

It’s Just a Game

A Crossdressing Sissification Story

Copyright Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

© 2020 Alice Layne


Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Epilogue




Chapter One

A smile as wide as the Grand Canyon stretched across my face as I fidgeted in my seat at the conference table. The bulky, inconvenient to move, still-perfect-to-me virtual reality console was a few measly feet ahead of me. I’d been waiting for this day all of my life. Virtual reality was finally taking the next step by recreating physical feeling through electrical impulses mixed with the high-tech suit applying pressure to the body. It wasn’t full-dive per se, but it was the closest thing that we could come up with in 2023.

I knew from the second that I got the email from Jessica and her husband, Howard, that I would do my best to help them. They asked if I would be willing to give their VR console a shot and see if my father’s company would be willing to financially back the duo’s further research and development. It was my first real shot at proving myself as a lead designer to my dad.

The videos and seemingly endless technical documents they sent went well over my head, but the concept was easy enough to understand. Real-world physical sensations while being in a virtual reality game. VR headsets were amazing enough, but pair that with a truly immersive experience and they had me hook, line, and sinker.

The butterflies in my stomach threatened to make me vomit. I could hardly contain myself when the door opened. I held my composure, I couldn’t let the other three members of my team see me losing my shit. They were probably just as excited as I was, but none of them knew exactly why we were in the conference room on a random Tuesday afternoon.

A man and woman, both wearing expensive suits, strode confidently into the room and stood by the bulky machine. It was essentially a cot with the very expensive hardware laid out on it. The man started opening the full-body suit up as the woman spoke, “Good afternoon. My name is Jessica and this is Howard, my business partner. Thank you for arranging this meeting in such a short amount of time, Ms. North.”

My eyebrows arched. “If you’re referring to me, I’m not a miss.”

Jessica’s smile faded into a slight frown. “That’s my mistake, then. I apologize, Mr. North. Roger, you don’t have to set the machine up. We will need to recalibrate the configurations and create a new test account for Mr. North.”

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

Jessica nodded slowly. “We were under the impression that you were a female, and given that your team is here, I wouldn’t want to embarrass you by having you demonstrate the test environment using a female body.”

Todd, objectively my best developer, looked over at me. “If this is the VR tech you’ve been talking about for weeks, then do you really think it matters what we think about you having a female character? You can just change that once you’re in-game, Skylar.”

This time, Howard spoke up. “That’s not how our console works. It’s a feature we intend to improve upon, but for now, it’s much easier to assign beta testers to a specific character model that is appropriate with their gender. It has certainly alienated us from our transgender audience, but this technology isn’t easy to manufacture.”

“Then why was Skylar given a female character?” asked Morgan, another bright developer, though, she had a bit of a reputation for being a bit bossier than she should be. I couldn’t say much, I was given the management position because my dad owned the company. That didn’t mean I had no clue what I was doing, but I could understand why my team didn’t respect me as much as I would have liked.

Jessica ducked her head. “Considering that we were only given a list of names by Mr. North’s boss and the phone conversation we had was very, very short, we were of the understanding that Skylar North was a female user. It’s our mistake and one that we didn’t intend as an insult.”

“Well, how long is it going to take to change the settings?” I asked.

“At least a week. We would need to take this unit back to our headquarters and reprogram it there,” Jessica answered.

I bit my lip. That was way too long to wait. I’d been patiently waiting for this day to arrive for months already, and I couldn’t stand the thought of waiting another week after having seen the console in person.

Waiting simply wasn’t an option for me. “What would happen if I logged in with that machine right now?”

Howard chuckled. “Well, you shouldn’t have any problems with gameplay. This is a PG-13 game, so you don’t have to worry about what parts you have, but you would have breasts. Considering that you aren’t a woman, that might be jarring. Additionally, the game will do its best to match your body to a female one, but it doesn’t always look that nice.”

Morgan laughed under her breath. “Your console wouldn’t have to do much to make Skylar look like a woman. You might have made a mistake, but I think the console would have a harder time trying to make him look like a real man.”

