
        
            
                
            
        

    



	GOING THROUGH CHANGES

	Synopsis:

	Kenny is having a bad year and he doesn’t think it can get any worse—and then his parents pass away. Suddenly, he finds himself living on the other side of the country with Fey, an aunt that he only met once when he was very little. She’s a bit of a hippy, living alone in the middle of nowhere, with no Internet or cell service.

	Life isn’t much better with Aunt Fey, at least at first. But it’s only a few weeks before Kenny starts to notice strange changes to his body. His hips are widening, his skin is softening, and a pair of subtle lumps are starting to form on his chest. If he didn’t know any better, he would think that he’s going through some sort of female puberty! But even that doesn’t really explain his sudden desire to try on the cute outfits he finds around Aunt Fey’s house.

	 


Chapter 1:

	I wasn’t having my best year. In fact, I think it’s safe to say that I was having my worst year.

	It was my last year of high school and it certainly started off terribly. I showed up for my first day of class and saw all of my friends for the first time since June. They were all three inches taller and probably thirty pounds heavier. They’d spent the summer in the gym packing on muscle, hoping it would help them with the ladies in their last year of school. I would have done the same, but my family dragged me across the country for a family reunion, and then my dad made me get a job flipping burgers. And unlike my friends, I didn’t get a growth spurt. It didn’t help that I was already a few inches shorter than all of the guys in my grade. Now I was shorter than most of the girls, too.

	But I decided I wouldn’t let it get to me. I did my best to embrace my smallness. I was even planning on dressing up like leprechaun for St. Patrick’s Day.

	My friends suddenly didn’t want to hang out with me. They all made the school’s sports teams. I tried out for a few but got cut almost immediately. So I tried to find new friends. I joined the chess club and the drama club, but even those guys didn’t want to hang out with me because I sucked at acting and I sucked at chess. So I ended up as the chess team’s referee and the drama club’s lighting guy. There were only two lights, so it was an easy gig.

	My year continued to go downhill. My parents didn’t have a ton of money, so they urged me to keep working my burger-flipping job. So I would leave school as soon as the bell rang and then I would work until about eight at night. All of that money went to my parents. It wasn’t until around Christmas that I realized they were spending it all on drugs, and I only found out when the coroner told me the cause of death. “They both died of a fentanyl overdose,” he said as I sat in the hallway and cried. I had to admit: they did a pretty good job of hiding their drug addiction until they died.

	I ended up moving in with one of my teachers, because none of my old friends offered to take me in, and I was too afraid to ask. I slept on a pullout couch for the next two months as my grades slipped. I was surprised to find out that the school’s teachers weren’t willing to be lenient with my grades. They still expected me to show up for all of my tests, though studying was terribly difficult when the only thing on my mind was the fact that I was technically an orphan. “If you don’t get your grades up, you’re going to have to come back next year to redo your classes,” my teacher said to me. My stomach turned. I still couldn’t believe that they weren’t cutting me a break.

	So I think it’s safe to say that I was having the worst year of my life. I was excited when the calendar turned over to 2019, hoping it would be the end of my troubles. But my troubles were just getting started.

	I came home from school one afternoon and saw my aunt in the kitchen with the teacher who was putting me up. She rose to her feet and smiled when she saw me. “Kenny—so nice to see you. It seems like it’s been so long.” And it had been a long time—over ten years. I couldn’t even remember her name at first. It was a few minutes before I remembered that she was Aunt Fey.

	“Your Aunt Fey is going to be taking you home today. She’ll be your new legal guardian.”

	“But I thought you lived way over on Vancouver Island,” I said.

	“I do. That’s where we’re going,” she said with a big smile, as if that was something I was supposed to be excited about. I nearly cried in front of her, and then it occurred to me that a change of scenery might be a good thing. It’s not like I had any real friends in Toronto anyway. So I got into Aunt Fey’s car, where my suitcase was already sitting, and then we started the long eight-day drive towards the West Coast. It was a silent drive for the most part. She tried holding conversation with me at first, but then she gave up when she realized we had absolutely nothing in common. “You’ll like The Island,” she would say a few times a day, as if she was trying to convince herself more than she was trying to convince me.

	We slept in motels along the way. They were the cheapest motels Aunt Fey could find, all infested with bikers, truckers, and bugs. Aunt Fey would wear the same clothes day after day, as if she only brought the one outfit. And that’s about all I knew about her: that she was a hippy back in the day. It’s the only thing my mom ever told me about Aunt Fey. “She ran away from home when I was ten,” my mom told me. “To go live on a commune. She was just sixteen. It was ten years before we saw her again. She came to live with us after the cops raided her commune. Apparently it was actually a cult or something. Fey’s always been a bit weird like that though.”

	We were on the ferry, leaving Vancouver, when I finally asked Aunt Fey. “Is it true that you were in a cult?” I was worried that I was being taken to that same cult now.

	She laughed. “That depends on what you call a cult,” she said. And I took that to mean ‘yes’. “You’re going to like The Island,” she said again, as if I would believe her this time. I already hated the damp air. My clothes felt wet, even though I hadn’t gone near water. My back was terribly sore from sleeping on crappy motel beds. I hoped that my bed in her place would be nicer than the motel beds.

	“So where do you even live on The Island? Nanaimo? Victoria?”

	“Somewhere in the middle,” she said with a little smile. And it was true. We had to drive for another two hours after the ferry to get to her little house on the west coast of the island. It was a very small house, with just two small bedrooms and a living room with a small kitchenette. One side of her property was heavily wooded and the other side was a surprisingly pretty ocean view. “This is it—your new home,” she said. My room was small—hardly big enough to fit the twin sized bed that was stuffed into it. I wondered how she got that bed through the shockingly narrow doorway.

	Every single floorboard in the house creaked. There was nowhere in the house where a draught couldn’t be felt. I pulled out my phone and saw that I had no reception. “Is there a landline?” I asked.

	“No landline. The nearest reception is half an hour away. There’s no Internet, but with all this nature, you don’t need the Internet.”

	I had one hobby: playing video games. The only real friends I had were people I’d met playing League of Legends. I’d never met them in person, but we would talk on Discord, sometimes for hours, even when we weren’t playing the game. Now, I had no way of communicating with them. “Where will I go to school?”

	“It’s a three kilometre hike to the highway. There’s a bus that will pick you up, and then it’s an hour ride to school. Don’t worry—I got all of that figured out for you.”

	My stomach turned. “A three kilometre hike and then an hour bus ride? I have to do that twice a day? Are you nuts?”

	“The fresh air will be good for you,” she said with her warm smile, which was starting to feel a bit condescending.

	But I was still hopeful that life would turn around for me in British Columbia. I went to my first day of school excited to meet the people who would be my new friends. But none of the guys wanted to hang out with me. It was too late into the year—pointless to take on a new friend, with just five months left before graduation.

	I was shocked when a few girls approached me and asked if I wanted to hang out with them. I was willing to take anything I could get, so I spent most of lunchtime with them, until one of the girls said, “It’s so cool that we have a gay guy in our school now.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach the moment I realized she was talking about me. Apparently the rumour had already been spread around the whole school—in just a matter of hours. Everyone thought that I was gay.

	“I’m not gay,” I said. “I like girls. I’ll even prove it right now if you want to go find an empty classroom with me.”

	She gasped with disgust, and then I was asked to leave the table. I’m not sure why I said it. Maybe I was just finally fed up with being pushed around. I was tired of having nowhere to fit in, and ready to just accept that I would probably spent the rest of the school year alone.

	The bullying continued over the next couple of days. Someone spray-painted ‘FAGGOT’ on my locker, and then a few kids jumped me as I was leaving school. They gave me a black eye. So the next day, I decided not to go to school. I hiked out to the bus stop and then I stood and watched as the bus went by. Then I started walking in the other direction, towards the small town where I hoped to get a bit of Internet, so I could get onto Discord and connect with my gamer friends.

	I wasn’t just skipping the day, I was dropping out. I was done with trying. Maybe I could do online courses in a few years, if there was even a course I wanted to take in college. But until my body started developing like the other guys’, I wasn’t going anywhere near school. And I was starting to think that was never going to happen. The body I had was the body that I would be stuck with forever.

	At least that’s what I thought…

	 


Chapter 2

	Aunt Fey didn’t work. She was living her life comfortably, though I couldn’t figure out how. “What did you used to do for work?” I asked her one afternoon.

	“I’ve never had a conventional job in my life,” she said as if it was something she was proud of.

	“So you were a hooker,” I said.

	She laughed. “No. I’ve never done that.”

	“Then how did you buy this place?”

	“It wasn’t expensive. Fifteen years ago, when I bought it, it was only about sixty grand. I had the mortgage paid off in about six years. Now I just pay the taxes.”

	“So how do you get money for the taxes? And what about food and your heating bill? And the gas you put into your car. You must have spent four hundred bucks on gas going to Ontario and back to get me.”

	“I do a bit of consulting from time to time,” she said. And it was obvious she wasn’t going to tell me how she made a living, so I could only assume that she was secretly an occasional prostitute. She was a pretty lady, in her fifties but still fit and tight, with long blonde hair and big eyes. She had a sort of erotic confidence in her demeanour—the same kind of confidence I imagined a high-class escort would have. And she was always going into town for a few hours, coming home with no groceries.

	I didn’t bother asking what kind of consulting she was doing, because I knew I wouldn’t believe her answer.

	“So how is school going?” she asked. I was surprised that she hadn’t heard that I hadn’t been showing up. Then again, she didn’t have a phone, so I suppose the school had no way of contacting her. All she could do was take my word when I said, “It’s going fine.”

	“Have you met any girls you like?” she asked. I thought it was a strange and forward follow up question.

	“BC girls really aren’t my type,” I said.

	She laughed. “BC girls are the best girls in the world. You should give them a try.”

	“They’re kind of mean,” I said. “I didn’t come here to find a girlfriend. I just want to finish school so I can go back to Toronto.”

	“Just give it time. You’ll warm up to things here.” And she had a big smirk on her face, as if she just told a joke that flew right over my head. “I have to run into town. Do you need anything while I’m out?”

	“No,” I said. I was happy that she was going, so that I could be alone for a while. I hadn’t masturbated in over a week, which I’m pretty sure was a world record as far as eighteen-year-old boys goes. I waited until I couldn’t hear the rumble of her engine before I rushed over to the bathroom and got undressed. I started rubbing my cock, getting it hard, but something was missing. I was used to jerking off to porn. Had I known that Aunt Fey didn’t have Internet, I would have made a point of downloading some porn movies to my computer—so I didn’t have anything. But I couldn’t help but wonder if she had something.

