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HARD LESSONS

Man Magically Becomes Woman as Revenge

Clover Cox


To my readers, always


1

“Are you the manager?” I asked the woman standing in front of me. She was shorter, perhaps in her forties, and had wild hair. It looked like a wig, but I honestly didn’t care. I had a bone to pick with the woman.

“I’m the owner,” she said with attitude.

“Good.” I puffed out my chest. This woman would listen to my commands if she knew what was good for her. I owned a chain of successful restaurants in town and had a lot of pull around these parts, and I wasn’t afraid to wield my power when necessary.

“Can I help you, sir? I’m very busy.”

“Yes, you can help me! I’m a patron and should be your top priority!”

The woman smirked like my concerns were nothing but a joke, which made my blood boil even further. I was dripping with anger as my vision blurred and a familiar sensation of detachment took over my body.

I screamed at the lady, mostly complaining about how I’d been given the ugliest and fattest stripper in the entire club for my lap dance, which was complete and utter bullshit considering it was my birthday, and I was the one who would be paying the bill.

“I don’t deserve this! I want the skinny blonde with the big butt! Not that ugly redhead with more fat rolls than me!”

I’d been going on for minutes by that point, but those words stuck with me as much as the look on the owner’s face. She just stared at me with the coldest expression I’d ever seen. The darkness in her eyes silenced me completely.

“That’s better,” the woman said with a long breath. “You must not have a filter.”

She was correct, but that really shouldn’t fucking matter. I was a patron in her establishment. If it weren’t for people like me, she wouldn’t have a business or a roof over her head. It wasn’t my fault she didn’t know how to hire better dancers who weren’t ugly.

“You know, I really wanted to go to that new place everyone has been talking about, Pink Lips. I only came here because a friend told me you guys have the best drink specials. I should have known to spend a little more to get quality dancers.”

“The dancer you’re continually assaulting is quite talented on the pole, and her figure is beautiful. Not every man wants a stick figure for a girl, and you could have gotten what you wanted had you asked more nicely, but now your group will get the bill and an escort to the door.”

“What?” I asked in an exasperated voice. “You can’t do that to us!”

“I can, and I will, sir. Luckily, Cherry has thick skin and is used to pathetic bastards like you trying to cut a girl down, so she’ll be fine, and you can take your party to Pink Lips, but I doubt they’ll have you once I give the owner a call.”

The woman laughed hysterically in my face, and I could feel my anger at the entire situation bubbling over. My lips parted, and words started flying.

I couldn’t recall everything I said to the woman, but I was getting dragged out of the club after a few minutes. My friends appeared a few minutes later to yell at me about them paying the bill and getting them kicked out when they were having a good time.

I didn’t even care about any of it. I cursed at them and flipped them off with my middle finger before I climbed into my truck and sped away, gripping the steering wheel more tightly than I ever had.

I stopped at the first bar I saw and staggered inside to pound beers and watch sports recaps and try to forget the night had ever even happened, which was easier said than done.
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Edna had forgotten all about the crazy man from earlier in the night until she was walking out from the club, and he popped out in front of her. She didn’t jump, as she’d seen far too many crazy things through her eyes, but the man made her uncomfortable.

“What do you want? I carry, and I will shoot you.”

Ronald threw up his hands, heavily intoxicated from his trip to the bar. He stumbled to the side. He couldn’t hold his focus if he tried, so Edna got an idea.

A smirk spread across her face as she adjusted her purse and approached the drunken Ronald. She wrapped her arm over his shoulder.

“Why don’t you come with me?”

“Go with you where?”

“My house. You’re far too drunk to drive. Did you come here like that?”

“Yeah,” Ronald admitted. “But I was only a block away.”

“That’s still bad.”

“I bet you see people drive drunk all the time,” Ronald slurred aggressively.

It was true, but Edna could still make Ronald feel bad. In fact, she had an idea that would suck the toxic, macho asshole right out of him. Who was he with his beer gut to judge Edna’s girl Cherry?

The men who knew her requested her time and time again. She was talented and gorgeous.

Too bad for Ronald, as Edna was one to take advantage of a situation, like him being piss drunk in her parking lot.

“I have a spare bedroom. You can sleep there.”

“No, where’s my phone?” Ronald asked and patted his back pocket, but Edna had already slid the phone into her purse. She wasn’t about to let Ronald escape. “Call me a cab! It’s your job!”

“Why are you getting so worked up?” Edna asked and reached out to touch her fingertips to the hair right behind Ronald’s ears. “Why don’t you tell me your name? You can trust me.”

Edna tilted her head to the side slightly as she stared at Ronald with loving, trusting eyes. He judged her, but he softened quickly. Edna was once a dancer herself before she purchased the club. Now she only balanced the books for her girls, but she still knew how to charm a man.

She knew how to get a man to give her whatever she wanted. It took a few more moments of convincing, but then Ronald was following Edna to her car, blabbering on about his life and how it was his birthday and how he had money but no love or excitement and how he knew he was fat as fuck.

Edna listened, adding in a few words here or there, but she mostly just let Ronald talk, counting down the minutes until they got back to her place, so she could show him how powerful and magical she was.
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Edna watched Ronald sleeping peacefully, completely unaware of what Edna was about to do to him. She had out her spell book and was deciding which revenge would best suit Ronald.

Should she turn him into a toad? Edna shook her head and flipped the page. Ronald would enjoy being free from the constraints of the human world. Edna needed a spell that would make him suffer. One that would make him think twice about stepping out of line ever again. She kept flipping pages until she landed on one with a spell to turn a man into a woman.

Normally, men would enjoy such a spell because so many had secret feminine desires, but Edna had a feeling that Ronald was so attached to his penis and sense of masculinity that he would loathe waking up as a woman. He would curse her, but he would hate her even more if she could make him one of her girls.

A smirk spread across her face as the idea took hold in her mind. She tapped her chin, imagining the future, even though part of her knew nothing went exactly according to plan. There was always the chance that her plan could backfire, but she was ninety percent confident that it wouldn’t, which was enough for her to act.

Edna picked up the spell book and walked over to the sleeping beauty. She stood above him, still grinning like wild, as she prepared the words in her mind. She was combining a few spells into one and wanted to make sure she got it just right, so there was next-to-no chance Ronald would enjoy himself when he awoke as a woman.

He deserved to suffer after how he’d treated Edna and Cherry. He deserved to feel a bit of the pain women had to experience daily at the hands of men like him.

Edna knew the words she would say, so she began. A bright, beautiful light filled the air, growing with each word Edna spoke. She concentrated as she cast her spell, hoping it would teach Ronald the lesson he deserved to learn.

Ronald coughed when Edna finished her spell. He rolled over to his other side without waking up, and all Edna could do was wait for him to awake.
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My head was pounding as my eyes fluttered open. I groaned as I slowly came back to reality. I remembered little after peeling out of the parking lot of the strip club and sitting down at the bar down the street, but my body was paying for it.

I went to climb out of bed but realized I wasn’t in my home when I could finally see through the blur of my vision. A cold heat spread across my body as I tried to recall anything from the previous night, but then that woman appeared. The owner of the strip club who kicked me out for complaining about the fat, ugly dancer.

It was when I opened my mouth to ask what she’d done that I realized everything was horribly wrong. My eyes widened as the feminine tones of my voice hit my ear.

Edna grinned, moving closer to me without saying a word. The look on her face was so smug, but I was afraid. If she had the power to turn me into a woman, there was no telling what else she might do.

“I’m so glad you’re awake,” she said. “Don’t be worried, honey. I’ve only made you better than you were.”

“You’ve turned me into a woman! Turn me back right now!”

“Absolutely not,” Edna said in the calmest voice I ever heard. She pulled out the chair from the sole desk in the room. She sat and crossed her legs, slowly pushing her brown hair behind one ear. “You’re going to learn a lesson before I do that.”

My heart sank. Edna had me right where she wanted me. It didn’t matter that my wallet was lying in my pants on the floor next to the bed. Nobody would believe I was Ronald and that this woman had turned me into a girl.

“How did you do it? Why? Is this because I was rude about that one stripper? I’ll apologize! Is that what you want?”

Edna shook her head and placed her hands over her crossed legs. She was no longer in her youthful prime, but she was still gorgeous. I felt extra weight on my newly feminine body and had a sinking feeling Edna had made me unattractive.

“An apology isn’t enough, Ronald, or should I call you Pam?”

“Pam?”

Edna beamed and nodded. “That’s right. I conjured up some fake papers for you after deciding on the name Pam, but I have some bad news, hon.”