“Morgan!” I scolded. Those comments weren’t new to me, but Morgan was pushing things by talking like that in front of our guests. These were people that seemed to have considerable respect for our company, seeing as how they took the chance to come here in person and lend us their machines.

There was an uncomfortable silence in the room before Todd asked, “Provided he was willing to try it, would we be able to see some gameplay today?”

“We’re connected to the projector already, we could have it streaming within moments of the game starting,” Jessica said.

Dean, the youngest member on my team, raised his hand and waited until Jessica gestured to him before he asked, “What kind of game is this supposed to be?”

Of all the questions he could have asked, that one disappointed me the most. This was one of the most groundbreaking technologies to emerge in this decade and he wanted to know the genre of game?

“It’s a simple slice-of-life simulator. This is more of a proof of concept, though, you can put together houses using templates, organize that house or apartment, assemble a wardrobe of clothes by shopping at the mall, and even start a family with another player or an NPC, though those scenes are fade-to-black,” Jessica said. “Given that AI isn’t as far along as VR is, we don’t expect anyone to explore the NPCs yet.”

I stood from my seat and smiled warmly at Jessica. “I’m not so afraid of wounding my pride that I wouldn’t be willing to play the game as a female. I’m sure that Dean would be more than willing to explore the female NPCs and Morgan the male NPCs. I’ll do my part, though, I do have to ask if the women NPCs are able to interact with a female player.”

“That’s a valid concern, and yes, they are. We believe sexuality is nothing to be ashamed of. Not allowing gay or lesbian couples would be a bigger issue, in our minds,” Jessica said. “And neither do we believe gender identity is something that we should shame anyone for. It’s quite embarrassing for me to stand here and tell you that we mistook your gender.”

I walked over towards Howard who was hesitantly setting up the console for use as if he was unsure if I would actually try the game or not. “How do I get in the suit?”

He opened the suit up for me. It looked almost like a voodoo doll in positioning and the suit couldn’t be moved from its original position. The arms, torso, and legs opened up and were strapped down similar to how roller blades were put on. Once I was in the body suit, Howard put the bulky helmet on my head as Jessica spoke to all of us, mostly to the three that weren’t already in the suit.

“Future editions of this suit won’t need anyone to assist you to get in or out of the device. Considering that this is an early prototype, please bear with us and understand the limitations. In the event of an emergency, the locking mechanisms are not that tough to break. You can tilt your head to the left and throw your head back and the helmet will come off, fully releasing your body from the electronic pulses that are meant to sedate and stimulate you during gameplay. Once you break the sedation, tearing your way out of the suit should be a breeze. This isn’t something you will need to worry about, but we are required to let you know about the safety precautions in place at the moment,” Jessica explained.

For the first time since I’d seen the machine, doubt crept through my mind. Maybe this wasn’t the right time to test the VR machine.

I didn’t have time to complain. Howard turned the console on and a bright flash of light sapped away my consciousness. The next thing I saw was a beautiful field of grass in front of me as I stood on a sidewalk. The smell of fresh grass eased the nagging doubt from my mind and I took in a deep breath, enjoying the fruits of Jessica and Howard’s labor.

My breasts tugged against the tight t-shirt as I took that deep breath and I nearly screamed. I wasn’t ready to have breasts yet, especially not with five other people watching me right now!


Chapter Two

An eggshell white message box popped up in front of me and read, “Your vitals look good, Skylar. We’ve got the video feed rolling, so just talk if you want us to hear you. Beyond that, have fun exploring. I recommend starting out at the mall, there are quite a few features that you might be interested to partake in, but you can do anything you’d like if something else catches your attention.”

I nodded as I read the message, my long brunette hair swirling around as I did so. My hair in real life wasn’t anywhere near as long as the hair I had in the game, nor was it half as soft. The softest, silkiest sensation I’d ever felt came from the most unexpected place, though. As I shifted my weight from one hip to another — a habit that earned more than a few snide remarks from Morgan and a few other people — my legs brushed against one another. There was no hair to prickle and rub together to create the uncomfortable friction I was so used to in real life.