	She was a free-spirited chick. Surely there was something in that house that could make my masturbation session a little bit better. I snuck into her room and started exploring her drawers. I wasn’t surprised when I found a whole drawer filled with lacy lingerie. I dug through the lingerie, hoping to find anything—a magazine, a DVD, or even just a pack of naughty playing cards. But there was nothing. So I kept searching.

	In her nightstand, I found a long purple dildo. I shuddered at the sight of it, knowing that it had been in my aunt’s snatch. I carefully nudged it aside so I could look deeper in the drawer. Underneath I found more lingerie and a few more little sex toys. I was becoming increasingly positive that my aunt was a prostitute. Hell, she was probably out with a client now.

	I found what I was looking for: a book of sex poses. The same couple acted out all of the poses on each page. The resolution was good and the woman in the pictures was sexy. And the guy had a big, thick cock, which was a nice touch. It was the ‘tit job’ page that ended up doing the trick for me. I aimed my cock to the side as I quickly jerked myself, so that I would get any of my goo on the pages. It only took about forty seconds to get off, and a minute later, I had the book back in its place in that nightstand. I felt a bit better, but I was still dreading the next five months that I was stuck living with my aunt.

	It was only an hour later when I decided to jerk off again. I had nothing else to do, even though it was a nice day out. I couldn’t figure out what Aunt Fey was expecting me to do when she said, “Go out and enjoy nature.” What was there to enjoy? You’ve climbed one tree; you’ve climbed them all. I had to hike twice a day every weekday, so I wasn’t about to leave the house to go for a pointless hike, and I wasn’t big into swimming—and even if I was, I had to walk an hour to get to the nearest swimming-safe area, seeing as the waves were too aggressive near Aunt Fey’s waterfront house. So there was really only one thing to do to pass the time: jerk off.

	Though I did spend some time searching through the house, digging through Aunt Fey’s closet, hoping to find something to pass the time. I was even willing to play a board game by myself like a complete lunatic—but she didn’t even have any board games. She just had clothes—lots and lots of clothes, and lots and lots of makeup and lotions and creams.

	So what did she do to pass the time, aside from seeing ‘consulting’ clients from time to time? There weren’t even books around to read. The only books in the house were my school textbooks, which I was almost bored enough to read.

	Aunt Fey still wasn’t home when the sun went down that evening. My boredom was beginning to reach new levels. It was Sunday, which meant I had to get up early in the morning so that I could pretend to go to school. But a part of me was legitimately considering going to school, just so that I would have something to do. I wanted the homework to pass the time. Maybe I could just avoid interacting with everyone except for my teachers. I could slip in late and leave early. Or I could just bum around town, trying to avoid being seen by Aunt Fey. I couldn’t decide which option sounded less boring.

	 


Chapter 3

	There was one positive about living with Aunt Fey: she was always up early, and she always made me breakfast. And it wasn’t like the breakfast that my mom would make me, before she started using drugs. Aunt Fey didn’t just whip up a bowl of stale cereal. She made eggs and bacon and toast. Sometimes she made waffles or pancakes or French toast. Sometimes there was fruit salad, and there was always fresh coffee and biscuits.

	I always looked forward to her coffee. It was the best coffee I’d ever had in my life. It wasn’t too strong and it was rich in flavour—never burnt, never cold. Sometimes I would have three or four cups before heading off to school—or heading off to pretend school. That Monday morning I took a thermos with me as I made my long hike towards the small town.

	There was a little café in town that had a working Internet connection. It wasn’t a great connection—not good enough to play League of Legends, but it was good enough that I could text chat with my friends on Discord. Though all of my Discord friends were in school, so all I could do was send them messages and then I would have to wait until the next day before I got a reply, so our conversations were slow. They all missed me in the game. “We don’t win as much without you,” one of my friends said. It was sad to hear, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it.

	I was sitting in that café when a guy walked in and ordered a coffee at the counter. I found myself staring at him curiously. He was a few years older than me, with an even stubble beard on his cheeks and chin. As he reached to grab his black coffee, I noticed his arms were thick and muscular. I could even see the veins in his arms.

	Then I noticed he was staring at me with a lowered brow. I looked away quickly, my heart pounding. I couldn’t figure out why I was staring at him in the first place—and I really couldn’t figure out why my heart was pounding. After a minute, I didn’t think much of it. Then another strange thing happened.

	A pretty woman took a seat at a table next to me. She was a few years older than me and way out of my league, but she still looked up at me and smiled. I returned the smile, even though I usually darted my eyes away from any woman who looked my way. Then, as she looked down at the book in her hands, my gaze wandered down to her feet. She was wearing a pair of black open-toed heels. Her toenails were painted red and looked super cute. But it was the heels that had me strangely mesmerized. I was taking note of their shape, how they framed her foot. They made her legs look somehow longer and smoother. I loved the way they kept her toes pointed, as if she was a foot model. But the heel part seemed so thin—how did it not snap underneath her weight? She was only one hundred and ten pounds at most, but I couldn’t image that thin heel holding more than thirty pounds.

	She was looking at me again. This time I darted my gaze away, my heart stuttering. I felt like I’d been caught staring down her top, even though I’d only been staring at her feet. Since when did I care about women’s shoes? Why did I find those feet so mesmerizing?

	I didn’t think much of it. I hadn’t slept much that night, so I figured I was just seeing the symptoms of lack of sleep. I’d probably just zoned out, and my gaze just happened to be on that man and subsequently those heels as I zoned out. It wasn’t something to think too hard about.

	When I got home, Aunt Fey was gone, along with her car. There was a note on the little kitchen table. “I’ll be out until late. There’s dinner in the fridge—you just need to heat it up.” I looked in the fridge and saw the impressive casserole. But it wasn’t dinnertime yet. I still had a few hours to kill, and then I would have a few hours to kill once dinner was over. So once again, I found myself with nothing to do. So I got undressed and I fetched that book from Aunt Fey’s nightstand.

	I flipped through the pages until I found a page that made my heart stutter. And that page surprised me. It was the ‘wraparound handjob’ page, with a picture of the naked man’s front and the woman standing behind him, with his big cock in her hand. I don’t know why I found the image so arousing—there was hardly even a girl in the picture, unless you count the sliver of her face over his shoulder, or her hand. But the image got me hard. I stared at that massive cock while I jerked myself off. I imagined those pretty fingers sliding up and down, covered in shining lubricant. I imagined the tip of his cock getting redder and redder until it finally erupted cum into the air. Then my own cock erupted cum into the air.

	And a cold tingling washed over me. Did I just jerk off to a picture of a dude? Was I thinking about the guy as I stroked cum out the tip of my penis? What was wrong with me? Can lack of sleep make a person temporarily gay? I took a long shower and tried to forget about what I’d done. I worked hard to convince myself that I had really gotten off to the image of the girl lingering over the man’s shoulder. She did have an especially sexy expression in that shot—so maybe it was true. Maybe I wasn’t suddenly turning gay.

	I heated up some dinner and then went straight to bed, hoping my female lust would return to me in the morning. I was already looking to my first steaming cup of Aunt Fey’s delicious coffee.

	 


Chapter 4

	I had a few strange moments throughout the next couple of weeks, finding myself zoned out while staring at men, women’s shoes, women’s clothes, and even a little bottle of white nail polish on a drug store shelf—I was shocked when I got home that evening and found that little bottle of nail polish in my pocket. I remembered grabbing it and slipping it into my pocket—but I thought that was just a daydream and not reality. What was I going to do with a bottle of white nail polish?

	It occurred to me one afternoon, while I sat in my usual café corner drinking from the thermos I snuck in under my coat, that these strange mental symptoms I was suffering were likely due to the death of my parents. I still hadn’t gone through a real grieving stage. Maybe I was still in denial. Maybe my brain was having some strange overload while trying to cope with the trauma of losing both of my parents in the same day. But did that really explain my sudden fixation with high heels?

	Aunt Fey had lots of high heels—a whole closet full. Her little house wouldn’t have been so small if it wasn’t filled with closets. All of those closets could have easily combined to make a couple of bedrooms—or at least a sizeable second bathroom. Aunt Fey designed the house herself, and that was no surprise. It was completely non-functional and it would be impossible to sell. It catered only to her own needs, and apparently her only need was the need to store lots of dresses, shoes, and lingerie. Even her single bathroom was mostly just cupboards and drawers filled with makeup. She had a wardrobe like Paris Hilton. If she wanted to be a socialite so badly, why did she live so far from the city? Surely that was a pain in the ass, driving all the way to town every time she wanted to show off her expensive wardrobe…

	Though I never saw her getting dolled up. She only ever wore a little bit of makeup, and after living with her for six weeks, I never saw her put on one of her hundred dresses even once. So what was the point? Was she just a hoarder of fancy clothes?

	I was jerking off in the bathroom with that same book of sex positions when I heard gravel crunching under heavy tires. I quickly closed the book and pulled up my pants. I peeked out the bathroom window and saw an unfamiliar red SUV. I hid the book under the sink and carefully approached the door. Aunt Fey didn’t have a peephole on her door, probably because she never had any guests. There wasn’t even a window facing out at the doorstep, so I couldn’t see who was coming up to the door.

	There was a knock. My cock was still half-erect, bulging out from my pants. I reached down and stuffed it up into my waistband, tugging down my shirt to make sure it covered my reddened tip. Then I took a deep breath and managed to answer the door before the second knock.

	I recognized the man on the doorstep, but it took me a moment to realize how I recognized him. He was the gym teacher at the local high school—the one I was supposed to be attending. “Kenny,” he said without even a friendly smile.

	“What’s up?” I said.

	“You’ve missed twenty straight gym classes. Half of your gym grade is based on attendance. I don’t want to have to fail you so tell me: what’s going on?”

	“I’ve been sick,” I said. I faked a cough. “The doctors still don’t know what’s wrong with me. I might even be contagious.” I coughed again.

	“Cut it out,” he said. “Have you been going to school at all?”

	I felt a cold breeze. The cold breezes on the Island felt especially cold because of the humidity from the ocean. I still wasn’t used to that piercing dampness, even though it was technically much warmer than the weather in Toronto. “Sometimes,” I said.

	“Sometimes? Like when?” he asked.

	I shrugged my shoulders.

