equipment. I wanted to wring his neck and break his back.

How could he?

I did some research online, and the company could sue me for time theft and make me pay back my earnings or even send me to jail. I couldn’t go to jail! I would have to shave off my hair and stitch my ass shut, or some alpha con would make me into his girl.

My hands shook as I pondered the paths my future might take. So much bad could come from me trying to cut corners at work, and I was seriously regretting doing any of it as I pulled my keys from the ignition. I stepped out of my car, slowly putting one foot in front of the other as I made my way to the entrance.

Margaret was at a table in the back corner, but I could see her from where I stood. She waved, wearing an elegant cream dress. She had her blonde hair pinned up to one side and a red lip lining her gorgeous smile. Seeing her captivated me, but I had to keep up my guards.

Margaret was dangerous. She could plaster a smile on her face, but I saw the darkness in her eyes. I saw her craving for blood, and I wasn’t about to let myself become her victim.

“Philip,” Margaret said in a beaming voice. “I’m so glad you could make it. Please, take a seat.”

I sat in the chair next to Margaret. She grabbed her roll of silverware and placed the napkin on her lap. She took a sip from her water glass.

“Would you like to split a bottle of wine or something? My treat.”

I narrowed my eyes at Margaret, wondering if she was playing a trick on me, but she seemed serious. She picked up the wine menu and gave it to me.

“Pick out a bottle. I prefer white, though. Doesn’t stain the teeth.”

I perused over the different choices, settling on a chardonnay from California, which seemed to delight Margaret. I rubbed my palms along my pants, hating how sweaty they’d gotten since I entered the restaurant.

“Why do you do what you do?” Margaret asked after we’d ordered the bottle of wine and two entrees. Neither of us were hungry for apps.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

Margaret leaned forward and placed an elbow on the table, supporting her chin with her hand. Her soulful brown eyes burned into me, making me more conflicted than I’d felt in ages. It would have been better to let her call the company and take my chances.

How likely was it that she would actually call all the clients I’d fucked over?

I swallowed, seeing in her eyes that she would call every person on whatever list she could find, which sent a chill down my spine. This woman was intense, and I was her victim. I was the cherry she wanted to put on her cake.

Her first bite.

“What can I do for you to leave me alone?”

Margaret shrugged. “There’s only one thing I really want from you. I doubt you’ll be willing, but if you let me do what I want, I’ll forget all about whatever secret it is you’re harboring.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Let’s wait for the wine,” Margaret said just as the server was approaching. He poured us each a glass before leaving the table. “Cheers to a night of forgiveness and new beginnings.”

“Cheers.”

We clinked our glasses together, and I couldn’t escape the heaviness in my chest when I took the first sip. Margaret couldn’t keep her eyes off me, looking at me like she wanted to use me as her toy. I’d never had a woman stare at me so blatantly.

“So, what do you want me to do?”

Margaret rubbed her right thumb over her left hand as she stared at me with those intense brown eyes, making me wish I were anywhere else in the world. I worried what the woman was capable of and cursed Curtis for talking me into installing that GPS jammer.

I wouldn’t be in this position if I’d just done my job instead of pretending to be king of the world for using some dumb traceable technology that could easily get me fired if not much, much worse. I shook when I thought of becoming some man’s girl in jail.

It couldn’t happen, yet I wasn’t at all prepared for what Margaret was about to tell me.

“Your hair is beautiful.”

“Thanks,” I said as a question.

“I’ve been thinking about it.”

“How?”

Margaret bit her lip as she gazed in my direction, looking far more sexual than before. If she wanted to pull on it while I fucked her, that wouldn’t be so bad. I could live with that.

“Do you want to touch it?” I asked and leaned over the table.

“No, not yet. Sit in your seat.”

I plopped my butt in the chair, hoping more than anything that a quick fuck with the older woman would get me out of trouble. She wasn’t drastically older than me, maybe ten years or so, but I honestly didn’t even chase women.

They came into my life every now and then, but toys were enough for me. I loved sliding my manhood into a cock sleeve and taking care of business. None of that relationship bullshit like talking and managing feelings.

I was a lone wolf and would probably stay that way until I died, unless there was some woman who turned my world upside-down, but I doubted there was a woman capable, especially a challenging one like Margaret.

“I want to braid it.”

“Braid it?”

“You know, like pigtails. Wouldn’t that be adorable?”

“Pigtails? I would never do that to my hair! You’ve lost your fucking mind, lady.”

“Watch your mouth, or I’ll have to wash it out with soap to teach you a lesson.”

I sat back and crossed my arms, staring at Margaret like she’d snapped. If she hadn’t gone crazy, then she was crazy on a daily basis. Something was wrong in her head if she thought she was about to put my hair in pigtails!

“No,” I said with a clenched jaw. “You’re not doing that.”

“Don’t be so quick to tell me no. You might enjoy it.”

“Having you braid my hair into pigtails? No, I don’t think so.”

The server approached with our entrees as the tension was thick between us, but he didn’t seem to notice. He topped off our wine glasses before disappearing.

Margaret let out a breath as she picked up her fork and knife, refusing to lift her eyes to glance in my direction, even though I was staring at her intensely. I hadn’t touched my cutlery, wanting to get Margaret’s attention.

She finally looked at me. “What?”

“You’ll have to ask me to do something else, or you might as well call the cable company because you’re crazy if you think you’re putting my hair into pigtails,” I said with a grunt of a laugh.

“We’ll see,” she said and continued eating.

“What is that supposed to mean? ‘We’ll see’? There’s nothing to see. Whatever twisted games you have in your mind, they’re over. You’re going to pay for this dinner, and then we’re going to go our separate ways, and that’ll be the end of it.”

“Okay,” Margaret said in a high voice, like there wasn’t a word of truth to what I’d said.

The woman was driving me absolutely insane! I grabbed my wine glass, nearly breaking the stem with my grip. I let out a breath and chugged the rest of the glass.

“Wine is meant to be sipped, not gulped.”

“Whatever,” I said.

Margaret ate for a few minutes before stopping to stare at me, sending a chill across my body.

“I won’t make you do anything, but I can guarantee you’ll have the time of your life if you just trust me. What’s life without a little fun?”

“Putting my hair in pigtails isn’t fun.”

“You never know until you try.”

“I don’t want to be a girl,” I said in a tense voice.

“Don’t you find girls sexy?”

“Yeah, but that’s different.”

“It would mean a lot to me if you gave it a try.”

I shook my head. “Call the company, but I’m not doing it.”

Margaret waved her hand. “I’m over calling to report you. I would rather have you in my life… as a friend.”

“No way. You give me the creeps.”

“I get it,” Margaret said with a sigh. “I came on a bit too strong, but your hair is so lovely. Your face has the perfect angles. Your lips are plump and juicy, and those eyes. Gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” I said as my cheeks reddened. “That doesn’t change my answer.”

“Let’s enjoy this meal. I’ll give you my card. You can call. Not call. Up to you, but I’m through arguing about it. I want to enjoy this delicious salad.”

I fell silent. We talked about sports and the weather before Margaret paid the bill, and then we were out the door. The first thing I did when I got in my car was pull down the visor to stare in the mirror, imagining myself with pigtails, and I could totally see it.

If it weren’t for the light stubble, there was a chance I might look like a girl with pigtails, and a seed of curiosity incepted my mind at that moment, forever changing the course of my life.


CHAPTER 5

Philip

Several days passed, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Margaret’s proposal. It was preposterous to think I could pass as a woman, yet I saw glimpses of my womanly self every time I glanced in a mirror. It made me want to shave my head, but I loved my hair.

Had I grown it out to look more feminine? It could have been an unconscious effort, but I couldn’t shake the possibility. I loved women, so what was so wrong about looking like one?

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror after getting home from work. It was one of the first few days I’d actually visited all my clients and made it to their homes on time.

Using the GPS jammer seemed out of the question after Margaret’s accusations. I only hoped that nothing would happen if I started doing my job well.

My hair hung past my shoulders just a touch. It was brown with strands of blonde sprinkled throughout. My mother was a natural blonde, so the color always came through the more time I spent in the sun.

I pulled my hair up into a bun and opened the medicine cabinet to grab my shaving cream and a razor. I lathered my face with the cream, wondering if I’d lost my mind for wanting to transform into a girl.

The more I stared at myself, the more I could envision her. I didn’t know her name, but she was me. She was a version of me I couldn’t wait to set free, as though I’d been given a challenge I needed to complete.

There was a pool of hot water in the sink. I dipped my razor into it before shaving a line of hair clean. It was the first of many until my face was smooth like a woman’s.

I washed off my face and wanted to put my hair into pigtails but didn’t have the slightest idea of how to begin, so I pulled out my phone and searched for an instructional video.

It took several times watching the video before I felt confident enough to begin. I started in the mirror but moved away from it because the reflection was confusing me. I had to start over a few times, but I eventually got the hang of it.

I sat on the edge of the tub when I finished, hair now braided into pigtails, feeling terribly afraid to look in the mirror. Countless worries passed through my mind, but the biggest worry of all was that I would like how I looked.

I ran my fingertips along the braids hanging from each side of my head, loving them more than I expected. There were a few loose hairs, but the braids still felt perfect, like I’d overcome a daunting task.

It took a few minutes, but I eventually stood from the edge of the tub and went to see my work.

The braids might have felt better than they looked. They were a bit lopsided and in slight disarray, but they gave me a glimpse into the future.

With some guidance and a bit of makeup, I could probably pull off being a girl, but I would need Margaret’s help.

There was no way I could do everything on my own, but part of my mind was begging me not to feminize myself at all.


CHAPTER 6

Margaret

Everything was back to normal, and I’d let go of my resentment towards Philip. I didn’t have the energy to get him fired and ruin his life. Seeing him squirm at dinner had been enough of a treat.

I was surfing the web with the news playing in the background two weeks after the date with Philip. I’d honestly given up on hearing from Philip again, but seeing him had me thinking a lot about my law-school ex.

I had gone to my closet to pull out the old photos of him dressed in femme, reminiscing on what we had and dreaming of the future we missed.

Don had a wife and kids now and probably never played dress up at home, but there was no denying he loved becoming my girl.

Geraldine, Don’s feminine half, would sing on the streets and twirl in circles. She became a different person when we went out, a spirit that soared in the night.

Geraldine got more than a few phone numbers over the years, but she only ever wanted me. She loved me, and I broke her heart.

Geraldine begged me not to move. She told me there were lawyer jobs everywhere, but when I asked her to follow me with the same reasoning, she didn’t want to leave.

She stayed behind and went back to being Don while I chased my dreams of becoming a powerful attorney. Meeting Virginia after my first job was fate. She pulled me out of a toxic male-driven environment, and we’ve since set up a feminine powerhouse. Life was pretty cozy, all things considered, but part of me missed having a cute boy to doll up and take out on the town.

Nobody like Don had entered my life since. I tried talking about feminization to one guy I was dating, but he flipped out on me and told me that he would never do anything like that. He would never put on makeup or a wig or even panties, which was severely disappointing.

When I met Philip and saw his long, gorgeous hair, I thought there was a chance we could have something. He even seemed to perk up at dinner when I mentioned feminizing him, but then everything fell apart.

Fear got the best of Philip, and he walked out of my life, or at least that was what I’d thought until my phone rang. The area code was local, so I went ahead and answered the call.

“Margaret speaking.”

“Hey,” he said in a shy voice.

“Who is this?”

“It’s Philip. We had dinner a couple weeks ago.”

“Philip,” I said brightly, curling my legs under my bottom. “How are you?”

“I’m… okay.”

“You must have been thinking about me if you called.”

“Yeah,” he admitted.

I was so happy Philip wasn’t in the room because I could feel a smile breaking my face. Philip had called, and he knew what I wanted to do with him, so I could only assume he wanted the same.

“Why did you call, Philip?”

“I… I… was wondering if you wanted to hang out.”

“Have you tried putting your hair in pigtails already?”

There was a long silence before Philip spoke. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You’ll have to talk about it if you want to hang out.”

“Maybe I did, so what?”

I gushed into the phone. “There’s nothing wrong with that, dear. I love that you already tried putting your hair into pigtails. I bet you’re calling because you need my help, or am I mistaken?”

Philip grumbled when he spoke. “You clearly know more about being a girl since you are a girl.”

“No need to get testy, Philip. You’re the one calling me. You’re the one who showed up late for the appointment. If you’re going to have that attitude, I don’t think we need to talk at all,” I said and hung up the phone.

It was a risk, but I had to put Philip in place. I had to show him who was in charge if he wanted to fool around with me because I wasn’t about to play games with the man, who was probably ten years my junior. I would venture he was in his late twenties or early thirties, and I was already forty-two.

A fabulous forty-two but forty-two, nonetheless.

My phone rang after a few minutes. It was Philip. He couldn’t resist me, even if he tried.

“Philip, have you adjusted your attitude?”

“Yeah,” he said in a tense voice. “I guess. Are you going to help me or not? I thought you wanted this too.”

“I do want to transform you into a girl, but we have to work on your attitude. Nobody will think you’re sexy if you act like a grump. You need to open your heart to the gentle, feminine energy you harbor beneath the surface.”

“Feminine energy? You’re crazy.”

“Yet, you’re the one who braided your hair into pigtails,” I said with a laugh.

“Shut up.”

“Excuse me?”

“I’m sorry, Margaret. This is hard for me, and you’re making me feel like a joke.”

“Stop being such a sourpuss. Come over, and I’ll make you pretty.”

“Now?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m not doing much. Just reading over some documents, but I could use a distraction. A girl can only work so much.”

“I’m nervous,” he said.

“I understand, Philip. You have every right to be nervous, but we both know you want this, so you’ll have to overcome your fear if you want to give in to your desire.”

“Okay,” he said in a breath.

“So, are you coming over or what?”

“Yeah, I’ll head that way.”

“Perfect,” I said in a purr. “Can’t wait to see you.”

“Promise not to push me too hard?”

“You can always tell me if we go too far. Don’t worry. I’m not too crazy,” I said with a roar of laughter.

“Okay,” Philip said in a soft voice. “See you soon.”

We ended the call, and I sped around the house to grab supplies and spruce up my hair. It was Saturday, so I wasn’t exactly wearing my finest, but everything would be in place by the time Philip rang the doorbell.


CHAPTER 7

Philip

I knocked on Margaret’s door, feeling my heart pound in my chest. Was I actually about to let this woman feminize me? Wasn’t putting my hair in pigtails enough? The part of my mind that questioned the entire ordeal was screaming at me to run back to my car and get the hell out of there before things went south.

“Philip,” Margaret said in a bright voice when she opened the door. She was wearing a sleeveless pale pink dress with white kitten heels with a thick belt around the waist. Her blonde hair pinned up at the back, giving me the impression of a housewife from a different era.

“I’m so glad you could make it. Come inside,” Margaret said and grabbed my wrist as she pulled me through the door.

“Thanks for having me,” I said in a shy voice, feeling so much smaller than usual. Margaret had a hold over me that I couldn’t quite explain, and it was one I certainly didn’t love. It was her fault that I even thought about braiding my hair into pigtails.

Margaret released my hair and twirled to stand in front of me. She placed her hands on her hips as her eyes burned into me, making me feel even smaller than I did when I arrived.

“So, you want to dress up as a girl?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“You have to believe it, or nobody else will. Show me that you want to do this. Give me some emotion.”

“Fine,” I said in a harsh voice. “I want to style my hair. Put on makeup. Maybe wear a dress. Lingerie. At least once.”

“Only once?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe more than once.”

Margaret stepped forward, making me jump. She walked a complete circle around me. I swallowed, wishing I could escape. Wishing I could return from where I’d came, but I was already in Margaret’s house. In her possession.

I flinched when Margaret lifted her fingers to touch my hair. “Your hair is stunning. You must deep condition it.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Do you do anything else to care for yourself?”

“I moisturize my skin, but everyone should do that.”

“You’re right, but a lot of guys don’t think or care about their skin. Why do you think women age more gracefully?”

“Well, I’m not one of those guys, but that doesn’t mean I was thinking about dressing up as a girl. Not until you came into the picture.”

Margaret smirked. She ran her finger from my hair to my ear and down to my neck, making me shiver from the touch. I grew a little harder in my pants, hating that Margaret had this kind of power over me. The part of my mind that’d been protesting was still screaming that Margaret was setting a trap, but I didn’t listen.

I didn’t care.

Margaret was making me feel alive for the first time in ages, and I wanted more. I craved her touch. I longed for her to pamper me. To show me how to become womanly. I had a feeling she would reward me once I was all dolled up, but would I have any control by that point, or would Margaret own me?

“How about we get started? I’m sure you’re dying to see how you’ll look once I turn you into a girl. Were you disappointed when you tried to do it yourself?”

I dropped my head, too embarrassed to look Margaret in the eye. “Yes,” I said.

“You’ll get better with time. If you didn’t really want this, you wouldn’t have called. You wouldn’t have tried to braid your hair. Accept that you want this, and everything else will be a lot easier.”

I sucked in a deep breath.

“I want this,” I finally admitted to Margaret and to myself.

“Let’s get to work.”


CHAPTER 8

Philip

“Don’t come out of there until every hair is gone from your body!”

The hot shower water pelted my body as I held the razor in a shaky hand. Margaret had stripped me down and pushed me to take a shower and shave my body bare. I never thought to shave my body before. Only my face, but Margaret insisted, and who was I to argue with the queen?

Margaret was so elegant and powerful and everything I wished I could be. I was a hermit. A social pariah. Nobody was calling to check on me or wondering how I was doing. Even Curtis could go months without reaching out to see how I was.

“Hurry up, Philip! We don’t have all day!”

“I’m shaving as fast as I can,” I holler.

“Attitude!”

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s a lot to shave.”

“Yeah, and you better get every single hair!” Margaret said before leaving the bathroom.

I’d been in the shower for at least thirty minutes, trying to get every hair off my body, but just when I thought I finished, I would notice a patch of hair that needed removal.

It took another fifteen minutes before I felt confident that I’d gotten every hair. I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my body, feeling more bare than usual. Margaret flung open the door, making me jump.

“Drop the towel! It’s time for your inspection!”

“What? No! I can’t take my towel off in front of you,” I said in a quivering voice. It was one thing to get dressed up with Margaret’s help, but I wasn’t about to let her see me naked! Even less likely since my dick was completely soft and shriveled up from so much time in the water.

“This isn’t a discussion, Philip! Drop the towel!”

“I got every hair. Promise!”

“There’s no way I’ll be sure unless I check. Do you want me to help you with your makeup or what? You can either be a chicken and not let me check, or you can let me check your work, and we can get on with it.”

I held the towel before slowly undoing it, cursing myself for ever coming over to this crazy woman’s house, but secretly I loved it. I loved that she was paying this much attention to me, checking on me. Holding me accountable for my work.

“That’s better,” Margaret said in a satisfied voice when I dropped the towel to the floor. She squatted in front of me, grabbed my package, and lifted my balls. “Looks clean.”

“I shaved everywhere. I told you.”

I was growing hard as Margaret held my cock in her hand, and she took notice. She wrapped her hand around my thickening member and stroked it lightly, making me gasp and bite my lip.

“Fuck, what are you doing?”

Margaret chuckled as she stroked. I glanced down at her, and she was looking up at me with a seductive gaze as she pumped my dick. I wasn’t even dressed up, but I already felt girly each time I glanced down at my smooth body.

I gasped when Margaret released my dick and stood. “We need to moisturize your skin, or you might break out. Make sure you’re completely dry, and then come meet me in my bedroom.”

“Where’s your bedroom?”

“Just down the hall. You can’t miss it,” she said.

I nodded and patted my body dry. My skin felt tingly and a little angry that I’d ridded it of hair, but it was a small price to pay for having Margaret stroke my dick. I couldn’t remember the last time a woman had touched me so intimately, and I’d certainly never had a babe as hot as Margaret.

She was a catch. I was just some lonely cable guy, but Margaret had chosen me to make her toy, and I couldn’t have been happier. My worries shed with each step I took toward her bedroom. If she wanted this, I could easily want it too.

“There you are,” Margaret said in a soft voice when I stepped into the room.

“Here I am,” I said.

“Sit,” Margaret said and pointed at her bed. “You’re completely dry?”

“Yes.”

“Put this all over your body. It’ll save your skin.”

I took the bottle of lotion. It was a brand I didn’t recognize, and it felt like silk on my skin. It wasn’t oily at all, so I could only assume it cost a fortune.

“Is this fancy lotion?”

“Only the best. Us girls have to take care of ourselves. People think we’re useless after thirty, but oh how wrong they are,” Margaret said with a laugh.

I was feeling more comfortable being naked in front of her now that she’d touched my dick, so I didn’t bother hiding anything as I sat on the bed and rubbed lotion into my skin. Margaret arranged a bunch of different products along the vanity she had in the corner, and I could only assume she’d be using those products on me.

“All lathered?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Why don’t we put you in some panties? We wouldn’t want you sitting with your bare ass on my precious chair.” Margaret chuckled as she went over to her dresser. She pulled out a drawer and picked up a pair of panties.

“Do you think they’ll fit?”

“You don’t have a gut. Your ass is pretty plump, but they stretch. Put them on,” Margaret said and tossed the white panties in my direction.

They had a lacey trim and were easily the most feminine object I’d ever put on my body, but I loved how the panties felt as they slid up my legs. They felt even better hugging my ass and dick. I put my hands on my hips and stared at my massive bulge in the mirror.

My cock wasn’t the biggest, six inches or so, but it looked huge in the tiny white panties. Margaret came up behind me, surprising me with her touch, running her fingers along my backside, which made my dick grow even bigger.

My breath became shallower as Margaret snuck her hand around my body to slip her hand into my panties, staring at me through the mirror. She grabbed my cock and nibbled on my ear.

“Damn,” I said through a moan. “You’re going to make me cum.”

Margaret released my dick, leaving me on the edge of an orgasm. Margaret led me to the vanity, plopping me into the chair. I stared at my reflection, eager to transform completely. Excited to see how I might look with a bit of makeup.

“I’m going to start with a light moisturizer to prime your face, and then I’ll do the rest after we put you in some clothes.”

“Clothes?”

“Yes, sweetie. I picked out the most adorable outfit for you.”

“Where? I want to see it,” I said.

“Patience,” Margaret urged.

She squirted some of the moisturizer onto her fingertips before rubbing it into my skin. She had me stand from the vanity next and handed me a bra.

“You want me to put this on?”

“Yes, why wouldn’t I?”

I shook my head, not able to come up with a protest. A bra was part of being a girl. “I don’t have boobs, but okay.”

“We’re going to stuff the bra with tissue.”

“That works?”

“Sure it works. Do you need help putting on the bra?”

“Maybe. I don’t have much experience with bras.”

“Aren’t you a ladies’ man? I figured you would have a ton of girlfriends,” Margaret said.

“Not really. I’m more of a loner.”

“I have a feeling you’re just waiting to come to life,” Margaret said and touched the side of my face.

She helped me put on the bra and stuff it before handing me a blue dress. I pulled it over my head. It had short sleeves that slimmed my shoulders, and it went all the way down to my knees. It had a classy look, like something a society woman would wear to brunch in summer.

“What do you think?” Margaret asked.

“It feels nice. Much more comfortable than pants, if I’m being honest.”

“You look fabulous. Now let’s get to work on your face.”

“Okay,” I said and let Margaret lead me back to the vanity.

She got to work on my face. I didn’t know what products she was using, but I felt some liquids, brushes, and she was giving me command after command. I listened and let her do her work, doing my best not to look at myself in the mirror.

“Open your eyes,” Margaret said after about ten minutes.

I was slow to part my eyelids, gasping when I finally did. My face looked completely different!

“What did you do? How?”

“I’ll teach you all the tricks with time. What do you think?”

I was speechless, no longer seeing a boy in the mirror. I was all girl, and Margaret hadn’t even done anything special to my hair. Everything that was masculine about my face seemed to disappear, and honestly, if I saw myself on the street I would probably stop to stare.

“Philip? Hello?”

“I… I look incredible.”

“Yes, you do. Now, let’s have some fun,” Margaret said and grabbed my wrist to lead me out of her bedroom.


CHAPTER 9

Margaret

Philip hesitated as I pulled him toward the front door. He made his body heavy, not allowing me to pull him through the doorway. He had wide eyes when I looked over my shoulder, like a person gearing up to face one of their greatest fears.

“What are you doing?” Philip asked.

“We can’t sit around here all day. We need to get you some heels before nightfall.”

“Why in the world would I need a pair of heels?”

I lifted an eyebrow, daring him to challenge me. He knew damn well why he needed a pair of heels. His dress wouldn’t be complete without them. He could also use some fresh panties. Maybe a skirt, a few dresses, and blouses. Whatever looked cute once I could get him to the store.

“You can’t be serious, Margaret. I thought we were just going to sit around the house. If anyone hears me speak, they’ll know right away that I’m not a girl.”

“Better practice your girly voice then. I suggest speaking as softly as possible.”

“No, Margaret. Please, you can’t make me go. I don’t want anyone seeing me and thinking I’m some type of… fag.”

I scoffed. “Don’t use that language. There’s nothing wrong with being homosexual, and why in the world would I think you were a homosexual? You got hard when I was touching your dick! If you don’t want to wear the dress and makeup, go to the bathroom and take it all off, but I’ll have to ask you to leave my house.”

Philip stared at me a long moment, looking like he wanted to rid himself of his womanly appearance. Part of him was probably hoping to escape or turn back time or do anything that would save him from walking out of that door in a dress, but he was going to learn to be my doll if he wanted to stay with me.

“You’re being impossible, Margaret. Why can’t we just hang out here?”

“I don’t want to hang around my house. I’m here all the time, and I finally have you to myself. Why won’t you let me spoil you for the day? We both know you’ll love coming back with shopping bags filled with clothes.”

“Women’s clothing.”

“Isn’t that what you want to wear?” I asked with a smirk.

Philip bit his lip, reaching down to mess with the bottom half of his dress, folding the fabric between his fingers.

“You can stop now, but I don’t want a regular guy. I want a girly guy.”

Philip was silent for a moment as he continued playing with his dress, refusing to meet my eyes, but we couldn’t wait around all day. I was a busy woman with better things to do if Philip was getting cold feet.

“What’s it going to be, Philip? Are we leaving, or are you leaving?”

“I don’t understand why we can’t hang out here. Why do we have to go out in public?”

“Don’t be so afraid, sweetie. I’ll be right there with you every step of the way.”

“Fine,” Philip said with a grunt. “I swear I’ll freak out if someone catches me.”

“Keep quiet, and you won’t have anything to worry about.”

Philip shook his head, reluctantly following me out the door.

***

Margaret

It was just as difficult to get Philip out of the car as it was to get him out of the house, but we finally made it into the mall. The place was buzzing with people, entering and exiting stores like bees around a hive.

Philip walked like he was hiding from a stalker, taking small steps and hunching his shoulders. I stopped and grabbed his hand, turning him toward me.

“Nobody is looking at you, but you’ll draw attention to yourself if you keep walking like that.”

“Like what?”

“Lift your shoulders. Stand like you’re a woman who is proud of herself.”

“I’m embarrassed,” Philip said in an exasperated voice. “I’m wearing a dress in public. Everything about that is wrong, wrong, wrong!”

“Keep your voice down. Aren’t you the one trying to keep a secret?”

Philip swallowed and looked each way. There were two girls several yards away who were staring at Philip, trying to see beneath the mask of makeup I’d applied to his face.

“Come on,” I said and hooked my arm with Philip’s, turning our backs to those girls. They knew the truth, but we would lose them once we turned the corner. It looked like they were on their way out.

“Those girls knew,” Philip said in a whisper as we walked toward the bend.

“Who cares?”

“I care,” he hissed.

I glanced over at him. There was panic in his eyes, but he looked stunning. Absolutely fabulous. His hair was bouncing on his shoulders, like a model on the runway. There were more than a few guys checking him out as we walked.

“Keep your voice down, and you’ll have nothing to worry about, but maybe we should think of a name for you.”

“Like a girl’s name?” Philip whispered. There were so many voices and people that he could speak at a normal tone without drawing too much attention to himself.

“Yeah, do you have any in mind?”

“No, I’ve never thought of using a girl’s name.”

“What about Rachel?” I suggested.

Philip shook his head.

“Katrina?”

“No,” he said.

“Jessica?”

Philip paused, taking a moment to let the name register. He seemed to like it, judging by the smile on his face. “Jessica, huh? I don’t hate it. I feel like a lot of Jessica’s are both girly and boyish, which could suit me well.”

“Perfect. Let’s find you some cute clothes, Jessica!”


CHAPTER 10

Philip

There was no telling how long we spent inside the mall, but I walked out of it like one of those fabulous girls in a movie with a ton of different bags in my hands, feeling completely different from when we’d entered the building.

I saw the way guys looked at me when we walked around a store. Their eyes fixated on me as I walked around the store, whether they had a girlfriend or not. It flattered me, but I prayed they didn’t come up to me. I wasn’t trying to start a fight, especially if a guy found out I wasn’t really a girl.

“Thank you so much for all of these clothes,” I said to Margaret.

“You’re welcome, dear. It’s the least I could do.”

“I feel like you’ve done so much. I never would have done this myself.”

“How do you feel?”

“Wonderful,” I said and lifted my arms above my head, bags and all.

Margaret chuckled and wrapped her hand around my waist, resting her head on my shoulder.

“Should we get our nails done too?”

“Sure! I’ve always wondered what that would be like!”

“Once we get your nails done, you can slip on those cute flats you got. I’ll teach you to walk in heels when we get home.”

“I can’t wait,” I said brightly.

Margaret unlocked her car. I threw the bags in the trunk, and she drove us to a nail salon down the road. Everyone in the place seemed to know Margaret, waving at her or stopping to ask how she was doing. I was doing my best not to speak a word.

“That purple polish you picked out will look fabulous,” Margaret said.

I nodded, still not wanting to speak. There were too many people around to hear my non-womanly voice.

Margaret chuckled and gave me a knowing smile, but the craziest thing was, she was the only person who seemed to know I wasn’t a girl. Even the woman doing my nails hadn’t given me a cross look, but I was being extra careful not to let her see up my dress and catch a glimpse of the bulge beneath my panties.

“Don’t you think we should go out tonight?”

I shrugged.

“It’s been so long since I had a night out on the town.”

I felt a hint of panic creep in my body. It was enough for one day being out at the mall and having my nails done. I didn’t need to spend the entire night trying to pass as a girl. What would I do if a guy came up to me to flirt?

I nodded and shrugged.

“You’ll have to say something, Jessica. You can’t be mute all night,” Margaret said with a wink.

The nail technician gave me a curious look before going back to massaging my calf. She worked my muscles, releasing the tension from my body, relaxing me. I closed my eyes and ignored Margaret, letting the woman do her job.

I giggled when she grabbed the bottom of my foot to dry it and apply the polish. I opened my eyes to watch as she painted my toenails purple. The polish transformed me even further, making me look entirely girly, and I honestly loved it.

I was resistant when Margaret first proposed the idea of feminizing me, but today was easily one of the best days of my life. It was nice having Margaret as a friend and a potential lover. I hoped we could continue what we’d started into the future.

Margaret was bringing out a side of me I never knew existed, and I loved her for it. I fell more in love with her each time I glanced in her direction. She was magnificent. Fabulous to an excruciating degree, yet I wasn’t jealous.

I only hoped Margaret would teach me everything she knew as she made me hers.

We got up from the chairs and went across the room to get manicures. We sat next to each other and placed our hands on the table. Margaret smiled when she glanced in my direction, flashing her gorgeous teeth. I blushed and dropped my head, my hair falling into my face.

I nodded or shook my head when the manicurist asked questions, refusing to use my voice.

“Don’t mind her,” Margaret said to the man doing my nails. “She’s always cagey in public.”

“I’ll say,” he said. “She’s mute!”

My cheeks reddened further, but there was nothing the man could say to get me to speak. I didn’t have to answer his questions. He clearly liked what he saw, so it was already creepy enough letting him touch my hands.

“You’re doing great,” Margaret said when we had our hands under the dryers a few minutes later.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

It was a lot being out in public as a girl, considering I’d only shaved my entire body for the first time a few hours before. Margaret had me going full speed toward womanhood, but I was fine with it. We sat there with our nails under the dryers until our polish was dry to the touch.

“Let’s get out of here,” Margaret said.

I stood, wobbling in the disposable sandals, and we made our way out the door.


CHAPTER 11

Margaret

We were back at my house, and it wasn’t yet late. Seven o’clock in the evening with an entire Saturday night ahead of us. A had a strong urge to take Jessica out on the town now that she had painted nails and a fresh wardrobe, but she’d already done so much for one day.

We were sitting on the couch. Both of us had our legs tucked under our bottoms. I suggested Jessica sit like that to look a touch more girly.

“What should we do, Jessica? I’m bored.”

“You’re sticking with that name, huh?”

“Why wouldn’t I? I love the name Jessica for you.”

“Yeah, but we’re back at your place. You can call me Philip.”

I shook my head. “Absolutely not, Jessica. Why would I call you that when you look so feminine? Don’t you want to be Jessica?”

She nodded as she stared into my eyes, looking so sexy it hurt. I wanted to push up her dress and pull down her panties to ride her dick, but I didn’t want to give myself away so easily. My pussy was hot, wet, and hungry, but I had to use my mind.

I couldn’t let my desires get the best of me.

“Jessica? I asked you a question.”

She sighed. “I want to be Jessica, but it’s a lot. I never expected everything to move so quickly when I called.”

“You have to dive in, or you’ll never go all the way. You would stop with panties or become hesitant about makeup or painting your nails, but this way you don’t have to worry about any of that. You’ve already done everything, so what do you have to fear?”

Jessica shrugged. “I’m afraid you’ll stop liking me.”

I moved closer to Jessica on the couch, reaching forward to cup her face. My body grew hot, staring at her and knowing what lay beneath that dress. My pussy was aching to slide her shaved, girly cock into it, but I couldn’t lose control.

Control gave me power.

Power was all I had.

“I won’t stop liking you, Jessica.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Positive,” I said. “Kiss me.”

Jessica moved her face closer until her lips were pressed up against mine. Our kiss quickly grew more intense as everything else faded into the background. All I could feel was Jessica’s tongue sliding against mine and the ache in my center.

I squeezed my legs together as Jessica reached up to touch the side of my face. We held each other as we kissed, moving closer and closer until our legs were entangled.

“I want you, Margaret. More than I’ve wanted any other woman.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“Yes,” Jessica said.

I lost all sense of self as I pushed Jessica against the couch and climbed atop her lap. I straddled her hips. My blonde hair fell. I pushed a hand through it to move it out of my face, and Jessica was staring at me with those intense, gorgeous gray-blue eyes.

“I’m soaking wet for you, girl.”

“You are?” Jessica asked.

“Yes,” I said. “I want your girly dick so badly.”

“You can have it, Margaret. I’m dying to get a taste of your pussy.”

I shook my head, still on Jessica’s lap. “We should wait.”

“We can wait, but I want you so badly. I need to have you.”

I moaned, squeezing the sides of Jessica’s legs. She looked so gorgeous with her brown hair and blue eyes and painted nails, and I got even more turned on as I felt her womanhood poking my pussy through the dress.

“We need to wait,” I said and hopped off Jessica’s lap, staggering away from her.

Jessica sat there, unable to hide the tent that’d appeared in her dress. I stared at Jessica’s cock, my pussy begging me to forget the rules and just slide my lips over her shaft. I turned away from Jessica, trying to calm my titillated body.

“Maybe it’s best you leave, Jessica.”

“What? I thought we were having fun.”

“We were. We are, but I don’t have sex without knowing a guy better. It’s against my rules.”

“It’s our second date. Doesn’t that count for anything?”

“Yes, but I need to wait, or I’ll never feel right about it. You should leave.”

“Margaret,” Jessica pleaded.

“We can see each other later in the week. I’m sorry,” I said. I went over to the corner and stood with my back to Jessica as she gathered her things.

She came up to me and touched me on the shoulder, but I shook her off, and she got the message, leaving through the front door.


CHAPTER 12

Philip

I was obsessed. Every free moment I had was dedicated to watching hair and makeup tutorials. I felt so blessed to have my long, luscious hair. I could do anything with it. Look like a boy one minute and walk out of the bathroom looking like a girl the next.

I felt like a gender chameleon, like I’d discovered a superpower few possessed. It was disappointing when Margaret kicked me out of her house, but I wasn’t upset with her. We’d been texting each other nonstop, talking about our past accomplishments and regrets as well as our goals for the future.

Margaret was happy with her job at the law firm, but she was hoping to become completely independent by the time she retired. I didn’t have ambitious goals, but Margaret was joyous when I told her that I was making all of my appointments on time.

The truth was that I was always eager to get home and try on one of the mini outfits Margaret bought me. I would always send her a picture, and she would usually reply with glowing reviews. She’d offered some constructive feedback on bra stuffing, and I appreciated every bit of advice she gave.

She wasn’t free to see me until the weekend, and I couldn’t wait. Spending even a day without her was painful. I loved having her in my life and wanted her there day in and day out, but she was a busy woman.

My busy woman.

Margaret was a powerhouse, and I was her girl. She wanted to make the best of me, and I couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for the weekend. It was always a surprise with Margaret. She was a woman of mystery, and I cherished every bit of her attention I received.

There was nobody else in my life like her. If she wanted to make me Jessica, well, I saw nothing wrong with that. I was happy to become her pretty girl.


CHAPTER 13

Margaret

It was a week after I’d sent Jessica home from my place, masturbating feverously when she left. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d cum so hard, but Jessica had me so hot and horny by the time she left, and today was no better.

She was already on her way over, all dolled up and ready if the photos she’d sent a few minutes ago were any indication. I couldn’t believe how far Jessica had come in such a short amount of time. She was so accepting of herself. So open to the idea of becoming a woman.

Geraldine, my ex, was much more resistant to becoming a girl. She came to life once she was dressed up, but there was always a bit of tension before she came out to play. It probably had something to do with why Geraldine ran back to her life as Don and got married to a woman who probably never wanted to turn him into a girl.

I used to feel bad for myself, but then I met Philip and watched him come to life as Jessica. He was nervous at first, but that was to be expected. What I hadn’t anticipated was how quickly Jessica had accepted her feminine half.

She could have easily refused to enter the mall. She could have gotten in her car before we left and went home. A lot of people would have, but Jessica was ready to take on the world. She had a contagious energy, and I couldn’t wait for her to blossom as she got more comfortable in her skin.

My heart raced when there was a knock on the door. Jessica was right on time, and I had everything in place. I thought about taking her out dancing or to a cocktail bar or something but decided I would rather relax at home. I’d gone to the bar three times that week for work and was exhausted being around others.

Jessica was wearing a pencil-waisted pink dress with a large accent belt and white heels. She had her brown hair curled, cascading over her shoulders. There was a clear gloss on her lip that looked absolutely fabulous. I held open the door, letting Jessica step inside.

She kissed me on the cheek, surprising me with a feminine voice. “How are you, dear?”

“Well,” I said with a wide grin. “How are you?”

“I can’t complain,” she said.

“Your voice.”

“I’ve been practicing all week. Do you like it?”

“It’s quite impressive. Did you want to go test it out in the world?”

“Only if you want to go out,” Jessica said in a soft voice. “What did you have planned?”

“A night at home, but why don’t we go to a bar? You’re all dressed up. Maybe we can even find a couple guys to buy us drinks.”

“All right. Sounds like fun,” Jessica said with a bright smile.


CHAPTER 14

Philip

(Jessica)

We were at an elegant bar on a tree-lined street. We were sitting on the patio, enjoying the fresh air. No men had bought us drinks yet, but more than a few were checking us out, and I had to admit that I loved the attention.

“You’re quite the catch, Jessica.”

“You think?” I asked, flipping my hair over my shoulder.

Margaret smirked and shook her head. I picked up my martini glass to take a sip, feeling far more fabulous as a woman than I ever had as a man. I tilted my head back as the booze slid down my throat. Margaret stared off in the other direction, but I noticed a man watching me.

I set my martini glass on the table and met his eyes, loving how he saw a woman in pink when he looked at me. He was with another guy, reaching over to tap his friend on the shoulder. They stood and walked in our direction, the beefy guy and I hardly breaking eye contact.

“Look alive. Two guys are heading our way.”

Margaret turned her attention to the bulky guy and his friend, who was slender but equally as muscular. I stopped looking at him to catch a glimpse of Margaret, who seemed cool and calm.

“Good afternoon, ladies. How are you two?”

“We’re well,” Margaret said in a purr. “You?”

“Doing better now that we’ve spotted you. Do you mind if we sit?”

“Help yourselves. Are you going to tell us your names?” Margaret asked.

Panic swirled within me now that the guys were pulling out chairs to sit at the table. My voice was much better than a week ago, but there was a chance it could slip. That didn’t matter in front of Margaret, but these guys were a different story. I couldn’t break character, or they would flip.

“I’m Brandon, and this is my friend Russ,” the beefy guy said, gesturing toward his friend.

“Hey,” Russ said and put up his hand to wave.

“I’m Margaret, and this is my friend…”

I swallowed, terribly nervous to speak, but I couldn’t stay silent forever. Everyone was watching me, waiting for me to say my name.

“Jessica. Hi,” I said in the most feminine voice I could.

“You’re a shy girl, aren’t you?” Brandon, the bulkier guy, said and leaned closer to me. I was clearly his favorite, and Russ didn’t seem like the type of guy to argue with Brandon about who should get whom.

“I guess I’m a little shy,” I said.

“You’re fucking sexy. Are you two together?”

“Something like that,” Margaret said with a wink.

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry,” Brandon said. “We can go back to our table. I didn’t know.”

“We don’t mind a bit of flirting, do we, Jessica?”

I shook my head, feeling hot all over, flushed from head to toe. Brandon had me feeling a certain type of way, like I wanted to drop to my knees to fish out his cock, but I wasn’t even remotely gay. Being Jessica brought out a different side of me.

Margaret was pulling Russ into her web of lust while Brandon did the same to me. Our energy was growing. Several people turned to look at us, but we didn’t give a fuck about them.

Brandon put his hand on my thigh. “Do you like dick or only pussy?”

“Depends on the day, I guess.”

“Fuck, I love the way you talk.”

“Thanks,” I said as my cheeks reddened further.

“I love how nervous you are even more. You need another martini?”

“Desperately,” I said.

Brandon laughed and lifted his hand to call over the server. He ordered me another martini and got a whiskey sour for himself. Russ and Margaret were off in their own little world, giggling and kissing and touching like teenagers.

Brandon told me he was a manager for a national basketball team. He and Russ both worked for the team. He had stories of hanging out with the players, and I could only imagine how many women he’d been with, yet I still wanted one of those women to be me.

Margaret and I didn’t go home with the guys, but we got their numbers and promised to call, howling as we walked away from the bar.

“Let’s go to the park. I need to walk off that buzz.”

There was a park across the street, so we went and took a stroll, holding hands and stopping every few feet to kiss. I pulled out my phone and snapped several selfies of us, sending them to Margaret, so we could always have a memory of the evening.

***

Jessica

Margaret grabbed my ass as we walked through the front door, no longer tipsy, but I was horny and suspected Margaret was as well. She kicked the door shut with her heel, wrapping her hands around my body. I moaned when she pushed me up against the wall, pressing her lips against mine.

“I need you, Jessica. I was going crazy thinking about you all week.”

“Me too. You don’t know how badly I’ve been wanting to touch you.”

“Touch me,” Margaret said.

I followed her command, cupping her breast. I squeezed it as I pushed up. She moaned as she bent back her head, exposing her neck, so I took the opportunity to lick from her collarbone to her chin, growing hard in my pink panties.

I needed to bury my cock inside of her tonight. I couldn’t go another night without having her. We’d both suffered too much waiting as long as we did.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I said as I nibbled on her chin and fondled her breasts.

“So are you, babe. I want you inside of me so badly, Jessica.”

I reached my hand up her dress, pressing it firmly against her soaking panties. Her pussy was hot in my grip, begging me to fuck it hard, and I couldn’t wait. My cock was throbbing. It ached to be free of the fabric holding it in place, but Margaret’s scent was too strong.

I dropped to my knees in front of Margaret and yanked her panties down to her ankles. She gasped. She lifted her foot, allowing me to completely remove her panties. I spread her legs wider before diving my head into her dress.

Her smell grew more intense the closer I got to her pussy, but it smelled like I was floating towards the clouds of Heaven. I inhaled deeply before pressing my mouth against her bare pussy lips, licking them like chocolate stuck to a foil wrapper.

Margaret screamed, putting her fingers into my long hair. She gripped it tightly to hold my face against her womanhood, suffocating me with her gushing juices, but I couldn’t get enough. I let her fluids run down my face, like I’d gotten overenthusiastic at a water fountain.

“Yeah, baby. Eat that pussy!”

I moaned into her pussy, licking from her lips to her clit and back. Her legs trembled every time my tongue passed over her button, but I didn’t want to make her cum. I wanted to edge her to show how much I enjoyed eating her pussy.

How I cherished it.

“Fuck, Jessica!” Margaret’s voice was high, like it would break the windows if she screamed more loudly. “That tongue feels so fucking good!”

“Yeah,” I said into her pussy, sucking some of her juices into my mouth. “I love how you taste.”

Margaret stepped away from me, inhaling sharply. She dropped her head. “Fuck, girl. Damn.”

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked in the most innocent voice I could muster, trying to sound like a girl from a porno I’d watched.

“Not a damn thing. Lift up that dress and let me suck your dick.”

I didn’t need someone to tell me twice to let them suck my dick. I lifted my dress and dropped my panties to the floor, exposing my stiff womanhood. Margaret got to her knees in front of me, returning the oral favor.

Each movement of her lips sent a shock through my body. I moaned loudly, pushing on her head as she bobbed it along my shaft. I pulled on her blonde hair, getting a high-pitched moan to leave her lips.

“Let me fuck that pussy,” I said after a minute.

Margaret looked up at me through hooded eyes with her lips still wrapped around my dick. Her dress showed lots of cleavage, and I had a perfect view of her breasts.

“Take off your clothes.” I wanted to see Margaret naked.

“You’ll leave on yours?”

“Yeah. I want to fuck you while I wear this dress.”

“Good,” she said and smirked as she got to her feet. She stood less than a foot in front of me as she shimmied the dress down, slowly revealing her naked body, and it was absolutely gorgeous.

“Fuck, I need you now!” I lifted Margaret into my arms, and she squealed. I walked down to her bedroom. We’d already talked about our statuses and birth control and all that, so I threw Margaret to the bed and hiked my dress up to my waist.

“That dick looks so good.”

“You want this girly dick in your pussy?”

“Yes,” Margaret said in a gasp. She reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy as she stared into my eyes. I stepped forward. I grabbed her legs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. She wrapped her legs around my body. “I need that dick in my pussy.”

My cock was on her heat, sliding between her gushing lips. I gasped each time she lifted her back to tease my girly cock. It was shaved and bare and looked bigger than ever, and I was about to fuck the hottest woman I’d ever been with while wearing a dress.

Life couldn’t have been better.

“Fuck me, Jessica.”

I pressed my tip up against her entrance, teasing her pussy. Margaret moaned as I slowly thrusted my hips. Each thrust got me a little deeper inside Margaret until my entire cock head was in her pussy.

“Yeah!” Margaret screamed when I pushed my entire cock into her cave. “Fuck me hard, baby!”

I grabbed Margaret’s ankles and lifted her legs into the air. I spread them wide and pounded her pussy, getting closer and closer each time I pushed my dick deep. Margaret’s womanhood was dripping wet and oozing its fluids all over my cock, her lips swollen and puffy around my shaft.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off her sex as I pounded it with my girly cock, and I couldn’t get over how much I fucking loved being dressed up as a girl. My hair flew all over as my hips moved, and I would never forget what it was like having sex while being Jessica for the first time.

“I’m getting close,” Margaret said in a breath.

“Me too,” I said.

“I want you to cum all over me.” Margaret reached down past her bellybutton to touch her clit. She rubbed it as I stuffed her pussy, moaning more and more loudly until she was cumming all over my dick.

I yelled as her walls contracted around my dick, having to pull out of her hole before I came and couldn’t fulfill her wishes.

Margaret slid two fingers into her pussy while I beat my dick above her. I bit my lip as my balls tightened.

“Fuck!”

“Cum for me, Jessica. I need it!”

I glanced down at where Margaret was touching herself. I reached down to pick up some of her juices, using them to lubricate my cock.

“Yeah, Margaret!”

“Cum all over me, baby!”

I grunted, and then cum flew from the tip of my dick. My thick, white goo landed on Margaret’s stomach and chest. She moaned, slowly moving her hand away from her pussy as I came on her some more.

Margaret twisted her body and moaned, unbothered by the load I’d deposited onto her.

“That was hot, Jessica.”

“You’re telling me,” I said in my girly voice.

“Come here and kiss me.”

I lay by Margaret’s side and pressed my lips against hers. I put my hand on her side, careful not to get cum on my fabulous dress.

“How about we get you cleaned up?” I said after breaking the kiss.

“Yes, carry me to the shower.”

I stripped naked and did just that.


CHAPTER 15

Margaret

Morning sunlight flooded the room as I awoke, Jessica lying by my side. She was only wearing a bra, bare below the waist. I rolled over to her and draped my arm over her body. I brushed her half-erect dick with my knee as her eyes slowly fluttered open.

“Good morning.” Her gray-blue eyes pierced me with their brilliance. “How did you sleep?”

“Well,” I purred and squeezed Jessica’s body more tightly.

“What time is it?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I haven’t checked my phone.”

“Don’t,” Jessica said and turned her body toward me. She placed her hand on my shoulder before moving closer to kiss me. Her cock jumped beneath my knee as our lips touched.

Our kiss lingered until Jessica pulled away to stare at me. She laced her fingers with mine before bringing my hand to her mouth to kiss it.

“I’m falling in love with you, Margaret. No other woman has made me feel as special as you have.”

I beamed, inching closer to Jessica, even though our bodies were already smashed together.

“I’m falling in love too,” I said.

Jessica pushed her hand through my blonde hair, and I moved my hand down to her dick, stroking it lightly. It was impossible not to touch now that she was hard. Jessica held the side of my face as I continued to stroke her mindlessly.

“You’re beautiful, Margaret. How did I get so lucky?”

“I feel like the lucky one,” I said.

“We’re both lucky then,” Jessica said and kissed my forehead.

“That we are. What did you want to do today?”

“Wear a different dress. Maybe we could have a picnic in the park.”

I smile and press my head into her shoulder, feeling like the luckiest woman alive for having found Jessica. Part of me wondered if she was hiding within Philip the entire time because I’d never met a man who loved being a woman so completely.

“What should we eat for our picnic?”

“I was thinking we could stop by the store for some sandwiches. Maybe grab a bottle of chilled wine if they have it.”

“There’s a cooler I never use in the garage.”

“It’ll get some use today,” Jessica said and squeezed my hand.

“I can’t wait. Which dress are you going to wear?”

Jessica folded her lips and made a droning sound as she pondered the question. “That purple dress we bought.”

“The tent dress?”

“Is that what you call it?”

“Yeah, I’ll teach you all the lingo with time.”

Jessica let out a breath and grabbed my hand off her dick, moving both of my hands to her mouth. She pressed her lips against them as she stared into my eyes, coating me with her love.

“Should we head to the grocery store?” I asked.

Jessica nodded. “After we shower.”

“Together?”

“Yes, and then we can head to the park. It’s a lovely day.”

We got out of bed, and what a lovely day it was. We held hands everywhere we went. Kissed without a care about what others thought. They probably thought we were just two ladies in love, and in many ways we were.

Two ladies.

In love.


CHAPTER 16

Jessica

(Philip)

Six Months Later

It was colder out now. The leaves had already changed colors and fallen from the trees, so I grabbed a long-sleeve wool dress from the closet. I put it on before sliding a pair of white tights up my legs until they were covering my pink panties, hugging my crotch just as much as my underwear.

I went over to my closet and grabbed a pair of black ankle boots to match the color of the dress and give me stability on the snowy sidewalks. I also wanted to keep my precious toes warm. It’d been a long day at work, and I couldn’t wait to get to Margaret’s and forget all about my life as Philip.

Margaret called me Jessica. She loved me for who I was. She might not have seen the woman in me from the beginning, but I believed in my heart that us meeting was fate. Margaret tested me, and I rose to the challenge.

A hidden part of me became unlocked when she asked me to shave and put on makeup. I never would have done all that or trained myself how to speak like a woman if I didn’t want to become a woman myself.

I stood in front of the mirror, finally Jessica again, after spending my entire workday thinking of this moment. There was nothing better than seeing her in the mirror for the first time after a transformation.

She was me.

Margaret was ready when I got to her place, so we hopped into her car and enjoyed a night out on the town. We never had more than a couple drinks, but we always let the boys buy us as many as they wanted. We had yet to take any of them home, but we loved to flirt.

We were just a couple of girls who wanted to have some fun.


WISH GRANTED

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

There was nothing I wanted more than to wake up in a woman’s body. My girlfriends, as sweet as they were, would never understand the constant desire for womanhood that coursed through me. Not that I shared much about it with Monique and Tami, but I’d told them one drunken night, and they just laughed off what I said.

Why would you want to be a girl? Being a guy is so easy. Girls have it much harder.

I could still hear their cackling voices ringing in my ears all these months later. I tried to shake away what they’d said, but my jealousy of their existence wouldn’t fade. They had no idea how lucky they were to wake up in their beautiful womanly bodies every day. They didn’t understand how badly I longed for men to look at me the way they looked at them.

“What’s wrong, Ronald? Why aren’t you talking?” Tami asked and pushed on my shoulder. She had bright red hair, which came from a box, and plenty of makeup, but she looked more sexy phoenix risen from the ashes than goth chick.

“Yeah, you’re not normally this quiet! Did you get a bad grade or something?” added Monique. She had luxurious brown hair and always looked like a million dollars. She wore cute dresses and carried high-class purses. Plenty of guys on campus wanted to bang her, but she only gave herself to the most exclusive ones.

It was a wonder why they were even my friends since I was a lowly gay boy without an ounce of fabulousness. I wasn’t one of those hot twinks that attracted sexy alphas. I was more of a squishy, loveable cub, which was probably why the girls even put up with me. None of their boyfriends were even the slightest bit threatened when they saw me, but even worse than that, I was invisible when I went out to the club in hopes of finding a man.

Maybe if I had a man in my life, I wouldn’t be so depressed. I wouldn’t wish to the stars that I were a pretty woman every night before I went to bed. I wouldn’t fantasize about living as Tami or Monique for a day. If I had a man, I would be able to call him when I was lonely and feel loved.

Not that the girls knew what love was. They were both sluts. They jumped from boy to boy, shattering hearts along the way without a care in the world. They were shameless, but who could blame them? They were the girls everyone wanted to be, and somehow, they were my friends. We’d all met during a group project freshman year of university and had been hanging out since.

“No, it’s not that,” I admitted.

“What is it?” asked Tami.

How could I tell them about my desires after they’d laughed them away as nonsense? How could I confess my longing to have the body of a goddess like them? They didn’t even know how lucky they were, but I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t after that night. I cared more about their friendship than some fantasy that would never happen. It was impossible to wake up as a woman, so I was better off forgetting about it.

“I don’t know. Might be something I ate,” I said and clutched my stomach, making a sour face.

“Ew!” Tami squealed.

“Yeah, if you’re going to throw up, please do it that way!” Monique said and pointed toward the side of the picnic table.

It was a balmy day during the spring semester, so we were sitting outside to enjoy the fresh air. I noticed more than a few guys looking in our direction, checking out the girls, and only looking at me with disgust. It was something I’d seen a million times before, guys wondering what I was doing with two beautiful girls.

Life would be so much easier as a girl.

Tami, Monique, and I could be the trio that rocked campus. We could be the girls that took over every party. We could be the girls who strutted down the hallways, clearing a path with each step we took. Tami and Monique were already those girls, but I was nothing other than a third wheel. A guy they saw when it was convenient for them. I nearly cried myself to sleep every night thinking about it.

“What did you eat?” Tami asked in a concerned voice.

“I had some sushi from the gas station last night.”

“Sushi from the gas station? You’re brave!” Monique said with a laugh.

“Yeah, that’s gross,” said Tami.

I shrugged, keeping my real thoughts to myself. Even if I couldn’t wake up as a girl, it was nice having these two as my friends, and I didn’t want to say anything to jeopardize that. Maybe men would pay attention to me if I could stick to an exercise routine and lose a little of the weight in my belly.

As many times as I’d tried, I never went to the gym more than a few days, and diets were even worse. I wasn’t huge, but even a few extra pounds could make me invisible in the gay world, and I was so tired of it. I was tired of being stuck to a limited dating pool, tired of the gay guys who only wanted guys with hot bods, and even more than that, I was tired of my girlfriends who failed to realize how lucky they were.

They kept going on and on about the guys that they were seeing. I tried not to be jealous. I wanted to keep my cool, but it wasn’t fair! I hated how poorly they treated the men in their lives, talking about them as though they were as disposable as hamburger wrappers.

“Will you two shut up?” I said through gritted teeth.

They both looked shocked. Horrified. Monique placed a hand on her chest and looked at me like a stranger, like she’d never seen me before in her life. I was waiting for the day when Tami and Monique would throw me out of their lives, and I had a feeling I’d just crossed the line.

“What did you say?” asked Tami.

“You two! I can’t stand it!” I gritted my teeth, trying to keep my cool, but it was useless. Years of anger were bubbling up at that moment. “You guys act like you have it so hard, but you are the prettiest girls on campus! You get the hottest guys! Don’t even get me started about how easily you two coast through some of your classes because of your looks!”

Tami and Monique glanced at each other, and I already knew that they were turning on me without saying a word. I was the gay dweeb. The guy that should feel grateful for their friendship, but I couldn’t continue. I couldn’t hear about how they broke the heart of yet another victim.

It was wrong.

What was even worse was how jealous I felt.

“Excuse me, Ronald? I didn’t realize you felt that way,” Monique said, like she was questioning ever being my friend. I saw the look in her eye. I saw that she was ready to toss me out, and Tami was no different.

“Yeah, I guess if you feel that way then we shouldn’t be friends,” said Tami.

Monique nodded and then gave Tami a look, and before I knew what was happening, they were standing and gathering their things. They shared another look before telling me goodbye in a way that felt final, like they wouldn’t answer my texts or calls, but it was fine.

Fuck them.

I would find new friends.

I grabbed my bag in a huff and got up, walking away from the picnic table. I felt like crying, but I wouldn’t dare let a tear slide down my face. I rubbed my eye and sucked in a breath and kept on walking until I was back to my apartment.

When I walked through the door, I threw my backpack to the floor. I kicked it across the room as I pushed my hands into my hair, screaming at nothing. I lived alone in a studio apartment near campus, so there was nobody to come out to check on me. Nobody to care that I was in distress.

I paced the living room as I pulled on the ends of my hair, hating myself for throwing away two of the only friends I had. It was a wonder why the girls had talked to me as long as they did, but now that was over. I felt it when they walked away from the picnic table, like they never wanted to see me again.

It made me feel more pathetic than usual.

I went to the bathroom to stare at myself in the mirror. My hair was strawberry blonde, but I was already balding. I had freckles dotted across my face, which would normally be cute if my cheeks weren’t so fat. If it didn’t look like I had two chins when I moved a certain way. The only redeeming feature on my face was my green eyes, but they were hidden by all the ugliness elsewhere.

Usually I wasn’t so hard on myself, but I was in the pits that afternoon. I wanted to curl up into a ball and disappear forever, never for anyone to find me again. It felt so nice when I thought about it, but then I remembered all my other plans in life.

I wanted to teach art history or run a gallery. I was studying art history with two minors, one in business and the other in studio art. There was nothing I loved more than art, which was how I met Monique and Tami, but that relationship was over.

I screamed when I thought about how I’d reacted when we were hanging out at the picnic table. I knew how they would respond, but I still called them out, unable to contain my rage. I wished I could take it back now that I was all alone in my studio apartment, but it was too late.

There was nothing I could do.

I dropped to my knees in the middle of the room. I wasn’t much of a religious man, but I clasped my hands together and looked at the ceiling, wondering what was up there in the sky. Was there anything that could save me? Anything that could make my dreams come true?

“Please,” I said in a whisper. “If you’re listening, please save me from this reality! Please make me into the girl of my dreams! I can’t stand living like this. It’s not fair that I was born into this ugly body when I could have been born a pretty girl like Monique or Tami. Why did you do this to me? Why?”

I dropped my clasped hands and fell into a child’s pose, tears falling from my eyes. I was so tired from the day, so exhausted from my reality, that I went to bed. I curled up under the covers and closed my eyes, desperate for sleep to take away some of the pain.


CHAPTER 2

I tossed and turned throughout the night, but I didn’t wake up from my slumber until the following morning. I was still on the living-room floor, but I felt different. When my eyes slowly opened, everything around me looked different as well.

The earthy tones I remembered in my living room had been replaced with bright colors. The moody art I had hanging on my walls had been changed out with portraits and photographs. When I slowly climbed to my feet, I felt a heaviness in my chest.

I had breasts!

I gasped and grasped my chest, a bright smile spreading across my face. Was this real? No, it couldn’t be! I was a man. Maybe I’d put on a bra and stuffed it during the night in my sleep. I’d never done that in my sleep before, but I’d certainly done it while awake.

I convinced myself that my breasts were nothing more than tissue stuffed into a bra until I went to the bathroom and got a better look. I covered my mouth when I saw my reflection in the mirror. The breasts were real!

How was it possible?

I lifted one tit and let it fall, giggling to myself as the sensation sent shockwaves across my body. Then I lifted both of my tits and laughed even harder when they fell back into place, shifting and swaying. They were surprisingly heavy, but I didn’t care about the mild discomfort. I was on top of the world!

I threw my arms into the air and spun in a circle, falling into a fit of laughter when I nearly tripped over myself from the dizziness. I laughed and stumbled as I returned to the living room to get a better look at the art and photos on my wall.

There was no telling how it was possible, but the person in the photos was me. This girl I’d become. She was standing with Monique and Tami, and they looked like the three girls I’d always dreamed of becoming with them.

Could it be?

I ripped the photo from beneath the thumbtack that was holding it in place and ran my fingertips over the photo, inspecting the image of the girl I’d become. I was just as sexy as Monique and Tami, if not sexier. I couldn’t believe this new waistline I had. My tits were huge, but my waist was tiny, and my booty wasn’t a disappointment.

It swayed and wiggled with each step I took. I hadn’t yet seen my butt in a pair of jeans but had a feeling it would look good enough to turn heads under some tight denim.

My phone vibrated, making me jump. I hadn’t even noticed it sitting on the coffee table, but when I went over to grab the device, it was different from the one I had as a guy. I tried my usual password, which didn’t work, so I tried a few other numbers until I eventually got the phone to open.

The password was the year I was born.

That didn’t seem very secure, but I didn’t think much about it as I went to the messages. There was a missed message from Tami, but the one that’d just come through was from a boy named Joseph Faw. The name sounded familiar, but I couldn’t quite remember where I’d heard the name.

Joseph: Hey, Alexia! I’m free this afternoon if you want to hang out at my place. My roommates won’t be home.

Instead of replying, I looked up Joseph online and gasped when I saw his picture. He was one of the many guys that Tami and Monique had fucked over the years. From what I could remember, Joseph had been Tami’s guy. He played on the university’s soccer team and had a banging body.

I wondered what his dick looked like.

When the thought crossed my mind, a heat raced through me. It was like a lightning bolt striking from my head straight down to my pussy. I gasped as the sensation overtook me, making me feel warm and fuzzy all over, making me want to call up this Joseph guy to see what he could do to my newly feminine body.

Except there were pictures of me as a girl.

Had Joseph and I fucked before? What was this reality I was living in? I had no idea what was happening, but I needed more information before I randomly fucked some guy I didn’t know, so I opened the messages from Tami. She’d sent me a link to an article about dresses she wanted to buy yesterday, but I still hadn’t replied.

Who was I?

I normally replied to Tami’s messages within seconds, but for an entire night to pass without saying a word? That was unheard of for me, but maybe I was different as Alexia. Maybe I was confident in ways I didn’t quite yet understand.

Instead of texting, I went ahead and called Tami. I needed answers, and I needed them now.

“Alexia, hey,” Tami said after answering on the second ring. “You never call. What’s up? Did you see the article about those dresses I sent last night? I already ordered that gray jersey one.”

“No,” I said. My girly voice was light, airy, and sexy. I couldn’t believe how it sounded when it left my lips, but I liked it, and I was sure the boys would too. I kept my cool, but I wanted to climb up to the roof of my building and shout at everyone that it had happened! I finally became a girl!

“What’s up?” asked Tami.

“Can you meet up for a cup of coffee?”

“Sure! Now?”

“In fifteen if that’s cool.”

“Yeah, I’ll meet you in the food court.”

“See you soon,” I said and hung up the phone before walking over to my closet. I whimpered from the overwhelming joy when I threw open the doors. I had an entire closet of womanly treasures! Dresses, skirts, leggings, blouses, t-shirts with bitchy slogans, and so much more.

My shoe collection took up half the closet, but I wasn’t complaining. More than fifteen minutes passed just from me flipping through the clothes, and I cursed to myself when my phone rang. It normally only took me a second to get ready, but I was so overwhelmed by all the choices.

“Sorry,” I said when I answered the phone. “I’ll be there in five minutes.”

“No worries,” Tami said brightly.

Her upbeat tone gave me pause. If I was ever late as a boy, she would have cursed me and left, but things had changed. Was I above her socially? That was different, but I certainly wasn’t complaining if I was the hottest and most popular girl now.

“Cool, sorry for being late.”

“No worries! I have my textbooks to study. What do you want to drink?”

“Get me a skim iced latte,” I said, even though that was a drink I never ordered before. The request came naturally, though, like I’d ordered it a thousand times.

“I’ll be here,” Tami said and hung up the phone without another word.

I was feeling rushed, but her smooth tone made me relax. I flipped through my clothes one last time before picking out a pink cotton sundress that would feel fabulous in this mild weather. I pulled my hair into a messy bun once I had on the sundress, and then I opened my bag of makeup.

Applying makeup was something I’d only ever done alone in the privacy of my studio apartment, but now I could wear makeup out in public without a hint of judgement. I could go wild if I wanted, but I didn’t. I kept it simple with a bit of foundation and a super light dusting of pink eye shadow above a streak of black eyeliner with the slightest of wingtips.

I applied pink lip gloss last and grabbed a pair of pink stilettos from my closet. I finished off my look with some silver jewelry and a white purse, and I couldn’t believe it when I saw myself in the mirror! I looked fucking fabulous, like a bad bitch ready to take over the world, and I was ready!

Somehow, my IDs said the name Alexia, and I had this entire past as a woman. A popular woman at that. It was strange, but I wasn’t going to question it too much, and I would feel a lot better about everything after a quick coffee with Tami.

I smiled at myself one last time in the mirror before turning on my three-inch heels and heading out the door, feeling higher than high as I walked toward the exit of my building, ready to take on the world.


CHAPTER 3

Holy crap!

Walking around campus as a girl was a completely different experience. Maybe my dress was a touch too short or something. Maybe I would have done myself a favor covering up more. The number of eyeballs on me was overwhelming.

It was like every single guy on campus noticed me as I walked toward the student center where Tami was waiting. By the time I got to the doors of the student center, I’d learned that it was best to ignore the men staring at me and keep to myself, but that was until I got inside the student center.

A pair of eyes burned into me when I walked through the door. They were the eyes of an older man. Maybe he was a professor or something. I wasn’t sure, but he looked to be in his early forties, and the man had a body. Muscular and brawny, even in his button-up shirt and slacks.

Our gaze lingered until I remembered what I’d just learned about looking at thirsty boys. I did my best to avert my gaze, but I could still feel the man’s eyes on me as I walked past him toward the food court area.

Tami was waiting with my iced latte. She looked up from her textbook and waved at me eagerly, which was something she’d never done before. It was weird seeing her in this light, treating me like a completely different person. I guess I was someone new, even if it was hard to accept.

I’d spent so long as a boy that nobody noticed. One that slipped through the cracks and could never keep a date. One that never lived the life he wanted, but everything had changed. I woke up as a blonde bombshell, and I was ready to have some fun in my new body.

“Hey, Tami! So sorry I’m late,” I said and leaned down to give her a kiss on the cheek as I’d seen Monique do a million times.

“No worries, girl. I love that outfit you’re wearing.”

“Thanks,” I said brightly and tilted my head to the side. “It only took forever and a day to pick out.”

“Is that why you were late?”

I nodded, reaching for my iced latte. Tami noticed and eagerly pushed the latte toward me. This new side of Tami was interesting and certainly wasn’t one that I’d seen before.

“Where’s Monique?” I asked.

Tami shrugged. “I thought we were mad at her.”

“Why?”

Tami looked at me with wide eyes, like she couldn’t believe what I was saying, but I honestly had no idea what was going on in this new reality. Everything was similar to my old life but also strikingly different. It was hard to know which way was up, but I was slowly putting together the pieces.

Mad at Monique?

That was certainly a development, considering my apartment was covered in pictures of Monique, Tami, and me.

“Are you joking right now?” asked Tami.

I shrugged, not wanting to reveal too much. Tami would definitely think I was crazy if I told her the truth, so I remained silent until she continued.

“You’re acting really weird, Alexia, but we’re mad at Monique because of what she did to you.”

I looked at Tami with a blank expression, still confused as to why we would be upset with Monique.

“Alexia!”

“What?” I asked and sipped my latte. My skin was on fire, but I couldn’t lose my cool. I had to act like the queen I apparently was.

“Did you forget how she slept with James right after you dumped him?”

“Oh, that? I’m so over that.”

“What? Really?” Tami asked with a hint of hope. “You still seemed pretty upset about it a few days ago when I asked you about forgiving her and letting her back in to the group.”

“Yeah, I don’t care.”

“Should I call her now?”

“No, Tami. Hold your horses.”

Tami folded her lips and dropped her hands to her lap. She’d been reaching for her phone, but my words stopped her dead in her tracks. The power I felt was immense. It was intoxicating. Being a sexy girl was even better than I could have dreamed, especially being at the top of the pack of a trio of sexy girls.

“Joseph texted me,” I said.

Tami scowled. “Why are you still talking to that loser?”

“He told me that he’s free this afternoon,” I said with a laugh. “Can you believe how desperate he is?”

“Joseph is a complete loser,” said Tami. “What happened to the bad boy you’ve been bragging so much about? You still haven’t told us much about him.”

“Some things are better left unsaid.” I had no idea what Tami was talking about, but I had to act like I did, or she would get suspicious, and I didn’t need her turning on me. I didn’t need anything happening to shift the hierarchy we had going. I’d spent far too long at the bottom to give up being at the top.