It took all of my conscious effort to not moan aloud from that feeling. I would never admit it to anyone, but I was going to shave my legs when I got home, I always wore pants anyway. No one would ever know, but the second I felt how perfect my character’s shaved legs felt, I would never subject myself to the torture of hairy legs again. Even if someone saw my shaved legs, it was 2023, what were they going to say that wouldn’t incite some kind of witch hunt against them?

“Is there a map I can bring up? Or a menu in general?” I asked aloud to distract myself from the heavenly, addicting feeling of rubbing my legs together. But the voice wasn’t my own. Instead of the same timid, almost-feminine voice I’d been ‘blessed’ with came a softer, more angelic sounding tone. I didn’t expect my voice to sound different, but being inside a VR game that could allow me to taste, smell, touch, hear, and see life as if it was really happening and not just a game, my voice being changed wasn’t exactly mind-shattering.

Looking around the screen, all I could see was a compass in the bottom left of my screen, a maxed-out currency counter in the bottom right, and some sort of health bar in the top left corner. The eggshell text bubble as well as the rest of my HUD (heads up display), followed my vision as I turned my head.

The message box stayed in the top right corner, but when I looked at it, it dropped down closer to the center of the screen again so that I could read it. “Yes, bring your hands together and then lift them straight up. It’s a silly gesture, we’re aware, but it’s one that people don’t make in casual conversation.”

I clapped my hands together and lifted them straight up as suggested. The simple act of putting my hands together made me painfully aware of the breasts I was smushing closer together. I couldn’t help but glance down at them. Even though it was a game and this was my character, I couldn’t stop the burning hot blush from forming in my cheeks. The shirt I had on was a simple t-shirt, nothing overtly sexy, but my breasts still stood out proudly against the material. The programmers were dedicated enough to their attention to detail to even add in bra lines that pressed against the plain black shirt.

From a purely logical perspective, it was nice to know that the clothes worn underneath my visible outfit mattered. But it was that line of thinking that caused my blush to burn hotter. If I had a bra on, that meant I was wearing panties. It only took a second of shifting my attention to my hips to feel the simple cotton panties hugging my hips. There was a moment of disappointment when I realized that I couldn’t feel anything sexual between my legs. Surely, that was a feature they would implement into this game.

I was so wrapped up in my exploration of my own body that it took me a few long moments to realize that the result of my action was in front of me. A similar eggshell color menu with eight buttons had popped up and was floating a foot ahead of me. The options were: Inventory, Map, Home, Mall, Fields, Friends, Settings, and Quit Game.

I hesitantly reached out and touched the map button. There was the slightest pressure against my finger as I poked the button. One eggshell menu was replaced with another as a warm breeze washed across my lithe body. I was almost dead center on the map, near the fields. If I went northeast, I would reach the mall quickly, and the housing structures were all the way on the west side of the map. There looked to be a beach on the south side of the map, and all the way to the east from where I currently stood was a concert hall, but that part of the map had a black X over it.

I tapped the red X at the top right corner to close the window and turned my body to align my compass with a generally northward direction and started walking. Every step felt so real. My muscles felt like they were contracting and relaxing just like they did in the real world. The sandals on my feet drifted slightly away from my foot as I walked, just like they did in the real world. But instead of my barely larger feet in the real world, my feet looked so small and delicate now.

The bounce of my chest was something I couldn’t ignore as I walked. “You guys really weren’t exaggerating when you said that this was the most realistic VR experience on the market!”

The text bubble blinked dull yellow for a moment as another message came through, “Thank you, we don’t mean to sound cocky, but you’ve barely scratched the surface of what this scenario offers. Imagine the possibilities this console will provide to gamers that enjoy action and adventure or even the casual gamer who wants to play a puzzle game. The only limit to players is going to be the developer’s imagination. As well as the cost, but that is expected to decline rapidly as we make more and more breakthroughs with our technology.”