	“If you’re thinking of dropping out, I can tell you right now: that’s a bad idea. You’ll regret it for the rest of your life. If you think school’s bad, just wait until you have to flip burgers for forty years, with some eighteen year old manager screaming in your ear that you aren’t doing it fast enough.”

	I looked down and saw that he was still wearing his little gym shorts, which were so tight that the bulge of his package was apparent. It seemed highly inappropriate, seeing as he taught mostly children. I looked away quickly. “I don’t fit in there. I’ll retake the courses online. It’s not a big deal,” I said.

	He laughed and shook his head. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to get your GED online? You’ve got six courses—that could cost you thousands of dollars and take you years, assuming you’re capable of teaching yourself all the material. There’s a reason we have schools with teachers who spend years in college. It’s not meant to be something you can just figure out on the Internet.”

	“Whatever. I can do what I want,” I said, feeling like I was being attacked. I wanted him to go away. I didn’t want to be reminded that I was going to fail. He was looking at me as if I didn’t know how horrible flipping burgers was—he had no idea that I’d already done it for months. I knew how awful it was. I knew what it was like to have some pimply-faced manager screaming in my ear. I hated it. I was glad to be away from it.

	And maybe he had a point. Maybe I didn’t want to do that for the rest of my life. Maybe it would be nice to have some other options. But what could I do? I couldn’t just show up for school and have everyone mocking me.

	He was staring into my eyes, as if he was trying to figure out my hand in a game of poker. “What’s wrong, son?” he said. “The kids pick on you?”

	My heart fluttered. “So what if they do?” I said.

	“I was picked on in high school too. It sucked. But look—I’m going to give you a secret—a little trick that will make you immune for the rest of the school year. It might not win you any friends, but it will keep the bullies far, far away from you. Come back to school and go to the receptionist in the office. Tell her that you’re coming out as gay, or bi, or trans, or whatever the kids are doing these days. The school has a zero tolerance policy on homophobia. If someone even looks at you the wrong way, even outside of school, they could face expulsion. It’s an immunity I wish I had back in high school.”

	“You’re gay?” I asked.

	He shook his head quickly. “No, of course not. I’m married with kids. But I would have lied for the immunity. Just come back to school and finish your courses. You’ll be glad that you did.” He turned around and started heading for his car, leaving me standing in the doorway with a fluttering heart.

	It wasn’t a bad idea. I didn’t know anyone in the school and I didn’t care if they gossiped about me behind my back because they would never see me again or even hear from me once I was back in Toronto—which would hopefully be in just a few months. Maybe I would go back to flipping burgers, but at least with my diploma I could quickly be promoted to manager. At least it wouldn’t seem like I was at a dead-end, even if I didn’t know what I wanted to do.

	I didn’t go back to school the next day, but I thought about it. I found myself toying with the idea of going back. Maybe I could come up with a new name. I wondered if anyone would remember me from the short period of time that I was there almost two months before. If I told the receptionist that I was gay, I could also tell her that I was going by Kyle now, or Roger—anything but Kenny, so that my name wouldn’t be forever tied to the new gay kid at the school.

	But I wasn’t gay. The thought of coming out as gay made my heart ache. I didn’t want people thinking I was gay, even though I knew they couldn’t make fun of me to my face. Though maybe people would just be nicer to me if they thought I was gay. Those girls invited me to eat lunch with them strictly because they thought that I was a homosexual. I could put on a pair of fake glasses and wear a baseball cap to school every day. I could sit in the far back corner and get by with the minimum amount of work. I didn’t exist to anyone in that school now, and I would cease to exist in a few months, after graduation. So what did I have to lose? I could do anything—be anyone.

	I felt a warmth glowing in my chest. I could be anyone. Why was that thought so appealing? Why did that get me so excited? For the next few months, I could live without social repercussions. I was essentially leasing a temporary identity that I could do anything with—like a rental car that wasn’t rented under my own name. I could crash it as much as I wanted, as long as I didn’t hurt myself too badly.

	I was sitting in the café, sipping from my thermos, trying to think of a name, when a woman walked in. She was wearing a short white dress, with little frilly cuffs that sat gracefully on her upper arms. She had beautiful curly hair and bright, stunning eyes. I loved the way she had her makeup done, with long flicks of eyeliner and a bit of pink blush on her cheekbones. And her shoes were to die for: white, to match her dress, with little gold buckles on the many little straps. The woman was exactly what I wished I could be. Right down to the small details, she was dressed how I would have dressed if I were a woman.

	A cold dread suddenly filled my gut. I looked away and shook my head. What the hell kind of thoughts were running through my mind? Why was I admiring a woman’s wardrobe and wishing I were her? Since when did I want to be a woman? Since when did I have deranged thoughts like that?

	I took my thermos and started my long hike home. Now I needed the fresh air, and I needed to be far, far away from that pretty woman. I didn’t like what she was doing to my brain. I didn’t like that I was slowly losing control over my own thoughts.

	 


Chapter 5

	It was that same afternoon when I noticed my breasts for the first time.

	I was getting undressed to get into the shower when I caught my reflection in the mirror and saw that my flat boyish chest was no longer flat. I had two subtle lumps, which jiggled slightly when I hopped up and down. At first I assumed they were man-boobs—from Aunt Fey’s butter-rich cooking—but I didn’t have fat anywhere else on my body. And my nipples seemed to be larger and perkier. I cupped my subtle lumps. They were soft. I’d never felt a woman’s breasts before, but I imagined they felt something like this.

	A nausea began to swirl in my gut. I let go and shook my head quickly. “They’re just man-boobs,” I said to myself. And that’s probably all they were.

	Though when I got out of the shower and went to put on a pair of shorts instead of the jeans I’d been wearing all week, I noticed something different: my hips were suddenly wider. I could hardly squeeze into my shorts, and once I had them on my body, they looked strange: stretched out at the hips, making them look baggy around my thighs. They were unflattering, even though they’d been my go-to shorts for two years.

	I took them off and then stood in front of the mirror, completely naked. I couldn’t help but notice that my ball sack was smaller, and my cock was a bit smaller as well. I reached down and cupped my whole package. It fit neatly into the palm of a single hand. Had I always been able to do that? Was my body going through changes? For years I’d been expecting a growth spurt, but this was the opposite of what I thought that I would get. I thought I would get taller. I thought my cock would grow an extra inch or two. I thought my shoulders would get wider—not my hips!

	My heart was suddenly racing. What if there was something wrong? What if my body was producing the wrong hormones? What if I was actually born with both girl and boy parts, and my parents never told me? I saw that on an episode of Grey’s Anatomy—some girl finds out that she was actually a boy. Apparently it’s a real thing and happens all the time. Maybe that would explain some of the strange things I’d been noticing lately. Maybe that would explain the smaller frame I’d always had.

	I didn’t go to school the next day. Instead, I walked to town, sipping my coffee from my thermos, and then I walked back to the house. I didn’t even go into the café. It was a long, pointless walk, and I only made the walk because I was hoping that the fresh air would force some of the strange thoughts and urges out from my head. But the thoughts and urges were still there when I got back to the house. Aunt Fey was gone, out for the day as she usually was. So I decided to try on some of her clothes.

	But before getting dressed up, I got into the shower and shaved my legs and crotch and armpits. I knew I would look stupid in all of those skirts and dresses if I had hair all over my legs and armpits. As for the crotch—I was just curious to see how I would look clean-shaven. I kind of liked the look.

	I started my dress up session with a pink satin dress. It was soft and light and I could hardly feel it on my body. I liked the way it made my bum look, especially once I had my feet stuffed into a pair of black strappy heels. The heels fit surprisingly well. Apparently Aunt Fey and I had roughly the same sized feet.

	I did a few walks around the house, feeling the light dress dancing on my skin. I could even feel my soft chest lumps bouncing up and down with each heeled step. When I was getting changed into my second dress, I took a moment to check the lumps out in the mirror. Maybe I was going crazy, but they looked even bigger today, as if they’d grown a few ounces overnight. Is that even possible?

	The second dress was a blue floral dress. It extended down to my calves in the back but only my thighs in the front. I loved the way it swayed when I spun from side to side. And I really loved the way the deep cut down the chest made it look like I had real cleavage. The fabric was so soft that my nipples were obvious bulges. I ran my fingers through my hair, wishing my hair were long, so I could curl it and feel it cascading down my shoulders.

	With the blue dress, I wore a pair of brown heels, which were a bit beachy, with braided straps. They were comfortable and easy to walk in. I set up my phone on a table to take a few pictures as I made a few poses. Then, as I admired the photos of myself, my stomach turned. I was looking at pictures of myself wearing women’s clothing and women’s high heels. My legs were shining, hairless—and worst of all: I actually kind of looked like a chick in the pictures, even with my short hair and makeup-free face.

	I quickly deleted the pictures and got undressed. “What the hell are you doing?” I said aloud many times as I got Aunt Fey’s room back to the way I found it. I looked at the time and realized I’d been playing dress up for nearly three hours already. Maybe I really was losing my mind. But even if I was losing my mind, that didn’t explain the wide hips and the sudden existence of breasts on my chest—if that was what they were.

	I was a man—I’d always been a man, even if I’d never been good at manly things like sports or cars or construction. I was still a guy. I couldn’t let this sissy crap take over my life.

	Though now I was starting to toy with the idea of going to school as a girl in my head. Would everyone make fun of me? Maybe behind closed doors, but not to my face. Like the gym teacher said: I would be immune if I showed up as a transgender. And then I could spend the next few months dolled up, trying out different makeup styles and wearing different outfits. Maybe those girls would even accept me as a friend, the way they did when they thought that I was gay. Maybe, for the first time in a long time, I could have some friends. The idea brought a smile to my face, but it also brought a churning dread into my gut.

	I was actually considering the preposterous idea—or was it an amazing idea? My heart was pounding and I found myself looking once again inside of Aunt Fey’s large closet. I found a plaid skirt and a cute grey sweater. The outfit went perfectly with a tiny pair of black flats. It was the perfect schoolgirl outfit—sure to get the attention of at least a few boys.

	My heart stuttered again. Why did I care about getting the attention of boys? Why wasn’t I rejecting this idea like it was some terminal disease? Why did I feel so strangely excited? Maybe because I knew no one knew me. I could make up a new name and then cease to exist five minutes after graduation. As I looked into that closet, I was looking at complete freedom: a life I could do whatever I wanted with, with no repercussions. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible idea after all.

	 


Chapter 6

	I didn’t go to school the next day—I still had a few things left to get ready. For starters, I didn’t know how to do my makeup. I had access to a lifetime supply in Aunt Fey’s cupboards and drawers, but I had no idea what any of it was for. And then there was the issue of my hair. Sure, my hair was starting to get shaggy, but it wasn’t feminine. I was going to need a wig.