“What?” I asked as my heart pounded in my chest.

Edna stood from the bed and walked over to me as I clutched a sheet to my bare chest. I was violently hungover and now somewhere between terrified and furious.

“Pam has a rap sheet so long that nobody will hire you except me. You’ll have to strip unless you want to starve.”

All the restaurants I owned came to mind. We had more than a few felons working in the kitchen, so Edna was wrong! She didn’t have as much pull as she thought.

“Why do you look so smug?” Edna asked. “You think you can go work at those restaurants you own? Sweetie, I worded my spell carefully. One of your charges is purposely triggering people with food allergies. No restaurant will hire you.”

I felt defeated, like Edna had me cornered, and all I wanted was to go back in time to not say a word to the crazy bitch.

“If only you had gone home like a good boy, but you had to return to the scene of the crime like a dumbass.”

I had no memory after entering the bar down the street. I couldn’t recall returning to the strip club, but it sounded like something I would do. With every restaurant I added to my portfolio, the more untouchable I felt. The more of an asshole I became, but it never really mattered because people let me get away with murder.

Until Edna came along. She was the first person to challenge me, and damn, she’d put me in a tough position.

“Can’t we work something out? Do you want money?”

“Haven’t you seen my club? I’m flush with cash,” Edna said and threw back her head, cackling. “Money won’t solve your problem this time.”

My stomach churned and a wetness coated my mouth. I threw the sheet from my body and ran out of the confining room. I looked each way when I got to the hall and ran naked to the bathroom.

When I got a look at myself, I was much prettier than I imagined I would be. I had long light brown curls and almond-shaped eyes. They were a bright brown color, almost hazel, perhaps from the specks of green.

There were certainly extra pounds on my hips, but my body held it well. My breasts were ample, and my butt was popping, and although I preferred skinny girls as a man, I would be offended if anyone dared to call me anything but beautiful!

“What do you think?”

I jumped at the sound of Edna’s voice. I covered myself with my hand as she stared at me through the mirror, still in shock that there was a pussy between my legs instead of a dick. I wasn’t as upset as I wanted to be since I’d seen myself, which was unsettling.

Edna opened the door a touch. I jumped but calmed when she extended a robe toward me. I took the robe to cover my body.

“Thanks,” I said.

“I treat my girls well,” she said. “Now you’re one of them, Pam.”

I stared at myself in the mirror. My heart was numb. I didn’t want to live as Pam, but what choice did I have?

“Can you reverse this?”

“Sure, but I won’t. Not until you learn your lesson.”

“People will miss me.”

“Not at first. Your businesses run themselves, and let’s be honest, we both know your staff won’t mind having a break from you.”

It wasn’t a statement I could deny. I was a terrible boss with unrealistic expectations and yelled at anyone who didn’t meet them. Not normal yelling, either. I was a horrid man and knew it deep down, but my head had gotten so big over the years. I had lost all sense of reality, and now someone was making me pay, even if it was by unconventional, potentially illegal means.

“What’s going through your mind, Pam?”

“Stop calling me that,” I said in a curt voice. “It’s not my name.”

“It is according to your IDs. The quicker you obey my commands, the quicker you can go back to your old, pathetic life, but we both know nobody will miss you in the near term. Maybe after a month or two, but that’s more than enough time for you to learn your lesson.”

“I’m sorry for being an asshole at your club, but please, it doesn’t have to be like this. I don’t want to be a stripper. Have you seen me dance? I’m terrible at it!”

“That shouldn’t be a problem after the spell I cast. You can resist, but you’ll only prolong the inevitable. You can learn your lesson with me by your side to keep you safe, or you can walk out of that door and learn it on your own. As of now, you have nothing, and if you even dare try to use your old accounts to withdraw money, I’ll report you, and then you’ll rot behind bars.”

I went cold at Edna’s threat. There wasn’t much I could do except start over if I stayed as Pam. I would lose my restaurants and the rich life I’d built. Unless Edna turned me back into a man, I would just be a nobody of a woman with a record.

“The choice is yours, Pam, and I’ll leave you to make it, but if you ever want my help turning you back into a man, you’d better get in the shower and freshen up. You’ll need to shave everywhere for your dance tonight.”

“Dance? Tonight? It’s too soon! Why are you doing this to me?”

Tears ran down my eyes for the first time since waking up as a woman. Edna made a soft sound and patted my shoulder before leaving me to decide. It was complete bullshit that I was in this situation, but maybe it was my fault, at least a little bit.

I sighed and gripped the counter as I dropped my head. My long, light brown hair fell into my face, and my breasts hung heavily on my chest.

I lifted my eyes to stare at myself. Minutes could have passed. I wasn’t sure. Not of the time. Not of who I was. Who I’d become. If I deserved what I was getting.

All I knew was that I had two choices. I could either play by Edna’s rules, or I could start over in this new body with no hope of returning to my former one.

I sighed. I could always run away if Edna pushed me too far, but maybe all she wanted to do was make me dance, which was a small price to pay to get back to the life I’d built, so I stepped into the shower and grabbed a razor.
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Shaving took a lot longer and was a lot more delicate than I’d ever expected. Edna checked me when I first stepped out of the shower and made me turn right back. She found several missed patches of hair, demanding I shave them, but I could honestly tell the difference when I looked in the mirror.

I stared at my smooth skin, loving how soft it looked, and I couldn’t help but touch it. I glided the back of my hand up my smooth thigh until it was at the folds of my pussy lips. I tried to stop the thoughts as soon as they emerged, but all I could think was how a dick would look sliding into my tight little hole.

My pussy lips glistened as the thought took hold. I never once imagined a man fucking me, but it was suddenly all I could think about, and damn, I wanted it bad. What was wrong with me? What was happening to me? A fury toward Edna took hold, but what could I really do? What power did I have against a witch who could probably turn me into a fly with nothing but a short time to live?

I grabbed the bottle of lotion Edna had given me for after my shower and slathered my skin in the milky cream. I watched myself as I blended the moisturizer into my skin, rubbing it gently, getting wetter and wetter as I did. I didn’t know what had me so horny, but damn, all I wanted was for a hunky man to bend me over the sink and spread my pussy lips from behind with his dick.

The door was closed, so I didn’t stop myself as my fingers moved closer and closer to my wet, glistening lips. I stared at myself in the mirror as my hand made contact with my crotch, biting my lip as a wild sensation crossed my body. I slipped a finger into my pussy as I pushed down on my button, and the wildest noises left my mouth. Something between a whimper and a cry.

“Enjoying yourself in there?” Edna asked through the door.

I gasped and jumped and threw my hand off my pussy. I had a sinking feeling that Edna had heard me moaning, and I hated it. I didn’t want her to know that I was enjoying myself. She would never turn me back into a man if she thought turning me into a woman wasn’t punishment, but wasn’t masturbation wonderful no matter what a person had?

“I’m just… putting on lotion.”

“Right,” Edna said in an unconvinced voice.

“Really! I am!”

“Will you hurry up? It’s getting late,” she said.

I hadn’t looked at a clock in hours, but it couldn’t have been later than late afternoon. I washed my hands in the sink, still hot between the knees, but pleasuring myself would have to wait. Edna wanted me out the door, and I would be a fool to disobey her.

“How do you feel, Pam?”

“I don’t know,” I said. Everything was so new and different. I was a woman with a vagina instead of a penis. I had breasts on my chest, even though I never had surgery. Edna had done all this to me while I was sleeping, and I wanted to hate her for it, but part of me only grew more curious the longer I stayed as a woman.

“Are you enjoying yourself?”

“No,” I said with as much certainty as I could, but there was still doubt in my voice.

Edna smirked, but she said nothing as she led me back to the spare bedroom where I’d woken up as a woman. She opened the closet door and pulled out a black dress that looked big enough for my curvy frame.

I should have hated being somewhat fat, but I honestly loved my curves. I loved that my breasts and butt were big. I loved that my body was like an oversized hourglass. There were some stretch marks on my skin and little rolls over my waistline, but I was honestly loving my figure. I was banging. Smoking hot.

There were probably men out there who would hate on me but fuck them. They didn’t know what sexy looked like if they thought I was ugly. They were just like I was as a man, clueless and ignorant and following the herd on what defined the ‘ideal’ woman.

“Put on this dress, Pam.”

Hearing the name Pam got a bit less jarring every time Edna said it. I was beginning to like how it sounded, and the name certainly matched my new, round face. I had big cheeks and smaller eyes, but all those features made me look innocent and adorable, even though I felt anything but.

