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Chapter One

It was late at night when my roommate, Josh, burst into my room. He’d been out drinking with some friends of his. He never invited me to join him. The part that hurt more than not being included was the casual disrespect. You see, I work as a graphic designer from home. But all Josh sees when he comes in is that I’m sitting in sweatpants playing on the computer. The lack of respect is infuriating. So, I decided to get back at him.

We usually have a rotating schedule on who does the dishes. Today was Josh’s turn but there was an unspoken agreement that if one of us went out then the other would do the dishes instead. I put this unspoken rule to the test tonight by leaving the dishes where they were. To show him that I wouldn’t be pushed around.

The only problem with this plan is that he was out longer than expected. It was petty of me to stay awake waiting for him and eventually I gave up. I was half asleep in my bedroom when he threw the door open. There was a quiet pause and in a moment of tired frustration, I realized that it wasn’t worth it.

Before I could say anything, he threw on the lights which half-blinded me. I sat up rubbing my eyes. This is not the way roommates should communicate. Once my eyes got used to the light, I finally got a good look at Josh.

He was wearing a black shirt and jeans. We both had similar short dark hair due to going to the same hairstylist that worked two doors down from our apartment building. He had a square jaw and short well-groomed beard while I was clean-shaven with a softer face. Josh was a few inches taller than me, standing at exactly six feet to my five foot seven. Whenever there was something up in the top shelf in the kitchen, Josh was one to get it. That was another thing that bothered me. How much of a big show he would make over how he was taller or stronger than me. Josh did weight lifting three times a week and had created a lean muscular body for himself. I, on the other hand, preferred yoga which gave me a slender but flexible frame.

Right now, his eyes were flashing red, and as he stomped over to my bed like the Hulk. I was genuinely terrified for a second. Before I could say anything, he gripped the bottom of the bed covers and ripped them off.

“Get up and do the kitchen. Now.” He commanded.

I crossed my arms and snorted. “It’s your turn. You do it.”

Josh clenched his fists but kept his voice calm when he said, “you and I both know that if one of us is out then the other picks up an extra day.”

“Well we never formally agreed to anything,” I said.

“Formally agreed? Okay, we’re doing it now. I was out all night and you were stuck here playing on your computer. There was ample opportunity to have helped keep the apartment clean.”

“This isn’t fair. You always go out and I’m stuck here cleaning up after you. No, I’m not doing it.”

A dark look passed over his face. Quietly Josh replied, “I could make you do it.”

This time I did laugh. “Oh please. Not this again.”

Back in college, Josh claimed to have completed a course on hypnotism. He said it helped his girlfriend at the time with losing weight. Though I’d never seen evidence of it working. Every once in a while, Josh would claim he could hypnotize people. But he said it like he had some mysterious power. It was absurd and I was tired of hearing about it.

“Alright, I’ll make you a deal. I’ll let you hypnotize me into doing the dishes.”

Josh shook his head. “You don’t understand what you’re asking for Adam.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’ve never respected me. You’re always making short jokes. Never inviting me to hang out with your friends. You act like such a big shot but in reality, your just some sad guy pretending he has mind control powers to make himself feel better.”

Josh threw his hands in the air. “Okay don’t say I didn’t warn you,” he said leaving the room. He returned a minute later with a metronome and a speaker connected to his phone. The metronome was set in front of me with the speaker off to the side, playing some sort of white noise.

“Are you ready?” He asked ominously.

“Yeah sure,” I said.

He set the metronome going. It swayed to the left and right, clicking as it did so.

“I want you to stare at the metronome. Follow it’s journey with your eyes and relax your body.”

I started to feel incredibly tired. My body relaxed but felt heavy at the same time. Josh’s voice started to fade away into the background. It was late that I just couldn’t help but fall asleep.

Chapter Two

The morning alarm went off and I bolted out of bed in shock. Man, I must have had a hell of a bad dream or something. What happened last night? I remember arguing with Josh and then I dared him to hypnotize me. He must have gotten angry and left once he realized that I’d fallen asleep.

I crept out of my room in nothing but my boxers. Josh was sat on the couch in the living room watching tv and eating cereal. I glanced at the kitchen. It was spotless. He must have cleaned up the kitchen after I was asleep.

I grabbed another bowl of cereal and joined him on the couch. “Hey uh, thanks for the cleaning up last night,” I said. “We should have talked about this earlier and you’re right, usually if someone is out then the other person picks up the slack. I’m sorry for being so childish about it.”

Josh stopped eating and grinned. “But I didn’t clean the kitchen. You did. You don’t remember because I didn’t want you to.”

Not this absurd nonsense again. I stood up. “I’m going to go eat in my room. I tried to apologize and be an adult about this. You wanna pretend you have magic powers then go ahead.”

I walked halfway across the room before he replied. “Hey Adam, you feeling okay? Because you usually don’t just walk around the apartment in your boxers?”

I just walked away. God that guy can get under my skin.

He was right about one thing though. I usually don’t walk around in just my underwear. For as long as I can remember I’ve felt self-conscious about my body. I guess today I was just extra tired and not thinking clearly.

I took a shower and got changed into sweats and a plain white t-shirt. There was a little office area in one corner of the living room with a desk, a chair, and my work computer. I’d read somewhere that you should always have a dedicated workspace outside of the bedroom when working from home.

Josh was getting ready to leave for work when I came out. He was dressed in a tailored suit and carrying a briefcase in one hand. Corporate finance obviously paid him well.