	So I took off for town when Aunt Fey thought I was taking off for school, which was my usual routine. I got to town earlier than usual—apparently I was moving quickly as the excitement tingled through my body. I started my trip at the café, getting my seat in the far back corner. The Internet was slow, but it was good enough to get a few YouTube makeup tutorials loaded up. Once the videos were buffered and good to go, I made my way down to the town’s main strip. I was hoping to find a wig store that was willing to cut me a deal, seeing as I only had forty bucks to my name. But I couldn’t find any wig stores. I guess those aren’t really a thing in small towns.

	But I did find a clothing store with a number of mannequins in the front window. One of them had a long, straight strawberry blonde wig. The mannequin reminded me a bit of Taylor Swift, whom I always thought was sexy. So I made that plastic humanoid my target. I casually strolled into the store. It was all women’s clothing, so I quickly felt out of place. The cashier was a young woman with her focus down at her phone. “If you need a hand with anything, just ask,” she said without looking up.

	I had to move quickly—but not too quickly. I couldn’t draw any suspicion. I moved towards that window and looked back at the cashier. She was still staring down at her phone. I stepped up onto the windowsill. The mannequin’s pretty hair was within reach. Looked back at the cashier again. Then, I quickly reached my hand out and snatched that hair. It slipped easily off of her head. I stuffed it inside of my coat and then looked back again. She was still surfing the net on her phone.

	I walked towards the counter. “Do you sell hiking boots? My girlfriend asked me to pick her up a pair while I was in town.”

	She looked up at me slowly. “Hiking boots?” she said. “No—we don’t sell those.”

	“Okay. Thanks for your time,” I said. And then I got out of that store quickly, jogging down the street before she realized that mannequin was missing its hairdo.

	I ended up running home, cutting the hour and a half hike down to just thirty minutes. I was exhausted when I ran through Aunt Fey’s front door, but I was too excited to take a break to catch my breath. I went straight to Aunt Fey’s room, fetched that schoolgirl outfit, and then I went into the bathroom and started getting undressed. I pulled on that white blouse and then I buttoned up that plaid skirt. I pulled a pair of white stockings up my legs and then I carefully buckled up all of the little straps of those black flats. Next, the wig went into my head. It was a surprisingly snug fit. The bangs hung perfectly over my eyebrows. The colour of the hair wasn’t too different from my natural hair, so it blended nicely with the bit of hair on my sideburns. I shook my head from side to side, watching the hair dance, teasing my shoulders just the way I wanted it to.

	I hated that I had three hours of makeup tutorials lined up. I wished they were quicker, so I could get to doing my makeup sooner. I wanted to see the finished product badly, but I knew I had to be patient. Still, I followed along with the tutorials, drawing on eyeliner along with the instructors, and then brushing blush onto my cheeks. I could see the look quickly coming together, and with a bit of instruction and guidance, it was an easy look to pull off. I especially liked the red lipstick, which made my lips look plump and kissable.

	I did a little spin in front of the mirror, and then I caught myself smiling. Maybe I shouldn’t have been smiling, knowing that I was cross-dressing and getting myself ready to potentially humiliate myself in front of hundreds of people my own age—but I couldn’t help but feel excited over how pretty I looked. I’d never looked pretty before. I’d never even looked handsome. My whole life, I’d always felt average at best. I’d always felt underwhelming and invisible. But now I felt strangely confident. I knew that I would steal the attention of a few guys before word got around that I was really a guy—if word even did get around.

	Maybe I could get through the next few months without anyone realizing my reality. Maybe I would fit in perfectly and have everyone fooled. Hell, maybe I would even like it. Maybe this new feminine guise could be my new me.

	A cold shudder ran through my body. Now my mind was getting carried away. I was once again having thoughts that didn’t belong in my head. I was just doing this so that I could pass school without being bullied. I just wanted to avoid a lifetime of flipping burgers—and that’s it. Once I had my diploma in my hands, I would be going right back to being Kenny—where I belonged—back in Toronto. Maybe I would even get that growth-spurt I’d been waiting for by then.

	I got myself washed up before the sun started to set. I didn’t want Aunt Fey to see me all dolled up in her clothes and makeup. I kept that schoolgirl outfit stashed under my bed, in my schoolbag. I still wasn’t sure how I was going to get changed in the morning if Aunt Fey was there. I could get my outfit on in the woods on my way to the bus stop—but what about my makeup? Would I have to bring along a mirror and all of the supplies, and hope that Aunt Fey didn’t notice anything missing?

	Before she got home that evening, I found a little makeup mirror, so I stashed that in my bag as well. I grabbed the makeup supplies that I needed, and then I spent the next hour practising my voice, right up until Aunt Fey was pulling up in the driveway. I knew it would take a few days before I had the voice nailed down, but I knew that if I missed any more school, I wouldn’t be passing. I already had a ton of catching up to do, so I was just going to have to be especially quiet for my first few days back. That was something I was used to: being quiet in the back of the class.

	 


Chapter 7

	I couldn’t sleep that night. It was almost 1:00 AM and the house was dark and silent, but my mind was busy and loud. I was running through all of the possible nightmares that I could be facing if I really went into that school dressed like a chick. What if word got around to my friends back in Toronto somehow? What if someone posted my picture online in an attempt to publicly humiliate me? What if the kids didn’t really care about the zero-tolerance rule, and everyone just made fun of me to my face? They couldn’t expel the whole school, could they?

	I carefully got up around 1:30 AM and got that schoolgirl outfit out from my bag. I took off my pyjamas and was about to put the blouse and skirt on when I noticed my chest lumps were bigger once again. They really were growing, and they really were starting to look just like tits. I cupped them and squeezed them. Was I going to need a bra soon? Would everyone in the school think that I was a slut, with my nipples pressing against my blouse? It was too late to raid Aunt Fey’s bedroom for a bra, so I was just going to have to take my chances.

	I quietly put the outfit on, along with the wig, and then I laid myself down on the bed. I liked the way the outfit felt. They use softer fabrics for women’s clothes—it’s not really fair. I crossed my legs, rubbing my clean-shaven thighs together. I put my hands behind my head, feeling my soft hair through my fingers. Even alone, without a mirror or a camera, I still felt sexy in the little outfit. And why was it possible that I could feel sexy? Surely that was some sort of faulty wiring in my brain. Men aren’t supposed to feel sexy. Men aren’t supposed to grow breasts either.

	I closed my eyes and tried to think of some potentially positive scenarios. I imagined guys ogling me, and girls wanting to hang out with me. I imagined myself sitting with one of those blonde chicks, painting our toenails together while gossiping about boys. I imagined one of the football jocks hitting on me, putting his arm over my shoulders, whispering into my ear as his stubble tickled the side of my face. I imagined myself sneaking into an empty classroom with him. I imagined him bending me over and eating out my asshole before sticking his throbbing erection into my body. I imagined him pumping me until cum was dripping out the tip of my cock.

	Then I opened my eyes and saw that my plaid skirt was standing up. My cock had escaped my panties and was now throbbing and begging to be jerked off. Was that going to be a problem? What if I got an erection in the middle of class? A little pair of panties wasn’t going to save me the way a tight pair of boxer briefs and jeans could. If the class saw my skirt standing up the way it was now, then I would surely be doomed.

	Thankfully, I was alone in my bedroom. I could do whatever I wanted and no one could see me. So I reached down and started stroking myself. Then I looked over at the tall candle on my nightstand. I suddenly had a naughty idea in my head—an idea that would accompany my little fantasy, in which the football jock is fucking me in the ass in the empty classroom. I reached over and grabbed the candle. I gently sucked on the base, getting it lubricated with my saliva. Then, I reached it down and pressed it between my butt cheeks. I used my free hand to hold my panties to the side. Then, with a bit of cramming and squirming, I got that candle pressed into my asshole. I gasped but managed not to make too much noise.

	I took a deep breath and started plunging it in and out. I closed my eyes and pictured myself bent over a classroom desk. I could practically feel his throbbing veins inside of me. I could practically feel his shaft swelling up as he held back his warm, wet orgasm. I gripped the edge of my bed. I was fucking myself quickly, plunging that candle down as saliva squished out from my tight hole.

	I had my free hand on my cock. I was jerking myself off quickly, but in my mind, the jock was jerking me off. He hand his big, muscular hand wrapped around my shaft and he was pumping ferociously, desperate to see the steamers of cum shooting out from my cock. And I was close. He was about to get what he wanted. I tried holding back, but the cock in my ass just felt too good. I ended up coming, blasting my load into the air. One shot hit my lips, the next few got my blouse, and then the last few got my skirt. I was covered in my hot load.

	I sat up quickly. “Shit!” I muttered under my breath. It was the only outfit I had. I grabbed handfuls of tissues and started scrubbing the cum away. “Shit, shit, shit,” I said. I managed to get the cum out from the skirt with a little bit of water from my drinking glass. I could still feel the dried cum on my blouse, but I couldn’t see it. I just hoped that it would be invisible to everyone else as well.

	I finally fell asleep around 4:00 AM, which wasn’t ideal, seeing as my alarm was set for 5:30 AM, so that I would have time to get myself dolled up out in those woods before my bus came. Thankfully, Aunt Fey had a pot of her amazing coffee ready for me when I crawled out of bed. For breakfast I only had time to eat a single piece of toast, which seemed like more than enough. It was the coffee that I really needed.

	I took a full thermos with me on my hike towards the bus stop. I walked for fifteen minutes before I slipped off the road and found a private spot in the woods where I could get myself ready. I started with the outfit, then the wig, and then I spent the next thirty minutes perfecting my makeup. I would have liked to spend more time, but I was already behind schedule. If I missed my bus, then there would be no school and this whole exhausting morning would have been a giant waste of time.

	Thankfully, doing my makeup was easier now that I had a little bit of experience. I was satisfied with what I came up with in those thirty minutes. I slipped back onto the road and continued towards the bus stop. I was all alone, on a back road way out in the woods, but I still felt more exposed than ever. Every little sound made me jump. Whenever a car zipped by, my joints became stiff and I found myself turning my face away, worried the driver would recognize me and mock me. My skin felt cold and beads of cold sweat were already forming on the back of my neck. How was I going to get through a whole school day with this anxiety?