Part of me was excited to twirl around a pole, like I would know exactly what to do once I got on stage. I slipped on the black dress, which hugged my curves in all the right ways. Edna smiled at me as I smiled at myself in the mirror. I hated that I couldn’t hide how much I was loving this.

“Will you still turn me back into a man?”

“Once you do a few things for me, yes, I’ll be happy to turn you back into a man.”

“They’re going to need me at the restaurants,” I said, even though I didn’t quite believe it. A little voice in my mind whispered about the possibility of staying as Pam to live the rest of my days as a woman. If I could get the money from my accounts, that wouldn’t be so bad. I was lost in thoughts of a future as Pam when Edna touched my shoulder.

“Shh, it’s okay, my dear. You’ve only just begun your journey into womanhood. There’s so much more to experience.”

“Let’s get this over with, then. The sooner I’m back in my old body, the sooner I can forget any of this even happened.”

“As if you’ll be able to do that,” Edna said with a roar of laughter.
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Edna took me out for lunch at a hip restaurant in a trendy neighborhood, where I noticed more than a few men checking me out. Their attention made me feel special and desired. It made me wish they would come over to ask for my number, but none of them did.

“So, how do you feel, dear?” Edna asked as we walked away from the restaurant toward a second-hand shop, where they sold gorgeous dresses and heels and plenty of other womanly treasures.

“I don’t feel bad.”

“That’s good. You’ll need confidence when you take the stage tonight.”

My mind was in a battle over whether I wanted to strip or not. Part of me wanted to twirl around in circles while men watched with admiration, but then the other half thought I would make a fool of myself. That half was begging me to ask Elsa to learn my lesson any other way, but there was no telling if she would make me stop there.

What if she wanted me to do more than dance? What position was I in to tell her no?

“Are you nervous about dancing?” Edna asked when I hadn’t said a word.

“Yes,” I admitted. “How could I not be?”

“I gave you dancing abilities when I cast the spell. You should be fine once the music starts and you touch the pole. We’re getting to the club early, so we can practice.”

My heart beat a little slower knowing I would get to practice before making a complete fool of myself. Edna grabbed my wrist and led me to the vintage dresses. There were a few in my size, and there was a silver one that I absolutely loved.

It stopped a few inches below my panties with strands of sparkling silver fabric hanging from the hem. Edna found a large black hat with lace over the eyes that paired with the dress perfectly. She also found a pair of silver heels and some jewelry that she insisted I needed for my first dance.

“I always spoil my girls when they start working for me. Why do you think so many of them have stuck around for as long as they have?”

Some of the girls at her club looked a bit older than the normal crowd. I never imagined people made a career out of stripping, but it probably paid better than some other professions. I would have to get to know the girls, but that kind of excited me.

Being the owner, all my employees wanted to keep their distance, not that I blamed them. I had to stay professional and maintain order, but I always envied the relationships my staff had. They all went out after work or hung out on the weekends.

Maybe I could do that with some of the girls at the club. Have a real relationship with someone, which I hardly had with anyone. The guys who’d gone with me to the strip club that night were the closest I had to friends, but none of us really talked, or at least they didn’t talk much to me.

They only hung out with me when I was paying the bill, which I did less and less as the years passed. I also dated few women because most of the ones I had dated ended up being gold diggers. I preferred to be alone than have people use me for my money, but maybe I could have a fuller life as Pam.

“What do you think about dancing in that dress tonight? Can you move in it okay?”

I raised my arms into the air and shook my booty. My breasts swayed, and my ass jiggled, and fuck, I felt so fabulous that tears were bubbling in my eyes. I pressed my finger against my eye to stop myself from crying, but I couldn’t. I hated how much I loved being Pam. It was so much more exciting being Pam than I ever felt while being a man.

The clothes, the jewelry, and the way men looked at me. I couldn’t stop soaking it in, and honestly, I couldn’t wait to wear this silver dress as I twirled around a pole.

“Let’s buy it,” I said to Edna.
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I met most of the girls and made nice with Cherry. She definitely didn’t know I was that asshole who’d been insulting her from the other night. She just thought I was the new girl and gave me plenty of tips about how to apply makeup and deal with jerks. Some of the stories she was telling me had me feeling so faint that I ran off to the bathroom to compose myself.

I didn’t want some gross guys trying to grab my snatch! It was my flower. My precious. I had to protect it, so I marched right over to Edna, but she just laughed in my face when I complained.

“I told you that your journey into womanhood was only beginning. If you’re going to be one of my girls, you have to deal with the good and the bad. I hope you didn’t think stripping was easy.”

I swallowed a breath as nerves crept through my body. I had already done my practice run. It was kind of liberating to dance in front of the other girls, but I must have been ignoring the harsh realities of the nasty men who’d be watching me. The men who were no better than I used to be, and damn, I was a pig as a man.

“There’s only one girl left to dance before you’re supposed to take the stage. I hope you’re ready!”

Edna cackled as she walked out of the room, leaving me to stare at myself as my heart raced. The girls had already done my hair and makeup, which was somewhere between classy and slutty, and I was wearing the silver dress with four-inch heels, which were surprisingly easy to walk in for me considering I had no experience.

Edna’s spell had really worked its magic on me and made me a woman with all the knowledge of womanhood. I weirdly knew the names of all the makeup and probably could have done the makeup myself, but all the girls wanted to ask me questions.

I’d never lied so much on the spot in my life, coming up with a backstory that went along with the past Edna had provided. I was a bad girl who did bad things and didn’t care who I hurt, like the people I’d apparently poisoned on purpose, causing them to go into anaphylactic shock in exchange for a stint in jail.

I talked about my fake dead mother, whose death left me alone at the tender age of fifteen to fight my way through the system until I was eighteen and could sign my own papers. I embellished a story about a father who was no better than a bag of burning shit on the sidewalk. I was a nobody who had nobody, so I caused havoc wherever I went, but the girls understood me.

They’d actually lived lives like the one I was spinning. When they told me their stories, I could tell they were real. They were from the heart, and damn, what they told me made my stomach churn, but Edna’s spell had also made everything real for me. Even though I hadn’t lived the past I told, my body somehow felt like it had, like it’d seen and done more than I could ever imagine.

I picked up the tube of red lipstick as the current girl’s time on stage came to an end. I only had a few moments before I would have to go out there in front of the audience and twirl around a pole. I would have to strip down to nothing, as it was a full-nude bar. The girls didn’t hold back, and I wouldn’t be able to either, but at least they made several hundred a night.

Edna’s strip club was easily one of the busiest in the city, and her girls all had experience at other clubs, so in a way, I was lucky to start there, but the club’s reputation also put some pressure on my shoulders, like I couldn’t fuck up, or Edna would make me pay.

I stared at myself as I ran the lipstick over my lips, painting them red, adding a pop of color to my creamy face. My hair was teased and pinned to the side, and I couldn’t wait to let it down for the admiring crowd. I couldn’t wait for them to cheer me on.

Pam! Pam! Pam!

I laughed to myself, knowing it wouldn’t be exactly like that, but a girl could hope. I took several deep breaths, and then the manager called my name. Edna appeared as I stood backstage waiting for the signal.

“How are you feeling?” Edna asked with her hands on my shoulders. “Are you ready for this?”

“No, but this is the least I can do for talking bad about Cherry the other night. Thank you for holding me accountable.”

Edna pursed her lips, but then they curled into a smile. She was staring at me with a confused expression. I didn’t know what she was thinking, but I could see a hint of admiration on her face.

“You’re supposed to put up more of a fight! But I’m happy that you’re learning your lesson.”

“Me too,” I said, and for the first time, I meant it. This experience was priceless. “Will I be able to remember all of this when you turn me back into a man?”

“Yes, of course! What would be the point of a punishment if you couldn’t remember the lesson?” Edna asked with a wink. “Okay, it’s about your time. I’m going to introduce you to the audience. Have you thought of a stage name?”

The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind, but I honestly didn’t care if the strangers knew me as Pam, as long as they didn’t touch the precious flower between my legs! Then I thought that there was probably a guy out there I would let touch my pussy and smiled to myself.

“You can just call me Pam.”

Edna looked shocked. “Are you sure? I always used to go by Scarlett and would paint my lips just a touch darker than yours are now.”

I could picture Edna out there on the stage, shaking her tits for the world to see. She was a free, powerful woman. She had a presence about her that probably silenced the club when she walked onto the stage, and I captured that imaginary essence as I closed my eyes.