I went to grab a cup of coffee when I stopped. Anger gripped me. The bag of coffee beans was sat on the highest shelf in the kitchen. It’s normally on the bottom shelf. Josh must have moved it on purpose. Part of me wanted to pretend that I hadn’t noticed but I couldn’t function without my morning coffee. Gritting my teeth, I turned to him and asked, “hey Josh can you grab the coffee for me?”

I braced myself for an argument or a comment about my height but they never came. Instead, he just nodded and said “sure thing.”

He came over, moving closer to me than was necessary. His cologne wafted over me. It smelt nice. He grabbed the coffee bag and as he set it down said, “there you go.”

I giggled and said, “thanks. You’re the best.”

He patted me on the head, which made me feel funny. I watched him leave for work and let out a sad sigh, wishing he didn’t have to go. After a few minutes, I shook my head. What was that? It’s like I was drunk or something. Why did I say that to Josh? The metronome flashed back into my mind. No. There’s no way that he hypnotized me into being nicer to him. It’s all self-suggestion. You can’t mind control people.

I should test this out. When he gets back, I’ll ask him to reach something for me. If I give the same response then I’ll know it’s hypnosis.

My phone buzzed with a reminder that it was now nine am. This would have to wait. My job comes first. I went over to my computer and started my workday. The morning usually comprised of answering emails. Then I moved on to designing a new menu for a restaurant. It was a burger and hotdog place. The owners requested that there be little hotdogs and burgers on the menu. My eyes started to glaze over as I drew the hotdogs.

I found myself making the sausages bigger. Images of them flashed through my mind. Picturing myself putting that big juicy meat in my mouth. My cock became rock hard and my mouth watered. It wasn’t that I was eating them, no that would have been weird enough, but instead my mind fixated on sucking them. I was getting more and more aroused. The sausage got bigger in my head. I could only just about get my plump lips around it and it filled my mouth completely. It moved in the air. Sliding in and out of my mouth.

Without thinking, I pulled down my sweatpants and started jerking my dick. With my eyes closed, the sausage morphed into a throbbing hard cock. Oh god, it’s so big. Yeah, give it to me. Give me your cum. I’m such a cum slut I thought as I jerked my cock. Cum shot out everywhere. I kept going. Not caring about anything except the cock I was sucking in my mind. My body shook. Waves of heat and pleasure rolled through me as I imagined myself being filled.

When it was over, I fell back into my chair. What the hell was that? I’m not gay. I’ve never thought about cocks sexually at all until now. Josh must have done this. Somehow his hypnotism stuff must have worked and gotten into my subconscious. I need to find out everything I can about hypnosis and how to undo it.

I opened my eyes and groaned. The mess I’d made was all over myself. Cleaning up would have to come first. Then I’d have to finish the menu job before the deadline. That should still give me a couple of hours to research hypnosis before Josh comes home.

I set to work, feeling more comfortable now that I had a plan of action


Chapter Three

My graphic design work for the day took longer than expected. No. I didn’t have any more episodes like the menu job. It was just a lot more work than anticipated which didn’t give me any time to research hypnosis.

Josh was due home soon. I need to find something high up in the kitchen. If I repeat this morning's scenario then I’ll know whether what I said was a programmed phrase or a slip of the tongue.

Looking around the kitchen there wasn’t much except some cooking stuff that hardly ever got used. Some dried herbs and lemon juice. I’ve got it. I’ll cook a nice meal for when he comes in. I’ve never cooked before. Josh and I usually ordered takeout. A lot of the time we never even ate together. Today would be different though. I looked up a simple pasta recipe and started preparing.

Josh walked through the door half an hour later with his tie loose. His eyes brightened when he saw me.

“Wow that smells great,” he said.

“Thanks. I finished work early and figured I’d try cooking for a change. I’m making enough for both of us. I hope that’s okay.”

“You bet.”

Josh went to his room to change out of his suit. I started humming to myself as I flitted about the kitchen stirring the sauce and grabbing more ingredients. It was hard to describe my feelings other than energetic happiness. Usually, I hated cooking but today for some reason it felt really good. Also, Josh is going to be very happy when he tastes the sauce I made.

He came back wearing shorts and a tank top. God his arms are almost bigger than one of my legs.

“Is there anything I could do to help?” He asked politely.

“Uh. Yeah, could you grab the basil for me? It’s on the top shelf.”

“Sure.”

He reached up to grab it. I held my breath and pretended to be more interested in the sauce I was stirring. Josh set the container next to me and said “there you go.”

I paused waiting to see if anything would happen. But there was nothing. No crazy urges or anything. I just felt grateful that he was here to help me out.

“Thanks, Josh”

“You’re welcome, Adam.”

He set the table while I finished cooking the meal.

“Wow it looks great,” he said.

We sat down to eat at the table.

“You know I can’t remember the last time we used this thing,” he said gesturing at the table.

“I know right. It’s so nice. Plus, when was the last time we ate something other than takeout. How’s the food by the way.”

“It’s perfect.”

Josh tore through the food while I delicately picked at mine. I’d given him most of the food anyway since I realized today that I could probably stand to lose a couple more pounds.

I decided to confront him when the meal was over.

“We need to talk,” I said.

Josh frowned. “Is this about last night?”

I nodded. “What did you do?”

“I hypnotized you.”

“But to do what?”

“I wanted you to be a little nicer to me and more helpful around the house.”

Oh god. “So, me cooking that wasn’t my idea? You were forcing me to do it?”