	I was walking up to that bus stop just as the bus was coming around the bend. I closed my eyes and made a prayer, even though I wasn’t religious. I bit down on my tongue, and then when I opened my eyes, the bus was in front of me, with its door open. The bus driver was staring at me. “Getting on?” she said.

	I managed to force a smile. I took one step onto the bus and then I looked back at all of the students. None of them were looking at me—all preoccupied with their phones and their conversations. “We’re behind schedule, missy, so get to your seat,” the bus driver said. My heart leapt when she said ‘missy’. Did she really think that I looked like a girl, or was she just being condescending? I looked at her. She wasn’t making any strange faces or snickers or grins.

	One of the nearby male students looked up at me. I looked at him and then he looked away quickly. Could he tell that I was actually a boy? Or did I make him shy because I was pretty in my little getup? My heart was still racing. I took the nearest seat, next to the potentially shy young man. I looked at him again. He wasn’t looking over at me, but his cheeks were dark red.

	“Hi,” I said in my best girly voice. I was surprised that I had enough confidence to even look at the kid, never mind talk to him.

	He looked at me with a big, awkward smile. “Hi,” he said.

	“I’m Kendra,” I said.

	“Danny—I mean Dan,” he said. And his face became redder. He really was flustered. Was he attracted to me?

	A couple of guys my age got on the bus at the next stop. As they stepped down the aisle, one of them noticed me. His gaze connected with mine, and then he looked down my body. “Hi,” I said, and then he snapped his gaze back up to my eyes. “Hey,” he said with an increasingly familiar flustered look on his face.

	I found myself sitting with a smirk on my face. I suddenly wasn’t feeling so vulnerable anymore, even though my legs were still exposed and there was still only a tiny bit of soft fabric between my cock and everyone on that bus. I felt strangely excited and flattered. I was starting to feel like this whole transgender thing was a pretty good idea after all. Maybe the next few months wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe they would even be kind of fun.

	 


Chapter 8

	School wasn’t nearly as horrifically awkward as I thought it was going to be. There was only a single gut turning moment, shortly after I arrived.

	Before going to my first class, I needed to make sure to buy my immunity, and to make sure my teachers didn’t think a complete stranger was strolling into their classes. So I went to the office and found myself waiting in a line to see the receptionist. I recognized the girl directly ahead of me in the line. She was one of the blonde girls who took me in when they thought I was gay, and then rejected me when they realized they were wrong. She looked back at me, right into my eyes, making my heart skip a beat, and then she smiled before looking forward again.

	Behind me was a guy who looked to be my age. He was dressed for gym class, showing off his arms with the sleeves of his gym t-shirt rolled up to his shoulders. His arms were surprisingly toned and hard not to notice. He smiled at me when I looked back at him.

	I was just waiting for the moment everyone in the line realized who I really was. I was preparing myself for the snickering and the whispering—but it never happened. I just kept getting warm smiles from everyone who came and went as I slowly made my way to the front of the line.

	“How can I help you?” the receptionist asked.

	I leaned over her counter, feeling my skirt riding up—probably showing off my tush to the boy behind me. I could almost feel his gaze drifting down and tickling the soft skin of my shaved bum. “I just want to make sure that the school knows that I’ve changed my name,” I said—my voice was hardly a whisper.

	“Changed your name?” the receptionist asked with her regular-volume voice. A cold chill crept down my spine.

	“Yes. I’ve changed it to Kendra—Kendra Johnson,” I said.

	“Kendra Johnson? What was it before?” she asked.

	My gut flopped and churned as my legs began to feel weak. I was tempted to look back at the line of people staring at me—who were all probably just as confused as the receptionist. I bit down on my tongue and tried to swallow the lump that had formed in my throat. My skirt suddenly felt terribly short and my shirt felt awfully tight. “Do you have the attendance for Mr. Jenkins’s class?” I asked.

	She slipped a clipboard out from a plastic tray. I reached out and grabbed it from her. Then, I pointed at my name on the list. She leaned forward and squinted. “Jessica Johansson?” she asked.

	“No—the one below it,” I said.

	She leaned forward even further and squinted her eyes even more. Then I watched as her eyes widened. She slowly looked up at me. And then she looked down at my body with her lips slightly parted. “You’re—You’re actually…” She swallowed her words before they came out. She was probably afraid of being fired for being transphobic. She made a big, forced smile and nodded her head quickly. “Okay. Perfect. I’ll let your teachers know, and I’ll have the attendance changed by tomorrow.” Her face was dark red and her gaze was now glued down to her desk. “Who’s next?” she called out awkwardly. So I skirted away, off to my first class. I got a seat at the back of the room. I only got one strange look, and it was from the teacher, right after he got off the phone with the receptionist. He stared at me for a long moment and then he looked away abruptly.

	“Um, class, we—uh—have a new student with us today,” he said. “Kendra, sitting in the back there. I very much hope that everyone can be kind to her. It’s—uh—not easy to start at a new school.”

	Everyone turned to look at me. Some students waved, some said hello, and others smiled warmly. I was surprised. The welcoming was much different than what I got as Kenny. People seemed more receptive towards a new girl than they did a new boy—and maybe that was just the reality of 2019. Girls were in vogue. Girls could do no bad and boys could do no good. I had to admit: it felt nice to be welcomed with open arms.

	Before the end of class, I had three different boys offer to help me with catching up. I even had one boy offer to do my homework for me. “I was new last year,” he said. “I know how hard it can be.”

	As I was leaving the classroom, one of the blondes came up to me. “If you want, you can hang out with me and my friends during lunch.” It was the second time she’d offered, but she had no idea. No one had any idea that they’d seen me before, and no one had any idea that I wasn’t really a girl. And was that because my disguise was so spot-on? Or was it because I actually looked like a girl? I still hadn’t ruled out the possibility that I was really a girl—a girl born with an accidental cock. Maybe I was finally going through female puberty and I was finally learning the truth about myself.

	I had gym class after lunch. I didn’t think it was going to be an issue, until I walked into the gymnasium and the teacher said, “Go get changed into your uniform.”

	I turned around and found myself facing the changing rooms. I nearly stepped into the men’s room when I remembered that I was now a woman. I was expected to go into the women’s room. But I was afraid for a number of reasons. First of all, I couldn’t let anyone see me naked, unless I wanted everyone to know the truth about me. And second of all, I’d never seen a naked girl in real life before. I’d never seen a bare set of tits or an exposed pussy, unless you count pornography. My heart stuttered and fluttered down into my gut. What other choice did I have?

	I carefully slipped into the changing room. And the timing couldn’t have been worse—or maybe it couldn’t have been better. There wasn’t a girl in the room with a shirt on, and there were very few girls wearing bras. I was surrounded by tits. I felt my face turning dark red. I quickly looked at the ground and made my way straight to the corner of the room. I noticed a few girls turning to look at me as I skirted by. “Hey new girl,” said one chick. I looked up and smiled. Her tits were perfect: perky with erect nipples that shot straight forward. The girl next to her had cone tits, which stood up impressively. I suddenly felt a throbbing between my legs. No eighteen-year-old boy should be exposed to a room full of young women and exposed tits. No penis can possibly remain flaccid under the circumstances.

	So once I was in my corner, I made sure to keep my back to everyone. I slipped my outfit out from my bag. I started by slipping my gym shorts on underneath my skirt. Then I pulled the skirt off and stuffed it into my bag. Next, it was time to change my shirt. I pulled off my blouse and then I felt a tapping on my bare shoulder. I quickly covered my chest and looked back.

	A cute brunette was standing behind me. She was wearing a lacy pink bra and matching pink panties. “Hey—you’re the new girl, right?”

	I nodded my head quickly. I was too exposed. What if she noticed my Adam’s apple? Would she become furious? Would the girls murder me for being in their change room? What if they found out my truth in a few days? Surely they wouldn’t be okay with me having seen them all naked. Surely they would make me pay…

	“I just wanted to let you know—Mr. Greenwald, the gym teacher, is a bit of a perv. He gives girls better marks if they show more skin. I don’t know if he knows that he does it. It’s kind of a running joke around here—but I’m assuming you want a better grade, right?”

	I nodded my head, slowly processing what she was saying to me.

	“Here. Put your shirt on,” she said, handing me my own shirt. I had to expose my small tits in order to get the shirt onto my body. The girl didn’t seem to care that my tits were so small. She reached down and grabbed the base of my shirt once it was on my body. She tied it into a cute knot at my sternum. Then she sunk to her knees and rolled up the cuffs of my already short shorts. Her fingers were awfully close to touching my cock, which was still throbbing and possibly starting to grow. But she didn’t notice. “You probably think this is silly, but it’s worth it. If you get an A+ in gym, it will pull your average up quite a bit. It’s one of the little advantages to being a girl. C’mon—we’re going to be late for class. Tie your hair up. Do you have an elastic? Want to borrow one? Here—c’mon.” She turned around and started jogging to the door. That’s when I noticed that she had her shorts rolled up so short that her bum was poking out and bouncing gloriously right before my eyes. I admired how sexy she was. I wanted to be that sexy. I wanted to flaunt my perfect ass in front of everyone.

	I got a little taste of that amazing feeling during gym class. We took turns running laps around the gymnasium: guys first, then girls. While we were running, the guys watched with glowing eyes. Who could blame them? Half of the girls had their shirts tied up and their shorts hiked up, practically making them into panties. We were giving them a free show—and many of them were staring right at me. I tried to fight back the smile, but it was hard, especially after one of the boys whistled at me as I ran by. I was having fun and I felt strangely free. No one knew who I really was, and I really felt like I could do anything I wanted. I could say anything I wanted without having to face any real repercussions. In a way, I was living every young man’s dream.

	 


Chapter 9

	I got changed back into my male clothes at that same spot in the woods, about thirty yards from the road. I used a couple dozen makeup wipes on my face, making sure I got every last little bit of mascara off of my eyelashes. And then I stared at myself closely in my little makeup mirror before continuing on towards Aunt Fey’s house. I’d managed to get all of the makeup off, but now my face was a shade of red from all of the rubbing.

	Aunt Fey was home when I got home. She was sitting on the back deck, watching the waves crash against the shore. I tried to sneak into my room without her noticing, so I could get my outfit out from my bag so it wouldn’t get wrinkled—but she turned around and saw me just as I was reaching for the door handle. “How was school today?” she called out.

	“It was fine,” I said.

	“Come and sit with me for a minute. The weather is so perfect and the waves are so beautiful.”

	I hesitated. Then I put my bag down and started towards the deck.