“Pam is fine. I’m ready for you to announce me.”

Edna said nothing more, and I heard her heels click as she walked out onto the stage, my eyes still closed, lost in my thoughts. I listened passively as Edna introduced me as the newest girl to join her family. She told the crowd that I had endless potential, and they gave me a rousing applause.

I took the microphone from Edna’s hands as I glided onto the stage, not focusing on anyone in particular. I just saw the countless heads all turned in my direction, and for whatever reason, it made me more calm than nervous seeing all those people.

“Thank you all so much for coming out to see me dance. I’m kind of new at this, so be kind.”

My voice was sugary sweet, light, and innocent. I turned off the microphone to avoid that terrible static sound, and then I walked to the edge of the stage and bent over in the silver dress for everyone to see. The crowd roared as they got a glimpse of my tiny white thong, but they hadn’t seen anything yet.

I turned back around as the music blasted through the room. It was a slow song with lots of lovely vocals. Not something they would play at a wild club, but it was perfect for my retro look. I stared out to the crowd as I approached the pole, their attention on me.

I wrapped my fingers around the cool metal and twirled once before pressing my back against it, facing away from the crowd. I slowly slid down the pole with my fingers outstretched. The metal spread my ass cheeks.

I dropped to my hands and knees and shook my ass against the pole, bouncing it up and down more than I even knew possible. I was only doing what I would want a girl to do if I were out in the crowd, and the moves all came naturally. It was like I’d spent years on stage.

The crowd went wild when I rolled over to my back and threw my legs into the air, wrapping them around the pole as they got a good few of my translucent panties. I spread my legs wide and kept going down and down until my legs were split against the pole.

The song switched to something more upbeat, so I wrapped my legs back around the pole and moved my body until I was able to grab the pole and lift myself to my feet, quickly throwing my legs into the air. I climbed the pole like I’d been doing it my entire life, and then I let my hair down when I got near the top and threw the hair clip out to the crowd.

They cheered for me, which I loved, but I also didn’t need their applause. I got immense joy out of working the pole. My heart fluttered when I dropped my head back, suspending myself by nothing more than my legs, which made me feel more powerful than I’d ever felt.

“That’s right girl!” someone screamed.

“Show us your pussy!” another hollered.

I ignored them and lifted myself to grab the pole, releasing my legs to lift them into the air. I spread my legs wide to show all the boys exactly what they wanted, and I was honestly a little wet when I reached between my thighs to rub my plump pussy lips through the clad panties, and fuck, it had me feeling horny.

I slowly, delicately lowered myself to the ground, and then I walked to the edge of the stage and did a little dance as I unzipped my dress, teasing everyone who was watching me like they couldn’t get enough. There were more than a few slack jaws when I scanned the room, careful not to look at anyone too closely.

This was my moment. My time. Whoever these people were didn’t matter. I was thick in all the right places and endlessly beautiful, and dancing gave me life. It gave me a feeling I’d never felt before, and I honestly never wanted it to end. Becoming a woman was supposed to be a punishment, but it’d opened my eyes.

I let the dress fall around my feet. My bra unhooked in the front, so I released it and didn’t act shy as I twirled the bra around above my head. My big breasts swayed and bounced, and all I could do was giggle.

“Throw me your bra! I want to smell it!” a man’s voice yelled. I tossed the bra in that direction and heard a manly roar, but I didn’t bother looking over at the man. I stared straight ahead, pretending like I was all alone as I wrapped my hand around the pole and twirled in a circle, letting my body fall to a diagonal. I threw my right leg into the air as I suspended myself. The only thing on my body was a tiny thong, but I felt incredible.

Beautiful.

I pulled myself up after holding the position for a moment, and then I turned to the crowd and didn’t hesitate to push my panties to the ground. I only had three songs, and the second one was coming to an end, so I had to make the last one count.

“Who wants my panties?” I hollered out to the crowd.

“Me!” a thousand different voices said, both masculine and feminine. There were more than a few ladies in the crowd, but I really wanted a man. My body was craving a thick, muscular man more than ever, but where would I find one? Could I really go through with it?

I pushed the doubts from my mind and dropped to my knees with my ass facing the people. I held my thong as I crawled over to the pole, showing my ass to the entire room, but it was liberating more than humiliating. If I could do this, I could do anything! What was more difficult than letting down my guards and exposing my true self?

A comfort more powerful than any I’d ever felt washed over me as I realized the power that I’d gained by gracing the stage naked, and it was incredible. I held the pole with the back of my hand and slowly slid down into the splits. I bounced my ass with my legs spread like a flat line, and the crowd went wild, but they went even crazier when I pushed up to a standing position and grabbed the pole to lift myself into the air.

I held the pole behind me with my legs spread wide, shaking my body like wild while the crowd watched. There was a no phones rules, so I didn’t have to worry about some pervert recording me, but I wasn’t sure I would care if they did.

Let them show the world my skills. My grace. My beauty.

I felt on top of the world as I slowly lifted my legs into the air until I was bent like an arch on the pole. My heels were the only thing on my body, and I wished it could be that way always. I felt so free with the air swirling around my unclothed skin.

The crowd threw countless dollar bills onto the stage as I held the arch position, my breasts and pussy on full display for their pleasure. Once their cash rainstorm turned into more of a drizzle, I let my body slide slowly down the pole, still holding the arch, until I could put my hands flat on the floor.

I let my legs fall and popped up like a cheerleader, clapping my hands and jumping for the crowd as they cheered like wild. They threw more dollars onto the stage, so I lifted my right leg into the air like a good cheerleader would, and the people couldn’t stop giving me money.

Edna’s voice made me jump.

“Give it up for Pam, everybody!”

They cheered as Edna walked closer. She whispered congratulations into my ear and passed me some cloth bags, telling me to gather the cash from the stage, so that was what I did. All the girls were standing backstage when I got there.

“That was amazing, Pam!”

“Where did you learn to do that?”

“You’ll have to teach me some tricks.”

The girls were all so nice, and I promised that I would teach them whatever I could, but there was no way I would have been able to do any of it if it weren’t for Edna’s magic. It was Cherry’s turn to go on stage, and the other girls had private dances, so the celebration was short lived, but I still felt on top of the world.

Edna found me in the large changing room, clapping slowly as she approached.

“I knew you had it in you!”

“We both know why it was possible. Why don’t you give the other girls some—”

“Shh,” Edna said and pressed her finger to her lips. “Don’t say a word, or I’ll have to use a spell you don’t like, and you wouldn’t want that, would you?”

I shook my head.

“Good girl. Did you enjoy yourself?”

I didn’t want to admit that I’d loved dancing on that stage more than anything else I’d done in my life, but we both knew that was the case. We both knew that Edna’s punishment was more pleasure than pain, but she wasn’t upset by it.

Maybe the punishment would be her stripping away this incredible newfound existence. Maybe she would make me suffer knowing that I could never experience anything close to the euphoria that I’d just felt. I shivered with fear at the thought.

“I thought you enjoyed yourself, Pam, but maybe you should have done a bit less on the pole.”

“Why? They gave me like a grand in tips. Isn’t that the point? To bring in the most money?”

“Yeah, the girls will love you for that since the main-stage tips are shared, but you caught someone’s eye in the crowd.”

“Oh, does that mean I need to do a private dance? Those tips I get to keep for myself, right?”

“Yes, you’ll get to keep all the money you make, but you don’t seem to understand, my dear. You caught Wayne Howard’s eye, and…” Edna leaned down to place her chin on my shoulder, staring at me through the mirror before speaking in a soft whisper. “…he’s the most dangerous, ruthless man I’ve ever met.”

My body went cold. “What?”

Edna was already on her way out of the room. “I’ll tell you all the details later. Until then, you’ll be in room five for a few private showings. The first one starts in fifteen minutes. Change into something nice. He wants classy Pam.”

I sat there for two or three minutes, wondering how I could get out of this, thinking I should just leave while I was ahead before meeting this Wayne Howard guy. I could strip. I could make it on my own. Edna wouldn’t follow me to a new city, right?

I was lost in thought when Edna returned to yell at me to get ready, so I did, but my heart wasn’t in it during those next few dances. I was paralyzed by fear. Terrified of what was to come.
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Edna gave me a room at her place. We didn’t get there until close to dawn, so it was well past noon by the time I awoke, worried that Wayne Howard was in the other room, waiting to take me. He wasn’t, of course, but my mind was running a mile a minute. I had to get back to my old body before this little spell went too far.