“No. Hypnotism is about suggestion. It’s not mind control. The process allows your subconscious to come to the forefront of your mind. There I can make suggestions but for the suggestions to take root, the mind has to agree with them already. You can’t hypnotize someone into believing they're an animal or that they can fly. It’s more like if you wanted to go to an interview for a new job but were too scared. The hypnosis can give you the nudge to follow through and go to that interview. But it was still all you deep down. It just helps reveal the real you.”

“So, all this?” I gestured at the empty pots and pans.

“Is because deep down that’s what you want.”

I shook my head. “There was more than just cooking and cleaning. The hypnosis messed with my head and made me see things.”

“What like hallucinations?”

“No. Just images in my head.”

“Well, it’s possible that the process uncovered some repressed urges.”

“So if anything happens it’s coming from me?”

“Correct. Now, do you want me to do the dishes? You did cook after all. It would only be fair.”

I shook my head. “No. I’ve got it.”

He shrugged and went to watch TV while I cleaned up.

Once I’d finished, I decided to join him. He had just started watching a horror movie. We were being introduced to the characters. They were all college students getting ready to go on a trip for summer break.

The lead character, Chad, was a tall muscular football jock. He put his arm around his girlfriend Stacy. I felt a twinge of jealousy. My dating life had been non-existent for over a year now. Seeing the intimacy between the two characters made me miss it. I wanted someone to put their arms around me and hold me like Stacy was being held. I imagined someone bigger than me enfolding me. Making me feel warm and safe.

“Man, she’s hot,” said Josh.

His words broke me out of my daze. I glanced over at him, noting the look of lust in his eyes. The girl Stacy was a fit skinny blonde with a tight round ass and perky boobs that were just more than a handful. She was wearing denim shorts and a crop top that left half her stomach exposed.

In another part of my mind, I filed away every detail of Stacy’s appearance.


Chapter Four

Everything sucks! I thought to myself as I threw another one of my t-shirts on the bed. It was late morning and Josh had already left for work. My feelings about him and this whole situation were getting more complicated by the minute. I slept in and waited until I heard him leave.

Now I had a conference call with a client later today. I had to find something respectable to wear. The only problem was that everything I owned seemed wrong. Some clothes were too plain or too baggy. Others like my star trek t-shirt just screamed bad taste for a client meeting.

I went through my entire wardrobe and none of it worked for me. I needed something new. As an introvert, online shopping was a godsend, and the first place I went to. I ordered a sweater, shirt, and black tie. Then I selected a rush order that it would get delivered in a couple of hours.

An advertisement popped up saying twenty-five percent off in the women’s summer collection. My eyes glazed over. The mouse moved of its own accord clicking through to the women’s section. There I started ordering an entire wardrobe of women’s clothes. Somehow, I knew what band size I was for a bra even though I don’t remember ever measuring myself. I felt this hunger. This need inside of me. The more clothes I ordered, the more I wanted. The more I wanted the more turned on I got.

I clicked off of the women’s section with relief. I wasn’t sure how much more my wallet could take. My mouse clicked to the search bar and my fingers typed in ‘sex toys.’ I found a website called the ‘sissy emporium.’ It was there I resumed purchasing. Makeup, a long blonde wig, fake breasts, and two large silicon dildos. One for sucking and one for fucking I thought and giggled to myself.

After I clicked to order the daze wore off. I sat there with a rock-hard erection wondering if I was going crazy. I didn’t want to look like a woman, did I? Something with the hypnosis must have gone wrong. I’ll need to talk to Josh about it. Fuck, he’s never going to let me hear the end of this one.

For some reason, despite being incredibly aroused, I don’t want to jerk off. So I settle for the star trek t-shirt and finish up the menu work I started yesterday.

All of the clothes arrive a few hours later. The delivery guy looked overwhelmed with all the boxes he handed me. I thanked him and carried the boxes one at a time to my room. At least I was able to hide it all before Josh got home.

Excited, I pranced back into my room and tore through the boxes. Somehow, I already knew the exact outfit I wanted to wear. The first thing I grabbed was a pair of pink and blue thigh high socks that I thought would look super cute on my legs. I took off my sweat pants and held them against my legs. It didn’t look right. My legs shouldn’t be hairy. They should be smooth. I fell deeper into autopilot as I went into the bathroom to shave my legs. I thought it would be finished at my legs but my hand kept moving, shaving my groin and balls. Then the little chest hair I had. Until my whole body was completely smooth. I ran my hands down it and shivered. That was better.

Underwear was first. I grabbed a pink thong and put it on. It rose high across my hips. The back of it nestled in between my ass cheeks while the front could barely cover me as my erection was poking out of the side. That was okay though. Jean shorts were next. They were the shortest pair I could find and rather than cover anything they fit snugly against my ass and helped emphasize it. I hung them low on my hips so that my pink thong was still visible. It made me feel incredibly slutty. The pink and blue thigh-high socks went on after that. I almost had to stop. I was getting turned on. All this pink was making me feel so girly. I threw on a white crop top that left my belly button exposed.

I wanted more. The makeup was calling to me. Before I could go further my phone buzzed. It was enough to break me out of my daze. I checked my messages. Damn. The conference call is due to start in two minutes. Where did the time go?

There’s no time to get changed. I went to my desk in the living room and turned on my computer. The webcam sat next to my monitor. I angled it so they would only see my face and shoulders. The conference call started. A man in his fifties appeared on the screen. He wore glasses and a grey sweater vest.

We said hello to each other and then I fell into my work autopilot, giving details about my ideas for the company. He listened thoughtfully, only interjecting with the occasional question.