	“There’s a fresh pot of coffee on, if you want,” she said before I reached that opened back door. I didn’t usually drink coffee that late in the day, but I couldn’t say no to a fresh cup. I got myself a steaming mug of coffee and then I joined Aunt Fey out on the deck. “So school was good?” she said.

	The question took me by surprise. She never asked me how school went, so why was she asking today—the one day that I actually went to school? “It was okay,” I said. “It was just school.”

	“Nothing interesting happen?” she asked. And then I noticed that she was grinning slightly. Did the teachers tell her about my name change? Did they somehow reach out to her? Or did she maybe notice her missing outfit? With all of the clothes in her house, how could she possibly notice a single skirt and blouse missing?

	“Not really,” I said. And I realized that I forcing myself to speak in my natural masculine voice. After using nothing but my girly voice all day, it was hard to break. “Just another day of school.” I took a long sip from my coffee. And that’s when I noticed she wasn’t drinking any coffee.

	“Are you having people over?” I asked.

	“No. But I think I’m going to go out in a few minutes. I have some errands to run in town. I’ll probably be out until late, so don’t wait up for me.”

	I sat with her for another five minutes, watching the water. I was excited for her to leave, so that I could try on more of her clothes. But I made a point of looking bored while she was there. I couldn’t help but notice that she never got herself a cup of coffee. Why did she make a fresh pot if she wasn’t going to have any? Did she just make it for me? Maybe she just liked the smell of it. I couldn’t remember ever seeing her with a cup of coffee in her hand. Did she ever drink coffee? Whenever I poured myself a cup, the pot was always full.

	“I better get going,” she said. I watched as she got ready to go. I was half-expecting to catch her filling up a thermos, but she didn’t even do that. She just left, leaving that fresh pot of coffee on its little heating plate. I thought it was strange, but I didn’t think too much into it. It was just coffee, after all.

	While Aunt Fey was out, I tried on four different dresses, four different pairs of heels, and some lingerie I found in a bottom drawer. The lingerie was tight, but it looked so amazingly cute on me—even though I didn’t have my makeup on. I found a long pair of white knit stockings with blue lace bands around the thighs. I put them on, along with a pair of white panties and a grey shirt, and I went to sleep in the outfit, with my bedroom door locked in case Aunt Fey decided to check in on me when she got home (which she’d never done before). I didn’t want to take any chances, but I did want to revel in my feminine persona for just a little bit longer. I don’t know why, but I just felt more comfortable in the feminine getup. It was all so soft and it made me feel so cute, even though there was nobody around.

	It was the next morning when I found myself in front of the mirror in the bathroom, staring at my bare tits, trying to decide whether or not they looked bigger. They seemed to have more shape to them—they were more filled out, with deeper underside curves. They were even easier to grab—or maybe that was just in my head. But how could they be developing so quickly? Was female puberty just hitting me really hard?

	I was late for school, missing my first two periods because I decided to go to the café before school. I had to do a bit of research on my computer, to see what was possibly happening to my body. I made a post on a medical website, with pictures of my chest, asking for some opinions on what could be happening. I was terrified by the answers. “This is either a troll post or someone has been slipping you lots of hormones,” said the first reply. “People don’t go through changes that quickly, unless they’re on serious hormone therapy.”

	The answers were frustrating. No one on the Internet seemed to believe that the changes were happening suddenly even though I wasn’t taking any pills. They all thought that I was just making a prank post. My thread even ended up getting locked by the site’s moderators. So I went to school feeling annoyed and frustrated. But what if they were right? What if these changes were really impossible without taking hormones?

	During my long walk towards my rural school, I tried to think of possible changes to my diet. I’d read online that there are lots of foods with hormones in them. Apparently milk has lots of estrogen in it—but I hardly drank any milk. In fact, I hardly drank anything at all, save for coffee.

	My heart stuttered and I stopped. The changes started happening shortly after arriving at Aunt Fey’s house—shortly after I started drinking her coffee every morning and eating her food every day. Was she slipping me hormones? And if she was, why was she doing it?

	The theory seemed preposterous, so I pushed it out from my head. There was no way that my aunt had been drugging me secretly for months. There must be some other answer. My ‘actually born a woman’ theory still seemed to be the most realistic, even though the Internet seemed to think that it was biologically impossible.

	It was while I was changing into my gym outfit that I noticed my cock was once again smaller. It was hardly a bulge in my panties now, and my ball sack had shrivelled to half of its original size. It was no longer hard to hide, as long as I didn’t have an erection. I was starting to wonder if it would eventually disappear completely, or if it would turn itself into a pussy. The thought seemed impossible, but my body was apparently already achieving the impossible.

	And it wasn’t just physical changes that I was going through. I was starting to feel different. I was starting to have new fantasies and new thoughts creeping into my brain. I was invited by my new blonde friends to watch the boys’ football practise after school. And while I sat in the stands and watched, I felt strange feelings that I’d never felt before. The team’s quarterback was so handsome, and he was probably twice my size. He looked over at me at one point and smiled. All of the girls started giggling and whispering, and I became completely silent—completely overwhelmed as my heart swirled in circles. But I wasn’t gay—was I? Was I becoming gay? Is it even considered gay if I really was turning into a woman?

	I was confused to say the least. And I was terrified after the boys’ practise when one of my friends gave me a shove and said, “Go talk to him,” as if she knew that I was feeling a strange attraction towards a boy who I didn’t even know.

	I felt my face turning a dark shade of red. He was standing on the side of field, drinking from his water bottle. My friends watched from a distance as I approached. “Hey,” I said. My voice was quiet and weak. But he still heard me. He looked over at me with a big, handsome smile. He took another swig from his water bottle. His sweaty muscles glistened as they caught the light.

	“What’s up?” he said.

	“You’re looking good out there,” I said. My heart was pounding, but I wasn’t sure why. Was it because I was nervous to talk to a cute boy? Or was it because I was nervous that he might figure out my true identity?

	“Thanks. You’re looking good up there,” he said, motioning up at the stands. And I felt my cheeks turning redder. A part of me wished that I could have been like him back when I was a guy: handsome, charming, and confident. No girls ever walked up to me to flirt. No girls ever showed up at any of my after school activities, just to watch me. But another part of me felt strangely comfortable with this new role that I’d found myself in. It was fun being the girl in the stands. I liked being that girl that he looked up to between plays.

	But I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t really a girl. I was only at that school to get my diploma, so that I wouldn’t have to flip burgers for the rest of my life. Why was I wasting time watching football practises? Why was I meandering onto the field to flirt with boys? What was the point of any of this? I should have been at home, finishing my homework and catching up on all of the content that I’d missed, but instead I was face to face with a guy who wasn’t even in any of my classes.

	“Your name is Kendra, right?” he asked.

	I nodded my head.

	“You’re cute, Kendra,” he said.

	I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from getting too excited. I managed to keep my cool. “Thanks,” I said.

	“I’m having a little party this Friday. You should come. You can even bring some friends if you want.”

	“Okay. That sounds like fun,” I said. And I was already excited to go through Aunt Fey’s closets to see what kind of party outfits she might be hiding. I already had some ideas based on what I knew she had. I definitely wanted to wear those black heels with the gold buckles—and maybe that black lace choker that I saw in that top corner drawer, with the rest of Aunt Fey’s costume jewellery.

	“I’m Ben, by the way,” he said.

	“Kendra,” I said.

	He laughed. “Yeah, I know,” he said. And then I felt my cheeks turn an even darker and warmer shade of red. But he seemed to think it was cute.

	My new friends were all excited for me, and they were especially excited that they were now invited to Ben’s party, where the whole football team would be on Friday night. “Kenny, you’re the best,” one of the girls said. My heart immediately plunged into my stomach.

	My lips parted but I couldn’t muster up any words. I was caught. They knew—but how long had they known for? “W—What did you say?” I finally managed to ask.

	“Kenny—you don’t mind if I call you that, do you? I think it sounds cute—better than Ken, and hotter than Kendra.” And then I realized she was just creating a nickname out of Kendra. The fact that it was my real name was just a coincidence. She didn’t know who I really was and she didn’t know that I was really a biological male. And thank God for that.

	When I got home from school that afternoon, Aunt Fey was already out, but there was a fresh pot of coffee on the counter. I went to pour myself a cup, and then I remembered that Internet medical forum. I stared at the coffee pot and wondered if it was possible to slip hormones into hot coffee. I still couldn’t think of a single reason why Aunt Fey would do it, but I found myself searching through the kitchen regardless. I popped open the can of coffee grounds and then I searched through all of the cabinets. I felt relieved that I was finding nothing—and then, in the back of the fridge, I noticed a tinge of orange plastic. I reached back and pulled out three small bottles. I didn’t know what two of them were, but the third one said ‘CONTAINS ESTROGEN’ on it. My heart fluttered, but I managed to convince myself that it was just a coincidence. But what about the other two? I wrote down the names and then I started hiking towards town, even though it was late. I got to that café twenty minutes before it closed, which was enough time to look up the mystery drugs.

	They were both hormone drugs, used in male to female HRT. I suddenly felt sick. I felt the colour drain from my face. Was it just a seriously massive coincidence? Or was Aunt Fey drugging me and turning me into a woman?

	I didn’t drink a mug of coffee that evening, and I didn’t drink one the next morning either, even though Aunt Fey kept telling me that I looked tired. “You’ll be able to focus better at school if you have some coffee she said.” I didn’t even eat the pancakes she made for me. I just stared at them as my stomach turned. I was hungry, but I didn’t want to be drugged.

	But what about my development? Would it just plateau if I stopped taking the hormones? Would my body return to normal? Was I stuck with a pair of small breasts forever? And what about all of the fun I was having as a woman? Was I deciding that I didn’t want that for the rest of my life?

	My heart was a fluttering mess for the rest of that day. I had a terrible time trying to focus in class. I couldn’t stop thinking about my body’s changes. For the past week, while I thought that I was actually born a woman and turning into a proper lady, I’d entertained the idea of becoming a chick. I’d actually warmed to the idea of being pretty and wearing sexy clothes and getting attention from men. The thought of being a guy for the rest of my life wasn’t so enthralling. I didn’t like being invisible and I didn’t like being picked on. I liked having lots of friends and I liked turning heads everywhere I went. Was that so wrong?

	It was wrong—because drugging a person without their consent is wrong, so all the results of said drugging are also wrong. I couldn’t continue being a woman. I had to be a man. But I still had to get through the school year, which was still another couple of months.