“You always say that, but you can’t hide him forever.”

“Maybe I can,” I said.

“Hmm,” Tami said and crossed her arms over her chest. “You must be embarrassed about him.”

“I’m not embarrassed about anything, Tami. You can get that through your head right now.”

“Fine, whatever.”

Tami and I laughed, but the truth was, I had no idea who this bad boy was. I had no idea what my body had been up to before I was dropped into it. I wasn’t complaining, but there were still a lot of questions. I needed answers, but I would get them as they came.

“So, when should we hang out with Monique? Do you have time for cocktails tonight?”

“I’m not sure yet,” I said. “I’ll have to look at my homework schedule.”

“She’s been feeling down in the dumps lately, and frankly, I’m tired of being stuck in the middle.”

“We’ll all get together soon. I promise,” I said as I grabbed my latte and got to my feet. Tami hadn’t given me all the answers I needed, but she’d given me enough to work with for now. I went over to her side of the table to give her a kiss on the cheek goodbye. “If not tonight, tomorrow. Okay?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Thanks for the latte. I’ll text you,” I said as I stood above Tami.

“You better!”

“Don’t worry. I will,” I said and turned on my pink heels and strutted toward the exit. Maybe Joseph was a loser, but I wanted to pay him a visit and find out for myself.


CHAPTER 4

Me: Be there in fifteen.

Joseph: Can’t wait to see you!

Joseph added a smiling devil-face emoji with horns to his message. My eyelids fluttered at his obvious display, but I was horny, and I wanted to take this new body for a test drive. For as long as I could remember, I’d been wondering what it would be like to have sex as a woman, and now I could finally find out!

My pink dress was sexy, but there were so many options in my closet that I decided to change. I put on a red bodycon dress that barely went past my crotch. It was totally inappropriate for a classroom, but I didn’t care. It was hot, and I was a blonde bombshell. I was going to enjoy myself!

Once I had on the dress and a pair of black heels, I went to my makeup bag and grabbed a tube of red lipstick. I stared at myself in the mirror as I carefully applied the lipstick, and once it’d dried, I went over it with a clear gloss.

My lips sparkled like rubies.

I fingered my hair until it was messy and hanging perfectly on my shoulders. I screamed sex, but that was the only thing on my mind. Once I had on my dress, makeup, and heels, I grabbed my tiny red clutch purse and headed out the door.

If people were looking at me in the pink dress, I was not prepared for how they would look at me in this slutty red dress, but I’d already learned to tune out the noise. The people staring were either jealous or desperate. I was now the hot girl on campus, and I was going to enjoy every second of it.

What if this magic somehow expired?

What if I woke up tomorrow morning as a boy?

Tragic! I shook away the thought, but it was enough of a scare to keep the doubts at bay. My dress had me exposed in ways I’d never been, but at the same time, I enjoyed it. I liked how the dress hung on my breasts, and I loved how my tits bounced beneath the fabric.

No bra.

Not today.

Maybe never.

I glanced at my phone once to make sure I was on the right path to Joseph’s house, and the map on my phone confirmed that I was. When I arrived, I was taken aback.

Joseph lived in a big house, probably with a bunch of other guys, and the front porch was absolutely disgusting. There were discarded bottles of liquor. Crushed beer cans. Dirty socks. There was even a pair of dirty boxers in the corner that looked like it’d been through two or three rainstorms.

I nearly turned to leave, but Joseph opened the door at that very moment. He was wearing a t-shirt and gym shorts and looked like he hadn’t shaved in days. I didn’t know what to say or what to do. I was completely paralyzed as Joseph stepped forward to grab me.

“Damn, Alexia. You look really good. Come inside,” Joseph said and pulled on my arm.

If the inside of his house was anything like the front porch, I didn’t want to go inside, but I’d already come this far, and Joseph was super attractive, but the filth. Fuck, the filth had me rethinking everything. Was this why Tami was so judgmental when I told her that Joseph had texted?

“What’s wrong, Alexia?”

I about told Joseph that his front porch was horrendous but decided against it at the last second. I was only at his house to explore my newly feminine body. I could do that today and then never, ever call him again.

“Nothing,” I said with a shake of the head.

Joseph laughed goofily before pulling me up against him. His house might have been gross, but he smelled nice, like a mixture of men’s soap and cologne. My soft body pressed up against his firm body also had me feeling tingly.

“I’ve been missing you, Alexia.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath, looking into those big, blue eyes of Joseph’s.

He nodded. “I’m glad you messaged me today. I was starting to think that you didn’t like me.”

“Why would you think that?” I asked in my super girly voice. I still couldn’t get over how much I loved hearing it on my ears. It made me hot and excited every time I heard it.

“I don’t know. Just got that feeling.”

“Well, I’m here now, aren’t I?”

“You are,” Joseph agreed.

“So?”

Joseph bit his lip as he stared down at me, and the longer we stood there, the more I wanted him. He was attractive and had a smile that could kill. I wanted him to be my first, so I eagerly followed him when he pulled me toward his bedroom.

We fell onto his bed and started kissing. He had memories of us being together, but I had none, so I was happy to take things slowly. I got a little hotter when he rubbed his hands along my body, and I could feel his thickening flesh through the basketball shorts he was wearing.

“You’re so hot, Alexia. I can’t believe you’re here.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

Joseph shrugged and made a face that I couldn’t quite read before he went back to kissing me. I moaned into his mouth when he squeezed my ass with a firm hand, loving how his cock jumped beneath his shorts, and through it all, I could feel my womanhood coming to life.

I could feel a touch of dampness in the tiny red thong that I was wearing beneath my red dress. I got even wetter when Joseph reached his hand into the side of my dress to grab my boob. He took one into his hand before grabbing both.

His hands were so warm and soft on my breasts. My lips parted slightly as a moan escaped my mouth. I moaned even more deeply when Joseph pushed up my dress and yanked down my panties. He parted my ass cheeks with a rough hand. I gasped when he pressed his finger against my forbidden hole, but the touch sent pleasure raging through my body.

“What are you doing?” I asked in a breath.

“Touching your beautiful body,” Joseph said before lifting me slightly to make me roll over to my back.

Joseph got into a plank position above me, one arm on each side of my body, staring down at me with lust in his eyes. I chewed on my lip as I stared up at him, nervous and afraid from the sight of the tent in his pants.

Would it hurt getting fucked as a girl?

I’d only fooled around with a few guys, and it always hurt getting fucked up the ass, but maybe it would feel different in my pussy, seeing as I was already wet with desire.

Joseph pushed up my dress and grinned when he glanced down at my wet pussy lips. He kissed as he moved down my barely clothed body. My back arched when he pushed aside my dress to take my nipple into his mouth. He suckled as my pussy flooded the bed beneath us. I felt my girly juices sliding down my ass, and the sensation brought a smile to my face.

I laughed.

Joseph lifted his head from my tit and looked at me like I’d lost my mind, but I put my hand on the back of his head and told him to keep sucking. He did as I said, reaching between my legs to rub his fingers over the folds of my wet mound, spreading my pussy lips, teasing my entrance.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

“Your pussy feels so amazing,” Joseph said as he kept touching my womanhood, but damn, I just wanted him sliding around inside of me. I wanted to feel him push up against my spot, if that was really a thing. I wanted him to play with my clit to see what all the rage was about when it came to girls and their clits.

“Yeah?” I asked, trying to hide my frustration that Joseph hadn’t yet penetrated me.

“Yes,” he confirmed.

He moved from my breast, kissing down my body. He stopped when his mouth was right above my hot womanhood. I arched my back, pushing my pussy into his face. Joseph wrapped his arms around my body and dove in to eat my pussy.

I gasped as he ran his tongue over my flower. I screamed when he got to my clit, flicking it with his tongue. I gripped Joseph by the hair and rocked my pussy lips against his face, using his mouth for my pleasure, but Joseph stopped me.

He lifted himself and gasped for air. “What the fuck was that?”

“Fuck me!” I demanded.

“Suck my dick!” Joseph said and pushed down his gym shorts to reveal his raging erection. I almost protested until the sight of his cock got the better of me. I needed to have it in my mouth at once, so I got onto my hands and knees and crawled over to Joseph.

He was sitting on his knees, his cock standing at attention. I wrapped my hand around his base and moved my lips closer to his dick, parting my lips as I took him into my mouth. He moaned and thrashed as I moved my mouth down his cock.

“That feels so good, Alexia!”

I moaned on his cock and bobbed my head more quickly as I reached between my legs to touch my aching womanhood. I pressed against my clit, moving my fingers in slow circles, completely lost in another world as I kept sucking Joseph’s dick. I ignored the moans and screams coming from his mouth, enjoying myself immensely until I felt a hot load of cum shoot into my mouth.

“What the fuck!” I hollered and pulled my mouth off Joseph’s dick.

Joseph cursed as cum kept shooting from his dick. I watched as his cock thrashed and shook, leaving cum all over his bed. My pussy was all hot and bothered, and I had a sinking feeling in my stomach.

“You came already?”

“I’m so sorry, Alexia! I was trying to hold my load, but your mouth. It felt so good!”

“Eat my pussy and make me cum!” I said and got onto my back.

Joseph looked at me with a weird expression, and he didn’t move to get between my legs, and I was not happy. I touched myself, but my body had lost the spark it had moments ago.

“Hello! Didn’t you hear me?”

“I’m not in the mood,” Joseph said under his breath, but I understood perfectly what he said.

“What?”

“I already came. I’m sorry, Alexia.”

Joseph was looking at my exposed pussy now like he wanted nothing to do with it, like it was an inconvenience to his life, and I about slapped him. Was he fucking kidding? He wasn’t in the mood? This must have been why I stopped talking to him the first time.

“You aren’t going to finish what you started?”

Joseph shrugged, and then he tossed a blanket over my body to cover it, and I lost my shit. I threw the blanket off my body and pointed a finger in his face, cursing him for cumming in my mouth but doing nothing to get me off. He wasn’t the only one who deserved to cum.

“Don’t ever fucking call me again!” I said as I pulled my thong up my legs.

“That’s what you said last time,” Joseph said with a laugh.

I didn’t even have a response I was so angry, so I grabbed my heels and slipped them onto my feet to get out of Joseph’s house as quickly as I possibly could. I hated myself for it, but tears slid down my eyes as I walked away from Joseph’s house and back through campus to my studio apartment.


CHAPTER 5

I didn’t head straight home, instead stopping at a bench on campus. People stared at me when they passed, probably appalled by my messed-up makeup and disheveled appearance. I hated the tiny red dress that was on my body, but I hated Joseph even more for taking advantage of me.

My phone vibrated while I was sitting there. I hoped that it was Tami or Monique to talk me off the cliff where I found myself, but it was some guy I’d saved in my phone as Bad Boy, and I had no time for any other boys in my life.

Bad Boy: Hey there, sugar. When do I get to see you again? I can’t get those sweet lips off my mind.

I had no idea which lips he was talking about, but I didn’t even want to know after what’d happened with Joseph. I was hoping for some magical lovemaking, only to feel nothing but disappointment from what’d happened.

I scrolled through the messages with Bad Boy and learned that his name was Sid, and apparently, he was a drug dealer that I’d fucked after buying product from him on several other occasions. There were messages in the feed to confirm everything, and reading those messages only made me feel like a dirty whore.

For as sexy as I was, I felt terrible, like I didn’t know my right from my left. I felt like this wasn’t the life I wanted to live as a woman. I felt lonely and afraid. I woke up feeling fabulous, but this whole womanhood thing wasn’t everything that it seemed.

Joseph didn’t even try to get me off after he’d cum!

I hated myself for even going into his dirty house. I should have turned around when I had the chance. What a mistake! I probably looked like a cheap whore, showing up in my tiny red dress. Wasn’t I worth more than a man like Joseph?

I was so lost in my misery that I didn’t even notice my girlfriends approach.

“Alexia! What’s wrong?” hollered Monique.

I didn’t know why we were so angry, but it was such a relief to hear her voice. I turned to her and tried to smile, but my face fell, and tears poured from my eyes. Monique and Tami made sympathetic noises as they ran up and threw their arms around me.

“Don’t cry!” said Tami.

“Yeah, please tell us what’s wrong?”

I wanted to speak, but the tears were coming too strongly now. What’d just happened to me was more painful than I realized. I hated Joseph so much, but I hated myself even more. I wished I could go back in time to turn around when I had the chance. His bedroom was only slightly better than the front porch, and the entire experience made me feel so dirty and invaluable.

“Oh, Alexia!” Monique said and rubbed my back.

“I’m sorry!” I said through the tears.

“Girl, don’t worry. We’re catty bitches and fight all the time, but you know I’ll always be here for you.”

“I know, but I really fucked up this time!”

Tami was on the other side of me. The three of us were sitting on a bench. I was dressed like a whore, and the other two were dressed much more modestly. I would give anything for a jacket to cover my body, but nobody was wearing jackets in this weather.

“Did you go see Joseph?” Tami finally asked.

“Yes!” I cried.

“Honey, I thought you were done with that boy.”

“Yeah, boy is right!”

Tami rubbed my leg as Monique rubbed my back. I didn’t want to cry, but I felt so pathetic. I felt like I’d really fucked up, but my girls were there to tell me that it wasn’t all bad.

“You won’t make that mistake again, will you?” asked Monique.

“No!” I screeched.

“What did he do this time?”

This time?

I had no memories of our last rendezvous, but I could only imagine what Joseph did to me. He came like three seconds after I wrapped my lips around his dick, which would have been fine if he hadn’t treated me like a piece of trash after that. That cover burned when he threw it over my body, looking at me like I was worthless to him since he’d busted his load.

“I can’t even say the words,” I admitted.

“Don’t worry, Alexia. You don’t have to tell us. Joseph is hot, but that boy has a reputation. He can’t keep a girl to save his life.”

“Why did I think it would be a good idea to fool around with him?” I asked in a distraught voice.

“He’s hot?” Monique asked with a laugh.

Tami joined her, but their laughter burned my ears. They seemed to notice this after a few seconds and stopped. They rubbed my back and told me that everything would be okay, even though I felt like I would be humiliated for the rest of my life.

Was this what being a girl was like?

If so, I would rather go back to my old body and my old life. I didn’t want boys using me and not finishing me off after I’d been kind enough to do that for them.

“Why don’t we go out for drinks tonight?” suggested Monique.

“Yeah, that’s a great idea!” Tami agreed.

“I don’t know if I’m up for it,” I said.

“Oh, come on, Alexia! A drink always cheers you up!” said Monique.

“Yeah, once a few boys give you their numbers, you’ll forget all about that loser Joseph. He doesn’t deserve any woman if he can’t please you looking as sexy as you do right now,” said Tami.

I glanced down at the tiny red dress that was clinging to my braless body and felt so slutty and exposed. I might have looked sexy, but I stopped feeling sexy the second Joseph treated me like nothing but a two-dollar whore.

Then I noticed his eyes.

The older gentleman from the student center.

He was standing at least fifty yards from where we were, but his eyes were burning into me like an inferno. I pulled on the hem of my dress and pressed my crossed legs tighter together. He was staring at me like he was angry. It was hard to tell from fifty yards away, but he didn’t look happy. That was for sure.

“What are you looking at?” asked Tami.

The girls followed my gaze, but the mysterious older man had disappeared by the time they looked at where he’d been standing.

“Nothing,” I said quickly. “I was just staring off into the distance. So, drinks tonight?”

“Yes!” the girls said at the same time.

“I’ll be there. Send me a message. I need to take a shower and wash the day off my body,” I said and stood.

“Want us to walk with you?” they offered.

I shook my head and told them that I would be fine. We all hugged, and then I turned to head to my apartment. I hung my head low, ignoring everyone that passed. I didn’t want to see their eyes. Their judgement. I only wanted to get home and shower, which I eventually did.


CHAPTER 6

Hours had passed since I got home, but I still couldn’t get that older gentleman’s gaze out of my mind. His eyes had been burning into me, and it wasn’t the first time. I went over to my window and looked to make sure he wasn’t outside my apartment, but nobody was there.

The guy was hot, but he was in his forties, and the last thing I needed was a stalker after the day I’d had. I hoped that he’d just noticed me and stopped to take a look, but there was something unsettling in the way he stared at me, like he was studying me, like he wanted to use a lot more than his eyes on my body.

I’d only been a woman for a day, and I was already exhausted.

When I was an invisible boy, I longed for attention, but now that I had it, I wasn’t so sure that it was what I wanted. I felt like I couldn’t even take a drink from a water fountain without guys turning their heads to take a look. It was suffocating. Even though I was positive the attention was what I wanted, I was no longer sure.

Part of me was even afraid to leave the house. That guy Sid, aka Bad Boy, wouldn’t stop messaging me, asking me where I was and what I was doing. I had yet to reply to him, still traumatized from my afternoon. I hadn’t even planned on replying to Sid in the first place, but he would not stop messaging me, so I called him to tell him to leave me alone.

“Hey there, baby. How you doin’?” Sid asked when he answered the call.

“Please leave me alone, Sid. I’m not in the mood.”

“Awe, honey. What’s got you down? I’m sure a little time with me can set you right,” he said.

For whatever reason, my body was reacting to his voice. It felt something like a mixture of fear and excitement. How much had Sid and I done? I didn’t even know what he looked like. I scrolled through our messages, but I didn’t see any pictures of us together in the message feed, and there were too many random pictures in my gallery to know which guy was Sid.

“I’m sorry, but I’m not in the mood.”

“C’mon, girl. You know you want a taste of this big dick.”

“Gross,” I said and hung up the phone without saying another word. Sid called a second later, but I silenced the ringer and tossed my phone across the room. I put my face into my hands and breathed heavily. As I sat there on the couch rocking back and forth, I wanted nothing more than to return to my old life and my old body.

I was a blonde bombshell, but the attention was too much. It was suffocating, and I truly couldn’t handle it. I didn’t even want to leave my apartment anymore after everything I’d been through during the day, but I had a feeling my girlfriends wouldn’t let me sit around and feel sorry for myself.

My phone buzzed about half an hour after I threw it across the room. I groaned as I stood to grab it. There was a message from Monique saying how excited she was to hang out with me again, reminding me that I was at the top of the social ladder, and that only made me more anxious than I already was.

When I was a boy, Tami and Monique looked down on me. They treated me like I was lucky to spend time with them, and in some ways I was, but now that I was at the top, they expected me to act like it.

They expected me to be a bitch to them and call them out when I didn’t like something, but I was no longer the girl who picked out all the clothes in my closet. I wasn’t the girl that stopped hanging out with Monique over a boy. I wasn’t the girl who engaged with Sid or Joseph or any other man.

In my heart, I was still the lonely loser boy who spent most of his time alone. I was the guy who got excited when Tami and Monique came over to hang out when they had nothing better to do. I was the guy who’d been dreaming about becoming a girl.

I never actually expected it to happen.

When I woke up as a girl, I was full of hope. I was ready to take on the world, but now I wanted to curl up and return to the past. I wanted to go back to my simple life of making art and surfing the internet, picking out dresses I wished I had the confidence to wear, but that wasn’t possible as far as I could tell.

I was a woman and had to accept my new reality. I had to learn how to live as a woman as best I could if I was going to survive the fire in which I’d been thrown. Maybe Tami and Monique were right that night when they told me that being a guy was easier.

The night out with the girls was fast approaching, though, and I had to be ready when they were. If I didn’t go out with them, they would question me more than they already were. I had a feeling Alexia was a bit of a bitch, but what girls at the top weren’t?

I picked myself up from the couch and went to my closet, where I had a treasure trove of goodies, but the dresses and shoes didn’t have the same light as they’d had in the morning. They didn’t sparkle like diamonds and make my heart flutter. They almost felt like a burden, each piece representing a touch of my insecurity, a mask to hide how I really felt beneath the pretty exterior.

I sucked in a sharp breath and told myself to get it together. I told myself that I’d wished to the stars more nights than I could count, and my dreams had come true. When it came down to it, I knew that I was lucky. I was living the life that I always wanted, but I never expected it to be this difficult.

When I woke up as a girl, I thought it would be like skipping through a field of lavender. I thought being a girl would be a million times better than how life had been as a boy, but I was quickly learning that reality was a lot different than dreams.

I grabbed a one-shoulder, long-sleeve beige dress. It would hang halfway down my thighs, but it was much less revealing than the red dress I’d been prancing around in during the day, and it was a color that wouldn’t pop. It was a color that would help me disappear into the crowd, like I so desperately wanted.

I grabbed a pair of gold heels and would wear jewelry studded with stones. I needed a pop of color. The turquoise-stone ring, necklace, and earrings helped a lot. I was feeling a little better as I sat down to apply a bit of makeup.

When I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw a gorgeous woman. My hair was blonde all the way to the roots, my breasts were ample, and my waist was a size people would kill to have. I knew there was so much to be grateful for, but I couldn’t shake all the bullshit I’d gone through during the day.

I didn’t know if going out with my girlfriends for the night would help, but I sure hoped that it would. I needed to let my hair down and shake my hips. I needed to forget about the boys for a few hours and relax. I didn’t know what to expect when I grabbed my keys to meet Monique and Tami at the bar, but relaxation was the goal for the night.


CHAPTER 7

I was feeling a little better after the first drink hit my system. The girls and I were out at a bar near campus. It was a hole-in-the-wall place that was popular with the young crowd. They had incredible drink specials and a sticky dance floor that was always packed with people.

“How can I get this boy to stop texting me?” I asked my girlfriends as we stood around a high-top table nursing our drinks.

“I thought you loved Sid,” said Tami.

“Yeah,” added Monique. “What happened to him being the best boy in the world?”

Had I actually uttered those words? I didn’t know what it was, but I had a sinking feeling in my stomach about Sid. I felt like he was only after sex, but maybe I’d been the same. What was I like before waking up in this body? What had Alexia done that I didn’t know?

“Well, I’m over it. Any tips on getting him to stop texting me?”

“You could tell him to stop texting you,” Monique said.

She and Tami laughed, but I didn’t find the situation funny. Sid was messaging me far too much. He’d past the point of normal at some point in the afternoon. I thought about blocking his number, but I didn’t want to do that until I was positive that he wouldn’t bother me again.

“I tried telling him on the phone that I wasn’t in the mood.”

“Not being in the mood and never wanting him to message you again are two different things, Alexia. You have to put your foot down and be a bitch.”

There was something in Monique’s tone that I couldn’t quite read. Was she calling me a bitch? Was I a bitch? I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if I had done some horrible things as Alexia before waking up in her body, but I didn’t want those actions I couldn’t recall determining my future. I had a chance to start anew. I could be a better girl, but it was a little hard to know where to begin since I knew so little of my past.

“Yeah, I guess. I just wish he would leave me alone.”

“Why would he when you’ve been leading him on for weeks?” Monique asked with a laugh. “Haven’t you guys been fucking like every other night?”

Monique and Tami looked at me like I was an alien, much like they had when we were sitting at the picnic table before I’d woken up as a woman. Were they going to dump me now?

“Yeah, but I’m over it.”

“Then tell him that,” Monique said and gestured with her chin. She was no longer looking at me, instead staring over my shoulder.

I had no idea what I was looking at when I turned around to follow Monique’s gaze, but then this man started to approach. He was tall and thin with a mural of tattoos on his neck. He was wearing an all-black outfit that made a shiver run down my spine, but I didn’t have to ask to know that this guy was Sid.

My bad boy.

I stood a little taller as he closed the distance between us. I was nervous but tried not to show it. Sid might have memories of what we’d been doing together, but I still had no idea, and I didn’t want him getting the wrong idea. We could have been lovers, but the new me was no longer interested.

“Thought I would find you here,” Sid said as he stood a few inches from me.

The girls were staring at us with big, buggy eyes, like they couldn’t wait to see some drama unfold, but I was trying to stay above the fray. I was horny and eager to explore my new body when I woke up as a girl, but this man standing in front of me was doing nothing for me.

“Are you stalking me now, Sid?”

“No, you’ve brought me here before. What’s with you today? I thought you would want some of this dick tonight,” Sid said and took a step toward me, but I gasped and pushed on his chest to keep him away.

The girls snickered.

“What the fuck?” Sid said and threw out his arms.

“I’m not interested!” I insisted.

“That wasn’t what you were saying a couple nights ago. Don’t you want to do that again?” asked Sid.

Then he made high-pitched, orgasmic noises, which did nothing except turn my face red from embarrassment, but the girls thought it was hilarious. I was surprised they didn’t take out their phones to record the moment, but they were probably too busy laughing at my misery.

“I don’t want anything to do with you.”

“How can you say that, baby girl? We’re so good together.”

Sid grabbed my wrist when I tried to move away from him, so I picked up my drink and tossed it into his face. The girls looked at each other before gathering their bags to flee the table, leaving me all alone with Sid. He wiped a hand down his face, looking beyond furious.

“You fucked up, bitch!”

I screamed and turned on my heels when Sid reached out to grab me. He touched my shoulder, but I was far enough away that I could escape him. I screeched as he chased me toward the dance floor. I hoped that someone would help me, but nobody did! Everyone was looking at me like I was the crazy person, even though there was a giant ass man chasing me with a demented look on his face.

I was backed up into a corner, fearing for my life as Sid approached with a wicked grin on his face, like he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me. I was certain that he was going to get exactly what he wanted, but then a big, strapping man stepped into his path.

“Leave the girl alone,” the man said.

I couldn’t see him through the darkness of the dance floor. There was something about the man’s body that looked familiar, but a lot of men had that body type. I was just happy that someone had stopped Sid from reaching me. He wanted blood, and I was worried what he would do if he got his hands on me.

It wasn’t like my girlfriends were there to help.

They’d left me all alone.

Bitches.

“Yeah? What the fuck are you going to do to stop me?”

The big man blocking Sid’s path pulled back his arm and hooked his fist across Sid’s face. Sid gasped and fell, hitting the ground hard. Everyone stopped dancing, which made the loud music oppressive and unwelcome as everyone stared at the big man and me.

The hunk turned around, letting me see his face for the first time. I couldn’t believe it was him, but I didn’t have much time to question things. My savior came over to me and pulled me into his arms, guiding me to the side door before security could reach us.

His arms were so thick and muscular and made me feel safe, like an old blanket on a cold day. I looked up at him as he led me to the parking lot before the underpaid security guards from the bar could reach us.

“It’s you,” I said in a breath as I looked up at the man.

He looked at me with an expressionless face, quickly glancing over his shoulder. It was almost like he was kidnapping me, but I would follow him wherever he wanted to take me. I hoped he wouldn’t treat me like Sid and Joseph, but he saved me from Sid, so he’d already earned some points for doing that.

“Where are we going?”

“Quiet,” the man said.

His deep, confident voice made my stomach flutter, like there were a thousand butterflies within me. I folded my lips and stayed quiet for my hunky man. For whatever reason, I wasn’t worried. I felt safe. I felt like this man actually cared about me, even though I had no idea who he was.

He was some man from the university, but did he even go to school there? Was he a professor, or was he simply my stalker? At that moment, I didn’t care. I probably should have cared a little, but I didn’t. I only wanted to go where this man was taking me.

“Get in the car,” he said to me when we reached a red sedan with lightly tinted windows.

I said nothing as I slid into the passenger’s seat. If my girlfriends didn’t want me, and Sid was nothing but a horny asshole, then I figured I had nothing to lose by leaving with the hunky stranger who saved me, even though I still wasn’t quite sure what he was doing at the bar.


CHAPTER 8

“You’ve been a bad girl,” the man said as he drove us away from the club. They were the first words he’d said since hitting the road. We’d gone about five or six miles.

“How so?” I asked.

“Look at you, already back to being a brat.”

“I could ask you plenty of questions, mister. Why were you even at the club?”

“Like I said, you’ve been a bad girl,” the man said without turning his gaze toward me. He was looking straight ahead at the road, but I wanted him looking at me. I wanted his eyes all over my body, as they’d been when I was sitting on that bench at campus or walking through the student center.

“What’s your name?”

“You’ve forgotten?”

“It’s been a long day,” I said.

“It’s Vincent. So, would you like to tell me why you were being a bad girl?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Vincent grunted, but he didn’t say anything. He reached to turn on the radio, music quickly filling the car. There was so much I wanted to say to him, but I had a feeling he didn’t want to hear me speak. At least it sounded like we had some type of relationship, which made me relax enough to pull out my phone.

There were tons of messages from the girls. Monique and Tami had both texted to ask if I was okay. I wished they were in the car, so that I could yell at them. I would tell them to go fuck themselves for leaving me with Sid like they did, but I didn’t have the energy to type those words, and I didn’t want them having a written record of me calling them bitches either.

“Your friends?” asked Vincent.

I grunted as an answer, which made Vincent chuckle. His gaze flickered to me for the briefest of seconds, and I got hot all over just from that one look. I wondered if we’d fucked. For some reason, I had a feeling that we never did but got close to doing so on more than a few occasions.

“You’ve been acting weird today, Alexia. What’s going on with you?”

How could I tell Vincent that I’d woken up in this body without the slightest idea of my past? How could I tell him that I still felt like the boy I used to be and not the girl I’d become?

“I don’t know. It’s like I woke up with amnesia. My memories are all foggy,” I said.

“I thought you and I were really getting somewhere. Then I saw you in that skimpy red dress today. I thought you’d gone to see that loser Sid, but I guess you saw one of your other losers, huh?”

Panic gripped me.

How did Vincent know so much about me? How hot and heavy were we?

“Are you taking us to your place?”

“No,” he said quickly. “I’m taking you home because you’ve been a bad girl.”

“Home?” I asked in a huff. “I don’t want to go home! I didn’t get dressed up for no reason!”

“I do prefer the dress you picked out for the bar, but it’s not safe for you there. You really think Sid left? You don’t think he’s there waiting to take advantage of you?”

“Do you think he’d do that?” I asked in a breath.

“A young man horny for some pussy is capable of terrible things. It doesn’t help that you’ve already given him a taste of your goods, but I’ll make sure he never touches you again.”

“How?”

“I have my ways.”

“Are you going to kill him?” I asked nervously.

“No,” Vincent said with a laugh. “I don’t have to resort to killing to keep men away from my girl. Don’t you see these arms?”

I squeezed my legs together as Vincent gripped the steering wheel and flexed his humongous arms. I pictured them holding me down as he plowed into my dampening pussy lips. My body felt all hot and tingly as I took in every inch of Vincent’s muscular body.

“Get your mind out of the gutter, girl!” Vincent snapped at me.

I gasped and sat more upright, wanting to do everything and anything to make Vincent happy. I couldn’t wrap my head around why, but I wanted to be the best girl I could be for this man. If that made me a submissive little slut, so be it.

Vincent was godlike.

He was my savior.

I owed him.

“Can’t we go somewhere else, Vincent? I don’t want to go home.”

“I’m taking you home, and there’s nothing you can say to change my mind. I thought you were finally being a good girl, but you proved me wrong.”

“Was I supposed to be good?”

“I knew something was up when I saw you walk into the student center, acting like you didn’t even recognize me. Don’t you remember promising me to be good? Don’t you remember promising to close your legs for me?”

“I’m sorry,” I said in a weak voice. I had no recollection of any of these conversations, but I could believe they happened. My body was a raging inferno, and I was beyond desperate for Vincent to touch me. I would have been happy if he pulled over the car and moved me to the backseat to stretch my pussy. “I… I…”

“What’s with you today? Did you hit your head or something?”

“I woke up like this.”

“Did one of those boys drug you?” Vincent asked with such fury and passion that I flinched.

“No! I don’t know. You wouldn’t believe me if I told you the truth.”

“The truth might be a lot better than you breaking your promise. I thought that kiss meant something, but I’m starting to think otherwise.”

“We kissed?”

Vincent looked at me with a weird expression. “You really don’t remember?”

I thought about lying but shook my head.

“Hmm. Should I take you to the hospital instead?”

“No,” I said quickly.

I didn’t want them probing around and asking questions. I didn’t want them sending me off to some secret government facility to test my body to figure out how I’d woken up as a woman. The only thing I wanted was for Vincent to slide his manly dick into my hungry pussy.

“Tell me the truth then,” Vincent said just as we were pulling up to my building. “What happened?”

I parted my lips to say something, but then I snapped them back shut. I wanted to tell Vincent, but how could I trust him? How could I know that the truth wouldn’t make him reject me? I was so nervous that I wouldn’t get to feel his heavy manhood sliding across my tongue that I didn’t even want to speak.

“Alexia! Talk now!”

“I… I… I woke up like this!”

“What do you mean you woke up like that?”

“I knew you wouldn’t believe me!” I shouted like a little brat. I crossed my arms and turned away from Vincent, staring out of the window toward my apartment building. He’d already parked the car and killed the engine, so he reached over to touch my shoulder.

“Hey, Alexia. Don’t act like that, please. How did you wake up?”

“Like this! In a girl’s body!”

“What?” Vincent asked with concern in his eyes. “Are you sure you don’t want to visit the hospital?”

I scoffed and threw my arms into the air, muttering curse words under my breath. I knew saying anything would be a mistake. I should have kept my mouth shut and kept acting like I was always the girl people thought I was, even though I had no idea who I was as Alexia.

“I’m sorry, Alexia. I won’t bring up the hospital again.”

“It’s not a big deal. Thanks for saving me from Sid,” I said and opened the door to get out of the car, but Vincent stopped me.

“Where are you going?” he asked gently.

“To my apartment. Where else?”

“Can’t we talk?”

“How can we talk if you don’t believe me?”

“I want to believe you, Alexia, but I don’t know what you mean when you say that you woke up like that. You’ve been like that since I ever first saw you, and that was probably three years ago now.”

My heart fluttered knowing that Vincent had been watching me pretty much the entire time I was in college. I wondered how many nights he went home to touch himself while he thought about my body. I wondered how incredible that kiss must have felt. Vincent had a nice set of lips, and I had to resist my urges to kiss them.

“You said we kissed?”

“It was only the best kiss of my life,” said Vincent.

“Can you tell me about it?”

“If you have amnesia, we need to get you to a doctor.”

“I don’t have amnesia.”

“You woke up like that?”

“Yes. I woke up in this body,” I said.

Vincent stared into my eyes for a long moment, searching my soul, deciding if I was telling the truth. He sighed a few seconds later and dropped his gaze. He didn’t question me again after that, instead telling me about the kiss.

“We’d been checking each other out for the better part of a year. I swear that first day you noticed me is still one of the best I’ve ever had, but then we kissed, and fuck, I get distracted by the memory every few minutes. You’ve been a hard one to catch, but I thought I finally got you until today.”

“I fucked everything up, didn’t I?”

Vincent shrugged. “I thought you were mad at me for something, but I can tell that something else is going on now.”

I nodded, not wanting to get back into the murky details. It was hard enough for me to believe that I’d woken up in this incredible feminine body, let alone for someone else to believe me.

“When did we kiss?”

“Last week. We snuck into a dark corner of the library, and damn.” Vincent shook his head as a smile flashed across his face. “We were trying to be on our best behavior since we were on campus, but I couldn’t stop myself from holding you against my body and pressing against those soaked panties of yours. The way you moaned into my mouth. I can still hear it.”

I squeezed my legs even more tightly, aroused and ready for Vincent to take me, but I could tell that wasn’t his plan.

“Can we do it again?”

“Not tonight,” said Vincent.

“Please,” I said in a breath. “Please kiss me.”

I wanted to tell Vincent to touch my aching pussy too but figured that would be a step too far. He wasn’t as angry as he’d been at the club, but there was no denying the disappointment on his face. I’d broken his heart today, and he wasn’t quite ready to forgive me.

“Not tonight,” repeated Vincent.

“When?”

Vincent shrugged. “Once I can trust that you’ll be a good girl.”

“Oh, Vincent! Please! I’ll be a good girl for you! I promise!”

“No!” Vincent said in that deep voice that sent shivers down my spine. The veins in his muscles flexed, and I just wanted him to hold me down with those big arms and pound out his frustrations, but the man had willpower. “Not after what you did.”

“I’m sorry, Vincent! I didn’t know!”

“You sure looked like you knew when you were prancing around campus in that slutty red dress. I’m still angry I didn’t catch you before whatever loser you were with made you sad like you were.”

“Yeah, but—”

“Not tonight, Alexia. You’re lucky I don’t give you a spanking for being such a bad girl, but no kisses will be punishment enough.”

Spankings?

Had this man lost his mind? Had I? Why did the idea of his hand hitting my bare ass get me so aroused? Why did I want him to punish me? It was so bizarre and had my mind running a mile a minute.

“Get out of my car, Alexia. That’ll be all for tonight.”

“But… but…”

“Out!” Vincent hollered in a voice that rattled the windows. I folded my lips and opened the door. I stared at Vincent for a long moment, but he didn’t meet my gaze. He stared straight ahead and waited for me to get out of the car, and then he sped off before I could even get to an angle to meet his eyes.

I cursed him and went to my apartment, feeling lonely and frustrated and surprisingly depraved. I stepped into my apartment and fell against the closed front door, lifting my dress and pushing my panties to my ankles. My pussy was soaking wet. It only took a few seconds of fingering myself and rubbing my clit to cream all over my hand, and I was thinking about Vincent the entire time.

Not those loser boys.

I needed a man.


CHAPTER 9

The girls and I were out shopping a few days after the night when Sid tried to corner me at the bar. It was the first time I’d seen them since everything happened. I’d mostly forgiven them for leaving me like feed for a predator, but I would never forget their act of betrayal. Was behavior like that why I was such a bitch to them?

“I don’t believe you!” said Tami as she flipped through the blouses. She was looking for a cute top that would hug her boobs without coming off too slutty. She was hoping to show off her tits during some upcoming interviews.

“You don’t have to believe me, but I didn’t sleep with him.”

“What’s his name, anyway?” asked Monique.

“Vincent,” I said proudly.

“He was quite the silver fox from what I saw. Is he stalking you? What was he doing there?” asked Monique.

“We’ve been seeing each other secretly, and he wasn’t happy to see Sid approach me the way he did.”

“Clearly,” Tami said with a laugh. “That man scooped you up and took you out of the bar like he was your bodyguard.”

I shrugged, smiling to myself at the memory. I for sure thought that Sid was about to do something terrible, but Vincent had saved me, for which I owed him, but he was still punishing me. He was testing me to make sure I could stay a good girl before he gave me the goodies.

I was dying to have Vincent.

It was depressing how badly I wanted him, like I couldn’t even control myself. He didn’t have social media or anything, but there were pictures of him in suits on the university’s website. He worked in admissions, one of the head honchos there, so he looked like a boss in all the photos they had of him.

He had my pussy dripping into my panties like a leaky faucet. I hated him for it, but what was I to do? Vincent clearly had more willpower than me, as I was ready to drop to my knees and fish out his dick the second that he snapped his fingers and told me to do so. As much as I wished I could be a lady, I was nothing but a horny slut.

Horny for an older man’s dick.

Horny for that same older man to punish me, to teach me how to be the good girl I so desperately wanted to become. I didn’t want to run around being the campus slut, and I especially didn’t want to hang out with guys like Sid.

“Look at her face, Tami. It’s disgusting.”

“Keep talking like that, and I’ll cut you off,” I snapped at Monique.

She quickly folded her lips and went back to looking through the clothes. Her reaction gave me a sense of power. I smiled to myself when Monique remained silent, like she wouldn’t dare test me, and she’d better not if she knew what was good for her. I had time to search through my social media accounts and read over my text messages the past few days, and I learned just how much more popular I was than Monique.

The social statuses didn’t mean much to me now that I had Vincent on my mind, but I wasn’t about to let Monique walk all over me. I wasn’t about to give up the power I must have worked so hard to obtain. I couldn’t imagine how big of a bitch I’d been as Alexia, but the longer I spent as a woman, the more prepared I was to take my friends down a couple pegs, especially after they’d left me for Sid.

There was no telling what would have happened if Vincent hadn’t stepped in to show Sid who was boss, and I would never forgive my friends for that. Not entirely.

“Guess the old Alexia is back,” Monique muttered under her breath to Tami.

Tami didn’t respond to Monique when I glanced in her direction. She turned away from us and walked down a few feet to look through the clothes there. Monique met my gaze, and I knew that I had her. It felt like shit to be mean to my friend, but if I wasn’t a bitch, then Monique would do everything she could to take my place on the social ladder. I could see it in her eyes.

The entire ordeal was exhausting.

Maybe I wouldn’t even care once Vincent gave me what I wanted most. I was still quaking, eager to have his dick. I needed him so badly. I’d touched myself every night that week. I even discovered a collection of toys under the bed and fucked myself with a dildo, but it did nothing to quell my desires.

If anything, fucking myself with a dildo only made me want Vincent more. I wanted him to take control. I wanted to surrender myself to him and have him teach me how to be the best girl I could possibly be for him.

The girls and I spent another hour or so shopping for clothes. We didn’t buy too much, but we each had a bag when we walked out of the store. Tami had driven us, so we piled into her car and went to a restaurant down the street for a quick snack. As bitchy as the girls were sometimes, I loved their company.

We laughed together as we enjoyed lunch on the patio. I almost forgot how they had betrayed me at the bar. Not quite, but maybe it came with the territory. Maybe my girlfriends loved me as much as they hated me, and that was enough.

No relationship was perfect, but at the end of the day, part of me loved being one of the girls instead of a nerdy guy who happened to have some hot girlfriends.

***

It was a few nights later when Vincent texted me with the message I’d been waiting to receive.

Vincent: I’ll be by at 8 to pick you up. Wear something respectable.

I held the phone to my chest and turned my gaze toward the ceiling, thanking the universe for everything it had bestowed upon me. I’d been the best of girls ever since Vincent saved me from the club. I blocked Joseph and Sid from my phone, and much to my relief, I hadn’t seen either of them lurking around campus.

Vincent was another story, though. That man seemed to appear when I was least expecting it, but he kept his hands to himself… mostly. I got close enough once to kiss him when we were passing each other in the hallway, and he lost all control.

He couldn’t keep his hands off me once I was in his arms. If I hadn’t broken the kiss, I swore he would have taken me right there in front of the students. We were that close to fucking. I ran to the bathroom after walking away from him to clean the girly juices off the inside of my thighs and splash a little cold water onto my face.

It was already seven in the evening when I got home from the library, so I didn’t have any time to spare. I raced to the shower and washed myself with flowery shower gel. I dried myself off and pulled on a long black tube skirt and a purple crop top that I tucked into the waistline.

I put on a pair of black heels and quickly applied makeup to my face. Not too quick that there were ugly lines. I took enough time to smooth out the jawline and made sure that my smoky eyeshadow looked like perfection. I had high hopes for the night, and the last thing I wanted to do was disappoint Vincent.

When I walked away from the mirror to check my phone, I only had ten minutes left! I cursed to myself and ran around my bedroom in a frenzy, moving stuff from one purse to another, double checking my makeup, and going to my jewelry box to find something cute that would match my outfit.

I put on silver jewelry and decided at the last second that I would use purple lipstick instead of red. It went better with my outfit, and I didn’t want Vincent thinking about the red lipstick I’d been wearing when he saw me sitting on the bench after the disaster at Joseph’s house.

I cringed when I thought about that afternoon, but if Vincent could forgive me, I had to learn how to forgive myself. I was working on it every day. I’d get there eventually.

When I checked the time again after applying the purple lipstick, it was exactly eight o’clock, and my phone started ringing a second later. Vincent was calling, so I answered right away.

“Hey,” I said in a breath.

“Come downstairs when you’re ready. I’m waiting.”

“I’ll be right down,” I said and hung up the phone. I went over to my mirror to check my face one last time, still amazed by the transformation. I was a sexy girl, just like I’d always wanted to be, so I told myself to forget the bad stuff and enjoy all that I’d gained by waking up in this beautiful body.


CHAPTER 10

“There you are,” Vincent growled as I approached his car. He was wearing a button-up shirt and chinos, the shirt nearly ripping from his muscular body. “Don’t you look incredible?”

“Is this outfit modest enough?”

“It’s perfect,” Vincent said and pulled me against his body. He placed a heavy hand on my ass, and I about melted into him. When he spoke into my ear with that deep voice of his, I could feel my womanly mound getting wet all over again. “You’ve been such a good girl.”

“I want to be good for you,” I said in a breath.

“For your behavior, you will be rewarded.”

I moaned behind my folded lips, wanting nothing more than for Vincent to take me right there. My nipples were rock hard, and my womanhood was desperate for his touch. I could barely breathe being up against Vincent’s hard body.

“What’s my reward?”

“You’ll see,” Vincent said with a devilish grin.

“Show me now.”

“Be patient, my girl.”

I bit my lip and nodded as I stared into Vincent’s eyes. He’d moved his hand from my ass to the small of my back, but he could touch me wherever. I wanted his hands anywhere and everywhere he would put them.

“I’ll be patient,” I said softly.

“Good.”

Vincent grabbed my hand and led me to the passenger’s side. He opened the door and held my hand as I slowly lowered myself to the seat. My heart hammered in my chest as Vincent went over to the other side and started the car. I had no idea where we were going, but I trusted him with my entire heart.

Whether that was foolish was to be seen, but there was something about Vincent and the way he treated me. He made me feel special, like there was no other woman in the world worth more than me, and I’d be able to savor that feeling no matter what happened.

“What are we doing here?” I asked when we pulled into a mostly empty parking lot.

“Don’t you trust me?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then get out of the car and follow me,” Vincent said with a smirk.

I hated him for being so evasive, but I also loved surprises, so I wasn’t too mad when he walked around to the passenger’s side of the car and grabbed my hand to lead me to the door. When we got inside of the building, there was a single table with two covered dishes and a flickering candle.

A man emerged from the shadows. Vincent went over to talk to him. They spoke in hushed whispers, so I couldn’t hear them, but I didn’t even care. We were in some type of country club or something, and we were the only ones there.

“You two have fun,” the man said before heading toward the exit.

Vincent came over to me with a big smile on his face before pulling me into his arms. I let him kiss me, moaning lightly into his mouth as his hands traveled down my back. He stopped short of grabbing my ass, but I knew that he wanted to hold my cheeks in his hands. I knew he was making me wait, doling out the last bit of his punishment.

“What is this?” I asked as my soft breasts pressed into Vincent’s firm chest.

“This is your surprise.”

“How did you get the entire place?”

“They close early today, and I know the head manager. He and I used to play in a band together.”

“You played in a band?”

“There’s a lot of stuff you’ll learn about me if you can keep being my good little girl.”

“I’ll be good. I promise,” I said.

“I believe you,” Vincent said and kissed me hard on the lips. His tongue slid into my mouth, sending shockwaves across my body. I tried to get even closer to him, even though our bodies were already smashed together. The only way I could get closer was if he entered me, which I so desperately wanted.

“Come sit,” Vincent said after breaking the kiss. He stared at me for a moment with predatory eyes before pulling me toward the table. I felt so submissive and willing to do whatever this man wanted, but all he wanted was to feed me some food, even though I was hoping he would feed me his cock.

“Thank you,” I said when Vincent pushed in my chair.

“Anything for my girl,” he said and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek.

“I can’t believe you did all of this.”

“Lift the lid. I hope you like what was prepared.”

I lifted the silver dome from the plate and gasped when I saw the elegantly plated piece of salmon. It looked heavenly and perfect, so I clapped my hands and smiled at Vincent from across the table, loving how he smiled back at me. There was a sparkle in his eye.

“Go ahead and eat,” he said and picked up his fork.

I took a bite and made over-the-top sounds of pleasure. Vincent chuckled at my exuberance, but the salmon was delicious! I took a few more bites before slowing down and remembering that I should probably eat like a dainty girl on my first official date with Vincent, but he was nearly finished with his food when I bothered to look across the table.

“This salmon is damn good, isn’t it?”

“It might be the best I’ve ever had,” I admitted. “I’m glad it’s not just me.”

Vincent shook his head and took the last few bites, finishing his food way before me, but I wasn’t even hungry for the salmon anymore. The only thing I wanted was dessert, which would be Vincent’s sweet cream sliding down my throat. I was so horny after being a good girl for a week, and now the only thing I wanted was to be naughty. I wanted to be Vincent’s dirty little slut.

I took another bite or two before pushing the plate in front of me, telling Vincent I’d finished. He smiled and picked up the dishes from the table, walking to the back with them. I hated to see him go, but the man looked so big and hunky from behind that I wasn’t overly upset.

When he came back, he pulled me from the table and took me outside. I had no idea what we were doing in front of a field covered in golf balls, but I just wanted to drop to my knees right there and wrap my purple painted lips around his dick.

“What are we doing?” I asked with a laugh.

“You’ll get your dessert soon enough, but I want to teach you something first.”

I exhaled deeply, which made Vincent smile. He knew that he was driving me crazy, but the man got off on making me wait. It was maddening, but what could I do?

“You’re going to learn how to hit a golf ball.”

“What? I have on heels and a skirt! I can’t hit golf balls!”

“Sure you can,” Vincent said with a laugh.

He disappeared for a second and came back with a bucket of balls and some clubs for us to swing. I had never played golf in my life, and I didn’t want to learn, at least until Vincent turned me and pressed his body up against my backside.

“Are you going to be a good girl and listen?” he whispered into my ear.

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Good,” he said. “The first thing we need to do is practice your swing.”

“Okay,” I said even more lightly. Vincent’s body was tight against mine. I could feel every muscle. Every curve. I could even feel the outline of his hard cock, and it had my pussy aching.

“Pull back,” Vincent said and had me move my body with his. The tension between us was thicker than tar as he tried to teach me how to swing. He even got me to hit a few balls, but he helped me with every single one, and I felt his hard cock against my body the entire time.

“You’re doing great,” Vincent whispered into my ear. “A natural.”

“Yeah?” I asked, desperate for his approval as much as I was for his touch.

“Yes,” he purred. “Are you ready for your dessert?”

“Please,” I said.

Vincent took the golf club from my hand and set it to the side, and then he turned me to face him, planting a firm kiss on my lips. I moaned into his mouth as he moved his hands up and down my body, touching me everywhere he could.

He cupped my breasts. He grabbed my ass. He was kissing me like wild, and every part of my body was sensitive to his touch. His touch made my body far more excited than anything Joseph did to me. Maybe it was how Vincent had made me wait. Maybe it was how he’d asserted his dominance, waiting until the perfect moment to give me what I wanted.

We didn’t even bother going inside. Vincent whipped out his dick right there. He was already rock hard when I looked down at it, veins running through his manhood like rivers. I moaned as I reached down to touch it, slowly sinking to my knees.

I kneeled beneath Vincent and looked up at him with big, bubbly eyes. He rubbed his thumb across my cheek as his dick hung out of his unbuttoned pants in my face. Precum had already beaded up at the slit of his cock, so I stuck out my tongue to lick his bulbous tip clean as I stared into his eyes.

“Mmm! Are you my good girl?”

“Yes!” I said.

Vincent gripped me by my hair and pulled to make me look at him, staring down at me with possessive eyes. I was so fucking wet and horny I felt crazy, but I was crazy for this man, eager to please him.

“Will you keep fucking other guys?”

“No, Vincent! Only you!”

“You promise? I won’t give you my dick unless you promise.”

“I promise! I’m only for you, baby!”

“You better be telling the truth, girl. I’ll lose my mind if I catch you fooling around with those dumb boys again.”

Vincent released my hair, and I gasped. I told him that I wouldn’t. I promised him over and over, but then Vincent shut me up by shoving his cock into my mouth, giving me what I wanted most. I moaned deeply as I felt the weight of his manhood on my tongue.

My pussy was soaking my panties as Vincent pushed to the back of my open throat, desperate to take his entire cock. Vincent cursed and moaned as he held the back of my head and fucked my face with his dick, giving me everything I’d been desperate to receive.

By the time he pulled me up to my feet, I was so close to cumming that it hurt. Vincent unzipped my skirt and pushed it to the floor, and then he pulled off my crop top and tossed it to the side. I gasped when he pressed his body up against me and kissed me everywhere he could, and I nearly came undone when he cupped his hand against my wet panties.

“Fuck, girl. You’re soaked.”

“I need you!”

Vincent pushed me to the floor. I didn’t care that I was naked where people hit golf balls. I didn’t care about anything as Vincent used my body for his pleasure. He licked my pussy and made me scream, but I wasn’t prepared for when he started sucking on my clit.

His wet lips wrapped around my button, and that was the end of me. I closed my eyes and screamed as an orgasm overtook my body, creaming all over Vincent’s face. He moaned into my pussy and kept licking, suspending me in a pool of pleasure. Removing me from reality, and then he slid into me with his bare cock and really sent me shooting to the stars.

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours!” I screamed.

“Say my name, girl!”

“My pussy is yours, Vincent! It’s yours!”

“That’s right, Alexia! Don’t forget it!” Vincent said before slamming his dick into me. I gasped as he hit my spot, sending me into an ecstasy state all over again. Was I cumming a second time? A third? I wasn’t even sure as Vincent kept pounding my pussy.

Vincent grabbed my tits and squeezed them as he kept fucking me and making me cum over and over again. I lost count of how many orgasms he gave me. I simply sat back and let him use me for his pleasure as I floated in the stars.

Whenever I opened my eyes, I stared into Vincent’s eyes. I saw into his soul. I saw the love he had for me, and that only made me open more for him, giving him more of myself. I wrapped my legs around his back as he pounded my pussy and played with my clit, robbing me of all senses.

“Fuck, girl! That pussy feels so good clenched around my dick.”

“Not as good as your dick! Fuck!”

I had sex a few times as a guy, but I never knew sex could feel like this, and I never fucked a girl as good as Vincent was fucking me now. He was giving me that dick, and I never wanted him to stop. I never wanted it to end, but I knew Vincent couldn’t last forever.

“You like this dick?” Vincent asked as he used every inch of his cock to slam into my pussy.

“Yes! I love it!”

Vincent cursed and pulled out of me. I gasped and reached between my legs to touch my gaping pussy and rub my clit, feeling far too empty. I nearly cried from not having Vincent inside of me, but then he showered me with his cum.

I watched in awe as the thick, white goo shot from his tip and covered my naked body. Then he took the tip of his cock and rubbed his seed all over me before falling by my side to catch his breath.

“Damn, Alexia. That was worth the wait and then some.”

“You’re telling me,” I said, slowly coming down from the highs of my orgasm. I turned to Vincent and draped my naked body over his and placed a hand on his heaving chest. “I can’t wait until the next time.”

“You won’t have to wait long if you don’t put on some clothes.”

I smiled and curled up even closer to Vincent to whisper into his ear. “Guess I’m staying naked then.”

Vincent growled and pushed me to my back before kissing everywhere he could on my exposed body, leading us swiftly to round two, out in the fresh air without a care in the world.


CHAPTER 11

Three Months Later

Graduation was behind me, and I was finally a free girl, and I couldn’t wait to start my life as an artist. It wouldn’t be easy, but at least I would have Vincent by my side. He’d been spoiling me like crazy over the past three months, and we were even starting to talk about a long-term future together. Nothing was official yet, but we were madly in love. I felt it every morning when I woke up by his side.

This summer was our trial run of living together before we signed any lease agreements, but I had a feeling we would be together a long time. Everything felt so easy with Vincent. He cared for me, but he wasn’t afraid to put me in my place, which wasn’t the case with my girls, but I still loved them.

“What do you think of your studio?” Vincent asked as he stood in the doorway of the room that he’d turned into my art studio. It was only the hundredth time he’d asked, but the question never got old.

“You know I love it. Almost as much as I love you.”

Vincent came over to where I was painting and bent over to kiss me on the cheek. I’d lost track of time painting, but he’d come to tell me that lunch was ready. He was working from home for the week, so we got to eat every meal together, which I absolutely loved, and we always had dessert.

Sometimes in the morning, other days in the afternoon, but I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone to bed without having a little fun before drifting off to sleep. Vincent was a master at making me cum, and the way he pleasured my body would never get old.

“I’ll be down in two minutes.”

“Okay,” Vincent said and kissed the top of my head. “I love this piece you’re working on, by the way.”

“Thank you,” I said and smiled at him before he kissed me on the lips and walked out of the room. I finished a few more brushstrokes before walking away from the painting.

Life wasn’t one-hundred percent perfect, but I was going to appreciate the fact that my dreams had come true. I was the girl I always wanted to be, and I had the most incredible man waiting to serve me lunch.

What more could a girl want?


DOLLIFICATION

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

“The retirees have been working so hard on their artwork, which is why we should focus on it more than the data,” said Leon. “I thought we discussed this.”

Barbara bit her tongue, but her thoughts were dark. She hated that her psychology professor, who was friends with an art professor, thought it would be a good idea for their classes to collaborate on projects. Barbara and Leon had both missed the class when the others formed their groups and ended up stuck together, and the partnership was becoming a waking nightmare.

“What do you think?” Leon asked.

I think you’re a fucking twat, Barbara thought.

“The art is important, but it doesn’t mean more than the psychological data we’ve gathered. Our findings are much more groundbreaking than images of some lackluster artwork.”

Leon gasped. “How could you say that? Their artwork is breathtaking! Isn’t there a way to balance both of our visions?”

Barbara was firm in her belief that they should focus on the data, but Leon was just as strident about showcasing the artwork. He didn’t want to compromise. The members of the retirement community had worked tirelessly on their artwork and deserved for the class to see their efforts.

Barbara was getting frustrated at having to repeat herself so many times. She didn’t know how else she could explain her reasoning to Leon.

“We have a maximum of ten minutes for the presentation, and I’m not letting you mess up my psychology grade because of some ugly artwork.”

Leon was holding back his dark, negative thoughts. He had it in him to tear Barbara a new one over her narrow-minded viewpoint. When Leon looked at what the retirees had done, he saw nothing ugly. He saw art.

“We’re not getting anywhere, are we?” Leon asked.

“We never do,” Barbara said in a sarcastic voice. She had better things to do than sit around and argue with Leon about the project. They’d already been debating over trivial details for an hour.

“Maybe we would if—”

“Leon, look. How about this? I’ll make a PowerPoint with all my details, and you can add whatever pictures you want to it.”

Leon cringed. There was nothing he hated more in the world than a boring PowerPoint. He already had several of the retirees agree to video interviews and was writing questions. He wanted to give a presentation his class would remember, but Barbara was intent on taking a train straight to boring town.

“Eh, I thought we’d talked about the video.”

Barbara waved her hand in the air to dismiss the idea. “It’s too much work, Leon. I already have the data we need. All we need to do is explain our hypothesis and the results we gathered and show a few pictures of the artwork. It doesn’t need to be so involved.”

Leon was tired of fighting, but he couldn’t put his name on a project that would bore his class to death and miss the heart of their studies, which was how much happier the retirees were with a bit of art in their lives. Some had been dreaming of making creations like they did for years, and Barbara just wanted to focus on the science and data.

“Fine. Send me the PowerPoint, and I’ll see what I can do with it.”

“Very well,” Barbara said and stood. She was beyond ready to leave. “Anything else?”

“Can’t think of anything,” Leon said, even though there were a million things left that he wanted to say, but Barbara was as tough as a pecan, and he was without a nutcracker.


CHAPTER 2

Barbara’s roommates, Annette and Cindy, were chatting it up in the living room as usual. They had a loving friendship. One Barbara didn’t fully understand, but sometimes she found herself a bit envious of their connection. The three of them had been living together for over a year, but Barbara never quite felt like she fit in with the other girls.

They fell silent as they noticed Barbara staring at them from the kitchen. Annette lifted her eyebrow as Cindy chuckled lightly.

“Everything okay over there?” Cindy asked Barbara.

Barbara shook her head to awaken herself from the trance. She didn’t mean to stare at the girls, but she was feeling she needed a bit of advice. Her only other girlfriends were math nerds and just as awkward as her, but Cindy and Annette were the type of girls who turned heads everywhere they went.

“Uh, yeah. Everything’s fine.” Barbara turned around toward the sink to wash a dish. Anything to pull herself away from the moment, but the struggles she’d been having with Leon invaded her mind. She put the single dish she’d washed on the drying rack before wiping her hand with a towel and turning her attention back to the girls.

They stopped talking, looking a little offended by Barbara’s intrusion, but she really didn’t know what to do with Leon, and she was losing her mind. She’d never been forced to work with someone who was so different from her. He was also annoying, and Barbara couldn’t escape him.

“Sorry, actually, everything’s not okay.”

Cindy and Annette shared a worried look, but they didn’t make up an excuse to leave the room fast enough as Barbara took a seat next to them on the daybed they had.

“Um, yeah, what’s up, Barbara?” Annette asked in an awkward voice.

“It’s this guy I’m working with on a project! He’s driving me absolutely crazy!”

Annette turned her head to Cindy and widened her eyes. Cindy folded her lips, scooting forward to take control of the conversation.

“What’s his name, Barbara?”

“Leon!” Barbara hollered. She pushed her hands up her face, against her forehead, and then she pulled on her hair. “Leon fucking White! I’m going to kill him!”

“It’s okay, girl.” Cindy reached out with timid fingers to touch Barbara’s leg. She patted it once before pulling her hand back at lightning speed. “Calm down.”

“What do I do? I’m sorry for acting like this, but you don’t understand! I’m actually going crazy! Working with him on this project is making me lose my mind, and I’m like… certain I’m about to snap.”

Annette cleared her throat to speak when Cindy looked at her with pleading eyes. “Barbara, girl, you need to take a breath. That stress will kill you.”

Barbara knew that the stress could indeed kill her, which only made her more stressed! She couldn’t be falling dead because of Leon! That would literally be the worst thing in the world to ever happen. She needed to get control of herself and the situation, but she felt like she couldn’t go a minute without wanting to pick up her phone and send him the terrible thoughts that were going through her mind.

“Yeah, Barbara. Please calm down,” Cindy said.

“Don’t you think I wish I could?” Barbara screeched.

Cindy and Annette flinched, wishing they would have left the living room when they had the chance. They both looked at each other like they were thinking about it when Barbara started washing the dishes, but they continued with their conversation instead of escaping.

What a mistake!

“Uh… how much longer do you have to work with him on the project?” Annette asked.

“Too long! We don’t turn in the project for weeks!”

“I’m sorry, Barbara. I don’t know what to say,” Annette said. She was holding her body in a flinched position. She was worried Barbara might scream again.

Cindy felt the same and didn’t want to say a word. They both kept glancing at the hallway that led to their bedrooms, trying to think up the perfect excuse to escape this awkward situation.

“What do I do? How can I make Leon listen to me?”

Annette glanced at Cindy, and they both smiled. Getting boys to do what they wanted was their wheelhouse. They had several boys on speed dial to write papers or help them study, and they didn’t even have to do anything other than dress super cute. It was incredible how easy it was to please a man.

“Oh, girl! You should have said something!” Annette said.

Cindy nodded in agreement. “Yes! We can make you irresistible, but Barbara, you’re going to have to dress a lot cuter! Plus, you should probably consider wearing a bit of makeup.”

“Wouldn’t she look so hot with some foundation and eyeliner?”

“The hottest!” Cindy said.

Barbara was blushing as her roommates pointed out what they could do to change her look, and Barbara honestly felt like she was starting to bond with the girls who’d felt like strangers for so long.


CHAPTER 3

Barbara had agreed to a makeover when her roommates offered, and they were in the final stages of her transformation. First, they went to a thrift store and bought tons of different dresses and shirts and flattering jeans, and Barbara couldn’t believe everything the girls had found in those racks of clothing.

After the thrift store, they went to a makeup store. It was one the girls loved, and they’d clearly been many times because the workers knew them well enough to wave when they walked through the door. Everyone was excited to doll up Barbara’s face, and she was amazed when she looked in the mirror for the first time.

Barbara felt like a model in a magazine. How was it that a few simple products could make her look so beautiful? Barbara moisturized in the morning, but she never used makeup, and damn, she’d been missing out. Every little bump and blemish had disappeared, and it really made a difference.

Barbara felt confident. She felt sexy. Barbara had a feeling Leon would be a lot more receptive of her ideas once he got a look at her new look, but Barbara had been having a lot of ideas ever since the girls convinced her to do a makeover.

It wasn’t that Barbara wasn’t a girly girl. She just never loved makeup enough to do the trial and error necessary to succeed. She always preferred to read a book rather than sitting in front of a mirror to beautify her face. She’d tried makeup a few times in the past and felt like she failed, so she never really tried again, but now she wanted to learn.

She wanted to turn heads wherever she went like Annette and Cindy. She wanted the boys on campus to think about her when they went home to touch themselves. The girls had even convinced her to buy some heels at the thrift store, and she was learning how to walk in them now that they were back at the apartment.

“You have to keep your shoulders high and back. Pretend you’re a fierce bitch with a meeting in ten minutes. You’re powerwalking but not running because you can’t afford to get sweaty and ruin your makeup.”

Barbara closed her eyes to envision the scenario. She would give anything to be as fabulous as she was smart. She had dreams of working at offices in New York. Maybe she could be one of those incredible women who seemed to have it all. She never thought it would be possible for a girl like her to be beautiful, but maybe she shouldn’t have been so closed off to the possibilities.

“Okay,” Barbara said and opened her eyes. She placed one hand on her left hip and let the other one swing by her side as she strutted across the living room. She gained confidence with each step she took.

Barbara switched hands as she spun in a circle, placing her right hand on her hip and letting her left arm swing. She felt like a supermodel, like she could finally get people to listen to her, like she could get people to do whatever she wanted because she was hot.

“Maybe she should lose the glasses. What do you think?” Cindy asked Annette.

“No, they look hot on her.”

Cindy tilted her head to the side, but Barbara wanted the glasses. They suited her. She was still a nerd deep down inside, and she didn’t want to hide that from the world.

“Fine, the glasses stay. Either way, you’re hot. Are you coming out dancing with us this weekend? We’ll get even more attention with you there.”

“I’d love to!” Cindy said. She threw her arms into the air and spun in a circle, excited to have all of the boys pay attention to her, finally feeling like she could stop obsessing over Leon and their project.


CHAPTER 4

Barbara was sitting in her room a few days later. She should have been working on the PowerPoint, but she couldn’t have cared less. Ever since the girls had given her a makeover, all she wanted to do was practice different makeup techniques in the mirror.

Plus, another plan was forming in Barbara’s mind. Leon was passionate about making a documentary type video, and who was Barbara to stop him? The more she thought about it, the more she wondered if it was time to make her deepest, darkest secrets come true.

Barbara hadn’t told anyone, but there was a certain type of man she liked. A kind of man she craved. She had always dreamed of having a boyfriend who was a bit more in touch with his feminine side than other men. A girly boy. Barbara knew most people didn’t understand, but luckily, there was a community for everyone on the internet.

There was a lot that Barbara could do behind her closed door. None of her friends knew it, but she had a large following of sissy subs who had been begging to see a picture of her face for ages, and she was finally ready to show them. She’d shared pictures of her dressed up in sexy lingerie with whips and accessories but never the face, no matter how much they begged.

She was finally ready to become the Queen Bitch she’d always wanted to be, and she wanted Leon to be her first subject. She planned on agreeing to the documentary that he wanted, but Leon would have to make some concessions of his own. She couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when she revealed her plan.

Barbara glanced at the door to make sure it was locked before opening her laptop. She entered her password and went to the website where she communicated with all of her fans. She replied to a few comments from her last pictures before opening a new post.

She wrote how the day was coming soon to reveal her face. Barbara thanked her fans for their patience and assured them that she was close to being ready, but they would have to cough up a little extra if they wanted her to go through with it. She added a goal to her website and told her fans they would have to fill it, or she wouldn’t reveal her face.

The post filled with comments within minutes, and the money was slowly being added to the tip jar. Barbara replied to a few more comments before closing her computer. She stood from the computer and went over to all the new dresses and heels and everything else she’d bought.

She only had a bunch of lingerie and toys for the photos that she posted to her fans, but part of her always felt like she was trying to be someone she wasn’t. She’d picked out all that lingerie online and had it sent discreetly to her doorstep. Being out shopping with Cindy and Annette reminded Barbara that she could be smart and girly.

Normally, Barbara would have done the PowerPoint by now, but she was having too much fun dolling herself up. She wasn’t surprised when a message came across her phone as she was looking at pictures of Paul Sophia, her ultimate crush.

Leon: Hey, are you working on the PowerPoint? It’s been several days, and I haven’t heard from you.

Barbara ignored the message and went back to looking at pictures of Paul Sophia. Paul Sophia was a girly boy Barbara wished she could have. She’d touched herself to his feed more times than she could count. Paul Sophia went be he/him, she/her, or they/they. Paul Sophia honestly preferred that people didn’t use pronouns at all but understood their necessity. As much as Paul Sophia wished they could, people couldn’t spend all day saying Paul Sophia’s name.

Barbara’s ultimate dream was to guide a willing boyfriend toward femininity. She knew it was as unlikely as winning the lottery, but there was still a possibility. Barbara knew there was some guy out there willing to play by her rules, but where would she find him?

Could it be Leon?

Barbara’s heart fluttered when she thought about dressing Leon up like a girl. He already had long hair and gorgeous lips. All his lips needed were a little gloss, and he could look like a girl! There was so much more Barbara could do, though! She’d been learning a lot about makeup since Cindy and Annette took her shopping, and she could use all of that knowledge to turn Leon into a girl.

How badly did he want to make a documentary?

Barbara laughed to herself as she closed out Paul Sophia’s feed to return to her messages with Leon. She wished the project were already history and that she could forget he even existed, but maybe Leon had been brought into her life for a reason. Maybe she was meant to bring out his girly desires.

Wasn’t that why he had long hair? To feel like a girl? Surely that was the reason! Barbara had to believe it was the truth if she was ever going to gather up the courage to push Leon in the right direction. She wanted to feminize him, but she would have to be careful. If she pushed too hard, he would go running for the hills.

Barbara: I’ve actually been wanting to talk about our project. Can you meet?

They only had a couple weeks left until they had to turn in the project, but Barbara honestly wasn’t concerned. She had been gathering data the entire semester and could throw together a PowerPoint in a few hours if it came down to it, but when would she ever get the chance to barter Leon’s masculinity against his desires again?

Leon: Yes, we can meet! I thought you would have sent the PowerPoint by now. We’re running out of time!

Barbara could feel Leon’s panic through the words on the screen, but she was feeling much calmer than usual. She no longer worried about when they would finish or whether their project had enough data. She was happy to make a documentary if Leon was willing to play by her rules.

Barbara: When can you meet?

Leon: ASAP!

Barbara chuckled to herself. She felt bad for Leon. He probably hated her for shutting him down and then never sending the PowerPoint, but she hadn’t expected her life to change so drastically in the past week, but she was happy it did.

Barbara felt like she could finally move from behind the computer and try out her desires with a man in the real world, even if that man had no idea what was coming his way. Barbara kept telling herself that he had long hair because part of him wanted to feel like a girl, even if it was a small part.

Maybe he loved the way his hair felt when it blew in the wind. Maybe he loved being able to whip it over his shoulder, which Barbara had seen him do once or twice.