I kept my face neutral during the discussion but inside I was boiling over with arousal. Not for my client but simply my little feminine secret that he didn’t know about.

We were getting near the end of the meeting when my front door opened. Josh stood there speechless. I ignored him as best as I could while trying to end the meeting while still being polite.

The man on the call agreed to work with me. I’d email him the contract in a few days. Then we said our goodbyes.

Josh was watching me with a smirk on his face. Once I was certain the camera was off, I stood up.

“This isn’t funny,” I said.

“No, but it is fun, right? Aren’t you enjoying yourself?”

“What did you do to me? Why did you make me dress like this?”

“I keep telling you. I didn’t do anything. This is all you.”

I stepped closer to him; fists clenched. “Take it back. Unhypnotize me or hypnotize me back to the way I was.”

“Wow, I never noticed before but you have really nice legs.”

I stopped and blushed. “Thank you.”

“Turn around. Let me see the whole outfit.”

I gave him a slow spin which he seemed to enjoy.

“You could be doing more with your hair and face though” he pointed out.

I nodded eagerly. “Oh, I know. I bought a ton of makeup and clothes today. Do you want to see?”

He smiled and said, “maybe later.”

My smile faltered. Feeling deflated I said “oh.”

“Don’t feel bad. I only date girls. You’re almost halfway to being one yourself.”

I giggled, “I know it feels so nice.”

He moved closer and closer until we were almost touching. I trembled with desire for him. Only fear of rejection kept me from reaching out to kiss him. Josh whispered in my ear, “do you want to be my special girl?”

I nodded not trusting myself to speak.

“Then you’ll need a new name. Adam doesn’t wear pink thongs, does he?”

I shook my head.

“No, you’re someone that’s been inside Adam for a long time. Yearning to come out. Now your no longer afraid to be who you are. What’s your name?”

“Alice,” I said immediately without thinking.

“That’s a good name,” he said.

He stalked off to his room without another word.

I could feel my hard dick leaking into my thong. I went into my room and swapped my t-shirt for a frilly pink and white bra that I slipped my fake breasts under. The fake boobs matched my skin tone perfectly and gave me just the right amount of cleavage. I put the wig on next, foregoing the makeup since I didn’t know how to do it yet.

I grabbed one dildo and lubed it up before lowering myself gently onto it. I moaned as I felt myself stretch to accept it. I grabbed the other dildo and started sucking on it. I bounced between imagining myself sucking a real cock to having it fuck my pussy as I rode the dildo.

“Oh yeah. Fuck me just like that” I said as I bounced up and down on the dildo. “Yeah fuck me like a girl. Make me your special girl.”

My body started shaking. Mini waves of pleasure were building up inside of me. Each one getting longer and more intense. I was getting hotter as I tensed. The arousal kept building. I closed my eyes, smiling in delight as I fucked myself like a girl. I grabbed my boobs and played with them. Images of men cumming down my throat and inside my ass flooded my brain. That’s when my cock exploded. Shooting load after load everywhere. I aimed it towards myself and pretended it was Josh’s cum washing over me, marking me as his slut.

I collapsed on the bed and lay there with the dildo still inside me, wishing I was Josh’s girl.


Chapter Five

It’s the next day and I’m in the living room stretching next to my yoga mat. I’m wearing a pair of tight black booty shorts and a sports bra. There’s an athletic woman on the television in front of me telling me how to stretch.

The woman then starts taking me through some basic yoga poses and bodyweight exercises. I follow along with relative ease but this workout has a new section that I’m eager to try.

“Alright now girls. Get down on all fours and stretch your left leg out. Now lift it up as high as you can. Focus on using your butt muscles. Feel the burn. Imagine that booty growing as you work it.”

Josh’s bedroom door opened. Success. I’d timed it perfectly. Every weekday he followed a strict schedule. Josh always came out of his room at exactly eight am. Which was right when my booty builder workout was due to start.

I pretended not to notice him.

“Alright now girls, kick your left leg out to the side and then back in. Repeat and follow me.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as Josh made himself a cup of coffee. I could feel his eyes watching me as I exercised. Sweat dripping down my soft lean body. I took pleasure in showing off my body to him. No more hiding in baggy t-shirts and sweatpants. Luckily with my yoga regimen and diet, I already had the body of a flat-chested girl. Maybe Josh was right and I’d been subconsciously steering myself to become a girl all along.

When the workout was over, Josh was there to hand me a bottle of water.

“Nice work Alice.”

Hearing him say my new name made me want to swoon. “Thanks.”

“Have you started practicing your voice and makeup yet?”

“My voice?”

“Your girly voice” he elaborated.

It bothered me to admit I hadn’t.

“That’s okay you’ll get there. Anyway, I’ve got a list of errands for you to run. But here’s the thing. I want Alice to run these errands and I want her, well you to take a selfie at each location as proof that you did it.”

“There’s no way I’m ready for that.”

“It’s time to stop hiding. Besides if you do it, you’ll get a reward from me.”

“What kind of reward?”

Without another word, he took me in his arms. His warm lips pressed against mine. Shock and need jolted through me. Such a desperate need. An insatiable hunger. Josh’s tongue found mine and I just melted into his arms.

After a few seconds, he ended the kiss and stepped away. My head was so dizzy, I almost swayed and lost my balance.

“There’s more where that came from if you’re willing to be a girl outside of the apartment. The list is on the table” he said and left without waiting for my answer. He knew he had me. Knew how much I not just wanted him but wanted to please him. To hear him call me a ‘good girl.’