I smiled as stepped into the road to cross the street. I was closing in on the mall, and much to my surprise, there were cars everywhere in the parking lot. I recognized a few brands like Toyota, Ford, Chevrolet, and Honda, but there were a few more brands that I didn’t quite know. They looked a little sub-par when placed near the much sleeker vehicles, but some of them had charm. They’d probably be cheaper to buy as well if the currency in this game would need to be built up. For now, my currency was completely maxed out at $999,999,999.99.

It was safe to say that the mall wasn’t ready for me.

As I approached the tall, relatively blocky building, I called out, “What exactly can you see on your end?” From the videos they’d sent me before, I had a general idea of what they would be able to see, but I didn’t want to believe that they might have noticed me glancing down at my breasts every so often.

Another message blinked shortly after I asked the question. I stopped walking for a moment to read it, “We see from your point of view. You’ve got about fifteen minutes left to explore. Our flight leaves early in the morning and we still need another two hours to set up the prototypes in the workspace you dedicated to the machines.”

I looked longingly at the mall. Fifteen minutes wasn’t very long to shop for me. I could have logged out and gotten a head start on helping them set up the machines, but I didn’t want to leave this world yet. It was so very much like our own, but there in the real world, I didn’t have a sexy body or a billion dollars.

Glancing down at my hips and feet, I sighed at the boring blue jean shorts I had on and the uninspired, generic, brown sandals. They would be fine, but I didn’t want to settle for fine. If I was going to be stuck with a female avatar in this world, I would at least like to look cute. Sexy might not be the word I wanted to use, but that was what I meant, and I intended to find sexy clothes as I headed into the mall.

NPCs looked at me, some waving or smiling politely, others ignoring me completely. It was just like going to a real mall, except, my wallet wasn’t empty. That sparked another question for me to ask Howard and Jessica. “When I want to pay for something, how does that happen?”

The text box popped back up. “It’s automatic. Once you take the items to the counter, a confirmation box will appear. After that, the funds are deducted from your account. In the demo, your money is always going to be maxed, but in the actual game, players will have to assign their characters a job that will automatically be performed while they are logged off. It’s a way to encourage people to not live within the game all day.”

I could see how this game would be addicting. With just a few minutes left on the clock, I got a feel for the layout of the mall. Every time I approached a women’s clothing store, I hesitated and backed away. I wanted to buy something sexy, but with the audience I currently had, I couldn’t bring myself to shop for the clothes I wanted.

It wouldn’t be any less embarrassing to interact with my coworkers in the game dressed in a much more adorable outfit, but at least they wouldn’t see how giddy I was when I was shopping.

Once I did a quick lap of the mall, I logged out of the game.


Chapter Three

My eyes fluttered open. Howard was standing above me, unlatching the restraints holding me down.

“So, what are your first thoughts?” Jessica asked.

A goofy smile stretched across my face. “My first thought is that I wish I had more time to explore the world! It was amazing. I barely had a chance to do anything, but everything was just like you said it would be. If this is just the test area, then I can’t imagine what the real game would be like.”

Jessica smiled and gestured to my team with her hand, “They seemed impressed as well. Once we get these machines set up, you’re going to have a week to test them as thoroughly as you can. If you encounter a bug within the game, feel free to make a note about it, but we’re hoping that you will focus more on the sensation aspects. If you don’t feel full after you eat a certain type of food, that’s the kind of thing we want to know about.”

“I think we can do that. That being said, let’s hurry up and get this set up, I’m so excited for them to get in-game!” I chirped.

And so we did. The six of us unloaded the other four cots and wheeled them into the building, into the elevator, and took them up to the fourth floor. It didn’t take longer than two hours originally projected to get everything prepared. All throughout the process, Howard and Jessica told us about their journey up to this point. They made it painfully aware that they didn’t care about what kind of games would be played on their consoles, only that the consoles themselves provided the best experience possible. They admitted that they weren’t game designers, but that was why they wanted our company to partner with them. They hoped that by showing a team of developers what their consoles could do, that we would be able to help them take the next steps.

I had every intention of doing everything in my power to convince my dad to throw as much money as he was willing to spare at this project. This console seemed to be the future, whether or not I would be able to be the one to help Jessica and Howard was still to be seen, but I felt it in my heart that this would be a very lucrative partnership for both companies.