Perhaps her frustrations were more than a simple disagreement on what type of presentation would be best. It was possible, even probable, that Barbara had been struggling with her feelings for Leon since they were put together for the project.

She’d pictured him all dressed up and feminized like her crush Paul Sophia on more than one occasion. Leon would look so cute in a short pink dress with matching eye shadow. He could even do a smokey, goth look. He had the most gorgeous olive skin and big brown eyes.

Barbara often lost herself thinking about how cute Leon really was. It was a fact that she never wanted to admit to herself, let alone anyone else. Yazmin and Trisha were her only friends, but the three of them were nerds. They only talked about famous, manly guys. The men every girl was supposed to adore. The very boys Barbara didn’t even like.

She had yet to tell Yazmin and Trisha about her crush on Paul Sophia. She worried they would judge her and stop studying with her, and she really needed them as study buddies more than anything. Being a math major was hard and talking out the problems really helped.

Cindy and Annette were opening up to Barbara, but they wouldn’t understand if she started going on about how much she wanted to reach out and push her fingers through Leon’s hair when they were together.

Barbara: Can you meet tonight? For dinner?

Not even a minute passed before Barbara’s phone vibrated. She picked it up with a huge smile on her face, feeling like Leon was right where she needed him. Somewhere between passion and hate.

Leon: Dinner? Really? Sure. Send me a place and a time. You better not be late!

Barbara: I won’t be. Don’t worry.


CHAPTER 5

Leon was walking to meet Barbara at a café she’d suggested. It was close to his apartment, which was near campus, but it probably wasn’t far enough for him to walk off the anger coursing through his veins. He had his hands balled into fists and could feel screams bubbling at the back of his throat.

The café wasn’t far enough, as Leon predicted, so he walked around the block twice before stepping through the doors. Barbara was at a table in the back corner with a view of the window. She waved and smiled at him, but Leon wondered if she’d seen him walk past the restaurant several times before coming inside.

The wash of humiliation cooled him a degree, and he felt all wobbly as he walked across the room to the booth where Barbara was sitting. She already had an iced tea with a ripped sugar packet sitting by its side.

“Leon, it’s so good to see you,” Barbara said and stood from the booth when Leon approached. She threw open her arms and wrapped them around Leon, catching him completely off guard.

“Yeah… it’s… good to see you too.”

“How have you been? We haven’t seen each other in like a week!”

“I’ve been okay, but we’re losing a lot of time, Barbara. I thought you would have sent me the PowerPoint by now. I have some pictures and videos ready, but I need to see how they’ll fit with your stuff. We can’t save this for the last second!”

Barbara took a deep breath and widened her eyes, staring at Leon with a blank expression. He noticed how pretty she looked as the seconds passed and grew a bit calmer. She’d never worn makeup when they met up before. Not that she needed it, but whatever she’d done to her face made her look angelic.

“I’m not saving anything for the last second, Leon.”

“Sorry,” Leon said and rubbed his eye. Barbara looked even more beautiful than a second ago. He was forgetting why he’d been angry in the first place. Her voice was so sweet, and she looked endlessly innocent.

“Don’t worry. I only want us to succeed, so I’ve been thinking about your idea, and I kind of like it.”

Barbara’s words completely disarmed Leon. “Really?”

“Yeah, it’s interesting, and I doubt anyone else in the class will be able to compete if we go through with it, which would basically guarantee us high marks on the project.”

“Yeah! Let’s be original!”

Barbara smiled at Leon. The server approached before she could reply, and she ordered a chicken salad sandwich. Leon got a club sandwich and a frappe to drink. Barbara pulled out her phone while he ordered and continued scrolling even after the server walked away from the table.

Leon cleared his throat to get Barbara’s attention. She kept scrolling until Leon cleared his throat a second time.

“Are you being serious about doing my idea?” Leon asked, feeling like it was too good to be true. Barbara had fought against the idea so fiercely and for such a long time. Why the change of heart? What angle was she working?

“Yeah, I’m being serious.”

“But?”

Barbara sighed, knowing she couldn’t keep her idea hidden forever, but she didn’t have to give Leon all the details. Today wasn’t the day to tell him that she wanted to turn him into a girl. He had to fall a bit more in love first.

“Let’s just say I’m hoping that if I rub your back that you’ll rub mine in return?”

Leon swallowed. “You don’t want me to do something illegal, do you?”

Barbara chuckled. “Nothing illegal. I promise.”

“Okay,” Leon said with a long draw of his voice.

“Is that a yes?”

Leon really wanted to go through with his idea for the documentary, but at what cost? He had no idea what Barbara would want from him, but she was looking at him with a devilish glare, like she wanted to do unspeakable things.

Was it sex she wanted? If that was the case, Leon was more than willing, but then he had a second thought. Was Barbara into some weird shit? Would she want to pee on him or something? Leon definitely wouldn’t want that, but what were the chances?

Leon bit his lip as he considered Barbara’s offer.

“Can’t you give me a hint of what you’ll want?”

“Not until we’re closer to finishing the project. I don’t want to mess up our grades.”

“That’s fair,” Leon said, but the unknown caused him to feel a bit panicked. Was this project really worth whatever Barbara wanted? What was so wrong with a PowerPoint anyway? “Uh…”

“What will it be?” Barbara asked with that same devilish smirk.

For whatever reason, Leon agreed to Barbara’s offer.


CHAPTER 6

The project was moving along well. Barbara and Leon had found three different retirees to agree to their video. They each showcased different findings from their studies, and Barbara was honestly loving her project the more they got into it, and she was also loving all the ideas that popped into her head about feminizing Leon’s slender body.

He had the cutest waistline and would probably pass as a girl with a little tissue in a bra on his chest. Barbara couldn’t wait to tell Leon what she wanted, but she was still waiting. They had a lot more work to do on the project before she would be ready.

She didn’t want Leon running from what she suspected he wanted and ruining her GPA. Barbara planned on graduating with honors and that came before her desires to turn Leon into her version of Paul Sophia, except one she was hoping she could date.

Now that Barbara wasn’t hating Leon, she was starting to see his redeeming qualities. He was attentive, passionate, sensitive, caring, and intelligent. He would make an incredible woman, and Barbara couldn’t wait to see how far she could push him.

“We have all the shots we need now, right?” Barbara asked as she and Leon walked to their cars in the parking lot of the retirement community.

“Yes, I believe so.”

“How much more editing do you think we have to do?”

“Probably a few hours. I can do it, though. You don’t need to worry.”

“I want to help you,” Barbara said with a soft smile. “Can we meet tomorrow to do it?”

“Yeah,” Leon said. “I’d like that.”

“Awesome, meet me at our café? Around five?”

“I’ll be there.”

“See you then.” Barbara felt excited as she waved goodbye and turned toward her car. She covered her stomach, feeling the butterflies fluttering around like crazy. She was getting close to the moment when she would have to tell Leon her true intensions. Barbara only hoped he was ready to hear them.


CHAPTER 7

Barbara was having lunch with her friends from the math department, Yazmin and Trisha. They were talking about the same boring hunk of a movie star that everyone else talked about. Sometimes they could be so basic, and it honestly killed Barbara.

“Hey, I have a question.”

Yazmin and Trisha looked at Barbara, waiting for her to continue.

Barbara cleared her throat. She’d pulled up a photo of her crush, Paul Sophia. He wasn’t the most famous person in the world, but he had a large following. Barbara hoped she wouldn’t lose her friends slash study buddies, but she had to tell them about her crush.

“Do you guys know who Paul Sophia is?”

Trisha shook her head, but Yazmin squealed and covered her mouth. “I love Paul Sophia! Why? Do you not like him or something?” Yazmin asked in a lowered voice.

“No, not at all! I love him too!”

Yazmin screamed and lifted her hand into the air. She laced her fingers with Barbara’s.

Trisha felt left out and crossed her arms. “Who is Paul Sophia?”

Barbara picked up her phone and turned the screen toward Trisha to show her a picture of Paul Sophia. She squinted and tilted her head as she stared at the photo.

“Is that a boy or a girl?”

“Technically, Paul Sophia is a boy, but he doesn’t mind being called a girl. He’s without a gender, neither male nor female,” Barbara said.

Yazmin grinned wildly. “Yeah, Trisha! He’s the queen of makeup. I love all of his makeup and fashion tutorials! Plus, the way he talks about celebrity gossip. I’ve literally peed myself laughing.”

“Me too!” Barbara said.

“Gross,” Trisha said and crossed her arms.

“What?”

“All of it. You peeing yourself and that freak. He should just choose one gender and stick with it.”

Yazmin and Barbara shared a look, both agreeing Trisha had lost her mind. Paul Sophia was fabulous. He was everything a girly boy should be, and Barbara couldn’t stop thinking what Leon would look like if she just put a little makeup on his face and dressed him in something cute. She could even shave his legs. Curl his hair. He’d make such an adorable girl!

“Oh, what? You guys are looking at me with those judgmental eyes. Can’t we agree to disagree? I just don’t like boys who dress like girls. It’s weird.”

“What about girls who dress like boys?” Yazmin asked to push Trisha’s buttons.

“Equally weird.”

“What does dressing like a boy even mean? If it’s wearing jeans and t-shirts, don’t we do that all the time?”

“Yeah, but that’s different,” Trisha said in her defense.

Barbara didn’t add much else to the conversation. She wasn’t going to hate Trisha because of her opinions of Paul Sophia, but she imagined there was a time when women got judged for wearing anything that remotely resembled men’s clothing, yet that had changed. Could the same be done for men?

Dresses and skirts were awfully comfortable and freeing, so why shouldn’t they be allowed to wear them? Barbara imagined a future where men were just as ‘girly’ as girls, and the thought put a smile on her face.

“Shouldn’t we study?” Trisha asked to change the conversation.

“Good idea,” Barbara said.

Yazmin looked at Barbara with a side eye, but all Barbara could do was shrug. Trisha was a sweetheart, even if they didn’t agree on Paul Sophia’s beauty, they could agree on the beauty of numbers, and honestly, Trisha was incredible at explaining concepts Barbara sometimes struggled to grasp, so Barbara wouldn’t kick her to the curb, but she definitely probably wouldn’t tell Trisha about her feminization fantasies.

Perhaps she could tell Yazmin, though. She wished to have a friend she could trust with her secrets. Her roommates were sweet and helpful, but she would always be the third in that trio.

Maybe it could be different with Yazmin. Maybe she had feminization fantasies of her own. Any girl who had a crush on Paul Sophia probably wanted a girly boy, at least a little bit.

Barbara waited until Trisha was walking away to run after Yazmin. She didn’t hate Trisha, but she was looking at her a bit differently, but the same was true about Yazmin, and Barbara was longing to make a connection.

“Hey, wait up!”

Yazmin stopped and turned around with a smile on her face. She waved with her arm pressed tightly against her chest.

“Hey, Barbara! What’s up?”

Barbara was never one to make friends, but the time had come. She was tired of hiding around like a hermit. She had a full life online, but why couldn’t she have something in the real world?

“I was just wondering if you wanted to hang out.”

“I would love that! I had no idea you liked Paul Sophia!”

Barbara blushed a bit and covered her mouth. She couldn’t believe what she was about to say, but the words were like ripping off a bandage. It had to be done at some point.

“He’s probably my biggest crush,” Barbara admitted in a whisper.

“Mine too!”

“That’s awesome,” Barbara said. She had her hands clasped together, still feeling nervous about having run after Yazmin, but the exchange gave her bundles of confidence. Barbara felt assured, like she didn’t have to be afraid of being herself.

“I have to get going, but text me, and we’ll set something up.”

“Okay!”

Yazmin waved and ran down the hall. Barbara watched her go, feeling like she’d made a friend, like she could do what she really wanted.

Make a boyfriend.

Barbara turned on her heel and walked in the opposite direction of Yazmin. Her thoughts were on Leon, wondering how he would react when she told him that she wanted to turn him into a girl. That she’d been searching for pretty dresses and lingerie in his size online.

He would probably hate her, but Barbara knew that hate was the opposite of love, and it was clear that Leon was falling a bit in love with her. He was happier and calmer every time they were together, and they were nearing the end of their project, so Barbara would soon have to strike.


CHAPTER 8

Barbara and Leon were working on the final aspects of their project. They were at their café not too far from campus. They had a quiet table in the corner where they could edit the videos they’d recorded.

The retirees went into a lot of detail during the interviews, which gave them plenty of footage to fill the ten allotted minutes. They’d also recorded a lot of voiceovers over the previous view nights to explain how the art increased the psychological well-being of the retirees. All the information they gathered made for an interesting documentary.

“This is going to be incredible,” Barbara said as they added some data charts to the video. “We’re going to have the best project in the class.”

“Aren’t you glad you listened to my idea?”

Barbara looked at Leon with a cross expression. She didn’t want to admit defeat, but his idea had been genius. Barbara never thought that their PowerPoint would be enough to get more than a decent grade, but the documentary they’d created together was captivating. It hit the heart in a way that a simple presentation never could.

“What? You can’t admit it, can you?” Leon chuckled.

“I can admit it! I just don’t want to.” Barbara crossed her arms over her chest.

“You’re ridiculous,” Leon said and let his body fall onto Barbara’s without thinking. She froze, and he did the same. They looked at each other as the tension bubbled over between them.

It’d gotten more intense every time they hung out to work on the project. Barbara didn’t know how much more she could take, but she had little to wait until they turned in their project, until she would be free to expose her true colors to Leon.

“What?” Barbara asked in a breath.

Leon paused, still clinging to Barbara. He felt like a fool, but he’d been feeling like a fool ever since Barbara agreed to his project idea. He couldn’t believe how angry he’d been with her. How was it even possible when she was so perfect?

“I want to kiss you,” he admitted.

Barbara couldn’t let him kiss her. She couldn’t give him the upper advantage. She had to play hard-to-get. Not too hard, but enough to have Leon feeding out of the palm of her hand.

“Leon! Please!”

Leon lifted himself off Barbara in an instant, but she reached out to comfort him before the humiliation took hold. She stared at him with those loving eyes, which confused him. Why wouldn’t she just give him a kiss? How hard was it to pucker her lips? Didn’t she want to kiss him?

“It’s not you. It’s just… I’m not very experienced.”

“Me neither!” Leon said readily.

Barbara blushed. She loved how innocent Leon was. He was an artist, but there was something untouched about his soul, like he was keeping it guarded from everyone but letting Barbara see his true colors. He was tough and wasn’t afraid to yell, but they were harmless barks. Leon wasn’t the type to bite.

“I want to kiss you, but I don’t want to complicate things until we present our project.”

Leon was disappointed, but he understood where Barbara was coming from. Grades were important to her. More so to her than they were to him, but he could respect her desire to wait. Leon was more than willing to wait for Barbara now that he’d gotten to know her. She was incredibly amazing. The woman of his dreams, even though he thought he hated her at one point.

Barbara smiled and patted Leon on the thigh, and then she turned her attention back to the computer, encouraging Leon to do the same.


CHAPTER 9

“Dude, she’s amazing. I’m telling you. I’ve never met anyone like her,” Leon said excitedly to his best friend Christopher. He’d already shown Christopher all the pictures he could find of Barbara online. He had all of them saved as screenshots.

“And this girl likes you?” Christopher asked in a doubtful voice.

“Yeah, man! Why wouldn’t she like me? What are you trying to say?”

“Nothing!”

Leon narrowed his eyes at Christopher before picking up the sandwich he’d gotten from the university’s cafeteria. They were eating lunch together between classes. They’d met in a philosophy class freshman year, as they were both philosophy minors, and had been friends since.

Christopher was a business major. Leon could never imagine reading all of those boring textbooks that Christopher had to suffer through, but they didn’t talk much about school. They loved to discuss the problems in the world.

Not that Leon was thinking about much beyond Barbara. She was consuming his thoughts.

“It’s just… you sound a bit excited. Are you sure this Barbara chick feels the same way you do?”

“Yes!”

Christopher threw up his hands. He didn’t want to argue, but he’d seen Leon get a little obsessive over a girl in the past, and it didn’t turn out well. He’d never been right since the girl he was dating freshman year broke up with him, but he was always a bit too clingy and excitable.

“Sorry, man. It’s hard for me not to think about what happened with Vanessa.”

“Don’t say her name! That’s history!”

“Right,” Christopher said.

Leon clenched his jaw. There was nothing he hated more than thinking about Vanessa. They’d dated all throughout freshman year, and he thought they really had something. Leon even pictured marrying her at one point, but then she left him for another man.

They’d fooled around a few times, but Vanessa always acted like she wasn’t in the mood. Leon used to drive himself crazy trying to read up on how to be a better man for his girlfriend, but nothing he did was enough, but then that gym rat came along, and Vanessa was spreading her legs like a slut.

Leon couldn’t blame her though. Kelvin was hot. He was the guy all the girls wanted, and he’d picked Vanessa out from the crowd. The entire ordeal still gave Leon nightmares, but he’d learned how to accept it. The pain had dulled, and now there was Barbara!

The girl who almost kissed him!

“Look, I know why you’re worried. I’ve chased away a few girls, but it was completely different this time. I wasn’t even thinking about Barbara like that until recently!”

“But now you’re obsessed, right?”

Leon chewed on the inside of his lip. He didn’t like getting called out by Christopher, but his friend was right. Leon was bordering on obsession with Barbara, and how much did he really know about her? What if she was crazy?

She still hadn’t told him exactly what it was she wanted for agreeing to the documentary, but Leon cared less and less as time passed. Had that been her plan all along? A cold rush washed over Leon as the thought crossed his mind.

Leon didn’t know what he was getting himself into with this Barbara girl, but he’d better watch himself before he ended up behind bars for robbing a bank. Leon thanked Christopher for talking some sense into him before they parted ways to head to class.


CHAPTER 10

The project went exceedingly well. The entire class complimented Barbara and Leon on their video. Several even asked for copies to be sent to them. Both were confident they’d get good grades, but there was still the problem of their lingering tension.

Barbara had yet to tell Leon about her fantasies of feminizing his slender frame, but the desires were growing too intense to ignore. She’d thought about running her plans by her roommates when they were sitting around watching TV the other day, but it didn’t feel right, so she invited Yazmin out for a walk in the park to see if she could tell her.

“How’s it been?” Yazmin asked as she sat next to Barbara on a park bench.

“Pretty well! I just turned in a killer project, and I’m hoping to get an A!” Barbara crossed her fingers as she held them by the side of her face.

“I hope you get an A too!”

“Thanks. What about you? Anything new?”

“Paul Sophia liked one of my comments!”

“That’s awesome! Which one?”

Yazmin pulled out her phone to show Barbara the comment she’d left on Paul Sophia’s page. They went back to his wall of images and scrolled through them, commenting on how sexy he looked in some of the shots. His hair was never ugly, and his makeup was always on point.

“Speaking of Paul Sophia…” Barbara said and let her voice linger.

“What?” Yazmin asked.

Barbara had been wanting to tell someone about her secret life for ages, but could she really trust Yazmin? What if she didn’t understand? What if she got jealous?

Yazmin lifted an eyebrow as she waited for Barbara to say something. “Did you hear some gossip?”

“No, it’s nothing like that.”

“What? Do you really hate him or something?”

“No! He’s still my biggest crush, or well, maybe he’s my second biggest crush.”

Yazmin screeched. “What? Dish! What have you not been telling me? Is there a boy in your life?”

“Kind of, but that’s the thing.”

Yazmin leaned her head forward when Barbara fell silent a second time. “What’s the thing, girl? You’re barely giving me breadcrumbs to follow. Spit it out!”

“The guy I like is a bit boyish for me, so I want to make him like a girl.”

“No way! That’s hot!” Yazmin waved her hand in her face. “Did he agree to it?”

Barbara licked her lips. She’d been pondering how she would tell Leon for weeks. She even ordered him some of those sexy dresses and lingerie she had bookmarked. The women’s clothing had already arrived, and all Barbara needed was to work up the courage to tell Leon that she wanted to turn him into her girl. She’d even thought up several different speeches, highlighting his excellent grooming skills and long hair. The man clearly moisturized his skin.

“You haven’t told him yet, have you?” Yazmin asked. She’d turned her body toward Barbara, completely engrossed in the conversation. It was her dream to find a girly boy to love. She had plenty of internet crushes, but Yazmin never had a boyfriend who was open to wearing skirts and lip gloss and wigs.

Barbara bit her lip and shook her head. “I don’t know how to tell him.”

“Who is this guy?”

“I’m pretty sure I complained about him once. The guy I got paired with to do a project for psychology class.”

“Yes! You told us about him!”

“He has the prettiest hair.”

“Really? Do you have a picture?”

Barbara also had screenshots of Leon on her phone. He had several photos of himself on his social media page, along with a lot of pictures of artwork. He seemed to spend a lot of time at art shows, which was something Barbara never did, but she would go to one if Leon wanted.

“He’s so hot! He could definitely pass as a girl.”

“You think?”

“Yes!”

Barbara laughed. She loved having Yazmin in her life, and she loved that she could share her true self with someone. There was no judgement in Yazmin’s voice when she spoke. She truly wanted Barbara to feminize Leon. Yazmin thought it was a good idea, which gave Barbara a bit more courage.

“When are you going to tell him?” Yazmin asked.

A breeze swept past them, lifting Barbara’s hair from her shoulder and blowing a bit into her face. She swept it behind her ear, and then she sighed. When she would tell Leon was the ultimate question, but it would have to be soon.

“The next time I see him,” Barbara said.

“Promise?”

“Yes,” she said with a laugh.

Yazmin lifted an eyebrow and gave Barbara a serious look, so Barbara reaffirmed her commitment to telling Leon. It was now or never, and Barbara knew she would forever regret it if she let the moment pass.


CHAPTER 11

Barbara had a bunch of lingerie and women’s clothing tucked away in a box at the back of her closet. She was waiting for the right moment to reveal them to Leon, but she figured she would try something a little easier first. If he rubbed her back, she would rub his in return.

“Thanks for coming over,” Barbara said as she walked over to Leon with a glass of ice water. She passed it to him before sitting next to him on the couch.

“Of course. I’m so happy we got an A on that project,” Leon said.

“Me too,” Barbara said and reached out to touch Leon’s thigh. She looked into his brown eyes, letting her gaze travel along the waves of his silky hair. It looked so soft and luscious, and Barbara was dying to touch it.

“Did you want to go out to celebrate? I’ll buy us dinner.” Leon had been wanting to ask Barbara out all week, so he was beyond delighted when she texted him to hang out, telling her that she was ready to tell him what she wanted, and Leon thought he might be willing to do anything for her.

“Maybe, but I want to tell you what I’ve been thinking first.”

Leon lifted his shoulders and scooted closer to Barbara on the couch. They’d come so far since arguing over which presentation style was best, and Leon just wanted to please Barbara.

“What is it?”

Barbara scooted a touch closer to Leon. He had to catch his breath his heart was racing so fast, and it only beat faster when Barbara pushed her hand up Leon’s thigh.

Her roommates were out of town for the night to attend a concert, so they didn’t have to worry about anyone interrupting them. They could fool around and take as long as they wanted, and Barbara planned to take full advantage, as long as Leon was willing to play by her rules.

“I was hoping we could have some fun,” Barbara said into Leon’s ear. She felt him tense beneath her touch, but that only turned her on more. She loved how much control she could have over him.

If she could get Leon past this first step, there was no telling how far he could go. The potential was intoxicating. Barbara had to steady herself before she fainted with desire.

“You might not like what I have to say.”

“Just tell me, please. I’m tired of all the waiting.”

“I was hoping you would shave.”

“I shaved this morning,” Leon said and rubbed his fingertips along his smooth chin. He didn’t grow much facial hair, but he shaved the little he got. He also only had a few hairs on his chest, so Leon was more than willing to shave those if that was what Barbara wanted. He didn’t love them as it was.

“Yes, and your face looks lovely, but I was talking about your legs.”

“My legs?”

“Your legs, armpits, and basically anywhere except your arms.”

Leon swallowed and glanced down at his crotch. “Are you talking about my … too?” Leon didn’t have the heart to say the word dick. He kept it trimmed, but he’d never shaved that area of his body once in his life, and he couldn’t imagine it bare, but that was a small price to pay to sleep with Barbara.

“Yeah. I hope that doesn’t sound weird, but I don’t like body hair.”

“No, it’s okay. Did you want me to do it now?”

Barbara bit her lip and returned her hand to Leon’s thigh. She let her hand move far north until it was just below his balls. She pressed her hand against their weight, imagining what they would look like in a pair of lacey panties once Leon shaved them clean.

“Is that too much to ask?”

“No, but I don’t have anything to do it.”

“I have everything you need. I was so worried about asking you, and you’re being such a good sport! I’ll help you if you want.”

Leon didn’t want Barbara to see him naked in the shower trying to shave his body clean. His dick would probably be all shriveled up. He would probably bend over and expose parts of himself he wasn’t quite ready for Barbara to see.

“It’s okay. Can you give me the stuff to shave?”

“Yeah!”

Barbara hopped up from the couch and tugged Leon toward the bathroom. She gave him the shaving cream and a fresh razor and told him that she would be waiting in the living room to give him a special surprise once he was all clean and bare.

Barbara was hot and a little wet when she reached into her panties to press her hand against her womanhood. She couldn’t stop staring at the bathroom door, wondering what Leon looked like as he shaved his body. She was so ready to have him, so hungry for his touch, but she would have to stay in control, so she removed her hand from her panties.

Leon couldn’t get his treat until he was exactly how Barbara wanted him and not a second before.


CHAPTER 12

It took Leon about thirty minutes to come out of the shower with the towel wrapped around his waist. Barbara stood from the couch. She’d washed her hands and was watching a sitcom, but it was hardly keeping her attention. All she could think about was her boy and how she wanted to turn him into her girl.

“How was it?” Barbara asked as she approached Leon.

“I feel so naked! I never knew I had that much hair.”

“Let me take a look,” Barbara said and touched her finger to Leon’s bare chest. She slowly moved it down his abs as she spoke. “Let me make sure you got every spot. You won’t get your treat until you’re completely bare.”

Leon swallowed as Barbara’s finger traveled further and further south. He was rock hard beneath his boxer briefs by the time Barbara undid the towel and let it fall to the floor. She bit her lip and complimented the sight she’d found, and Leon nearly came in his underwear when she cupped his dick.

“Nice and thick. I bet this would feel amazing in my pussy, wouldn’t it?”

“Yes,” Leon said in a breath.

“How badly do you want to stick your dick in my pussy?”

“So badly!”

Leon had to step away from Barbara before he came all over himself, which would be completely humiliating. He sucked in a sharp breath, nearly collapsing to the floor. He’d never had a girl touch him so sexually. When Vanessa touched him, she never used much passion. Their sex was lackluster at best.

“Let me see how you did shaving,” Barbara said and pulled down Leon’s boxer briefs before he could stop her. His hardened cock stood at attention as she slid the underwear down his smooth legs.

Leon was speechless. He didn’t know what to say, and he had to hold his breath, or he might cum. He didn’t want to jizz all over Barbara’s beautiful hair before they even had a chance to do something. Leon gasped when Barbara lifted his balls. She snickered and shook her head.

“Babe, you totally missed some spots.”

Leon paled. He still couldn’t find the words to respond, and he about lost it when Barbara wrapped her plump lips around his cock. She had them halfway down his shaft in an instant, staring up at him with the sexiest look Leon had seen in his life.

“Holy fucking shit.”

Barbara smiled with her lips wrapped around Leon’s shaved cock, and he was having to curl his toes and breathe slowly and do everything else he could think of to steady himself and not cum. He had to enjoy this moment, even if holding his load was next to impossible.

Barbara bobbed her head a few moments before pulling her lips completely off Leon’s dick. She held it in her still hand as she looked up at him, ready to get rid of the last patches of hair he missed to see how far he was willing to go. Barbara hoped the preview was enough to get what she most wanted.

“Do you want me to keep going?”

“Yeah,” Leon said in a breath.

“You’ll have to finish shaving if you want that. Got it?”

Leon nodded, glancing over his shoulder at the bathroom door. “Can you help me?”

“It would be my pleasure,” Barbara said and stood to follow Leon to the bathroom.

***

Barbara was kneeling behind Leon as he bent over the bathroom sink. She was ridding him of hair in his sensitive areas, and she’d never been so turned on in her life. She couldn’t believe that Leon was letting her do this to him, and she couldn’t wait to show Leon the gifts she’d gotten him.

“There,” Barbara said after a few minutes of shaving. “I think you’re completely bare. We just need to moisturize your skin.”

“Okay,” Leon said. He stayed there, gripping the edge of the kitchen sink. All he could think about was how amazing it’d felt to have Barbara’s lips wrapped around his dick. He just wanted to go back to that moment, so he would do whatever Barbara asked to get there.

Barbara covered Leon’s shaved skin with some of her favorite lotion. It was thin and extra hydrating and not at all greasy. Leon moaned as she rubbed the lotion into his skin, and she couldn’t stop watching how his dick was growing in the mirror.

Barbara reached around Leon’s body to wrap her hand around his member after finishing with the lotion. She couldn’t resist his cock’s pull, especially now that it was all cute and hairless and innocent looking. She just wanted to wrap a little bow around it and douse it in perfume.

“Fuck, Barbara. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Why don’t you let one out? Do you think you can get hard for me again?”

“Yes,” Leon said in a breath.

“Good,” Barbara said. She stood behind Leon’s naked body and stroked his cock, her breasts pressing up against his back. They stared at each other through the mirror as Barbara worked his cock. Their eye contact was intense, and it wasn’t even a minute before Leon was hollering out, cum flying from his tip.

“Fuck!”

“Yes, baby! Cum for me!”

Leon cursed a thousand different words as the cum kept flying from his dick, forming a puddle on the bathroom floor. He had no idea where it was all coming from, but damn, there was a lot. He dropped his head when the flood of cum finally abated.

“Damn, boy. That’s a lot of cum.”

“Yeah,” Leon said in a huff.

Barbara was all hot, squeezing her thighs together. She’d never watched a guy cum like that and it had her feeling hornier than she ever had.

“Clean it up,” Barbara said and threw him a towel.

Leon dropped to his knees and wiped up the cum, and then he was shocked to find Barbara standing behind him when he lifted his head, naked except for a pair of skimpy white panties. Her nipples were hard, and her brown hair was hanging down her chest.

Leon’s mouth opened in a delighted shock as he took in the sight of her beauty, completely speechless, already getting a little hard again, even though he’d just cum harder than he ever had in his life.

“Like what you see?”

Leon nodded vigorously.

“Want to keep going?”

“Please.”

“There are a few more things you’ll need to do.”

“Anything,” he said.

Barbara smirked. “I hope you mean that.”


CHAPTER 13

Leon was on his knees in the middle of Barbara’s bedroom, completely naked and ready for whatever Barbara was getting from her closet. He would do whatever she wanted. He just couldn’t lose this feeling because he was having the time of his life. Barbara made him feel emotions he never thought possible.

Barbara emerged from her closet with a tiny box. She stood in front of Leon, still only wearing a skimpy pair of panties, and she passed Leon the box.

“Open it,” she said.

Leon looked at the box, studying it for a second before taking a breath and removing the lid. He was confused when he saw a black thong, but he quickly put the pieces together, realizing he hadn’t shaved his body hair for nothing.

“You want me to wear these?”

Barbara nodded. “To start.”

“To start?”

“Put on the thong, Leon. It’ll look so cute on your shaved body.”

It was a little black thong with a ribbon bow below the bellybutton. There wasn’t a hair on Leon’s torso, and Barbara was dying to see how it would look. Leon already looked pretty girly with his smooth body and long hair, but the thong would put him over the edge.

Leon swallowed. He’d always held a mild curiosity about lingerie and how he would look in it. Not enough to go out and buy some, but now this gorgeous woman was handing him some to wear, so who was he to deny the moment?

Leon stood and slid the black thong up his legs, and it fit perfectly. Barbara clapped and stepped forward to grab Leon’s waist. She pulled him close and pushed their hips together.

“Don’t we look so cute?”

Leon glanced down at his panty-clad crotch and wondered what the hell he was doing, but then he saw that bright smile on Barbara’s face, and his worries melted away.

“This is between you and me, right?”

“Who would I tell?” Barbara asked, like she wouldn’t fire off a text to Yazmin the second Leon left. “Of course it’s between us!”

Leon let out a little breath. “Yeah, I guess we look pretty cute.”

“Don’t you love getting in touch with your feminine side?”

Leon didn’t know if that was a trick question, but he knew he liked it when Barbara played with his cock, so he could put on a few womanly items if that was what she really wanted.

“It’s not so bad.”

“Your hair is so pretty,” Barbara said and reached out to touch it. She’d touched it earlier, but now she was really working her hands into it, and then she was pushing Leon down to his knees.

He didn’t resist, sinking to the floor, looking up at Barbara with desire in his eyes. Barbara still had her fingers in Leon’s hair, so she gripped it and pulled it back, making him look up at her.

“Take off my panties.”

Leon swallowed. He lifted his hands slowly. Barbara loosened her grip to let Leon work. He pulled her panties down, inch by inch, completely mesmerized when he revealed her wet, glistening pussy. She wasn’t completely bare, but her tiny patch of hair was perfectly trimmed and turned Leon on to no end. He moaned deeply when Barbara snaked her fingers back into his hair.

“Eat my pussy, girl!”

Leon thought her saying girl was just a mistake. He was so lost in the wonderous scent and taste of her womanhood that he didn’t think anything of it as he worked her to a climax with his tongue.

“Yeah! Right there!”

Leon had his thumb on Barbara’s clit, running his tongue over Barbara’s wet, gushing pussy, trying to soak up every drop of her juices that he could. Barbara moved her hand to the back of Leon’s head as her moans grew in intensity. She pushed his head firmly against her womanhood, but he savored its heat.

“I’m going to cum all over you, girl!”

“Cum on me,” Leon said without missing a beat. He was rock hard in the black thong Barbara had placed him in, and he was so ready to cum a second time. All he wanted was for his girl to cum first, even if it was a little weird that she’d put him in a thong and kept calling him girl, but he honestly felt a little girly and didn’t mind it.

He kind of liked it.

Barbara held Leon’s face in place as he pressed his tongue against her pussy, moving it what little he could. Her screams kept growing louder until they bubbled over into sporadic bursts. Leon felt Barbara cumming, gushing all over him, and he was lost in a wonderland as she did.

He only had to rub his cock through the panties for a second to cum with Barbara, soiling the tiny black thong with his seed. Releasing every ounce of tension in his body as Barbara did the same.

They both cursed when Barbara finally released Leon’s head. She collapsed to the bed, and he fell to the floor. Neither really knew what they’d done, but it felt good, and they both knew that there was plenty more to come.


CHAPTER 14

It’d been a minute since Barbara told her fans that she would reveal her face, which she still planned on doing, but she’d been preoccupied with her thoughts of Leon and how she could turn him into the perfect girl. She’d sent a message to her followers that she’d found the perfect man and that she was hoping he was the one.

Leon was like her little doll, and she couldn’t get enough, but when would he challenge her desires? There was so much more Barbara wanted to do to Leon, like turning him into her sissy, but they’d only fooled around once. How fast could they move? How far could she push him? Barbara planned on finding out once they could escape her roommates.

“So, are you two like a thing now?” Annette asked.

Cindy was sitting next to her with an expecting look on her face. Leon and Barbara hadn’t really had the chance to hang out since their last romp because they were both so busy with school, and Barbara was so excited to finally have the chance to be with her boy.

“Something like that,” Barbara said and placed her hand on Leon’s thigh.

They’d had some iced coffees and were talking about their studies. Just hanging out and getting to know each other. Barbara was trying to make efforts to be less distant and awkward with the people in her life, and it was bringing endless joy, but nothing made her happier than spending time with her girly boy, so she steered the conversation to a place where she could exit the room with Leon.

“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Cindy cooed.

Barbara blushed and shook her head and pushed Leon into her room, quickly shutting the door behind her. She ignored the faint snickers of her roommates, excited to have Leon right where she wanted him.

“I’ve missed you,” Barbara said as she fell by Leon’s side. He was already on her bed, and it took every ounce of willpower Barbara had not to rip off his clothes, but she’d packed her bag and was excited to spend the afternoon at Leon’s place.

“I missed you too.”

“Have you bought any other panties?”

Leon hadn’t, but he’d been rather curious about lingerie. He’d even done some searching online and found a plethora of websites dedicated to men’s lingerie. He couldn’t believe how many comments and reviews the pieces had, and he’d almost pulled out his credit card, but shame stopped him.

He couldn’t be a guy who bought lingerie online, could he?

“Don’t be shy, Leon! You ordered some, didn’t you?”

“No!”

“Did you think about it?”

Leon said nothing, but his eyes said everything he couldn’t. He didn’t know what Barbara was doing to him, but he was definitely changing. He was opening his mind to the possibility of panties, but there was more. He couldn’t help but wonder what he would look like feminized from head to toe when he looked in the mirror.

The thoughts went from light to dark and back. He thought about cutting off all his hair before he saw what it would look like with a dolled-up face, but then he thought that maybe he’d grown out his hair for a reason. Maybe he’d been meant to work with Barbara on a project so she could bring out what Leon suspected had always been there.

“It’s okay if you thought about it,” Barbara said with her finger on Leon’s chest. He was wearing boy clothes, but she imagined him in a pretty dress, chest stuffed with tissues, and she got a little wet thinking about it. “I thought you looked so cute in that black thong. Have you worn it since?”

“I might have put it on once,” Leon said. He’d stared at himself for hours in the mirror, loving how the tiny string of black fabric disappeared between his cheeks. He’d even shaved his body all over again when Barbara suggested it.

“Good,” Barbara said.

“What are you doing to me?” Leon asked in a breath.

“Don’t you like it?”

Leon did, but he was also struggling with his ideas of masculinity. What did it mean that he was a man who liked the feeling of lingerie on his hips? Leon wasn’t hungry for a man’s touch, but maybe he wouldn’t mind a man looking at him… while he was dressed as a woman.

“Leon?”

“I like it!”

“Was that so hard to admit?” Barbara asked in a purr as she held her face above Leon’s, puckering her lips to kiss him.

Their kiss deepened, and Barbara let her hand travel south until it was resting above Leon’s hardened bulge. He moaned into her mouth as his back arched lightly, but Barbara didn’t release him. She moved her hand into Leon’s pants and wrapped her fingers around his warm flesh, loving how heavy he felt in her hand.

“You like that?” she asked.

“Yes,” Leon said in a gasp.

“Good,” Barbara said and pulled her hand from Leon’s underwear. Leon groaned as he realized Barbara was just teasing him, but what could he do? She was in control, and she’d already packed her bag, so she told Leon to get out of bed. They needed to get going.


CHAPTER 15

“You’re all shaved and smooth. It’s like you knew what I had planned for you, or do you secretly love this?”

“It’s not much of a secret, is it?” Leon asked.

They were back at his small one-bedroom apartment, and he felt like he could let his guards down a bit now that they were at his place. Leon preferred living alone to have some privacy, but he never expected privacy would mean letting his girl turn him into a girl, but damn if Leon didn’t love pulling that razor up his lathered leg. He’d even bought the same lotion Barbara had used on him the first time, which she noticed when she went to the bathroom after they got there.

“I guess it’s not much of a secret since you’ve been shaving and moisturizing, but I brought lots of other surprises with me.”

Leon brightened, and his voice got a bit higher than he liked. “Really? What did you bring?”

“Someone’s excited, huh?”

“Is that so bad?”

“Not at all,” Barbara said and placed her hand on Leon’s shoulder. “Brighten up. I’m only teasing you.”

“What did you bring?”

“Have you ever painted your nails?”

Leon shook his head. Barbara gasped and grabbed his wrist, pulling him toward the couch. She was tired of standing around in his small kitchen, and she’d left her bag on the sofa, where she had everything that she needed to turn Leon into a girl.

“I brought a few different colors,” Barbara said as she reached into her oversized purse.

Leon swallowed when he wondered what else might be hiding in that huge bag, but he was ready for whatever Barbara had to throw his way. He’d tried on that thong more than once. He’d even worn it around the house under a pair of jeans. He nearly wore the thong to class but took it off at the last second.

“What color do you want?”

There were three different bottles of polish on the coffee table. Red, pink, and blue. Leon glanced at Barbara’s nails and saw they were painted a deep purple, but the color went well with the white blouse and jeans she was wearing.

“I guess the red,” Leon said.

“That’ll go so well with the dress I brought.”

“Dress?”

Leon’s heartbeat got a bit faster as he glanced at the bag sitting by Barbara’s side. He kind of figured she would try to put him in a dress, but was this what he really wanted? Was he reaching a point of no return?

“Yeah,” Barbara said brightly. “Is that okay?”

There was so much hope on her face, like she really wanted this and would be crushed if Leon rejected her request, but he had to be certain dressing as a girl was something he wanted, but how would he even be able to answer that if he didn’t try it once?

Barbara’s hopeful face hung between them, and then she batted her lashes, and it melted Leon’s heart.

“What the hell? I can do anything once, right?”

Barbara would want Leon as a girl more than once, but this was better than nothing. All Barbara could hope was that Leon loved it when he saw his reflection for the first time once he was all dressed up as a girl. Barbara grabbed the nail polish from the coffee table before Leon lost his nerve.

“Let’s do this,” she said.

Leon took a deep breath before holding out his hand. “Let’s do it.”


CHAPTER 16

Barbara painted Leon’s nails red, and then she put him into a fresh set of white lingerie. She grabbed tissue from the bathroom and stuffed Leon’s bra, making him look even prettier than Barbara’s wildest dreams. She had a pair of white stockings for him to put on, and then she had him slip a dress over his head.

Leon had yet to see himself in the mirror, and Barbara wouldn’t let him get a peek until she finished with his makeup, which she’d only just started. She’d already gone out and bought a bunch of products that would work with his gorgeous olive skin tone.

“How do I look?”

“Incredible,” Barbara said as she blended a liquid foundation into Leon’s skin. It was the right shade, much to her relief. Leon was fidgeting, so she told him to hold still and did her best to work quickly, but she wanted to transform Leon well. She didn’t want him to be able to recognize himself when he looked in the mirror.

“Are you just saying that?”

“No, Leon. You look amazing, and I’m almost finished. Just hold still, please.”

Leon huffed, but he stopped moving, even though all he wanted was to see himself in the mirror. The makeup felt heavy on his skin, and he felt a bit ridiculous wearing a dress with a stuffed bra.

Did he actually look like a girl? Barbara had already done his hair, and now the makeup. It was all a bit much for him, but Barbara seemed endlessly happy, so maybe this was a small price to pay for that happiness.

“Only a few more minutes.”

Leon took deep breaths as Barbara did stuff to his eyes that he could only imagine made him look like a freak, but Leon was quickly proven wrong when he finally saw his reflection. Leon stood there in front of his bathroom mirror feeling like he’d switched bodies.

His curves. His face. The way the makeup made his eyes pop, making them look even browner and brighter than they normally did. Leon stepped closer to the mirror and reached up to touch his face, but Barbara swatted away his hand.

“Don’t ruin my work!”

“How did you do this?”

“Isn’t it amazing?”

“Yes, but—”

“Don’t overthink this, Leon. You’re beautiful.” Barbara stepped by Leon’s side and draped her hands on his feminized shoulders. She stared at her girl through the mirror, wanting to show her off to the world, but Barbara wouldn’t push Leon too much in a day.

Leon nodded and stared at himself for several beats, accepting the fact that the person staring at him in the mirror was indeed him. It wasn’t some illusion. He looked like a girl and could probably fool more than a few guys.

“I’m beautiful,” Leon finally admitted.

“You’re stunning!”

Leon’s face broke into a wide grin as a sense of pride and content washed over him. He didn’t care what anyone thought. Barbara, a wonderful woman, had done this to him. She had guided him and pushed him in all the right directions, and he loved her for it.

“How would you feel about chatting online with some horny guys?”

“Why does that sound like so much fun?”

“Okay, but don’t use your boy voice. Try to talk like a girl.”

Leon nodded and cleared his throat. He had to try like six different voices before he found one that they both liked. It was a touch husky, but it still had feminine qualities, like a woman who’d smoked a few too many cigarettes.

Barbara and Leon went out to his living room. He got out his laptop and placed it on the coffee table. They opened it to one of those random chat sites and turned on the camera and sound. An older, chubby guy popped up first.

“Hey,” Barbara said with a wave.

Leon said hello and waved. They were both standing on their knees, facing each other, only showing their upper bodies to the camera. Leon in his red summer dress and Barbara in the white blouse.

“Hey,” the man said. He quickly moved the camera down to his hard, throbbing cock, and he was cumming in a second! He didn’t even wait to have a little fun, so Barbara sighed and reached out to hit the button for the next person.

A nerdy looking guy with shaggy black hair and a humongous cock popped up. Barbara and Leon gasped when they saw it. The guy was completely naked and standing with his hand around his hardened manhood.

“Hey, girls!”

“Hi!” they said at the same time.

“Fuck, you two are hot. I was kind of hoping to chat with a guy, but I don’t know. What are you guys into?” the man asked as he stroked his cock, like he could go all night.

Barbara lost her breath a second wondering if this man spent all his time chatting with random strangers, stroking that big dick for the entire world to see. Barbara didn’t blame him, though. It was a nice cock.

“We like fooling around together, don’t we, babe?”

“Yes,” Leon said in his husky feminine voice. It was laced with nerves. “This is my girlfriend.”

“So, you guys are lesbians? Too bad.”

The man sighed and disappeared before another guy popped up. He was hunky, and his cock wasn’t in the frame, but his hand was definitely around it, and he looked beyond happy to see Barbara and Leon on his screen.

“Girls, girls. How are you doing?”

“Good,” Barbara purred.

Leon nodded. He was turning redder by the second, but Barbara wasn’t about to let him escape. She wanted to see how far she could push him on the internet before she took him out to the real world. Barbara didn’t care if Leon spoke, though. She only wanted him to act.

“Kiss me,” Barbara said to Leon.

Leon turned his body to Barbara and kissed her. His kiss was timid. It wasn’t as passionate as usual, so Barbara whispered at him to forget about the camera, even though that was next to impossible with the sounds coming from that stranger’s mouth. He was grunting and moaning and telling them to finger themselves.

“I’m going to show him your dick,” Barbara said in a breath.

Leon was in another world. He felt like he wasn’t in his body, like he’d surrendered it to Barbara, so all he did was nod.

“You want us to finger each other?”

“Yes! I’m getting close!”

“You better not cum if you want to play with us! You can’t cum until I tell you to, understand?”

The man nodded and threw his arms into the air. “I’ll stop touching myself. Please, just finger each other. It’d be so fucking hot.”

“There’s one problem,” Barbara said with nothing but joy in her voice. She was living her dream. Leon looked a little humiliated, but she had a feeling he would love it once it was over. Barbara was growing confident that Leon loved how she pushed him. Why else would he have let her dress him up and paint his nails and curl his hair?

“What’s that, baby girl?”

“My girlfriend has a dick,” Barbara said as she lifted up Leon’s dress and pulled down his panties.

“Fucking hell!”

“Do you want to watch me suck her dick?”

“Yes! Put it in your mouth!”

“Show me your cock first,” Barbara demanded.

The man stood and swiftly slid his table to the side. His cock was about as big as the last guy, but his body was a million times more defined. It didn’t look like he had an ounce of fat on his frame, and his hair was perfectly trimmed. He looked healthy and thick, and fuck, he was turning on both Barbara and Leon.

Barbara pushed Leon back. He propped himself up with his arms jutted out behind him as Barbara bent down to wrap her hand and lips around his girly shaft. She swallowed his entire cock whole, and the man on the video cheered her on, telling her to choke on Leon’s cock.

Barbara ignored the man’s words, but she loved his attention, and she loved knowing that she could convince Leon to do this, that he was willing to expose part of himself to the world if it meant being with her. Barbara bobbed her head along Leon’s thickened shaft, feeling like his womanhood was an extension of her own body, like it was the cock she’d always been meant to have in her mouth.

Barbara broke contact after a minute, completely forgetting about the man watching them. He’d fallen silent and was watching every second, edging himself on the other side of the screen in another part of the world.

“Eat my pussy,” Barbara said as she pushed her jeans and panties down to her knees. The man broke his silence and groaned as Barbara pushed Leon’s head to her womanhood.

“Yeah, you like this, guy?”

“You two are fucking hot!”

“You want to stick that big dick in my girl’s ass?”

Leon squeaked on Barbara’s pussy and went to move his head, but she held him in place, shoving her wet lips against his to silence him, drowning him in her girl juices. Leon relaxed, even though the man hollered out that he wanted to pound his ass.

“I’ll fuck your girl’s brains out!”

“Not before me!” Barbara said as she rubbed her pussy all over Leon’s face. She had her fingers locked in his loose curls. She was getting close to cumming and wouldn’t let Leon move until she did. “Cum with me!”

Leon and the man both grabbed their dicks to cum with Barbara as a crescendo of moans left her lips. Leon licked where he could, but Barbara’s grip was tight, and it only got tighter as her orgasm peaked. Barbara bent her head back and cursed as she came all over Leon’s face.

Leon beat his cock, not able to catch his breath, but he didn’t care. He drank Barbara’s nectar. He took all of it. He needed it. It gave him life. It reminded him why this was all worth it. Why there was a pair of tiny white panties cupping his balls, along with the white stockings running up his smooth legs.

Everyone had cum, and their bodies were calming down. Barbara finally released Leon’s head. He gasped and took a breath as he fell back, but it was the best sex he’d ever had. He already wanted more. Barbara was so commanding. So sexy. Everything Leon never knew he could have in a woman.

“Bye,” Barbara said to the man who was still watching them closely. She exited the browser and closed the computer before dropping to the floor by Leon’s side. “Come here,” she said and held out her arms as she fell gently to her back.

Leon lay by her side and stared into her eyes. He could see his reflection in her pupils, his heart filled with love. Barbara was opening Leon’s eyes to what he could have, and the more he discovered, the more he was certain this was what he wanted.

He wanted to be a girl.

At least part of the time.

They cuddled and talked and decided that Leon needed a girl name. He just didn’t know what he wanted it to be, but he would think about it. Leon was too lost in his delight of the moment to care about what people would call him tomorrow, but the name would come. He was sure of it.


CHAPTER 17

“What do you think they want?” Barbara asked Leon as they walked toward the cafeteria. Their professors had asked them to meet them there to discuss something important. They’d already received their grades, and Barbara wasn’t even about to think that they wanted to reduce her A to a B.

Leon shrugged. He was just as lost as Barbara, but he felt safe by her side. He wasn’t wearing a dress or anything, but he had put on a pair of pink panties beneath his jeans, and his hair was extra fabulous since Barbara had suggested a new conditioner and took him to get a haircut.

Their professors, Susan and Jean, were sitting at a far table with cups of coffee. They waved from across the room. Barbara and Leon went to sit with them, and they were all smiles. Barbara and Leon shared a worried glance, but their professors had nothing but good news.

“The local paper wants to run a story about your documentary. We sent them a copy of your documentary, and they’re going to upload it to their website if you agree. We have everything in this folder here. You two just need to head down to their office and talk to the manager. His name is Larry.”

“What?” Barbara gushed. “You guys submitted it?”

“Those retirees took our breath away, and we agreed we had to share it,” Jean said.

“Yes.” Susan nodded her head in agreement.

Barbara threw her arms around Leon and gave him a tight hug before running over to the other side of the table to hug her professors. Everyone got slices of cake to celebrate, but Barbara wanted to celebrate a bit more intimately with her girly boy. She wanted to buy him a new dress and take him out dancing, which she told him when they were walking away from their professors.

“Do you mean it?”

“Yeah, why don’t we go pick you out a dress?”

“Now?”

“What?” Barbara asked with a smirk. “Are you afraid of what the workers might think?”

“No,” Leon said as blush spread across his cheeks. “It’s not that.”

“Are you sure?” Barbara asked in a teasing voice, pushing on Leon’s shoulder.

He stopped and crossed his arms, looking so cute as he pouted. Barbara wrapped her arms around him and reminded him that they were being featured in the local paper! Leon’s spirits lifted.

“I told you the video was better than a PowerPoint.”

“Yeah, so what? And I told you that you would look cute in a dress.”

Leon’s eyes widened, and he looked around to make sure that nobody had heard, but did he really care? He’d already gotten all dressed up and did naughty things on camera, and now he was about to go to the store to pick out a dress for him to wear while they went dancing. Leon relaxed, telling himself that everything would be fine.

“You’re not going anywhere, right?”

“Where would I go?”

Leon shrugged.

“Stop worrying. The only thing you need to worry about is what you’ll be wearing when we go dancing.”

“Okay,” Leon said in his husky feminine voice.


CHAPTER 18

“Stand against the wall! I’m going to send Yazmin a picture,” Barbara said as she reached for her camera. They were over at Leon’s place after finding him the perfect black dress and matching lingerie. It looked so hot on his olive skin, and he was rocking some fake diamonds and heels and looked positively girly.

Leon ran over to the blank white wall. He wasn’t much for decorations, but that could change. He now knew anything was possible, and it felt like nothing could stop Leon.

“I’m Luna, bitch!” Leon shouted and threw open his arms.

Barbara snapped a picture at the perfect moment, capturing the woman within Leon. This person called Luna. This person who was Barbara’s to love, and she couldn’t have felt luckier.

“Luna?”

“Yeah,” she said with a light laugh. It was like Leon had completely disappeared, and this girl had replaced him. “Do you like it?”

“I love it!”

“Thanks.”

“You changed your voice,” Barbara said as she clung to Luna. Her lover, her life. The woman she couldn’t imagine losing.

“Yeah, I’ve been practicing. Do you like it?”

“I like everything about you, Luna. Is this what you want?”

For once, Luna knew it was. She was so happy being with Barbara. Being a girl. She had never felt freer or more alive in her life, and now she was about to go out dancing. All the boys would probably want her and Barbara, but they only wanted each other.

Barbara sent Yazmin the picture as they finished getting ready. She still needed to do her makeup and put on her heels since she’d been so busy helping Luna, but Luna looked fucking gorgeous, and she was about to turn all the heads in the club.

They’d already gone down to the newspaper’s office and signed the papers and did a quick interview with one of the journalists. It wouldn’t be a few months until the article and video went live on their website, but they were going out to celebrate tonight. How could they not after finding Luna the perfect black dress?

Yazmin: Luna looks fucking hot! I wish I were in town to go out with you guys! Have so much fun!

Barbara planned on having plenty of fun. She would reply to Yazmin in the morning. Tonight was all about Luna.

“You ready?”

“Yep,” Luna said.

“Let’s go.”

***

The deejay was playing all the best music, making their hips swing and sway, and the girls didn’t even know if guys were checking them out. They couldn’t take their eyes off each other long enough to look around the club.

“You’re so fucking sexy, Luna.”

“So are you, Barbara.”

Luna had her hand on Barbara’s hip, and Barbara had her fingers deep in Luna’s thick brown hair, wishing she were back at Luna’s place, so she could pull on it while she held Luna in place.

They both had a drink in their systems, but they didn’t need any drugs or substances to fuel their fire. They were burning so hot that neither of them really even wanted to stay at the party, even though they’d only gotten there thirty minutes before.

“Should we go?” Barbara asked.

“Yeah!”


CHAPTER 19

Luna was in the clouds from the rush she’d gotten having people see her in a dress. They were back at her place already, and they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Luna felt like she had twice the life to live with Barbara by her side.

“You’re hard,” Barbara said when she pressed her hand against Luna’s black dress.

“What do you expect, baby? I’m crazy about you.”

Barbara moaned and rubbed the outline of Luna’s girly cock, wanting it deep in her pussy, but then she thought of her other plans. The ones she’d been dreaming of since long before she met Luna. When her fantasies entered the realm of potential reality.

“I’m crazy about you too,” Barbara said as she rubbed Luna’s girly cock tenderly. A taste wouldn’t hurt, so she sank to her knees and lifted Luna’s black dress and moved her tiny piece of lingerie to the side.

Luna’s cock popped out, all veiny and hard and deliciously smooth. Barbara wrapped her fingers around Luna’s base as she looked up into her girl’s eyes and parted her lips, moving them closer and closer to Luna’s tip.

Luna gasped as Barbara closed her lips around her dick. She moaned in a girly breath as Barbara slid her lips down Luna’s shaft, taking as much of her dick as she could. Barbara was hot between her legs, burning up, ready to catch Luna’s load, but then Luna pulled out and covered her dick.

“What’s wrong?” Barbara asked.

Luna shook her head as she caught her breath. She was on the verge of cumming, but she stopped herself because there was something she wanted more.

“Don’t be mad.”

“Why would I be mad?” Barbara asked as she got to her feet.

“I… uh, peeked in your bag when you were in the shower. I saw the strap, and I was hoping you could…” Luna paused as her cheeks reddened. She was so embarrassed to say it, but she’d been thinking about that strap the entire time they were dancing. “…make me feel like a girl.”

Barbara smirked and stepped forward. She wasn’t upset about Luna glancing in her bag. She had purposely left her bag parted in the hopes she would. Barbara reached around to Luna’s backside and pressed her fingers between Luna’s cheeks.

“You want me to fuck your bussy?”

Luna’s dick jumped. “Please!”

“Eat my pussy first.”

Luna nodded and dropped to her knees. She reached up Barbara’s dress and pulled down her panties until they were on the floor. Barbara stepped out of them, and then Luna lifted her dress to reveal her pussy lips and pressed her mouth firmly against Barbara’s hot sex.

She licked as Barbara held her hair. She wasn’t using as much force as before, but her grip was tight, and Luna was ready for it to tighten more at a moment’s notice.

Barbara released Luna and stepped away from her. She took off her dress but kept on her bra, and Luna did the same, but she left on her heels too because she loved how they looked on her feet. Barbara told Luna she was crazy, but Luna loved the heels too much to care.

Barbara grabbed the strap and some lube from her bag. She pushed Luna toward the bed until she was on her hands and knees at its edge. Barbara pushed Luna’s black panties to the side and pressed the tip of her dildo up against her puckered hole.

“Be gentle,” Luna said in a breath.

“Don’t worry, baby.”

Luna nodded, and then Barbara pushed into her bussy. Luna gasped and clenched the sheets beneath her, but she’d wanted to feel like a girl, and this was exactly what she wanted. Once her hole relaxed, it felt like fireworks were exploding across her body as Barbara sank deeper into her.

“You like my dick, girl?”

“I love it!” Luna screamed.

Barbara slapped her ass, dominating a girly boy as she always wanted. Barbara finally found someone who understood her. Who didn’t fear her. Someone who didn’t make her hide who she was. They created memories they could forever cherish when they were together, and that was the sweetest thing of all.

Luna dropped her head and took Barbara’s big dick. Her own cock was throbbing in her panties. She was afraid to touch it. She already felt like she was on the edge of an orgasm. Barbara’s dick was hitting a spot every time she pushed deep, and Luna really didn’t know how much more she could handle.

“I’m getting close,” Luna said in a broken whisper after Barbara hit her spot two more times.

Barbara looked down at her dick, where it was disappearing into Luna’s sweet ass. She’d never imagined she would be there, but fuck, it felt so good. She sketched the image into her memory as she thrusted slowly, savoring all the broken moans and whispers leaving Luna’s lips. Barbara knew they would do it again, but she wished this time could last forever.

“Last a little longer, Luna.”

Luna screamed and stretched her arms out above her. Barbara held Luna’s hips and sank deeper. Then she pulled all the way out to her tip and filled Luna again. Luna hollered out and squeezed the bedding beneath her, and fuck, she looked so good in her lingerie, her long brown hair spread out around her.

Barbara reached her hand into the strap to touch her swollen clit, and she about came, but she wanted to watch Luna take her dick just a second longer.

“I’m getting close too,” Barbara said.

“Push it deep!”

Barbara sank her cock into Luna’s accepting ass, and then Luna screamed out. Barbara reached around to touch her girl’s cock as she held her dick deep and rubbed her pussy. Luna started gushing at her touch, and feeling those pumps of hot cum soil the black panties was all Barbara needed to push her over the edge.

Barbara lifted herself and closed her eyes as she came. Luna pushed her dick out of her bussy a second later, and they both collapsed to the bed, spent and hot and sticky all over.

“That was amazing, Luna.”

Luna clung to Barbara and stared at her for a long moment. “Thank you.”

“What are you saying, girl? We’re in this together,” Barbara said and pulled Luna close.

“Good,” Luna said and let out a long breath.


CHAPTER 20

One Year Later

Luna was all dressed up and looking cute. She and Barbara had been so busy lately, and it felt so amazing to finally be out in one of the many outfits Luna had accumulated over the past year.

She was wearing a short silver dress with plenty of cleavage and long sleeves. It showed a lot of her back and hugged Luna’s body in all the right places. Luna stared at herself in the mirror, so proud of who she was and where she was going.

Barbara came up behind her with an extra glass of wine. Luna took it and smiled as Barbara stood next to her in front of the mirror. They were living in a different city since they’d graduated and were both far too busy with work, but they took time to treat themselves, like tonight.

“I hope this comedian we’re going to see is funny,”

“There’s always the bar if he isn’t,” Barbara said.

“Or we could just come back here.”

“We have to stay at the show! Promise me!”

Luna smirked at Barbara through the mirror. She was always willing to drop whatever she was doing to have a little fun between the sheets with her girl, but the comedy show had been her idea in the first place.

“I promise. Should we take a picture for your followers?”

“Yes! I’ll get the paddle!”

Barbara ran to their bedroom and grabbed a paddle from the closet. They had a bunch of different toys and were always adding to the collection. They would have to get a bigger place just to store all the clothes and toys they bought.

Luna bent over the couch, and Barbara snapped a photo of her with the paddle against Luna’s silver dress, like she was spanking her ass, which she probably would when they got back from their night out.

“Okay, let’s go! We’re going to be late for our reservation!” Barbara said after sharing the photo with her fans. They loved hearing about her sissy Luna, and Luna loved all the likes and comments they got, so she was always happy to snap a picture or two.

They grabbed their purses and ran out of the door, their heels clicking against the hardwood floors of the hallway. The taxi would only wait so long, and the girls were ready to have some fun!
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CHAPTER 1

Lan’s heart raced as he rode up the elevator to the floor where he was having his final interview, which was something of a workshop. Alice, the woman who had invited him, wasn’t clear on the details, but Lan figured it would involve dressing up like a girl.

Wanna get in touch with your feminine side? Exceptional pay for the right candidate.

That was all the job advertisement said when Lan came across it online. It was tucked away on a local internet board where people posted jobs or items for sale in the area. Lan called the number on the ad and spoke to Alice, and the final question during their quick chat before she scheduled the first interview was if Lan was willing to wear a dress, to which he responded yes.

Lan thought the job was a joke until his conversation with Alice. She didn’t ask for any personal information. No bank account numbers. No IDs. Nothing creepy. She only asked to schedule a video call.

The first call was a rather normal interview. Lan had to answer questions about his hobbies. Whether or not he smoked. How much alcohol he drank. Things people could easily lie about, but Alice told him that she would test his pee before he signed the final paperwork, so it was better for everyone that he be honest.

Lan didn’t do drugs or anything, though. He barely even drank. He enjoyed spending time outside, hiking through the woods. Playing video games with his friends. He was twenty-one and worked at a fabric store to get discounts.

Lan loved to sew and knit and create things from nothing. He even crocheted dolls that he sold online. He made different animals, like pandas, seals, bees, and whatever else came to mind. People loved his dolls, but Lan could also see himself learning carpentry to design furniture or throwing fabric around a mannequin to make a shirt.

Lan was happy with his simple life, but he was also anxious to find out more about this job. His heart was racing as he ascended higher within this skyscraper near Lake Michigan. The building reeked of money, which Lan was desperate to have.

He wanted money to start a design firm. Maybe he would design houses. Maybe he would do fashion. What would stop him from doing both if he had enough money?

Alice mentioned during the second video call that Lan would receive one million dollars a year if he got the job. He couldn’t stop himself from gasping when she said the number, but she only laughed and agreed that it was a lot of money, but the job wouldn’t be easy.

Lan gathered that he would basically be agreeing to become a rich man’s on-call girly boy. Alice said she would explain everything once he got to the final interview, and the day had come. Lan still wasn’t sure if he really wanted to go through with this.

He was so innocent and only twenty-one. He had no idea how old this billionaire was or what he looked like, only that he was offering one million a year to turn Lan into a girly boy, which wouldn’t be the end of the world, but there were so many questions.

The elevator came to a stop before Lan was ready to face the reality of his situation, one he’d put himself in, but would he be here if the people had offered less than a million a year? Could he really become some man’s girl? How far would he want him to go?

Lan swallowed as the elevator doors slid open. Alice was standing there waiting. She had on a black pencil skirt with a matching blazer and a white button-up shirt on under that. Her red hair was tied into a knot at the top of her head. She threw open her arms when she saw Lan.

“I’m so glad you’re here, Lan! Right on time!”

Lan swallowed and let Alice pull him out of the elevator, feeling like he might faint. Alice was all smiles as she pulled him toward a door. Lan’s heart raced as Alice went to reach for the knob, not knowing where this would lead or if he even wanted to continue.


CHAPTER 2

“In you go, Lan.”

Alice pushed Lan through the door. It was a lot larger than he was expecting. It was stuffed with several different stations, and Lan realized it was probably set up just for what he was expected to do. They were all different areas to turn him into a woman.

A mysterious girl with dark skin and a white dress appeared from the shadows, moving her legs with soft, gentle strides. She kept her shoulders high, and it wasn’t until she got a little closer that Lan noticed she wasn’t a woman at all.

“Lan, I would like you to meet Peach. She’ll be teaching you everything you need to know about becoming a woman.”

Peach winked at Alice as she turned to exit the room, leaving Lan alone with the crossdressing man. His heart raced as he digested the fact that he would soon have to turn himself into a woman, but then he remembered the fifty thousand dollars he would earn just by going through with the final interview.

“My, aren’t you a treat?” Peach said as she stepped forward and stood above Lan, staring down at him with a gaze he couldn’t quite read. He didn’t want to know what was going through Peach’s mind, though. Not when she had that look in her eye.

A laugh erupted from Peach’s lips. The laugh dripped with confidence, like Peach could do whatever she wanted and not care about the consequences, and that frightened Lan. He always followed the rules. He never colored outside of the lines, but Peach seemed like someone who would burn the page before she even picked up a crayon.

“Are you mute or something, handsome?”

Lan swallowed. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You agreed to this interview, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but it’s a lot. I never thought I would do anything like this, you know?”

Peach shrugged. She glided across the room until she was at a large vanity. Lan was still standing in the middle of the room, unsure where to go or what to do, but he scurried over to Peach when she waved in his direction.

“You’re going to have to relax, or you’ll never get the job. Boss doesn’t like a timid girl, but he does like an innocent girl.”

Lan didn’t understand how those two types of girls were different, but he could hardly concentrate on a single thought before panic overtook his mind. Everything in the room was so stimulating, and all Lan could think about was how the dominoes would fall.

What would happen if he put on the dresses and wigs and jewelry around the room? What would this ‘Boss’ guy make him do? Was Lan really prepared to handle it?

“You’ve met the guy?”

Peach chuckled. “Yeah, we actually used to have a thing, but it fizzled out. Now I’m more of his assistant.”

“Oh,” Lan said. “How’s that?”

“It’s fine,” Peach said in a sugary sweet voice. “I bet he would love a little girly boy like you. Twirl for me!”

Lan swallowed before slowly spinning in a circle. Peach cheered and clapped her hands.

“Girl, you have a bubble butt! Come over here and let me slap it!”

Lan blushed before slowly walking over to Peach and bending over in front of her, yelping when Peach placed a firm hand on the outline of his cheek. Lan rushed over to the makeup chair when Peach pointed in its direction and told him to get moving.

“Are you naturally this hairless?” Peach asked and brushed the back of her hand along Lan’s jawline.

“Yeah, I never have to shave.”

“My,” Peach said in a breath. “Aren’t you lucky?”

“I guess,” Lan said with a shrug. “I always used to be jealous of the guys who could grow beards, but I guess this is nice too.”

“It’s basically two extra points, and you’ll need those points in this game. Boss is picky.”

“Does he do this a lot?”

Peach shook her head as she opened the drawers of the vanity and grabbed some bags. She put a punch of stuff on the countertop before going around the room to pick out a dress, lingerie, and a bunch of other stuff she would need to turn Lan into a girl.

“Boss likes to have a steady girl. Most can’t handle him, though, is the problem. You have to have a backbone, or he’ll walk right over you. He’s a bit of an asshole if I’m being honest.”

Lan swallowed, worried that he wouldn’t be able to stand a chance against some macho billionaire. He didn’t have a backbone when it came to random strangers telling him to do something, so how would he ever be able to have one when a man was paying him a million dollars a year?

“How long did you last with Boss?”

Peach shrugged. “He still calls me to his bed sometimes, but we were mostly exclusive for about a year. I’ve probably lasted the longest out of all his girls. I’m the only one right now.”

“When was the last time you guys… uh?”

Peach chuckled and shook her head. She had everything she needed to transform Lan into a girl. Alice had picked well because the boy didn’t need much work at all. He was so smooth and slender, and his blue eyes sparkled like sapphires.

“Just worry about your date, dear. You’re going to have to speak in a feminine voice if you want this job. You do want it, don’t you?”

Lan had to ask himself that very question, but when he thought about it, he knew he wanted the job, even if Boss made him do wild things. If Peach had survived this long and was sticking around for more, it couldn’t be so bad, right?

“Yes,” Lan finally admitted.

“That’s all that matters. I’m going to transform you into a sexy girl, and then you’re going to meet Boss. He expects perfection, but you have twenty-four hours to get there.”

“Twenty-four hours?” Lan squeaked.

“Yep,” Peach said. “Now, why don’t you stand up and strip naked?”

“What?” Lan asked in a breath.

“You heard me, girl! We don’t have all day! I need to make sure we don’t need to shave any delicate areas.”

“But… you can’t see me naked!”

“Oh, please! You act like you have something I haven’t seen before,” Peach said with that confident laugh that sent a chill down Lan’s spine. He’d always feared people like Peach, who seemed to know what they wanted and how to get it. “If you don’t hurry, I’ll just tell Boss you weren’t cooperative. You’ll never get the job then.”

“No! Okay, fine.” Lan thought of the million dollars that were on the line as he pulled off his shirt. He hesitated a moment before undoing the button to his jeans to push his pants and underwear to the floor.

His heart raced as he stood naked in front of Peach, but Peach looked unphased. She gazed at Lan’s slender body. Then she crouched in front of him to get a better look at his leg hair. She pulled on it roughly and made Lan yelp.

“Turn around, girl!”

Lan hated how Peach kept calling him girl, but wasn’t that what he’d signed up to become? He’d always been curious about what it might be like to be a girl, but he kept having second thoughts. Was all this worth it to make his designer dreams come true?