I went into my room to look for an outfit. I settled on black tights, a skirt, and a white blouse that would fit while wearing my boobs. While Josh got ready for work, I practiced my makeup. I wanted to look perfect when I stepped outside for the first time.

Josh left while I was practicing. The note on the table said to go to the pharmacy to pick up some allergy medication and then to the supermarket to grab food for dinner tonight. It didn’t say what to get for dinner. It just ended with ‘your choice’ and a smiley face.

I put on my outfit and transformed myself into a busty blonde that would give the Stacy we saw on tv the other night a run for her money. The clothes felt comfortable yet sexy. I took a deep breath and went out into town.

I decided on walking. The pharmacy and supermarket were only a few blocks away. Besides what was I afraid of? Alice was a confident beautiful woman. She doesn’t worry about what others think of her. That was Adam. The old me.

As I got to the pharmacy, an attractive man in his forties held the door open and said “after you miss.”

I smiled and went inside. The man followed me in but went in another direction. I felt myself wanting to follow him. Wanting to know what his cock felt like in my mouth.

No, I have to focus. One guy at a time. My girl dick was taped up to prevent any bulges from showing but I still worried about whether it was secure enough.

Buying allergy medication was a breeze. It was just some over the counter stuff, so I didn’t have to say anything to the pharmacist. I walked out and took out my phone. I pursed my lips in a sexy pose and took a picture with the pharmacy sign in the background.

Nobody seemed to think it was weird I was taking a selfie in front of the pharmacy. A few stared at me but they were staring before I took out my phone. I guess Alice draws a lot of attention to herself. Not that that was a bad thing. I enjoyed their lustful gazes.

The supermarket was quieter than expected. I roamed the aisles with a basket trying to think of what I could do for dinner. I settled on salmon for dinner. The only thing left was getting a bottle of wine.

In the wine aisle, there was a skinny girl in a blue uniform. She was pulling wine out of boxes and sliding them onto shelves. I kept out of her way as my eyes scanned the bottles. I didn’t know much about wine. All of them seemed to proudly display what region they’re from but that meant nothing to me.

A soft voice called out, “excuse me miss? Do you need any help?”

I turned to see the skinny girl except she wasn’t a skinny girl. She was an effeminate boy with long hair and makeup. The nametag said, Logan.

Something about them made me feel comfortable. I kept voice quiet and tried to soften it as much as possible.

“I don’t know anything about wine. I’m looking for a nice white one to go with a salmon dinner I’m preparing.”

If they were put off by my voice, they gave no sign of it. “Sure. What sort of budget miss?”

“Oh, call me Alice. I don’t know around fifty to a hundred dollars.”

“Great. My friends call me Lucy.”

She led me down to another aisle. She grabbed a bottle and handed it to me.

“There you go. My personal recommendation.”

As she handed it to me, her hand fell over mine. “Is it for anyone special?” she asked.

“For a friend.”

“Well if your free I’d love to take you out sometime. Can I give you my number?”

I nodded and she typed her number into my phone.

I almost forgot to take a selfie when leaving. I snapped one quickly as I was leaving.

Looks like Alice has some dating options available to her I thought as I carried everything home.


Chapter Six

At six o clock, Josh got home. He didn’t say anything until he saw me cooking in the kitchen. I was waiting for him in a dark purple dress holding the bottle of wine.

“Want some?”

“Very much. Work sucked today. They saddled me with this clueless new guy. He wouldn’t stop asking dumb questions. The whole day felt like babysitting.”

“At least you’re home now,” I said popping open the wine and pouring him a glass. He took it, thanked me, and then downed it one gulp.

“Dinner smells great. How was it getting out of the house?”

“Enjoyable actually. I was so worried about getting weird looks and stares but I only got the good kind today.”

“Oh yeah? Anyone flirt with you?”

“Well, there was this really cute feminine guy that I think wants to be a girl. They asked me out while I was at the supermarket.”

“What did you say to that?”

“I told them I’d think about it. Does that bother you?”

“No. We’re just roommates. Why would it?”

I nodded and said, “dinner will be ready in ten.”

He went to watch tv until it was ready and then we ate in silence. You could cut the tension with a knife. But if he wants me to be exclusive then he has to come out and say it. I’ve wasted enough time as a guy sitting by myself moping. I’m not going to be like that anymore. As a girl, I’m going to take what I want.

After dinner, we moved to the couch. Josh found yet another horror movie with college students. When he started commenting on the appearance of the girls, I knew he was doing it on purpose. Trying to get me all stirred up.

I was sitting close to him on the couch but during a jump scare, I screamed and put my arms around Josh. He held me and smiled but didn’t take his eyes off the screen. The movie reached a point where there was a sex scene. As the blonde cheerleader took off her clothes, I could feel Josh start to get hard beneath me.

My hand found its way to Josh’s trousers. I started rubbing his cock.

“What are you doing?”

I shrugged. “You’re horny and I’m horny. I’m going to make you cum.”

Josh pushed me off of him. I thought that this was it. This would be the final rejection but then he took off his pants and pulled out his huge cock.

No more words needed to be said.

I got on my knees and wrapped my lips around the head, running my tongue over the tip. Josh moaned and settled back into the couch. Feeling his thick cock fill my mouth was making my own little dick hard.

It felt so good to give him pleasure. To feel him inside me after so long.

I sucked until I felt him cum. I kept sucking, swallowing every drop. Once I was done, I put his cock back in his pants and zipped them up.