Sadly, by the time we finished, it was too close to the end of the work day to ask my team to stay behind and begin testing. They were excited, but considering the fact that they were paid on a salary, they had no real incentive to stay late. A little downtrodden, I led the group back out of the building.

As we walked out of the building, Jessica tugged my jacket’s sleeve and silently urged me to let the group walk ahead a little further than us. Once they were out of earshot, she spoke in a hushed voice, “I don’t want this to strain our possible business relationship by having you discover the feature on your own, so I’d rather tell you up front. The game does have the option to be a more mature game if you catch my drift. Considering how well you took to being a woman in the game if you wanted to explore that further with NPCs, there is no way for a player to enter your home without a direct invite. I’ll send you a text later with the code to input into the debugger to access those features of the game. Keep in mind, your team will also have access to that. If you don’t want them to be able to explore that side of things, then you don’t have to input the code.”

I hesitated before nodding my head. “I don’t want to come across as a pervert, but it’s not every day that you get the opportunity to experience another gender’s body.” But I was being a pervert. There was no way in hell that I would pass up the opportunity to explore the sexy body I had in that world. If Jessica was saying that I could have sex with the female NPCs, then I was absolutely going to take advantage of that.

From the smirk tugging at the corner of Jessica’s lips, I knew that she knew. “Just between us, there is nothing wrong with wanting to be a little bit of a pervert. Whatever features you want to explore or expand upon with your team are up to you, but please give us an answer on whether or not you can help fund our development by the end of next week. This is just the beginning for us, but it would be nice if your company was willing to help us make it to the end. With your resources, capabilities, and enthusiasm, I’m sure we could make our VR console the future of gaming.”

She gave me a gentle pat on the back and sped her walking up to catch up to her husband. After another few handshakes, Howard and Jessica left in their large U-haul. Dean and Todd were nowhere to be seen, but Morgan hadn’t yet left.

Morgan leaned against the driver side of my car and tapped her fingers against her thigh as she waited for me to approach. Curious, I called out, “You don’t need to stay behind. We can get started testing in the morning.”

“Don’t give me that bullshit, Skylar. You’re dripping with excitement,” she said with a particular focus on the word dripping. “Howard gave us a pretty good set of instructions to help each other into the suits, so, let’s get you back in that game.”

“And have you sit around doing nothing while I play? That’s unfair to you, Morgan. Go home, enjoy dinner, and sleep plenty. Tomorrow, we’re going to hit it hard,” I said.

She rolled her eyes at me, “Look, you can keep pretending that you’re not dying to play, but I know you well enough. Turn your happy ass around and get back in there. I don’t like the idea of going into the game blind. Whatever tips and tricks you learn in the game, pass on to me. It’s not like I’ve got a whole lot to get done at home.”

There was a measure of authority in her voice that she frankly didn’t deserve to have. She was barely twenty-five. I was older than her by almost five years, and while that wasn’t enough to make things awkward between us, it definitely made it difficult for me to want to listen to her talk to me like I was her son.

“I’m excited to keep testing the game, but don’t expect me to let you leave early on Friday for staying behind today,” I grumbled, trying to regain the upper hand in the conversation and remind her that I was her boss.

Morgan flashed a cocky smile as she pushed off my car with her hips and strode back towards the entrance of our building. I followed her up, but I couldn’t help but appreciate her body. Jessica’s insinuations about my sexual urges had my mind in the gutter, and right now, the gutter was full of thoughts about how nice Morgan’s commanding tone would be if she was on top of me, my cock inside her as she rode me.

In another life, Morgan could have been a model. She was gorgeous, but between her cocky attitude and her imposing nature, I doubted that she would ever find someone willing to represent her and push her into stardom. That didn’t mean I was chivalrous enough to not enjoy how hot she was.

Every day she came into the office, her makeup was done beautifully, her outfits were always adorable, and she never seemed to want anyone to acknowledge that. If I mentioned that she looked nice, she rolled her eyes and mumbled something along the lines of, “It figures you’d be jealous” and I never knew how to take that. She didn’t hide the fact that she thought I was a bit effeminate, if there was any reason I’d considered formally reprimanding her, it was her lack of respect for me.