At least the fifty thousand. Stick around for the fifty grand.

Lan told himself that he could do so much with that money, and all he had to do was get through the interview. It didn’t matter what the man looked like. Alice had already told him that the interview was just to get to know Boss and that he wouldn’t be expected to do anything he wasn’t comfortable doing, but refusing Boss wouldn’t get him the job. It would get him a denial.

Lan gasped when Peach spread his ass cheeks. She snickered.

“Damn, if I weren’t working, I would eat this smooth hole right now. Fuck, it looks good.”

Lan’s eyes widened as the words registered. He’d never had anyone touch him while he was naked, and he’d definitely never had a girly boy tell him that she wanted to lick his butthole!

“Uh, thanks.”

Peach stood and smiled as she turned Lan around to face her. They both looked down at his cock, which was about five inches long and stiff. Peach bit her lip as she stared at it, and all Lan wanted was for his manhood to go back to normal.

“Boss is going to love your little cock.”

“Shut up!”

“It’s hot, don’t worry.”

“What? Are you hung or something?”

“You can take a look if you’d like,” Peach said with a devilish grin.

Lan was having serious second thoughts about all of this. He kept glancing at the door, wondering if he should just cut his losses. Did he really need that fifty-thousand dollars?

Fuck yes, he did.

“Do you get paid a lot, Peach?”

“Let’s just say I’ll never have to work again if I ever lose this work,” she said with a laugh.

“What are you going to do to me?”

Peach picked up some of the makeup she’d put out and smiled as she moved closer to Lan’s face.

“I’m going to turn you into a pretty girl, duh.”


CHAPTER 3

Lan felt so strange. He was wearing a bra with breast forms on his chest. He had on a tiny little white thong to match the bra. Peach had picked out a skimpy pink dress for him to wear and had an assortment of jewelry. They were mostly diamonds, which Lan hoped were fake, or he would be in big trouble if something happened to them.

“These are fake, aren’t they?” he asked and gestured at the diamond earrings Peach had just put into his ears. Alice had him get them pierced after the first interview as a prerequisite for the second, and Lan had thought about stopping then, but then he somehow ended up in the mall at one of those cheap jewelry stores.

“Fake?” Peach snorted. “You clearly haven’t met Boss yet. He doesn’t do fake.”

“These must be worth thousands of dollars.”

“Probably tens of thousands, but Boss likes dressing us in expensive clothes. You think that little number Alice had on was cheap? This dress I’m wearing is one-of-a-kind and vintage. Some famous actress wore it on the red carpet.”

“And he bought it for you?”

“That’s how Boss is, and he’ll buy you whatever you want if you’re good to him, but you have some competition. The last girl Alice gave me was a lot more eager than you. That might work against her, though.”

“You mean the last girly boy to interview?”

“Yeah,” Peach said with a laugh. “Boss likes to meet a few girls before he settles on one.”

“Do you think I have a chance?”

“Definitely. Are you ready to see yourself in the mirror?”

Lan glanced over his shoulder at the floor-to-ceiling mirror in the opposite corner. They’d been off in the changing area, and Lan hadn’t seen himself at all. In fact, he was trying not to see himself because the makeup was heavy, the wig on his head just didn’t feel right, and the filled bra under his dress seemed strangely large.

“No,” Lan admitted.

“Oh, come on, girl! You’re sexy!”

“You think so?”

“Absolutely! You look like a hot ass fucking actress, like you should be strutting down the street while the paparazzi hides in the bushes.”

“Shut up,” Lan said.

Blush rushed across his cheeks, which Peach found absolutely adorable. Peach was certain Boss would pick Lan if he acted like himself, and she could only hope Boss would share, as she was developing a little crush on the blonde-haired boy.

“Let’s peek in the mirror! You’ll have to recreate the look tomorrow by yourself, but I’ll leave out everything. Boss wants a girl who can take care of herself. One who doesn’t need constant attention.”

“Okay,” Lan said as he let Peach drag him to the mirror, but when he got a look at his reflection, he could no longer think of himself as a boy. There was nothing boyish about him. He had long blonde hair, blush cheeks, lengthened lashes, and gorgeous breasts.

“Don’t you love it?” Peach asked.

Lan softened as he stared at himself in the mirror. There was something he did love about it, a sensation that made him feel butterflies in his stomach. He couldn’t wait for the following day, when he could finally meet this man that they called Boss.

Lan wanted to see the look in Boss’s eyes when he saw how much he looked like a girl. Lan was confident he could pass anywhere he went, but he would have to stop going by Lan, wouldn’t he?

“Call me Taylor!”

Peach hooted and hollered. “Girl! I knew you had it in you! Give it up, y’all! My girl Taylor is in the house!”

Taylor threw out her arms and spun in a circle as she let her head fall back, feeling like she had indeed arrived.


CHAPTER 4

Returning to that skyscraper was like driving back home on the second day after a move. Something about it felt right. Lan entered that building with his shoulders square and held high. He checked in at the front desk and rode up to Boss’s floor, feeling confident that he could do this, even if it was the craziest thing he’d done in his life.

“Right on time,” Alice said when the elevator doors slid open. She was wearing a tight red minidress and tall black heels. She had on a diamond necklace with a ruby pendant, complete with black jewels scattered throughout it. “Boss will arrive soon, so be quick.”

“I will,” Lan said in his newly feminine voice. He’d been practicing nonstop, wanting the job more and more as the minutes passed. He couldn’t lose out on a million dollars a year and the chance to get fabulous jewelry like Alice and Peach!

“Excellent.”

Lan stopped at the door, looking over his shoulder at Alice, staring at her square in the eyes. “Please call me Taylor from now on.”

Alice grinned. “Will do.”

Taylor grinned to herself and stepped into the room that was a girly boy’s paradise. The room had countless dresses and heels and a collection of expensive jewelry nobody seemed bothered to hide. The entire city was happening around Taylor, but she was off in her own little world.

The room had a view of Lake Michigan. Taylor could see the waves crashing along the shore. She occasionally glanced out at them as she got ready, putting on the same pink dress and white lingerie she’d tried on the night before.

Taylor had also watched a few makeup videos, but she only applied a bit of foundation and lip gloss. The stuffed bra and wig would do a lot more than the makeup to frame her face, which was already pretty girlish on its own, and Taylor wanted to showcase the fact that she only needed a light dusting of makeup to pass as a girl.

Taylor had never noticed how much she looked like a girl until Peach transformed her the day before. Now all she could see was a girl when she looked into the mirror, and for whatever reason, there was something comforting about her newfound femininity.

There was a knock on the door just as Taylor was slipping the diamond earrings into her ears. There was also a matching necklace and some perfume that Boss had picked out for her to wear.

“Are you almost ready?” Alice called.

“Yes, only a few more seconds!”

“Hurry! Boss is on his way home from a meeting, and he’s expecting you! He doesn’t like waiting!”

Taylor raced to finish getting ready. She checked herself in the mirror, taking the time to add a little more makeup to her eyes. She wanted to make sure her mascara and eye liner were womanly and seductive.

“Taylor!”

“I’m coming!”

Taylor ran over to the pink heels she and Peach had picked out the day before. She slipped them onto her feet, and then she raced over to the door. She opened it, eager to leave, but Alice frowned when she saw Taylor.

“Where’s your purse?”

“My purse?”

“Yes! You need a purse! Grab a black one!”

Taylor raced back into the oversized room that was really just a closet, and she grabbed a small black clutch from the wall.

“I don’t have anything to put in it!”

“Doesn’t matter! Let’s go!”


CHAPTER 5

Taylor took a short ride down the street to Boss’s residence. The driver opened the door for Taylor and Alice. They went toward the entrance, and the doorman recognized Alice right away, bidding her a good afternoon.

“Remember, Boss will be evaluating you. It’s important to be yourself, but let’s just say, he’s a bit difficult.”

“So I’ve heard,” Taylor said in her girly voice. “I’m ready.”

“You sure?”

Taylor sucked in a sharp breath and nodded. She’d already come this far, so there was no turning back now. She was all dressed up and beautiful and eager to see if she could be convincing enough as a girl to get the job.

Alice led Taylor to an elevator. She stopped in front of it and turned to Taylor, looking at her for a long moment.

“This is where we part ways, I’m afraid. You’ll need this key to get to Boss’s floor. It’s the penthouse.”

“Is this safe?” Taylor asked.

“Yes,” Alice said confidently. “Boss won’t hurt you. He’s a nice guy, but he’s also picky. The man knows what he wants.”

“Do I need to call him Boss?”

“He’ll tell you what to call him once you get to his floor. This is your last chance to turn around, Taylor, so what will it be?”

Taylor glanced at the key in her hand and then at the elevator. She looked at Alice for guidance, searching her eyes for any hint of the real truth, but they were as blank as Peach’s the day before. They’d both stuck around with Boss, though, so Taylor stepped toward the elevator.

There was only one way to go.

Up.


CHAPTER 6

Taylor knew who Boss was the second the elevator doors slid open and she saw him standing by the kitchen island with a rocks glass in his hand. He was wearing a gray suit that hugged his muscular body and cupped his crotch, which looked overly big.

“Hello, beautiful.” Boss set his drink on the counter and stepped toward Taylor. He had a watch on his wrist and stylish leather shoes. His beard was trimmed to perfection, and there wasn’t anything gross about him. Taylor would drop to her knees to suck his dick for free! Not that she would tell him that. “They told me your name is Taylor.”

“That’s right,” Taylor tried to say in her practiced voice, but it cracked. She froze and cleared her throat. “My name is Taylor.”

Boss grinned. “I like that. So, Alice had you sign the non-disclosure agreement, right?”

“Yes, I won’t tell anyone a word of my whereabouts.”

“Would you like a drink?”

“Gin martini.”

“Coming right up,” Boss said and walked over to the bar he had at one end of his kitchen. There were tons of bottles of liquor above the mixing station. He grabbed a few ice cubes and fixed Taylor a gin martini.

“Why don’t we take this to the terrace?”

“Lead the way.”

Boss turned and walked ahead of Taylor. She couldn’t help but notice how big and bubbly his ass looked in those tailored pants. They were hugging him in all the right places, and Taylor was hot just thinking about the chance to make love to this man.

She’d never really felt like a girl before all of this interview madness, but all Taylor wanted now was for Boss to dominate her. The payment would only be like the cherry on top, and what was a million dollars to a man like Kirk Burns?

Taylor had seen Boss, aka Kirk Burns, in countless news stories. He’d learned how to generate electricity from the air coming off Lake Michigan and was in the works of making an invention to cleanly store the energy generated, and that was only after he created a new water filtration device that was insanely popular and had made him filthy rich.

The man was a genius, yet he was as sexy as he was smart, and it looked like his package didn’t disappoint. Taylor was feeling a slight obsession growing within her. She just wanted to please this man, but he had other ideas.

There was a table on the terrace with random flowers and an empty vase. Boss gestured for Taylor to go to the table.

“I want you to arrange these flowers in a way you think is most beautiful. You can use as many or as few flowers as you’d like.”

The smells of the flowers were overwhelming as Taylor approached the table. It was late afternoon, so the sun had yet to set, but it would soon disappear. Taylor figured she didn’t have long to do this task, so she followed her heart.

Taylor was a simple girl, but she loved contrast, so she picked two gorgeous flowers and set them with a backdrop of green filler. She took a step back to admire her work, not liking that she’d placed even numbers of the colorful flowers, so she switched it up, adding more purple than white, and it worked.

“There!”

“You’ve finished already?”

“Yes,” Taylor said confidently. “What do you think, Boss?”

Taylor stared at Kirk, and he knew that she knew who he was. He walked over to the table and stood opposite Taylor to examine the flowers. He loved her work, so he took her by the side and turned her toward him, pressing her body up against his.

“If you become my girl, I might take you to parties. Do you think you can handle that?”

“Yes,” Taylor said in a breath.

“You know who I am, don’t you?” Kirk asked as he let his hand slide all the way down to her ass. Kirk squeezed it as he pressed her up against his hard body.”

“Yes,” Taylor said in a lighter breath.

“Just so we’re clear, you know this deal comes with a little extra, don’t you? You’re okay with that?”

Taylor couldn’t even speak she was so astounded. She just nodded. She let Kirk hold her against his body, squeezing her ass gently, showing her that she was his in this moment, and she was okay with that. In fact, there was nothing she wanted more.

“Good,” Kirk said. “Are you ready for your next task?”

“Yes,” she said.

“I might need my girl to go on international trips, so I’m going to show you some photos, and I want you to tell me what city they are, and if you don’t know the city, I’m hoping you at least know the country.”

Taylor’s heart raced a little faster, but she was ready for whatever tests Kirk threw her way. She wanted this job almost as much as she wanted to ride his dick. She was feeling more like a girl the longer she spent around this hunky alpha who couldn’t stop looking at her like he would bend her over in a second to fuck her brains out.

“Paris! Milan! Tokyo!”

Kirk kept showing Taylor photos, but the test was a lot easier than she was expecting. He asked her some cultural questions about different places. They were mostly general knowledge, and Taylor figured it was appropriate considering his international persona.

Taylor knew that his mother was from India, and his father was from Ohio. He went to elementary school in India but came back to the United States for middle school through university, where he obtained a doctorate degree in renewable energy science. He called it sustainable energy, but Taylor didn’t really know the difference. She’d taken a few classes at the community college and decided to stop going for good.

“Well done, Taylor.”

“I like trivia shows,” she said with a smile.

“I hope you like cooking because that’s your next task.”

“You want me to cook?” Taylor asked in a high, surprised voice. “I’m terrible in the kitchen!”

“Just like the flowers, you can make something simple or elegant, but there are ingredients to make a sandwich in the fridge over there, and I expect something on my plate in the next fifteen or twenty minutes, and it’d better be warm.”

Taylor swallowed as she glanced at the outdoor kitchen, wondering how she would ever pass this test, but she had to try before giving up. Failing was one thing, but not trying at all was entirely different, and she wasn’t about to do that.

“Don’t keep me waiting.”

Taylor nodded and ran over to the outdoor kitchen. She opened the fridge. There was a loaf of ciabatta bread and a bunch of different ingredients. Taylor looked at everything and decided she would make a BLT with chicken and avocado. It was something she ordered all the time, so she really hoped she didn’t mess it up.

“Smells good! No more than ten more minutes!” Kirk hollered and laughed.

“Shh!” Taylor hissed and waved at him to stop. She went back to cooking the chicken and bacon, making sure both of them were cooked thoroughly. The last thing she wanted to do was serve Kirk raw meat and get him sick. She’d never get the job then.

“Five minutes!”

“I’m almost done!” Taylor groaned.

She spread mayo over the toasted bread, imagining she was a cook in one of the restaurants she frequented. She added the lettuce, avocado, and tomato next, finishing off with the chicken and bacon. There was a bag of plain salted chips on the counter. She grabbed a handful to toss onto the plate.

“Bring it over to me,” Kirk commanded.

He was sitting at the table on his terrace that overlooked the lake, and Taylor felt like she was an actress on set as she walked the plate over to Kirk, but then she remembered that this was her life, that she could get a million dollars out of servicing this man just as she was doing now.

Taylor set the plate down gently in front of Kirk. She grabbed the napkin by the side of the plate and flipped it open, setting it gently on Kirk’s lap. He grinned like a fool as he looked up at Taylor, staring into her sapphire eyes, looking so sexy in that blonde wig.

Kirk had to resist the temptation to reach up her skirt to grab her girly dick. He turned his attention to the plate in front of him instead of doing something he would regret, like showing Taylor how weak Kirk felt in front of her beauty.

He honestly couldn’t believe there was a dick under all that woman, but he couldn’t wait to discover it.

“Let’s see how this sandwich tastes.”

“Yes, let me know.”

Kirk picked up the sandwich and bit into it, juices running down the side of his face. Taylor cupped a hand over her mouth, worried that would get her in trouble, but Kirk didn’t care. The chicken and bacon were cooked to perfection, and the avocado was a nice touch.

Kirk patted his lips with the napkin, smiling at Taylor. “It’s delicious.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I love it.”

“Good,” Taylor said with a sly smile. “Do you have any other tests for me?”

“Only one.”

“What is it?”

Kirk put down his sandwich before standing to pull Taylor up from her seat. He placed his hand on the side of her hip and stared into her gorgeous eyes, wondering where they’d found this beauty of a woman and so happy that they’d brought her to him.

“A kiss,” Kirk said as he reached to cup the side of Taylor’s face.

Taylor relaxed her body, falling gently against Kirk’s burly frame. She moaned lightly just before their lips touched. The kiss was gentle, and then it was a little rough, yet it never felt uncomfortable. Kirk pulled away before the kiss went too far, leaving Taylor wanting more.

“It’s your time to go, Taylor. Take the elevator down. My driver is waiting for you in the lobby, and he’ll take you home.”

Taylor looked at Kirk with longing eyes, but their night had come to an end. There was nothing Taylor could do to change Kirk’s ways, so all she could do was grab her bag and head to the elevator.

“Please leave my key with the driver and thank you for the sandwich.”

“You’re welcome,” Taylor said in a shaky, feminine voice. “Bye, Kirk.”

“Bye.”

Taylor raced out of the room before she fell into a mess of tears. Luckily, the elevator was still there when she hit the button, and somehow, she kept it together until she was in the back of the town car, heading to her tiny apartment on the other side of town, far away from Lake Michigan and the beautiful penthouses.

Taylor really fell apart when she got to her room, still feeling that kiss on her lips, wishing she could have another taste, pained knowing that she couldn’t tell a soul of its magic.

Above all, though, Taylor was afraid it would never happen again. She shook with fear at the thought that Kirk wouldn’t choose her, and then she remembered that she had become she.

Taylor.

Not Lan.


CHAPTER 7

Taylor had done some shopping with the fifty grand Alice deposited into her account, but not even that life-changing amount of money could keep her thoughts off Kirk and his seductive masculinity. Taylor had Kirk on her mind each time she flipped through a clothing rack, wondering what he would like most, hoping she would be lucky enough to get chosen.

What were the other girly boys like? Were their sandwiches and kisses better? Why in the world hadn’t anyone called with some news after a week? Taylor was going mad.

Even a no would put Taylor’s restless mind at ease, yet she was still waiting. Every time her phone buzzed or vibrated, she raced to grab it, but it was always a friend who she didn’t want to hear from, someone who wasn’t Alice or Kirk.

When Taylor closed her eyes, she could still feel Kirk’s lips against hers. His hand on her side. His intoxicating smells floating into her nose. Taylor just wanted Kirk to rob her of her innocence. She didn’t care if his cock was huge and would hurt like hell.

Taylor needed it.

She was currently sitting on the edge of the tub, shaving her legs and body, preparing herself to put on one of the outfits she’d bought. She’d been dressing up nonstop, no longer caring about her job at the fabric store now that she had fifty grand.

It was closer to forty-five grand after everything she’d bought, but Taylor would worry about the money if and when it became a problem. She still had hope that she would get chosen by Kirk and given her million-dollar salary, but there was always the chance he would say no.

Taylor whimpered every time the thought crossed her mind. She stopped with the razor halfway up her leg, groaning from the pain of her worry. She stared at her phone, willing it to ring, but it remained silent. It taunted her.

Taylor finished shaving and turned on the shower. She washed her body, paying special attention to her bussy, pressing her finger against it firmly each time she passed it, wishing Kirk were there to spread her cheeks and tell her to bend over, thong pushed to the side.

He would smack her ass.

Taylor pushed herself up against the shower wall and smacked her own ass, getting carried away by her fantasy, her girly dick growing hard. She moaned and wrapped her hand around it as she imagined Kirk pushing his thickness into her.

Taylor screamed as she fingered herself and stroked her girly cock, completely lost in her vision of Kirk using her smooth bussy. She came seconds later, painting the shower with her creamy goo. Taylor gasped as she slowly slipped her fingers out of her ass, wondering what in the world had gotten into her.

Who was she becoming?

Had this entire interview process awakened someone who was already there silently lurking beneath the surface?

Taylor washed herself off and got out of the shower, spent from her orgasm and confused about her desires. She went over to the pile of clothes she’d laid out, and they still called her, but Taylor also thought about grabbing some boy clothes from her drawer.

She went back and forth about what to do but eventually settled for the girly outfit she’d put out. It was a fabulous calf-length pencil skirt the color of lavender. She was matching it with a plum shirt with short sleeves.

Taylor went over to the mirror to do her makeup next. She put on a simple layer of foundation. A touch of blush. Then she grabbed her blonde wig and donned it on her head, finishing off her look with a purple lip gloss. She didn’t bother with lipstick since she was sitting around the house, but then her phone rang.

It was Alice!

“Hello,” Taylor said in a loud voice. She cleared her throat. “Sorry, hi. What’s up, Alice?”

“It’s been a busy week! We’ve been doing so much over here at the office, but I have some good news!”

“Really?” Taylor asked in a rising tone.

“Yes! Boss chose you. I meant to call yesterday, but we’ve honestly been so busy. That being said, I need you to come to the office now.”

“Like, right now?”

“Yes! Drop whatever you’re doing and get down here! Boss is taking you to a party tonight.”

Taylor looked down at herself. At least she’d just gotten ready, but she had a feeling she would have to do it all over again. At least they had a bathroom and anything a girly boy could need at the office.

“I’ll be there in a second.”

“Get here now! You’re already late!”

“I’m coming!”

Taylor’s heart pounded as she raced around her room to gather everything she needed, but she also felt like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. Now matter what happened, Kirk had chosen her, and that was enough to thrill Taylor.


CHAPTER 8

“You only took forever to get here!” Alice screamed when the elevator doors slid open.

Taylor apologized, but she couldn’t stop smiling. It felt so amazing to be back in the office, to be back in Kirk’s domain. His money paid for all of it, and now Taylor was basically his girl. Did that make her a princess? A queen?

She sure thought so.

“What are the plans for tonight?”

“Kirk will be here in two hours to pick you up, but you have to get ready, and I need you to read over this binder.”

Alice went over to a desk in the corner and grabbed a heavy binder, jutting it out toward Taylor.

“You want me to learn all of this in two hours? That’s impossible!” Taylor didn’t even have to open the binder to know she wouldn’t be able to complete the task. “Isn’t it better that I focus on getting ready?”

“You’re working, girl! I’m sorry I couldn’t call you yesterday, but it’s showtime. You need to be ready around the clock!” Alice snapped her fingers and pushed Taylor toward the room that was also a closet.

Taylor stepped through the door with the binder clutched to her chest, feeling overwhelmed and overjoyed all at the same time. Now she was one of like five people who had access to all these fabulous clothes and jewels and everything anyone could need to feel like the most extraordinary woman in the world.

There was an outfit for Taylor hanging alone on a rack next to the vanity. It was a white dress with silver jewelry and black heels. The white dress was about knee length and had short sleeves. There was also a lacy c-cup bra and a skimpy white thong.

Taylor didn’t have much time, so she cleaned off the makeup she’d put on before leaving her tiny apartment and went for a smokey eye to contrast against the white and silver of her outfit. She didn’t want the white to wash her out, and the smokey eyes along with some bright blush did just the trick.

She looked like a sexy pinup doll once she was all dressed and finished, and Taylor couldn’t see a man at all when she looked in the mirror, and she kind of loved it that way. She didn’t want to go back to her old life and all those boring clothes.

She could design dresses and skirts and blouses and heels. The shoe collection at Kirk’s private office made her a little hard every time she passed it, but she didn’t have much time to spend admiring the clothes. She had to study the binder.

“Are you almost ready in there? Boss will be here in fifteen!”

Taylor had only studied the binder for like thirty minutes. There was so much information. Stuff about Kirk’s many companies and major investments. Facts about the people who would attend the party. Taylor tried to remember some of the names of people she saw, but she knew they would slip from her mind.

She got more nervous as the minutes passed, and then Alice barged into the room, telling her that her time was up.

“Where are your heels? Your purse?”

“Right over there,” Taylor said and pointed with a shaky hand to the table a few feet from her.

“Put them on! Have you lost your mind? Boss is almost here!”

Taylor jumped up so quickly that the binder flew to the floor. Alice cursed at her and raced to pick it up while Taylor stumbled to put on her heels. Everything was moving so quickly, and she just wanted to catch her breath, but Alice wasn’t about to give her the chance.

“Out the door you go!” Alice hollered and pushed Taylor into the open elevator.


CHAPTER 9

Taylor gripped the white linen scarf Kirk had included with the dress as she waited on the sidewalk outside of his office building for the town car to arrive. Taylor enjoyed the cool breeze whipping around her while the city passed by.

It was only a few minutes before a town car pulled up. Kirk revealed himself by rolling down the tinted window slowly. He flashed his bright white teeth and waved. His hand looked so big and manly, and Taylor just wanted it all over her body.

Every thought she had about this man was dirty. He’d corrupted her with that kiss, and all she wanted was for Kirk to send her further down the rabbit hole. She was tired of living in a nine-to-five reality, and Kirk was her ticket out.

She curled her fingers to wave back at Kirk, her diamonds glinting in the light. Kirk waited as his driver got out to open the backseat door for Taylor. She slid in next to her billionaire, feeling a million butterflies in her stomach.

“Hello, gorgeous.”

“You chose me.”

“I knew you were the one from the moment I saw you.”

“Really?”

Kirk cupped the side of Taylor’s face as she leaned closer to him, their lips only centimeters apart.

“Yes, Taylor. You’re my girl.”

“All I want is to be your girl,” she said.

“Are you going to be on your best behavior tonight?”

“Yes, but if I’m not?”

Kirk grinned. “If you’re not, I’ll whip out my belt and make your ass red.”

Taylor moaned as her girly dick throbbed in her skimpy white thong. All she wanted was for Kirk to dominate her to show her how much of a girl she really was. Put her in her place and make her stay there. She wouldn’t be bad, though.

“How about you do that if I’m good? If I’m bad, you give me nothing,” Taylor said in a girly voice.

Kirk growled and smiled like crazy as he pulled Taylor into his arms. She lay atop his brawny body, feeling his hard cock jump against her stomach. He was so big, and she felt tiny compared to him, like his little girl, and fuck it made her hot.

“You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?”

“Maybe.”

Kirk kissed her deeply until they arrived at the dock. They got on the boat with everyone else, and then they were out on the lake. Kirk stayed by Taylor’s side the entire time, except when he went off for a few minutes with the people who were big movers in the city.

Taylor stayed out and chatted with the wife of one of Chicago’s moneymakers. They talked about fashion and celebrities and a bunch of stuff that wasn’t in the binder. In fact, the binder was a big waste of time. People were more than willing to talk about anything except business, which Taylor loved. She felt like she’d been her authentic self the entire night and had even made a friend or two, and these were friends in high places.

“You did great tonight,” Kirk said to Taylor as they stepped off the boat.

“Thank you,” she said.

“I’m serious. You were amazing.” Kirk lifted Taylor into his arms just as the driver was pulling up with their car. Taylor moaned and wrapped her legs around Kirk, staring into his eyes.

“Does that mean I get a treat?”

“Whatever you want, baby girl.”

Taylor let her blonde hair fall into her face as she leaned down to kiss her man, feeling her hard girly cock jumping against Kirk’s muscular frame, but he only kissed her a little harder every time it did.


CHAPTER 10

Kirk pulled Taylor into his penthouse when the elevator doors opened, and he pushed her straight to the floor after kissing her deeply. Taylor sank to her knees without question, willing and ready to please Kirk however he wanted. She watched with glee as he reached down to unbutton his jeans, slowly pulling down the zipper, teasing her with that sexy look in his eyes.

“You want this cock?” he asked.

“I need it,” she said.

“Take it out.”

Taylor’s girly cock throbbed in her skimpy white thong as she lifted her hand to pull Kirk’s zipper down all the way, carefully pulling out his cock. His underwear cupped his balls as his enormous cock dangled in Taylor’s face.

“Fuck, it’s so big.”

“Shut up and put it in your mouth.”

Taylor moaned as she held Kirk’s heavy manhood in her hand. Its tip was already oozing precum, so she stuck out her tongue to lick it, giving herself a taste to see if she could really do this, and fuck, the precum tasted like bliss.

Taylor opened her mouth wider, intimidated by Kirk’s size, but there was no going back now that she’d come this far. She wanted this, even though it was as terrifying as it was delightful. She spread her lips as wide as they would go to fit Kirk into her mouth, and she couldn’t even get half of his shaft in before she was choking.

“Open your throat, girl!” Kirk rocked his hips, pushing his fat dick against the back of Taylor’s throat.

Taylor coughed but she didn’t stop trying to suck Kirk’s dick. She wanted to please this man and let him know that she was serious about becoming his girly boy, so she breathed through her nose and did everything she could to fit Kirk’s thickness down her throat.

“There you go! Loosen up that throat for me!”

Taylor moaned as Kirk reached around to place his hands on the back of her head, pushing her even further down his cock, much further than she ever thought she could go, but Taylor was entering another realm. One where she was a submissive slut.

A world where she could finally become who she was meant to be.

“Fucking hell! Damn, girl!”

Taylor had lost herself and had Kirk’s dick halfway down her throat with her lips nearly at his base. She wasn’t even thinking how it was possible. She couldn’t. All Taylor could do was bob her head, taking all of Kirk, submitting to him fully.

Kirk moaned and groaned as he let Taylor use his dick, watching his cock disappear into her mouth. His balls were so tight seeing her on her knees like that, taking him like a proper slut, giving him everything he could ever want.

“Pull out your dick, girl! Let me see it!”

Taylor kept Kirk’s dick deep in her mouth as she used a hand to push up her white dress, revealing her skimpy white thong. She moved it to the side and let her hard, five-inch cock fall out the side.

“Fuck, that’s so hot!”

Taylor moaned on Kirk’s cock, knowing she had to keep her mouth on his dick, or her jaw would snap shut. She closed her eyes and went back to blowing Kirk, her girly dick jumping each time Kirk’s cock pushed into her throat.

“Stroke your cock! I’m going to cum all over you!”

Taylor reached down to grab her sensitive cock, afraid a single stroke would send her over the edge, but she just focused on Kirk’s manhood throbbing between her lips as she stroked her girly dick. Kirk said nasty words, but Taylor was in a trance. She was in her happy place, ready to cum for her man whenever he gave the word.

Kirk held Taylor’s face and fucked her mouth a minute longer before pulling out, beating his cock quickly.

“Open your mouth, slut!”

Taylor parted her lips and stared up at Kirk with glossy eyes, ready for him to cum all over her face, excited to feel the warmth of his hot goo on her skin.

When Kirk finally came, Taylor gasped and moaned, holding out her tongue as far as she could. She closed her eyes but held open her mouth, catching Kirk’s nectar. She didn’t see it though when Kirk shoved his cock back into her mouth, giving her the final pumps of his seed.

Taylor grabbed her dick and stroked it once, moaning loudly on Kirk’s cock as she came hard, shooting load after load of hot cum all over the floor. Kirk pulled out to get a look and rubbed his thick shaft as he watched Taylor milk the last of the seed out of her womanhood.

“Damn, girl. That was just what I needed.”

“Me too,” Taylor said, even though her hole was throbbing for Kirk’s cock. She wanted him to fuck her so badly, but she knew she wasn’t about to get it until he said it was time.

“Let me show you to your bedroom.”

“I have my own room?”

“Your own bathroom too. Don’t take it personally, but I like to sleep alone.”

Taylor felt a little sad, but maybe it was for the best. Her room wasn’t lacking in features, and her bed was extra comfy, and Kirk told her she could wake up whenever she wanted as long as she worked out once a day and completed her chores.


CHAPTER 11

Months passed, and Taylor couldn’t believe how much money there was in her account each time she looked, but the money didn’t matter much at all. She was doing her best not to fall completely, helplessly in love with Kirk, who was a touch distant.

Kirk was loving when they were together, but he could go days without saying a word to Taylor, and they were living in the same apartment! Sometimes it felt like Taylor was all alone in the city, but then she calculated how much she was getting paid a day just to cook a simple meal, just to be on call for Kirk, her solitary billionaire.

Taylor missed her coworkers at the fabric store. Not that she would return, but she missed being herself. She missed having goals. Visions. Sometimes it was hard to think when she could just spend the afternoons shopping for expensive dresses without putting a dent in her bank account.

The sex was incredible, though.

Kirk had finally pulled down Taylor’s panties and made her take his manhood after a week of driving her crazy. He shoved his cock into her and was dominant and unforgiving the first time he fucked her, and then he fucked her again the next night, but he was much gentler the second time.

Taylor’s bussy was all sore by the third night of fucking, so Kirk left her for a week, and then they made love on his terrace. He bent her over a chair halfway through their first glass of wine. There was even a cook in the kitchen, but Kirk didn’t care. He fucked Taylor hard and came deep in her ass, making her cum in her panties, but he didn’t let her change into a fresh pair.

Taylor had to wear the soiled panties all through dinner, and it made her so hot that she offered to suck Kirk’s dick for dessert, to which he agreed, as long as she did it on the terrace.

The cook had gone home by the time Taylor got down on her knees to get to work. There was no telling if the cook had seen them the first time, but Taylor honestly didn’t care. All she wanted was her man’s dick, which was exactly what she got.

It took him about forty-five minutes to cum from that blowjob, but it was so sweet when he finally did that Taylor came in her panties all over again, soiling them beyond repair, but neither of them cared. They could buy all the panties they wanted in the world.

Taylor was sad when they parted ways that night before bed, but she was growing used to it. All she could do was enjoy Kirk for as long as she had him and stay ready for him to drop her at a moment’s notice. She wouldn’t be surprised if Kirk brought a new girly boy into the mix, as he’d done when he added Taylor after a year with Peach, but even they were still fooling around. Maybe he dreamed of having a harem of girly boys to spoil and fuck.

Taylor heard Peach and Kirk fucking one night and had to talk herself out of the intense feelings of jealousy that arose when she heard Peach screaming Kirk’s name, probably taking his big dick. The only way Taylor found to beat her jealousy was to join them from the other room.

She stroked her womanhood, listening to each scream and moan, cumming at the exact same moment they did. Luckily, she had a private bathroom to clean up the mess she’d made.

A lot happened over the past few months, but Taylor had grown comfortable in her new reality. She would pick up her hobbies again and was even looking at different mannequins and sewing machines online. Kirk even talked about getting her a studio, but he wanted to see her knit him a sweater first, and she hadn’t even had the energy to pick up her needles.

In her defense, Kirk did give her a lot to do, and today was no different. Taylor had woken up an hour earlier and was already behind schedule. It was about ten in the morning, and she needed to get ready to take Kirk his lunch and pick up his dry cleaning. She was also meeting Peach at the restaurant where she was buying Kirk’s lunch because she had some documents for him.

Taylor groaned as she downed the rest of her coffee and went to the bathroom to freshen up with a shower. She dried off quickly, placing a wig cap over her hair. She went to the mirror next to do her makeup, using classy makeup since she was going to Boss’s office.

She wanted something that would match the black pencil skirt and white blouse she was going to wear. It was a classic look, and it was exactly what Kirk had requested. He’d even sent her to the salon the day before to get her nails painted with a French tip. He’d also requested Taylor put on a dark red lipstick with some lipliner.

She finished her look with big silver hoop earrings and black stilettos. She was wearing a d-cup breast form that nearly made the buttons of her blouse pop, but Kirk would love it. There was nothing Boss loved more than a pair of big breasts, which was why Peach had gotten a pair of extra-large c-cup titties when she got a boob job.

Taylor was thinking about getting her boobs done too, but Kirk wasn’t rushing her. He said she could wear bras with forms as long as she liked and that he was willing to pay for her surgery if she ever wanted to go all the way, which Taylor loved.

She honestly loved Kirk but was being careful with her heart. She didn’t want him to destroy it. Taylor constantly told herself that it was better to enjoy what they had now and not expect Kirk to change. The man was guiding a solo ship through life, and everyone who got on his boat were merely guests, but was Taylor not blessed to be one?

She sure felt so as she strutted down the street in her designer heels with an equally fabulous handbag to match and more money in her account than she could have ever dreamed.


CHAPTER 12

“Oh my god, girl! Look at you! Twirl, bitch!” Peach snapped her fingers.

Taylor played along and twirled in a circle for her friend slash sister wife, but if anyone should have hated a person, it should have been Peach, yet she’d been nothing but helpful, so Taylor swallowed her negative feelings and opened her mind.

“Fuck, girl! You look good!”

“Thanks,” Taylor said as blush spread across her cheeks. “You don’t look too bad yourself.”

“Correction! I look great, bitch! Don’t get it twisted,” Peach said with a laugh as she held out her arms and twirled in her plum velvet dress. It clung to her body and accented her smooth, shimmering skin.

“You’re right.”

“Sit, sit! Spill the T. How have you been doing with Boss?”

Taylor sighed. It’d been a long few months, but she wasn’t tired of Kirk. She wished she had more of him. Every day was an adventure, even if Kirk couldn’t give her his time. She had enough money to go out and explore the city and not worry about work. She had been to more museums than she could count. She had stopped at every mall she could find on the online maps.

“Things have been good, but I worry he’ll dump me.”

Peach shrugged. “There’s no telling with Boss, it’s true.”

“Do you always call him Boss?”

“Depends on my mood. Why? Do you call him Kirk?”

Taylor nodded. The server came over with the drinks they’d ordered a few minutes before. Taylor had a Mai Tai, and Peach had a whiskey on the rocks.

“That’s a strong drink.”

“So, what? Cheers, bitch! To the fabulous life!” Peach hollered and held up her drink.

Taylor clinked her glass with Peach’s and took a sip. The drink was delicious, almost as yummy as Boss’s cum sliding down her throat. She was excited to visit him in his office, especially since he’d requested Taylor wear a tiny thong beneath her skirt. He only made lingerie requests when he wanted to have a bit of fun.

“You really aren’t jealous, are you?” Taylor asked.

“Jealous? Of what?”

“Me? Boss seeing other girls.”

“He’s the boss. If I had his bank account, I’d act just like that. You can’t take it personally. Some guys are just wired that way. Forever single.”

“I’m living with him, though.”

“No, you’re working for him, and the sooner you realize that the happier you’ll be. Boss doesn’t like feeling like he owes anyone anything, which is why he doesn’t have sex he doesn’t pay for.”

Peach shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal, but Taylor’s feelings had been growing stronger with each day that passed, and she worried she was losing herself. She worried the guards around her heart wouldn’t be able to hold much longer. Taylor loved the money and freedom her relationship with Kirk provided, but what was she giving up?

“Look,” Peach said when Taylor didn’t speak. Peach took a quick sip of her whiskey before continuing. “I’ve been in love. I’ve had a whirlwind romance, but love ain’t shit if you’re broke. Dennis and I couldn’t get enough of each other, but he still cheated on me. He hit me. As much as that man loved me, he also didn’t give a fuck about my heart. You know? At least with Kirk we get to live like queens.”

Taylor let Peach’s words sink in, wondering if she could be a girl who got paid for companionship, but was it really so bad? Kirk didn’t hit her. He didn’t even yell at her. He only wanted to have fun and leave all the drama behind, and he needed help with some errands, but that was about it.

“Just give in, girl. If we can keep him happy, maybe he won’t even go looking for another girl. At least not for a few years. That would give us both plenty to live on, don’t you think?”

“What are you saying?” Taylor asked.

Peach grinned as she picked up a piece of bread from the center of the table and spread butter over it, opening her mouth seductively as she stared into Taylor’s eyes. Taylor’s girly dick jumped when Peach bit down into the bread. She chewed slowly, moaning every few seconds. Taylor looked around, but nobody was paying her any attention. Peach finally swallowed, giving Taylor a chance to take a breath.

“I’m saying we should work together.”

“How?”

“My, you’re innocent. Boss will hate it if I corrupt you, but he’ll also love it. The man is a freak between the sheets, as they say.”

“He told me to wear a tiny white thong to his office.”

“You should always wear a thong! He loves them, and he might surprise you. You never know.”

“So, are you saying we should fool around with him together?”

“Now you’re getting it. Why don’t we order our food to go and have lunch with our man?”

Taylor’s lips spread into a wide smile. “Let’s do it,” she said and picked up her glass of wine to take a sip, realizing that she was much better off working with Peach instead of against her.


CHAPTER 13

Alice was sitting at her desk outside of Kirk’s private office. They had an entire wing of the suite, so Kirk could have plenty of top-secret meetings, but Alice knew all his secrets, so she smiled slyly when she saw Taylor and Peach walking her way.

Peach’s purple dress was tight on her body, and she was wearing a dark purple lipstick to match it, and she’d told Alice on their taxi ride over to Kirk’s building that she had on slutty black lingerie, and she was so excited for Taylor to see it. She’d whispered the words into Taylor’s ear and nibbled on her lobe, getting Taylor incredibly hard.

“Girls, how are you today?”

“Fabulous,” they said at the same time and laughed.

Kirk emerged from his office, grinning like he’d just closed another billion-dollar deal.

“I didn’t know you would both be visiting today,” Kirk said, but he looked far from disappointed. “I thought you had something to do, Peach?”

“I moved some things around,” she said softly.

“We brought lunch,” Taylor said and lifted the bags of takeout into the air.

“Excellent. Come into my office. Alice, could you—?”

“Right away, Boss!”

She went to seal off his wing of the floor as Taylor and Peach stepped into his office. Kirk followed them, closing and locking the door behind him. Taylor and Peach shared a knowing glance, ready to please their man. Ready to lock him down and make sure he didn’t need any other girl, at least not long term.

“Girls! I can’t believe you surprised me like this?”

“Are you angry?” Peach asked in a soft voice.

Taylor glanced at her, beyond impressed by how quickly she could change, like a chameleon climbing through a forest, ready for whatever situation the world threw her way.

“Why would I be angry?” Kirk asked as he let Peach fall into his arms.

Taylor stood off to the side timidly until they waved for her to join them. They opened their hug to include her, but the tension between them was far more sexual than friendly.

Kirk moved his hand down their backs until he had one hand on each of the girls’ asses. They moaned and pressed themselves up against his manly body, both submitting to him, ready to take whatever direction he wanted to give.

“You girls are making my dreams come true.”

“What dreams are those?” Taylor asked in a soft, girly voice.

Peach glanced at her with a devilish smile, pressing her hand against Kirk’s chest and sliding it south. “Do they involve two girly boys like us?”

“Yes,” Kirk said in a breath.

“What do you want us to do, Boss?” Peach asked.

“Tell us,” Taylor begged as she hooked her finger into Kirk’s beltloop, pulling him toward her.

“Strip down to your lingerie,” Kirk commanded. He broke contact and took a step away from the girls, letting them take off their clothing. He rubbed his cock through his suit bottoms, getting stiffer and stiffer the less the girls were wearing, and he was raging hard by the time he got a glance of their girly cocks in those tiny thongs.

“What now, Boss?”

“Come over here and suck my dick. Both of you.”

Peach and Taylor glanced at each other before walking over to Kirk, falling to their knees in front of him. Peach reached up and unzipped Kirk’s pants. She reached into them and fished out his huge cock.

Taylor parted her lips as Peach held Kirk’s thickness. Peach stroked him as Taylor worked his head with her tongue, feeling her own cock throbbing wildly in her panties.

“I don’t have all day girls! Take off my pants!”

Taylor rushed to unbutton Kirk’s pants and pulled them to the floor. She took them off as Kirk ripped off his shirt, leaving him naked and so fucking sexy. All Taylor wanted to do was blow him, but he swatted away her hand when she tried to reach for his dick.

“Get on my desk! Peach is going to fuck you.”

Peach smiled and winked when Taylor looked at her. Taylor remembered their lunch and knew everything would be okay, and honestly, it would be pretty hot getting fucked by Peach. From the looks of it, she had a long, thick dick tucked away in that tiny black thong.

Taylor went over to the desk, which had been cleared, probably in anticipation of this moment. She climbed onto the desk. She waited there on her hands and knees as Kirk fetched a bottle of lubrication from his drawer and passed it to Peach.

She got to her knees on the desk behind Taylor. She moved Taylor’s thong to the side, lowering herself until her face was right behind Taylor’s bussy. Taylor moaned out when Peach lapped at her hole.

Peach lifted herself a moment later and stuck a finger into Taylor’s hole. Kirk moaned from the side of the desk as he watched and stroked his dick, horny for more.

“Put your dick in her, Peach!”

Peach covered her cock in lube and then she pressed her wet fingers against Taylor’s hole. Taylor bit her lip and moaned as Peach massaged her hole, getting it ready for her cock, which looked huge when Taylor glanced over her shoulder.

Peach had also taken off her bra, and her breasts looked so beautiful. She was a black goddess, and Taylor felt so lucky to have her as a friend slash lover slash whatever they were.

The thong was still covering Taylor’s throbbing girly cock when Peach pushed into her, and fuck, her dick felt so good. Her cock was a bit thinner and shorter than Boss’s, so it slid around with more ease, and it was hitting Taylor’s spot every time Peach went deep, and fuck, the sensations had her legs wobbling.

Taylor was so lost in the euphoria of Peach’s girly dick that she hardly noticed when Boss climbed onto the desk in front of her. He squatted until his dick was at the perfect level to stick into Taylor’s mouth.

“That’s right, slut! Suck this big cock!”

Taylor moaned on Kirk’s cock, knowing she was only moment’s away from cumming, especially now that she was getting stuffed at each end, overwhelmed by the sensations of orgasmic pleasure. Taylor never would have imagined herself getting split roasted like this months ago, but this crazy job had saved her.

It'd brought out the girly boy who she always knew she was but wasn’t quite willing to acknowledge.

“Fuck her good, Peach! Push that dick deep!” Kirk commanded as he watched Peach fuck Taylor, her black dick disappearing into Taylor’s creamy white ass. The sight was as sexy as those plump pink lips wrapped around his own dick.

Kirk was about to explode.

“Pound that bussy!”

Peach grabbed Taylor’s hips and picked up speed, her balls slapping against Taylor each time she went deep, and her breasts were swaying like crazy.

Taylor closed her eyes as she took the pounding from both ends, concentrating on the dicks inside of her. She would burst if she didn’t, and she just wanted to last a moment longer.

“I’m getting close,” Kirk admitted.

“Me too,” Peach said in a breath.

“You cum first! Now!”

Peach fucked Taylor harder, so hard that Taylor was seeing stars in her eyes, but she was taking it. She couldn’t go anywhere, and why would she want to? It was magnificent getting fucked like this in Kirk’s office overlooking the city.

Peach hollered out after a moment, and she came so hard that Taylor felt the pumps of cum dump into her ass. She moaned as Peach filled her, nearly cumming herself as her legs shook violently, but she was waiting for Boss. She needed him to cum before she could release.

Kirk pulled out of Taylor’s mouth and hopped off the desk, racing around to where Peach was standing.

“Pull out slowly,” he commanded.

Peach did as he said, and just as soon as Peach’s dick fell out of Taylor’s ass, Kirk entered her. He pushed his dick deep and hit Taylor’s spot in just the right way that she came without touching herself.

The first gush of cum dumped into her panties, making her ass tighten and release around Kirk’s dick, which was just what he needed to cum. He rocked his hips as Taylor came some more, fucking her slowly until he was dumping his load into her ass, mixing his seed with Peach’s.

Taylor gasped when Kirk reached around to touch the outline of her girly cock. She came a second time when he rubbed it gently, dumping even more cum into her soiled panties, and that pressure was enough to push Kirk out of her ass, and all he could do was laugh as he stumbled backward.

Taylor turned over and lay on her back to catch her breath. Peach stood in the middle of the room, naked and half erect. She walked over to Kirk and grabbed his hand to guide him to his chair. She sat in his lap after he took a seat. Taylor turned her head to look at them, knowing in her heart that she’d found her people and that there was nowhere else she should be.

“So, Kirk, did we make your dreams come true?” Peach asked in a purr.

“More than you know.”

“I’m glad. Aren’t you, Taylor?”

Taylor nodded, still too drained to speak, but they could see the truth in her eyes. The three of them were a team, even if their alpha was a bit solitary and distant, they knew he needed them.

Kirk reached out to brush Taylor’s face with the back of his hand while he used his other hand to rub up and down the spot right beneath Peach’s bosom.

“You two are my girls, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


CHAPTER 14

One Year Later

“Isn’t this the life?” Peach asked as she sipped a coconut rum cocktail. She was wearing a white bathing suit with a transparent white throw around it.

Taylor had on a matching outfit but in pink. She’d also grown out her hair and bleached it blonde and was seriously thinking about getting a boob job soon but hadn’t yet gone under the knife. She was just enjoying life, taking things one day at a time.

She and Peach were relaxing on the beach in front of Kirk’s villa on the Italian coast. It was a luxurious property in a small town with the cutest market. Taylor and Peach often went together to pick out fresh produce, bread, and wine for the night, especially when Kirk was in town.

They didn’t have housekeepers, but who needed them when they had all the time in the world? If they had a party or left the villa for months, they could always hire temporary help.

“It certainly is the life,” Taylor said.

“When is Kirk visiting again?”

“He said he’ll get here in three or four days.”

Peach sighed and shook her shoulders, relaxing into her chair. “Should we have a party tonight?” Peach asked in an easy breezy voice.

“Sure,” Taylor said. “I’ll see what people are doing.”

“Thanks,” Peach said and took another sip of her cocktail. “You’re the best.”

Taylor sent off some messages to locals they’d met. They’d been taking Italian classes every morning to better integrate into the community where they’d been spending so much time, but most of the friends Taylor and Peach had met spoke a little English, so they just put together the pieces and had a good time.

“Done,” Taylor said and placed her phone on the small table between their lounge chairs. Taylor picked up her drink and took a sip before getting comfortable in the seat. “Back to relaxing.”

“That’s my girl!” Peach cheered and picked up her drink.


SALON MAKEOVER

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

“It sucks, but it was bound to happen. We were fighting way too much,” said Michelle.

She’d just broken up with her boyfriend, and as her friend, I had to act sad for her, but I’d had a crush on Michelle for as long as I could remember, even though I was sure she thought I was gay. I was more on the effeminate side of things. I painted my nails bright colors. I also had a high voice and wore eyeliner sometimes, but I loved women, especially Michelle.

Not that Michelle paid attention to me in that way. She had put me in the friend zone long ago, but I was happy to be her friend, even if she didn’t notice my unshakable attraction.

She was head over heels for her ex-boyfriend Gary until she caught him texting another girl. It devastated her. I thought that would be my chance to get her, but she just cried on my shoulder and talked to me like I was one of her girlfriends.

It hurt.

I acted like it was no big deal.

Michelle balled her hands into fists and screamed into her folded lips. She shook her head and ruffled her hair. I already knew where she was going, but I wasn’t man enough to tell her that I didn’t want to hear about her breakup with Gary.

“God! You should have heard me screaming when I found those text messages! I was so pissed!”

I nodded and made a sympathetic sound. We were sitting at a park not far from the mall where Michelle worked as a hairdresser, enjoying the balmy weather. We were having quite a lovely time until she brought up Gary.

I wished more than anything that I didn’t feel a burning crush for Michelle, or maybe I wished that she hadn’t shoved me into the friend zone so easily. It could have been that I was mad at myself for letting Michelle treat me like her best gay friend.

“Sorry,” Michelle finally said after a few minutes of bitching and telling me the same story I’d already heard at least fifteen times. “You probably hate me for complaining about Gary so much. What about you? Is there a special man in your life?”

The words were like a baseball bat to the chest. I just stared at her with a blank expression, to which Michelle made a confused face.

“What’s wrong, Victor? Are you not out?”

I clenched my jaw and spoke through gritted teeth. “I’m not gay.”

Michelle’s face went completely blank, like a deer in headlights. She blinked a few times without looking away from me. I snarled and waved my hand in her face.

“Did I stutter, Michelle?”

“No, you didn’t. It’s just… I thought you—.”

“Were gay. I know, but guess what? I’m not!” I said and stood from the bench where we were sitting. I was so angry. I felt like an overheated car on the verge of exploding. I clenched my fists and walked several feet away from Michelle before turning around to face her.

I jutted out my hand and walked over to her quickly. Her eyes widened with fear. Not that I would ever hurt her, but damn, I was pissed. I’d been holding in so many emotions for far too long, and they were all bubbling to the surface at the same time.

“I’m not gay, Michelle! Can’t you tell that I’ve been crushing on you for ages? Can’t you see how crazy it drives me when you go on and on about Gary? That guy was a loser! He was a bum! Everyone knew that he was cheating on you, but you wanted to act oblivious!”

Michelle opened her mouth and closed it without saying a word. She looked conflicted as she remained silent. I expected our friendship was over at that point, but I would rather not have Michelle as a friend than have her think I was gay when, in reality, I had a burning crush.

I threw my head back and grunted, feeling anger coursing through me. I couldn’t stay much longer, or I would say terrible things that I would regret for years to come, but there was so much I wanted to say after being relegated to the friend zone for years.

“I would have given you everything, Michelle, but you never even noticed me.”

I was too hurt to scream. Too broken to care. This crush I had on Michelle was ruining me, and it was about time that I excluded her from my life. If she couldn’t see how fully I would love her, she didn’t deserve me. She deserved jerks like Gary who would cheat on her with the first piece of ass that walked past him on the sidewalk.

“Victor, wait. I didn’t know.”

“Yes, you did. You’ve known since I was your neighbor on Blow Street. You’ve known, Michelle, even if you ignored it. Please don’t insult me by acting like you didn’t.”

Michelle’s eyes grew heavy, and I took that as my cue to leave. I wasn’t going to sit here and let Michelle humiliate me more than I already was. I wanted to get back to my apartment and play my piano, which was about the only thing that brought me peace.

I hoped a girl would come along who understood me. One who didn’t mind that I was a touch more feminine than other guys. I would have to let go of my crush on Michelle to find that woman, though, and today was as good of a day as any.

“We should probably stop hanging out, Michelle.”

“Victor!”

“I’m sorry,” I said with a shake of the head and turned on my heels, walking away from Michelle for what I hoped would be the last time. My heart had some healing to do, and I couldn’t do it with her in my life.


CHAPTER 2

Michelle was at home a few days after Victor left her sitting on that park bench, and she was feeling distraught without her friend. She and Victor had grown so close over the years. There might have been clues of Victor’s crush, but he never acted on them. He never took Michelle. Never kissed her. Never touched her inappropriately.

Not that Michelle wanted a man who did those things, but most of the guys she’d dated had taken Michelle at some point. They showed her that they needed her, at least sexually. Michelle and Victor had something deeper than sex, though.

Victor was Michelle’s best friend.

Michelle always assumed that he was gay because he painted his nails and wore eyeliner sometimes. He often had on skinny jeans and was never one to miss moisturizing his face. Michelle had even seen his legs, and they were as smooth as butter, yet Michelle couldn’t shake how Victor had reacted in the park.

The man was clearly hurt. He clearly cared about Michelle and wanted her as more than a friend, but what did that mean for her? Was she willing to date a man who went against the standards of manliness? Was she willing to date a man others would perceive as gay?

Michelle paced her room, truly at a loss for what to do. On the one hand, Michelle loved Victor more than just about any of her friends, except for maybe her roommate Ann, but they were like sisters, and her love for Victor came pretty damn close to her love for Ann. Michelle pulled a hair from her eyebrows she was so stressed!

Michelle went over to her bed and sat on her hands, telling herself that she couldn’t pull more hairs. The last thing she wanted was to have patchy eyebrows, so she screamed into her folded lips, hoping it would do something to relieve the tension, but it did nothing. Michelle didn’t know what to do!

Victor wasn’t answering her messages. He wasn’t posting to his social media profiles. She assumed that he was still giving piano lessons at the music school where he worked, but it wasn’t like she could drop in on a lesson. He would throw a fit and really cut her from his life.

There was a knock on Michelle’s bedroom door before it opened slightly. Ann was standing there, pushing her head through the small space, looking at Michelle with concern in her eyes.

“Is everything okay, Michelle?”

Michelle shook her head, feeling tears well in her eyes for the first time since all of this nonsense with Victor had started. She hated losing her friend. She hated knowing that she pissed him off for assuming he was gay, but what did he expect? His voice was sweet, his jeans were tight, and he just didn’t scream straight.

All the memories of Michelle kissing boys in front of Victor or bitching to him about her boyfriends and hookups made her cringe every time a memory passed through her mind, which was fairly often since their fight in the park.

“Is everything okay, Michelle?”

“No,” Michelle said with a heavy voice. “I fucked up!”

Ann’s eyes widened, and she pushed the door all the way open to step into the room. She went over to Michelle’s bed and sat by her friend’s side, wrapping an arm over her shoulder.

“What’s wrong, Michelle? Why are you crying?”

“I don’t fucking know!”

Ann rubbed Michelle’s shoulder, telling her that it was okay, even though she had no idea what was happening. Ann assumed it was over Gary, but Michelle almost never cried over her exes, so Ann was just trying to ride out the storm.

“Can you tell me what’s wrong?” Ann asked about thirty seconds later when Michelle hadn’t stopped crying.

“It’s Victor!”

“What about him?”

“He likes me! He likes me, and I’ve been treating him like a gay guy this entire time!” Michelle hollered before falling into another fit of tears. She truly couldn’t get ahold of herself. All this time she thought she was talking to her gay best friend when she’d actually been rubbing sand in the eyes of her secret admirer.

“Really? Victor?” Ann asked in a surprised voice. “I would have sworn he was gay too.”

“Well, he’s not!” Michelle screamed and cried even harder. She felt terrible for not realizing that her friend had wanted to be more than friends. “Why didn’t he say anything before?”

“I don’t know,” Ann said softly and hugged Michelle’s shoulder, telling her that everything would be fine, but Michelle couldn’t get it together. She was rambling on about all the times she’d probably hurt Victor by complaining about this guy or that guy.

“You didn’t know, Michelle. You can’t blame yourself.”

“Kirk didn’t tell you anything about Victor when you guys were fucking?” Michelle asked.

Ann shook her head. “Not about him crushing on you. Honestly, Kirk wasn’t sure about Victor’s sexuality as far as I could tell. Sometimes he would mention finding panties in the laundry, even though Victor never had a girl over at the house.”

“They were roommates! How could Kirk not know something? Call him! I need to know if Victor had any other girlfriends.”

“I’m not calling Kirk.”

Michelle knew that she was asking a lot of Ann. She and Kirk hadn’t had the best ending to their relationship. They were never exclusive, which Ann took to heart more than Kirk. Ann ended up dating a guy named Jose who swept her off her feet and left her without time to see Kirk.

It made living next to the guys awkward, but they moved out shortly after that, and Michelle maintained her friendship with Victor. He got a large studio apartment not far from Blow Street, and Michelle went over there often, yet Victor never once hinted at this crush until he blew up in her face.

“Ann, please! I need answers.”

“I’m not calling Kirk. You can forget it. The last time he and I talked, he begged me to get back with him, and that’s not going to happen, so no. I’m sorry, Michelle. I love you, but you’re going to have to get answers from Victor on your own.”

Michelle sighed. She didn’t want to push Victor after he’d yelled at her, but she didn’t want to live without him in her life. She never realized how much she leaned on him until he was gone. Now that she was looking at her message feed, they would spend most days texting each other, telling each other about the little details of their lives.

“Do you think you’ll be okay?” Ann asked.

Michelle was a bit offended that Ann wanted to leave her when she was broken like this, but Michelle knew that her roommate was busy. She couldn’t expect Ann to be there to support her through every twist and turn of her life, but Victor wanted to be there for Michelle, which was more than she could say about her other boyfriends.

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.”

Ann patted Michelle’s back and stood. She walked toward the door, looking over her shoulder at Michelle before slipping through the doorframe.

“That little bit about Kirk finding panties in the laundry might be worth checking out. People don’t realize it, but most men who wear women’s clothing are straight.”

Michelle stared at Ann for a moment, processing what she’d just said. It took a few seconds before she put the pieces of the puzzle together, and then her eyes lit up.

“Wait, are you saying you think Victor might be a crossdresser?”

Ann shrugged. “You never know.”

Michelle didn’t know what to say, so she thanked Ann for checking on her and pulled out her computer once Ann left the room. Michelle opened her web browser and typed in the word crossdresser. She searched and searched, completely blown away by everything she found.

Ann wasn’t wrong when she said that a lot of crossdressers were straight. Michelle found accounts from gay and bi crossdressers and everything in between, but there were a lot of straight guys out there who just wanted to get in touch with their feminine sides, and Michelle was amazed.

Michelle had spent her entire life chasing after beefy masculine guys who spent their days at the gym, but maybe she was tired of the toxic masculinity. Maybe it was time that she opened her heart to a different type of man if the man she’d hurt was still willing to have her.


CHAPTER 3

I was at home about a week after yelling at Michelle in the park. I still felt terrible about how I’d reacted, but I had to protect myself. I couldn’t spend my entire life pining over a woman who wanted nothing to do with me or men like me. It wasn’t healthy, and it wasn’t good for my psyche.

For as long as I could remember, I knew there was a woman inside of me. I’ve always found women beautiful, powerful, and unstoppable. Women were the essence I wanted to emulate. Their movements. Their charm. Everything about being a woman seemed magical.

Women faced plenty of discrimination, but that was nothing new to a man like me. I stood at five feet and six inches. I couldn’t grow a beard to save my life, and my voice wasn’t too high, but it also wasn’t deep. People took one look at me and thought gay for as long as I could remember.

I couldn’t understand why I ever thought it would have been different with Michelle. She was spunky, charismatic, and never afraid to take what she wanted, which included hunky men who fit the profile of what a man was expected to be.

Even in the good ol’ days when Kirk and I were roommates living next to the girls and hanging out with them pretty much daily, Michelle never really looked at me as more than anything but a gay man, and I’d known it then, even if it was hard to admit the truth to myself.

It was about time that I let go of that past.

I needed to look to the future.

A future without Michelle.

Even if I never found a woman who understood me, I would have my stash. I would have the clothes and makeup and accessories that brought me even more peace than playing the piano, even if I couldn’t find a special lady with whom I could share my truest self.

I stood from my keyboard after practicing for a couple hours, playing through my favorite songs and trying some new ones that were still a bit difficult for me, but my fingers could no longer move over the keys. I was exhausted and confused and annoyed.

I hated myself for letting my crush on Michelle go on for so long without telling her, knowing what she really thought of me, even if she’d never said the words. My crush on her would forever leave a hole in my heart, but I had to find a way to move on, and I couldn’t think of a better way than by dressing up in some of my favorite clothes.

One of the best things about having a studio apartment was that I never had to worry about Kirk or any other roommate walking into my bedroom while I was dressed like a girl. I had complete and total privacy at the studio apartment, which also meant that my stash had been growing.

It was becoming quite the collection, but buying women’s clothing and makeup and jewelry brought me more happiness than going out to eat or out drinking at the bar. I didn’t care about interacting with strangers when I had everything I could ever want tucked away at the back of my closet.

All of the goodies were in opaque bins just in case anyone came looking. I flicked on the closet light and went to where the bins were sitting. I didn’t have to open them to know what was inside. There was a mental catalog in my mind, as I spent most days thinking about my clothes and makeup.

I grabbed the middle bin and walked it to my bed. It had some of my favorite outfits, ones I wore when I was feeling especially slutty and frustrated. I wanted a girl who understood me more than anything, but at least I had toys until that day came along.

I opened the bin and pulled out an outfit that made me feel like a slutty virgin. It was all white. Stockings, a thong, a garter belt, a bra, and a mesh robe. I had already shaved in the morning, knowing I would no longer be able to resist the pull of this outfit that made me feel better no matter how down in the dumps I was.

The outfit wasn’t one of my first. My first dresses were all big and loose and didn’t need special breast forms or anything to look cute, but I couldn’t wear the slutty virgin outfit without stuffing my bra and putting on some blush and pink eyeshadow. I couldn’t wear the outfit without shaving every inch of my body, which was never too much work, as I wasn’t naturally very hairy.

I lathered my skin with my favorite moisturizer, which had a faint floral smell. Then I slipped on the bra and panties. I applied a touch of women’s deodorant and perfume, covering up any hint of masculine odors, which made me cringe if I even caught a whiff of them while I was feminized.

The breast forms went in next, filling out my bra, giving me a gorgeous c-cup. I pulled on the stockings after that and then put the garter belt in place, attaching it to my stockings, which gave me that slutty look that made my heart skip a beat.

The robe completed my look, but I was feeling like going all the way today, so I grabbed my makeup bag and went to the bathroom mirror. I applied foundation, blush, eyeliner, and the pink eye shadow, giving me a fierce look.

I was feeling myself when I stared in the mirror, feeling like a sexy, beautiful woman. The man I used to be had vanished, and I knew that people wouldn’t think twice if they saw me, unless they looked down at the little bulge in my panties, but who would do that?

I laughed at the thought as I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what woman would love me. This me. I didn’t have to be a woman around the clock, but I couldn’t live my life pretending that I would never feminize myself. I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t have these feminine desires when they felt as natural as the air I breathed.

My phone buzzed, shaking me from my trance. I could stare at my feminized face for hours, which I’d done before, but I also had a bad habit of checking my phone every time it buzzed. I unlocked my phone, and my heart dropped to the pits of my stomach when I saw the message on the screen.

Michelle: We need to talk. I’m coming over to your place now. I have your favorite cake!

I stared at the message and looked at the faint reflection of my feminized face on the screen, panic setting in as I thought of Michelle finding me like this. If she didn’t want me before, there was no chance that she would want me now!

Me: I’m a bit busy right now. Can we talk later?

Michelle: Are you home? Please, Victor. Give me a chance to explain. I’m only a few minutes away, and I can’t stop thinking about our fight in the park.

My heart started pounding in my chest. I had already put out my bottle of lube in the bedroom and was just about to pull up my favorite porn channel to give myself a bit a relief, but then Michelle had sent me this! Now I had no idea what I was going to do, but I had to figure out something, or Michelle would catch me all dressed up and feminized, and I couldn’t have that!

I ran to the bathroom to wash off my makeup, but that alone took several minutes! I was panicking by the time I left the bathroom, seriously worried about what Michelle would say, and then there was a knock on the door.

“Victor, it’s me! Open the door please!”

I cursed under my breath and told her to wait a minute, racing around my studio apartment as panic filled me.


CHAPTER 4

Michelle was knocking for the third time before I finally raced to the door to open it. I was practically sweating when I threw open the door to find Michelle standing on the other side with a small take-out box in her hand.

“Victor, what in the world were you doing in there? Do you have a girl over here or something?”

“No,” I said with a laugh. “It’s nothing like that.”

“Then what were you doing that took you so long to open the door?” Michelle asked suspiciously as she stepped past me into the apartment. “Were you jacking off?”

Not yet.

“No, I was just reading over some sheet music and needed to make a few notes before I lost my train of thought,” I said, praying that Michelle didn’t realize I was wearing lingerie beneath the jeans and t-shirt I’d thrown on after she knocked on the door.

I only had time to pull out the breast forms and put away the bin in my bedroom before grabbing the jeans and t-shirt from my closet before Michelle was banging on the door for the third time. Throughout our entire friendship, she’d never been one to enjoy waiting.

“I see,” Michelle said like she didn’t quite believe me. “Here’s the carrot cake I got. Sorry for dropping by without notice, but I was working at a café down the street and saw this cake, and I could only think of you!”

“I appreciate the thought,” I said and took the carrot cake. “Would you like to share it?”

Michelle tossed her hand in the air and shook her hair. “No, I had a pastry with my coffee. The cake is for you.”

“I’ll save it for later,” I said and walked over to the kitchen, hating how I had to bend over to put the box in the fridge. I hoped more than anything that my t-shirt hadn’t ridden up, but it wasn’t the longest t-shirt in the world, and I hadn’t even bothered to put on a belt.

Michelle was looking at me when I turned to face her, but I acted like she hadn’t seen anything because I wasn’t sure I could live with myself if she had. I offered Michelle a glass of water without even thinking that I would have to stand on my toes to reach the glass, and of course, Michelle agreed.

I swallowed my breath when I stood in front of the cabinet with the glasses. I glanced over at Michelle who hadn’t taken her eyes off me. I cursed under my breath as I opened the cabinet and reached to grab the glass, praying that Michelle hadn’t seen the straps of my garter belt or the frilly lace around the waistline of my panties.

“Here you go,” I said and passed Michelle the glass of water. I had one for myself as well. “Should we sit in the living room?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Michelle walked over to the couch first and I followed. She plopped down and took a sip from her glass of water before placing it on the coffee table. I was so nervous sitting next to her that I had to hold my glass with two hands as I took a drink.

Michelle watched me curiously as I reached to place my glass on the coffee table a few inches from hers. She narrowed her eyes as she looked at me, and I could feel myself turning red like the sky at sunset. I rubbed my thighs but recoiled when I felt the lingerie beneath the denim.

“Is everything all right?” asked Michelle.

“Yeah,” I said hastily. “Never better. Why?”

Michelle shook her head. I couldn’t read the expression on her face. Was it confusion? Was it joy? Had she seen the girly white fabric beneath my clothes when I was in the kitchen? I wanted to ask her but asking her would reveal my secret!

If it was even still a secret…

“Our fight the other day. I still can’t get over it, Victor. I really had no idea that you had a crush on me until we were in the park. I mean, maybe there were hints, but I didn’t really think of it as a possibility.”

“I know you just thought I was some gay twink. You’re not the only one. Trust me, I’ve heard it enough from the bullies in my life, and if you’ve just come here to bully me, then you can leave.”

“Victor! How could you say that? I would never intentionally hurt you. I love you, at least as a friend.”

“You love me?” I whispered.

Michelle reached out to touch my thigh, but I pushed away her hand before she could land it on my jeans, afraid that she would feel the lingerie beneath the denim fabric. The lingerie felt suffocatingly tight, but there was no time to remove it before Michelle came knocking.

“Uh,” Michelle said as she pulled her hand back to her lap. She looked completely offended. I had to do something to stop the confusion, but what could I do except tell her the truth? “Sorry, I was just trying to comfort you.”

“I know! Michelle, please, I know! You don’t understand…”

“What don’t I understand, Victor?”

I shook my head, too afraid to tell Michelle the truth, even though there was already a chance that she knew. She could have easily seen my lingerie when I was standing on my toes to get a glass or bent over in front of the fridge to put away the slice of cake that she’d so generously gifted me.

“Did you see?” I asked in a whisper.

“See what?” Michelle asked with a slight smirk.

“In the kitchen?”

“What could I have seen in the kitchen, Victor?”

“Are you really going to make me say it?”

“Say what?” asked Michelle.

I shook my head, confident Michelle was playing with me. I was almost certain she’d seen or that she found out somehow about my feminine desires, so would she not be here if she didn’t want to give me a chance?

“Why did you come today, Michelle? Why are you here?”

“I wanted to ask you a question, but I think I might already have the answer.”

“What answer is that?”