I got back on the couch and cuddled up next to him.

“Hey, can we watch another movie?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said putting his arm around me.


Chapter Seven

A little bit of time passed. Josh was still refusing to sleep with me but we would make out that would then turn into the occasional blowjob.

I was down to my lowest weight ever and I always enjoyed showing off my tight soft body to Josh whenever I did my public workouts. Despite this, my ass had gotten a little wider and rounder. Instead of a flat guy’s butt, I had a round girly one that jiggled slightly when I walked. I liked it though, it made me sway my hips and gave me a more feminine walk. Men seemed to appreciate it too. I loved going out in public in tight yoga pants. There were always a couple of people that would stare at my ass as I walked by.

I was halfway through my yoga poses when Josh came out. His shoulders were tense and he was gritting his teeth as he made himself a coffee. I stopped exercising and turned to him.

“What’s wrong?”

“Just stress. I’ve got this big presentation later today and a lot is riding on it. I’ve been going over my notes all morning. Shit is that time?” He asked looking at the clock on the wall. I nodded.

“I gotta go,” he said and came over to kiss me on the cheek before leaving.

I shrugged and went to pick up the coffee cup he’d left. There was some spilled and running down the side of the cup. I cleaned it up and put the cup away. It felt good to clean like I was helping Josh. I decided to keep going and clean the whole apartment. When I got to Josh’s room, I opened the door with some hesitation. I’d never really been in his room before. Whenever we were intimate, it was always on the couch.

Josh’s room comprised of modern black and white furniture. His bed was a mixture of the two colors. On his desk sat the metronome and some papers. I moved the papers to clean the desk when they tumbled out of the file. The papers flew everywhere. Damn. I bent down to pick them up and my eyes picked up on some of the writing. These were Josh’s notes for the presentation. He’d left them behind and he’d been gone for hours now. It was probably too late for him to come back for them. I texted him to let him know and waited. No response. I called him but it went to voicemail.

This presentation seemed important to him. I have to do something. I decided to take the papers to him. I took a shower and used some of the perfume Josh had bought for me as a gift. I chose a long flowery summer dress that hugged my curves and some sandals. My natural hair was still too short for my liking so I elected to wear my blonde wig.

Josh’s office was in the center of town. A tall gleaming tower of metal and glass. It shone silver in the sunlight and the glare made me look away. I approached the front desk with papers under my arm.

The man behind the desk was overweight, middle-aged, and looked bored until he saw me approach. He smiled as I got closer.

“Can I help you miss?” He asked.

Since the last time I’d gone out, I’d practiced my vocal training intensely.

In a feminine voice, I said “Yes, I’m here to see Josh Abelton.”

The man’s brow furrowed. He glanced down at his computer, tapped a few keys. “do you have an appointment?”

“Oh, uh, no I’m his…friend. He left something behind and I just wanted to take it to him.”

“Must be good friends” he muttered while tapping on his keyboard. “Okay, one sec.”

He picked up the phone and made a call. “Yes, somebody asking for you. Said they had something of yours. A…” He turned back to me. “what is your name miss?”

“Alice. Alice Shepard” I said.

He repeated the name over the phone. There was a pause and then he put the phone down. “Okay, you can go on up. He’s on floor forty-two, take a left as you come out of the elevator.”

“Great thanks,” I said.

The man swiped me through the little id gate and I took the elevator up to forty-two. The door opened to a quiet office. People in suits working on their computers or speaking in hushed tones. I’d always imagined Josh’s office would be more chaotic. Instead, there was an undercurrent of seriousness but also calm.

I took a left out of the elevator and started scanning cubicles and offices.

“Are you lost?” Someone asked. I turned to see a statuesque beautiful woman in a sharp business suit. I couldn’t tell whether she was in her thirties or forties but she had a commanding presence.

“Uh yeah, I was looking for Josh Abelton.”

A flicker of annoyance passed over the woman's face. “He’s about to give the yield presentation. He doesn’t have time for girlfriends to be dropping by just to say hi.”

“I’m not. He left something behind and I’m here to return it.”

Her eyes seized on the folder in my hands. “What is it?” she asked.

“Just some files.”

“Well give them to me. I’ll be sure that he gets them.”

“No that’s okay. I’d rather give them to him myself.”

The woman’s hand reached out to grab them anyway. “I think you should hand those over before I call security.”

I backed away from her and started looking frantically for Josh. I walked down the office. The woman followed me and continued issuing threats. I ignored her until I got to the end and couldn’t see Josh anywhere.

The woman looked triumphant. She’d cornered me.

“Now then, there seemed to be some confusion with security but now they’re on their way.”

“I…uh”

Josh came striding around the corner. He stopped and stared at the two of us for a second. “Jane and A…Alice? What are you doing here?”

“She shouldn’t be here. This is so unprofessional” said Jane.

“You left your notes behind. They seemed important” I said quietly handing them over. Jane’s eyes followed the file but she didn’t try to grab it this time.

Josh took the file and skimmed the first page. “This is great. Thanks, Alice.” He checked his watch. “Damn the meeting is almost starting. I’ll see you later tonight okay?”

I nodded and he gave me a quick kiss on the lips before he disappeared into another part of the office.

Jane looked furious. I ignored her and went straight to the elevator. I wanted to get out as fast as possible.


Chapter Eight

As soon as Josh got home, I told him the whole story of how Jane had confronted me and tried to steal the notes.

“She would have likely tried to sabotage the meeting or use my ideas for herself. It’s good that she didn’t get them.”