But then she did other things that made me question if she didn’t appreciate me in other ways. She occasionally brought me a cappuccino and would grumble something along the lines of, “You shouldn’t neglect your beauty rest. Having bags under your eyes makes you look almost look like you’re a hard-working guy.”

It was always passive-aggressive, but I couldn’t imagine that she didn’t have some kind of soft spot in her heart for me. She certainly had one in my heart. Morgan could say whatever she wanted, but her actions proved that she cared.

I was pulled from my rather deep thoughts about my coworker when she called out, “So, you were looking around the mall when you logged out. Don’t be afraid to buy something sexy. This is your chance to finally be the woman you should have been born as.”

My cheeks flushed as I glared at her. “I’m a man, plain and simple, Morgan. I don’t appreciate when you try to make me feel like less of one. I don’t know what that says about the kind of person you are, but I would be very grateful if you would stop making those comments.”

“Then fire me,” she sighed as she unlatched the suit’s straps. “Otherwise, get in the suit and be happy that I’m going to waste my afternoon making sure you have a good time.”

I wanted to scream at her, but that was my wounded pride acting up. As I clambered into the suit, she strapped it down and then turned on the console. With another bright flash of light, I was sucked back into the VR world.


Chapter Four

I was logged back into the game right where I left off, though, the NPCs were in different areas. All of the shops stayed in the same area, as expected, and I hurried to the lingerie store. I knew it was a taboo for a guy to enter one of those stores, but my character wasn’t a male and no one was watching me right now.

Morgan couldn’t log herself into the game and watch me. Howard and Jessica took their laptop that had the software to project my gameplay footage to a screen. I was completely alone in the world filled with NPCs and opportunities. That didn’t stop a burning hot blush from spreading from my cheeks down to my neck as I looked through the store.

A slender woman in her mid-thirties approached me. Above her head flashed her name in pink letters with black shadowing around the font to make it easily readable, “Lacey”. She smiled warmly and spoke in a polite tone, “Good evening, Skylar. Thank you for choosing Lacey’s Intimates for your more personal desires. Is there a particular type of lingerie that you prefer or would you rather me let you shop by yourself?”

Considering that she was an NPC that couldn’t possibly tell another user about my preferences, I mumbled, “I want something that will look good on my body. I don’t like the idea of a thong, but I also wouldn’t want to wear plain cotton panties.”

“So you’re looking for something you could wear casually, but if things got hot and heavy, you want to be attractive as well. That’s something I can work with,” she said. Lacey walked around the large square store with displays of panties and bras set up with quite a bit of space between each of the displays to give it the appearance of being a more high-end store. In the real world, I wouldn’t be surprised if it cost upwards of $100 for a single set of lingerie.

Lacey picked out a few options for me and draped them over her arm. For her to be an NPC, the intelligence and thought she seemed to show was impressive. Howard and Jessica really went above and beyond with this demo, and I was beyond appreciative to be one of the first players to ever experience this level of gaming.

The NPC came back to me and offered me a simple but sexy black lace set of lingerie. “This option would be fitting for almost any circumstance, steamy or not.” She placed the set down and then showed me a second set of lingerie, this one was primarily hot pink with dark red lace trim. “And I personally think this would look great on you. The pink highlights how stunningly blue your eyes are.”

A nervous smile tugged at the corners of my lips as I gestured to the black set of lingerie, “T-This one will do just fine. I don’t know if I’m ready for that kind of pink right now.”

Lacey’s smile faded into a slightly sad smile before the smile returned. “I was almost hoping you would ask me to help you try the pink set on. Oh well, the customer is always right.”

My heart slammed against my ribcage. Was the NPC flirting with me? Should I let her? Of course, I should, this was a testing environment and this was as good of a time as any to find an excuse to put on my first pair of panties.

My voice was a timid whisper as I mumbled, “I-If I knew you were going to help, I wouldn’t have said no. Is that offer still on the t-table?”