	So that next morning, after Aunt Fey left to do whatever it was she did, I found myself standing with a mug of coffee in my hand. Maybe I could keep taking the hormones until the end of the school year. I could be a chick for a few more months, get it out of my system, and then I could go back to being a guy. The Internet seemed to think that there wouldn’t be too much permanent damage, as long as I didn’t take the hormones for more than a whole year—and a couple of months was much less than a whole year. So I downed a whole cup of coffee, and then I filled my large thermos before heading to my bedroom to get myself dolled up for class.

	The coffee felt good inside of me, though I’m not sure if it was the caffeine or the hormones being welcomed back into my system.

	 


Chapter 10

	Ben’s house wasn’t easy to get to without a ride. I didn’t want any of the girls picking me up from Aunt Fey’s house because I didn’t want anyone to know where I lived. I also couldn’t have them pick me up two miles from Aunt Fey’s house, on the middle of the highway, or they would almost certainly start to question where I lived and why I didn’t just ask to be picked up from my house. So I had to find my own way—which meant walking. And it was a long walk—roughly sixteen kilometers. It took me almost three hours. Luckily I brought a pair of sneakers which I wore until I was close. Then I changed into my heels and left the sneakers behind a log on the side of the road. I would need them to make the long trek back home.

	I was tired by the time I got to the party, but I was excited for my first party as a woman. And it was technically my first party altogether, seeing as I was never invited to any parties as Kenny. I didn’t know what to expect. As I saw the house materializing in the distance, I could hear the thudding of the deep bass of the music. I was half-expecting to walk into a sort of wild Animal House party, so I was surprised when I saw that there were only half a dozen guys there and a couple of my girlfriends. Everyone was hanging out in the living room, on the couches. The music was booming in another room, but there was no one in that room. Some of the guys were smoking weed, which made the room foggy, like a cigar lounge.

	“You came!” Ben said as he ushered me inside. He took my coat and then his eyes fell onto my body. “You look amazing.”

	I loved being complimented. It occurred to me there in Ben’s living room that I’d never been genuinely complimented before. It was a nice feeling. It was nice to know that all of the effort I put into my makeup wasn’t for nothing—not to mention all of the effort I put into getting my outfit put together. I was wearing a tight white sweater and a tight black skirt, which was a bit stretchy and made to look like shiny leather. Underneath, I was wearing the sexiest black panties, though I didn’t bother with a bra, as I didn’t need the support for my small tits, and I kind of liked the way my nipples looked pressing against my tight top.

	The other guys noticed me as well. I saw all of their eyes peering at me, admiring my body without restraint. They were already a bit drunk and a bit high, so their reservations were already gone. My girlfriends were looking at me as well. “Are you trying to make us look bad?” one of them said. I could feel the warmth in my cheeks as I blushed. I’d never felt so welcomed and wanted and included.

	I took a seat on the edge of the couch. Ben took a seat next to me. I caught a whiff of his ritzy cologne. He came from money. His house was ten times the size of Aunt Fey’s house and it was filled with impressive original artwork. The ceilings were high—more than twenty feet high—and all of the windows looked out at an impressive ocean vista, which was hard to see now that it was almost completely dark outside.

	“What do you want to drink?” one of the guys asked. Before I could answer there was a beer in my hand. “I hope it’s beer, because that’s all we have.” The other girls all had beers in their hands, so I went ahead and started drinking.

	The party was quiet. The guys looked nervous, which surprised me because they were supposed to be the handsome ones. They were the guys that the girls wanted—the guys who could act like assholes and still get all the female attention they waned. But maybe even handsome guys aren’t immune from being flustered around girls.

	One of the guys came out of the kitchen with a big bottle of vodka. “I found this in the freezer,” he said with a big smile on his face. “Let’s do shots.”

	“Do you have shot glasses?” one of the guys asked.

	“Uh—no,” he said looking around. “We’ll just drink from the bottle. A full mouthful is about a shot, so swallow once your mouth is full.” He started going around the room, starting with the girls. He held the bottle out and poured the vodka into the girls’ mouths. No one hesitated. And I could see that he was pouring much more than just a shot. I started to feel nervous as the alcohol came my way. I’d always been a lightweight and I’d never tried vodka before.

	He put the bottle to my lips. I could taste the sweet tinge of lip-gloss, left behind by the other girls. I took a deep breath and then I tilted my head back and parted my lips. He must have poured nearly three shots into my mouth. I gulped it down while trying my best not to spit it up. It was seconds before I could feel it warming my whole body, making me tingle all over. I had to sit still for a moment while the immediate nausea passed. By the time I had myself gathered, the man was doing another lap around the room. It was clear that they were trying to get us girls drunk. I was shocked to see the other girls happily tilting their heads back. They were apparently desperate to impress the boys. The bottle came to me. “C’mon—one more shot. The bottle’s almost empty,” he said.

	So I took the shot, which was more like another two shots. I easily had five ounces of vodka sloshing around in my stomach. I had to take another minute to gather myself—and then I remembered that I still had my beer. What was the worst that could happen? I could think of a few terrible scenarios: getting drunk and revealing my secret was a big one.

	“Let’s play Beer Pong,” said one of the guys. He sprung to his feet and went to grab the necessary supplies. He had the dining room table converted into a Beer Pong table in a matter of minutes. “We’ll make teams of two.”

	“I’ll take Kendra,” said Ben quickly. He looked at me with a smile. “Don’t worry—I’m the best at Beer Pong.”

	We went first, facing off against two of Ben’s friends. I took a deep breath before making the first shot. I knew that if we won quickly, we would have to drink less beer. But if we lost, we would be eliminated and would have to drink less beer over a longer period of time. So I couldn’t decide if I wanted to miss on purpose or sink every shot I made.

	I ended up missing, even though I tried to sink the shot. It turns out, sinking little balls in cups is hard when you’re in a pair of tall high heels, and when you’re already very drunk.

	Somehow we ended up winning, but with only one cup left on our side—and I’m pretty sure I ended up drinking more than Ben. “Okay—Ben and Kendra against Stephanie and Lewis.” We were up again right away. Apparently we were supposed to keep playing until we lost, which could mean getting very, very drunk.

	I would be lying if I said I remember how the next few games went. I remember winning against Stephanie, and then winning again against the next team, and then we lost. As I made my way back over to the couch, I nearly fell over. I could hardly walk in a straight line. I managed to sneak away at one point to get a big glass of water, which helped to sober me up a tiny bit—though fresh beers kept finding their way into my hands, and for some reason, I kept drinking.

	And then the next thing I knew, we were all sitting in a circle on the floor. Empty beer cans were scattered about, and I wondered how many were mine. But I was feeling clear-headed, though still a bit dizzy. Ben was sitting next to me and there was a bottle on the floor. Spin the Bottle? Isn’t that a game for kids? “Okay, Stephanie—it’s your spin.”

	The bottle spun and then landed on me. Was I supposed to kiss Stephanie? She looked into my eyes with a smile. I was frozen. She was pretty, with big eyes and long, soft hair. I wanted to kiss her—I was still attracted to women, even though the hormones were making me attracted to men as well. “Well?” she said.

	“Well what?” I asked nervously.

	“Truth or dare?” she said.

	Everyone was looking at me. I nearly said truth, because it’s generally the safer option in Truth or Dare—but I had some truths that I wanted to keep secret. “Dare, I guess,” I said.

	“Kiss Gloria on the lips—for five seconds,” Stephanie said quickly, as if she already had the dare picked out. I looked over at Gloria, who was blushing and batting her eyelashes. She was cute, too, with her short hair and her dark eyebrows. She had stunning legs and small tits, just like mine. I crawled over to her and she closed her eyes. We kissed. She had soft lips, and she was quick to give me a little bit of tongue. I wasn’t sure if that tongue was for me or for the guys watching. Someone whistled.

	“Okay, now it’s your turn. Spin the bottle,” Stephanie said. So I gave the bottle a spin. It landed on one of the guys.

	“Dare,” he said with a big grin. And everyone looked at me. Apparently it was my job to choose the dare.

	“Um,” I said, trying to think. “Kiss him on the lips for five seconds,” I said, pointing to the guy next to him. Their faces turned dark red.

	“No fair—I didn’t pick dare!” said the guy next to him.

	“You have to do it—that’s the rules!” Stephanie said.

	And then a moment later, the boys were kissing. There was no tongue—just clenched faces and red cheeks.

	The alcohol surged through me again, making my head spin and making me lose track of time. Once the clarity returned, everyone was staring at me. “Well? Truth or dare?” someone asked. I looked down and saw that the bottle was pointed right at me.

	“Dare,” I said again.

	“Kiss me for ten seconds,” Ben said. Apparently Ben was the one who spun the bottle. I looked at him as my heart fluttered. He was looking handsome—but he was a boy, and I was a boy. I couldn’t kiss another boy! I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to go through life knowing that I’d kissed another man on the mouth. But what other choice did I have? I was under pressure and the alcohol wasn’t allowing me to think of any other options. So I leaned over and closed my eyes. Suddenly our lips were pressed together. I could feel his hard stubble against my chin. His fingers slipped up onto the side of my face, and then his tongue gently penetrated my lips. I was kissing back, sucking on his mouth, letting myself go for just a moment.

	And then I heard a voice. “He said ten seconds, not ten minutes!”

	I pulled my head away. My mind was spinning. How long were we kissing for? Why did I feel so flustered and overwhelmed?

	I reached down and gave the bottle a spin. It landed on a guy. “Take off all of your clothes and sit naked for the rest of the game.” Everyone laughed, and then he actually did it. He had a big dick and lots of body hair. The face of the girl next to him became the darkest possible shade of red as she looked down at his lap for a brief second.

	The game was fun, though I wasn’t sure how much longer my heart could tolerate the vicious pounding it was enduring. It was only a minute later when the bottle was back on me—or maybe it was ten minutes. I had no concept of time. I was just trying not to black out, and I was trying to appear levelheaded. “Dare,” I said.

	And then I looked up and saw that two of the guys were now naked, as well as one of the girls. There were more empty cans scattered about. Maybe far more than ten minutes had passed. This game was getting out of control, and I had a feeling that my dare was about to raise the bar.

	“Fuck Ben,” said one of the girls.

	Everyone giggled and then the room became silent. “Wait—are you serious?” I asked.

	“Yeah. Do it in front of us.” And the room became silent again. “Or you can chicken out.”