“Ah, you’re finally awake,” Edna said as she slid into the room.

I stilled. “How—”

“Let’s just say I can sense your energy.”

“You don’t have a camera watching me, do you?” I asked and held the sheets tight against my body, as I’d slept in the nude. Suddenly I didn’t feel all bright and cheery about my naked body as I had the night before. My strong desires to have a man inside of me had vanished, and all I really wanted was to return to my former life.

“There are no cameras, but you’d be surprised at what I can see without them.”

I had no idea what Edna was talking about, but her words had me feeling cold all over, and I was dreading learning anything more about Wayne Howard or his crew. Why had Edna’s magic made me such a great dancer? Why couldn’t I have been mediocre? A dancer who wouldn’t catch some criminal’s attention.

“Haven’t I learned my lesson?”

“Not yet,” Edna said with a shake of the head. “You need to please my richest client since he’s asked for you. You don’t know the things that man will do if he doesn’t get his way.”

“Please don’t make me,” I begged. “Tell him I’ve run away.”

“If I told him that, he would only want to chase after you,” Edna said with a coy grin. I hated how she could play with my emotions without flinching. “Is that what you really want, dear? Do you want a killer hunting you down?”

“A killer?” I asked in a soft whisper.

Edna shrugged. “I’ve heard some things, and I doubt they were a lie, my dear. Some people just don’t play by the rules, and Wayne is one of those guys. Once you give him what he wants, I’ll turn you back into a man. How about that?”

My body quivered, but I tried to hide my fear. I didn’t want Edna to know that I was more terrified than I’d ever been. That I would run out of the door and far, far away if I could. I had come as far as I wanted to go. It would be amazing to have sex as a woman and to satisfy my dripping quench for a hunky man, but I would rather be safe. I would rather have my life. My freedom.

“Did you hear me, Pam? I told you that I would turn you back into a man! Aren’t you excited?”

My mouth was dry, and I felt more afraid than I ever had, but what choice did I have if I wanted to return to my former life? I would have to do whatever this powerful criminal man wanted, and I was certain he would report back to Edna if he wasn’t satisfied. What would she do if I cost her business and money?

“Pam! I asked you a question! You’re going to have to perk up if you want to make Wayne happy! He wants the goddess he saw on stage last night. Not this… whatever this is,” Edna said and waved her hand up and down in front of me with a face full of disgust.

I felt smaller than small, like a lone grain of sand drifting through the air. I could leave and run and hope Wayne didn’t chase after me to fulfill whatever weird fantasies he had, but I really couldn’t control his actions. If I left, I would always be looking over my shoulder, even if he didn’t follow me, and worse, I would always ask myself what-if.

“I hope you have some sexy clothes for me to wear,” I said in a low voice.

“That’s the spirit! Go to the kitchen and help yourself to a lovely breakfast, and then we’ll get you ready for your night with Wayne!” Edna ripped the sheet from my body and shooed me out of bed.
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I sat at the vanity in the guest bedroom as Edna stood behind me, wrapping my hair around the hot coil of a curling iron. I’d already shaved and moisturized and was now wearing translucent black lingerie. The bra showed the faintest hints of nipple, and the panties, my, they were sexy.

I could see the folds of my pussy lips through the fabric when I looked in the mirror. I could see the plumpness, the dampness of my womanhood, and part of me never wanted to lose it, even though the other part of me was screaming, begging to return to my former body. It wanted out of this chaos and out from under Edna’s control.

Edna was humming a song as she curled my hair. I didn’t recognize the melody, but she had a lovely humming voice. If I closed my eyes, I would drift off to sleep, like a baby in their mother’s arms. She was entirely focused on the task at hand, and all I could do was wonder where the night would lead.

What would Wayne do? What would he want me to do? I was almost afraid to ask, but I needed information before I met up with him. There would be nothing worse than going into the situation blind.

“So, am I just dancing for Wayne tonight? Does he have a private stripping pole or something?”

“He does, but he might want a little more. Look, I know it isn’t ethical, but Wayne is willing to pay five grand for tonight, and he’ll probably give you some extra on the side. He’s loaded, but we have to play by his rules.”

Five grand?

Fuck, that was a lot of money, and if a man was willing to drop that much, I had a feeling he would want more than just a lap dance. He was going to want to own me. Dominate me.

“Is that for the entire night?”

Edna was silent as she curled another strand of hair. She had stopped humming and wouldn’t meet my eyes through the mirror. It wasn’t until I screamed her name that she finally came back to it.

“Yes, Pam. It’s for the entire night. He’ll give me more money if it lasts longer than that, but, Pam, if I’m being honest, I never thought your punishment would come to this. Wayne isn’t like all my other clients. He’s quiet and reserved, and from my experience, those are the wildest ones.”

My heart was pounding in my chest. I looked at my thick, curvy body in the mirror, imagining it in fifteen different positions as Wayne used me, and I really didn’t want it to happen.

“Can’t you just turn me back to a man? Tell him I died.”

Edna shook her head. “I’m sorry, dear, but I’m not trying to get on Wayne’s bad side. He sends a lot of business to my club.”

“I have a lot of money. I’ll give you ten grand if you turn me back right now.”

It looked like Edna considered the offer, but her pondering didn’t last long. She shook her head and went back to doing my hair. “Wayne is like a debt collector, hon, and I’m really not trying to owe him a damn thing. Just got through with this, and I’ll change you back the second you turn home.”

“Won’t Wayne want me even more? Won’t he come looking for me?”

“I’ll deal with that when the time comes, but if Wayne doesn’t get what he wants today after seeing you last night, he’ll suspect something and get upset. Most of my girls would be excited to make five grand in a night and would probably be willing to do just about anything to get it.”

Edna was probably right, but I didn’t want my first time as a woman to be with a man so vile. A man who was willing to bend and break the rules to get what he wanted. A man who was the leader of his pack, probably the ultimate alpha male. Someone who could utterly destroy a girl like me.

“Are you taking twenty percent?”

“It’s really not about the money, Pam, but yes, I am. The other girls would be furious if they found out I didn’t take my usual cut. I’m sure you understand.”

I didn’t understand any of it, but there I was, sitting in front of the mirror as Edna dolled up my face. I wasn’t going to run. I wasn’t going to start over. One night could get me back to the life I had, and how bad could it really be to spend an evening with a man like Wayne Howard? He probably had countless interesting stories.

“Put on your dress, and then I’ll do your makeup.”

I inhaled deeply before standing from the chair to walk over to the bed where Edna had placed the dress I was to wear. It was a little black number with thin straps. It barely went down past my pussy, and it hugged my curves like a glove. I felt a little uncomfortable in the skimpy dress, but at the same time, I kind of loved how it made me feel sensuous and powerful.

“Take off your panties.”

“What?” I asked in a stricken voice.

“Special request. Wayne doesn’t want you wearing panties, and he told me that you shouldn’t pack any either.”

“Why? Is he going to give me some panties when I get there?” I asked.

“Maybe, maybe not. He didn’t give many details. Only that he wanted you at his downtown loft by eight.”

Edna stared at me, waiting for me to get on with it, so I did after the shock lessened from a sting to a dull ache. I reached up my skirt and pulled down my panties and already felt a touch more vulnerable, and the night hadn’t even begun.
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Edna pulled up to a towering building. She gave me a hug and wished me luck, and then I was walking toward the entrance with a racing heart. I stepped into the lobby, feeling like a call girl, as more than a couple heads turned to stare at me, and I didn’t blame them.

I was wearing a skimpy dress and four-inch heels with curled hair and a bunch of makeup. I looked done up for a night out, except I honestly had no idea where I was going. Apparently, Wayne had a pole in his loft. How many times had he ordered a stripper to his residence? Were these guests staring at me with crooked expressions used to this kind of intrusion?

“You must be Pam,” the man behind the counter said when I approached. “Mr. Howard left a message about your arrival.”

How was it a man as crooked and infamous as Wayne could keep such a public profile? Why weren’t the police knocking down his door to arrest him? Was there an undercover agent there watching me now?

“Did he? I’m sorry, I have no idea where to go.”

“Not to worry. Someone will be here in a moment to show you. Please have a seat.”

I glanced over my shoulder at the spot where the doorkeeper was gesturing. I walked over to the elegant couch and pressed my legs together before sitting down slowly, hyper aware of my snatch and the fact that someone could see it if I spread my legs just a touch too widely.

I sat with my legs crossed until a young man approached. He was wearing a business suit, even though he had tattoos on his neck and knuckles.