“I don’t understand how you can work in a place like that. It’s so cutthroat.”

Josh shrugged. “Mostly the money. Which reminds me, the presentation went better than I ever expected. The partners are having a party because of us.”

“Us?”

“I couldn’t have done it without the notes you brought. Which reminds me, I got you something.”

Josh went into the bedroom and came back holding two boxes. “I thought you could wear these tonight.” He opened the first box to reveal a black dress. The other smaller box contained some expensive high heels.

“This must have cost a fortune.”

“Believe me, I can afford it. What do you say? You up for a party?”

“Sure, when is it?”

“A couple of hours at this swanky little bar they’ve rented out.”

I hit him on the arm. “A couple of hours? Do you know how long it’s going to take me to get ready?” I asked rhetorically as I got up and started thinking about my makeup.

Josh rolled his eyes. “You’re such a girl,” he said.

I smiled and went to go get ready.


Chapter Nine

The atmosphere in the bar was the polar opposite of the office. Everyone was either shouting, laughing, or singing. Music from the radio blared in the background and everyone had a drink in their hand. The bar was just called ‘Pauls’ and the interior was filled with rich mahogany wood, dark leather chairs. The air smelled faintly of whiskey and cigar smoke.

Josh held out his arm which I gratefully took. I was still getting used to walking in high heels and I appreciated the assistance. We entered together with him wearing a grey suit and me in a black dress that cost more than my rent.

A few eyes looked our way and somebody gestured to one of the older men at the party. His eyes brightened when he saw us. “Ah, the man of the hour! Come over here Josh” the old man said.

“That’s my boss Kenneth Wilmers” Josh whispered to me as we made our way over to him.

He looked to be in his sixties with a full head of white hair. He held a whiskey drink in one hand and he used the other to put around Josh’s shoulder.

“Just brilliant. What you did at the end there eh?” said Kenneth.

Josh awkwardly agreed and said, “this is my friend Alice.”

“A pleasure,” I said.

“Oh yes, I heard about you as well. Maybe I should be thanking you too.”

“Just happy to have helped.”

“And help you did.” He turned towards the bar and shouted “These two drink for free” pointing at josh and I.

He turned to start a conversation with someone else. We stood there awkwardly for a moment before realizing he was done speaking to us.

We made our way through the crowd and got to the bar. Josh ordered a whiskey neat and I ordered a martini with two olives.

“Man of the hour huh?” I asked gesturing at all the people who were now ignoring us.

Josh leaned close and whispered, “a lot of them are jealous and wish I’d failed or not done as well. Some above me is worried that I’m coming after their position and the employees below me are frustrated they missed an opportunity to see me fall and take my place.”

“Okay, now you’re just starting to creep me out. Can we change the subject?”

“Sure, any suggestions?”

“Well how about us being more than just friends?”

He smiled. “That’s a conversation we can have but not here. How about tonight after the party?”

I nodded. “Great,” he said. “There are a few other people I need to mingle with. I’ll spare you the boring conversation. Just hang here and I’ll be back in twenty minutes.”

“Twenty minutes!” I sputtered but he was already moving through the crowd, shaking hands.

I sat at the bar nursing my martini and playing a game on my phone when Jane arrived and sat next to me. I ignored her and focused on my phone. After everything Josh had said it was clear that Jane was a rival of his. She’d cornered me in the office and tried to steal the file for herself. I couldn’t trust her.

“So he just left you here then?” Jane asked me.

Without looking up from my phone, I said “believe me, he’s doing me a favor.”

“Is that what he told you?”

That made me look up. “Stop trying to mess with us.”

“Oh, it’s us now? I thought the two of you were just friends.”

“Well, you thought wrong.”

“That’s strange considering when I asked him if he had a girlfriend that he said no.”

I felt my eyes start to mist over and I looked away. “Well I’ll leave you to it then,” she said and walked off.

I finished my martini and went looking for Josh. The bar was bigger than I’d first thought with several expansive rooms and a large garden in the back yard where a few people stood smoking.

I went up to a guy about my age and asked “hey have you seen Josh Abelton?”

“Yeah he went off to have a private conversation with some woman,” he said with extra emphasis on the word private.

The room started to spin. I had to get out of there. Somehow, I made my way through the crowd and outside into a taxi. Halfway to the apartment, I received a message from Josh.

“Hey, I heard you got upset and left. Look despite what you might have heard I didn’t cheat on you. Jane has been circling me for a while and I decided to have a conversation with her to back off. The talk became heated and we went somewhere private where the bosses wouldn’t hear us. That’s all it was. I swear. You’re the one I want.”

A million responses came to mind but all of them felt inadequate over the phone. No, my response was going to be in person.


Chapter Ten

Keys rattled in the apartment door as Josh came in. He likely felt nervous. I hadn’t responded to any of his messages and it had been over an hour since I’d gotten back. I didn’t blame him for that part though. It’s hard to get away from a party that’s being thrown in your name.

“Alice?” Josh called out.

I said nothing.

His footsteps padded down past the living room and to my bedroom. He knocked on my door and after a pause, he opened it.

“Alice, we need to talk,” he said to the empty room.

When he realized I wasn’t there, he closed the door and walked towards his room. He opened his bedroom door with a sigh and flicked on the lights. Josh’s eyes widen and his mouth hung open as he stared at me.

I was lying on the bed on my side wearing fishnet stockings, blue panties, and a blue bra that with my fake breasts gave me some generous cleavage. My cherry red lips stretched into a seductive smile.

“Like what you see?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said reaching a hand out.