Michelle smiled at me softly before moving her hand closer to the hem of my t-shirt. My heart raced as her fingers got closer, but I wasn’t going to stop her. If Michelle wanted to reveal this part of me, I could only hope she wanted to do something about it. I could only hope that she wanted to give me, the real me, a chance.

“You’re right,” Michelle said as her fingers were millimeters from the hem of my t-shirt.

“Right about what?”

“I came over to ask you a question, but I saw the answer I needed when you stood on your toes in the kitchen. You’re wearing lingerie, aren’t you?” asked Michelle.

I averted my eyes, but Michelle didn’t. Her stare bore into me like a drill pushing into a block of concrete. It didn’t matter how badly I tried to ignore her. Her eyes weren’t going anywhere. She wasn’t going anywhere.

“It’s okay, Victor,” Michelle said and reached out her hand to place it on my thigh. “You can tell me. I’ve learned a lot about crossdressers over the past week, and I want to understand. I want to give us a chance.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, so I lifted my eyes to look at Michelle, trying to judge if she was telling the truth or messing with me, but she looked sincere. She looked like she was at the house to be more than a friend.

It was like my dreams were coming true, and I didn’t know how to react. I just wanted to run. I wanted to hide. I wanted to be anywhere but in that living room because I knew I would be forever destroyed if Michelle left me after giving me hope.

“Are you being serious, Michelle?”

“Yes, Victor. I wouldn’t be here if I weren’t serious.”

“How did you even know, though? What made you suspect me?”

“Truthfully, I’ve never suspected a thing, but Ann told me that Kirk told her that he sometimes found panties in your laundry. Ann mentioned that maybe you were a crossdresser if you weren’t hooking up with other people, which led me to doing a bunch of research, and everything kind of clicked together.”

I swallowed, feeling like the secret I’d been working so hard to protect had been out in the open for years. My stash was relatively small before getting the studio apartment, but I used to wear panties and bras and prance around my bedroom feeling femme.

It wasn’t like I could masturbate in the lingerie without washing it, so I guess there was a chance Kirk saw panties in my laundry, but I figured he never had because he’d never said anything about it. He never asked too many questions about why I never had girls over or anything like that, so I always assumed I was safe.

How wrong I’d been!

“Victor, please. It’s okay,” Michelle said and placed her hands on my shoulders just as I was about to lose myself. “If you’re willing, I would love to see what you look like in the lingerie.”

“You mean, you want me to take off my jeans and t-shirt?”

“Yeah. What do you say?”

My instant thought was to tell Michelle no and to tell her to get the fuck out of my apartment, but was this not my dream? Was this not everything that I wanted?

“What if you laugh at me?”

“I won’t laugh. I promise,” Michelle said and stared at me a long moment, and I had to believe she was telling the truth. If there was anyone who would understand me, wouldn’t it be the girl who had been my friend for years?

I nodded and stood from the couch. I walked to my bedroom and grabbed the breast forms I’d put away before returning to the middle of the living room. Michelle glanced at the breast forms without saying a word. I took a deep breath before pulling off my t-shirt, revealing my bra and garter belt.

“I would understand if you don’t want a boy like me, but this is who I am. I’m a boy who likes to dress as a girl sometimes, and if you ask me, there’s nothing wrong with it. I’ve loved feeling feminine for as long as I can remember,” I said to Michelle as I slipped the breast forms into my bra.

Michelle nodded with an expressionless face, so I continued.

I unbuttoned my jeans and took a deep breath before pushing them down, revealing my thong and stockings. I couldn’t help that my member had gotten a bit hard and made my bulge even bigger, but the girl of my dreams was literally watching me undress.

I kicked my jeans to the side and placed my hands on my hips. I wasn’t wearing makeup or a wig or anything, but my body was smooth, and I knew I looked a lot like a girl in the lingerie. This was the most a girl had seen the girly side of me, but despite the waves of humiliation, I felt free.

“So, this is who I am.”

Michelle stood and walked over to me. I still had no idea what she was thinking or feeling, but then she kissed me. It was completely unexpected, but I leaned into it. I accepted it when Michelle pulled on my hair and slid her tongue into my mouth, making my dick grow that much harder.

I moaned into Michelle’s mouth when she grabbed my side and kissed me more aggressively, using much more force than she was a second ago, and then she surprised me by placing her hand over the outline of my hard cock, moaning into my mouth when she did.

Michelle broke away from me and wiped her slobbery mouth. She stared at me with lust in her eyes, making my cock throb even harder with desire, but Michelle didn’t touch it again.

“You’re beautiful, Victor. Unfortunately, I have to go, but this is far from over. Do you understand?”

I nodded slowly, feeling like I was in a dream.

“Good,” Michelle said and gave me a soft kiss. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye,” I said in a soft voice as Michelle walked out of the door, and I ran to the bottle of lube after she’d left, not sure if I’d ever cum more times in one day than I did that afternoon.


CHAPTER 5

I didn’t know what to expect when Michelle invited me to her salon around closing time, but I was always happy to see her, and I felt especially light after our kiss. I could only hope that Michelle still found me beautiful, as she’d said in my living room, but that was two days ago, and we hadn’t spoken much since.

My body was shaking with nerves as I walked from the parking lot to the mall’s entrance, wondering what in the world Michelle wanted to do. I hoped more than anything that this wasn’t some sort of prank, which would be my greatest fear coming to life. I feared being humiliated for my natural desires.

Michelle’s salon was within sight a few minutes later, and I felt more nervous than ever, but Michelle would never forgive me if I turned away now. Michelle would accuse me of wasting her time. She would play the victim and push me away, so I had to swallow my fears that this was all some big prank and continue down the corridor.

The salon appeared empty once I could see through the windows, but there would be no way of telling for sure without stepping inside, so I did. I swallowed as I passed the doorway, looking around for Michelle, but I didn’t see signs of her anywhere.

“Michelle?” I called out in a timid voice. “Are you there?”

Michelle emerged from the room in the back with a bright smile on her face. She ran over to me and threw her arms around me, giving me a tight hug, which melted away the majority of my anxiety. I breathed a bit more easily when Michelle stepped back and held me by my shoulders.

“It’s so good to see you, Victor. How have you been?” Michelle asked as she shuffled a few papers behind her desk.

“I can’t complain,” I said.

Michelle looked at me more closely with narrowed eyes. “Are you wearing lingerie?”

“No,” I said with a shake of my head. “I don’t usually wear women’s clothing in public.”

Michelle’s eyes filled with a surprised shock. “Why not?”

I shrugged. “Doesn’t seem like the right thing to do.”

“It’s not like you’re hurting anyone by wearing lingerie! I can’t believe you wouldn’t wear lingerie beneath your jeans or something if you like it so much. That’s probably why I never noticed before, huh?”

“I guess,” I said in a weak voice. There was no judgement in Michelle’s tone or stance, but I still felt humiliated. I still felt like I was up to no good because I had a desire to wear lingerie and women’s clothing. “It’s not exactly acceptable.”

“Oh, who gives a fuck what people think?”

“That’s easy for you to say. Girls can wear men’s clothing without getting a second glance, but it’s harder for us guys.”

Michelle nodded as she pondered what I’d said. “Sure, that might be true, but I’m here to tell you that I don’t give a fuck what you wear, and I’m more than a little disappointed that you didn’t wear lingerie today or bring any women’s clothing!”

“Why?” I asked, not sure if I should feel excited or terrified. Never in my life had a woman spoken to me about my crossdressing, let alone this directly, and it had me more than a bit excited. Why had Michelle called me here? What in the world was she planning to do?

“I don’t know,” Michelle said and stepped out from behind her desk. She walked over to me with a strange look in her eyes, one I’d never seen from her. Was it lust? “I was hoping we could have some fun.”

“Some fun?”

Michelle grinned as she closed the last bit of distance between us. The smell of her sweet perfume swirled into my nose and made my cock swell. I’d been dreaming of this moment for ages and felt like I was in a dream as Michelle stood there with her fingers pressed lightly against my chest.

Michelle was so girly and cute and everything I wanted to love, everything I wanted to be, and I felt like I was standing on a cliff, like Michelle was about to push me and send me crashing back to reality. How was this happening? Was my best friend finally becoming my lover?

“Yeah,” Michelle said with a wide smile as she stood there in her pencil skirt and a colorful over-the-shoulder shirt with heeled ankle boots. She looked spunky and businesslike all that the same time.

“Some fun, Victor. Don’t you have a thing for me? It sure felt like you did last time,” Michelle said as she pushed herself up against me, pressing her thigh into my crotch. “Ooh, it feels like you still might have a thing for me.”

I swallowed as Michelle pressed her leg more firmly against my growing erection. I didn’t know what to do. Her touch had completely paralyzed me. I was afraid that if I moved too much, felt too much friction, I would cum in my pants, and that was the last thing I wanted.

“Your dick feels nice, Victor. How big is it?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never measured it,” I said.

“Bullshit. There isn’t a man in this world who hasn’t measured his cock.”

I swallowed. There was probably some man out there who hadn’t measured his cock, but I wasn’t one of them. “It’s about seven inches hard.”

Michelle moaned as she reached down and grabbed the side of my hips. “Seven inches and still this timid, huh? Are you a virgin?”

“That depends on your definition of virgin, I guess.”

Michelle’s smile widened further. She chuckled and shook her head. “Oh my god! You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Shh!” I hissed at Michelle. I looked around the empty salon, which only made Michelle laugh harder. She stepped away from me and placed her hand squarely on my dick as she stared into my eyes. I parted my lips to say something, but I couldn’t do more than mumble some nonsensical sounds.

“Nobody is going to hear me,” Michelle said with a laugh. “This entire time I thought you were someone you weren’t, but I’m really enjoying getting to know the real you, Victor. Had I known, I—”

“Please,” I said to stop Michelle. I didn’t want to think about all the time I spent as her best gay friend. I didn’t want to think about all the times that Michelle went on and on about some guy she was sleeping with and treated her like shit. “We don’t have to talk about the past.”

“Fine,” Michelle said with a curt nod. “Let’s forget the past, but we can’t doll you up without any women’s clothing!”

“Doll me up?”

“Yeah! Why else do you think I invited you to the salon? I’ve been working on some wig designs and wanted to try them on you, if you’re willing.”

My heart fluttered, and I felt warm all over as Michelle returned her hands to my shoulders, looking at me like a girlfriend looked at her boyfriend. No longer was she looking at me like just a friend and knowing that made me feel beyond special.

It made me feel loved.

“Uh, yeah… that sounds like fun.”

“What do you say we do a bit of shopping before the stores close?”

“Are you being serious with me?”

Michelle looked at me strangely, tilting her head to the side. “Why wouldn’t I be serious? Come on! We’re wasting time!” Michelle said and grabbed me by the wrist to pull me out of the salon.


CHAPTER 6

Michelle moved her hand from my wrist and down to my hand, lacing her fingers with mine. She glanced over at me and grinned. She pulled me a bit before beginning to skip. I tried my best to keep up with her, but I was so worried about everyone that was staring at us like we were a couple of freaks.

“Come on, Victor! Keep up!”

I shook off my fear of the strangers and remembered this was the woman of my dreams telling me to skip. This was the woman I’d been obsessing over for years. I skipped like my life depended on it, eventually going faster than Michelle.

She screeched and pulled on my hand. “Wait up, skippy!”

I laughed and shook my head as Michelle stepped closer, throwing herself against me, without a care in the world for the people who were watching. She pressed her lips against mine. They were so soft and smooth and a touch sticky from the gloss she was wearing.

“Did you like skipping?” Michelle asked when she pulled her lips away from mine, staring at me with glossy eyes. She had her hands around the back of my neck as she awaited my answer.

“Not as much as I liked that kiss,” I said in a low voice to Michelle.

She smiled and pushed her hand through my hair. “I quite liked the kiss myself.”

It was then that I realized none of this was a joke. Something had switched within Michelle when I told her that I liked her. She no longer saw me as a gay guy. She saw me as a straight guy who happened to enjoy wearing women’s clothing. She saw me as a man who wanted to get in touch with his feminine side, and she seemed more than willing to help.

“Come on, Victor! We need to hurry before the stores close!”

Michelle pulled me toward a women’s clothing store with a bunch of cheap options. My heart skipped a beat when we walked through the doors. Nobody paid us much attention, but I was positive their eyes would have been all over me had I come alone. Michelle paused and looked at me up and down, pushing on my shoulder to spin me in a circle.

“What size jeans do you wear?”

“Twenty-eight,” I said.

“Skinny boy,” Michelle said with a bright smile. She went around the store, grabbing different dresses and skirts and pants, and then she took me by the hand and dragged me toward the fitting rooms. “Try these on,” she said and shoved the pile of clothes into my arms.

I glanced over my shoulder to see if anyone was watching, and there was a store attendant who was staring at us with a curious expression on her face, but she didn’t come over to stop us.

“Put on the red dress first! It probably won’t fit right, but we’ll stuff your bra when we get back to the salon.”

I pulled back the curtain and hissed at Michelle to shut up, but she just laughed in my face and pushed me back into the fitting room, yelling at me to put on the red dress, which was about the same color as my face.

“If you can skip through the mall, you can put on that dress, Victor. Stop acting so shy!”

“How else do you expect me to act?”

“Isn’t this what you want?”

“Yes, but—”

“You don’t need to say anything but yes. Stop worrying about what everyone else thinks. All that matters is that I like you, right?”

I knew Michelle was right, but it was still difficult for me to look past all the negative things I’d been taught about crossdressing. It was hard for me to forget the endless taunting I’d heard other men do about any man who dared to go against what they thought masculinity should be. I needed to rewrite my understanding, and Michelle was there to help me do it.

“Promise not to laugh?”

“I promise, Victor. You needn’t worry. So, have you put on the dress yet?”

“I’m putting it on now,” I said as I reached down to unbutton the jeans I was wearing. I had on a pair of boxer briefs beneath them, which wouldn’t look terrible beneath the dress, but I definitely needed a thong or something.

“Good! I can’t wait to see you in it!”

The red dress had thick straps and was a bit boxy, but it complimented the natural shape of my body and would look pretty sexy if I had on a stuffed bra beneath it. I stared at myself in the mirror as I saw the potential, hoping Michelle would see it too.

“Are you wearing it yet?”

“Yeah, come in here!”

“No! You come out here,” Michelle said, and I swore I heard her snicker, but if she didn’t care, why should I?

Stepping out of the dressing room was like overcoming one of my deepest fears. That same sales attendant who’d stared at me going into the dressing room glanced at me briefly before going back to what she was doing, like she couldn’t have cared less that I was wearing a dress, and that gave me a bump of confidence.

“Work it, bitch!” Michelle said and snapped her fingers. “Show me what you got!”

I was torn as I stood there in front of Michelle. On the one hand, I felt fabulous in the dress. On the other hand, I felt like I should run out of the store to avoid the few sets of eyes that were watching me, but the longer I stood in the common area of the dressing rooms, the less I felt like I should run.

“You want to see me work it?”

“Yes!” Michelle hollered. “Do a little walk for me.”

I couldn’t help but smile as I placed my hand on my hip. I never would have done this without Michelle standing right there, acting as my support. My rock. My friend. She clapped to give me a beat as I put one foot in front of the other, strutting back and forth in front of the wall of mirrors.

“Get it, girl!” Michelle said and snapped her fingers when I did a pose like I was at the end of the runway. “You look so fierce in that dress!”

I tossed my head back and struck another pose. Michelle ran up to me and threw her arms around me, and we couldn’t help ourselves. We kissed right there in front of the mirrors, and seeing it made me believe it. Michelle wanted me. I wanted her. Something was developing between us, which meant my dreams were finally coming true.

“What should I try on next?”

“Hmm,” Michelle said and tapped her chin. She went to the dressing room and picked out a super short, pleated denim skirt. I tried it on and loved how long it made my legs look. Michelle agreed when she saw me and told me that we had to buy it.

“Okay, but we can’t spend too much. You know I’m poor, right?”

“Fine, fine! We’ll put it in the maybe pile. Let me see what they have in the clearance section.”

Michelle ran to the clearance section and came back with a lot of choices. She had me try on a pair of skinny jeans which hugged my ass in the most beautiful ways. It looked all plump and girly and would probably turn more than a few heads with the right pair of heels. Michelle also brought me some other dresses. We decided on a blue sun dress and a white midi dress with a floral print. We also added some cheap lingerie to the basket, so that I would have undergarments to wear.

There was a lot more that I wanted to buy, but my budget simply wouldn’t allow for it. Michelle and I were sad about all the clothes we had to leave behind, but a girl had to know where to draw the line on shopping.

“We still need to get you some shoes!” Michelle said and pulled me toward the shoe store. There was only about half an hour before all the stores would close, so we had to try on the different options quickly, but we decided on a classic pair of black pumps.

“They’ll look good with anything,” said Michelle.

“Are you expecting me to put these on tonight?” I asked as we were leaving the shoe store.

“Uh, yeah! I was expecting you to come to the salon already dressed as a girl, but I had a ton of fun shopping. Now we need to do the hard part.”

“What’s that?”

“Putting you in a wig and makeup, duh!” Michelle laughed as she pulled me through the mall and back to her salon.


CHAPTER 7

“Isn’t the mall closing soon?” I asked as Michelle pushed me into her chair and turned me to face the mirror.

“The stores close an hour before all the employees have to leave, so we still have plenty of time to transform you into the beautiful girl I know that you can be!”

I felt so overwhelmed sitting there in the chair. I reached to grab Michelle’s hand. She jumped but didn’t pull away her hand as she looked at me through the mirror.

“Thank you for doing this, Michelle. You don’t know how much it means to me.”

“No problem, Victor.” Michelle squeezed my hand and reached down to kiss me on the cheek. “If I’m being honest, I’ve always liked you, but I never thought…”

“That I was straight?”

“Yeah,” Michelle said solemnly. “I feel like such a bitch for talking about those guys I was dating while you were crushing on me. Fuck, Victor, you don’t know how badly I wish I could take back those words.”

“Water under the bridge,” I said and squeezed Michelle’s hand before gently releasing it to let her get back to work. “So, what are you going to do to me?”

“We’re going to try on some wigs! Then I’m going to do your makeup, but you should probably go ahead and put on one of your dresses first. Which one do you want to wear?”

“How about the red one?”

“I love that one! Go put it on!”

I took the bag with the red dress and some new lingerie to the bathroom at the back of the salon. It was a tiny little room with a single toilet, a sink, and a mirror. At least it didn’t smell bad. Michelle and her coworkers had decorated the small space with plenty of air fresheners.

My legs and body were already smooth, as I’d touched up my shaving in the morning. I even did a little dressing up before coming to meet Michelle at the mall, but I never would have imagined my day would lead here when I was sitting around the house in lingerie.

The lingerie we got at the store was black and fit perfectly. I balled up some tissue paper to stuff the bra, just like I used to do before I bought those breast forms that I had at home. It took a minute to get the lumps smoothed out and looking like natural breasts, but I was feeling pretty girly once I did.

The thong did a good job at holding down my cock, and the red dress was loose enough that I wasn’t too worried about a bulge appearing. I slipped on the red dress once I had my lingerie looking right and stepped out of the suffocatingly small bathroom.

“Don’t you look good in that dress?” Michelle asked from across the room. She already had a bunch of wigs set out at her station. They were all blonde and styled differently, and I couldn’t wait to try them on!

“I feel good,” I admitted as I walked across the room with my hands on my hips. “You designed these wigs yourself?”

“Yeah, I’ve been learning how to make them in my free time. Wigs are a lot of fun, and I love weaves too. A little extra hair can change a girl’s entire look.”

“That’s true. Which wig do you think will look best on me?” I asked. My hair was naturally brown. I never kept it as long as I would like, always too afraid that someone would call me out for being girly if I dared to grow it out.

“I don’t know. Let’s try them all!”

I agreed, and Michelle picked up the first wig. It was long and had loose waves. It looked fabulous, and I loved it on, but Michelle shook her head and returned it to the mannequin head. She picked up a second wig that was even curlier than the first, and we both held back a laugh when Michelle placed it on my head.

“I don’t know. I think it looks pretty sexy,” Michelle said as she struggled to fight back laughter.

“It looks like you just gave me a perm!”

“The perm is making a comeback,” Michelle said defensively. “You could definitely pull off this wig. It makes you about four inches taller.”

I smirked and shook my head. Michelle huffed and took off the wig, putting on the straight blonde wig next, and we both knew it was a winner right away. Something clicked when we looked at each other. Michelle tried the last wig she had just for fun, which was a mostly straight blonde wig, but its color was a bit richer.

The platinum color of the wig we chose went well with my pale skin, even though it contrasted a bit with my dark eyebrows, but the world was full of blondes with dark eyebrows. Michelle used a straightener for a bit before pulling the hair into a high ponytail to do my makeup.

“I’m going to give you smokey eyes and a red lip with some lipliner. You’re going to look like a total babe.”

“Work your magic,” I said.

Michelle grinned and kissed me on the cheek gently before reaching for her makeup bag. My eyes were mostly closed as she brushed and penciled and dollified my face. I could hardly believe it when I finally stopped to look at myself in the mirror.

“What do you think?” asked Michelle.

“I’m the most beautiful I’ve ever been.”

“Almost,” Michelle said before reaching to undo my ponytail. She used her fingers to style it a bit before stepping away, satisfied with her work. “Now you’re the most beautiful you’ve ever been.”

“Do you really think so?” I asked.

Michelle nodded and grabbed my hand. “Let’s get out of here. The mall’s about to close.”

“Where do you want to go?” I asked, still staring at myself in complete disbelief. I didn’t look like a man at all. My makeup really brought out the feminine features of my face, and I never knew my lips could look this plump until Michelle had applied my makeup.

“Why don’t we go out for a drink? I could eat.”

“You don’t think anyone will be able to tell, do you?”

“Can you tell?” Michelle asked with a laugh.

I was trying to search my face objectively for any signs of a boy hiding beneath the makeup, but I honestly couldn’t find them. I looked more like a girl than I ever had, and it was all because Michelle had decided to help me. I owed her more than I could put into words, so I stood from the chair and went over to her.

“Thank you,” I said and kissed her deeply. Michelle relaxed after a second and let me kiss her like I’d always wanted, and it meant so much that she would kiss me while I was dolled up.

“You’re welcome, but you almost messed up the lipliner! Put on your heels so we can go! There’s plenty of time for messing up your makeup once I get some food in my belly,” Michelle said with a wink.

I slipped on my heels, excited and terrified for where the night would take us. Michelle and I were laughing like wild when we ran out of the salon, our clicking heels echoing off the walls of the empty mall.


CHAPTER 8

“Here, I have an extra purse,” Michelle said as she reached into her backseat. I couldn’t help but stare as her shirt tightened against her breasts, looking away quickly when she popped back up and passed me the tiny black purse. “Look at that! It matches your outfit perfectly!”

“Yeah, it does!”

“Let’s touch up your lipstick before we go inside,” Michelle said and reached into her purse. It was also black but much larger than the tiny one she’d passed me. It matched her pencil skirt and complimented the colorful shirt she was wearing. “Here it is!”

I stared at the lipstick in Michelle’s hand, and reality hit me. We were sitting in the parking lot of a bar. I was about to go out in the world as a woman for the first time, and I wasn’t sure that I could do it!

“Wait, what are we doing?”

“What do you mean?” Michelle asked as she looked at me with a confused expression. “We’re about to get some food! I’m starving! I haven’t eaten all day, Victor!”

“Like that!” I screamed, feeling like I was losing control of myself.

“Like what? What’s wrong with you?”

I couldn’t speak as Michelle leaned away from me with the lipstick in her hand. I looked from the tube to her and back, and I just wanted to run away from the situation. Michelle was making my dreams come true, but it was too much to handle.

“My name! Victor! What if someone asks me what my name is? What am I supposed to say? Plus, my voice isn’t the most convincing!” I said, fully entering panic mode. As much as I appreciated Michelle being there for me, I just wanted to go home. I wanted to be back in my safe space.

“The music will be loud in there. It always is,” Michelle said softly, reaching out to touch my leg. “We’ll request a booth and keep to ourselves, and everything will be fine. Okay?”

I lifted my head to look Michelle in the eyes, and I knew I could trust her to stay by my side, but what would I do if someone found out? I was terrified of the humiliation, but when I really thought about it, I was more terrified of going home. Even in my safe space, I could feel regret. Anguish. Guilt over walking away from what I most wanted.

“Okay,” I said and nodded. “We can do this.”

“Of course we can do this, Victor, or should I call you… Violet?”

“Violet?”

“Yeah, what do you think? If someone asks, you can say that your name is Violet.”

I nodded, imagining myself using that name, and I could see it. “Okay, I’m Violet. Nobody will think anything of it.”

“That’s right, and we can go back to your place once we get some food in our systems. I wish I could wait, but I need the nachos they have here ASAP. Plus, won’t it be fun showing off your feminine side to the world?”

“Yes,” I said quickly. “It means the world to me that you’re willing to do this, even if I am terrified.”

“We’ll be together no matter what happens.”

I nodded.

She smiled. “Good, now can I touch up your lipstick, please?”

“Sure,” I said and relaxed as Michelle moved toward me with the tube of red lipstick. We stared at each other as she applied it to my lips. My heart skipped a beat, and I’d never felt more in love. “How do I look?” I asked when she finished.

“Perfect,” she said.


CHAPTER 9

The server approached our table, which meant I would have to speak, but I’d been practicing what I would say in my head. I felt confident when he stopped in front of us, looking at us with a hint of attraction in his eyes.

“Evening, ladies. What could I get you?”

“I’ll have that amazing bourbon cocktail from your menu,” Michelle said as she stared into the hunky man’s eyes.

“And for you, miss?”

“A glass of white wine, please.”

To my surprise, the server gave me that same sensual look he’d given Michelle, like he wanted to have a menage with us in the back room. “Coming right up, ladies. Any appetizers before I go?”

“Ooh, yes! Bring us your favorites.”

“Will do,” the man said with a devilish smirk before walking away.

Michelle turned to me the instant he was gone and screamed a little. “Did you see that? He totally had the hots for you!”

I blushed and shook my head, unable to deny Michelle’s accusation. We laughed about how the server totally wanted to bang us. Neither of us were that interested, but it was fun to flirt.

“You and I sure do have fun, don’t we?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I wish we had done this years ago.”

It was so nice to hear Michelle say that, but I wasn’t positive that I would have been ready to do this when Michelle and I first met. I would have fled from her car, run around the block, and found a different way to get home.

Those nights getting dolled up in my studio prepared me for coming out tonight, and I was really feeling confident after getting checked out for the twentieth time. Pretty much every guy who walked past us stopped to look, which made me catch on pretty quickly to why women pretended not to pay men any attention.

There was far too much of it!

“These guys can’t get enough, can they?”

“Welcome to womanhood,” Michelle said with a smug look. “How’s your wine?”

“It goes well with the flatbread the server suggested.”

“He already told us that his name is Anthony.”

“Do you want to invite Anthony home with us?” I asked Michelle.

“Maybe another night,” she said with a wide grin.

“Are you being serious?”

“Not really, but maybe. If you were up for it.”

I had no idea what I was up for, but Anthony was pretty sexy and manly in ways that I would never be. “What would that mean for me? Would I still get to… uh…”

“Fuck me?”

“Michelle!” I hissed.

“Oh, you’re such a prude! Lighten up,” Michelle said and threw her head back as she laughed. She picked up her cocktail a few seconds later to take a sip, staring at me over the rim as she drank. “If you’re asking me if you would still get to fuck me, the answer is yes. You have a nice dick, and I absolutely plan on using it.”

My hand shook as I reached to pick up my glass of wine. I smiled as I drank, even though I was trying to keep it together. I’d never been with a woman before, which wasn’t too common at twenty-one, but I was ready to feel inside of a woman, and I couldn’t believe it was going to be with the woman of my dreams!

“See? I knew you would like what I had to say.”

I shrugged and picked up a square from the flatbread. Anthony checked on us frequently throughout the night, and I never once noticed him giving me an odd look or anything, which made me the happiest girl on earth.

I swear.

I was smiling from ear to ear by the time we were on our second drinks. Aside from the nachos that Michelle loved, Anthony picked out all the food we ate, and it was a delicious dinner.

“Am I going to see you ladies around here again?” Anthony asked as he dropped off the bill.

Michelle and I shared a look, and we couldn’t help but giggle, which only increased the level of desire in Anthony’s eyes. We told him that we might see him around.

“Make sure to request my section.”

“We will,” Michelle said.

Michelle had already put down her credit card, so Anthony picked up the bill and went to cash us out. We laughed so hard when he walked away. I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt happier.

“What’s wrong?” Michelle asked when I stopped laughing.

“I love you, Michelle.”

“I love you.” Michelle reached her hand across the table, and we laced our fingers together, only pulling apart when Anthony returned to the table, really looking like he wanted to join us in bed. I threw a ten on the table for his tip, and then we were out the door.


CHAPTER 10

“You’ll have to take me to my car in the morning,” I said as we were getting comfortable back at my place. My car was still at the mall, but I wasn’t worried about anything happening to it. Plenty of cars were left there overnight.

“That’s not a problem,” said Michelle. “I had such a great time tonight, Victor! Can you believe how badly Anthony wanted us?”

“We’re two good-looking girls,” I said.

Michelle and I had gravitated to the couch. We drifted toward each other as we sat there. She placed her hand on my thigh, making my cock jump. I longed for her touch, though. I wouldn’t dare push away her hand or tell her to stop.

“Do you find me attractive like this?” I asked.

Michelle lifted her hand from my thigh and moved it to my face. She cupped her hand along my jawline as she studied me. “You know, at first I wasn’t sure what I would think, but there’s something so beautiful about you when you’re a woman.”

“I find you attractive, Michelle. When I look at you, all I want to do is kiss you.”

“You can kiss me all you want,” Michelle said and scooted a bit closer.

My cock was rock hard and throbbing by that point, and all I wanted to do was plunge it into Michelle’s pussy. I wanted to feel inside of a woman instead of the inside of my cock sleeve. I wanted to hear those sweet, feminine moans as I thrusted my hips.

I needed to feel Michelle’s lips, so I closed my eyes as I moved my face closer to hers. Michelle held the side of my face as our mouths pressed together. I held her face too as our tongues danced, as we lost ourselves in the kiss.

I got to my knees on the couch and pushed Michelle to her back. I’d never been this intimate with a woman, but I’d been thinking about what I would do if I ever got the chance, and I didn’t want to blow it. I’d seen enough pornos to know that women liked getting their pussies licked, so I kissed down Michelle’s body until I was at her bellybutton.

She moaned loudly as I unzipped her pencil skirt and pulled it down her legs. My cock was throbbing uncontrollably when I got the first looked of Michelle’s womanhood. Her thong was clad against her wet pussy, and I could see the outline of her pretty lips perfectly.

“Like what you see, baby?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Kiss my pussy, Victor. You know you want to,” Michelle said as she reached between her legs to push down on the panties, exposing her pussy even more than it already was.

I couldn’t disobey her command, so I bent my head until my nostrils were close enough to catch a whiff of her delicious fragrance. I pressed my mouth against her pussy without even removing her panties, slurping up her delicious juices, which made Michelle scream my name.

“Yeah, you like that?”

“Lick my pussy, Victor!”

I hadn’t taken off my dress or wig or anything, which made me more aroused than ever, knowing that Michelle could see me feminized and still get this wet. Knowing that I could be my true self without having to worry.

I pulled Michelle’s panties down her leg in one swift movement, revealing her aroused womanhood. She was dripping wet for me, and I could only hope I would last more than five seconds once I got inside those sweet lips of hers, but there were no guarantees.

Michelle hollered and moaned as I moved my tongue over her pussy, listening carefully to see what she liked and didn’t, repeating what worked and ditching the spots that weren’t as sensitive. Michelle held my head down at one point, and it felt like I was drowning under a waterfall of her nectar.

“Fuck, Victor! Fuck!”

Michelle pushed my head even harder, and then she was screaming so loudly that I knew she was cumming. I moaned against her pussy as she came all over my face, reaching up my dress to pull my thong to the side to touch my hard dick for the first time.

“Stick it in me!”

“What?”

“Your dick! Fuck me!”

“You just came, though.”

“Victor!”

Michelle was a mess as I lifted my dress enough to fully reveal my erect cock. Michelle grabbed my side and pulled me down toward her pussy.

“Fuck me!”

I nodded and grabbed the base of my dick to direct it toward her womanhood. She moaned loudly when I pushed into her, and fuck, I couldn’t do anything but groan. It was a sound I’d never heard. One that formed at the back of my throat. It was low and deep and sounded like someone else, but I felt like someone else.

I was inside of a pussy for the first time!

Dressed like a woman!

The reality of my situation was blowing my mind, but I only had to take one look at that divine face of Michelle’s to know that I was in the exact right place. I stared down at her as I thrusted my hips, going deep into her hole.

“Yeah, Victor! Fuck me with that girly dick!”

“You like me wearing a dress?” I said as I pushed deep into Michelle, making her scream. I was getting close myself, but I had to last as long as I could.

“Yes! I love it!”

Hearing Michelle say that made my knees weak, but I had to keep fucking her. I wasn’t ready to cum! I wanted to feel the delicious tightness of her walls around my cock for as long as I could.

“I’m getting close, Victor! Fuck me a little harder!”

I closed my eyes to steady myself, but I was so close to falling apart. I inhaled deeply before thrusting my hips a bit faster, getting moans of approval from Michelle. She told me to go even faster, and I so desperately wanted to, but I was about to cum.

“I… I…”

Michelle wrapped her legs around my hips tightly and fucked herself with my dick, thrusting her hips as she went up and down my rod with her pussy, and I couldn’t hold my load a second longer.

“Fuck, Michelle!”

“Cum in me, baby! Fill me with that virgin cum!”

I bit my lip and groaned as my cock throbbed and started shooting load after load into Michelle’s pussy as she rubbed her clit vigorously. She folded her lips and looked at me with glossy eyes until she was screaming out that she was cumming, and she didn’t release her legs from around me until she stopped.

“Fuck,” I said and fell back onto the couch.

Michelle placed the back of her hand on her forehead. “That was good, Victor. Give me a minute, and we can clean up the mess.”

“Take your time. We’re not in a rush,” I said and curled up next to my woman.


CHAPTER 11

Part of me worried that night with Michelle would be a one-night stand, but she and I had been hanging out more than ever. We went out to eat, walked around the park, and bought cute clothes when the budget allowed for it. Neither of us were rich since we were both young and trying to pay our bills, but we did what we could.

It was a few weeks after our first night of lovemaking when Michelle and I were at the movies. There was an arcade inside the movie theater, so we were hanging out there before the movie started. I was feeling myself in the blue sun dress that I was wearing. I’d paired it with my new white heels and an oversized white belt. I was wearing the wavy blonde wig of Michelle’s and felt incredibly beautiful.

Plenty of guys were checking us out, but we didn’t pay them any attention. I’d learned by then that a girl was better off not giving a man too much attention, even if he was downright sexy.

“I win!” Michelle screamed and jumped up and down. “All right. Let’s go. I can’t play another game of air hockey.”

“Of course you say that now that you’ve won.”

“You won once. I won once. Better to stop while we’re ahead,” Michelle said as she started walking away from the air-hockey table. I followed behind her, and we made our way to the bar that was outside of the arcade. “Should we get a drink before the movie?”

“How much time do we have?” I asked and pulled my phone out of the white clutch I was carrying. We still had twenty minutes before the movie actually started, so I agreed, and we went over to the bar.

Michelle ordered a cocktail, and I got a glass of white wine. I wasn’t much of a drinker, and the mixed drinks were far too strong for me. I would be slurring my words after a few sips, but I was becoming quite the fan of white wine, and I felt like drinking it made me look extra girly. Whether that was true… who knew?

“I love coming out with you, Victor. I’m so glad that you told me the truth. How long do you think you would have kept the secret?” asked Michelle.

“Forever?” I asked, seriously wondering if it was the truth.

Michelle opened her mouth to say something else but was interrupted by someone calling her name. I narrowed my eyes at the sound of a man’s voice repeatedly saying Michelle’s name, but I had to play it cool, even if it was one of her exes. They would just think that I was one of her girlfriends.

“Shit,” Michelle said when she looked over her shoulder to see who it was. “It’s Gary.”

“Gary? Really?”

“Yeah, look!”

I craned my neck and saw Gary walking our way, all smiles and swinging his arms like he didn’t have a bad bone in his body. Michelle tried to hide, but he’d already seen her. He’d already called her name. I wasn’t a fan of Gary, but she at least needed to say hello.

“Michelle! I know we broke up, but are you really trying to hide from me?”

“I don’t want to talk to you, Gary. Go away,” Michelle said, but Gary wasn’t the type to listen. He did what he wanted when he wanted. All of Michelle’s exes were like that.

“Oh, come on. You’re just hanging out with your girl. It’s not like you’re with a new boyfriend or something.”

Michelle glanced at me quickly with apologetic eyes, but I wasn’t upset. I just wanted her to say hello and make nice, so that we could get on with our night, except Michelle wasn’t playing nice, and Gary wasn’t trying to leave us alone.

I wanted to speak, to tell him to fuck off, but I was afraid to say a word, especially when Gary turned his attention toward me, looking at me like he wanted to run his fingers through my long blonde hair.

“Aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend, Michelle?”

“Why? So you can try to sleep with her?”

“Maybe,” he said with a smug smile as he rubbed his chin.

“You’re so gross, Gary! What did I ever see in you?”

“Probably this banging body,” Gary said and lifted his shirt to reveal a set of chiseled abs. “Like what you see, sweetness?” Gary asked me, looking me directly in the eyes.

I tried to avert my gaze, but it wasn’t quick enough. Gary’s smile fell as he looked at me more closely, and then he snapped his fingers and pointed right in my face, making sounds like he’d just beat his friends at a game or solved a difficult puzzle.

“No fucking way! You’re Michelle’s friend Victor, aren’t you? You sure as hell had me fooled! Damn!”

“Fuck off, Gary!” Michelle said forcefully.

Gary stood there at the end of the table and narrowed his eyes as he rubbed his chin, looking like a complete asshole. He looked from me to Michelle and back, like he was trying to assess the situation.

“You two are fucking, aren’t you?”

“That’s none of your business, Gary.”

Gary made even louder sounds, acting like he was on a dance floor around someone who was killing it at breakdancing. He waved his arm in the air and honestly looked like a fool, but I hated all the attention he was drawing to our table.

“Can’t you beat it, Gary? I really don’t want to see you,” said Michelle.

“Not until you tell me the truth. Are you fucking this?” Gary asked and pointed his finger right in my face, looking at me like I was worth less than dirt, like he didn’t want to claim a girl who was on the rebound with a guy like me.

“This is my boyfriend, and if you must know, he’s way better in bed than you’ll ever be.”

I smirked when Michelle hit Gary with those harsh words. He looked like she’d slapped him across the face, but he quickly got defensive.

“No fucking way. You’re just trying to be nice.”

“Actually, Gary. I’m telling the truth. My girl has a bigger cock than you, and she knows how to use it better. Isn’t that right, Violet?”

“You’re damn right,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest.

Michelle and I stood like that as we stared at Gary, daring him to challenge us. He looked like he wanted to scream, curse, or maybe even kill us. His face was getting so red, but there was an entire room of people watching. An entire room of people that’d heard Michelle say my dick was better than his.

“You know where to find me when you change your mind.”

“Shut the fuck up, Gary. Ain’t nobody calling you!”

“Whatever, bitch.” Gary turned and walked away, and then the table sitting next to us roared with applause, which sent Gary running out of the movie theater altogether. We smiled and waved at the table of admirers just as some girl emerged from the arcade screaming Gary’s name, but he was long gone.

“Let’s go watch that movie,” said Michelle.

“After you, my lady.”

Michelle hooked her arm with mine as we walked away from the bar. Our heels clicked against the floor as we went, and we were excited that ordeal was over so that we could enjoy the movie and each other.


CHAPTER 12

One Year Later

“What should we pack for the picnic?” Michelle asked as she looked in my fridge. “Can I use this cheese?”

“Use whatever you want!” I hollered as I sat on the edge of my bed, putting on a pair of intricate sandals. I would usually wear heels but didn’t want to have to deal with them in the grass. That was a mistake I wouldn’t make again.

“I’m using your cheese, but we’ll have to stop at the store for meat and crackers.”

“That’s fine,” I said. I stood from the bed once I finished and went over to the closet. I’d moved since the year before and now had a one-bedroom apartment instead of the studio. Michelle and I were talking about moving in together, but she loved living with her roommate Ann, and I didn’t want to rush her.

“Don’t you look lovely?” Michelle asked when I stepped out of my bedroom. I smiled at her and did a little twirl before walking over to where she was standing in the kitchen.

“Not as good as you,” I said and kissed Michelle. We were both wearing sundresses with sandals and a light layer of makeup. I was wearing the wavy blonde wig, which had really grown on me, but I loved all of Michelle’s wigs, even the super curly one. It looked beyond cute with the right outfit.

“You sure do know how to flatter a girl,” said Michelle.

“I’m not the only one.”

Michelle squealed when I pressed my nose and mouth against her neck. Her perfume still had its intense smell. I had to inhale she smelled so good. Michelle melted against me, and her squeals turned into moans, but we had a picnic planned. We couldn’t get dirty now.

“Ugh! You’re such a tease!” Michelle hollered and threw a kitchen towel at me when I backed away from her.

“What can you do?” I asked with a laugh and grabbed the cooler before running out the door, giving Michelle no other option but to chase after me.


DOUBLE DARE

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

It was a smoldering late-summer night. One of those nights when the air was thick, but it was the only time to be outside, so Everett, Christopher, and William were sitting in a kiddie pool in William’s backyard to enjoy the fresh air. William’s roommates had bought the pool, but he was the only one who ever used it.

“Fuck, when is the hockey season going to start?” William asked as he sipped his beer. “I need something good to watch.”

“Yeah, seriously, it can’t start soon enough! Just a couple more months,” added Christopher.

“Who are you rooting for this year?” asked Everett.

“I don’t know. I kind of want Dallas to win,” said Christopher.

“Dallas? No way! Blackhawks all the way!” William protested.

“We don’t have to root for Chicago just because we’re from there,” said Christopher. “We’ve gone to games in St. Louis and Detroit when the Blackhawks weren’t playing. Honestly, I’ll watch any of the teams, but Dallas deserves to win.”

“Whatever, dude,” said William. “Why is it so fucking hot this week?”

“It’s the same back home,” said Everett.

They went to university in Indiana and met at a hockey club their freshman year, but now they were all seniors, embarking on their last year of college together, but they would probably stay friends long into the future since they were all planning on returning to Chicago to work.

“Yeah, I guess. I just hate when it’s this hot,” William shrugged and chugged the rest of his beer. He got out of the kiddie pool, dripping as he walked across the yard to the cooler they had filled with ice and beer. “You guys want one?”

Both guys agreed to a fresh cold one. They cracked open the new beers and sat in the lukewarm water that only went to their waistlines. They kept drinking and talking about whatever until the cooler was completely empty.

“I’m fucking bored,” William said and ran a hand through his blonde hair. “Should we go to my room to play the game?”

“I’m down,” Christopher said. He ran his hand across his bare, muscular chest. “What about you, Everett?”

Everett thought about going home, but he was having a good time, and he didn’t need to wake up that early the following morning to finish his schoolwork. The semester had only just begun, so most teachers were keeping it light, and that small fact would forever change the course of his life.

“I’ll stay, but please tell me your third controller is working. I hate taking turns.”

“I got a new one last week,” William said.

“Awesome,” Everett said.


CHAPTER 2

It was already late in the night when the guys entered William’s bedroom, but they were all twenty-one and trying to live their best lives, so they had cracked open a bottle of vodka and mixed it with some orange juice that was in the fridge.

They each had a full red plastic cup. Everett took a sip from his as William loaded the game. Christopher held his cup as he scrolled through his phone. Everett didn’t bother pulling out his phone. He was a bit lost in the secret thoughts he harbored about his friends.

Everett had slept with plenty of girls. He and his buddies went out to find chicks, but part of him was always a little jealous of the girls who got to get a taste of his friends. They were hot, like really hot, but they would label Everett gay if he were ever to admit that.

Everett didn’t have a problem with gay people, but he was bi. He found people sexy everywhere he went, men and women, whether they were gender fluid or cis. It really didn’t matter to Everett. Through his eyes, the human body was a wonderland.

Everett had hooked up with guys, but those encounters were discreet. Nights his friends had never learned about, but Everett would be lying if he said he never fantasized about Christopher and William tag-teaming him, but that was only fantasy.

Their friendship was important to Everett, so he never jeopardized it by expressing his secret thoughts, but they always lingered in the back of his mind, and they got especially intense when he was tipsy late at night with nobody else but them.

“You ready to play?” William asked and held the controller in Everett’s face.

Everett shook away the naughty thoughts of his friends and took the controller from William. They played for about thirty minutes until their drinks were low, and then William got up to grab the pitcher he’d left in the kitchen.

When William came back, he didn’t bother with the game. He looked at Everett curiously, and Everett held his gaze, wondering if now was the moment his dreams would come true. He didn’t even hide it when he let his gaze move south to William’s impressive bulge.

The hunky blonde was still wearing his swimsuit bottoms, and they weren’t hiding much, but Everett quickly corrected himself, averting his eyes when his mind got the best of him.

“Are we playing or what?” Christopher asked. He fought back a yawn. “I’m getting tired.”

“Yeah, we can play,” William said with a sly smile. “You guys just have to promise me you won’t think what I say is weird.”

“Half the shit you say is weird,” said Christopher. “It’s all that philosophy bullshit you read.”

“I like to keep an open mind,” William said without taking his eyes off Everett. “Speaking of which, there’s something I’ve been wanting to say, but I don’t want it to come off weird.”

“What?” Everett asked. There was a lump in his throat, and his cock was throbbing like crazy. He was already fifty steps ahead of his friends. There was no telling what William would say, but he just wanted them to ravish him.

“Has anyone ever told you that you have the body of a girl?” William asked Everett.

“What the fuck, dude?” Christopher said. He no longer felt tired, wondering what the fuck was wrong with William to ask a question like that. Sure, Everett had a slim body, but he was their friend, and he got plenty of girls. Just because he and William were muscular didn’t give them the right to judge Everett.

“Uh,” Everett said. The lump in his throat had grown to cancerous proportions. All he had to do was say the word, just to give a hint of his submissive desires, but was risking their friendship worth it? Was Everett too drunk and horny to make a proper decision? “What?”

“You heard me, bro. Don’t act like you didn’t.”

The sensation flushed from Everett’s skin. He couldn’t believe what William was saying. Was it the heat? The alcohol? What had gotten into his friend?

“C’mon, bro. Admit it, your body is kind of girly,” William said and took a step toward Everett. He still had the pitcher in his hand and tilted it to fill Everett’s red plastic cup, and Everett felt like he was about to pop from eagerness.

“I, uh…”

Christopher stepped between them before Everett could say another word. William’s behavior was really concerning him. He didn’t know what the man was trying to get at, but he didn’t like it one bit.

“Dude, what’s your problem? Leave Everett alone.”

“Shut up,” William said without taking his eyes off Everett. “Let him answer the question.”

What did William know? Everett didn’t know how to respond, but part of him had always wanted to dress up as a girl. He always envied the boys he would see in drag at the gay bars, or even the girly boys who would go around, showing off who they were to the world without a care.

Everett had even gone as far as looking at lingerie online, but he didn’t have the courage to order women’s underwear, let alone wear it, but he had plenty of cute jockstraps and would happily put one on for the boys, except they were back at his apartment; a small one bedroom on the other side of campus.

“I guess, maybe.”

“What?” Christopher asked.

“Why are you asking me that, William?”

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” he said with a devilish grin.

“What?” Everett asked, trying to play dumb.

“Yeah, dude. What are you talking about?”

“You’re fucking clueless if you haven’t noticed, Christopher.”

Everett felt cold as ice as William outed him to Christopher. He thought he’d been so careful with his eyes, trying his best not to show how he really felt about the guys, but maybe he’d slipped once or twice over the years. Maybe he’d let his gaze linger a little too long, and William was someone who noticed details.

Everett cursed himself.

“Noticed what, dude?”

“Everett has a thing for us!”

“No, he doesn’t!” Christopher shouted back at William before slowly turning his face to Everett, desperately hoping it wasn’t true. Everett was his friend. His confidant. They had talked about everything. He couldn’t be gay. “You don’t, do you?”

Everett shrugged.

“Dude!” Christopher hollered. “No!”

“I’m bi.”

“Look, Christopher. It’s not the end of the world, is it, Everett?”

“What are you thinking?” Christopher asked with a slight hint of disgust in his voice.

Everett just wanted to disappear. He wanted to run out of the door, but wasn’t this what he had always desired? Didn’t he want one of the guys to suggest they fool around? He never thought it would happen, and it was so uncomfortable now that it was.

“Play along, dude. I bet Everett would love to make us feel good, wouldn’t you, Everett?”

“What the fuck, man?” Christopher asked. “Everett, say something!”

Everett parted his lips to speak, but his throat was dry. He didn’t know how to respond when it was true that he wanted his friends. For whatever reason, William was calling him out on feelings he’d had since they all met freshman year, but Everett had been willing to bury those emotions to keep his friends.

“How did you know?” he asked and dropped his gaze to the floor.

“We were all drunk one night, and you couldn’t stop staring at Christopher. I kept wondering why, but then it became obvious the more I thought about it. You’re bisexual. I get it, and frankly, if you want to use my dick, feel free.”

“William!” Christopher yelled, looking like he could hardly catch his breath, but Everett was happy he could finally stop hiding part of who he was. Yes, he was bisexual, and it wasn’t the end of the world, but he wasn’t ready for what William said next.

“Wouldn’t you like to have us, Everett? We’re hot.”

Christopher shook his head at William’s question, looking like he wanted to punch him, but Everett’s confession stopped William cold.

“I’m willing to be on bottom for you guys,” Everett admitted. “If you wanted.”

“I do want,” William said. “On one condition.”

“What’s that?”

Christopher was too shocked to speak, but maybe it would be kind of hot to fool around with Everett, especially if he didn’t have to worry about being on bottom. Why would he turn down a blowjob or even some ass?

“Well, you know how I said you kind of have the body of a girl?”

“Yeah,” Everett said in a breath.

William was bright red now, blushing harder than Everett had ever seen, but he’d already come this far. He’d even been thinking about doing this ever since Jessica left her clothes at his place. She’d brought over clothes for the morning, completely forgetting about her dress and thong from the previous night, and William never reminded her.

The sex was good, but the conversation was duller than a documentary about the history of telephones. William thought Jessica was sexy, but he also thought her little number would look good on his friend Everett, who was one of the most naturally hairless guys that William had ever met.

William opened his bottom drawer and pulled out the outfit he’d been saving for this very moment. He winked at the shocked Christopher before passing Everett the dress and thong.

“We’ll make your dreams come true, Everett, but we want you dressed as a girl, isn’t that right, Christopher?”

“Yeah, sounds good to me.”

Everett glanced down at the clothes in his hands, and then he looked up at his friends who were grinning at him. Fucking hell, his dreams were about to come true.


CHAPTER 3

Everett stood in the bathroom off William’s bedroom, nervous about what he was doing. He had stripped down to his boxer briefs, but the thong and dress were still sitting on the bathroom countertop, taunting him. Telling him he couldn’t go through with it, even though his roommates were on board.

All he had to do was look like a girl.

He’d always wondered what he would look like as a girl, knowing he had a slender frame and angular face. His hair was cut short, but he could always buy a wig. He’d dreamed of doing it a thousand different times, and now the opportunity was finally in front of him, but it seemed like the most difficult task in the world.

Everett took several deep breaths before he found the courage to pick up the tiny pink thong. He’d met Jessica at a party, and there was a strong chance William hadn’t washed the clothes before stuffing them in his bottom drawer. Everett shook away those thoughts and pushed down his boxer briefs, trading them for the thong.

The thong was tight around his hips, but it fit, and damn his dick looked good in it. The tiny piece of fabric barely covered his manhood, and all he wanted to do was shave. If it weren’t for all the yucky hair, his hips would look rather feminine.

Everett’s heart raced as he pulled the dress over his head. It fit like a glove, but that meant he could see the outline of his cock. He really needed some tape or something to tuck it, but what he needed more than that was a razor.

The dress looked incredible on him, but all the hair on his body stood out, even though there wasn’t much of it at all. It just didn’t look feminine, and Everett wanted nothing more than to look like a girl if he was going to fool around with his friends.

Wouldn’t they mock him looking like this?

Everett changed out of the dress and thong before they even had a chance to see him. He left them on the counter and stormed out of the bathroom, wearing the clothes he’d entered with, and to Everett’s surprise, both of his friends were lying on the bed, clearly waiting to have some fun.

Their hands were in their pants, and Everett saw the outlines of their members from where he was standing, but he couldn’t stop.

“I have to go,” he said.

“What?” William asked loudly.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t stay.”

Everett didn’t have it in him to explain that he needed to shave his entire body. He didn’t know how to tell his friends that he desperately wanted to please them but that he couldn’t until he felt like a girl, inside and out. It wasn’t fair to either of them.

Why live his dreams if he wasn’t ready?

Perhaps because Everett knew his friends could act like the night never happened. They could say that Everett was out of his mind. They could claim they drank too much alcohol and sweep the entire offer under the rug, but Everett would have to take a chance.

“I’m sorry,” said Everett.

“Don’t go, dude! I’m fucking hard!” William groaned.

“Yeah, man! Stay!” Christopher said from the bed.

William hopped out of the bed to stop Everett, but he already had one foot out of the door. He slipped out of William’s grip and ran until he was outside and free from that situation.


CHAPTER 4

Everett didn’t hear from his friends for the next few days, but he didn’t bother to reach out to them either. He wanted to forget the night with the guys had ever happened but seeing William and Christopher so available for him rattled Everett. The moment kept playing over and over in his mind.

He tried to avoid it but had found himself on several different online lingerie websites, wondering what would look good on him, but he really knew something was wrong when he went to the store to buy razors and shaving cream.

Everett was also watching makeup tutorials and reading articles about fashion in his free time. He was basically doing everything he could to figure out how to become a pretty girl, even though he wished he could stop. He wished he could pretend like he wasn’t aching to have William and Christopher.

Everett had gone back and forth about what to do, but it was time to stop living in denial. He got up from the couch and went to his bathroom. He’d stored the shaving cream and fresh razors under the sink, but he could no longer avoid the inevitable.

Everett wanted to experience what it would be like to be a girl, at least once, and he wanted his friends to see him as a girl, not a guy dressed up in women’s clothing. He wanted to fool them and get them hot and horny for his feminine body.

If William wanted a girl, Everett could do that, but he needed more than a few seconds in the bathroom. William hadn’t even bothered to give him makeup, and the stubble above his lip that night had made it all the worse, but Everett wouldn’t let that happen again. He was hatching a plan, little by little, and it all started with the razors he’d bought.

Everett sat on the edge of his bathtub, happy to live alone. He didn’t know that he would have the courage with roommates around, but Everett had to go through with this. He wanted to see how his friends would react when they saw him all dolled up, transformed into a girl.

He'd watched a lot of girly boys do it online over the past few days, and he was feeling confident that he could do the same, if not just for a night.

Everett filled the bottom of the tub with hot water before lathering his legs. He didn’t have much hair, but he got rid of all of it. It was a rather time-consuming activity, but he felt a touch lighter with each stroke of the razor. Pulling it up his lathered shins already had him feeling a million times more womanly.

Everett moved from his legs to his underarms, and then he did everything in between except his forearms, which only had a light dusting of hair as it was. He honestly couldn’t believe how smooth and feminine he felt, and how much he loved it.

It was unsettling.

Yet those fears wouldn’t stop Everett from moving forward with his plans. He didn’t want to look back in twenty years and wish he had fooled around with his friends when they were willing. They were so hot. Honestly, all the girls wanted them, and they were willing to fool around with him!

Everett took his desires and let them lead him to his car, pushing away the shame and self-pity part of him felt. It was all nonsense. He deserved to have some fun, and nothing was about to stop him, so he drove to the mall, only braking when legally required.

Everett got out of the car and went to the mall’s entrance with his shoulders held high, ready to buy everything he needed to turn himself into a woman. He’d watched enough videos and was confident of what he would need without spending too much money because he couldn’t really afford much at all.

He was kind of broke.

“Can I help you with anything?” a woman around Everett’s age asked when he walked into the cosmetics store.

They had a men’s section and everything, so Everett didn’t even know why his heart was racing, but it was. Maybe it was because he knew what was at the end of this road. It could have been that he wasn’t one hundred percent ready to fool around with his friends, as it would forever change their dynamic, but what if it changed it for the better?

“Uh, yeah, actually. I’m looking for some foundation. Maybe a bit of eye makeup too.”

“Sure thing! We have some incredible foundation that will match your skin tone. Would you like a little lesson on how to apply it?”

Everett softened, feeling like there wasn’t a hint of judgment from this girl whose nametag read Tiffany. Tiffany sat Everett down and explained how he could contour his nose and highlight his cheekbones. She gave him tips on how much to apply and even suggested some aftershave cream that felt like silk on Everett’s skin when he tried it.

He blew half of his budget at the makeup shop, but it was okay. He would just have to find the clothes on a discount rack, so he went to the fast fashion stores. Everett hated buying cheaply made products but had money for little else.

The girl working at the next store was far less friendly to Everett about trying on dresses, but he didn’t care what she thought. He was going to try on these cheap-ass dresses because they had a no-return policy.

The first dress was far too tight. Everett wanted something that wouldn’t show any outlines of his cock. Something the boys could lift up easily when they were fooling around.

He found two that would be perfect after about fifteen minutes of searching, having to ignore the glare of the saleswoman. The dresses were both on sale for ten dollars each. One was white and tight around the stomach but pleated and puffy below the bellybutton. The other was a black tent dress that stopped right below Everett’s balls. It was so short that he couldn’t bend over without exposing himself, which was just what he wanted.

The dresses were for the boys.

“Thanks,” Everett said in a bitchy voice as he took the bag from the rude saleswoman. He’d even picked up some lacy lingerie from the sales basket they had and couldn’t wait to wear it under his dress, except he still hadn’t heard from his friends.

Everett went to the food court with his purchases. He had just enough money left over to buy some food from the Chinese restaurant. He sat in the sea of people and pulled out his phone.

There were zero missed messages.

Everett sighed as he pulled up the group chat he had with his friends. They hadn’t used it since the NHL playoffs, but Everett was missing them. If they were going to do this, they needed to do it right, but Everett wanted to make sure he looked cute first.

Everett opened the gay dating app he almost never used. Only when he really needed some ass, but it’d been at least six months since he did that, but tonight Everett was going to use the app for a different purpose.

He needed to know he looked sexy as a girl, so he deleted all of the information on the app to start over from scratch.


CHAPTER 5

Everett was standing in front of his bathroom mirror. His dating profile was ready, but he still needed a picture. He wanted to see if he could get any interest dressed up as a girl before he tried seducing William and Christopher. Their friendship wasn’t worth risking unless Everett was sure he looked good.

Everett used the tips that Tiffany taught him to contour his nose and highlight his cheekbones, but he added a few touches from what he’d seen in online videos, and he was already looking positively girly, but there was so much more to do.

He had to do his eyes, and he’d even bought some lip gloss and lipstick. He didn’t have much money, so he went for the classic colors, but Everett had a feeling he would be growing his collection. It was so exciting to watch his face transform before his eyes.

Everett went over to the bags of clothes he’d bought after transforming his face. His skin was smooth and moisturized, so he slipped on a lavender thong he’d found in the discount bin, loving how the fabric fit snuggly around his dick and balls. He skipped the matching bra and went to grab the black tent dress he’d found for ten dollars.

He pulled it over his head and turned his backside to the mirror, amazed by how much of a girl he looked like from behind, despite his short hair. In the tent dress, his smooth legs looked like they would turn the heads of many men and women alike.

Everett changed his mind about the bra. He pulled the dress down just enough to put on the lavender bra, and then he stuffed it with a bunch of tissue, his hands shaking as he worked. He looked like a completely different person each time he got a glance of himself in the mirror, and the stuffed bra only added to that effect.

Everett pulled the black dress back up, loving how the fake breasts held the dress a little higher and shaped his body even more, and what he loved the most was when he turned around and bent over. Everett could see his balls peeking out of the thong, and that was the picture he wanted on his profile, so he went for his phone and got into place when he returned to the mirror.

Everett snapped several different photos of himself in the dress with his balls slightly showing. There was only a bit of his face in the shots, but there was enough to see that he looked pretty fucking cute. He would be really upset if nobody wanted to talk to him, but at least he would know that he wasn’t fuckable before trying to present himself to Christopher and William.

The photo would take a minute to get approved, so Everett went to the kitchen to make himself a stiff drink. He’d need it to get through the next few hours.


CHAPTER 6

Much to Everett’s surprise and delight, his profile blew up with interest once his photo went live. He sipped his drink and sat on the couch as he sifted through the messages from horny strangers, all begging him to share more pictures. They especially wanted shots of Everett’s bussy.

All the attention had him feeling on top of the world, like he was the prettiest girly boy of all. He still needed to show a guy his face though to make sure he was as attractive as he thought, but who would it be? Which of these boys deserved a taste?

There was a sexy blonde guy with a thin waist and a huge cock, but he wouldn’t stop sending Everett messages, begging him to give the boy a taste of his bussy, so Everett stopped replying. He didn’t want anyone who was desperate.

Next was a handsome guy with brown hair and glasses. He had an incredible body and a decent looking cock, but the messages he’d sent were so dirty. Everett didn’t want the man sticking his fist up his ass! He didn’t even want to think about that!

Everett: You’re cute, but I’ll pass.

There were about six other messages, but the guy who caught Everett’s attention the most was this black guy who was wearing stylish clothes in his photo. He had gorgeous lips and bright white teeth, and he’d simply asked how Everett was doing. His name was David.

Everett: Just chillin at home. You?

David: Same, but now you got me thinking of you.

Everett: Yeah?

Everett smiled to himself as he fingered the hem of his short black dress, wishing David were there to lift it up and push his lavender thong to the side. Part of him wanted to invite the guy over, but he wanted his friends to be his first. He’d been dreaming of having them for years.

David: Yeah, seeing you in that dress is fucking sexy. Send me more pics.

Everett: What do you want to see?

David: Show me that hole and that girly dick. You shaved it, didn’t you?

Everett was rock hard. He could only imagine how commanding David might be in person. He would tell Everett to bend over this way and that way and fuck him hard, and then he would cum all over Everett’s shaved balls.

Everett: Yes, I did.

David: What’s your name, girl?

Everett hadn’t bothered to put a name on his profile, but he’d been thinking about what he would call himself now that he was all feminized and beautiful. The name Everett just didn’t fit. Not when he looked this womanly and gorgeous. Everett had a compact mirror sitting on the coffee table, and he couldn’t stop picking it up to check out how good he looked.

He was staring at himself when the perfect name finally hit him. It was so close to his own name yet so different. It perfectly expressed who he was and who he was becoming.

Eve.

Eve: You can call me Eve.

David: Send me some more pics, Eve. I want to cum while I think about fucking your girly ass.

Eve: You want to fuck my bussy? Send me a picture of that dick.

Mere seconds passed before a picture of a huge cock filled the screen. It was so big and dark and delicious. Eve just wanted to climb through the phone to wrap her lips around it, but they hadn’t yet invented that technology.

Eve: Fuck, that’s big!

David: Send me a picture of that hole, girl!

Eve: How about a video? Wanna chat?

David: That’s more like it.

Eve and David exchanged information. She felt so alive chatting with this hunky man as a girl, getting ready to have video sex with him and show him her goodies. She got to the living room floor after finding everything she would need to prop up her phone at the right angles, and then she hit the call button.

Eve’s heart raced as David connected the call, and he looked even sexier in the feed. He had the camera trained on his face and licked his lips when he got a look at Eve.

“Damn, girl. I wish I were over there.”

“Me too,” Eve said in the lightest voice she could. She paled as she realized she hadn’t practiced a girly voice, so she would just have to do her best, but fuck, the nerves were making her heart race.

“You do this often?” asked David.

“No, never.”

“I love how you did your makeup. It’s not overdone at all. Maybe you could have done a darker lip, but I would buy you all the makeup you wanted if you were my girl.”

“Really?” Eve asked in the lightest voice she could. Her heart was racing, but she wasn’t about to stop what she’d started. David looked so sexy with those broad shoulders and shimmering skin.

“Yes,” David said. “I would spoil you rotten.”

Eve blushed, feeling her girly dick grow harder between her legs. She’d never had anyone talk to her like David was now. It made her feel so special and gave her the confidence she would need to live as a girl more often.

“That’s so sweet.”

“So, are you going to show me that bussy?”

“As soon as you show me that dick,” Eve said.

“Fuck, girl. I want to stick my dick into that mouth and make you choke on it,” David said as he scooted away from the camera enough to reveal his exquisite body and rock-hard dick.

Eve pushed her thighs together and moaned through closed lips as she took in the sight of David’s strapping body. His long cock. Those thick balls. Eve wanted him with her in the room, and it made her ache to no end that David was in some other part of the city, all by himself.

Wouldn’t it be better if she were between his spread legs with her hand and lips wrapped around his manhood? She would slide her lips up and down his shaft until it was wet and sloppy, and then she would sit on it. She would bounce her hips until they were both screaming out in ecstasy, yet they were bonded by nothing more than a virtual screen.

“I wish you were here,” Eve said.

“You like what you see, girl?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“I see you’re wearing the same dress as your picture. Did you snap that tonight?”

“Yes,” Eve said again.

“So, are you wearing that sexy ass purple thong?”

“Do you want to see it?”

“Yes, girl! Stop making me wait! I’ve been edging myself for an hour.”

The fact that David had been hard for an hour made Eve’s legs shake. She wished she’d been with him the past hour, bobbing her mouth up and down his dick, but it was what it was. She still had her boys, and this was only just a test, so she would play along.

“I wish I had a toy!”

“Use your fingers! Turn that ass to the camera!”

“You really want my bussy, don’t you?”

“Stop playing games, Eve!” David said with a grin as he beat his cock.

Eve ran her hands along her fake breasts and all the way down to her thighs. She dug her nails into her skin and pulled up as she stared into the camera, hungry for David’s cock. Thirsty for his cum. She wanted to swallow every drop he gave, imagining herself between his parted thighs as he shot his load down her throat.

Eve revealed her lavender thong as David beat his cock and watched her with a heavy gaze, biting his lip. He was probably close to cumming, but Eve was too. She was so on edge after all she’d done, after making her fantasies of becoming a girl a reality.

“I can’t stop staring at that big cock. Don’t you want me sucking it, baby?” Eve said in a soft, slutty voice.

“Yes, Eve! I want those pretty pout lips slobbering all over my dick. Show me that bussy, and I just might let you suck my dick one day.”

Eve’s body thrashed at David’s offer, and she turned to point her butt at the camera. Eve lifted her dress slowly, unable to stop looking over her shoulder at David’s naked body. He looked like a king sitting in his chair with that thick, long cock and trim body. Eve just wanted to ride his dick, but her fingers really were the next best thing.

“Damn, girl! Move that thong to the side! Show me that tight hole!”

Eve placed a finger on her bottom lip as she stared into the camera, and she used her other hand to pull on the thong. She moved it to the side and bent over to naturally spread her cheeks. Eve’s cock throbbed in the thong as David yelled nasty words at her through the camera.

She watched how he stroked every inch of his big dick with each movement of his hand, and she just wished it were her bussy stretching over his dick. She felt like a dirty little horny slut and just wanted to be used. She wanted to feel hot cum shoot all over her face and deep into her ass. Eve was often the top when she fooled around with guys, but she just wanted to feel like a submissive girl, especially with a hunk like David.

Or William.

Or Christopher.

“You want to fuck my hole, baby?”

“I would tear that hole up, girl!”

Eve moaned and moved her ass up and down, making it bounce. David groaned and picked up a big bottle of lube to cover his cock.

“I’m getting close, Eve. Would you let me cum in that beautiful ass?”

“Yes!” Eve hollered and rocked her hips, riding David’s dick in her mind, but she wanted to feel the penetration. She wanted to feel her hole stretch.

Eve stuck her fingers into her mouth and sucked on them as she stared into the camera. David moaned loudly and beat his cock, and then Eve wrapped her hand around to her backside and slipped two fingers into her hole.

Her dick was throbbing in her tiny lavender thong, but she was too focused on fingering herself to touch it, and she knew it would only take a second to make herself cum. She was on edge, waiting for David to spray his load, excited to join him.

“Add another finger!”

Eve used her other hand to spread her cheeks wider as she followed David’s command and added a third finger to her already stretched hole, but fuck, it felt so good. Her girly dick was throbbing hard in her thong, and she knew she was close to cumming, so she screamed in a high pitch voice, acting like she was a girl from a porno.

“That’s right! Stick them deep!”

“Yeah!” Eve yelled and pushed her fingers as deeply as she could. She gasped when the pressure sent her over the edge. She’d been trying to hold her load, but it was impossible.

Eve screamed in a moan with a staccato rhythm. One breath for each gush of cum that shot from her tip, coating the inside of her thong. Soiling it with her hot goo.

Eve didn’t even notice that David had cum with her, but he had a huge load of cum in his hand when she looked over her shoulder at the screen. She opened her mouth to say something, but she was too exhausted to speak, so she just waved goodbye and closed out the video before collapsing to the floor, wondering what in the world she’d just done.


CHAPTER 7

Everett: Are you guys down to watch the baseball game tonight?

Everett sent the message to the group chat he had going with William and Christopher. He didn’t want to think twice about it. All he wanted was to make his fantasies come true, so he was heading out now to buy a pair of heels to wear with the white dress he’d gotten the other day.

He couldn’t get that video call with David out of his mind. They were still connected and had even chatted a bit, but Everett wanted to fool around with his friends before he went off giving his bussy to a bunch of different guys, even though his desire to run over to David’s house to get on his hands and knees was strong.

There were no replies from the guys when Everett pulled into the parking lot of a thrift store. He’d spent all of his money at the mall the other day, and as much as he loved his makeup, he wished he’d shown some restraint. He was going to have to pick up extra shifts at his shitty job at the pizza place.

Everett preferred to pretend like he didn’t have that job at all, instead spending his time focused on his activities, his friends, and his schoolwork. He only went to the pizza joint a few times a week, but those days were the most draining, yet he would do three doubles in a row if it meant buying more clothes for Eve.

Everett stepped into the thrift store. He went over to where they kept all the shoes, and he tried on a few pairs, but nothing worked. There was a black pair of kitten heels in his size that could work if he were desperate, but he wasn’t really that desperate.

He had a credit card.

Everett tried to be responsible, but he wanted to look sexy. He wanted the boys to lose their minds when they got a glimpse of his transformed body, so he swallowed his concerns and drove to the shoe store down the street where they had a bunch more options.