“Pam?” he asked.

“That’s me.”

He waved for me to follow without saying another word. When I looked at the doorkeeper for comfort, he was staring down at his desk, acting busy, even though I saw there was nothing in front of him. The man with tattoos on his neck led me to a door with a glowing exit sign above it.

“Where are we going?” I asked when we stepped through the door and went down a flight of stairs instead of up.

“Where do you think, lady?”

The man grunted and didn’t even bother turning toward me, completely dismissing me, like I was just some dumb ditz, like I was a dime a dozen. I’d never felt so worthless, so pathetic, so used. I was nothing more than some man’s play toy. An object to use for his pleasure.

Five thousand dollars was probably nothing to a man like Wayne, especially when I realized we were heading to a private hallway with a thick metal door. The man with tattoos all over had to scan his hand and enter a code for the door to open, and that was only to get to an elevator, which needed a separate key to work.

“Just a friendly tip, don’t speak to Wayne until he speaks to you. There’s nothing he hates more than someone interrupting his train of thought.”

The elevator doors slid open, and the man gestured for me to step inside, but I was frozen in place.

“Aren’t you going up too?” I asked.

He laughed. “No, Wayne wants you. Don’t disappoint.” The tattooed man shoved me into the elevator, and the doors slid closed before I could step back out, but I should have run away long ago if that was what I wanted. I should have run down the sidewalk away from this towering building when I had the chance, but I didn’t.

All I could do now was live with the decisions I’d made, and that was what I told myself as I ascended into the air in Wayne’s private elevator.
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The elevator doors slid open, and a lavish room greeted me. I was much higher in the air than I’d expected from the short elevator ride. I could see the entire city from where I was standing, and it was beautiful. Breathtaking. The view pulled me from the elevator.

I glided over to the floor-to-ceiling windows. I pressed my palm against the glass as I stared out at all the life happening around me, completely unaware, unbothered by my predicament.

“Don’t get the windows dirty.”

I jumped at the voice, turning around to see a man much more handsome than I was expecting. Wayne had thick arms, a large chest, a full head of hair, and a perfectly trimmed beard. I could smell his freshly washed body from here, and damn, the sight of him had me much hornier than I expected.

“Sorry,” I said in a soft voice.

“If there’s even a smudge on that glass, I’m going to spank you.”

My eyes widened as Wayne walked over to the windows to inspect the glass. I could see the spots where my fingers had touched it, and fuck, I was nervous. I glanced down at Wayne’s hands, and they were huge. One swat of those big hands on my ass would redden it like hot coals.

“What’s this?” Wayne asked and pointed at the spot I’d touched. “Are those smudges I see?”

I dropped my head and nodded, feeling more submissive than I ever had. “Yes, I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”

“It’s okay. I’ll let it go this time.”

Wayne was grinning like wild when I lifted my head to look into his eyes. He grabbed my wrist and pulled me out onto his terrace, overlooking the entire city. He was so high up it honestly made me sick being out there, but it was also fabulous. I felt like a starlet on a movie set.

Where was the camera to capture my hair blowing in the wind? Where were the directors to give me my next line?

“Seeing you last night was incredible. That dance you did blew my mind!”

Wayne ran his hands down my arms until they were at my wrists. He pulled me against his body and kissed my cheek. I squealed and pushed my chin against my shoulder to hide my face, but Wayne wouldn’t let me.

“I was dying to see you up close last night.”

“I’m sure you say that to all the girls,” I said. “How many strippers do you invite over?”

“You wouldn’t be the first, but damn, you might be the best. I’ve never seen anything like what you did. Not at Edna’s club. Not so close to home.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“Do you think you would be here right now if I were lying? Why else would I invite you to my house? You’re fucking sexy, girl. I love those curves. That ass. I jacked off thinking about you twice last night.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t have a girl help you,” I said with so much attitude, I was caught a bit off guard. Who was this girl I was becoming? Why was I flirting with a man?

“No girl was going to touch me until I had my night with you.”

“Does it count if you have to pay for it?”

Wayne chuckled and grabbed my ass firmly to push me up against his muscular body. I gasped as I slammed into him, but he seemed unphased. He was looking at me like he could handle everything and anything I tried to throw his way, and fuck, that made me hot.

The area between my thighs was burning like a bonfire, and I needed Wayne’s dick inside me to put out the flames. He was so confident. So manly. Everything I imagined myself being as a man, but one I could never become.

Wayne pulled on my hair and stuck out his tongue. He started at the base of my neck and ran his tongue all the way to my chin. My knees knocked together like a wind chime in a thunderstorm as Wayne’s tongue glided up my sensitive skin.

He surprised me by grabbing my hand and pushing it up against his crotch, which was thick and long and way bigger than I expected, but I wanted to take it. I wanted to feel him stretching my walls to the max, but just as our kiss was getting hot and heavy, Wayne pulled away from me.

I gasped and reached out for him, but he didn’t let me grab him. He shook his head and smirked.

“You owe me a dance, girl. Let me show you the pole.”

I frowned as fluids of desire leaked out of my panties and ran down my leg, but we were in Wayne’s house, and he was the one in charge. He grabbed my wrist with his manly hand and pulled me from the terrace, still dripping from my flowery folds. Each switch of my legs sent me a little over the edge as I tried to keep up with Wayne, but damn, I was burning from my desire.

Wayne led me to a huge room on the second floor with three stripping poles and a bar. It must have been his party room, but tonight was a private event. There were only tickets for Wayne and me, which made me feel special. It made me feel like maybe I was the best. His favorite.

“Is there a song you want me to dance to?” I asked as I walked over to the closest pole. “I’m guessing this room has decent speakers.”

“You know it does,” Wayne said with a wild grin.

“Why don’t you play me something sexy?” I suggested.

“You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you?”

I shrugged and wrapped my fingers around the pole. I dropped my body and spun in a circle before jumping into the air to wrap my legs around the pole, letting momentum spin me like a ballerina. Wayne watched with a darkness coating his eyes as I spun, circle after circle, until I saw little dots of light, but I didn’t stop there.

I hugged the pole and climbed it to the beat of the music, staring over my shoulder at Wayne as I went. He was watching just as intently as before, and I glanced down, noticing the thick outline in his pants. It left little to the imagination, but I wanted to see it all. I wished he were fucking naked, but maybe it wouldn’t be too long until I got my wish.

Wayne whistled when I bent my body into an arch against the pole and kicked my leg into the air, revealing the shadows of my dress. He stepped forward to get a better look, and there was nothing sexier than when he bit his lip while he looked up my dress. I didn’t care how perverted it was. Wayne giving me his undivided attention had me hot all over, and I got even hotter when he reached down to unbutton his pants.

“You want this dick in your tight little pussy?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath, much to my disbelief. I never in a million years would have pictured myself telling a man that I wanted his dick, but I was desperate for Wayne. I wanted to drop to my knees and wrap my lips around his manhood. I wanted him to push it to the back of my throat. I wanted him to make me choke; to drink every drop of his load.

Wayne was pushing down his zipper when a strange sound cut into the music. It was enough to throw me off balance, so I had to slide down the pole to catch myself. I landed on my heels and huffed as I shook my shoulders and pulled down the hem of my dress.

“What was that?” I asked.

“A distress call,” Wayne said and pulled up his zipper. He buttoned his pants and grabbed my hand to pull me out of the room. I was so upset as the realization that I wouldn’t be getting any dick came over me.

“A distress call from where?”

“One of my guys. They only call that line if there’s a real emergency.”

Wayne went to a piece of furniture in the corner of the living room. He opened the seemingly normal side table, but there was a safe beneath the wood exterior. Wayne punched in a code to open the safe, revealing a landline phone and stacks of cash.

He picked up the phone and only had to hit one number to make the call. He was talking a few seconds later. I couldn’t pick up most of the conversation, but I understood that someone had eyes on a target, and that they were at a club.

Wayne hung up the phone after what must have been two or three minutes, and he walked over to me with a serious expression on his face. His dark eyes fixed on me, and fuck, I just wanted him to rip off my dress and claim me. I wanted him to force me down to my knees and shove his cock to the back of my throat.

“Pam, I need your help.”

“What do you need?”

“You’re going to seduce a man, so I can kidnap him.”

The words stopped my heart, but I didn’t move my hands away from Wayne’s. I squeezed them more tightly, knowing I would do anything he asked. I was falling for him, and he hadn’t even fucked me. There was just something about him that attracted me when I looked into his eyes, and I’d always wanted to add a little adventure to my otherwise dull life.