I moved away and shook my head. “Friends don’t get to touch,” I said.

“You’re still mad about that? Look I’m sorry about leaving you at that party.”

I got off the bed and moved towards. “Keep your hands to yourself,” I said. “Jane was right.”

“You can’t listen to her.”

“She was right about when you called me your friend. So, what am I to you? Your friend? Your roommate? Your lover?” I turned around and bent over, pushing my ass into his crotch. Josh didn’t move but I could feel his cock getting bigger.

He started to speak but I shushed him. “I want more,” I said. “I want to sleep in the same bed as you and I want to be your girlfriend.”

I felt him step back and straightened up to face him.

“Alice, will you be my girlfriend?”

“Yes!”

He tore off his clothes with a rabid hunger and he stalked over to me with raw sexual need. I put my hand down my panties and rubbed my dick. “Please, I’m so horny. My pussy is aching to be filled. Fuck me and make me yours.”

Josh turned me around and bent me over the edge of the bed. He ripped my fishnets open and pulled my panties aside. There he found a heart-shaped butt plug inside my ass.

“You’ve been wearing this all night?”

“I wanted tonight to be special. I’ve been training my ass to love cock for over a month now.”

“God you’re amazing,” he said.

He removed the butt plug and lubed up his big cock. I shivered as I felt my ass become empty. It had been almost as comforting as it was arousing having something in my ass all day. Now it was time for the real thing.

I felt the tip press against my hole. He grabbed my hips and pushed himself deeper. I gasped. He was as big as my largest dildo. It was almost too much but I wanted more. My little dick was already leaking precum into my panties.

“More. I want more. Make me your girl and fuck me” I cried.

Josh started thrusting. I let him hold me and use me as his fuck doll. I’d never been fucked before. In the past, I was always the one doing the fucking to someone. Now he was giving me his cock and it felt wonderful. My hands clenched around the sheets as a little wave of euphoria passed over me. I’d managed to get myself to orgasm just by fucking my ass before so I knew there was more to come.

He slapped my ass and I moaned.

“Yeah give me that big dick,” I said.

Pleasure started to build inside me, getting stronger. My vision started to get hazy and my body tightened and shook. The orgasm felt like it was behind a dam, like waves crashing against it. As Josh continued to pound me, the dam broke. I screamed in joy. Every part of my body swam with ecstasy. But Josh wasn’t finished. In my cock drunk state, I didn’t realize he hadn’t cum yet. He pulled out of me and turned me to face him. I sat on the edge of the bed. Josh presented his cock to me. I took it in my hands, jerking it. He groaned and a huge load of cum shot out and hit me in the face. I kept going. More of his juices splattered me. I leaned back and let some hit my tits. I wanted to bathe in his cum. Let him mark me like the little slut that I am. To make me his permanently.

When he was finally finished, we collapsed onto the bed together. I drifted off to sleep with his big arms wrapped around me, safe and tight. Knowing that this was just the beginning of our new lives together.

The End
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Turning Femme: A Sissy Feminization Romance

Ryan's life is going nowhere. Just a low-level paralegal with an empty social life. But everything changes when a co-worker invites him out to a bar.


There he meets and starts a relationship with the beautiful and seductive Erika. Ryan is captivated by her but starts having doubts when she suggests he dress up as a sexy girl for a Halloween party. Transforming into a woman stirs up emotions and desires that Ryan didn’t even know he had. He falls deeper into his new feminine role, becoming more submissive while Erika becomes more dominant. But when she introduces a handsome man to join them in the bedroom, Ryan has to decide just how far he’s willing to go to be a good girl for Erika.
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Sissy Trainer

Overweight and rejected constantly by women, office worker Josh doesn't know where to turn. When his friend recommends a personal trainer, he jumps at the chance. But Paul isn't just any personal trainer. He takes young men and molds them into sexy girls with his special hormone pills and hypnosis tracks. In time Josh won't even remember why he cared about women in the first place especially when Paul decides to visit for one of their regular naked workouts.


Elliot is a big college student who wants to get in shape so that he can ask out Samantha, the hottest girl on campus. He finds, Paul, the personal trainer, and unknowingly begins his journey into becoming a sissy girl. As the changes become more dramatic Elliot wants to stop, but the more feminine he becomes the more attention Samantha gives him. Come to think of it, has Samantha ever dated a guy before?
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Captured: A Transgender Erotic Romance

Life is dull for Tom until his friend Jessica suggests they take a trip away from the city. Out in the countryside, they stay at a cozy luxury ranch. But the ranch isn't what it seems. Their tour guide, a handsome rugged rancher named Steven is keeping a big secret. He posses a supply of liquid capable turning even the most masculine man into a busty feminized bimbo.


The rancher decides that Tom needs an attitude adjustment and a new boyfriend. When Tom is tricked into drinking it, he becomes Tiffany, a hot eighteen year old girl obsessed with sex. Now trapped as a girl in Steven's house, Tom has to decide what he's willing to do to survive.


Being Tiffany feels incredible but when his friend Jessica is threatened with the same bimbo formula, he has to intervene. To save his friend and find a cure. Then he has a choice to make. Go back to being plain old Tom or stay a beautiful bimbo goddess. 
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Paris Skye is a young writer who’s been obsessed with storytelling since childhood. They spent every waking moment of their free time devouring books, especially romance and fantasy. As Paris got older, they developed an interest in more erotic fiction. With an overactive imagination, reading about it was no longer enough. Paris decided to begin writing and sharing their fantasies with the world.
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