It only took five minutes of looking for Everett to find the cutest pair of white stilettos. Their heels were about three inches tall, and they fit his feet like a glove. Everett ignored the snickers from the two saleswomen and took his bag with his shoulders held high.

“Thanks, ladies!”

If they knew that he had a chance to get guys as hot as Christopher and William, they probably wouldn’t say a word. They would probably spend every dime in their bank accounts just getting ready for a night with one of those guys, but if Everett played his cards right, maybe they could have a regular, casual thing.

Everett drove back home, and when he got into his apartment, there were two missed messages on his phone. William replied first. Christopher second. They both agreed to coming over to watch the game.

Christopher: No hard feelings, right? We’re just moving on from what happened?

William: I hope so. Is that what’s happening, Everett?

Everett glanced at his phone and then at the bag with the heels he’d just bought. He had the opportunity to act like nothing ever happened with his friends. He could tell them that he wasn’t about to dress like a girl. Not for them. Not ever.

He could live a lie, or he could become Eve.

Everett: Yeah, that’s the plan. Bring some beer.


CHAPTER 8

Christopher and William thought everything was going back to normal, but what was normal anyway? Everett had always wanted his friends, and it’d been their idea to make him a girl. Everett just wanted to make sure he’d done it right, which he finally had. No longer was he that hairy girl in some borrowed, too-tight dress.

Everett looked like a virginal angel.

He looked like Eve.

She was wearing the white dress with a pleated skirt bottom that was just poofy enough to cover up any signs of her dick. She had on white lingerie. Her bra stuffed, and her thong so tiny that it barely covered her package. Her makeup was done to perfection. She had blush cheeks, wingtip above her eyes, and a dark red lip.

Eve stared at herself in the mirror that she had in her bedroom. The guys would arrive at any minute, and she was so nervous for them to see her, but this had been over a week in the making, and if she didn’t reveal herself now, there was a chance she never would.

The TV was on in the living room. Eve had even put out some pretzels in a plastic bowl at the center of the table. Everything was set up like they were just getting together to watch sports, but Eve had also bought a fresh bottle of lubrication, and she planned on using it.

It was about ten minutes later when there was a knock on the door. The first inning had already begun, but the guys were usually a little late during baseball season.

Eve had left the door unlocked, so she called for them to come inside. Her heart clutched as they opened the door and stepped inside, sounding like they always did. Laughing a little, like they were having a good time, like they’d put the other night behind them.

Eve knew she was taking a big risk by walking out of her bedroom as a girl, but she thought it was probable they would still want her once they saw her, so she resisted the urge to take it all off, but she had to get out of her bedroom before she lost her nerve.

“You in there, Everett?” William asked.

“Yeah,” Eve said in her boy voice. She’d been practicing the girly one a lot and was so ready to use it. She just had to get over this last little hump of resistance.

“Everything okay?” Christopher asked.

“Yeah, I’ll be right out. Open a beer for me.”

Eve stared at herself in the mirror. She picked up her red lipstick and ran a touch more over her lips, and then she folded them against a napkin. This was who she was, at least part of the time. Eve loved that she could express this side of herself. That she could feel like an entirely different person, and she only hoped her friends would see her as such.

Eve let out a breath and stood from where she was sitting to walk over to the door. She placed her hand on the knob. The guys were talking about their classes and how they were getting more intense and how they were excited for all of fall’s coming festivities.

They stopped talking the second Eve opened the door and stepped into the living room. There was no hiding their shock, but they looked far from disappointed, especially William. His hand went straight for his crotch, which brought a smile to Eve’s lips.

“Hey, boys!” she said with a wave. “I’m Eve.”

Christopher spit out air. “What the fuck?”

“I know it’s a surprise, but you guys made me curious the other night, and I was hoping we could finish what we started.”

William and Christopher dropped their jaws and widened their eyes as they registered their friend’s newfound feminine voice. It was as flawless as her angelic, white outfit. She stepped in front of the TV, and the guys didn’t dare utter a word about her blocking the game.

“What do you say?” Eve asked with a bright smile, feeling like she was playing a role and couldn’t break character. Not if she wanted to bang her friends.

Christopher and William looked at each other with stricken expressions, which just made Eve smile more broadly. She thought they were so cute, looking like they didn’t know what to say, like they couldn’t believe Everett had gone out to feminize himself and temporarily change his name to Eve.

“What’s wrong, boys? I thought you wanted me to be a girl.”

“We… I did, but fuck, I wasn’t expecting this,” William said.

Christopher shook his head, at a complete loss for words. His dick was hard though, and he would be lying if he said Eve didn’t look sexy in that tiny white dress and stuffed bra. And her makeup, she didn’t even look like a dude, let alone his friend!

“What? Do you not like what you see?”

“I love what I see. It’s just a surprise.”

“Duh, that was the point.”

Eve laughed. She grabbed the only untouched beer and put the bottle to her lips. Then she grabbed a couple pretzels and popped them into her mouth before walking over to the sliding door that led to her apartment’s balcony.

She stepped outside and sucked in a sharp breath. The air had cooled considerably since the night they were all hanging out in the kiddie pool. Fall was definitely on the way, but Eve planned on having a bit of fun before the leaves began to change.

Her friends were watching her from inside, wondering what she’d done. How she’d transformed herself into such a convincing girl. They kept looking at each other, silently assessing whether they could really go through with this, but Eve knew they would.

Especially when she was wearing these heels.

It took a few minutes before the guys finally stood from the couch. The porch was small, but it was big enough to fit three people. Eve kept her back to Christopher and William when they slid open the sliding glass door.

“Hey,” William said softly.

“Are you being serious?” Christopher asked as he closed the door behind him. “Do you really want to do stuff?”

“Do you not?” Eve asked without turning to the boys. Her smile was much too big to face them, afraid they would think she’d lost her mind, which in a way, she really thought she had.

All she could think about was her next purchase. Her next conquest. She loved how men looked at her when she was dressed as a girl, and there was always the possibility that she could have a woman too. She just wanted to stay girly twenty-four seven.

“I do,” William said.

“Me too,” Christopher admitted.

“Then what’s the problem?” Eve asked in a playful voice. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”

“Yeah!” Christopher said quickly. “Let’s not tell a soul!”

William shrugged. “No big deal to me either way.”

“No! This needs to be discreet.”

“Don’t worry, Christopher. Your secret will be safe with me, but I need you guys to do something first.”

“What?” they asked at the same time.

Eve smiled slyly. “I want you two to kiss.”

“What? Why?” Christopher asked.

“So I can be sure you won’t tell anyone,” Eve said.

“That’s fine if it means I get to fuck you in that sexy ass dress. You down, bro?” William asked. “We can tag team her.”

“Inside,” Christopher said in a harsh whisper. He slid open the sliding door and stepped inside. William and Eve followed closely behind him.

Christopher threw his hands into the air in a protest, but William grabbed the sides of his face and planted a big kiss on his lips. Christopher softened as William held the kiss, and Eve got a little hard watching them, so manly and big in her living room.

William slipped his tongue into Christopher’s mouth, causing him to jump back and curse, but William and Eve just laughed. Christopher shook his head and told William he was demented, but Eve stepped between them, reminding them that she was the star of the show.

She’d already closed the blinds to the sliding door, so there was no worrying that someone would see them. They had all the privacy they needed, and Eve wanted to make her boys feel good, so she led them to the couch.

“Now that that’s out of the way, why don’t you guys take off your pants and show me what you’re working with?” Eve asked in her practiced feminine voice.

Christopher and William shared a look, but they’d already come this far, so what was the point in stopping now. William unbuttoned his pants first, and then Christopher followed his lead. Eve waited with her arms crossed over her chest, excited for the boys to push their pants and underwear down a touch further.

They were hesitant until Eve took a step forward and dropped her arms. They fell to the couch and pushed down their pants and underwear, revealing their cocks at the same time. William’s dick was a touch longer, but Christopher’s manhood was pretty thick, and Eve just wanted to take both of them at the same time.

One in her mouth.

The other in her bussy.

“Mm,” Eve said and pressed her hand over the skirt part of her dress, pushing against her stiffened cock. The thong was barely keeping it in place, but she was hardly worried about her dick when she had two handsome ones on full display.

Eve dropped to her knees in front of the guys. She stood on her knees between them, reaching out to take each of their cocks in her hands. She moaned lightly as she stroked their manhoods, and the guys slowly relaxed, both hard from Eve’s touch.

So what if it was a little gay.

Eve looked hot as hell, and she looked like a girl. She rubbed their hardened rods as she gazed at each of them, slowly moving her eyes between them, completely enthralled that she had their attention like this, that they’d even kissed to make it this far.

Eve moved her lips to William’s cock first since this had been his idea. She parted her painted lips and moved them over William’s long shaft until his tip was pushing against the back of her throat, and then she slowly closed her lips around his member, bobbing them up and down as she covered his erection in her spit.

William pushed his hands into Eve’s short hair. She hadn’t even bothered with a wig because the makeup made her look girly enough. She didn’t have much facial hair as it was, so the layer of foundation did wonders. Plus the blush and eyeliner. Eve looked like quite the diva by the time she’d finished, but she wanted her boys to see a girl when they looked at her, which was exactly what had happened.

Eve slowly lifted her lips off William’s cock to move them over to Christopher’s. He moaned loudly when she closed her hot, wet mouth around his manhood, and his moans only got louder as she pushed her lips all the way to his thick base.

William was beating his cock as he watched. Eve watched him from the corner of her eye as she bobbed her head along Christopher’s manhood. She was dripping precum from her girly cock in her tiny white thong, but part of her wanted to make her boys suffer.

Eve pulled her lips off Christopher’s cock, making him gasp and grab his manhood, but she didn’t move her lips over to William’s dick. She wanted them to pay if they were going to get a taste of her bussy. Minimum, a drink. Who did they think she was?

“What are you doing?” William asked when he realized Eve wasn’t about to suck his cock.

“We’re going out.”

“Going out?” William hollered. “What? Look at my dick! I can’t go out!”

“You’re not the only one who’s hard,” Eve said and lifted her dress to reveal the outline of her throbbing cock beneath the white thong. She pressed against the spot where her tip had stained the fabric and let a girly moan slip from her lips.

William and Christopher were both so in shock they hadn’t even bothered to pull up their pants, and Eve took a mental snapshot of the moment, storing it in her mind, where she would be able to access it for years to come.

She was having so much fun.

Why not make the boys work for her bussy?

“Eve! What the hell!” Christopher said.

He covered his dick when William looked over at it, but William didn’t bother covering his. He stared at Eve, holding her gaze, but she wasn’t budging on this.

She dropped her skirt and ran into her bedroom to grab her purse. The guys tried to be quick pulling up their pants, but Eve was quicker.

“See you guys outside!” she hollered as she ran toward the door.

“Wait,” William yelled as he buttoned his pants.

“Damnit,” Christopher cursed.

They tried to chase after Eve, but she was already out the door, laughing and skipping as she went.


CHAPTER 9

Eve didn’t bother waiting on the sidewalk in front of her building. There was a bar nearby, so she held her purse under her arm and strutted down the sidewalk in her white heels, feeling like she should be out on a boat at an all-white party.

A couple of boys whistled at her when she strutted past their house. They were drinking beers on their porch, and Eve almost stopped to join them, but William and Christopher were finally catching up.

“Eve!” William yelled.

“Wait up!”

Eve stopped and turned on her heel, placing a hand on her hip, feeling on top of the world. Feeling like she could honestly get the boys to do whatever she wanted, but all she really wanted was to be their submissive little slut for the night.

Once they bought her a drink.

“What?” Eve asked in a playful voice. “What do you guys want from me?”

“Really?” William said. He bent over and placed his hands on his knees to catch his breath. Christopher wasn’t as exhausted, but he looked more frustrated, like he wanted to pull Eve behind the nearest house to shove his cock back into her mouth.

“Why are you playing dumb?” Christopher asked.

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” Eve teased. “I just want a drink, and you boys are buying.”

“Fine, but let’s hurry,” Christopher said and dropped his voice to a whisper. “There’s nothing I hate more than having blue balls.”

“The lady wants a drink,” William said. “Don’t be an ass.”

“Thank you, William.”

“Can we come?” one of the guys from the porch hollered. They probably wanted to run a train on Eve, but she had more than enough boys for one night.

“Next time!” Eve hollered at the guys on the porch before turning to Christopher and William, laughing at the audacity of those strangers, but maybe she would come walking past their house another night if things didn’t work out with her friends.

She still wasn’t sure having sex with Christopher and William was a good idea, but Eve figured she only lived once, so she might as well make the most of it.

The three of them entered the bar, and Eve went right up to the bartender. He couldn’t take his eyes off her fake breasts, not even realizing they were just tissue stuffed into a bra.

“Could you make me a Long Island Iced Tea, please?” Eve yelled over the music in her feminine voice.

“Coming right up.” The bartender ignored the guys when they tried to order, fixing Eve’s drink instead. She gushed when he pushed the drink in front of her and garnished it with a lemon wedge.

“It looks so good! Thank you! Thank you!”

The bartender grinned as Eve lifted the drink to her painted lips and stared at him over the rim of the glass, feeling her womanhood stir. How many guys could she have if she wanted? Eve noticed more than a few glancing in her direction when she looked around the room.

William and Christopher took notice too, starting to act more possessive of Eve. They made her sit between them when they walked over to a booth, but Eve didn’t want to sit! She wanted to have fun! Once she’d gotten through the first fourth of her drink, she couldn’t stand the boredom another second.

“Let’s do something!” Eve said.

“Like what?” asked William.

“I don’t know, play pool?”

“You want to play pool?” asked Christopher.

“Is that such a surprise? C’mon! We can’t just sit here!”

The guys groaned, but they obliged Eve’s request. They couldn’t risk her running off with one of the many hunks ogling her from around the room! Eve pranced over to the pool table, trying to look as cute as a bunny for all of her admirers.

They watched closely as she reached for a pool stick. She didn’t make eye contact with any of them, but she definitely made sure to make her boobs shake when she chalked the tip of the stick, moving her wrist slowly enough that they had to be thinking dirty thoughts.

William and Christopher shared a glance, but they were both really just feeling jealous, like they wanted to carry Eve out of that bar, so all those guys could stop looking at her, giving them the chance to have her for themselves.

Christopher racked the pool balls. Eve took the cue ball and placed it on the white dot. She bent forward, letting her ass stick up in the air. She moaned a little as she shot the cue ball, causing Christopher to growl like a wild beast. Eve knew she was driving her boys crazy, but that only turned her on more.

William took the next shot. Eve made eye contact with a few of the guys watching her, and she even winked at one before ignoring all of them to sip from her drink. She went on acting a bit over the top as they continued their game, and the guys were practically pulling her out of the bar when they finished.

“What was that?” Christopher hollered a block from the bar.

“Dude, chill. We were just having a little fun,” said William.

“Yeah, Christopher!” Eve pushed on his shoulder. “Relax! We’re just having fun!”

Eve took off running down the sidewalk, not at all fazed by the heels on her feet.


CHAPTER 10

Eve ran into her apartment, closing the door. The boys were close behind, but she had enough time. They’d gone to the store for snacks, but they had things to do before they could eat.

Eve ran to her bedroom and grabbed a clean sheet and the fresh bottle of lube she’d bought. She went back to the living room and laid out the sheet, tossing the bottle of lubrication into the middle.

Then she went into her kitchen to grab a random candle she kept beneath the sink. Her mother had given it to her for Christmas, and she never got around to using it, but she didn’t want tonight to be awkward, so she lit the candle and turned off the lights.

There was nothing but the flickering flame illuminating the room when Christopher and William finally opened the door. Eve was sitting in the middle of the living room with her arms stretched out behind her, sitting with her legs slightly spread, but close enough that the white dress bunched up over her crotch.

“Hey, boys!”

“Holy fuck,” William said and dropped the bag of snacks to the floor. Eve wasn’t concerned.

“Close the door,” she said and adjusted her body, getting to her hands and knees so that she could crawl across the floor. “It’s time for you boys to get a taste of me.”

“Damn, that’s hot. I don’t know how you can talk like that and look so fucking sexy as a girl, but I really like it. I was going crazy back there at the bar,” Christopher said as he stood in front of the closed door, staring down at his feminized friend, hard as a rock beneath his jeans.

“Did you think I was going to leave you?”

Christopher reddened, but nobody could see him. It was far too dark, and Eve didn’t care about the shame and mixed feelings. Tonight was about being open to new experiences and letting their inhibitions fall.

“Tonight is between the three of us, right?” Eve asked.

They both nodded.

“Then strip naked and get down here with me.”

William and Christopher raced to pull off their clothes, tossing them to the side. They dropped to their knees and went over to Eve, their feminized girl, looking so angelic and feminine. She had one of them on each side of her, cradling them.

Eve kissed Christopher first. Then she kissed William. Both of their dicks were hard, and she wanted to get back to what she was doing, especially now that she had a drink in her system and felt the high that she got from seeing her boys so jealous.

Eve moved down their bodies until she was inches from their dicks. She stood on her knees and took both of them, stroking them gently. They glanced at each other and then back at Eve.

She bent her head a second later, wrapping her lips around Christopher’s manhood first. She moaned as she locked her lips in place and began to bob them along his shaft. Eve loved the thickness of his dick and loved playing with his balls as she sucked.

William grabbed her and moved her over to his dick after what must have been three minutes on Christopher’s cock. She’d just gotten so lost in the movements, but Williams’ cock was a welcome surprise, as it could hit the back of her throat and make her choke a little, which really made her feel like the submissive slut she wanted to be for the night.

Christopher grabbed her head after a couple minutes, moving her lips back to his cock, and she really loved how they were handling her, moaning like crazy on Christopher’s cock.

William got the message. He didn’t even bother with her mouth. Christopher could have it because he was going to get her ass that was sticking up in the air. He climbed behind her and grabbed the bottle of lube by her side as she worked Christopher’s cock.

William pushed up Eve’s pleated skirt, revealing her tiny white thong. She moaned as William pushed between her cheeks to touch her hole, fingering it lightly. She was all fresh and clean for her boys, as she had gotten ready before they got there.

William moved Eve’s thong out from between her ass cheeks and bent his head to lick her tight hole. She moaned on Christopher’s cock as William ran his tongue along her hole, so ready to feel William inside of her, so ready to be stuffed by her boys.

Eve pulled her lips off Christopher’s cock and stroked his dick to look over her shoulder at William. He was teasing her with his finger, and all she wanted was his dick.

“Fuck me!”

William didn’t miss a beat. He lathered his manhood with the lube and scooted forward on his knees to press his tip against Eve’s puckered bussy. She gasped when he pushed into her and relieved the pain she felt by wrapping her lips back around Christopher’s cock.

Eve moaned on Christopher’s cock as William pushed deeper into her hole, stretching her walls. Eve pulled on Christopher’s balls as William’s cock pushed her to her limits. She loved how stuffed and girly he made her feel.

William pounded Eve’s hole, loosening it with each thrust, but then Christopher pulled out of her mouth and went to her backside.

“Give me a turn, bro!”

William groaned and pulled his slippery cock from Eve’s tight hole. She gasped when he fell out of her, but Christopher took his place not even a second later, pushing his cock all the way to its base.

Eve screamed out as Christopher stretched her hole even further with his chubby dick, but it felt so amazing. All she could do was bite her lip and let the boys use her hole. Christopher kept fucking her, but then William made him give him a turn.

Eve’s cock was leaking precum like crazy, but her tiny little thong caught it all. She was half-erect and ready to cum at a moment’s notice, but then William stopped thrusting his hips.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Let us DP you.”

“DP?” Eve asked, trying to pretend like she didn’t know what it meant. Had William lost his mind?

“Where we’re both inside of you at the same time. You’re all loose and ready for it. Don’t you want to try?” William asked.

“That sounds fucking hot. Can you do it, Eve?” Christopher asked. He was slowly rubbing his dick as William held his at his tip inside of Eve.

She thought about saying no, but she was rather loose from their fucking, and it would be hot if she had both of them inside of her, so she agreed.

“Be gentle,” she said.

“We will!” William said. “Christopher, get on your back.”

Christopher lay on his back, and Eve sat on his dick after covering it with a handful of lubrication. She took deep breaths as William lathered his cock and got to his knees behind her. She stared down at Christopher and held his chest as William started pushing into her already stuffed hole.

Her cock was hard against Christopher’s abs and was leaking like crazy the more William pushed into her. She had to close her eyes to withstand the pain, but her ring eventually stretched enough to accommodate both William and Christopher, and the pressure was blissfully intense.

Eve wouldn’t last long.

Each time William rocked his hips, she felt a spark fire across her body. Christopher was moaning like crazy too. Then William started up with them, and the three of them were all locked into a pleasurable bind.

“I’m going to fill this hole!” William declared.

“Fill me!”

“Fuck, I’m getting close!” Christopher said.

“Me too,” Eve breathed.

William could hardly move his cock, but each little bit he did sent the three of them flying toward the edge of their orgasms, and it wasn’t long before they couldn’t hold on, before they had to let go and release.

Eve screamed when she could no longer hold her cum. She threw her head back and came all over the inside of her thong, but it could hardly contain the huge load she had, most of it spilling out onto Christopher’s body.

Not that Christopher gave a fuck. All he could feel was the tightness of Eve’s ass and how it was pulsating around his dick like crazy, forcefully milking the cum from his cock, and William’s cock too.

They came at the same time.

They painted Eve’s walls and covered each other in cum, but it felt too fucking incredible to care. They both rocked their hips until Eve pulled off their members, cum spilling from her loosened hole.

Christopher was a mess of cum, white painting his member and abs, and there was even some on his chest.

“Fuck, that was good,” he said.

Christopher didn’t care that he was a mess. He was off in the clouds, happy to have cum inside of a hot girl like Eve, even if she was one of his best friends. It really didn’t matter then.

“That was hot,” Eve said after she’d caught her breath.

“Yeah, it was.” William agreed.

Eve got up from the living room after a second to grab a glass of water. She got one for each of the guys too. Christopher went to clean up when he came back down to Earth, but Eve got them started again not long after he came out of the shower.

They ate a few of the snacks that the guys had bought, so Eve was ready to slurp some cocks and take them up her backside.

It wasn’t the typical night with her friends, but it was certainly one to remember.


CHAPTER 11

One Month Later

Everett was looking at several options for what he could wear that night when he transformed himself into Eve. He had a date lined up with this guy named Oscar who ‘wanted to stick his dick deep in her bussy’. Everett blushed every time he thought of all the trouble Eve had been getting into over the past month, but he was having fun as Eve, feeling like he was free.

Eve hadn’t messed around with Christopher and William since that night. She decided it was better to stop before anyone got feelings. There were so many dicks in the sea, she didn’t want to ruin her friendship with the two buddies who were closest to her heart. What she had with Christopher and William felt like a one-time thing, and she was fine with that.

Christopher and William understood Everett’s girly ways though and accepted Eve fully, but they needed a minute before they could go out with her as friends, but Eve sure didn’t need a minute to have fun with other guys.

David, the guy from the video chat, came over one night. They had a lot of fun, but he completely soiled a dress she’d just bought, which kind of pissed her off, but then he gave her money to buy a new one, so it wasn’t all bad.

That dress was cute, though!

Everett decided on a little black dress for Eve to wear on her date with Oscar. He grabbed it and put it to the side, returning the other options to his closet. He was developing quite the collection and would certainly grow it when he returned to Chicago to start working after graduation.

Until then, he was going to have some fun with the guys in this Indianan town. Maybe some girls too. Nothing was off the table for Eve. She was just a girl trying to have some fun.


LAST WISH

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

My heart sinks when the doctor walks into the room with a grim look on her face. She averts her eyes as she sits across from me at her desk. She tucks her silky black hair behind one ear as she shuffles a few papers around in front of her.

“What?” I ask. “Just say it.”

Dr. Miller sucks in a deep breath as she looks at the window to her right. The sunshine shimmers off her smooth, dark skin. She doesn’t have a pimple or a wrinkle in sight.

“I never like to deliver news like this, Mr. Greene.”

“It’s your job, so spit it out.”

Dr. Miller closes her eyes as she opens the folder in front of her. There are some pictures I don’t understand. She pushes one in front of me and puts her hand atop it. Her nails are painted light blue.

“Do you see this?” she asks and points at a discolored lump in the picture.

My heart sinks even further when I realize what it must be, and as I stare at the photo, I notice several patches of the same color.

“Is it cancer?” I ask.

“Yes, Mr. Greene. You have colon cancer, and it’s aggressive. It looks to have spread to several different areas.”

I cover my mouth, wishing I could erase those words from my mind. Before seeing the picture, I was in a state where my cancer could have been a reality or not, but now there’s no denying the truth.

I have cancer.

The past few months have made me suspicious. There were several symptoms, but I ignored them all. I wrote them off as this or that and pretended everything would be okay, but what now?

“Are there options?” I ask.

“We can start chemo and radiation and schedule a surgery to see if we can cut out some of the cancer, but I won’t lie to you, Mr. Greene. This cancer in your body seems aggressive, and there’s always the possibility it could return.”

“You mean after you cut out half my body?”

Dr. Miller frowns. I don’t want to take out my anger on her, but how does she expect me to act after finding out there’s something in my body that wants to kill me? How does she expect me to stay calm?

I can’t.

I stand from the chair and pace the room, wondering what will become of my life. My business. I’m not the most outgoing guy, but I’ve built an incredible business doing home renovations and making custom pieces of wooden furniture.

I don’t have kids. I don’t have anyone to leave my things to except my deadbeat brother Joe. I would rather give everything I’ve built to Roger, the guy who has been helping me out on jobs for years, but I don’t want to lose my things.

I don’t want to lose my life.

“There has to be another way, Dr. Miller. I won’t be able to work if I’m doing chemo and radiation. My mom was on that, and she could barely get out of bed some days.”

Dr. Miller nods. “It might be a challenge for you to work while you undergo treatment but think about all the years you could have on the other side. Isn’t it worth a bit of pain to live longer? Your case is difficult, but I’ve seen people come back from worse.”

“Yeah, and how long until they were back in your office scheduling a second surgery?” I ask in a harsh tone.

“Some are still living cancer free. Unfortunately, no two cases are exactly the same. All we can do is try our best with the tools we have, Mr. Greene. The rest is in the hands of a higher power.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, hating Dr. Miller for her peptalk. I don’t want someone to tell me that I might have a chance if I suffer through treatment. I want to know that I’ll make it to the other side, even though I know there are no guarantees in medicine.

“I know that’s not what you want to hear, Mr. Greene, but we can only take this one day at a time. Would you like to schedule your first rounds of chemo and radiation? I know your schedule is busy too, but you’ll have to make time for treatment. There will be a lot of trips to the doctor in your future.”

“No,” I say.

“Mr. Greene, please. Let’s talk about this.”

I shake my head. “Absolutely not. I’m not about to get hooked up to tubes or bags of chemicals. You’re not about to blast me with radiation. This is bullshit!”

“Please sit down, Mr. Greene, so we can talk. I know this must be a difficult moment—”

“No! You have no idea what this is like! Look at you! You’re flawless! You wouldn’t know the pain I’m going through if it slapped you in the face.”

“Mr. Greene, if you must know, I battled cancer as a child. It’s the reason I became an oncologist.”

I fall silent, but I still don’t want to be in the office. I don’t need Dr. Miller telling me about my options. I need a drink to drown out the dark thoughts clouding my mind, and sorry, chemo and radiation aren’t the answer.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I have to go.”

Dr. Miller calls after me, but she doesn’t stand from her chair to stop me. She can lead me to treatment, but she can’t make me take it. I don’t want to get sick from the medicine, even if it means saving my life.

I want to live.

There are so many things I have yet to do.

What’s the point of having over a million dollars in my bank account if I can’t have a little fun?


CHAPTER 2

I sit in front of my computer as my hands hover over the keyboard. They’re shaking. I’ve never gotten this close to actually sending out the message, to confessing my truth, but a cancer diagnosis has a way of giving me the courage. I take a breath and hit send.

Forty-something man looking to make his secret dreams come true. I want a sexy woman to help turn me into a girl. I want to feel what it’s like to be a beautiful woman, even if it’s only for a second. Willing to pay big $$$$.

There’s nothing I want more than the chance to become a girl. It’s something I’ve dreamed about for ages. I even have a name picked.

Rebecca.

I’ve wondered more than once what it would have been like to be born with that name. There are times when the fantasies are consuming, even though there’s absolutely no way to turn back the clock to change how I was born. My illusions are dangerous.

I reopen the browser to delete the message I’ve put out into the world, but there’s already a response. My heart races as I click on the message icon to see what this stranger has said.

To my surprise, there’s a picture of a gorgeous black woman with wild curls. She has a pretty smile and sparkling white teeth. Her name is Miriam from what I can tell. She has one hand in her thick hair and is staring at the camera with attitude in her profile picture, and all I want to do is kiss her. Imitate her. Be her.

Miriam: Send me a few pictures so I know you’re real, and I’d be happy to make your dreams come true.

My heart races, and my hands are shaking even more violently than before as I scroll through the documents on my computer to find a few recent shots of my face. I attach them to the message and click send, feeling like I might melt into a puddle on the floor.

There are dots on the screen as Miriam types a reply. I hope more than anything that she’ll give me a chance. I’ve been sitting on this secret desire since I was a young man, and now my life is almost over if those images the doctor showed me mean anything.

Miriam: Damn, you look good, Eric. When do you want to meet? We can do whatever you want, but don’t forget I charge by the hour. Fifty for hanging out. Two hundred for any fooling around past kissing.

I’m not worried about the money, but I’m nervous about the idea of actually going through with the plan. What if I look like a fool? What if I hate it? What if Miriam doesn’t want to make love after she sees me wearing makeup and a dress?

Miriam: What do you say, handsome? Are we doing this or what?

I stare at the message. There are two voices dueling in my mind. One telling me to go through with it while the other is begging me to stay home and forget this Miriam woman even exists, but I can’t listen to the voice that wants me to die without experiencing my dreams.

Me: Yeah, let’s meet. When are you free?

Miriam: I’m free tonight.

My heartbeat gets a little faster as I consider my options. If I meet up with this Miriam woman, what will she do? Will she try to feminize me right away? I don’t know if I’m ready. My hands sweat profusely as I consider my options, but then I remember the cancer eating me alive.

What do I have to lose?

Me: All right. Let’s meet tonight. Any restaurant you’ve been wanting to try?

Miriam: I know the perfect place. Dress nice and be ready to pick me up at six.

Me: Done.


CHAPTER 3

Miriam is standing against the bar with a martini glass in her hand when I walk into the room. I point at her and step past the host. She waves and smiles, setting the martini glass on the bar.

“Eric! You’re even more handsome in person!”

“Thanks,” I say and grin as Miriam throws her arms around me. She pulls me close for a tight hug. Her perfume smells incredible as it hits my nose, and I notice more than a few men around the room checking her out.

How can I blame them when Miriam is wearing a dress that hugs her curves like a glove? Her hair isn’t wild like the picture either. It’s long, straight, and black. It hangs past her breasts.

“Your hair,” I say.

“You like it?” Miriam asks and runs her fingers through the hair. Her nails are long and red with little diamonds along the middle. It must have taken forever for someone to do those, but the extra touch makes Miriam look even more fabulous.

“I do. What happened with your curls?”

“They’re under here,” Miriam says with a laugh and pats her head. “My natural hair is all braided up, and then the girl sewed the weave into that.”

“How long does that take?”

“A few hours, at least. Depends on how much we’re playing around while they’re doing my hair.” Miriam laughs loudly and grabs her drink, dramatically whipping her long hair. She puts the martini glass to her lips, which are painted a dark plum. I’m so turned on by her, I don’t want to make a fool of myself by asking the wrong question, but I’ve never been with a black woman before.

“Forgive me.”

“For what?” Miriam asks. “You ain’t do nothing but ask a question. Now, how about we get you something to drink?”

I consider my cancer and the fact I probably shouldn’t drink, but am I really going to go through with treatments? Why not drink like a fish until they put me six feet under?

“Sure, what do you suggest?”

“I’m a vodka girl,” Miriam says and shakes her hips as she holds the martini with dainty fingers. “You can get one too if you want. I won’t judge. When I make you a girl, we should definitely order the same drinks.”

I pale and glance around the room, worried someone might have heard her, which gets Miriam’s attention. She slaps my shoulder and tells me to look at her.

“Hey, if you’re going to become a girl, you’ll need confidence. You can’t be worried what every Jack and Jane thinks. You got to live for yourself. Understand?”

I hold the one-page menu with two hands. If it weren’t for the plastic covering, I would have ripped the menu in two. My nerves are out of control, but what will any of it matter if I’m nothing but ashes in the wind in a few months?

The thought brings me peace.

Miriam is right. I can’t be worried about what strangers think of me. If I want to become a woman for a day or two, what does it matter what they think? Why should I not make my dreams come true because it might make someone else uncomfortable?

Did they know the discomfort I lived with every day I didn’t realize my desires?

“You’re so cute, Eric. I can’t wait to make you my doll,” Miriam says as I’m processing my thoughts. It’s like she can read my mind, and she doesn’t have time for my doubts or insecurities, which is exactly what I need. I need that person who’ll give me a push.

“Yeah,” I say when I can’t think of anything else.

“Sit. Order a drink. We have to wait at least twenty more minutes for our table.”

Miriam slides onto a stool, and I take the spot next to her. The bartender approaches to take my order. I don’t know what to get, so I pick the first fruity drink I see on the menu. I’ve never been a fan of stiff drinks. I prefer something that goes down smooth and easy.

“So, Eric. Tell me a bit about yourself. What do you do?”

I tell Miriam how I’ve built a home-repair business and design custom furniture on the side. It keeps me busy, but I haven’t found the energy to work the past few days. My main employee, Roger, and some others who often help out are covering for me, but they’ll get suspicious if I stay gone for too long.

Miriam folds her lips and makes an approving sound. “There’s nothing I love more than a man who makes his own paper.”

“Yeah, it’s a lot of work, but I couldn’t imagine making a living any other way. What about you?”

Miriam chuckles. “You have a pretty good idea of what I do, don’t you?”

“Yeah, but what about in your free time? Don’t you have hobbies or other interests?”

“There’s nothing I love more than making some money, but yeah, I guess I like to paint. I set up an easel at my place sometimes and just go wild.”

“That’s incredible,” I say and feel my eyes light up. I’m paying for this date, but I can still feel myself falling in love with this woman. Falling in love too quickly has always been a problem of mine. I want to control myself, but Miriam is so easy-going, and she wants to help turn me into a girl!

“Do you have any pictures of your paintings?”

“Boy, what kind of question is that?”

Miriam pulls her phone out of a tiny plum purse. She’s all different shades of purple, and the color looks so fucking good on her my manhood is stiff and desperate for attention, but I want to go slowly, as slowly as my cancer-stricken body will allow.

I admire the photos of Miriam’s many paintings. They’re rather impressive considering she only spends a night or two on each one before she gets bored and moves on, according to her.

“Are you going to get bored of me?”

“Not as long as you keep those Benjamins coming,” she says with a laugh as she picks up her drink.

“I’ll keep them coming, girl. Do you always look this sexy?”

“When I’m with you, yes, I’ll always be this cute. I can’t come out on the streets looking a mess. Have you lost your mind?”

“It’s possible,” I say and stare at Miriam with googly eyes.

“You’re too much.”

The host comes up to tell us our table is ready. I pay at the bar while Miriam switches across the room, letting everyone take in how fabulous she is in that purple dress that goes all the way down to her toes with a revealing split up the leg.

Miriam sits at a table that faces the bar and winks at me after I’ve signed the receipt and start walking her way. She’s easily twenty years younger than my forty-six, but it doesn’t matter. Miriam is going to make my dreams come true before I wither away from Earth, and that’s priceless.


CHAPTER 4

Miriam and I are walking off our exquisite, two-hundred-dollar meal. We hold hands and talk about life. Our interests and dislikes. Miriam loves shopping, which is evident by all her little accessories, but I’ll need to join the club if I want to pass as a fabulous woman.

“Can we sit here?” Miriam asks and points at a park bench.

“Sure, it looks clean.”

Miriam grins and sits, crossing her legs. I sit next to her and feel warm all over. It’s summer, so the nighttime air is pleasant. Miriam scoots closer. She places her hand on my thigh before lifting her leg to drape it over mine.

“So, how long have you wanted to dress up as a girl?”

“I don’t know,” I say, even though I can pinpoint the exact moment the desire hit me. When it overtook my mind and became an obsession I never realized.

I was a sophomore in college. My buddies and I were hanging out. None of us wanted to study, so we got out a bottle of the brown stuff. We were passing the booze around when one of us proposed a game of truth or dare. I don’t remember who, but I remember what followed felt like a powerful earthquake.

Walter, one of the guys, was quite the ladies’ man. He always had a different girl visiting his room, so he had collected a few pairs of discarded panties, and he bet us all to wear them. One of the guys refused, but three of us agreed.

We stripped naked and pulled those panties up our legs, getting cheered on by our buddies, but all I remember is how much I loved the panties hugging my hips. They dared us to go outside in our panties, and I was the only one to do it.

I ran in a circle around the quad. My behavior actually killed the mood of the party, but I didn’t care then, and I don’t care now. That moment led me to a life of secret stashes of lingerie, but I never went further than panties.

I tell Miriam all of this.

Her eyes widen as she lets the story settle in her mind. She reaches up to place her hand on my shoulder as she stares at me, not saying a word. I want to know what she thinks of my past, but she says nothing.

“Don’t you have something to say?”

“You like panties, so what? I like them too.”

“Yeah, but you’re a girl.”

“How are you so sure?”

“What?” I ask as my body tenses.

Miriam laughs. “I’m a girl, obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“But… I’m not like all girls. There might be a little extra between my legs.”

I look Miriam up and down, trying to see if she’s playing a trick on me, but she looks completely serious. I narrow my eyes, still wondering if she’s just playing, but she purses her lips and cocks an eyebrow, like she can’t say the truth any other way.

“Really?”

“Yes, boy! Or should I say girl?”

Miriam’s laugh is infectious. I wish I could bottle it up and listen to its resonance when I feel sad and lonely. She pushes her fingers into my hair, not forcing me to answer her question. She’s everything I wish I could be, but I could never pull it off.

“Does that make you not want me?”

“No,” I say quickly. “I still want you.”

“Good,” she says. “I don’t want to lose out on my money.”

I shake my head as she laughs and pulls on my ear, causing my member to stir in my pants. I need her to touch it after she puts me in a pair of panties.

“So, where do you live?” she asks. “Do you have supplies, or do we need to go shopping? I know some stores that are open for like another hour or so.”

“I have some panties at home.”

“Panties? That’s it?”

I bite my lip and avert my eyes, telling Miriam all she needs to know about my current situation. Miriam moves her legs off mine and hops to her feet.

“Come on, Eric! We have got to get you some cute clothes!”

I’m nervous to shop for women’s clothing, but maybe it won’t be so bad with Miriam by my side. They’ll think everything is for her, and I can just be the rich older boyfriend with a credit card.

Miriam holds out her hand.

I take it.

“Don’t worry, Eric. We’re going to have a blast,” Miriam says as we walk with our arms hooked together.

We find my car and head to a strip mall not too far from the restaurant where we ate. I can’t wait to get home after we buy lots of beautiful dresses and skirts and everything else. I don’t even care how much it’s going to cost, and I’m usually a stickler with money.

It’s nice to be free, even for a moment.


CHAPTER 5

There are more people than I expect in the store. I thought it would be empty given the hour, but people are adding garments to their carts like the store might never open again.

“Last day of a sale. We’re in luck.”

“That explains the crowd.”

“Heck yeah! Twenty percent off everything! Have they lost their minds?”

Miriam tosses her hair and throws her hands into the air. She switches her hips as she walks over to a rack of dresses. She waves for me to hurry, so I run over to her, catching the attention of some women, looking at me with judgmental eyes.

I drop my head.

Miriam snaps her fingers, her chest swaying as she does. “No! What did I tell you about not caring what others think?”

My cheeks redden. “Shh.” Miriam isn’t doing anything to be quiet, and it’s embarrassing, but she truly doesn’t care what others think. She walks over to me and grabs me by my shirt collar, pulling me over to the rack of dresses.

“Which one do you want to wear?”

My eyes widen, and I feel like I could die. Right now. Drop to the floor and never recover. I laugh and brush my hand over my head, acting like I have no idea what Miriam is talking about asking what dress I want to wear.

“Miriam, please.”

“No, you, please! Are we doing this or what? Don’t think you’re leaving here without trying on these dresses. Twenty percent off means no returns.”

“I don’t care about that. I’ll donate them if they’re too small.”

Miriam crosses her arms and narrows her eyes at me like I shouldn’t challenge her if I know what’s good for me, but when I glance over at the changing rooms, I know I can’t do it. I can’t walk in there with dresses. It’s too much.

“Fine,” I say and throw up my arms. “Let’s go.”

Miriam smirks as I turn on my heel to walk toward the door, which infuriates me. How can she just give up so easily? What’s so wrong with buying the dresses for me and trying them on at home? Why do I have to go through the humiliation of using the fitting room at the store?

Miriam’s heels click as she follows behind me. I push open the door and step outside. It’s not much longer until the store closes, and I know I’ll regret leaving, but I don’t see myself staying.

“Why can’t we just buy some dresses and take them back to my place?” I ask. “I said I would donate them!”

“You have to be brave, Eric. How will you ever pass as a girl if you can’t try on a dress in a store? Do you think I gave two fucks about trying on dresses when I was first transitioning? None of these people are going to remember you, but you know what you will remember?”

I shake my head as I stare at the ground.

Miriam reaches to grab my chin and lifts my face to meet her eyes. “You’ll remember the power that surges within you once you have the courage to slip on that dress in a public place. You’ll remember this feeling forever, and that will give you the strength you need to feel like a woman. To truly feel like you’ve earned it.”

I consider Miriam’s point, but it still seems impossible. I can’t walk into that store and try on a dress, no matter how badly I want to do it, I can’t. My feet won’t move, but luckily, I have Miriam there with me.

“Why don’t we go inside?” Miriam asks as she laces her fingers with mine. “Don’t you want to see what they have?”

I nod, unable to deny my desires.

“The clothes won’t bite, will they?”

I shake my head.

“We won’t give two fucks what those bitches in there think, will we?”

I shrug.

Miriam stops her heel into the ground and hollers my name. She drops my hand to put it on her hip.

“I want to hear some energy, Eric!”

“I won’t give a fuck what those bitches think!” I yell.

“That’s better,” Miriam says in a satisfied voice. “Now let’s go inside and see what fits before we buy it like good girls, okay?”

I’m more nervous than I’ve ever been, but I nod. Miriam beams and grabs my hand to pull me toward the door. We slip inside and head back to the rack of dresses. I ignore everyone as Miriam piles dresses into my outstretched arms before she’s pushing me toward the fitting rooms.

“You got this, Eric! I want to see each and every dress! Got it?”

My face must be crimson red, but I nod in agreement and walk to the dressing room. Most of the dresses are a terrible fit, but there are several that will work. Miriam holds onto those, and we leave the rest in the dressing room, and I’ll be damned, but she was right.

I feel the strongest and most alive I ever have as I throw the dresses on the counter at the register and whip out my credit card, purchasing women’s clothing with pride. Why the fuck should I care what anyone thinks?

That store is only the first stop of an incredible shopping spree that forever changes my life.


CHAPTER 6

“Please tell me you have a razor to shave those hairy legs!” Miriam hollers as we step into my house.

I don’t know how many hours we’ve been together at this point, but I’m racking up quite the bill. My usual self would be in a panic over the money, but I couldn’t care less now. There’s a chance I might be gone in a few months, so I’m going to make the most of Miriam’s company.

If anyone can help me become a girl, it’ll be someone who has done it herself. There’s no trace of boy when I look at Miriam, but I accidently brushed up against her cock when we were hugging in the parking lot outside of the clothing store.

I was so overjoyed after buying women’s clothing, I could hardly contain my energy. I was jumping up and down and telling Miriam how excited I was to have made the purchase, so she hugged me to calm me down.

“Are my legs really that bad?” I ask as I drop the bags of clothes from our shopping trip onto the living room floor.

“They’re that bad, girl. Well, not if you want to be a man, I guess, but even they’re shaving their legs now. Isn’t it just so much nicer to have smooth skin?” Miriam asks as she reaches down to brush the back of her hand up her leg while staring at me with sensual eyes.

“Do you want something to drink?” I ask in a broken voice.

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

“Wine? Beer? Water?”

“I’ll have some wine, as long as it’s sweet and white.”

“How sweet?”

“Just give me some. I’ll probably drink it.”

I warm at the sound of Miriam’s gorgeous giggle. We’ve only spent a night together, but I’m already smitten. She’s pushed me further than I ever could have gone on my own, and there’s no lesson I’ve wanted more in life than a lesson on womanhood.

I pour us two glasses of wine and head back to the living room, where Miriam is going through the dresses and accessories and everything else that we purchased. I spent hundreds of dollars, but I don’t even care.

“Here,” I say.

Miriam grabs the wine and takes a sip. “Not bad.”

“Good. So, which dress should I wear first?”

“Don’t even think about a dress until you shave those hairy legs,” Miriam says when she catches me eyeing the womanly treasures. All I want is to feel the hem of a dress brush against my thighs, but it’ll probably feel better once my legs are smooth. “Haven’t you ever shaved your legs before?”

“Not in a long time,” I admit.

“It’s time for that to change. To the bathroom! Before you have any wine,” Miriam says and snaps her fingers.

I turn and scatter out of the room, hopping on my toes as I go. Miriam stands to follow me. I glance over my shoulder, nervous when I see the sinister gaze on her face.

“What?” I ask.

“Keep going, Eric!” Miriam waves her hand at me to keep moving, and I must listen. I can’t disobey her command, even though I’m the one paying her, but she’s become somewhat of a sexy tutor I want to kiss and fuck.

I push open the bathroom door. Miriam slips into the room before I can close the door, which she shuts behind her. I stand and stare at her like she’s lost her mind, but she’s in no mood to play. She snaps her fingers.

“Strip! What are you waiting for?”

I swallow. Clearly, I was waiting for her to leave the bathroom, but it doesn’t look like that’ll be an option, so I timidly pull off my shirt before pushing my pants to the floor. Miriam has found a razor and shaving cream by the time I finish, holding them in her hands.

“Damn, not bad.”

I glance down at my dick, which is plump and gaining thickness. I take a deep breath, trying to stop my dick from becoming fully erect. Getting hard in front of Miriam will just add to the mountain of embarrassment I’ve already amassed, so it’s not a big deal, but I don’t want her to think I get excited as easily as I do.

I want to create some mystery.

Give her something to desire.

“What about you? Aren’t you going to show me what you’re working with under that dress?” I ask.

“It’s getting late, and we don’t have all night. I thought your dream was to become a girl?”

“It is.”

“Would you rather become a girl or get a taste of my girly dick? I don’t think we have time for both.”

Miriam has already removed the lid from the bottle of shaving cream, but she’s holding it to her chest, waiting for my answer. It’s a tough question because seeing Miriam naked and getting her dick has been top of mind tonight, but on the other hand, I’ve wanted to become a woman since I was in college.

“Can I play with your cock another night?” I ask.

Miriam steps forward and touches my side. She presses her forehead against mine. “I can’t wait to give you my girly dick, baby.”

Her words ignite a fire within me. All I want is to feel her touch. Feel her hands around my stiffening cock.

“Can I kiss you?”

“Yes,” she says.

I close my eyes and press my lips against hers. They’re plump and juicy and wonderfully soft. I lose myself in the kiss as Miriam reaches down to stroke my manhood, and I can’t help but moan into her mouth.

“Yeah,” she whispers.

I moan more loudly and deepen the kiss, energized by her touch. Hungry for more, but I can’t push her. She’s in control of what we do and when, which is exactly how I like it. I love having her tell me that I can’t taste her dick, even though I would stay up until the crack of dawn to get her dick and dress like a woman, but she’s made me choose.

Miriam releases my dick and steps away from me. She grabs the razor and shaving cream she set on the counter and passes them to me.

“Get in the shower, mister.”

“Can you call me Rebecca?” I ask.

“Yes, I will call you by that name once you look more like Rebecca. You don’t want all that nasty body hair, do you?”

“No,” I say with a shake of the head.

Miriam snaps her fingers again, and I race over to the shower. She sits on the toilet lid and coaches me through the shave. She points out any spots I miss and even grabs the razor at one point to help me with the more delicate areas. We have everything except my forearms shaved after fifteen or twenty minutes.

I feel naked, like a completely different person.

“Wash off, and then we’ll lather you with some lotion.”

“Then I can put on a dress?”

“Yes, Rebecca.”

My heart melts when Miriam uses the name that I’ve always dreamed of having. She’s the first person to ever call me Rebecca to my face, and the moment gives me as much energy as trying on those dresses at the store did.

I use body wash with moisturizer and a washcloth to clean everything from my toes to my neck and face and between. I want to update my bathroom products. Buy shampoos and conditioners that are more feminine. I can already picture myself in the store at the cash register not giving a fuck.

It's so freeing.

I love it.

Without Miriam, there’s no way I would have taken a risk. The fact that I have cancer might have helped, but I’m not sure even that would have gotten me to try on women’s clothing in a public place. With Miriam’s support, I’ve done that and so much more.

She was even comparing my skin to the makeup at the store, which was utterly embarrassing, but I love the memory now that the moment is over. I’m so happy that I listened to Miriam instead of driving away from the store.

Miriam and I head to my room. She goes to the living room to grab some supplies while I cover my body with lotion. I wish the lotion were a little nicer or a touch more feminine, but I never buy anything fancy out of fear that someone will judge me.

I never live.

I’m a shell of the person I want to be.

“We got so many good choices,” Miriam declares as she steps into the room with the bags of goodies. She holds up two dresses. One is white, and the other one is green. The green one is long and has a lot of cleavage. It was the one I was the least sure of at the store, so I want to see what Miriam can do with it. I want to test her.

“The green one,” I say as I rub my legs with lotion.

“Ooh, really? I’m so glad you chose that one! You’re going to have to wear this bra, though.”

“All right.”

“Hurry! I want to dress you up now!”

“I’m going as fast as I can,” I say as I work more lotion into my sensitive skin. It’s been a long time since I’ve shaved myself with a razor, so it’s literally burning as I rub in the lotion, and then I have to let it dry.

Miriam lies on the bed and bends her legs as she holds her phone above her with outstretched arms. Her long black hair flows out across the cover, creating something like a halo around her head. She drops her arms and catches me staring at her, but she doesn’t look upset.

Miriam turns her body and sets her phone upside-down as she meets my gaze. She props her chin onto her hand and bats her eyelids. I’m still naked, but it doesn’t matter. I feel incredibly comfortable around this woman. She understands me in ways nobody else ever has.

“Do you ever miss being a boy?”

“Wow, someone’s digging deep.”

“Sorry,” I say quickly. “You don’t have to answer if you don’t want.”

“No, it’s okay. I don’t miss being a boy, no, but I wish people didn’t judge me because I once was. I wish more people would try to understand my struggles and learn who I am as a person before they throw labels on me.”

“Yeah, I get that. Does it happen often?”

“Guess it depends on the day and what I’m doing,” Miriam says with a laugh. “Most people can’t tell now that I’ve transitioned, so it’s almost never a problem. Why? Are you worried someone might do something if you dress up as a girl?”

“Yes,” I admit. “It’s why I’ve never done it.”

“Let’s get you dressed, and we’ll just be hanging around the house. That’s not too much pressure, is it?”

I shake my head.

“Are you dry?”

“Just about.”

“Perfect. I’m going to grab another glass of wine, and then we’ll do your makeup. How does that sound?”

“Amazing,” I say.

Miriam leaves her phone on the bed and switches her hips out of the room. I stand from the towel wrapped around my bottom and grab a pair of black panties. They’re more of a G-string with a tiny patch of mesh fabric over the crotch.

I pull them up my legs just as Miriam is walking back into the room. She hoots and hollers. I blush as the black thong hugs my hips. The panties are tight against my dick, and the string in the back is deep between my ass cheeks, but I’m fresh out the shower and shaved smooth like a waxed apple.

“Like what you see?” I ask.

“You’ll look even better with a dress and some makeup.”

“I can’t wait,” I say. “Can you help me with the bra?”

“Of course!”

Miriam grabs the bra and comes over to me. It’s black to match the G-string that’s tight around my waist. She has me put my arms into the bra. Then she hooks it shut against my back. It’s tight but not uncomfortable.

“We’ll have to get you some breast forms, but tissue will do for now.”

“Are your boobs breast forms?”

Miriam chuckles and shakes her chest. “These are top-of-the-line implants, baby. Don’t get it twisted!”

“I thought they were,” I say.

Miriam smiles at me and goes to the bathroom for a roll of toilet paper. She balls up a bunch of tissue and stuffs it into my bra until I have something of a chest, and it looks surprisingly convincing in the green dress with a deep cut to expose cleavage.

“Let’s go to the dining room, so I can do your makeup.”

“How do I look so far?” I ask.

“Fabulous,” Miriam says.

I follow her out of the room. She pulls out a chair from the dining-room table and tells me to sit. I wait as she arranges a bunch of the makeup that we just bought to match my skin tone along the table. She also had me get nail polish, which I really want to put on. It’s light pink, and I think it would look superb with the green dress.

“Have you ever had your makeup done before?”

“No,” I say.

“You’re in for a treat.”

I smile at Miriam, and she tells me to close my eyes. I’m in heaven as she brushes makeup on my face. It’s a weird sensation, feeling something other than moisturizer on my skin, but I quickly adjust, especially when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

“What?” I ask, tears quickly rushing to my eyes. “How is this possible?”

“Welcome to the world, Rebecca.”

“This isn’t real,” I say with tears in my voice.

“Don’t cry, girl! You’ll ruin all my hard work!”

“I’m sorry. I just can’t believe this! How did you do it?”

“Years of practice. You’re lucky I saw your ad.”

Miriam has no idea how right she is. She’s pushed me in all the right ways, and all I want to do now is go out. I don’t care that it’s getting late and that I can feel a tiredness settling in the background of my mind. The world needs to see Rebecca.

I want to show off my feminine half!

“Can we paint my nails?”

“Definitely! Do you mind if I call you Becca? I feel like it has more attitude, and a good girl always has a bit of attitude.”

Becca?

I consider the name, but then Miriam melts my will power with puppy dog eyes. Plus, the name is pretty sexy, so why not go for it?

“Sure, you can call me Becca.”

“Are you sure? I really don’t have to. It was only—”

“I’m sure,” I say and touch Miriam’s arm. “I love the name.”

“Becca, girl. You’re going to drive the boys wild. I want you to practice your girly voice before we hit the town, though.”

“How do you do it?”

“It’s all about control. Record yourself. Try to speak lightly. Not too high that it’s out of your range, but soft enough that you don’t come off as a man.”

“Like this?” I ask in a soft voice.

“Yeah! Something like that. Practice a lot before our next date, okay?”

“Please don’t tell me you’re leaving already.”

“Not until we paint your nails.”

“Okay,” I say with a smile and pass Miriam the bottle of polish. She pulls out a chair and sits in front of me at the dining-room table. She grabs my hand and paints all of my nails, and I’ve never felt more incredible in my life.


CHAPTER 7

A few days go by, and I do my best not to think about my impending death. I sit in front of the mirror and practice my feminine voice, which is getting much better. It would probably be flawless if I had started practicing years ago, but now isn’t time for regrets.

Now is time for making memories that I can cherish when the cancer ultimately advances. Some mornings I feel like utter shit, but others aren’t so bad. I go back and forth about calling Dr. Miller to start treatment, but do I really want her to cut bits and pieces out of my body?

The thought of her slicing me open makes me shiver.

My phone is on the counter, and it buzzes. I’ve been at work most of the day, doing my best to avoid hard labor, but I help out where I can. If I’m not physical at all, the guys will get jealous, and I don’t want them worrying about their jobs.

I’ve already emailed my lawyer to tell him that I want Roger to take over the company if I pass. He’s been my employee the longest, and he deserves the business. He’ll probably have to kill off the custom furniture part of the business, but he’ll be able to do the rest. I trust him more than I’ll ever trust my deadbeat brother Joe.

There’s a message from Miriam when I turn over the phone. I haven’t seen her since she left the other night with a wad of bills, leaving me in a green dress with pink nails. I miss her more than I would like to admit.

Miriam is fierce and vivacious and bubbly and sweet. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a woman, and the piece of meat between her thighs is just an added bonus. I hope she’ll finally let me see it tonight, but we’ll have to see how the date goes first.

Miriam wants us to hit a movie and then dinner. I can feel my nerves bubbling beneath the surface and know they’ll explode once we go out in public. I worry I won’t be able to get out of the car when we get to the movies if I’m dressed in women’s clothing, and there’s no telling what Miriam might have me do after how she acted during our shopping spree.

Miriam: Are you picking me up, baby? I’m ready whenever.

I love how Miriam acts like my girlfriend, even though I pay her wads of cash. She’s so sweet to me, I have to remind myself not to fall in love, but then I remind myself that there’s no harm in falling in love when I’m about to die.

Me: Yeah, but I still have to get ready. Can’t you come over to help me?

Miriam: Video call me if you need help. There’s only an hour and a half until the movie starts, so you need to hurry!

I glance down at myself. I’m freshly shaved. I touched up during my morning shower, knowing I would go out as Becca. The name Becca has really been growing on me. It’s shorter and easier to say than Rebecca, and it has way more attitude.

I’ve been saying the name over and over in front of the mirror, using as feminine a voice as I can muster. Most of the time it comes out okay, but there’s the occasional crack of the voice.

I hope there are no mishaps when Miriam and I go out tonight. I would feel a million times better if she were over to doll me up herself, but this is how she pushes me. She expects me to learn for myself, so I’ll do my best.

I get out all the makeup supplies we bought at the store. Miriam explained a bit to me when she was dolling up my face, but I’ve also learned a lot from videos online. My face is clean and smooth and already primed for foundation.

I use a liquid foundation to give my skin a smooth, youthful look. There’s a bump on my face, so I add a touch of concealer to that before contouring my nose and cheekbones to give myself a more feminine look. I brush on a touch of bronzer to match my summer glow.

I’ve been spending a lot of time outside for projects recently, and it’s really showing on my skin, and it looks even better with makeup. There are still some signs of aging, but I still look younger when the makeup is on my face.

To finish the look, I create a smoky eye and apply dark pink lipstick.

There’s a black dress on my bed I’m planning to wear tonight, which I carefully pull over my head after putting on a bra and stuffing it with tissue. The little black dress doesn’t expose cleavage, so I don’t have to worry about anyone noticing that my boobs are fake.

My face is all dolled up, and my nails are painted. There’s a brown wig on my head, which honestly looks like my real hair. Miriam recommended a place for me to buy one, and the woman who worked there was beyond helpful in making sure I got the best wig.

I grab my phone to snap a picture of my feminine self. I’ll want to remember this moment forever. For as long as I live, which is feeling like it might not be long if I don’t start treatment soon.

I’ll spare the gory details, but I haven’t been feeling well, and it’s only getting worse, but I’ll put on a brave face for the night. I’ve taken some medicine to hide the ugly stuff and hope it will last until the end of my date.

Me: I’m all dolled up and ready. Should I swing by to get you?

Miriam: Yeah, baby. Come get me! I’m bored!


CHAPTER 8

“Wow, Becca! Look at you, girl!” Miriam snaps her fingers and moves her hand, telling me to twirl in a circle, so I do just that. “That dress is fierce! Curtsy! Curtsy!”

I grab the hem of my dress and bend my knees, which arouses another cheer from Miriam. She claps and chants sexy bitch until I’m begging her to stop.

“What, girl? You look good. Don’t you want to celebrate?”

“Yeah, let’s get inside to watch the movie. It’s about to start!”

Miriam’s hair is wavy today and bounces on her shoulders as she runs toward the entrance. I’m nervous as I chase after her, wearing black flats with my little black dress. I have on some gold jewelry and plenty of makeup. Nobody seems to be paying me any attention, much to my relief.

I feel like the world is my playground, which is all I really need right now. An escape from the truth that I might not have much longer to live. I might not have many more evenings to dress up as Becca and run across a parking lot, so I make the most of it.

Miriam and I step inside, and we get more than a few looks from curious men. I pray they don’t see me as a man and that they only see me for the woman I’ve become. Miriam pushes on the small of my back when the movie theater worker approaches.

“You’re up,” she says in a whisper.

“Uh,” I say in my practiced voice. “Can we have two tickets for Utopia?”

“Sure thing, ma’am.”

I explode inside, amazed that this young man on the other side of the glass sees me as a woman. I reach over to grab Miriam’s hand and squeeze it. She offers me a knowing look, and I wonder how long ago she felt like this.

When was the first time someone saw her as a woman?

Miriam and I enter the movie theater now that we have our tickets in hand. We’re just two women in a blur of people. We head over to the food counter and order a big bucket of popcorn and an ICEE to share. I let Miriam choose the flavor and swipe my credit card, using my girly voice more than once during the transaction.

“Doesn’t it feel so good?”

“Yeah,” I say. “I never thought it would be possible for the world to see me as a woman.”

“You’re not overstated. They probably think you’re just a housewife out with her girlfriend to see a movie.”

“It’s the best,” I say and clutch my purse’s strap.

“The more you practice, the better it’ll get.”

Miriam’s words hit me as we stand off to the side of the sea of people with our drink and popcorn. We’re waiting a couple minutes to enter the movie, but now all I can think about is the ticking clock that has been placed on my body.

This is the first time I’ve really wanted to keep living since Dr. Miller gave me the diagnosis. I have a strong urge to see how far I can take Becca, which won’t be very far at all if I don’t get treatment, but then I think of how sick I’ll be. How much I’ll miss. How there’s a chance it could all be for nothing.

“What’s wrong?” Miriam asks when I fall silent.

I want to tell Miriam about my cancer and how I’ve only been given a few months to live unless I act quickly, but how would she react? Isn’t it better to keep her ignorant? I don’t want her treating me like some sick man who will break at every turn.

“Nothing’s wrong,” I say.

“I don’t know if I believe you,” she says.

“Believe me. Let’s find our seats before the movie starts.”

Miriam stares at me for a long moment, like she wants to push the subject, but then she stops herself. I see the interest fly from her eyes. After all, I’m her client. Better to do what I want than risk losing her hourly rate.

We head into the movie and find seats that are at the perfect level with the screen. Utopia is on its way out of theaters, so there isn’t much competition for seats.

We share popcorn and the drink and laugh along as the romantic comedy plays. It’s about a couple who meet in a simulated paradise. A place where there aren’t nasty diseases like cancer to kill off the innocent. It’s too bad a place like the one in Utopia doesn’t exist.

“You know what I want to do?” Miriam asks in a whisper about halfway through the movie.

“What?” I ask.

I jump in my seat when Miriam’s hand lands on my thigh. I hold my breath when her fingers squeeze into my flesh. My body tenses as she moves her hand farther and farther north toward my crotch. My girly dick stirs when Miriam’s fingers get dangerously close.

I don’t know what to say nor what to do. I’m paralyzed and trying not to cause a scene. I already turned a couple heads when I jumped in the chair.

“When we get back to your place, I’m going to do nasty things to you. What color are your panties?” Miriam asks as she places her hand over my package.

“White,” I say in a breath.

“Ooh, I bet those will look so sexy when I take off this dress.”

I bite my lip as my cock stiffens to a full erection. I must be breathing because I’m not keeled over on the floor, but I feel like I can’t take a breath. My body is stiff. Numb. There are many people around, and I’m not trying to make a scene, and I’m especially not trying to cum in my panties.

“Please,” I beg.

Miriam wraps her arm around the side of my face and kisses my cheek while her other hand is up my dress, fondling my cock through the thin layer of white fabric. I would do the same to her, but I’m stuck.

Miriam knows she’s the one with control.

She’s the one with power.

I’m nothing but her little plaything.

“When we get home, I’m going to suck on this girly cock until you’re cumming down my throat.”

I gasp as Miriam releases my dick. I’m rock hard and on the edge of an orgasm, which she must know, judging by the wicked smirk on her face. Miriam kisses me on the cheek and turns her attention to the movie, ignoring me completely.

I can’t believe how horny and frustrated I am.

The feeling lasts through the movie and well past dessert at dinner. Miriam has me tethered to her strings. She knows exactly which way to move them and when, and as much as I hate how much control Miriam has over me, I also love it.


CHAPTER 9

“You did so well tonight, Becca. I’m so proud of you,” Miriam says as she drapes her arms on my shoulders. She’s looking at me with those sultry eyes, causing my cock to stir all over again, and it’d just calmed down after dinner. “You’ve come a long way in a short amount of time.”

“I wouldn’t have been able to do any of it without you,” I say and touch my hand to Miriam’s side.

“Maybe you could have, but I’m always happy to help.”

I lift my hand to brush the back of my fingers along Miriam’s velvety face. She has taken hormones for years, so there’s not a trace of stubble on her chin. I have to shave twice a day to stay on top of mine. Could I start hormones if I had more time? Could I live a second chapter as Becca?

“There’s something on your mind, Becca. What aren’t you telling me?”

A confession is at the tip of my tongue, but I don’t want to burden Miriam with my diagnosis. I want to enjoy our time together without the truth hanging over us like a streamer of rotten fruit. A line of birds flying and shitting at the same time, raining on the parade.

Splat, splat, splat

“I’m thinking what it will be like to have your dick in my mouth.”

“Do you want to see it?” Miriam asks with a smile.

I nod, desperate to change the subject before I ruin our evening. There’s no telling how much longer the medicine I secretly took with dinner will keep my symptoms at bay, but I want to fool around with Miriam before they emerge.

“Okay,” Miriam says.

She’s wearing a cream dress that looks incredible against her dark skin. She pushes the straps of the dress over her shoulders as she stares at me with an intense gaze. I reach down to touch my cock, which is coming to life, begging me to do something with it.

“It’s okay, baby. Go ahead and play with your girly cock.”

I press my hand against my bulge through the dress as Miriam slowly strips down to her bra and underwear. My cock is stiff, but the thong I’m wearing has it pressed against my pelvic region, so there’s no tent in my dress, even though there should be.

Miriam is wearing purple lingerie with lots of lacey trim. She reaches behind her back and unhooks her bra, pulling it slowly down her arms to reveal her large, perky breasts. There’s no tissue paper in sight, and damn, I’m wildly jealous.

“You like what you see?”

“Yes,” I say in a breath.

“Come kiss me.”

I walk over to Miriam and press my body up against hers. She reaches around and touches my ass, squeezing it lightly. I don’t mind the touch or the feeling of her stiff cock pressing against my leg through her panties. I have a strong desire to drop to my knees to slip her womanhood into my mouth, so I ask.

“Do you mind if I suck it?”

“Why would I ever say no to that?” Miriam asks with a laugh.

I’m still wearing my black dress and white lingerie as I drop to my knees in front of Miriam. She’s down to her heels and purple panties. Her heels are off-white to match the dress she was wearing. Both colors look incredible on her, and her passionate gaze has me salivating.

“Take out my cock.”

The outline of her thick womanhood jumps as she says the words. I lift my trembling hands. I’ve never handled another cock before, but the only emotion I feel is eager.

Miriam makes a high-pitch sound as I slip my fingers into the waistline of her panties. Her dick grows even harder as I pull down to reveal her plump thickness.

“Fuck,” Miriam says in a breath.

Fuck, indeed. Miriam's cock is seven or eight inches long and so fat I can hardly wrap my hand around her base.

“How do you hide this thing?” I ask as I hold Miriam’s impressive womanhood in my hand, nervous I won’t even be able to stretch my lips around it.

“Practice makes perfect,” Miriam says with a laugh. “Why don’t you go ahead and put it in your mouth, baby?”

Miriam’s cock is huge, but it’s also perfectly feminine. Her bush of hair is tiny and trimmed, and her balls aren’t hairy, and they smell of flowers, like Miriam sprayed her package with perfume before our date.

“I’ll try,” I say.

“You can do it! Then I’ll return the favor.”

I suck in a sharp breath before opening my mouth and moving it closer to the monster. Her womanhood tastes as flowery as it smells once I close my lips around her tip. Miriam moans and puts her fingers into my brunette wig and pushes gently to encourage me to take more of her cock.

I fit as much of Miriam into my mouth as I can without choking, and then I bob my head vigorously, coating Miriam’s cock in a thick layer of my spit.

Miriam takes control after a moment and thrusts her cock deep into my mouth. Her tip pushes into my throat. She tells me to breathe through my nose and take it.

I moan on Miriam’s cock that’s stuffing my mouth, loving how aggressive she is with me. I would never ask for this dominant treatment on my own, but I won’t tell Miriam to stop. I want her fucking my face like she owns it.

“Damn!” Miriam hollers just as she rips her dick from my mouth. “Fucking shit!”

Miriam curses and steps forward, rubbing her dick. She’s not even looking at me, so it’s a complete surprise when she grunts and starts cumming all over my face!

“Open your mouth, slut!”

I rush to part my lips and close my eyes, savoring Miriam’s girl milk as she sprays it into my mouth. The salty cream slides down my throat, and then Miriam shoves her slick cock back into my mouth and shoots at least two more loads down my throat.

She pulls out a second later, and I gasp. I’m still rock hard in my white panties, and when I glance down at my dress, there are several blobs of cum on the black fabric.

“Oops,” Miriam says with a laugh.

“I’m not mad,” I assure her.

“Take off your dress and lie on your back, girl. I’m not done with you yet.”

I wipe a bit of cum from my face before pulling off the dress and using it to dry off my hands. I’m left in nothing but the white lingerie. Miriam stands above me with her hands on her hips as she waits for me to get to my back as she commanded.

“There you go, beautiful Becca. Now push that big cock out the side of your thong, so I can give you the ride of your life.”

My eyes widen, but I don’t question Miriam. I grab the thong and slide the patch of fabric covering my dick to the side. It hugs my balls, and my dick stands at attention.

“Would you look at this gorgeous girly cock?” Miriam asks as she gets to her knees by my side. “I’ll have to get it wet before sliding it into my bussy, won’t I?”

“Uh huh,” I say and nod my head like wild.

Miriam smiles softly and slowly closes her eyes as she drops her head to my dick. I see stars when she wraps her lips around my member, swallowing my entire length down her throat like the pro she is.

I curl my toes and ball my hands into fists as I do everything I can to steady myself and not cum.

Miriam doesn’t let up as I gasp and moan and thrash. She pulls on my balls and sucks my dick more quickly, like she wants me to cum in her mouth, which is just what I’m about to do until she pulls her lips off my shaft.

“Not so quick,” she says and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. Miriam moves closer to me and then straddles my legs wearing nothing but her heels.