“Seduce him? How? What does he look like?”

“He’s tall, tan, and quite the ladies’ man. He’s picky, but we know his type. I hope you’re okay wearing a blonde wig. We’ll also have to change you into a red dress, but I’ll give you five extra grand. My assistant is bringing me some options as we speak.”

Five extra grand? Fuck, that was a lot of money to make in a night, and I was honestly having fun. Much more fun than I was expecting.

“The guy who led me to the elevator?”

“Yeah, that’s Todd. He’s nice… until you cross him.”

I didn’t like the way Wayne laughed, but then he wrapped his arm over my shoulder and pulled me against his body, reminding me that I was on his good side. I was safe, even if he and Todd were evil, it wasn’t really my problem. I could ignore all the bad stuff and just do what Wayne asked. I just wanted to please him and to see him happy, so he would give me what I most wanted, which was a taste of his manhood.

“I’ll do my best. What if he doesn’t want to talk to me?”

“I doubt that’ll be a problem. Who could resist all this sexiness?” Wayne asked and lifted my arm into the air to twirl me in a circle, making me feel like a princess in a dark fairy tale.
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I was wearing a tight red minidress, red heels, red lipstick, and silver jewelry. I felt like a million dollars when all the men turned to look in my direction as I stepped out of the car in front of the club. Some random guy was driving the car, so I didn’t even bother to look back or wave at him as I walked toward the door.

I flipped my blonde hair over my shoulder as I walked past the bouncer, who didn’t dare stop a sexy woman like me, and I didn’t have to look back at him either to know his eyes were glued to my ass, probably imagining what it would look like to have his dick sliding between my cheeks.

The bartender stopped talking to some guy to come over and attend to me. I batted my lashes at him, flashing a bright smile.

“What could I get you tonight, miss?”

“I’d love a dirty vodka martini in a rocks glass.”

“Coming right up,” he said.

I turned my back to the bar and scanned the room. I had a camera on my chest and a tiny little microphone in my ear. Wayne promised he would keep me out of danger, and I trusted him, even if he was a ‘bad’ guy. He made me feel safe.

“Here you are, miss.”

I thanked the bartender and placed a twenty on the counter. He got some change and came back to me. I left a generous tip and walked over to the dance floor with the drink close to my lips. I’d already spotted my target, John Frost, but I would let him come to me.

“Do you see him?” Wayne asked through the microphone.

“Yes,” I said.

The couple next to me glanced over with weird expressions, clearly wondering who I was talking to, so I wouldn’t say anything else to Wayne until I got John. I didn’t want to blow my cover and ruin the mission.

Wayne was light on the details, but I guess guys from John’s gang hurt one of Wayne’s guys, so they were going to kidnap him to send a message. Wayne told me not to bother with the details, so I wouldn’t. I didn’t want to know more than necessary.

“Hey there, gorgeous.”

My skin tingled when John’s voice hit my ears. Wayne told me John was one of the most confident men he’d ever met and that he loved blondes with big boobs, which was me with the wig. I glanced over my shoulder at John, acting uninterested.

“Can I help you?”

“I was hoping we could dance.”

“I don’t think so,” I said and waved John off like he was an annoying fly hovering around my plate.

“Come on,” he begged. “Don’t you want to dance? Are you all alone?”

“What’s wrong with being alone?” I asked and started walking away from John, but he reached out and grabbed my wrist. I nearly threw my drink in his face but thought that might be a step too far.

I shook off his hand and scoffed. “Dude, what are you doing?”

“I asked you to dance.”

“Then I told you no. Can’t you take a hint?”

A man with a flashlight walked over at that moment and shined it in John’s face before moving it to mine. “Is there a problem over here?”

“No,” I told the security guard. “He’s harmless.”

“They all seem harmless until they’re not,” the security guard said in an unamused voice before continuing through the crowd.

John stepped forward with a wild smile. He cupped his hands around mine and lifted them toward my face.

“You could have gotten me kicked out of the club, but you didn’t. I knew there was something between us.”

“I would prefer there were distance between us.”

“You’re so feisty, I love it.”

I couldn’t help but smile. John wasn’t backing down no matter what I threw at him, and I kind of loved how he let me play hard to get. In truth, he was handsome. Downright sexy, actually. He wasn’t as rugged and manly as Wayne, but John could grace the cover of a fashion magazine. He could probably appear in underwear ads, and it made me a little hot when he let his gaze linger.

“You don’t give up, do you?”

“Not when I see something I want.”

“Fine,” I said and placed my drink to my lips. I downed all of it and passed John the empty glass. “Why don’t you buy me another drink while I think about whether I should dance with you?”

“Deal,” John said and took the drink, running off to the bar. I watched him closely to make sure he didn’t put anything in my drink, but I was pretty positive he just thought I was some girl at the club, which was right where I needed him.

He brought me the dirty martini in a rocks glass, and then we danced together. We rubbed our hips together, and I was expecting Wayne to say something, but he said nothing. Not even when John grabbed the back of his head and pressed his lips against mine, but I would be lying if I said I didn’t like it.

I couldn’t believe I was getting paid thousands to seduce the man, but then again, I had no idea how far Wayne and his guys would go with John. Would they torture him? Kill him? I shook away the thoughts and worry, afraid John would see it on my face and take me as his hostage before Wayne could get John as his.

I stepped forward and wrapped my hand around the back of John’s neck. He pressed himself up against me, and I could feel the outline of his erection, and it wasn’t disappointing, but I was spoken for by Wayne, and he growled into the microphone that time to remind me.

“Why don’t we get out of here?” I asked John in a whisper.

“Yeah, I’d like that.”

John moved his lips to nibble on my ear. I squealed and pushed on his chest lightly.

“John!” I screeched in a playful voice.

“What, Pam?” he asked.

We fell into a fit of laughter as we held each other. The music was pounding around us, yet we were in our own little world. I hadn’t forgotten that I was on a mission, but why couldn’t I have fun? Why couldn’t I let John enjoy himself before one of Wayne’s guys put a bag over his head and threw him into the back of a van?

We were walking away from the club a few minutes later, and that was exactly what happened. A van pulled up and grabbed John while we were walking on the sidewalk. They didn’t bother with the bag over his head. Not on the sidewalk at least, but I played my part and screamed.

I screamed and pointed at the black van as they pulled away into the night, but I didn’t stay around long enough to get questioned by the police, and we already knew where the cameras were pointed, so it was likely none of it had been recorded.

Todd would come around to pick me up once they got John to a secure location, so all I had to do was wait.
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I was asleep in Wayne’s loft when I felt a push on my shoulder. I jolted awake but found comfort in the fact that it was Wayne. He curled up behind me and wrapped his leg over my body. I wiggled and pushed myself into his back.

“You did great tonight, Pam. Incredible.”

“Is John hurt?”

“We roughed him up a bit, but he’ll live to see another day.”

“What about your guy?”

“They’ve killed more than a few of my guys, but we’ve done the same. Better not to kill John, but I told him he’d better back off my turf if he wanted to live.”

“It all sounds so complicated,” I said. I really didn’t want to know the details. I could live without them. All I really wanted was what I had right now. Wayne behind me, holding me tenderly. I felt like his girl, like I was the special one in his life, like no other girl could take my spot. I was his Queen.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Four in the morning.”

“You’re just getting home?”

“We had a lot to take care of since it was a forced meeting if you will. I’m sure his guys would have come looking for John if we didn’t move fast, so that was what we did.”

“He’s free?”

“Yeah, we dropped him off in his territory. He’s been treading the line more and more recently, and I had to remind him that I don’t like him in my areas.”

“Okay,” I said, and that was the last I remembered before sleep took me. As much as I wanted to talk with Wayne, I couldn’t stay awake a second longer, so I closed my eyes just as he pressed his lips against my exposed shoulder blade.
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I awoke to Wayne’s hands gliding all over my body. Morning light was streaming in through the windows, and he was completely naked. I gasped when I realized, but he silenced me by pressing his lips against mine. He pushed his tongue into my mouth, and all I could do was grab the back of his head to slam his face more firmly against mine.

His touch got wilder. He moved his hands up and down my body, caressing me everywhere he could. My back arched as Wayne moved his mouth from mine to kiss from my neck all the way down to my breasts. I gasped when he wrapped his lips around my stiffened nipple.

“Yes!” I screamed.

Wayne moaned against my breast as he sucked on my nipple. I felt his stiffened cock jump against my thigh. It felt so thick and heavy, and I couldn’t wait to have it inside of me, but I was locked in pleasure’s hold. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak.