	All eyes were on me. The game had gone on for probably close to an hour and no one had chickened out yet. I didn’t want to be the first, but I also didn’t want to lose my virginity in front of a bunch of people I hardly knew—not to mention, I didn’t have a pussy to fuck him with. Though I did have an asshole, and I didn’t technically have to take off my skirt or my panties to fuck Ben. No one had to see what I was hiding. It could be done quickly—as long as I could take his cock in my ass. And I’d taken a number of toys in my ass over the past couple of weeks: toys I found in Aunt Fey’s bedroom (I cleaned them before using them, of course). I knew how good it felt to be penetrated, and I was a bit curious to know how it would feel to be penetrated by a real cock. But in front of people?

	What difference did it make? After graduation, I would cease to exist. It wouldn’t matter if people judged me for fucking Ben at the party because there would be no me to judge. So I looked over at Ben. I took a deep breath and I tried to hide my trembling hands. “Lay on your back,” I said. There was an audible collective gasping in the room—shock that I was actually going through with it.

	Ben’s face became white and his lips parted. He looked around and then he suddenly flattened himself down. A part of me was hoping that he would be the one to chicken out, so that I could get a new dare. But he was going through with it. I crawled on top of him and then I began to pull away his belt. He wasn’t stopping me. I could see his heart pounding against his ribcage, making his t-shirt bounce slightly. I unzipped his fly and then I tugged down his pants, along with his boxers, revealing his long, curved cock. There was another gasp in the room, and my voice might have been a part of it.

	“She’s actually doing it,” someone whispered—as if I had another choice. I didn’t want to be the loser. I was finally fitting in and finally feeling accepted. I couldn’t lose that. I gently slipped my fingers under his cock. I began to stroke him gently. His cock was heavy and warm. I pulled back his foreskin then looked at his face. He had his eyes closed. His whole face was dark red.

	The room was silent as that cock throbbed and grew in my hand. Ben took a long, deep breath. His chest rose up and then fell. His hands were trembling slightly, but he seemed to like what I was doing. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get him inside of me without some lubricant, so I was either going to have to spit on his cock or suck it. I looked down at it. It was thick and bulging and intimidating. I’d obviously never sucked a cock before. I’d never even thought about sucking a cock before—especially in front of people. But if I spat on it, what would everyone in the room think? I didn’t want them to know that I was going to put him in my ass. I didn’t even want Ben to know that. So I had to suck it. I bent down until his tip was right in front of my lips. I took another deep breath, closing my eyes, and then I stuck out my tongue. It touched his bulbous tip.

	He let a soft moan out from his lips as I sunk him into my mouth. It wasn’t nearly as gross as I thought it would be. In fact, it wasn’t gross at all. In a weird way, it was kind of satisfying, feeling him throbbing inside of my mouth, getting bigger and bigger. He was getting erect for me and because of me. He thought that I was sexy. He was the star of the football team—the guy every girl wanted—and he was getting hard for me.

	“Suck it, girl,” said one of my friends. I felt a feminine had touch my back. She started to rub, as if encouraging me and supporting me. It was nice in a weird way, though I didn’t love being reminded that I had an audience while I lost my virginity.

	And I really was about to lose my virginity—to a man, while dressed like a girl. It wasn’t exactly the scenario I’d always imagined in my head. It certainly wasn’t an act I was ever going to forget—though I wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing.

	I pulled my head up. A strand of warm saliva kept his cock connected with my lips. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. “You’re hot,” he said.

	“Thanks,” I replied. Then I carefully straddled him, getting his cock perfectly in line with my asshole. I gently reached under my skirt and pulled aside my panties, just enough to expose my puckering hole, but not enough to release my package. I pointed his shaft up and then I sat down. I gasped as he entered into me. I bit down hard on my tongue, even though only half of his cock penetrated. The other half was just waiting to get inside—throbbing and pleading. I remained still, waiting for the shock to wear off before I sunk down any further. I could hear the girls and boys whispering. I looked down to make sure my skirt and still on properly, and then I felt to make sure my cock was still in my panties. Everything seemed fine—so I sunk down further.

	I could feel every inch of him inside of me: throbbing and bulging, ready to fuck me, ready to fill me with his warm seed. I reached down and planted my hands on his ripped chest. I took a deep breath and then I started to bounce up and down, slapping my bum against his toned pelvis. I kept reaching down periodically to make sure my skirt was still on right, so I wasn’t showing too much off to the audience.

	It felt good—too good. I started moaning and clenching all of the muscles in my body. Pulses of warm pleasure shocked through me, but I managed to stay upright. I could feel my cock hardening, but my panties were doing a great job of holding everything down.

	Ben had his eyes closed. He was trying to control his breathing, but I could feel that he was getting closer and closer to his finale. I could feel his cock twitching and bloating and tensing up. His fingers were digging into my hips. “Fuck, that feels so good,” I groaned. “Fucking come in my little pussy.”

	“Your pussy is so fucking tight,” he said through clenched teeth.

	“I want your cum in me so badly.”

	I loved that I could feel his veins throbbing. And I loved that I could feel the soft, tight fabric of my skirt against my skin, and my perky nipples rubbing against my tight top. I especially loved the feeling of my long hair bouncing and dancing on my shoulders. I felt so sexy and so good. This really was how I was meant to feel. I couldn’t help but think that everyone should feel this way—whether as a boy or a girl; it doesn’t really matter. How had I gone so long without feeling so lusted after and so pretty? I loved the way all of the guys were looking at me, wishing they were Ben. And the girls were wishing they were me. I never had that as Kenny. No one even noticed me as Kenny. Maybe I was meant to be Kendra.

	“Oh fuck!” he groaned. And then he pushed me. He cock slipped out of me and I fell onto my back. He jumped up and planted his knees at my sides. He started violently jerking his cock as cum began to spew out in seemingly every direction, ruining my makeup and my top and even my hair. He groaned and squirmed and then he wiped his tip off on my chin before standing up. Then his face suddenly became red and he said, “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. I’ll go grab a towel. You can use my shower. My sister left a bunch of clothes here before she left for college—you can wear whatever you want. I’m seriously so sorry.”

	I sat up slowly as cum dripped off of my chin. I felt a little bit humiliated as everyone stared at me, but I felt strangely accomplished and satisfied.

	And then I felt even better once I saw his sister’s massive closet, packed with the sexiest little outfits. I ended up nabbing a few, stuffing them into one of her big purses. I took that purse home with me. If his sister ever noticed the outfits missing, she could have them back. But until then, I wanted to get some use out of them.

	It was a long walk home, but the cool ocean air helped me sober up, so my hangover wasn’t so bad in the morning. When I got out of bed, Aunt Fey was already up and there was a pot of hot coffee on. I poured myself a cup, even though I knew it was tainted with hormones. I took a long sip and then I looked at Aunt Fey. “Good morning,” I said.

	She looked back at me. “Had some fun last night?” she asked.

	My heart suddenly skipped a beat. I looked over at a nearby mirror and saw that I was still in my makeup. I assumed I’d washed it off before bed, but apparently I’d just dreamed that.

	I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I felt so humiliated—even more humiliated than when Ben came all over my face in front of all of my friends. I didn’t know what to say. I was trying to think of some sort of excuse. “We—We were playing Truth or Dare,” I said as my face became warm.

	She laughed. “Before or after you left for that party wearing my clothes?”

	And now I had no excuses. I was caught. I would have to live with this embarrassment until I could afford to leave—months, maybe a whole year of utter humiliation. I felt sick. I wanted to run into my room and lock the door. I wanted to run away. It didn’t get too cold on the Island, even when it was raining. I could live out in the woods. I was eighteen—I didn’t have to stay with Aunt Fey. Maybe I could even move in with one of my friends. I could probably even get Ben to let me stay with him. His parents were out of town until August—that was more than enough time to graduate, get a job, and then find my own place.

	“You’ve been drugging my coffee,” I said. “I know you’ve been doing it.”

	“And you’ve been drinking it, even though you’ve known for some time now,” she said.

	It took a moment before I came up with a reply. “But you still did it. Why did you do it?”

	She smiled warmly. “Because you needed it. As soon as I saw you in that principal’s office in Toronto, I knew that you were struggling in the wrong body.”

	“That’s not your choice to make,” I said.

	“Maybe that’s true,” she said. “But by the time you found out, I can’t imagine there had been many changes. Those pills take years to really work.”

	“But I’ve been having these thoughts and feelings—I never had them before. Those pills are messing with my head.”

	“Those pills might make you feel a bit more emotional, but they aren’t going to change any thoughts in your head. All of your thoughts and feelings are still just your own. All those pills really can do is give you some breast mass and make your hips wider. Everything else is all you, kiddo.”

	My heart stammered and fluttered into my gut. “That can’t be true,” I said.

	“It’s true. Look—if you don’t want the pills anymore, I’ll stop giving them to you. Your body should go back to the way it was in a month or two—maybe even less than that. I suppose it’s up to you, even though, as your legal guardian, I technically know what’s best for you. I’ll throw them out right now.”

	She went into the fridge and grabbed the three pill bottles. She walked them over to the trash and then I said, “Stop!” She looked at me with wide eyes. “Don’t throw them out,” I said. “I want them. Give them to me.” She walked over and handed them to me. She was smirking. “How many do I take?”

	“One of each in the morning, and then one of this one again in the afternoon.”

	I stuffed the pills into my pockets. “Okay. That sounds fine.” I took a seat as Aunt Fey looked back out at the ocean, as if the conversation never happened.

	And maybe it was wrong of her to slip me the pills without my consent—but had she never done it, I would have never discovered that I really enjoyed being a girl. So was it really wrong? Did she maybe really know what was best for me?

	I still had a lot left to get used to with my new life on the Island, but I knew that it wouldn’t be nearly as bad as I originally thought. In fact, I was now looking forward to having new experiences as Kendra. I had new friends who seemed to really like me, and every guy in the school ogled me every time I walked by. I had a feeling that was something that would never get old.

	And I couldn’t wait to see what other changes my body had in store for me. My breasts were filling out more and more every day. The Internet said that my breasts would take two full years before they were how they would end up—so I had a feeling that I was going to be a large breasted girl, which was fine by me. I wasn’t expecting my hips to get as wide as they were getting. Even Aunt Fey’s skirts were no longer fitting. Thankfully she took me to the mall in Nanaimo to buy a few outfits of my own.

	I couldn’t wait for my hair to grow out. I loved my wig and planned on styling my hair exactly the same—but it would take another year before it was long enough. I didn’t mind waiting though. It would take me about a year to perfect my makeup skills and to acquire a few more outfits. There was lots to look forward to, and I was excited to take it slow, so I could take it all in.

	THE END
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