Miriam presses my dick head against her tight, puckered hole, pulling a moan from my lips. She runs her tongue along her hand and then she swipes it against her hole, tickling my dick as she does.

My dick is still wet from Miriam’s blow job, so it slides right into her accepting hole when she pushes down on it.

I gasp as Miriam’s warm cave swallows my dick. My balls are already tight from how much Miriam has been edging me throughout the night, so I have no idea how I’ll last more than a second.

“You like that, baby?” Miriam asks as she rides my dick and squeezes my fake breasts.

“Yes, but I’m! About! To!”

“Cum in my bussy, Becca! Fill me with that girly seed!” Miriam says as she bounces more quickly on my dick. She pushes her hands into her hair and stares down at me with the sexiest look I’ve seen in my life.

I stare back at her and grab her hips as my cum rushes to the tip of my dick. Miriam pushes down on my hole and forces me to cum inside of her, and damn, I feel every shot of my girly cream fill her hole.

Miriam bends over with my dick still rock hard inside of her to kiss me gently on the lips. I wrap my hands around her back and hold her as I kiss her more firmly.

My dick slides out of her when she rolls to the side a moment later, and I gasp in a loud voice, shaking from head to toe from the pleasure.

“That was good, Becca.”

I stare at Miriam, perplexed by her beauty and charm, and all I want to do is spoil her.

“Let’s go to Europe,” I say. “Next week.”

“Okay! I have a passport I never get to use!”

“We’re going to use it well,” I say and start kissing Miriam all over, but then I pause as a nausea descends over me.

I excuse myself and rush to the bathroom, pretending like I just want to take a shower.


CHAPTER 10

Despite my illness and impending death, Miriam and I are having the time of our lives. We hopped on a plane last week and flew across the Atlantic Ocean.

Our first stop was in Portugal, and then we took the train from there and went all the way through Spain. We stopped in Madrid and Barcelona and danced in the street with locals. After nearly a week in Spain, we crossed the border into France.

I’ve never eaten bread and cheese as delicious as what we had there, but nothing compares to the food we’ve been eating in Italy. Every dish is simple yet elegant in its own way, like a classy woman.

Even though I might die soon, I can say goodbye to the world more easily after this trip. I’ve dressed as a woman in four foreign countries already, and we still have one more to go. We’re staying at a villa on the Adriatic shore and have already booked a ferry to take us across the sea to Croatia.

“I can’t believe we’ve been in Europe for two weeks,” Miriam says as she adjusts in her chair.

We’re sitting on a terrace overlooking the water. Miriam stares out to the waves as I do my best not to vomit. There’s a watery taste in my mouth, and my stomach doesn’t feel quite right. I’ve been hopped up on medicine since we hit Europe, and I’m starting to think the over-the-counter medicine won’t be enough.

Maybe the cancer has spread further. Perhaps it’s becoming more aggressive. I try not to think about what’s happening inside of my body as I glance over at Miriam, who looks so relaxed and happy. She has no idea about my condition, and I know deep down it was the right decision not to tell her. She never would have treated me like she has.

I’m lost in my admiration for the woman sitting next to me when the nausea grows intense. I grip my stomach through the red dress I’m wearing. It’s long and loose and looks utterly fabulous when it blows in the wind.

I wish looking fabulous were the only thing I had to worry about, but the cancer within me has other plans. I clutch my stomach and hop to my feet before running over to the balcony. Miriam asks what’s wrong just as the vomit runs up my throat and spews out of my mouth.

More bile flies through the air as my stomach empties its contents. Everything I’ve had for lunch and breakfast is in chunks of disgusting fluid on the ground below. Miriam runs up behind me to rub my back.

“Becca! Are you okay?”

“No,” I say.

My hands are on the edge of the terrace as my dolled-up face hovers over the edge. I’ve already taken my usual medicine for the day, but it looks like that has probably left my system along with everything else. My body tries to vomit again, but there’s nothing left to give.

“Come sit down. Let me grab you some water.”

I wave my hand in protest. There’s no way I’ll be able to keep down water after vomiting like that.

“Can you get me a warm towel? I just need something to wipe my mouth.”

Miriam nods and runs into the house. She comes back a few minutes later with a warm towel, which I press against my lips. Its dampness feels delightful on my mouth.

“There’s something you need to know,” I say. “There’s a reason I’ve been going all out on this vacation. Trust me, I wouldn’t normally spend money like this.”

Miriam stares at me for a long moment before I see everything click in her eyes. She covers her mouth and shakes her head.

“No! You’re playing! You just ate something bad.”

“I wish it were that simple,” I say.

“Stop it, Becca! No!”

Miriam hops to her feet. She’s shaking her head vigorously as she walks over to the terrace’s edge. She curses as she paces back and forth. I hate to see her so broken up about this, but I’m beyond happy we had the time we did.

“Please, sit with me. You’re not the one dying.”

“Don’t say that! Don’t you dare say that!”

“Miriam, really, it’s not that big of a deal. Everyone has to die eventually.”

Miriam screams and pulls on her hair as she walks back over to me, clearly frustrated. This is exactly why I didn’t tell her, though. I hate seeing her look at me like I might die at any second, like my life is already spoken for because of my diagnosis.

“I’m only telling you now because I worry the medicine that I’ve been taking to offset the symptoms isn’t working anymore. It’s becoming more difficult to hide the fact that I’m sick.”

Miriam finally returns to the chair she was previously occupying. She cups her mouth and rocks back and forth, tears clear in her eyes. I could have sworn she only cared about me for the money, but perhaps I was wrong. Maybe she likes me. Lord knows I love her.

“How long have you known?”

“I found out the day I posted that ad.”

“You’ve just been sitting on this bomb the entire time? Why haven’t you said anything?”

“I’ve been trying to enjoy myself, You’ve done a marvelous job of allowing me to do that, Miriam. I’ve had a better time than I ever could have imagined. You made my dreams of becoming Rebecca a reality, and that’s priceless.”

Miriam stands as tears fall from her eyes. Her reaction is jarring. I hate seeing her sad. I hate how the air has shifted. It would be easier if she only cared about me for the money.

Miriam leaves the terrace and marches inside. I sigh before standing to follow her. She pushes me away when I try to touch her shoulder, and it breaks my heart.

“I hate you for not telling me! I hate you for letting me fall in love with you!”

Fall in love?

I’m shaken into silence by Miriam’s confession. I pull my red dress up from my feet to walk over to the sofa, and I plop down with a sigh. I pull my hair over my shoulder. I’m wearing my favorite brunette wig with long waves. It frames my face perfectly.

“I’m so angry at you, Becca! Fuck!” Miriam stomps her heel into the floor. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“You would have acted differently. We both know it.”

“Yeah, but I could have prepared myself for this shit. I could have put a cage around my heart.”

“Sit down,” I say and pat the spot next to me. I don’t bother to use my girly voice. I’m too tired and sick. My mouth tastes disgusting from the vomit, but I’m too afraid to drink anything. I don’t want to throw up from a few sips of water.

“No!”

“Miriam, please. You’re stressing me out, and you don’t want to do that, do you?”

“Fuck you! Now you’re playing the cancer card?”

Miriam grunts and throws her hands into the air before sitting next to me on the couch. She grabs me and gently shakes me.

“I hate you for not telling me.”

“Do you really love me?”

“That’s besides the point,” she says.

“I want to know.”

“Yes, girl! I love you. I love you when you’re Becca. When you’re Eric. It doesn’t matter to me as long as we’re together, but you’re throwing up because of your cancer. How long did they give you to live?”

“Not long,” I admit.

“Weeks? Months? A year?”

“If I don’t get any treatment, I’ll probably be gone by the end of the year, but that’s why I want to make the most of this trip. I don’t want to think about the what ifs.”

“Why haven’t you gotten any treatment?”

“Meeting you has been better than any chemo or radiation could ever be. I guarantee it.”

“Don’t you want to be healthy?” Miriam asks.

“I’ve been healthy all my life until I wasn’t.”

“Can’t they treat you? I mean, I can’t lose you! For real! You’re the girlfriend I always wanted.”

My heart cracks as Miriam fights off tears again. Her eyes are watery, but seeing this emotion from her makes me feel like the most special man in the world, like there’s someone who really cares about me. It doesn’t matter that I pay for Miriam’s company. Our bond is deeper than any financial transaction could ever be.

“It’ll be okay, Miriam. Can’t we just enjoy the time that we have?”

“Won’t you keep getting sicker?”

“Probably.”

“Then no!”

I can’t help but chuckle, which Miriam doesn’t like. She scowls at me, like she wants to slap the laughter right out of my mouth. Her stare drills into me, like her girly dick did the other night.

I’m usually the top, but Miriam was feeling extra horny for my bussy. She ate it out before slathering it with lube and sliding into me with her bare cock. We both got tested together before the trip, so we’ve been having bare fun every day until today.

There’s no way I can have sex.

I’m weak.

Frail.

My body is slowly becoming nothing but skin and bones, and Miriam won’t want to have sex with me then. I hope she’ll kiss me. Maybe give me a sponge bath or help me to the bathroom.

“Will you be my nurse?”

“What?” she asks roughly.

“You know… when I’m really sick. Will you help me get around the house and cook me food and stuff?”

“Shut the fuck up, Becca! You’re not dying.”

“We can’t change the inevitable,” I say.

Miriam shakes her head and pulls out her phone. She turns it to me a few seconds later. There’s a clock on the screen, and I have no idea what Miriam is trying to communicate.

“Why are you showing me the time? It’s not even correct.”

“It’s the time for back home. Offices are open, so why don’t you pick up your phone and call your doctor?”

“It’s not worth it. The surgery and treatment sound too intense. I don’t want to do all that to my body.”

Miriam sits silently for a moment with her arms crossed over her chest. She’s not meeting my eyes or anything, and I stare at her for over a minute. Maybe two or three, at least to the point where it becomes so uncomfortable that I can no longer sit on the couch.

“Fine, ignore me. We can ignore each other until we get back home. You really think I care?”

“No, I don’t. You don’t care about anyone but yourself. You’re too selfish to get treatment, even though I just told you I love you. I don’t care about the money anymore! I care about having you!” Miriam hollers and marches past me toward the bedroom.

Miriam stands in the doorway. I hate how she stares at me, like I’ve shattered her trust. Our vacation is ruined, and it’s all my stupid cancer’s fault.


CHAPTER 11

Miriam has her arm hooked in mine as we step into Dr. Miller’s office. We’ve been back home for over a week. I had one good day where I wasn’t vomiting up everything I ate, and Miriam withheld the sex I desperately wanted until I promised I would make the trip to see Dr. Miller.

She’s also refused a payment since we landed, even though she’s asked to borrow my credit card a few times, but I honestly don’t mind. Miriam always brings home the receipts and usually a dress or an accessory for me to add to my growing collection.

As much as I hate to admit it, I want more time on Earth. I want to experience more nights out on the town with Miriam by my side. Two girls, ready to take names and call numbers. We have such a blast when we go out, and I’m not ready to give that up, but I’m also not ready for any form of treatment.

“It’ll be okay,” Miriam says and hugs my arm to pull me closer. “I’ll be right by your side no matter what happens.”

“Thank you,” I say.

Miriam nods as she opens the door to Dr. Miller’s office. We step inside. There are a couple of other people in the waiting room, but Dr. Miller has never been late for an appointment, and I don’t suspect today will be any different.

Miriam laces her fingers with mine and squeezes as we wait. My heart is beating like crazy as I have flashbacks to the images Dr. Miller showed me the last time I was in her office. The cancer was in so many places. It looked impossible to contain, and it has probably only gotten worse, especially since my symptoms have become as present as the sun at noon on a cloudless day.

“Mr. Greene. I’m so happy to see you back in my office,” Dr. Miller says when she steps into the lobby. “Come on back.”

“I’ll stay here,” Miriam says softly.

“No, I want you to come with me.”

Miriam looks unsure, but she nods and rises to her feet after a moment. Dr. Miller smiles at her with that innocent face of hers, and then we head to her office. Dr. Miller shows me the pictures of my cancer a second time, and her demeanor definitely changes when I tell her that my symptoms are getting worse, but she never loses hope.

“We will have to start treatment as soon as possible, but I think we still have a shot to beat this cancer. Technology has come a long way in the past few years, and I promise to do everything I can to rid you of this burden.”

“See,” Miriam says as she pats at her dolled-up eyes. “There’s hope, Eric! We can do this. Together.”

My heart and body warm when Miriam reaches over to touch my hand. Dr. Miller offers us an affectionate smile. She doesn’t comment on our relationship, but I can tell that she’s genuinely pleased to see me back in her office with someone who can support me down what will be a difficult road.

Dr. Miller presents a treatment plan but stresses a lot of things will have to be played by ear, depending on how my body reacts to the medication and surgery. I’m nervous about all of it, but my heart beats a little easier each time I glance over at Miriam.

“Do you have any questions for now, Mr. Greene?”

“None right now, but I’ll be sure to send a message if anything comes up.”

Dr. Miller nods and reminds me to read through the literature she’s given me about what to expect and what each treatment does. There’s a lot of information, but Miriam promises to read through it all with me.

“Can we get dinner before we get depressed with all that stuff she gave us?” Miriam asks as we're walking through the parking lot to my car.

“Name the place, and we’ll go. I’m starving.”

Miriam smiles and stops to kiss me on the cheek, lovingly staring into my eyes for a moment.


CHAPTER 12

“Ooh, yeah! Right there! Give it to me, Becca!”

Miriam moans as my girly dick slides in and out of her lubed bussy. I’m wearing a white padded bra and white crotchless panties, pounding Miriam’s accepting hole. I use my entire length as I push in and out of her, and damn, it feels so fucking good.

Her girly dick is flopping around as I fuck her hard. She occasionally grabs it and strokes it, but she’s mostly just giving me her thick ass.

I love when she holds her cheeks apart to let me push deep. I grab one of her hands and pull it behind her back to encourage her to do just that. She drops her head to the bed beneath her and spreads her ass.

“Yeah, baby! Your ass feels so good!”

Miriam moans and reaches back further to grab the back of my thigh. She pulls me closer to her body, but I can’t sink deeper no matter how hard I try. Her cave is wrapping me with its warmth completely, which has me on the edge of an orgasm, but I’m getting pretty good at lasting as long as Miriam likes.

Sometimes I’ll pull out to lick her puckered hole or grab her dick and pull it between her thighs to suck on her tip. I love when her precum leaks out and spreads across my tongue, and I’m usually ready to fuck her again by the time she’s begging me to stop before she busts her load.

Miriam moans and moves her body to throw my dick out of her ass, but she quickly turns to her back and gives me the view I prefer.

I see her gorgeous, dolled-up face. Her perky tits and that sexy dick. I reach down and grab her dick to stroke it as she slides a pillow under her behind.

Her girly cock throbs in my grip. She bites her lip and stares at me with glossed-over eyes. I barely notice as she reaches down to grab my feminized dick and slips it into her ass.

I gasp as the pleasure overtakes my body.

“Yeah?” she asks.

“Yes,” I say as my cock sinks deep inside of her.

Miriam is my love.

She’s my life.

I’m crazy about her and can’t imagine a day without her by my side. We live together now, so we get to fuck like this whenever we want, which has been a lot more often since my cancer is in remission.

Each time we go out on the town or have sex is like a mini celebration of life. We cherish every day we get to have together because we truly don’t know which one will be the last. I was so close to death at one point, even Dr. Miller admitted she had her doubts when I began treatment, but I fought hard.

Miriam has given me a million reasons to live.

“I’m getting close, baby.” Miriam speaks in a breath as her back arches. Her cock is still in my hand, and now she’s moving her hips to use both my hand and my dick. “Fuck, that feels good.”

She’s not kidding.

My mouth parts as the pleasure robs me of my thoughts. I don’t mind the distraction. Miriam is pumping her hips, and there’s nothing else that matters except our lovemaking.

“Cum in me, Becca!”

“I’m close,” I say.

Miriam does something with her ass to make her walls hug my cock in all the right ways, and the sensation sends me over the edge. I gasp as my balls tighten and release before I shoot buckets of cum into Miriam’s hole.

She hooks her legs around my back and doesn’t let me slide out of her, so I ride the wave of intensity and beat her cock in my hand until she’s spraying all over like a fountain.

“Fuck!” I scream as Miriam’s ass plays with my dick while she cums all over my hand and her naked belly. A little even lands on her nipple, so I bend down to lick it clean, my cock slipping out of her as I do.

“Damn,” Miriam says and exhales. “That was good, baby. I swear your cock gets stiffer every time we fuck.”

“Must be all the exercise I’ve been doing.”

“It’s something,” Miriam says with a smile.

She looks like a goddess as she lies on the bed, bent at all the right angles. She’s propping herself up with one hand and staring at me, and I can’t take my eyes off her tits or her dick or her gorgeous smile.

“Stop staring at me and come cuddle. I’m cold.”

“All right,” I say and climb into bed.

We slip under the covers to snuggle. I hold Miriam tightly, so happy that I didn’t throw in the towel. Miriam has given me the strength I need to get through the dark days, and I’ll forever love her for that.

“You’re the best,” I say and kiss the back of her shoulder.

“I know it,” she says.

I squeeze her more tightly and chuckle, loving Miriam more than ever.


CHAPTER 13

Two Years Later

“I’m so happy we’re back in Italy,” Miriam says as we sit on the beach under a large sun umbrella. We’re on the Adriatic coast again, but we plan on making it to Croatia this time. A ferry will take us in the morning, so we’re enjoying one last evening in Italy.

“Me too,” I say. “Have you decided where you want to eat dinner?”

“What about that place where we had lunch the other day? The one with a view and delicious pasta.”

“Yeah, that sounds like a wonderful plan.”

I adjust the brim hat on my head. It’s been over a week since I’ve dressed in men’s clothing, and I couldn’t be happier. I’ve given half of my business to my long-time employee, Roger, so he mostly runs the show. I go in a few times a week when I’m in town, but Miriam and I have been traveling a lot this past year.

I take every chance I get to become Becca. Rebecca. Whatever you want to call me. I like them both, and I love coming to Europe where I can really feel free. Where there’s next to no chance of me running into someone I know. Not that I would really care if I did.

Not anymore.

Not after everything I’ve been through.

“So, should we head to the restaurant, Becca? I’m getting hungry.”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Miriam and I gather our things from the beach, and we make our way to the restaurant, where we eat a dinner that is even better than the lunch we had there.

Maybe it’s love I’m tasting, or maybe it’s really the food. I don’t know, but I do know that my heart warms every time Miriam glances in my direction and flashes me her beautiful smile.


BIRTHDAY PARTY

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER 1

Trevor left his bedroom to take a shower in the bathroom down the hallway that he shared with his sister. I waited until I heard the water running to stand and sneak out of Trevor’s bedroom, loving the moments that I had to myself at Trevor’s house, which were few and far between. I tiptoed down the hallway until I was standing outside of Elizabeth’s door, my heart racing like wild in my chest.

I slowly opened the door, wincing when it made a sound, but there was no way that Trevor heard it over the running water, so I opened the door all the way, revealing Elizabeth’s girly paradise. Her room was pristinely clean and organized with tons of cute accessories dotted throughout the room, but my favorites were the photos of Elizabeth and her friends.

I walked over to the posterboard on the wall that was littered with photos of Elizabeth out with her girlfriends at different restaurants, standing outside of the movies, and at an amusement park. I touched my fingers against the photos, both intrigued by Elizabeth’s beauty but also jealous of her femininity.

Elizabeth was the girl everyone wanted to be, that girl who seemed to float on air wherever she went. It probably had something to do with the fact that she always wore cute clothes and never left the house without makeup on her face and a spritz of perfume on her wrists. Even beyond that, though, Elizabeth was kind and bright and made people smile.

I moved from the photos to her glam station, a vanity littered with an endless supply of makeup and perfume. Elizabeth always said that she ended up working at the makeup and perfume counter for the discounts, and she also loved being surrounded by all the delicious aromas.

Kathy, Elizabeth and Trevor’s’ mom, pressed her daughter to do something that paid more than the makeup counter, but Elizabeth loved going to work at the department store every day. She was great at selling, and the store paid her commissions on top of her salary, so it wasn’t all bad.

It wasn’t Elizabeth’s fault that rents were climbing! Kathy always made comments about how she wanted the kids gone so that she could sell the house and move into something smaller closer to the action in the city, but she would never rush Trevor and Elizabeth to leave. She loved them too much.

I put down the tube of lipstick that I was holding, wishing that I had time to apply it to my lips, but Trevor had already been in the shower for five minutes or so, and he never took that long. I wished I had time to spend hours in Elizabeth’s bedroom, but I had three or four minutes left tops.

I went over to the closet and opened it, greeted by a plethora of women’s clothing. Elizabeth had an outfit for every occasion and season in an array of colors. I thumbed through them as my heartbeat quickened, each piece making me more jealous than the last.

What I wouldn’t give for this closet!

I became enraged as I looked around, angry at Elizabeth for being so beautiful but also upset that I couldn’t be the girly boy that I wanted. I didn’t have the courage or the knowledge to make myself beautiful as a woman. I had an image in my head of who I wanted to become, but I wouldn’t be able to make that vision a reality without a lot of practice, and how could I practice when I was too nervous to even buy a compact of foundation or a pair of panties?

I scratched the back of my neck as I stood there, frustrated and confused about what to do, a place I’d found myself several times while standing in this gorgeous closet of Elizabeth’s. Every time I saw Elizabeth after seeing her collection of clothes, I wanted to scream at her that she was the luckiest girl in the world, but I never said a word.

The water shut off in the bathroom. I cursed under my breath as I moved as quickly as I could to get out of Elizabeth’s bedroom before Trevor caught me. He teased me about the crush I had on her all the time, but a crush was a little different than acting like a freak and going through her things, but as hard as I tried, I couldn’t stop myself when the opportunity arose.

I tiptoed across the hallway and back to Trevor’s bedroom, breathing out a sigh of relief. I even had enough time to relax and pull out my phone to act like I hadn’t left his room at all. He entered his bedroom a few minutes later with wet hair and a fresh change of clothes, smelling like he just got out of the shower.

“What should we do today? I’m off all week for my birthday!”

“I know!” I said and locked my phone’s screen to turn my attention to Trevor, still trying to act nonchalant, even though I was buzzing from my trip through Elizabeth’s girly paradise. “How about we go to the movies?”

“Nah! That’s boring,” Trevor said and plopped onto the edge of the bed next to me. “What about fishing in the park?”

“Isn’t it too late in the day for fishing?”

“It’s never too late for fishing!”

I groaned. The last thing I wanted to do was sit in the hot sun and catch fish that weren’t biting, but it was Trevor’s birthday, and I couldn’t exactly deny him what he wanted.

“Can we at least get something to eat first?”

“Yeah! Let’s do that. Burgers and shakes and then fishing!”

“Fine,” I said reluctantly.


CHAPTER 2

“What do you want to hear?” Trevor asked as he stood at the jukebox.

I shrugged. “Whatever you want! It’s your birthday!”

Trevor smiled and turned back to the jukebox to pick out a song, country music blaring over the speakers after he made his selection. He did a little dance on the way back to the table, looking like a complete fool, but if there was anyone not worried about making a fool of himself, it was Trevor.

“Come on, man! Aren’t you going to dance?”

“I think not,” I said and picked up my shake to avoid embarrassing myself.

“You’re no fun! Are you going to be like this at my party? Ladies want a man who will dance,” Trevor said and proceeded to shake his hips in a seductive way, gaining the attention of two girls across the room. I cursed under my breath when Trevor noticed them looking his way. “Hey, ladies! You want to join?”

The girls, who were around our age, looked at each other and then smiled when their eyes returned to Trevor’s. They got out of the booth and went over to him.

“You girls like country music?”

“Yeah,” they said and giggled.

“Perfect,” Trevor said and took the blonde’s hand and lifted it into the air to twirl her in a circle. She laughed and smiled as she danced with Trevor, but he hadn’t forgotten about her brunette friend. Trevor released the blonde to take the brunette’s hand and give her a little twirl, and then the two girls were making a sandwich of Trevor. “I told you girls like to dance! Why don’t you come join us, bro? I have more than I can handle over here!”

The girls giggled as I groaned and got to my feet. The blonde girl broke away from Trevor and came over to me, and I saw the sparkle leave her eyes the second she looked into mine, probably realizing that I wasn’t cut from the same cloth as my friend Trevor.

“Uh, hey. What’s your name?” she asked and touched her hair.

“I’m Adam. You?”

“Danielle,” she said brightly. “So, are you going to dance with me or what?”

Her laugh grated my nerves, but I had to step up if I wanted a hint of a chance with this woman, even though I was sure that I’d already blown whatever chances I might have had.

“Yeah, let’s… uh… dance.”

“You’re a nervous one, aren’t you?” Danielle asked with a laugh as she ran her fingers through her long blonde hair, looking at me with her sparkling brown eyes. She was girly and beautiful like Elizabeth, and as much as I wanted to be with her, I also wanted to be her. If only she knew how lucky she was, but of course, she probably did, which would explain why she was starting to look at me how all girls looked at me, like a loser.

“Um, are you okay?” asked Danielle. She glanced over her shoulder at Trevor and her friend who were laughing like wild as they danced with their hips pressed together.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just not much of a dancer.”

“I see that,” Danielle said with a smile. “Would you like me to show you some moves?”

“Yeah, I guess that would be cool,” I said and awkwardly scratched the back of my neck, honestly just wishing I were back in Elizabeth’s closet, where I could breathe in her girly scent and bathe in the sights of her girly attire.

“Don’t be so nervous! I don’t bite!”

I chuckled as Danielle pulled me over to where Trevor and her friend were standing, completely lost in their own world. Danielle grabbed my hand and put it on the side of her hip and told me how to move my feet, and fuck, I was so overwhelmed being this close to such a beautiful girl, I honestly didn’t know what to do with myself. My cock was growing hard in my boxers, and as much as I hated myself for it, I could only seem to think about how Danielle’s bare breasts would look if she took off the shirt she was wearing.

“There you go!” Danielle praised me when I led her through a few steps. “You’re doing it!”

“You’re a good teacher,” I said softly.

“Hey, guys!” Trevor hollered when he stepped over toward us, breaking up our awkward dance. “Rachel and I were talking, and she thinks that we should go to the movies!”

I gave Trevor a death glare as the words left his mouth, unable to believe that he would dare suggest going to the movies after he told me that it was a bad idea, but of course everything sounded better coming from a girl.

“What movie did you guys want to see?” Danielle asked brightly.

“That new romcom we were just talking about on the way over here!” Rachel said to Danielle. “The one with Michael Knowlton!”

“Oh, yeah! Let’s do that! What do you say, Adam?”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” I said. I wasn’t happy with Trevor for agreeing so easily to Rachel’s suggestion, but I was getting what I wanted at the end of the day, so what was the big deal? Why couldn’t I just lighten up and act cool like Trevor? We were best friends, yet I felt like we were polar opposites sometimes.

The girls walked back to their booth to grab their things and pay while we did the same, Trevor wrapping his arm around my shoulder as we went.

“Man, aren’t those chicks hot?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Dude, come on! You need to take a breath! Danielle is like the easiest girl to get along with on the planet, and she chose you! I’m honestly a little jealous, but Rachel is a good girl, so I won’t complain too much.”

“You think she chose me?”

“Totally! She’s definitely the one that’s calling the shots between them, and she went over to you, which means she thinks your cute, so you’d better take advantage, or I might have to take both of them for myself.”

Trevor laughed, but I believed him when he said that he would keep both girls for himself, and judging by how the girls were acting, they would probably go for it. I wished I had Trevor’s swagger and had an easy time with girls like he did, but I always got too caught up thinking about how cute their clothes looked and how they’d applied makeup to their faces, if they wore any at all.

“Adam, come on!” Trevor said and shook my shoulders when I didn’t reply, but I honestly didn’t know what to say to him. Danielle was beautiful and intimidating and out of my league, and Trevor was acting like I should treat the situation like it was no big deal. I just wished he could see the world through my eyes for a second, and then maybe he wouldn’t be such an obnoxious twat.

“You’re not going to cramp my style, are you?”

“I’ll try not to,” I said harshly.

“Adam, seriously, you can’t mess this chance up for me. I haven’t gotten any in weeks, and I can tell that Rachel will give me some if I play my cards right.”

“Dude, lay off me! I won’t fuck this up for you.”

Trevor sighed as he pulled out his wallet to grab some cash and toss it on top of the bill that the server had dropped off for us. I added my cash to the pile, feeling more anxious for the movies than ever. I wanted to enjoy myself at the movies, but I was also a nervous wreck, which hadn’t been made better by Trevor’s little chat.

“I’m serious, Adam. If you fuck this up, I’ll have to uninvite you from my birthday party.”

“Whatever, I don’t have to go to your party if you don’t want me to,” I said in a bitchy voice, beyond annoyed with Trevor and this entire afternoon, but more than anything, I was annoyed with myself for how I’d acted with Danielle, replaying the moments over and over again in my head as I wondered how I could have handled the situation better.

“You’re so annoying sometimes, man. Why can’t you just be excited that a hot chick like Danielle is paying attention to you?”

“I am, but it stresses me out.”

“Okay, man, if you ever need help, just tell me, and we’ll step to the side, so I can tell you what to do. Got it?”

“Yeah,” I said and nodded, even though we both knew that I probably wouldn’t do that. I would follow Trevor’s lead and try to act cool, hoping that I survived the movies as we walked toward the door.


CHAPTER 3

Going to the movies was a disaster, and that was an understatement. It wasn’t that anything bad happened, but I was without a doubt sure that Danielle would never want anything to do with me again. We sat through the entire movie quietly while Rachel and Trevor went at it like animals. Danielle was kind enough to give me a hug and kiss on the cheek goodnight, but I could tell that she was more than a little disappointed.

Just when I thought my night couldn’t get any worse, my phone buzzed with a text message.

Elizabeth: Were you in my room? There are footprints on my carpet and fingerprints on my photos! I swear you’ve gone through my things before, but this proves it!

My stomach knotted.

How could I reply to Elizabeth when she was accusing me of doing something that I was very much guilty of doing? How could I explain to Elizabeth that I was equally in love with her yet also jealous because I wanted to be exactly like her?

Me: What are you talking about? I never went into your room!

Elizabeth: Are you sure about that?

Me: Why would I be lying about that, Elizabeth?

Elizabeth: I know for a fact you went into my closet because I put half of a toothpick in the door before I left this morning, and you’re the only one creepy enough to go into my closet, Adam!

My entire body burst into a heat hotter than the sun. Had half of a toothpick fallen to the floor that I didn’t see? I didn’t want to admit guilt, but had I been so obvious lately that Elizabeth was expecting this behavior from me?

Me: You’re crazy. I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Elizabeth: Okay, that’s fine.

I stared at my phone, wondering if Elizabeth was being serious, but if I knew her like I thought I did, then this was far from being over. She would let me win this battle tonight, but I would have to watch my back around her, or she would strike when I was least expecting it.

Me: Sorry that it wasn’t me.

Elizabeth: No worries! Thanks for replying!

Elizabeth: See you around!

I didn’t reply again, happy that Elizabeth had let me off the hook for now, but there was no telling if I would be able to keep myself in check around her. Texting Elizabeth was one thing, but what would I do when I was in person with her? How would I be able to deny what I’d done when she was standing in my face?


CHAPTER 4

Danielle: I can’t wait to see you at Trevor’s birthday party tonight! I had fun at the movies!

My heart raced as I stared at the message on my screen. Danielle and I hadn’t spoken since that night, and the message had come through less than a second ago. I opened the message to reply but stopped myself, not wanting to come off as desperate, but fuck it, maybe I was. Danielle was smoking hot and everything I never thought I could have. It was about five minutes later when I picked up my phone to reply.

Me: I had fun too! Are you going with Rachel?

Danielle: Yeah! She and Trevor are pretty much a couple now.

Me: No kidding! I thought they might be but hadn’t heard anything official from Trevor.

Danielle: Nothing is official yet, but she won’t shut up about him. Anyway, I gotta get ready! See you there!

Me: Can’t wait!

Danielle added a heart emoji to my message, and it made my heart flutter. I didn’t know how I still had a chance with her, but I couldn’t fuck it up. I forgot all about Elizabeth and her accusations as I ran to my closet to find something new to wear instead of the T-shirt and shorts that I’d chosen.

I bit my lip as I flipped through the choices. I had some button-up shirts, but would those come off as too formal? I wished I had a cool T-shirt or something, but the closest thing I had was a loose-fitting T-shirt for a local sports team. I groaned as I held it in my hands, worried that it would make me look like such a dud next to a hottie like Danielle. I didn’t have anything else that looked halfway decent, though, so I went with the sports T-shirt and a pair of dark denim jeans that didn’t look too bad on my legs.

I wished that I could show up to the party in a dress and heels, but I didn’t have the balls for that. I was a little bitch when it came down to it, too afraid to wear women’s clothing or even confess the truth to a girl like Elizabeth who could probably help me realize my feminine desires, but then I worried what Trevor would say.

My mind ran in circles, but at least I looked ten percent better when I glanced at myself in the mirror. I hoped that it would be enough for Danielle, but if my performance at the movies had been enough, maybe I didn’t need to try very hard at all.


CHAPTER 5

Kathy was out for the night, and all the valuables were stashed away behind her locked bedroom door. She was kind enough to give Trevor the house for the night to have his birthday party and was staying at a hotel for the night to treat herself, holding Trevor responsible for any potential damage. She even made him give her a deposit. It was only a hundred dollars or so, but I thought it was funny.

“There you are, Adam!” Trevor said when I walked through the door with the two cases of beer he’d asked me to pick up from the store. He also asked me to get there before everyone, so that I could help him turn his house into a club.

“Where should I put these?”

“Put them in the kitchen please. I already moved all the food to the garage fridge so that people can just take beers from the fridge in here.”

“I’m not helping you clean all this shit up,” I said as I walked past him toward the kitchen.

“Don’t be like that, man!”

I grumbled as I set the beers on the counter and opened the box on top to unload the beers into the fridge. The work was a lot more tedious than I was hoping, but it still beat Elizabeth walking into the room wearing a tiny little pink dress that hugged her body like a glove and showed off her long legs. My eyes ogled her body without a thought, and she noticed.

“Adam! How dare you!”

“What? I’m sorry! I… uh.”

“Save it!” Elizabeth said and stuck her hand in my face as she walked over to the fridge, shrieking when she looked inside. “Where is all my stuff? What did you do? Isn’t it enough that you went through my room?”

“What… what are you talking about?”

“What? What? What?” Elizabeth mocked, teasing me as my face turned bright red. I wanted to run from Trevor’s house but had a feeling that running wouldn’t even save me at this point. It had to be obvious that Elizabeth was right about her assumptions as I turned redder and redder by the second.

“Well, aren’t you going to say something for yourself?” she asked.

“What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t know! You could start by telling me the truth! Did you go in my room?” Elizabeth asked as she stood in my face, that tiny pink dress of hers distracting me from anything else. Her cleavage was shining bright like the sun, teasing me, calling me. “Are you staring at my tits?”

Elizabeth smacked me on the side of the head. My hair swooped to the side from the force of her hit, and I trained my eyes to the floor to hide from the fact that she’d caught me in a lie and from the fact that I fucking wanted her. I wanted to stick my hard cock in her tight little pussy, and I wanted to do it while we wore matching dresses.

Wouldn’t my legs look good in that short dress too?

Maybe I could wear a red one or a black one or even a purple one could look cute. Emerald? Endless choices were flipping through my mind, and I was trying to decide which color would look cutest on me when Elizabeth smacked me over the head again.

“Hey!” I cried as Elizabeth snapped me from my fantasy of us fucking. “Don’t do that. Your stuff is in the garage. Trevor moved it there for the party.”

“You didn’t touch it, did you?”

“I just got here! Now fuck off, Elizabeth!”

“Excuse me?” she asked in a high voice as she stepped in front of me, waving her hand in my face. “Did you just curse at me, little boy? Do you know what I could do to you?”

I gained an ounce of courage and looked Elizabeth square in the eye. “What?”

She smirked and reached her finger under my chin, brushing against it with her fingertips. “You think you’re so slick, but I know exactly what you want.”

“Ha, I doubt it.”

“Oh?” Elizabeth asked. “I might act like I don’t notice you, but I do, Adam, and I’ve seen some things from you that have made me question your sexuality. For the longest time, I assumed that you and Trevor were banging, but he’s just too straight for that, and you’re basically obsessed with me.”

“No, I’m not,” I said in a weak voice.

Elizabeth laughed lightly. “There you go fooling yourself again. It’s adorable, Adam. It took a while for me to crack the puzzle, but then I figured it out.”

“What did you figure out?” I asked in the strongest voice I could, but at the same time, I wondered if Elizabeth could see right through me. What if she’d known about my girly desires long before I did? Had I asked her too many questions about makeup and perfume? Was I too interested? I tried to think back to our conversations as Elizabeth smirked at me.

“Do you really want to talk about this with Trevor right in the other room? Wouldn’t you rather wait until we could have a bit more privacy?”

“Talk about what? You’re delusional, Elizabeth.”

“Is that right, Adam? Are you so sure about that?” Elizabeth asked as she lifted her hand to touch a finger against my lip. “I bet these lips would look so cute and girly with a touch of gloss, don’t you think?”

My entire body went numb at the question. Of course I agreed with Elizabeth that my lips needed gloss, but how did she know that was what I desired? I opened my mouth to reply but couldn’t think of a word to say. I didn’t want to negate her statement, but how could I agree to it?

“I knew it!”

“Knew what?” I cried.

“I wasn’t sure before, but you just confirmed my suspicions. Oh my, God! I can’t believe it’s true!”

“What are you talking about, Elizabeth?”

“You’re a femboy! If you wanted to wear one of my dresses, all you had to do was ask!” Elizabeth said loudly as she howled with laughter. I reached forward to cover her mouth, but she swatted my hand out of the way. “Don’t you dare do that! I’ll shove a heel up your ass if you do!”

“Keep your voice down!” I hissed.

Elizabeth folded her lips and looked over her shoulder at the door that led to the garage. “I’m not done with you yet, Adam, but I have things to do. This is so great,” Elizabeth said as she turned around and left me standing there with the case of beer in my hands, feeling like a complete and utter fool for going into her room the other day, but on the other hand, at least Elizabeth knew what I wanted, and it sounded like she was willing to help me!


CHAPTER 6

The house was full of people, the music was loud, and everyone was laughing and dancing and having a good time. Danielle and I were chatting in a quiet corner, and it was nice getting to know her without the pressure of a dance. She worked at a cafe full time and went to school part time to avoid accumulating any student loans and hoped to one day become an accountant or an office manager or something else in business.

“Would you consider running the cafe?”

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. “I’d rather not think about work right now, though.”

“Yeah, I don’t blame you. The last thing I want to do is talk about school,” I said, even though it was a lie. School was my life. I hoped to become an AI scientist one day, but what did any of that matter when I had the hottest chick ever sitting next to me? “Do you like videogames?”

“Guess it depends on the game,” Danielle said with a light laugh. “Those shooter games are a bit much for me. Please don’t tell me that you play those.”

“Sometimes,” I said as blush flashed across my cheeks.

“I guess I can’t blame you. Boys will be boys,” Danielle said and placed a hand on my thigh, warming my entire body, but a snort of laughter interrupted us. I was horrified when Elizabeth sat on the couch right next to Danielle.

“What are you doing?” I hissed at Elizabeth.

Danielle looked confused as she looked from me to Elizabeth and back, clearly trying to put the pieces of the puzzle together, but how could she know that Elizabeth had called me out on my feminine desires just a couple hours before?

“Hi, I’m Elizabeth! Trevor’s sister,” she said as she stuck out her hand for Danielle to shake.

“Oh! It’s so nice to meet you. I’m your brother’s date’s friend, Danielle. The four of us went on something of a double date earlier in the week,” Danielle said as she looked over her shoulder at me, but she was giving Elizabeth her full attention, and Elizabeth had a look in her eye that made me sick to the stomach.

“Yeah, I heard about that date! It happened the very same day that your date did something rather naughty,” Elizabeth said and wagged her finger in my face.

Danielle placed a hand over her mouth and gasped, looking at me with suspicious eyes. “What did you do, Adam?”

“Nothing! Don’t listen to her, Danielle! She’s mad!”

“Is that any way to speak of a woman?” Elizabeth asked in an offended voice as she placed a hand on her chest.

“Apologize to her at once, Adam!”

I groaned as Danielle and Elizabeth stared at me with intensity in their eyes, wishing that I could just disappear. I hoped that this would be enough revenge for Elizabeth, as I was sure that any chance I had of having sex with Danielle later just flew out of the window with Elizabeth’s accusation.

“Thank you, Danielle, but don’t worry about it. Adam is a stubborn little boy. Would you like to hear what he did?”

“Elizabeth! Stop it!”

Danielle waved me away and nodded as she moved her head closer to Elizabeth. That was my chance to run, but I was frozen in place, horrified as Elizabeth stared into my eyes while she whispered my secret into Danielle’s ear. Danielle gasped and turned to look at me, and I knew that she knew.

They both knew.

“Do you think?” Danielle asked as she turned her head back to Elizabeth. “Should we teach him a lesson?”

“Hmm, I’m listening,” said Elizabeth.

Danielle grinned as she turned away from me and bent over to whisper something into Elizabeth’s ear. They giggled as Danielle spoke, and then Elizabeth said something to Danielle, and they giggled even more loudly than the first time.

“Stop it, guys! What are you saying about me?” I whined.

“Nothing that you wouldn’t like,” Elizabeth said with a laugh.

“Yeah, I bet you would love what we discussed,” Danielle said as she tried to stop herself from giggling again. Luckily, the music was loud, and everyone was having their own conversations, off in their own little worlds, so they couldn’t hear what we were talking about, but the fact that two girls knew of my girly desires had me hot all over.

“Tell me!”

“It might be better if we show you, don’t you think, Danielle?”

“Yeah,” she purred. “I couldn’t agree more.”

“Should we take him to my bedroom? We both know that’s where he wants to be,” said Elizabeth.

“Lead the way. I’ll be right behind you,” said Danielle.

“I’m not going anywhere with you two until you tell me what’s going on! What are you two talking about?”

“We told you that we want to show you,” Danielle said and gently touched my shoulder. “Don’t you trust us?”

“Yeah, we’re not going to hurt you,” said Elizabeth.

They pulled me from where we were sitting before I could protest further and dragged me upstairs to Elizabeth’s bedroom, where we had a ton of privacy from the party going on downstairs, but I was still terrified about what these girls were planning to do to me.


CHAPTER 7

Elizabeth opened the door to her girly paradise and pushed me into the room. She and Danielle followed behind me as they laughed, clearly enjoying themselves, and as excited as I was about what they might do to me, I couldn’t shake the nerves that were flowing through me. I staggered over to the bed and sat down, but Elizabeth waved her finger in my face.

“What in the world do you think you’re doing, boy?”

“Sitting?” I asked stupidly.

“Did I say that you could sit on my bed? Get your butt over to the glam station! We have a lot of work to do!”

Danielle and Elizabeth snickered as they pushed me toward Elizabeth’s vanity, sitting me in the chair in front of the mirror. I had a naturally smooth face and a pretty hairless body and long hair that swooped at the end, so I felt confident that I could pull off looking like a girl, but I didn’t even know how to begin.

“How did you know?” I asked softly as Elizabeth reached for her makeup bag to get started.

“I don’t know. How many times have you gone through my things now? It became pretty obvious that something was up, but when I decided that you weren’t gay, I had to do some more deep thinking, and then it hit me! You always seem to notice what I’m wearing, so I figured that you probably wanted to wear my makeup and clothes! I wasn’t positive until today in the kitchen.”

“Damn,” I said in a low voice.

“Don’t worry! We’re here to help, aren’t we, Danielle?”

“Yeah, no judgement, but don’t you think we should make him shave or do something with his body hair?”

“Hmm, yeah, that would be ideal, but we don’t have much time if we want to show him off to everyone at the party downstairs,” said Elizabeth.

“What? Show me off? No!”

“Yes,” said Elizabeth. “That’s the least you can do for going through my stuff and making me drive myself crazy trying to figure out why you would do such a thing!”

“What do you suggest we do then? Tights?” asked Danielle.

“Yeah, we’re going to put him in a dress that goes up to the neck and covers the shoulders, and we can put him in some tights or pantyhose too. I don’t know that the pantyhose I have will fit him, though.”

“Hmm, do you mind if I have a look around?” Danielle asked Elizabeth.

“Not at all! Knock yourself out, and I’ll get started on his face.”

“Make him cute!” Danielle said before skipping across the room to the closet, her gorgeous blonde hair bouncing on her shoulders as she went. She opened the closet and stepped inside while Elizabeth told me to take off my shirt.

“Why?” I asked defensively.

“Are you going to act like this all night, or are you going to grow a pair and let me help you? I could easily get back at you by spreading a rumor around the party, but I figured this could be fun for both of us. Don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “Yeah, maybe.”

“How long have you wanted to wear my clothes and makeup and stuff?” Elizabeth asked as she shook a bottle of liquid foundation in her hand. “I actually think it’s kind of cool that you want to explore your feminine side.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, it’s fun. Do you know what this is?”

I nodded. “Liquid foundation.”

“Good job! That’s right! How did you know?”

I shrugged. “I’ve always been curious about makeup and have gone through my mom’s stash.”

“Not watching any tutorial videos online?”

I shook my head. “Not yet, but I wouldn’t be opposed.”

Elizabeth chuckled as she squirted some of the liquid foundation onto her fingers and worked it across my face, making sure that it was smooth and without lines. She used some concealer to cover a blemish on my chin that’d been giving me trouble. Then she went on to use a bunch of different products until I was absolutely glowing.

“What’s that?” I asked when she picked up a powder.

“This is a setting powder, and it’ll leave you looking like a girl all night.”

“Shut up! Seriously?” I asked, already amazed by how girly I looked each time I glanced at myself in the mirror.

“A lot of girls skip this step, but it’s crucial to use a setting powder or finishing powder to create that million-dollar look. Close your eyes and let me work, girl.”

I closed my eyes, delighted as Elizabeth used the powder on my face, wondering how everyone would react when I made my grand entrance as a girl, not at all afraid to reveal this side of myself if Elizabeth and Danielle were going to be by my side.

“Will you be with me when you make me go downstairs?” I asked as Elizabeth worked on my face.

“Yes! I won’t leave you alone. I promise,” she said and touched her hand to my thigh before continuing with the makeup. “If you’re lucky, people won’t even recognize you as Adam.”

“I hope not,” I said.

Elizabeth finished with the setting powder before telling me that I could open my eyes, and I couldn’t believe my reflection when I saw it! I looked like a beautiful girl, like one of those babes from Instagram that Trevor would point out to me in a heartbeat, but the person staring back at me was me.

“We aren’t finished with you yet! Look at your body!” Elizabeth said and gestured toward the sports T-shirt and jeans that I was still wearing. “I mean, you can wear those if you want, but they might not be the most girly option.”

“No! I want to wear something different.”

“Good,” Elizabeth said. “Have you found anything for Adam to wear yet?” Elizabeth hollered toward her closet.

“Yeah, I have a few different outfits picked out!”

“Let’s see them!”

“Coming,” Danielle said from the closet before stepping out a few minutes later with a mountain of clothing in her arms. She grunted as she tossed the pile onto the bed. “Obviously I couldn’t narrow down the choices too much, but I got a lot of different pieces with elastic and things that I thought wouldn’t be too tight on Adam’s body.”

“I see that,” Elizabeth said as she stood by Danielle’s side and glanced down at the clothes that she’d tossed to her bed. “What do you think, Adam? See anything you want to try on?”

“I don’t know! Everything here looks cute! What do you guys think I should wear?”

“Hmm, didn’t you say something about a wig?” Danielle asked Elizabeth.

“Yeah! I have one in my closet from a night out with friends. It’s blonde and a bit over-the-top, but it should do the trick.”

“How about we start with the wig and go from there?”

“Good idea,” Elizabeth said and ran to grab her wig.

“We’re also going to need lingerie for Adam,” Danielle hollered after Elizabeth before winking at me. She stepped a little closer and nudged me on the side. “Are you excited?”

“Yeah, but I’m also nervous.”

“Don’t be nervous! We’ll be with you every step of the way, but why don’t you go ahead and strip while Elizabeth picks out some lingerie for you to wear?”

“Strip? Right here?”

“Uh, yeah! Us girls don’t hide anything from each other,” Danielle said and winked again. “Have you thought of a name that you’ll use downstairs at the party? Adam isn’t very girly.”

“I haven’t thought much about it,” I admitted.

“Hmm, what name would work for you? Angela?”

I shook my head. If I was going to pick out a girl’s name to use, I wanted it to be something as fabulous as the makeup made me feel. I wanted a name that would ring in my ears every time I heard someone say it. I didn’t have much time to concentrate on a name, though, as Elizabeth ran back to where we were standing with some black lingerie in her hand.

“I got these and a pair of tights, but I haven’t even thought about what we’ll do for his tits! Do you have any ideas, Danielle?”

“What if we stuffed his chest with some tissue paper?”

“Hmm, I guess that could work! Put on the lingerie while I grab you some tissue paper!” Elizabeth said and ran to the door to rush down the hallway to the bathroom.

I swallowed and grabbed the black lingerie, which honestly looked far too small for my body, but this was what I wanted. My dreams were literally coming true. I’d always wanted a woman, let alone two, to teach me how to act more womanly, and here these girls were doing everything they could to help me.

How did I ever get so lucky?

I was a little self-conscious standing naked in front of Danielle, but she was polite enough not to comment about my naughty bits, helping me tuck my cock as best as I could once the panties were in place. She helped me with the bra, and then I pulled the tights up my legs, and they did wonders to make my legs look more feminine.

I couldn’t stop staring at myself in the mirror as Danielle went over to the bed to pick out something for me to wear. Elizabeth came back a moment later with a wad of tissue paper in her hand. She placed it on her vanity and grabbed the wig to brush it out since it hadn’t been used in ages, but once the girls had everything on me, I couldn’t believe the transformation! I honestly couldn’t see the boy that I used to be past the makeup and clothes and stuffed bra.

“Guys! Are you kidding me right now?” I cried as I stared at myself in the mirror, nearly on the verge of tears, but I couldn’t mess up all the work that Elizabeth had just done! “Thank you so much!”

The girls laughed. “How do you feel?” asked Elizabeth.

“Like I need a drink to calm my nerves.”

Danielle placed a hand on my shoulder as she smiled at me through the mirror. “We can arrange that, but you still haven’t decided on a name. What will you say when a cute boy tries to talk to you?”

The girls snickered as they asked the question, but I honestly hadn’t thought much about the boys downstairs. I thought that I looked like a chick trying to earn followers on social media, but the sea of Trevor’s friends downstairs was another obstacle entirely.

Trevor and I were close, but he had a bunch of friends outside of our friendship. I had my own friends too, but I’d never dressed up as a girl around any of those guys, and I especially never thought about them wanting me if I ever gained the courage to realize my girly dreams, but here I was, all dolled up and pretty hot. There was definitely a chance that guys would hit on me once we went back downstairs.

“What do you guys think about Bella?”

“That’s such a cute name! Did you just come up with it?” asked Danielle.

“Yeah,” I said with a laugh.

“Perfect! Now put on this skirt and blouse!” Elizabeth said and handed me a pink pleated skirt she’d decided would look best and a black top with long sleeves that would cover my shoulders and match my tights, but what about my shoes?

“Do you think I’ll be okay without shoes?” I asked the girls.

“Yeah! It’s a house party! If anyone asks, tell them you left them in my bedroom.”

“Okay,” I said with a nod before pulling the black blouse over my head, feeling even more feminine than I did a few moments ago. I almost didn’t want to go back downstairs, as I could stare at myself in the mirror for hours, but the girls were getting antsy, so we cleaned up the mess we’d made in Elizabeth’s room and got back to the party as quickly as we could.


CHAPTER 8

Walking down the stairs with Danielle and Elizabeth by my side was one of the most surreal moments of my life. For the briefest of moments, pretty much every guy in the room turned their attention in our direction, and they didn’t look at all disappointed by what they saw. I tucked my long blonde hair behind one ear and breathed a little easier as we made it to the last step.

“So far, so good,” Elizabeth said in an excited voice as she hooked her arm with mine and led me to the kitchen. Danielle followed closely behind us, and as much as I tried to ignore the male attention we were getting, I noticed several guys looking like they were trying to work up the courage to come over to talk to us, and it felt so amazing being on this side of the equation.

I wasn’t worried about those guys nearly as much as I was worried about my girls and having the best time with them that I could, especially after everything they’d done for me. I also wasn’t gay, which probably had something to do with the fact that I could easily ignore the guys, but the girls were ignoring them just as much as me.

“What should we drink, girls?”

“You get what you want. I’m having a beer,” Danielle said and flipped her long blonde hair over one shoulder as she opened the fridge to grab a can of beer.

“Well, I’m not drinking beer. What should we get, Bella? Whiskey and coke? Rum? Vodka and OJ?”

“Let’s do screwdrivers.”

“Yes! I was thinking the same thing,” Elizabeth said as she grabbed the oversized bottle of vodka and two plastic cups. She added some ice to each cup from the bucket sitting on the counter and mixed our drinks, passing me one.

It felt so strange when I placed the cup against my painted lips, but at the same time, I loved the sensation of gloss on my lips. It was pretty and pink and matched my skirt.

“Come on, girls! Let’s dance!” Danielle said and grabbed us to lead us to the living room where everyone was dancing.

Trevor had turned the lights down low in the living room and had music blaring over a speaker in the corner. He’d even put a fog light in the room to make it feel even more like a club, and there were twice as many bodies in the room now than there’d been when we went upstairs, but everyone was having a good time and enjoying themselves, chatting and dancing and laughing. I couldn’t sense a single bad vibe in the room.

“I feel so free!” I hollered to the girls as I lifted my arms into the air and spun in a circle. “What have you done to me?”

Danielle and Elizabeth put their hands on me as we danced, pushing me into a sandwich between them, but there was nowhere else I’d rather be than between these two beautiful women who’d just turned me into a girl. They shook their hips as they rubbed their crotches against my body, sending me to a heaven I never knew existed on this planet called Earth.

“That’s right, Bella! Show us your moves!” Danielle encouraged me as she held my hips and moved them from side to side. “You’re even sexier as a girl.”

“I agree,” Elizabeth said in a breath as she rubbed her crotch along the other side of my body.

I was rock hard with these girls dancing against me, but the tights held down my cock. I didn’t even worry about it and just lost myself in the moment, wishing it never had to end, but nothing lasted forever, so I closed my eyes and threw my arms into the air as I shook my hips.

“So hot,” Danielle said.

“I agree,” Elizabeth added as she rubbed her hands up and down my body, stopping on the hard outline of my cock. “Ooh, Danielle, she’s got a stiff one.”

“Mmm, let me feel,” Danielle said and reached her hand beneath my skirt to rub the outline of my hardened cock.

I groaned as the girls played with my dick right there in the middle of the sea of bodies. We were all lost in the moment of our mutual bliss until a boy tried to dance his way into our circle, but the girls quickly waved him away.

“Get lost!” said Danielle.

“Yeah, dude! We’re dancing!” Elizabeth said and shoved the guy until he left us alone, shaking her head when she turned her attention back to us girls. “I swear!”

We laughed as we returned to dancing, singing along to a popular song that came on the playlist Trevor had set up for the party, losing ourselves in the music until our drinks were empty.

“Kitchen run!” Elizabeth announced and pulled me away from the dance floor. I reached out, and Danielle grabbed my hand, and the three of us made our way back to the kitchen to refill our drinks, Danielle joining us with a screwdriver this time.

“Cheers!” Danielle hollered.

“What do you guys say we take this party back to my room?” asked Elizabeth.

“Mmm, I would love that!” Danielle said. “What about you, Bella?”

“Yeah, let’s go!”

“Follow me, ladies!” Elizabeth said and danced her way toward the stairs as she took sips of her drink, spilling a little every few feet, but nobody was concerned about a little mess while the party was in full swing.


CHAPTER 9

The music sounded muffled through Elizabeth’s closed bedroom door, but it was still loud enough that we could make out what was playing and hummed along to the music as we sat around and sipped our screwdrivers while Elizabeth showed off some of the artwork that she’d created over the years.

“That’s beautiful,” Danielle said as she reached out to grab a sphere that Elizabeth had crafted with clay. She’d finished it with a colorful glaze that sparkled when it hit the light. “How long did this take you to make?”

“Not that long, but I love how it came out of the kiln.”

“Me too! I wish I had the skill.”

“I could teach you!” Elizabeth said brightly. “I love anything to do with 3D art.”

“I feel so boring now that I want to become an accountant.”

Elizabeth chuckled as she sat next to Danielle on her bed, taking the sphere back from Danielle to place it on her nightstand next to an analog alarm clock. One of those vintage-looking clocks with the bell on top that probably sounded horrendous when it went off in the morning, but it was still cute.

“Did you know that our girl Bella wants to become an AI scientist?” Elizabeth asked as she took a sip of her drink.

“No! We didn’t talk much about school when we were on that double date.”

“What?” Elizabeth gasped. “I’m shocked. Bella can never shut up about school when she’s over here with my brother Trevor. Isn’t it your friend who he’s dating now?”

“Yeah, Rachel. Last I saw they were at it on the couch.”

“Probably heading to Trevor’s bedroom soon,” Elizabeth said with a laugh.

Danielle laughed too and nodded. “You’re so right.”

The girls kept talking as I stared at them in awe, blown away that any of this was happening to me. I tried to follow along with their conversation, but I kept getting distracted by my girly reflection in the vanity mirror. I even turned away from the girls after a moment to get a better look at myself, studying the way Elizabeth had done my makeup.

The girls fell silent after a minute or so of watching myself in the mirror, and then the next thing I knew they were standing by my side with their hands on my shoulders. Elizabeth was to my right, and Danielle was on my left side.

“I never would have guessed that you were a girly boy when we were on our date, but I guess it makes sense now.”

“Why I was a nervous wreck?” I asked with a laugh.

“Yeah, that, but more how you seemed to study my clothes and stuff. I don’t know, it was weird, but I’m happy that I know what was up now because you’re honestly so cute, Bella.”

“Even as a girl?” I asked.

“Mhm,” Danielle said as she bit her lip and looked at me through the mirror. “Wouldn’t you agree, Elizabeth?”

“Oh, yes! Our girl is drop-dead sexy, but we made her that way.”

“Yes, we did, and I was thinking that we should collect our payment.”

Elizabeth snickered at Danielle’s suggestion. “What did you have in mind?”

I tightened as I watched the girls stare at each other through the mirror, a wild look in their eyes. I didn’t know what they wanted, but it was like they were speaking without talking as they each rubbed the fake boobs beneath my black top. I didn’t know how it was possible for these girls to form such a tight bond so quickly, but I was amazed that they could and so delighted that I could share this moment with them, not at all worried about where life would take us after the night.

“Did you get a good look at what he’s working with when he put on the lingerie?” asked Elizabeth.

I gulped.

“How can we know what he’ll look like hard when he was soft?”

“Good point,” Elizabeth said and snapped her fingers. “It didn’t feel small when we were rubbing it on the dance floor though, did it?”

Danielle shook her head. “Nope, our girl has a nice one.”

“Mmm,” Elizabeth purred. “What do you say, Bella? Should we pull it out and play with it?”

“I’m… uh… not very smooth.”

“That’s okay. Every girl has a big bush every once in a while, isn’t that right, Danielle?”

Danielle giggled and covered her mouth as she nodded. Elizabeth lifted me from where I was sitting and walked me over to the bed, throwing me onto my ass while the girls stood in front of me with their hands on their hips. They glanced at each other before turning back to me with smirks on their faces.

“Would you like to feel like a girl?” Elizabeth asked, barely able to hold back a laugh.

“What do you mean?” I asked in a small voice.

“What do you think she means?” Danielle asked with a giggle. “What would make you feel most like a girl?”

“I don’t know,” I said as my cheeks reddened.

“Oh, I think she knows!” Danielle said in an excited voice.

“Me too! Wait right here, and I’ll grab the toys.”

Toys?

I screamed in my head that I should run out of the room, knowing exactly what Elizabeth meant when she talked about toys, but as badly as I wanted to run for the hills, I couldn’t seem to move. Deep down, in the pits of my soul, I wanted this. I couldn’t help it. These girls were pulling out the girl within me, and she wanted her tight little bussy stretched by two hot chicks!

Elizabeth came back with toys in her hand and a smile on her face, looking over at Danielle, who was also smirking like she’d never had more fun in her life, but I was happy to be their entertainment if they were going to make my body feel like bliss.

“Would you like to do the honors?” Elizabeth asked Danielle.

“It’d be my pleasure,” she purred as she stepped forward to lift my pink pleated skirt, pulling down my tights and panties to reveal my stiff cock beneath the fabric.

“Mmm, doesn’t that look nice?” Elizabeth said as she stepped a little closer with her eyes glued to my dick. “What should we do with it?”

“Maybe we could put a little lube on it and stroke it while we stretch his hole.”

Elizabeth threw her head back and cackled. “You’re one naughty girl, Danielle. I like you.”

I blinked with wide eyes as I thought about what these girls wanted to do to me. As much as I wanted them stretching my hole, this entire situation was so surreal, I felt like I should be fighting against it, but I was too weak from their touch to even say a word.

“Well, Bella. What are you waiting for?” Elizabeth snapped at me. “Get onto your hands and knees so that we can have some fun!”

I gulped before turning to get onto my hands and knees, my cock swinging precum from its tip as I moved. I was so turned on by the entire night with the girls, and it was only getting better by the second. I moaned as one of the girls reached between my legs to wrap her hand around my cock.

“He’s leaking so much,” Danielle said as she pumped my dick. “Fuck, it’s making me wet just touching him.”

“That’s so hot. Can I feel?”

“Yeah, sure.”

I looked between my spread legs and watched Elizabeth push her hand up Danielle’s dress, Danielle gasping loudly at the exact moment her hand tightened around my cock. I closed my eyes as I tried to stop myself from cumming, but the sensation of her hand on my precum covered cock felt so incredible.

Danielle released my cock as she moaned more loudly. I glanced over my shoulder, and the girls were kissing, and I couldn’t help but rub my cock as I watched them, but they noticed me a moment later, Elizabeth snapping that I get back to my hands and knees.

“Where’s the toy?” Elizabeth asked Danielle in a flustered voice. “Let’s show this girl who’s boss.”

Danielle giggled as she handed Elizabeth the dildo. I gulped when I glanced over my shoulder, seeing its size for the first time, and I had no idea how that cock would fit in my hole, but I could tell that the girls were determined to make it happen. Elizabeth opened a small bottle of lube and drizzled it all over the dildo.

“You ready for this, Bella?” asked Elizabeth.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, yelping when Elizabeth pushed the tip of the dildo against my entrance, but she was gentle. So far. “Will it hurt?”

The girls giggled before Danielle spoke. “You’ll have to let us know what you think.”

My cock and body were on edge as Elizabeth pushed the dildo a bit further into my ass. It felt like my hole was ripping in two as she pushed the cock further into me, but the pain slowly subsided once Elizabeth had the dildo in my ass, and I nearly came when Danielle reached around my body to touch my dick.

“No,” I gasped. “Too sensitive.”

“Mmm, I think she likes it, Elizabeth!”

I moaned deeply as Elizabeth pushed the dildo down to its hilt, filling me completely, and at that moment, I truly felt like Bella. I was her inside and out, and my hard little clit was throbbing like wild as Elizabeth stuffed me with her cock. A wild noise left my lips as I gripped the bed beneath me, unable to hold back from the orgasm that swept me away. I dropped my head back and screamed as the cum shot from my tip.

“Oh my, God, Elizabeth! She’s cumming all over your bed!”

“Fuck! Let me see!” Elizabeth said as she left the dildo in my ass to look at the mess that I’d made on her bed, but all she did was grab beneath my chin to pull my lips to hers, looking down at me with a smile as she kissed my lips. “That’s so hot, Bella.”

“Yeah?” I asked between the moments our tongues touched.

“So hot,” Danielle echoed and took my head into her hands to steal a kiss.

I couldn’t go soft even if I tried, these girls were so hot as they shared me and kissed me. Never in a million years did I think that I would get to fool around with two girls at once, but the stars had aligned to gift me with the best night of my life.

“Don’t you think she should pay us back for making her cum like that?” Elizabeth asked Danielle.

“Yeah! Bella owes us one!” Danielle said.

“Do you like getting your pussy licked?”

“Who doesn’t?”

Elizabeth chuckled and touched Danielle lightly before turning her eyes to me, looking at me like I knew what to do, and I did, so I got to my knees on the floor as the girls hiked up their dresses and pulled down their panties. They both had perfectly trimmed patches of hair around their pussies, and their flowers were glistening with desire.

My cock twitched, wanting to be inside of both of them, but they wanted my mouth, and who was I to argue with these beautiful women before me? I wanted to pleasure them and make them feel half as good as they made me feel, so I scooted forward and got to work.

Elizabeth grabbed my head and pulled me between her legs, aggressive as usual, but I fucking loved it. She didn’t even give me a second to inhale before she had my glossy lips against her womanhood, bathing me with her fragrant nectar. I lapped at her labia, catching every drop of her honey that I could as she moaned and held the back of my head. My cock twitched and begged for attention, but I ignored it, afraid that I would cum if I touched it.

Danielle moaned for my lips, so Elizabeth pushed me off her pussy and moved me over between our friend’s legs. Danielle had a different scent, but I loved it just as much as Elizabeth’s. They both smelled so feminine and yummy.

“Yes!” Danielle gasped as she spread her legs wider. She didn’t hold the back of my head like Elizabeth, but I liked that she was different and giving me the space to try a few things, like licking her clit and tracing letters of the alphabet over her labia.

“Get over here, Bella,” Elizabeth whined.

I moved back to Elizabeth, and then the girls were tossing me back and forth for the next five minutes until Danielle was screaming out at the top of her lungs and creaming all over my face.

“Fuck! Shit!” Danielle hollered as her body thrashed beneath me, holding my face against her pussy as she kept cumming, but I was ready for all of it, even when Elizabeth pulled me away a minute later to finish her off.

“Keep going, girl! I’m close!”

I moaned on Elizabeth’s pussy as I licked her to orgasm, my entire body flushing with a warm feeling when Elizabeth added her creamy delight to what was left over of Danielle’s. I licked my wet lips clean when Elizabeth finally released my head, falling back to my ass.

“Fuck, I kind of want to feel her dick, don’t you?” Danielle said as she rubbed her pussy lips.

“Yeah, that would feel so good. I know I can cum again.”

“Me too. That was so hot watching you cum.”

“You ride her first, and I’ll go second,” Elizabeth said to Danielle.

“Can you handle that, girl?” Danielle asked as she looked down at me on my knees. “Don’t you want to put your girly dick into my pussy?”

“Yes,” I said in a low voice as I slowly stood.

“Mmm, yeah. You want me like this, or do you want to fuck me from behind?”

“Like this, and I want to see your tits,” I said in a rough voice, my cock doing the talking now that Danielle was offering me her gorgeous, dripping pussy. I wanted to slide around between those beautiful folds, unable to take my eyes off them.

“Don’t you want to see mine too?” Elizabeth asked as she pushed her arms together to make her boobs look bigger.

“Fuck yeah I do. Get naked, and then I’ll fuck you girls silly.”

“Say it again, momma!” Elizabeth said with a laugh as she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it to the side. Danielle did the same, and they looked at each other before taking off their bra, both getting completely naked at the same time, and I’d never seen anything more beautiful in my life.

I didn’t even think. I just dropped down to my knees and clasped my hands together as I looked toward the ceiling. The girls laughed and told me to stop playing.

“Yeah, Bella. I need that girly cock,” said Danielle.

“Me too, Bella.”

They spoke in soft whispers and looked so fucking sexy as they touched themselves and waited for me to pound their hungry pussies with my girly cock, and I wasn’t about to keep them waiting. I went over to Danielle and pushed her down to her back as I kicked her legs open. She squealed and giggled as I positioned my dick in front of her swollen pussy, gasping as I pushed into her folds.

“Yes, Bella! Push it deep!”

I reached forward and grabbed Danielle’s right tit as I pushed my cock all the way to its base. Elizabeth watched with eager eyes as she put her hand over mine and leaned over to kiss Danielle lightly. I gasped as I pulled out to my tip and slammed my dick back into Danielle’s dripping pussy.

“Fuck, Bella! You feel so big inside of me!”

“Cum for me, girl!” I said as I reached down and brushed my fingers over her clit, getting a loud moan out of her when I did. I grabbed her clit between my fingers as I pounded her pussy, doing everything I could to hold my load and stamina for Elizabeth.

She reached down and pushed my hand out of the way to rub Danielle’s clit as I fucked her and played with her tits, and that sent Danielle over the edge. She wrapped her legs around my back as her pussy tightened around my cock. She came all over my dick, and I cursed as I held back my own orgasm, saving my second load for Elizabeth.

Danielle released my cock a few moments later, and Elizabeth took me a second after that, pulling me between her legs to fuck her. I was a mess when I entered her slick folds, but she was so warm and tight, how could I possibly complain? I closed my eyes and thought of a vast field of flowers as I pounded Elizabeth’s pussy, gasping when the images of flowers quickly turned into pussies. I had to open my eyes the image was so intense. Elizabeth wrapped her hand around the back of my head and stared into my eyes as I fucked her hard.

“Yeah, Bella! Get me there. Make me cum again.”

“Fuck, Elizabeth! I’m close!”

“Touch my clit. Please!”

I reached down to touch Elizabeth’s slick clit, her pussy tightening around my cock as I rubbed her button with my wet fingers, pushing my thumb against the spot where my cock was sliding in and out of her pussy, getting a little more of my thumb into her womanhood with each thrust of my hips.

“You like that?”

“I love it!” she screamed. “Fuck me hard, Bella!”

I gasped and moved my hands to her tits as I fucked her as hard as I could, using every inch of my cock with each thrust, and Elizabeth screamed out my girl name the entire time, rubbing her clit like a wild woman. I watched her as she watched me.

She closed her eyes, and then her back arched. She screamed out as her nails scraped against the bed. I couldn’t hold my cum a second longer, but Elizabeth wasn’t letting me pull out of her. Her pussy muscles were too strong, so I gasped and unloaded, apologizing as I collapsed atop her. I held her in my arms as our bodies climaxed together.

“Damn, guys! That was hot,” Danielle said with a laugh when I finally rolled off Elizabeth.

“You’re telling me, and don’t worry, Bella. I’m on birth control.”

I breathed a sigh of relief as the girls lay naked by my side. “Should we have another drink?”

“I’d like that,” said Danielle.