Wayne’s tongue slid over my nipple. It was hot. Electric. Exhilarating. His hands were heavy, yet his tongue was sensual and delicate. His touch had me feeling relaxed and open and ready to take him.

I lifted my legs and wrapped them around his thick torso, spreading my hot, swollen pussy. He reached between my legs and pressed a firm hand against my womanhood, opening me further. I was gushing, and then he pressed his manly fingers against my clit, and I screamed louder than I thought possible, but Wayne didn’t silence me.

He encouraged me.

“That’s right, girl! Let it out!”

I screamed even more loudly as Wayne shoved three of his fingers into me. He didn’t hold back. He was rough, even a little violent as he plunged his fingers into me over and over again, but I loved the bit of pain. I loved that he wasn’t just being gentle. He was really stretching my walls and making me feel it. He was pushing me to my limits, and I wanted nothing less.

Wayne fingered me as he kissed down my body until he was inches from my pussy. He pulled his fingers out of me and pressed his mouth against my womanhood. I moaned as his tongue moved over my pussy lips, teasing and tantalizing it. Giving me everything I never knew I wanted, and damn, it felt good.

I gripped the sheets beneath me as Wayne worked his tongue over my pussy. He was rough and delicate at the same time. He probably had experience, but I wasn’t even thinking about that. I was lost in the moment, literally on top of the world, swimming through the clouds of ecstasy.

Wayne lifted himself off my womanhood a bit later. He stared at me with those dark eyes as he wiped his lips, and I got to my knees before he could stop me. I wrapped my hand around his thick base.

I’d never had a dick in my face before, but I’d never been a woman, and I’d never felt this slutty. All I wanted was to wrap my lips around his thick manhood, so I did.

Wayne encouraged me. He grabbed the back of my head and pushed my lips down his shaft until I was coughing on his cock, but I fucking loved it.

I loved being his submissive slut! I loved being a woman! I was experiencing pleasure I never thought possible, and Wayne was happy to provide it. He had his complete focus on me, and it was incredible. I’d never done to a woman what he was doing to me.

“I’m going to fuck you hard. Are you on the pill?”

I had no idea how to answer that question, but I didn’t want whatever was happening to stop, so I told Wayne I was. He swiped his hand over my wet pussy before putting my juices all over his cock. He rubbed it as he stared down at me, looking at me with those intense eyes.

The eyes I was growing to love. The man I was growing to need, and I only needed Wayne more when he slid his fat dick into my pussy. I screamed as he spread my walls, but he silenced me with a kiss, and then the pain quickly transformed into pleasure as I got wetter and wetter for his dick.

Wayne pounded my pussy when I opened up for him. His fingers were in my hair. His mouth anywhere and everywhere he could touch. I wrapped my legs around his thick torso and took the pounding, grateful that I had a little meat on the bones.

“Give it to me!” I hollered.

“I’m going to cum all over your pussy!”

“Cum on it!”

Wayne lifted my hands above my head and stared into my soul as he pounded my pussy, and I knew at that moment I never wanted to leave this man. I didn’t care about his reputation. I didn’t care that he was a criminal. I just wanted to feel like this over and over again, and maybe that was selfish, but I honestly didn’t fucking care.

I hit my peak seconds later as we were staring at each other, love clear between us. I screamed as Wayne held me by the wrists and came all over his dick. My walls contracted around his manhood, and that was all he needed to cum with me.

“Fuck, girl!”

Wayne hollered and pulled out of my pussy just in time to come all over my womanhood. His load was hot and thick, and it felt so good running down my sex. I couldn’t wait for him to do it again, and we’d only just finished.

“You’re incredible,” Wayne said and dropped behind me on the bed. “You’re my girl. I hope you’re okay with that.”

“There’s nothing I want more,” I said and snuggled up against my man. My criminal. My King.
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Edna picked me up later that day after my morning romp with Wayne, and I was still floating in the clouds when I slid into the passenger’s seat.

“How did it go?”

“Wonderfully,” I said.

“That’s great,” Edna said and pulled away from the curb. She took me to lunch at a fancy restaurant down the street. Luckily, I’d packed something more appropriate for a daytime outing, even though I was still lacking panties.

We sat at a table near the middle of the restaurant. So much had happened since I last saw Edna. Part of me still wanted to go back to my old life as a man, but that part of me was growing weak. I was so lonely and bored, even though I had several restaurants to run. They just didn’t give me the same satisfaction as turning heads everywhere I went.

Edna and I ordered. I got a steak salad, and she ordered a chicken sandwich. We decided to split a bottle of white wine, which the server brought over to pour us each a glass before the food arrived.

“Cheers,” I said.

“Cheers,” Edna echoed and clinked her glass with mine. We stared at each other as we took a sip. I knew what was coming, and I still wasn’t sure how to answer. “So, should I turn you back into a man? I think you’ve learned your lesson.”

I took a long sip of my wine as Edna looked at me with a raised eyebrow, like she was testing me, like she knew I’d discovered something I wanted to keep, but would she let me? Edna was a powerful witch and could probably turn me into whatever she wanted.

“Wayne and I had fun.”

Edna smiled broadly and shook her head. “Naughty girl.”

My cheeks were burning in an instant. I didn’t know how to respond. I felt like a dirty girl, but dirty in a good way, like I wanted to roll around in a pile of filth and never leave it.

Wayne could take me whenever he wanted. He could throw my legs into the air. Pound my pussy. Use my body for his pleasure because pleasing him was all I really wanted.

“It’s okay. You can stay Pam a little longer.”

“Cheers to that,” I said and lifted my glass into the air, excited and nervous about what was to come.
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Five Years Later

“Tricia, come here and help your mother,” I hollered at my daughter. She ran over, with her long curly brown hair and bubbly smile. She was my everything, but we had another child on the way. We were thinking of naming him Thomas. He rolled around inside me just as I was thinking about him.

I touched my swollen belly as Tricia reached me. She looked up at me with a bright smile, missing a few of her teeth.

“Is he kicking?” she asked.

“Yes, would you like to feel?”

“Please,” she screamed.

Tricia pressed her hand against my stomach just as her baby brother kicked. I put my hand over hers and felt my daughter’s eternal love, feeling like the luckiest woman in the world.

I didn’t think much about my past life as a man these days. Edna had cast a spell that let me sell the restaurants and keep the money when Wayne and I first found out I was pregnant, which I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen anyone as happy as he was when I took that pregnancy test.

Tricia was his princess, and I was his queen, and now we had a little prince on the way. If it weren’t for the federal government chasing after us, life would be perfect, but I didn’t sweat it much about the government.

We were living in a remote beach town in South America under new identities Wayne had gotten from connections he had. He gave up his life of crime to be with his family, and I knew it was something he didn’t regret for a second. He loved us more than the air he breathed.

“Hey there,” Wayne called as he came out of our house, which was at the top of a cliff overlooking the beach. Tricia and I were halfway down the mountain at the spot where we hung our clothes to dry. We had a basket, which was filled to the top with dry clothing. “Lunch is ready!”

“Be right there!” I called back to Wayne. He wasn’t wearing a shirt and looked better than ever since we’d moved to the beach. He worked out every morning and had grown his hair out some, and he always had a beard.

He was my beast of a man, and I loved him more than words could express. He cared for me and protected me and made me feel fuller than I ever felt when I was alone as a man, and he was a better protector than I ever could have been, but motherhood suited me.

I loved being the rock everyone needed at home. The caregiver and guide. We’d built a restaurant about half a kilometer down the road and opened it four days a week, which was how we got most of our money, but all the other time we spent together or with friends, and I never could have imagined this life five years ago, but I was so happy Edna made it possible.

She came to visit from time to time, but she was busy running her club and using her magic where she saw fit, but we made sure to stay in touch. I often sent her pictures of Tricia or Wayne, and she still couldn’t believe how much he’d changed since I came into his life, but we were meant to be.

“You hungry, Tricia?” I asked as I threw the last piece of clean clothing into the basket.

“Yeah!” she hollered and jumped up and down.

“After you,” I said and shooed her toward the trail that led up the side of the mountain. Most parents would be afraid to let their child walk along the path, but I wasn’t most parents, and Tricia usually danced her way to the top, just like she did now.

I watched with pride as I carried the basket behind her, Wayne awaiting us by the door, to kiss me and take the basket and guide me to the table, where he had a lovely meal ready.

It was just another day in paradise, even if we were on the run.
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