“Me too. I’ll fix them,” Elizabeth said and hopped up from the bed.

We drank, kissed a little, fooled around a bit more, and had a ton of fun as the party carried on below us, and I couldn’t even recall the exact moment I passed out, but I would never forget having two beautiful girls in my arms as I did.


CHAPTER 10

I groaned as I awoke, bright midday light filling the bedroom, which was littered with our clothes. Elizabeth was still lying naked by my side, and I was down to the tissue-stuffed bra and panties that the girls had given me to wear, but Danielle was nowhere to be found. It took a minute, but I eventually found a note she’d taped to the bedroom door.

“Good morning,” Elizabeth said as her eyes slowly opened. She chuckled as she glanced down at her naked body and reached to pull a sheet over herself. “Where’s Danielle?”

I lifted the note that I had in my hand. “You want me to read it?”

“Sure,” Elizabeth said as she reached for her phone, groaning when she glanced at the screen. “What does the note say?”

“It says… I had an amazing time last night with you guys that I’ll never forget, but I had to leave when Rachel texted me asking where I was. Don’t worry, I won’t tell her everything that we did. Your secret is safe with me, Bella. Hopefully we’ll all see each other soon. XOXO, Danielle.”

“That’s sweet that she left a note. Don’t you think?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Are you okay?” Elizabeth asked, narrowing her eyes at me.

“Yeah,” I said as cheerfully as I could, but I felt weird. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that I was still wearing a face full of makeup and lingerie the afternoon after the party, but I was also confused about what last night meant. Was it a one-time thing, or would I see the girls again?

“Would you like to shower with me?” Elizabeth asked.

“Sure, is there enough room for both of us?”

“I believe there is,” she said with a laugh. “I’ll check to make sure that the coast is clear. I’m guessing you don’t want Trevor to see you wearing makeup.”

I shrugged. There was a chance that he’d seen me the night before, and I honestly didn’t care if he did at this point. More than anything, I wanted to know if Elizabeth and I would have something in the future.

“What did last night mean to you?” I asked her.

She sighed. “You want to talk about feelings? Can’t this wait until I’ve at least had some coffee? Come shower with me.”

I nodded and scooted out of the bed to follow Elizabeth to the bathroom down the hall.

“Here, use this. It’s the best makeup remover in the world,” Elizabeth said and passed me the bottle. I stared at it with a clueless face. Elizabeth chuckled and explained that it was a lot like face wash and stood by my side to show me how to use it.

“Ah, that feels so good,” I said as the makeup washed away from my face.

“Don’t you want to do it again?”

I grinned. “Yeah, I do, but don’t you think it feels good to wash away the makeup?”

“Oh, for sure it does! I only wanted to make sure that you had a good time last night.”

“I did. It was the best,” I said and turned toward Elizabeth. “What did you think of last night?”

“It was a lot more fun than I was expecting,” she said and placed her hand on my shoulder as I grabbed her side. “I was worried you wouldn’t want to do it again.”

“Are you dating anyone now?”

“Nope,” Elizabeth said with a shake of the head as she reached behind my back to unhook my bra. “I’m not a cheater. You should know that about me.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think you were dating anyone.”

“Would you like to date me?”

“Maybe,” I said as my cheeks turned fire red. “Would you say yes if I asked?”

“You’ll have to ask to find out,” Elizabeth said as she stepped over to turn on the shower and stepped into the stream of water. She moaned lightly as the water washed over her skin, looking like an angel come to life, and seeing her like that gave me the courage I needed to ask her to become mine.

“Will you be my girl?”

“As long as you’ll be mine,” Elizabeth said as she turned to look at me, reaching out her hand.

I tried to shake the smile off my face, an impossible task, and stepped forward to join Elizabeth. I wrapped my arms around her body as my dick pressed into her back, feeling like she and I could have a lot of fun together. We already knew everything about each other pretty much, and the fact that she loved me and knew about my girly side only made me want her that much more.

“I’m so glad you knew,” I said as I kissed her neck, my cock jumping against her back. I ran my hand down the side of her body, sketching an image of her curves in my mind. “Thank you for last night.”

“Are you kidding? Having a boy that I can doll up has always been my dream. Thank you for letting me turn you into a pretty girl. I had a blast.”

“Me too,” I said as Elizabeth bent her head back to meet her lips with mine. I held her as we passionately kissed, warm water running over our bodies, washing away the previous night’s escapades, but it was far from the last time that we’d make a mess.

Trevor could hate me for the rest of his life. I hoped he wouldn’t, but his sister was mine now, and nothing could stop me from loving this girl who I held in my arms.


CHAPTER 11

Six Months Later

“Are you sure this will be okay?” I asked, glancing at myself one last time in the visor mirror. I had a face full of makeup, a new brunette wig, and an adorable knee-length navy dress. It wasn’t tight at all and flattered my body. I loved wearing it with a pair of tights and knee-length boots.

“Yes, I promise! I told the owner that we were coming.”

“We aren’t interrupting a class or anything?”

“Nope. We have the place to ourselves for like an hour. Let’s go learn how to use the pottery wheel!”

“Okay,” I said and took a deep breath before opening the door to step out of the car. Elizabeth had been talking about teaching me how to use the pottery wheel for months, but we put it off until today. I was nervous to be out in public during the day as a girl, but it was a lot easier with Elizabeth by my side.

The employees at the pottery studio were friendly and greeted us before going back to what they were doing, and Elizabeth led me over to a wheel. She’d already paid for our hour at the studio the last time she was here, so we just got to work. She went over to grab a block of clay and slapped it down onto my wheel.

Elizabeth stood behind me as she held my hands and helped me mold the wet clay until we had something like a bowl. I gasped when Elizabeth moved my hands and made it even more beautiful.

“You’re so good at this!”

“Don’t let off the pedal yet,” she said.

I nodded and let her keep going until we had a big bowl. She pulled my hands off the bowl too quickly though, and I messed up the entire project, but Elizabeth didn’t get upset. She just laughed and told me that I would have to start over, and I’d have to do it on my own the second time.

“What? On my own?” I asked in a high voice. I’d been practicing my girl voice a lot, and it was a lot better than it used to be, but sometimes I didn’t bother using it at all. Elizabeth never seemed to mind either way.

“Yeah, Bella! Watch me for a second if you want, and I’ll explain what I’m doing.”

“Good idea,” I said and listened closely as Elizabeth explained what to do. I almost got lost from hearing her angelic voice, though, having to pull myself back to the moment several times, but no matter how hard I tried, I always found myself thinking about the future and how bright it would be with Elizabeth by my side.


CURSED WINE

CLOVER COX


PART ONE


CHAPTER 1

“Are you sure this will do the trick?” Anthony asked the alchemist who’d created a love potion for him to use on the woman he desired most. Anthony knew it was wrong, but he had a lot of regrets in life, and never telling Lisa how he felt was one of them.

“It’ll make your true love reveal themselves.”

“You mean herself?”

Regis shrugged. “I can’t make any guarantees. I don’t know what goes on in your brain.”

“I’m not gay. That’s for sure,” Anthony said. It wasn’t that he had anything against gay people, but he was certain that Lisa was the love of his life. He thought he would find others after he moved away from his hometown, but nobody ever compared to his long-lost friend.

Lisa was everything. She had the prettiest lips. An infectious laugh. Her golden-brown hair always seemed to hang on her shoulders in the most perfect way. Anthony had been one of her closest friends but always worried about crossing the line, even though he was still obsessing about her over ten years later.

Now in his thirties, Anthony didn’t want to let life pass him by without taking a chance, so he was arranging a party with his old crew. He’d become rich since moving away through a series of investments after a modest lottery win. He wasn’t about to become another statistic. Life gave him a chance, and he used it.

Now he was using his wealth to buy the love he never got, even if it was wrong, even if he would always feel a tinge of guilt, along with the doubt that came with wondering if he could have gotten Lisa without magical intervention. He almost didn’t get the potion made, but what was all this money worth if he couldn’t use it to have some fun?

“I don’t know what you like, sir. I only know what I can do. Your true love is based on you. After all, your blood made this potion. So, what will it be? If you want the potion, I’ll need five grand. If not, I’ll just destroy it.”

Anthony swallowed as Regis, the alchemist, held the potion in his hands. Could he really spend five grand on this? Years ago, he wouldn’t have spent five thousand dollars on a car, yet here he was, about to pull out a stack of hundred-dollar bills to pay this man.

“You’re sure it’ll work?”

“Didn’t your friend send you here? Do you think he would try to scam you?”

“No, but—”

“You either want the potion or you don’t. I have things to do besides stand here and wait for you to ultimately pull that money out of your pocket and hand it over to me like we both know you’re going to do, or am I wrong?”

Anthony could feel the money he’d brought with him burning a hole in his pocket. Regis was right about his intent, but there was that little voice in the back of his mind telling him it was wrong. That Lisa would never forgive him if she found out the truth, but what if she never did.

What if Lisa just thought falling in love with Anthony was something she decided for herself? It’d been so long since they were together, so maybe seeing him would be enough to trigger that fire Anthony swore he felt between them when they were in community college.

“So?” asked Regis.

“I don’t know.”

“You have seconds to decide before I drop this potion on the ground and break it.”

“No! I’ll pay!”

“Give me the money then.”

Anthony hated being rushed, but he’d done the same to people over the years, especially since he’d become richer. This was five thousand dollars, though. Not a small chunk of money for a potion he wasn’t sure would even work.

“What if it doesn’t work?”

“No refunds. Plus, I’m certain it’ll work. Whether you’ll like the result is another story entirely.”

“What the fuck? This has to work on Lisa. Nobody else.”

“I already told you I can’t make any guarantees, so you need to decide if it’s worth the risk. I don’t need your money one way or the other, but I do need you to get the fuck out of my space, so I can get back to work.” Regis’s jaw flexed.

Anthony knew he would forever regret it if he walked out of here without the potion. He would think about it constantly, as he’d done about his lost connection with Lisa. Sure, he missed his other friends who would be at the party, but Lisa was his everything. She was who he thought about when he went to bed and when he woke up in the morning.

“I really hope this doesn’t bite me in the ass.”

“Love potions usually do.”

“What?” Anthony asked as his body flushed of feeling.

Regis shrugged. “You’re clearly going to use this regardless of the risks, so can you just save us both some time and take it? You’re boring me.” Regis held out the potion.

Anthony was too in shock to care about Regis’s rude attitude. The guy was honestly a creep, but he wasn’t wrong. Anthony pulled that five thousand dollars from his pocket and passed it to the alchemist, sealing his fate.


CHAPTER 2

Jesse counted drawers from the morning shift in his office, hardly able to concentrate on the money in front of him. His old friend Anthony had invited him to a party, and he couldn’t wait! It had been years since they hung out, eight or nine probably, but Jesse didn’t want to do the depressing math, and he especially didn’t want to count the money in front of him.

What would Anthony think when he found out that Jesse was still working at the same grocery store where he’d worked when they were in community college? Would he judge Jesse for stopping at his associates degree in business instead of going on to finish a four-year program like Anthony?

Jesse pushed a hand over his pulled-back hair, as anxious as he was excited.

What had he done with his life? Sure, he owned a small house on the edge of town, but did that count as success? Or would his life be nothing but pathetic in his friend’s eyes?

There was a knock on the office door, making Jesse spill the quarters in his hand all over the floor. He cursed as his heart raced, beating rapidly from the unease coursing through him.

“Hey, Jesse. Sorry to scare you. I was just wondering if I could leave,” one of the morning cashiers said.

Jesse was normally fast at doing his work, but today was not his day. He just wanted to let his hair down and take a shower to wash away these damn nerves, but he wouldn’t be able to leave until he finished with the drawers and ran a deposit to the bank.

“Uh, sorry. Can you give me one sec?”

“Yeah, sure.”

The cashier sounded disappointed, but he left Jesse to finish his work. Jesse concentrated long enough to finish with the drawers and shove them into the safe, letting everyone from the morning go home. He still had a few more things on his list to finish before he could finally get out the door, but then he was in his car, wondering if he should just skip the party.

He and Anthony had been the best of friends back in the day. They used to take the same business classes just so they could study at the library together or eat lunch at the same time. They even used to hit up the bars to play pool and try to get girls, but the truth was a bit more complicated than that.

Jesse had always harbored a secret crush on his friend. It was at its worst right around the time Anthony left, and Jesse had a feeling Anthony knew about it but didn’t really care. Jesse wasn’t even really gay, but there was something about his friend.

Anthony’s presence was so commanding. He was one of the most confident guys that Jesse had ever met, and Jesse just loved being around him, soaking up that delicious energy. It was no surprise to Jesse that Anthony had made it out of the city to find brighter horizons, but why was he back? Why hadn’t he called?

Jesse was finally back at his small house on the edge of town, standing in the shower, going back and forth about what to do for the night. He’d already picked out his outfit days ago, but was he too excited? What if he made a fool of himself?

Stop it!

Jesse screamed at himself in his mind, telling himself that he was getting all worked up for nothing, but what if it wasn’t for nothing? The fantasy he had of Anthony, of them someday rekindling their friendship and potentially making it more, would come to an end when they saw each other.

Jesse didn’t know if he was ready to give up that possibility, but he put on his clothes anyway, knowing he would regret it if he just sat at home instead of going to this party, even if going meant losing the friend he still had in his mind.


CHAPTER 3

Anthony paced the room of the house he was renting for the party, debating whether he should go through with tainting the wine he planned on serving. Regis told him everyone could drink the potion and that it would only affect his truest love, if they were even there, but Anthony was positive he was meant to be with Lisa.

Lisa was such an amazing woman, and Anthony just wanted to have her in his life forever. He wanted to marry her. Raise a family with her. Share his riches with her.

Was that so much to ask?

When the doorbell rang, Anthony’s heart leaped in his chest. He’d invited Lisa an hour before everyone else to give them time to reconnect. She was already late, but they still had time. Anthony wanted to feel that spark before he served the tainted bottle of rose wine, where he’d dumped the love potion.

Yet when Anthony opened the door, he couldn’t believe who was standing on the other side. It was his old friend Jesse.

“Hey!” Anthony said, trying to sound excited, even though he was looking over Jesse’s shoulder for Lisa. Where in the world was she? “You’re early.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry. Shit,” Jesse said as his face turned a shade redder. Anthony was still thinking about Lisa and didn’t even notice the panic flash across his face. “I should just go. I wasn’t even going to come, and then—”

Jesse started to say something, but then he saw the zoned-out look on Anthony’s face. Jesse shook his head and turned on his heels. He knew it was a bad idea to come to this party. He knew he should have just kept his ass at home, but here he was making a fool of himself.

Jesse walked away from Anthony, which made the man realize how much of a dick he was being. Bros before hoes, as they said, but he was putting Lisa before everything. What would she think if Jesse had come and gone home because of Anthony’s behavior?

It wouldn’t make her happy, Anthony was sure.

“Bro, wait up!” Anthony said and ran from the doorway where he’d been standing. “I’m sorry for spacing out. Seeing you just sent me back in time.”

Anthony tried to laugh off the awkward moment, hoping Jesse believed his lie. It could have been the truth, though. Jesse looked strikingly similar to how he did the last time Anthony saw him, which was nearly a decade ago.

“Yeah, I believe it.”

“Come inside,” Anthony said.

Jesse softened and dropped his shoulders a touch before following Anthony to the enormous house. It had a brick exterior and a grand entrance. There was a staircase that ran up the wall on the right, next to the dining room. A large office type room was to the left. There was also a slim hallway that looked like it led to a spacious main room.

“How many bedrooms does this place have?”

“Five,” Anthony said. “I was hoping everyone could spend the night.”

“Does that mean we’re drinking?”

“Damn right,” said Anthony. He stepped toward the hallway, and Jesse followed him until they were in the main area. It was an open-concept kitchen and living room that looked like it had been recently renovated.

“You want something to drink?”

“Sure,” said Jesse. “What do you have?”

“Tons of stuff.”

Anthony showed Jesse everything he had in the fridge. There was food, snacks, beer, wine, and liquor. Jesse grabbed a bottle of white wine. The label said it was fruity, which sounded refreshing for a hot summer day. It wasn’t the wine with the potion, though. Anthony had that set aside and would serve it with dinner, when he was sure that Lisa could have a sip to fall in love with him.

Anthony grabbed a beer. “Should we go out to the back porch?” he asked.

“What if we don’t hear the doorbell?”

“We can leave the sliding door open, and the screened door closed.”

Jesse nodded once and walked behind Anthony as they headed to the door. The back porch was shaded, so it felt rather refreshing outside with the breeze whipping around them.

“It’s so humid here. It’s not like this out West.”

“How is it in Los Angeles?” asked Jesse.

He still couldn’t believe how far his friend had made it. Anthony always talked about getting rich in real estate or by winning the lottery, but Jesse always thought he was blowing hot air. He never thought Anthony would win money from any of those tickets he bought, but the impossible had happened, and Anthony made the best of it.

Not that Anthony ever called. Jesse didn’t hear a word from Anthony after he moved away from home to finish his degree. He’d only seen stuff on social media, always wondering why Anthony never bothered to reach out, but he didn’t want to make a big deal about it. He never wanted to bother his friend.

“It’s not bad,” Anthony said cautiously. “I have a house. My investments are going well. I can’t complain.”

“Sounds like you’re living the life,” Jesse said and took a sip of his white wine. “Got a girlfriend?”

“That’s the only thing I’m missing,” Anthony admitted. “What about you? Are you dating someone?”

Jesse didn’t have enough time to explain to Anthony that his dating life was as confusing as the desires that went through his mind. There were plenty of women Jesse found attractive, but sometimes, he just wanted to be those women.

He wished the little extra fat he had was on his hips and thighs and ass instead of his midsection. He sometimes wished that he had breasts that men couldn’t help but stare at. Then he could strut around and flip his hair and feel fabulous.

Sometimes he would even hike to the cliff outside of town just to let his hair down and feel it in the breeze. It was why he kept a manbun, but he would never do more than that. He didn’t want someone knocking on his door when he was halfway through applying makeup, disastrously most likely.

“No, I’m not dating anyone,” Jesse said.

“What are you doing for work?”

Jesse swallowed. “I’m running the grocery store.”

“No way! You’re like the head boss?”

“That’s right.”

“Cool,” Anthony said. It sounded like he was being genuine, but Jesse couldn’t be sure. Anthony had riches that few in their town could imagine, and did Jesse really even know Anthony anymore? Hadn’t they grown apart by this point in their lives?

“Yeah, I guess.”

Anthony frowned as Jesse put his wine glass to his lips. He didn’t mean to make Jesse feel bad. He knew not everyone could have his luck. Hell, there was even a chance that he could have gotten stuck in town. What if he and Lisa had dated? What if they had created a baby before Anthony ever graduated from community college?

“Where are you living?”

“I bought a house on the edge of town. It’s just a small place.”

“Don’t need much space if it’s just you.”

“I bet you have a huge house.”

“Are you kidding? In Los Angeles? I’m not that rich,” Anthony said with a laugh. “It’s only a two-bedroom, one-bathroom place, but it’s enough for me, and I was able to buy it with cash when the market was still low.”

“Oh, so it’s about the same size as my place,” Jesse said, sounding a touch more at ease.

Anthony wished his friend would relax. He really wasn’t judging the guy and just wanted to enjoy the night, especially once Lisa arrived, but it was really nice seeing Jesse too, and it got easier and easier to talk to him as the minutes passed.

They even brought up old topics they used to discuss endlessly, like the possibility of space tourism, the mysteries of the deep sea, their favorite baseball teams, and a bunch of other stuff that was flying off their tongues until the doorbell eventually rang.

“Who else did you invite?” Jesse asked, coming down from a fit of laughter.

“You’ll see,” Anthony said and went to the door.


CHAPTER 4

James, Buck, Sloane, and most importantly, Lisa, had all arrived. Anthony couldn’t take his eyes off Lisa. Her golden-brown hair and pout lips were still as perfect as Anthony remembered if not more so, but she wasn’t paying Anthony as much attention as he would like.

Anthony picked up his bottle of beer and tapped it with his fingers, getting everyone in the living room to stop talking, so he could say something to them. He needed to take control of this situation and find a way to get closer to Lisa.

“Thank you all for coming. It’s so awesome having the old crew back together. I have some food keeping warm in the oven, but I thought we could play a game.”

“What kind of game, bro? Flip cup?” asked Buck.

Anthony hadn’t thought of that game in ages, but he shook his head. There was no way he was about to play a game that had beer splashing around everywhere. Did they know how much the shirt he was wearing cost?

“I was thinking more along the lines of Pictionary. There are also some board games in the closet.”

“Board games?” Sloane groaned. “What is this? Family night?”

Lisa was sitting by Sloane’s side and chuckled lightly, covering her mouth. Anthony felt his cheeks turn hot, but he couldn’t let Lisa laughing get to him. He was the host of the party and needed to make sure they had fun things to do.

“Okay, if not a board game, then what?”

“Do you have karaoke?” asked James.

“Ooh, yeah! That sounds like fun, but I might need a few more drinks before I do that,” said Lisa.

If Lisa wanted karaoke, then Anthony would make it happen. He only wanted to see Lisa happy and in love with him, but why wasn’t she paying him much attention, and why in the world was she laughing at his idea? It made him feel pathetic, but he was still going to use the love potion.

He couldn’t stop himself.

“I’ll set up karaoke, but how about we do it after dinner?”

“Yes! That sounds like a fabulous idea,” Lisa said.

Buck, James, and Jesse had already gone back to carrying on their conversation about trucks and upcoming concerts. Some small bands passed through town. It was nothing like Los Angeles, but Anthony stopped himself before he said something that would make him look pretentious to his friends.

His friends were only there as a disguise, so he didn’t have Lisa alone, so he could have her off-guard, which he did, and that was all Anthony really wanted.

“Why don’t you guys go sit at the dining table while I grab everything from the kitchen?”

Anthony’s friends agreed and took their drinks from the living room to the dining room, which was off the stairway at the front of the house, across from the office. They all went while Anthony pulled out the food that he’d ordered from a catering company in town. He didn’t really care about serving food in tin containers. He grabbed the hot ones and took them out one at a time, refusing help from his friends.

“I just want you guys to enjoy tonight. It’s so nice having everyone together.”

They didn’t think much about Anthony refusing their help and went back to their conversation, but would they be so calm if they knew the truth about the tainted wine Anthony planned on serving? Would they be laughing and giggling and acting like they didn’t have any cares in the world?

Anthony tried to hide the smirk he felt wanting to form on his face when he went back to the dining room with the bottle of rose wine that complimented the meal he’d ordered perfectly. He served everyone a glass, trying his best not to look over at Lisa, letting her drink the potion in peace, which she did.

The rest of the night went off without a hitch. They sang karaoke, reminisced about the past, and got drunk. It was a grand time, except Anthony was terribly anxious about what would happen to Lisa, so he could hardly enjoy feeling like he was back in community college again.


CHAPTER 5

Anthony groaned when he awoke. He was in the primary bedroom, which had its own bathroom, where he stumbled to wash his face. Anthony splashed the cold water on his face before grabbing the bar of soap to cleanse himself, and then it hit him.

Lisa!

He needed to see what happened to her, so he dried off his face and rushed out of the room. He had on a T-shirt and shorts as he raced down the hall to check the bedroom where Lisa had slept, but nobody was there when he opened the door!

Why hadn’t she found him to confess her love? The fact that she hadn’t made Anthony panic a little.

He left the empty bedroom and raced down the stairs. He turned the corner and ran down the slim hallway, but there was nobody in the kitchen, and then he saw it.

Lisa had scribbled him a thank-you note, telling Anthony that she loved seeing him and everyone but that she had to run to meet her girlfriend. Anthony couldn’t believe it! Was Lisa a lesbian?

Anthony searched his memories, wondering if there was ever a time Lisa revealed this tidbit about herself, but he came up with nothing. How had she never said something?

He felt betrayed.

He’d spent the past decade harboring feelings for a woman who only wanted other women, and Anthony felt like a fucking fool.

Anthony had invited most of the people via social media, but Lisa didn’t have any profiles. He’d gotten her number from Jesse during their brief correspondence. He told Anthony that he and Lisa didn’t talk much anymore, but they would stop and chat if they saw each other at the grocery store or something.

Anthony pulled out his phone to call Lisa. It went to voicemail after the second ring, and Anthony was about to try again, but then he saw something much more shocking than the note from Lisa.

There was a stunningly gorgeous blonde standing in the kitchen, except she was wearing a pair of boxers and a men’s T-shirt. Anthony had no idea who she was or what she was doing there, but damn did she look sexy.

“Uh, are you with Buck or Jesse? Or are you James’s girlfriend? I thought she had brown hair in the photo he showed me last night.” Anthony scratched the back of his head, feeling his member stir beneath his athletic shorts, but he couldn’t be lusting after one of his guys’ girls!

“No,” the girl said in a soft voice that only made Anthony’s manhood thicken further. The woman parted her lips to say something else, but then she just fell into a fit of tears, nearly dropping to her knees, but Anthony caught her before she could.

“Careful,” he said. “You don’t want to hurt yourself.”

The woman looked into Anthony’s eyes, and he felt like he knew her, and then her question stopped him cold.

“What did you do?”

His arms went numb, and the woman shrieked as she fell to the floor, except she wasn’t a woman at all. Right? Those eyes were Jesse’s, and Anthony was about to curse at Jesse for dressing up as a girl and tricking him, but then he got a glimpse of what was beneath the boxers.

This woman had a pussy.

One of the most beautiful pussies Anthony had ever seen. Her nipples were hard, too, and she wasn’t wearing a bra, but who was she? She couldn’t be Jesse. That just didn't make sense.

“What the fuck?”

“I’m asking myself the same thing,” the woman said as she looked up at Anthony from where she’d fallen. Her big blue eyes were stunningly beautiful, and her flowy blonde hair had Anthony wanting to reach out his hand to run his fingers through it.

“Are you…? It’s not possible.”

“How did you do this? Why?”

“I…” Anthony didn’t know how to respond. He didn’t want to believe it was true. If his potion had somehow changed Jesse into this babe of a woman, did that mean…? No! It couldn’t be! Anthony wouldn’t even entertain the thought that the potion had chosen Jesse.

“Please, Anthony! Tell me something!” Jesse’s voice was desperate, but it was also insanely hot. It had gotten all soft and feminine, and fuck, Anthony just wanted to hear what it would sound like if this girl was screaming his name, but this girl was his friend!

His former best friend.

“I don’t know what to say.” Anthony couldn’t admit that he’d spiked the wine. He needed to talk to his lawyers before he said another word, even though his friend looked desperate for a solution, but Anthony didn’t have one.

“You did this! What other explanation is there?”

“Please, be quiet. You’ll wake everyone up.”

“And?” questioned Jesse. “I woke up as a fucking girl! Wouldn’t you be freaking out if you were me?”

“Yes, but I don’t know what to tell you. I don’t know how to help you.”

Jesse lifted herself up from the ground, fury in her eyes. Anthony breathed in a short breath, but what could he do? He needed to talk to his people before he could help Jesse. His career and his riches were on the line if he said the wrong thing too early.

A touch of panic surged within Anthony’s soul. He’d buried himself into a deep hole with this one, and the few million he had in the bank wouldn’t be enough to dig himself out if things got dicey. Could Jesse sue him? Could Lisa?

“Anthony! I’m supposed to be your friend! What the fuck? Is this some kind of sick joke? Did you do this to Buck and James too?”

“Do what?” Buck asked as he stepped into the kitchen. He was already dressed in jeans and a button-up shirt, looking like he’d showered.

Jesse wrapped her arms over her body, feeling underdressed next to Buck, and she hated how he was looking at her, looking like he wished she would just move her hands to get a view of those hard nipples.

“Nothing,” Anthony said quickly. He looked at Jesse with pleading eyes, begging her to drop it, begging her not to say a word about the magical transformation. “This is my date from last night. We were just talking about stuff.”

“Oh, hey. Nice to meet you…”

“Tay,” Anthony said.

“Nice to meet you, Tay.” Buck held out his hand for a shake.

Jesse glanced at it and then she turned her head to Anthony, beyond upset by his behavior! Didn’t he understand she was in distress? She was a woman for crying out loud! Was this reversible? Was she stuck like this? How did it even happen in the first place?

There were so many questions Jesse wanted answered, but she would explode if she opened her mouth, so she just shook Buck’s hand and stormed out of the room.

“Uh oh. You’d better handle that,” Jesse heard Buck say with a light laugh as she turned the corner.


CHAPTER 6

Jesse was back at her house on the edge of town. She’d grabbed her bag and snuck out the back of the place Anthony was renting. Jesse didn’t know what to do, but she couldn’t stay there. Not without causing a scene, but maybe she should have!

What the fuck was this?

Jesse stood naked in front of her bathroom mirror. She’d been completely transformed from head to toe. She now had those wide hips and thick thighs she’d always envied, which gave her curves and made the little extra around her midsection look much smaller. Her hair had grown past her shoulders. She also had big, tender breasts that hung on her chest like teardrops.

The biggest change of all, though, was the absence of her manhood. The four and a half inches that used to hang between her legs had vanished, but something much more beautiful replaced it.

Jesse couldn’t stop staring at how her pelvic region disappeared down to her pussy. She’d even grabbed a mirror to get a better view, completely entranced by her womanhood’s beauty, except she wanted to give it a little shave.

What if this little foray into womanhood only lasted a day?

Jesse grabbed her razor and the bottle of shaving cream she had and stepped into the shower. She took time to shave her new womanhood, leaving only a tiny patch of hair, exactly how she liked to see girls in the pornos she watched. She’d never felt sexier than when she stepped out of the shower and returned to the mirror.

Her hair was still wet as she stared at herself and ran her fingers through it, but her hair smelled far too manly for her liking. She wanted to go to the store to buy some fruity smelling shampoo and conditioner. She wanted to buy bottles of perfume to douse her skin in feminine aromas. Jesse didn’t know what was happening to her, but she didn’t hate it.

Maybe this transformation had been a blessing in disguise, but she still wanted an explanation from Anthony about how this could happen at his house, or how it could happen at all, and it was like the universe could hear her thoughts.

There was a knock on the door just after Jesse had gotten dressed. She was wearing a T-shirt and some sweatpants with a thin jacket over the T-shirt to cover her nipples. She felt like she was on full display in only the T-shirt, even though she was just sitting around the house, and her pussy was shaved to perfection.

Jesse opened the door to find Anthony standing on the other side, and she didn’t know how to feel, but it wasn’t happy.

“Are you here to explain why I woke up like this?”

“I’ll try, but I honestly don’t know how it happened.”

Anthony had called his lawyer and explained the situation, to which his lawyer advised him to be as evasive as possible and to give as few details as he could, but his lawyer was also drawing up a contract for Jesse.

They would forget this incident ever happened, and there would never be another word spoken about Jesse waking up as a woman, as long as Jesse was willing to accept a million dollars as a payout.

“Can I come inside?” Anthony asked after a few moments of silence.

Jesse looked over her shoulder. She’d seen Anthony lie to people in the past like it was his job, so would he do that to Jesse? Could she trust him to tell her even a fraction of the truth? Jesse considered her options but eventually decided she didn’t have many, and she wouldn’t be able to go to work until she figured some things out.

“Come inside,” she finally said with buckets of disgust in her voice.


CHAPTER 7

Anthony twiddled his thumbs, wondering how he was going to get himself out of this predicament. He would be in a world of trouble if Jesse didn’t accept the settlement, but why would she turn down one million dollars? Jesse would be crazy to do that.

“Would you like some iced tea? Water?”

“I’m fine,” Anthony said. “Can we just make this quick?”

“Gotta get back to your life in Los Angeles, don’t you?”

Anthony wanted to get out of Jesse’s house before he said anything that would incriminate him. It was bad enough that he had to offer a settlement to get Jesse to drop any possibility of a lawsuit. Anthony had called Regis first, and the alchemist just laughed and hung up the phone.

Anthony drove to Regis’s house after he hung up the phone. Regis was evasive and didn’t say much of anything except that there was nothing he could do. There was no way to reverse what had happened to Jesse, or maybe he wasn’t willing.

Either way, Regis slammed the door in Anthony’s face and told him never to return.

Anthony banged and banged and only left when Regis opened the door with a shotgun in his hands, and he looked ready to use it, but Anthony wasn’t ready to lose his life. He had such a good one back out West, but this incident had put a damper on things.

“Look, Jesse. I don’t know how this happened, and I’m sorry it did, but I’m willing to offer you a million dollars to never talk about it again since it did happen at my party.”

Jesse squinted her eyes, wondering what Anthony knew if he was willing to pay a million dollars not to talk about it, but she knew Anthony and knew he wasn’t going to spill any secrets if he was offering that kind of money to keep them hidden.

“What did you do, Anthony? Can’t you just be real with me?” Jesse asked, wishing she could have the friend back from her past. The one who didn’t have all the money to blind his decisions and thoughts. He literally thought he could just throw money at Jesse and that she should shut up and take it.

“This amount of money will change your life. You can invest it. Watch it grow. Pay off your house if you haven’t already. You’d be set for life.”

“But we couldn’t talk about the truth, right?”

Anthony’s jaw tightened. He had his back in a corner, but he couldn’t risk losing more than the million. If Jesse was really his friend, she would take the money and leave him alone. She would let him go back out West and live his life in peace and enjoy her newfound wealth.

“Please, Jesse. Don’t make this harder than it needs to be.”

Jesse stared at Anthony, wondering what he could have done. She didn’t know about Anthony’s crush on Lisa, so she was having a hard time putting the pieces of the puzzle together. Anthony never told anybody about his crush on Lisa because it was so consumingly intense, and he used to worry telling anyone about his feelings would risk the incredible friendship they had.

Even Anthony wasn’t willing to risk his friendship with Lisa one of those many moments he almost reached out to grab her face, but now he was faced with the fact that she was a lesbian. He’d also done some digging on Lisa’s supposed girlfriend before coming over to Jesse’s, and it was true.

They’d been together for years. Lisa didn’t have a social media profile, but her girlfriend Tamara had one, and there were countless pictures of them all cuddled up and kissing and looking cute wherever they went.

Seeing Lisa happy with Tamara broke Anthony’s heart. He felt bad for what Jesse was going through, but he really didn’t have the brainpower to concentrate on her and her problems when he had a mountain of his own.

“How am I making this hard?”

“Just accept the money and let me go.”

Jesse felt like someone punched her in the gut. She didn’t know this man who was sitting next to her. This wasn’t the person she considered a friend. Not now. Not after this.

“Are you being serious? You won’t even look at me, Anthony!”

“Say you’ll accept the money, and my lawyer will send you everything. Once we have the signed papers, my people will work everything out to get you your money.”

“Your people? Anthony! It’s me! We were best friends. We used to plan our schedules so we would have the same classes. Can’t you trust me to tell me the truth? I’m not your enemy.”

It took everything Jesse had not to scream at Anthony and tell him he was being a fool. That he was forever ruining her image of her former friend, but Anthony didn’t care. He just wanted Jesse to sign the papers, so he could get back to his life in Los Angeles.

“I’m sorry you woke up like this, but a million dollars should make it a little better, don’t you think?”

Anthony looked at Jesse for the briefest of seconds, and she saw the guilt in his eyes, but she also saw the fear. Jesse knew she could probably dig deeper and sue Anthony for a lot more than a million dollars, but she didn’t want to hurt him.

She just wished he’d talk to her, but he wasn’t going to do that, so Jesse would take what she could get.

“Fine, I’ll take the million dollars.”

“Really?” Anthony asked brightly.

“I guess. It’s not like I can go to work like this. Might as well cushion my savings.”

“I’ll have my lawyer see about getting you new IDs. I’m really sorry this happened, and I wish I knew how it did, but yeah. I should get going,” Anthony said and popped up from the sofa. “I’ll have my lawyer send over everything.”

Jesse didn’t know what to say as Anthony stood there in front of her. She could yell and scream and demand he give her answers, but whatever he said would probably be a lie. She just wished she didn’t feel so disappointed.

Even if she did kind of like being a girl, that didn’t give Anthony the right to disregard their years of friendship. It killed Jesse the most that he didn’t trust her to be understanding. Didn’t he know how difficult it would be for her to live in the dark? Never really knowing how or why she woke up as a woman.

“Okay,” Jesse said.

Anthony strode over to the door, standing a little taller than when he’d entered. Jesse watched him, willing him to stop and change his mind and actually talk to her, but he didn’t. Anthony waved goodbye and slipped out of the door.

The papers arrived a few days later. Jesse signed them all, and then she got her million dollars. Yet she was still in the dark about how it all happened, and it didn’t feel good.


PART TWO

SIX MONTHS LATER


CHAPTER 8

It was already deep into January. The cheer of the holidays had worn off. Jesse was often left with her thoughts, which were usually about Anthony and what he was hiding.

Sure, she had her million dollars. The money was incredible. It had afforded her a new wardrobe. Shiny jewelry. Gorgeous stilettos. She got her hair done at the best stylist in town. Her life was exceptional, but there was still that lingering doubt in the back of her mind.

Why had Anthony done this? Why had he paid her a million dollars? It would take Jesse a lot to give up that much of her money, and she couldn’t stop obsessing over what motivations Anthony might have had. What was his real plan?

Jesse had done her best not to look up information about Anthony, but the six months she’d been figuring out how to become a woman crumbled her walls. She deserved to have some answers, and Jesse didn’t give a fuck about the papers she’d signed.

Anthony used to be her best friend.

That meant something.

They used to share secrets. They used to talk like normal people, but Anthony had changed the second he saw Jesse standing in that kitchen as a woman. It wasn’t Jesse’s fault that she was living like this, and it didn’t matter that she was enjoying herself.

What if she hated being a woman? What if Anthony had done this to other people? Jesse couldn’t sleep at night thinking that Anthony could be this crazy mad scientist or something, and what if it was her duty to report him to the FBI? Fate had funny ways of working, and Jesse planned on getting to the bottom of this.

She went to her office in the second bedroom, where she’d been spending a lot of time since she couldn’t work at the grocery store. Anthony’s lawyer had sent a packet with new IDs and everything she would need to start over as Jesse, the girl, but she couldn’t put down any references from her past life, and why in the world would she start at the bottom when she’d tasted the top?

Jesse thought about starting a blog, but she wasn’t much of a writer. She preferred working with people at a bustling business. Fashion design interested her, but Jesse really just missed her old life running the grocery store. She knew how to use some computer programs, but there weren’t many jobs she could get outside of being someone’s assistant, and Jesse couldn’t justify taking a job like that when she had close to a million dollars in the bank.

Jesse would search for Anthony instead of finding a job. She’d been avoiding this search for the past few months, but she couldn’t keep pretending like she didn’t want to ask him why he’d done what he done, so she entered his name into the search bar. It was surprisingly easy to locate Anthony after she’d inputted a bit of information.

He lived in a quaint neighborhood of Los Angeles. She even found a street view of his house, and there was a car in the driveway that looked like something he would drive. Newer, but not so new that it would cost a fortune. The yard was also simply decorated, adorned with plants that could survive without much attention.

Jesse opened a new tab to look for plane tickets. They were a touch pricey but nothing she couldn’t afford. She went ahead and booked a trip for the following week, and then she let herself get distracted by photos of Anthony she found online.

They were all related to his business, but damn, he looked so handsome in the shots. Jesse touched her finger to the computer, running it along Anthony’s jawline in the photo. She pressed her thumb against where his lips were in the picture, and her body came alive.

A light moan escaped her lips as her body ignited from within, pulling Jesse from reality and plopping her into a dreamland where Anthony loved her, and she’d always been a girl. A world where he obsessed over her. A life where she followed him out West. One where a burning passion raged between them.

Jesse opened her eyes briefly to get a look at Anthony, and then she pushed her hand further and further south until it was at the waistline of her jeans. She had on a skimpy little blue thong.

Jesse held her eyes open and stared at the picture of Anthony as she pushed her hand into her pants. She wanted to run to her bedroom for one of the many dildos she’d acquired since getting her million dollars, but her pussy was burning for touch. It was throbbing with desire for Anthony’s manhood.

Jesse had once gotten a glimpse of it when they were nineteen, and that memory raced back to her. They were sitting around in Jesse’s old backyard. Anthony was wearing basketball shorts and no underwear. Jesse got a perfect view of his manhood when he placed his ankle on his knee.

Anthony was oblivious, but Jesse saw how thick he was. He wasn’t even hard, and his cock looked long and thick, and Jesse almost spilled her secret that night, but she’d held onto that memory instead, not tainting it with Anthony’s rejection, but how would he be able to push her away now?

Jesse knew she was hot, and she was about to tease the fuck out of Anthony. She couldn’t wait to see his face and kept staring at his as she rubbed her pussy lips. She was still wearing her jeans and panties, but she needed a release. She needed to feel something inside her pussy, and that dildo was calling her name.

She kept imagining Anthony’s dick plunging into her pussy, and she needed to feel that thick penetration, so she cursed, throwing her laptop to the side and raced off to her bedroom. Jesse danced in place as she looked through her drawer for the dildo she wanted.

Jesse got the eight-inch vibrating cock and threw it to her bed. She stripped naked and climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, slowly approaching the cock, still with Anthony on the mind.

She wished he were there, so she could bob her lips along his shaft and make him suck on her titty, but all she could do was grab the dildo and spread her legs wide. She plunged the cock into her womanhood and felt her pussy gush all over it.

Jesse gasped as she pushed the eight inches deep into her accepting pussy, hungry for Anthony’s cock, hoping it would feel as incredible as this dildo, but she didn’t even care if it didn’t. He was so handsome, and he used to make Jesse laugh.

A memory of them walking through the woods rushed back to her. She missed all the time they would spend together, shooting cans or skipping rocks or just sitting under the stars to talk about life and about what might be out there among those shining beauties.

Jesse hollered out when her body reacted to all the stimulation by releasing her floodgates. She fucked herself with the dildo as she came all over it, covering it with her girly juices, and then she was cumming a second time a minute later, and she rode that second orgasm to a third, screaming at the top of her lungs as her pussy finally ejected the dildo.

She couldn’t fuck herself with it any longer if she tried. The pleasure had been far too intense, and cumming three times was her new record! She’d cum twice from masturbating last week and had been trying for a third time since, and she couldn’t believe it was those sweet memories of Anthony that put her over the edge.


CHAPTER 9

The air felt different in Los Angeles than it did back out in the Midwest, and Jesse was loving the difference, but she wasn’t loving how dull her clothes looked compared to so many of the fabulous women she saw walking around the airport. Everywhere she looked there was another wannabe starlet dressed to the nine.

Jesse felt entirely out of place, so she got a taxi from the airport to the first mall she could locate on her GPS. It was an upscale mall, so she felt right at home, even though the workers looked at her like she didn’t belong. Jesse didn’t let that faze her, though. She had plenty of money in the bank and needed to look fabulous if she was going to seduce Anthony.

“Can I help you?” the sales attendant asked in a snotty voice.

“Yes, I’m a size eight and need something fabulous to wear.”

“An eight? Hmm.”

“Don’t act like you don’t have something in my size,” Jesse said with attitude. “I’ve already seen three different dresses in my size, so I don’t want to hear it. You better believe I have the money to shop here.”

Jesse tossed her blonde hair with the back of her hand and turned away from the sales attendant while she scurried off to find some options for Jesse. Despite their rough start, the girls were laughing after a few minutes. Jesse had told her all about Anthony and how she was in town to ‘make him pay’.

“That ex-boyfriend of yours will die when he sees you in this,” the girl said.

Jesse had on a short silver dress that stopped halfway down her thighs. It had almost no fabric on the backside, going all the way down to the lower part of her back. It was much skimpier than anything else she’d worn, but she wanted Anthony to drool when he saw her.

She wanted him obsessing over her.

“Do you think it’s a little short?”

“We can get you something longer if you’d like.”

Jesse tilted her head to the side and stared at herself. The dress was sexy, but she didn’t want to come off as a whore. She wanted Anthony thinking she was so high class that he couldn’t even touch her if he tried, which was what Jesse explained to Amanda, the girl who was helping her.

“What do you think of a pantsuit? We could pair it with some heels. Get my girlfriend to do your makeup.”

“What color?”

“We have the cutest pantsuit with bellbottom pants. It’s all black and shows plenty of cleavage, and with a rack like yours, all the guys will be staring.”

“That sounds good. I’ll take this silver dress too, but yeah, maybe a pantsuit would be better for today.”

“Wait right here,” Amanda said and ran out of the room.

Jesse tilted her head from side to side as she stared at herself in the mirror. The silver dress was fabulous and looked so cute with the strappy black heels Amanda had picked out for her, but the black pantsuit was even better.

Amanda waited as Jesse changed in the dressing room, and she clapped when Jesse finally emerged. The pantsuit did reveal a lot of cleavage, but it was in the best way possible. Jesse flipped back her blonde hair, feeling more fabulous than she ever had in her life.

“I look pretty fucking good, don’t I?”

“Yes, girl!” Amanda said and snapped her fingers. “All you need is a little makeup.”

“Yeah,” Jesse said as she stared at herself and ran her fingers through her hair. “What do you think of some extensions?”

“Oh my god! That would look so hot! I’ll call my girl to come here, and she’ll take care of your hair and makeup if you want.”

“Yes, please. Just add it to the bill,” Jesse said as she stared at herself, ready to feel even more amazing than she already did.


CHAPTER 10

Jesse had her nails done, and her extensions were in, and she felt fucking incredible. Her pantsuit hugged her figure and made her breasts pop, yet she still looked like a classy bitch, and the bellbottom hems just set off the entire look. Jesse loved how a little air traveled up her pantleg with each step she took.

Jesse bought the same strappy black heels to go with her pantsuit and the silver dress. She had to get two purses, but that was hardly a problem. Jesse spent thousands that afternoon on her makeover, but it would all be worth it when she saw the look on Anthony’s face.

She’d called Anthony’s office to see if he was there, telling them she was a fellow producer and that they’d chatted about doing a project together. Anthony’s assistant didn’t even press Jesse for much information and told her where Anthony was having lunch.

Jesse was strutting down the sidewalk to the restaurant now. She was only a few doors away and had her shoulders held high, feeling on top of the world, like she was about to finally get some version of the truth from Anthony, and even if she didn’t, she would still get to see that shocked look on his face when he realized this bombshell of a woman was Jesse.

Jesse didn’t even hesitate when she got to the door. She pulled it open and shook her head gently as the breeze caught her hair, hoping she looked like a model from a commercial. Jesse stepped into the restaurant and didn’t even bother stopping at the host stand, going straight to the bar.

Someone tried to stop her, but she wasn’t in the mood for listening. She threw her new black bag onto the bar, placing her manicured hand atop it. The bartender went right over to her, clearly a little turned on by her appearance.

“Hey, there. What can I get you?” the man asked with his gaze fixed on her chest.

“I’ll have a glass of sauvignon blanc, please.”

“Coming right up.”

The bartender could hardly peel his eyes away from Jesse, but it only gave her more confidence seeing how weak the man was in her presence. He eventually got the glass of wine. Jesse pressed it to her lips and took a long sip before turning around to get a better look around the room.

Only a moment passed before Jesse spotted him. He was with another man. They were both wearing business suits and had some papers scattered about in front of them, and it looked like they’d already eaten since there were no plates or silverware on the table, or maybe they hadn’t eaten at all.

“Are you waiting for someone?” the bartender asked.

“No, it’s just me.”

“Oh, my name’s Nick.”

“That’s nice, Nick.”

Jesse smirked and flipped her hair as she turned away from the bartender with the glass of wine in her hand. She held it with dainty fingers, looking as girly as she possibly could. She wanted Anthony to drool all over himself, which looked like he was about to start.

Jesse didn’t react or turn her attention to Anthony, but she could feel his gaze focused on her. She could feel his desire, and Jesse felt it in her heart that he had no idea who she was, but why would he suspect it was her?

“Could you give me the bill? I think I’d like to get a table,” Jesse said to the bartender.

“Yeah,” the bartender said in a disappointed voice. “Here you go.”

Jesse put down her credit card and went over to the host stand she’d passed to request a table. Jesse could tell the woman standing there was annoyed by her entitled behavior, but Jesse honestly didn’t care. She was on a mission.

“Right this way,” the host said through gritted teeth.

“Oh, wait a second! I left my credit card at the bar!”

The host folded her lips and waited there as Jesse pranced over to the bar to close her tab, sticking out her ass as she signed the receipt and added a tip. She acted innocent, but she knew Anthony was watching her little show, but she acted like he wasn’t even in the room when she turned around to run over to the host.

“I’m so sorry about that!”

“It’s okay,” the host said.

Jesse didn’t believe the girl, but today was about getting back at Anthony, so Jesse pushed out her chest and sashayed across the dining room to a two-top table by the window.

“This is perfect,” Jesse gushed when they arrived at the table.

“Good. Your server will be right over.”

Jesse sat at the table and flipped out her napkin, setting it gently on her lap before turning to look out the window. She sipped her white wine as she stared out at the people passing along the sidewalk, looking anywhere but at Anthony. She ordered a cob salad and another glass of wine, keeping tabs on Anthony through her peripherals without meeting his eyes.

“How’s everything?” the server asked.

“Wonderful,” Jesse said in a purr.

When she looked back out the window, she noticed the man that Anthony had lunch with walking down the sidewalk. Her heart leaped. She turned, and Anthony was standing right behind her. Their eyes finally met.

Anthony instantly recognized who she was beneath all the makeup and long hair and fabulous clothes. She was the woman Anthony had turned into a girl, the girl who was once Anthony’s best friend.

Anthony paled.

“What’s wrong, handsome?” Jesse asked in a playful voice.

“It’s... you.”

“Don’t act so surprised. Why don’t you take a seat?”

Jesse was feeling a lot more confident than she had when she boarded that plane to come here. Maybe it was the clothes or the makeup. It could have been the terrified look on Anthony’s face when he realized who that sexy blonde he’d been eyeing really was.

“I... I should get—”

“You’re not going anywhere, Anthony. Sit your ass down!” Jesse had a smile plastered to her face when she said the words, but there was no way Anthony could deny her. He had to sit, so he did.

“That’s better,” Jesse declared. “Would you like some wine? We could split a bottle.”

“I shouldn’t drink. I have a big meeting later.”

“That’s fine. I was only trying to be gracious, but that’s not a trait you possess, is it?”

Anthony swallowed, not knowing how to respond. He never expected to see Jesse again in his life. Not after how he paid her a million dollars to never speak of what’d happened to her again. He had been starting to forget about the entire ordeal, but here she was.

In his face.

In his favorite restaurant.

“How did you find me?”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jesse said. She wasn’t about to get Anthony’s poor assistant in trouble. Anthony was the one she had an issue with, and she would be damned if he thought he could keep sweeping all this under the rug like it never happened.

“It does matter.”

“Why? Because you’re a coward?”

“I’m not a coward. I gave you a million dollars. It’s called a settlement. People take them all the time, and part of the deal was that I would never hear from you again.”

“Admit it, Anthony. If I were any other woman, you would do anything and everything you could to have me. Wouldn’t you?”

Anthony couldn’t deny Jesse’s accusation. She looked so incredibly sexy in that black pantsuit. Anthony just wanted to push off her jacket and pull down her blouse to wrap his lips around her tender nipples, but he couldn’t!

Anthony shook his head, trying to oust the thoughts from his mind, but Jesse smelled as good as she looked, and she was easily one of the sexiest women that Anthony had seen all year. One of those women he’d remember and think about when he was in the middle of an important meeting.

“That’s beside the point,” Anthony said quickly.

“Why? Don’t I look sexy?”

Anthony swallowed, wishing he’d brought over his glass of water, or better yet, wishing he hadn’t come over to Jesse’s table at all. He couldn’t believe she’d found him, but what would he do? Sue her for breaching the contract? He couldn’t do that to his old friend, especially not now that he was she and looked fucking sexy.

“Yeah, but—”

“But nothing,” Jesse said and picked up her glass of wine to take a sip. “You’re going to tell me how this happened, Anthony. No more bullshit. I’m going crazy, which is why I came here. I don’t want anything from you but the truth.”

Anthony shook his head.

“Yes,” Jesse said.

“No,” he said.

“I’m not leaving Los Angeles until you tell me what happened, Anthony. You won’t get to take a break from me until I get some version of the truth. It’s not fair that I don’t even know how this happened.”

“You don’t know how sorry I am that this happened, Jesse, but you’re asking the impossible.”

“I’m only asking for what I deserve.”

Anthony sighed. “Fine, but not here. Meet me at my place in two hours. I’m guessing you already found the address online.”

Jesse smirked and didn’t say a word about it. “Why don’t you leave me to finish my salad? I’ll see you soon.”

“See you then,” Anthony said, shaking his head as he stood from the table. Jesse watched him leave with a smile on her face, and then she popped a big bite of the salad into her mouth, chewing slowly as she tried hard not to laugh.


CHAPTER 11

Jesse pulled up to Anthony’s house in the rental car she’d gotten delivered to the place where she was staying. Her vacation was certainly adding up, but Jesse didn’t care about spending a few thousand here or there. Her house was paid off back home, and when would she ever have the chance to perform a splashy revenge like this again?

Anthony’s house was modest but looked well-kept from what Jesse could tell as she approached the front door, still wearing her black pantsuit. She would have to get some new outfits soon. She didn’t want Anthony to see her repeat the same ones too many times, but maybe she wouldn’t even see him again if he told her the truth.

“Right on time,” Anthony said when he opened the door.

“Let’s make this quick. I just want some answers.”

“Sure,” Anthony said and stepped aside to let Jesse pass through the entrance. “Let’s do that.”

Anthony closed the door behind Jesse as she looked around the foyer. There weren’t many pictures or clues to Anthony’s life, just a simple coat rack with a tiny umbrella holder, even though it hardly ever rained in Los Angeles, but maybe it served as a reminder of his past in the rainy Midwest.

“So, you came all the way out to LA?”

“Don’t sound so disappointed. I thought you would be happy to see me,” Jesse said with a little giggle before flipping her hair and strutting down the hallway to the kitchen. She was feeling a little loose from her two glasses of wine at lunch and ready to hear the truth, even if it was painful, even if it changed the way she looked at Anthony.

She just wanted to know how and why she woke up as a woman after the night at Anthony’s party, and then she could go back to her home and save the rest of her money, except maybe she would come back out West to shop once her investments grew a bit.

“You’re going to hate me when I tell you.”

“That’s for me to decide.”

“How do I know you’re not wearing a wire?” Anthony asked as they stood in the kitchen.

Jesse scoffed. “Really?” She wasn’t even ashamed. She pulled off her jacket, and then she undid the button on the black pants. She pushed them over her hips as she stared at Anthony, daring him to say something. She was about to prove him wrong and make him feel like a fool, and maybe even turn him on a bit along the way.

“Uh, Jesse, you don’t—.”

“Shut up,” she said.

Anthony folded his lips as Jesse stripped down to the black lingerie she was wearing. Anthony’s mouth opened slightly as his dick hardened in his pants. Jesse had a succulent hourglass figure. Her breasts hung on her chest perfectly, and Anthony could see those beautiful pussy lips through her skimpy thong.

“Does it look like I’m wearing a wire?”

“No, it doesn’t. I’m sorry for being so paranoid. You can put your clothes back on,” Anthony said in a rocky voice.

“No, you’re going to take your clothes off too.”

“What?”

“You heard me,” Jesse said with her arms crossed over her chest. She felt so powerful, so in control. Anthony was like a weak little bug in the palm of her hand, and she was more than willing to smash him if he acted out of line. “Pants. Off.”

Anthony swallowed as he reached down for the button on his pants, wishing he hadn’t said a word about her possibly wearing a recording device. Now she was going to see that his dick was rock hard, which was beyond humiliating.

“Come on, Anthony! We don’t have all night!”

Anthony pulled off his shirt first, willing his cock to go down before he had to push down his pants, but it didn’t! He was still hard when he finally built up the courage to push his pants down, and Jesse noticed his rod instantly.

A laugh sputtered from her lips. She quickly reached up to cover her mouth, her eyes widening slightly.

“Oh my gosh! Are you hard?”

“Shut up!” Anthony begged.

“I knew I looked good, but damn, I didn’t know I looked that good.”

“Shut the fuck up, Jesse!”

Jesse narrowed her eyes, wanting to be made, but the way Anthony had said that. It sounded like they were back in Jesse’s old backyard, cutting each other down with bad jokes, but they were older now. More mature. They knew what they wanted and didn’t, and Jesse was positive she felt something simmering between them.

Anthony was hard.

She’d touched herself.

What the hell was happening?

“It’s not a big deal, jeez.”

“You say that,” Anthony said in a low voice.

“Can we just sit down please?”

“I thought you would never ask.”

Anthony led the way to his living room, his manhood finally going down a bit, but it was a few minutes too late. He felt more humiliated than he ever had in his life, but there was nothing he could do except deal with the fact that Jesse had seen his raging boner.

They sat next to each other on the sofa. Anthony didn’t want to have this conversation, but maybe Jesse wouldn’t judge him. Maybe she would find a way in her heart to forgive him. Anthony wasn’t sure, but the secret had been eating him alive as much as it’d been bothering Jesse.

He hated what he’d done to try to get Lisa as his girlfriend. She’d probably gone back to Tamara and forgot all about him! Anthony knew it in his gut, but could he really be upset? If anyone should be pissed, it was Jesse, but did she not wear womanhood well?

Anthony would swear she was enjoying herself, but that didn’t change what he’d done. What he did was unforgiveable.

“So?”

“So,” Anthony said in a breath.

“Are you going to tell me what happened? Why did I wake up like this?”

“You promise you won’t get mad?”

“I can’t promise anything,” Jesse said and crossed her arms over her bosom.

“It’s just... I wish I could change the past. I wish I could take back what I did!”

“Well, you can’t! I’m sorry, Anthony, but unless you know something I don’t, there’s no reversing this!”

“Do you hate it?”

Jesse sighed. She wasn’t about to admit that it felt like her dreams had come true. Not when Anthony should have been on his knees, begging for her forgiveness. Spewing out the truth, but Anthony wasn’t that guy. He would rather lie and evade.

“Just be real with me, Anthony. What happened?”

“It was the wine.”

“The wine?”

Anthony sighed and told Jesse how he’d hired Regis to make a potion for him to get Lisa to fall in love but that it clearly hadn’t worked. Anthony felt like such a fool in hindsight. What was he thinking he could make someone love him by giving them a drink of some weird guy’s potion?

“Wait, you wanted to get with Lisa? But she’s a lesbian.”

“Yeah, I figured that out a bit too late.”

“Why Lisa though? You never told me you had a thing for her. Is that new?”

Anthony shook his head, wishing he would have thought twice before dropping that five grand on a potion he really wasn’t confident would work. The feelings coursing through him were too confusing, and he’d been doing so well at ignoring them the past few months, but now Jesse was in his face, and he just wanted to kiss her.

“I had a major crush on Lisa when we used to hang out all the time.”

“Oh.” Jesse folded her lips.

“What?” Anthony asked.

“Nothing. I thought you knew she was a lesbian back then.”

“Did you?”

Jesse chuckled. “Well, yeah. It wasn’t exactly a big secret.”

“Really?” Anthony screeched. “How did I not know?”

Jesse shrugged. “It’s a mystery. Maybe you were so blinded by your attraction that you couldn’t see what was right in front of you.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

Anthony folded his hands in his lap. He hated that any of this was happening. He should have known Lisa was a lesbian. He might have heard a whisper or two back in the day, but everyone called everybody else gay. It was nothing new. People had even said it about him, but it was actually true with Lisa.

“Wait,” Jesse said after a moment.

“What?”

“Why did this potion work on me and not Lisa?”

Anthony shrugged. “That’s the mystery.”

“Mystery? It turned me into a girl!”

“A girl I find attractive,” Anthony admitted in a whisper.

“You think I’m attractive?” Jesse asked, her voice getting a touch too high for her liking, but what in the world was Anthony saying? Did he want to get with her?

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

“You’re lying,” Jesse said as her cheeks burned red.

“Why would I lie about something as obvious as the sun shining?”

“Stop it,” Jesse said with a smile and shake of the head, suddenly feeling extremely naked in her tiny black lingerie. She’d touched herself thinking about Anthony, and now she had the opportunity to have him. She knew he wouldn’t say no if she made an advance, but that wasn’t how she wanted it.

Jesse was a lady and would be treated as such, so she stood from the couch and walked over to her clothes on the floor, no longer upset or confused. She was horny more than anything, but she was going to make Anthony spend a few hundred on dinner before he even thought about doing anything close to what she had envisioned in her fantasies.

Jesse slipped on her pants and buttoned her blouse, leaving plenty of cleavage for when she put on the jacket. Anthony followed her lead, looking a bit confused, but he still put on his clothes.

“What are we doing?”

“You’re taking me out to dinner as an apology for turning me into a girl.”

“Wait, are you saying I could have saved my million dollars?”

“Absolutely not! That money is mine, baby.”

“I know,” Anthony said solemnly.

“So, what are you waiting for? Do you think I’m driving after everything you’ve done?”

“No! It’s not that! I just can’t believe it. Are you not angry?”

“I don’t know how to feel, but part of me feels like the love potion might have worked, just not in the way you were expecting.”

“It’s weird, but I feel the same,” Anthony said as he stared into Jesse’s eyes, and she couldn’t help but notice how much they sparkled.


CHAPTER 12

They went out to dinner. It was magnificent. They split a bottle of hundred-dollar wine. Ordered some of the most expensive dishes, and Jesse made sure that Anthony left the server a generous tip. It was still early, though, and Jesse wanted to walk off her food, so she made them do a tour of a nearby park.

When she checked her phone, she saw there was a band playing at a bar nearby, so Jesse dragged Anthony there to have another drink. Anthony acted like he didn’t want to go, but Jesse could tell he was having the time of his life. The man couldn’t stop smiling.

When they got their drinks at the bar, they were lucky enough to find an empty booth just as another couple was leaving. Several people gave Jesse dirty looks when she slid into the booth with Anthony, but she didn’t care. She flipped her head and turned her back to the crowd, focusing her attention solely on Anthony.

The band’s music was lovely in the background, but Anthony looked even better than they sounded. Jesse reached out to touch the side of his face, feeling like she was finally free to be with the man of her dreams and be the fabulous woman she’d always secretly wanted to become.

“I used to have a crush on you.”

“Like, before the potion?”

Jesse stared into Anthony’s eyes as she slowly nodded.

“Fuck, I didn’t know.”

“We both were keeping things from the people in our lives,” said Jesse.

Anthony used to wonder what Jesse would look like as a girl when he would catch glimpses of his friend from behind. He always liked keeping his hair long, so it was no surprise to see he had a manbun that day he showed up for the party, but now he had blonde hair that went halfway down his back, and he was no longer a guy.

Anthony had to stop thinking of Jesse as his old friend and accept the woman she’d become and the woman that she could be in his life. Anthony scooted closer to her.

“Are you mad?”

“Why would I be mad, Jesse? If anyone should be upset, it’s you.”

“Most people probably would be, but I’m glad this happened. I’m glad the potion worked out this way,” Jesse gushed.

“Do you mean it?” Anthony asked as he wrapped his hands around hers.

“Yes! Don’t you see me? I feel fucking amazing!”

“You look it,” Anthony said as he let his gaze glide up and down Jesse’s feminine body. She looked so sexy in that black pantsuit, but Anthony was beyond ready to take it off, so he could finally get a taste of her magical womanhood.

“I always wondered what it would be like to be a girl, and I’m so glad I can finally find out. Will you be there to support me?”

“I couldn’t think of anywhere else to go,” said Anthony.

“Are you over the music?”

“If you’re asking whether we should leave, the answer is yes.”

Jesse giggled and leaned over until her head was snuggled up against Anthony’s neck. He wrapped his arm around her, and he smelled so manly and delicious. Jesse could already feel her womanhood warming up for him, but they had to get back to her place!

“We’re staying at my rental tonight.”

“Deal,” he said.


CHAPTER 13

Neither wanted the other to think less of them, but they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. They were kissing the second they stepped into the house Jesse was renting. She’d been fantasizing about this moment and couldn’t believe it was finally coming true.

Anthony’s lips against hers. On her neck. He even sunk to his knees to push his mouth against her pussy through her pants, which made her scream out a little as fluids of desire slid down her thighs.

“I need you,” Anthony said in a rough voice.

“Take me,” she said.

Anthony picked up Jesse and carried her to the bedroom. He kicked open the door and lay her on the bed, stripping naked in under a minute. He was already rock hard and so turned on by his sexy blonde that he worried he would cum before he was ready, but that tiny doubt wouldn’t stop him from claiming the woman before him.

The woman who’d only become a woman because of a love potion that was supposed to bring him his true love.

“Let me help you,” Anthony said in that dark voice as he stood at the edge of the bed. He leaned over Jesse’s gorgeous body to unbutton her pants. He pulled them down her legs, leaving only that tiny black thong.

Then he reached out to unbutton Jesse’s blouse as his dick dangled above her body.

Jesse couldn’t take her eyes off of it. Anthony’s cock was as long and thick as she’d hoped, and she just wanted to wrap her lips around it, but Anthony was still stripping her naked.

He got her down to her bra and thong, and then he took those off too, leaving her completely naked. He spread her thighs with forceful hands and pressed his mouth against her pussy, making her scream out, but damn, did it feel good to have him down there, licking her labia like it was a popsicle.

“Yes! Right there!”

Jesse screamed as Anthony kept licking at her pussy, giving her body a pleasure more intense than any she’d felt. One that eclipsed even the pleasure she got when she rubbed that vibrator against her clit and stuck it deep. Jesse loved that Anthony was the one in control. It made her fucking hot.

She could feel a pool of desire forming beneath her ass. Each flick of Anthony’s tongue made her body jump, but she wouldn’t make him stop. She wanted to enjoy every second of his work.

“Give it to me! Fuck! Fuck!” Jesse’s voice got louder and louder, and she was so close to exploding, but then Anthony lifted his face from her pussy. She screamed as the sensations overtook her body. She felt so frustrated. So close to the edge.

She was paralyzed from her desire to cum when Anthony got to his feet on the bed and put his dick in Jesse’s face. She gasped when he put his fingers into her hair and held it tightly. She barely had time to breathe before he was shoving his manhood all the way to the back of her throat.

Jesse coughed on Anthony’s eight-inch, thick cock.

He didn’t let up, though. Anthony held Jesse’s hair in a tight grip and pulled all the way out to his tip before thrusting his cock back deep. Jesse did what she could to take Anthony’s mouth fucking. It was making her hotter than hot, but she was relieved to catch his breath when he finally pulled out of her.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

“Okay,” Jesse said.

Her legs wobbled as she rolled over and tried to stand on her knees, having to catch herself with her hands, but that was exactly how Anthony wanted her. He went up behind her and spat on his hand, rubbing the saliva all over his cock.

Then he reached between Jesse’s legs and touched her wet, swollen pussy. Her lips were all puffy and ready for his dick, and she couldn’t stop moaning as Anthony played with her pussy.

“Give it to me!” Jesse begged.

Anthony didn’t make her say it a second time. He rubbed his slippery hand that was covered in her juices all over his cock before shoving his tip into her. She screamed out, but she was ready to take him. Her walls quickly adjusted to his size, and then Anthony let her do the work.

Jesse hollered and moaned as she pushed her pussy lips further and further down Anthony’s cock. She gripped the sheets beneath her as Anthony’s manhood stretched her walls much more than the dildo ever did, but she loved it, and she hoped they could fuck just like this over and over again for the rest of their lives.

“Your pussy is so tight and wet. Fuck!”

Anthony took over the fucking, moving his hips slowly, using every inch of his fat cock as he slid in and out of Jesse’s puffy lips. She was on edge, so ready to cum, but she didn’t want to release until her man told her that he was ready. All she could do was scream and moan and take Anthony’s dick.

“Yeah, girl! Take that dick!”

“I love it!” Jesse said in a breath.

Anthony grabbed her hips and picked up speed. She screamed out a little each time he pounded deep, and as hard as Jesse tried, the fucking felt too good to stop herself from cumming. She bent her head back and screamed just as Anthony wrapped a hand around her neck and hollered out too.

They came at the same time.

Anthony grunted and moved his cock more slowly as cum sputtered from his tip, flying deep into Jesse’s hole as her walls tightened and released around his cock, milking every drop from his shaft that it could.

Jesse cursed and fell to the bed when Anthony finally pulled out of her, feeling so hot and spent and not at all worried that Anthony had just deposited a baby into her. She honestly didn’t care if he did. It just felt so right being there by his side.

“Fuck, Jesse. What was that?”

“I’m asking myself the same thing,” Jesse said as she pushed a hand into her hair. Her pussy felt all loose and wet, but for whatever reason, she kind of just wanted Anthony back inside of her.

“Are you going to stay in LA?”

“If you start paying for my rental. It’s expensive!” Jesse laughed as she turned her body to face Anthony.

“Yeah, sure. If that’s what you need, consider it done.”

“My, you must really like me, huh?”

“More than you know,” Anthony said and reached out to touch the side of Jesse’s face.


CHAPTER 14

Six Months Later

Jesse was out in Los Angeles, working on a project in Anthony’s living room. His neighborhood was quiet and close to everything. Jesse truly loved it. Plus, getting to spend all that time with Anthony was great.

She still had her house in the Midwest, but she’d been living with Anthony full time for the past few months. She wasn’t pregnant yet, but they’d decided they wanted to start a family, so they were going at it like bunnies, but sex wasn’t the only thing Jesse had in her life.

Since she could no longer work at the grocery store, she had to find new ways to earn money, so she’d been doing some virtual accounting, but Jesse really wanted to work with clothes.

She had a super part-time job at a retail shop down the street from Anthony’s place. She would work at the boutique more often, but she had sewing classes. Jesse was determined to work in fashion or costume design or something with clothing.

Jesse was currently combining two dresses she’d found at a thrift store to make one fabulous dress, but she dropped all of that when Anthony walked through the door. He had dinner in his hands, and the yummy smells made her stomach rumble.

Jesse got up from where she was sitting and threw her arms around Anthony, giving him a big kiss.

“How was work?” she asked.

“It was great, but I missed you all day.”

“I missed you too.”

“I got some dinner and those tests you asked for.”

Jesse gasped and ripped the bag from Anthony’s hand. She ran with the pregnancy test to the bathroom and concentrated as hard as she could to pee enough to make the test work. She placed the test on the counter and washed her hands, hoping, praying, that this would be the time.

Anthony entered the bathroom and put his arm over Jesse’s shoulder. “No matter what happens, I’m happy just being with you.”

“Me too,” Jesse said softly as she wrapped her hand around his waist, hoping this was the time.

Then that plus sign appeared.

They both screamed and hugged and kissed, overjoyed that it had finally happened. They eventually calmed down, though, and ate dinner like it was any other day, excited about what they had already built together and what was to come.
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