Lacey smiled and scooped up the hot pink and red lingerie set in one hand. Her other hand slipped around my hip to rest on my lower back as she gently nudged me towards the dressing rooms, “Sadly, I don’t have a table to put you on, but I hope that you’re not too good for a dressing room, Skylar.”

“I’m not, m-ma’am,” I whimpered as I let my legs carry me in the direction Lacey guided me. We slipped into the four-by-six foot space and Lacey wasted no time in putting her hands underneath my shirt and lifting it up above my chest. I raised my arms to let her pull my shirt off. As soon as it drifted to the floor, Lacey pressed her body against mine and let her hands rest on my bare waist.

I wasn’t used to having curves for someone to hold. In the real world, I didn’t look very masculine, as Morgan often pointed out, but I was flatter than I was curvy. I’d been told I had a nice ass, but I wasn’t sure if that was supposed to be a compliment or not. But the Skylar in-game… she had a sexy body and Lacey didn’t seem to mind exploring it.

Lacey leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. The warmth of her lips against mine stole my breath, but she simply giggled and let her hands slide behind my back and then down to my ass. She squeezed me gently as she pressed her hips against mine and moaned softly into our kiss.

I didn’t know how to feel about letting the NPC come onto me. Even if I was a female in-game, that didn’t mean I should have been so willing to let this woman take the lead with me. I should have been the one pressing her against the wall, not the other way around. But I didn’t want her to stop. Whatever masculine thoughts drifted through my mind didn’t matter. No one was here to see me enjoying this moment with Lacey, so I let myself enjoy the moment.

Her tongue gently danced across my lips as she hooked her thumbs into my shorts and pushed them down my thighs. My heart raced faster and faster in my chest as the heat of passion consumed me. If only Jessica was a little faster with that code, I would have been able to truly enjoy myself, because the second the shorts dropped to my knees, my vision blinked and I was standing in the same dressing room with Lacey a foot away from me with her lip between her teeth.

“That was… unexpected. I hope you enjoy the lingerie, and for you, baby, don’t worry about the price. Just promise you’ll come back again, okay?” Lacey asked as she winked at me and then darted out of the dressing room, shutting the door behind her.

I felt cheated. The fact that this woman was kissing me and doing everything that I should have been doing to her was somewhere between exhilarating and embarrassing. A cool rush of chilly air brushed over my naked legs, exposed stomach, arms, and shoulders. Looking in the mirror in the dressing room, I saw the same hot pink, sexy lingerie set that Lacey picked out for me caressing my hips and breasts. I was… gorgeous.

Of all things that could have gone through my mind, I couldn’t believe that Morgan had a body that was arguably even more beautiful than this one and didn’t seem to care. If I had a body like this in the real world, I would have been a million times more confident.

I reached down and let my fingertips run over the lace waistband of my panties. In places, it felt so very soft, but in other places where the flowery design thickened, the lace was a little rough. My fingers continued exploring and I felt the blush in my cheeks burn ever hotter as I cupped my own ass. It was more firm than I expected it to be, but the texture of my lace panties became much softer. It only took me a moment to realize that the red lace was probably made from cotton, but the pink was… silk? Satin? I couldn’t tell, but the material was much higher quality, and I wasn’t going to complain for a second. It felt so good against my smooth cheeks.

My hand inevitably shifted to the front of my panties, and just like a doll, it was smooth. It wouldn’t be for long, even if I had to log out and call Jessica to get that damn code. I needed it. I didn’t want to skip the time of my life with an NPC named Lacey again. How many other NPCs would be so… hospitable? Why bother finding out with the ‘safe’ side of this game enabled?

I was an adult, I didn’t need to worry about sexual content in my games. If this console needed to be tested, I wanted to explore every last physical sensation. At least… that was the excuse I would use to finally get laid after almost six years. Game or not, if it felt real, it might as well have been real.

I didn’t linger in the dressing room for much longer. After opening the menu and accessing my inventory to put on my shirt, shorts, and sandals, I left the dressing room and awkwardly avoided making eye contact with the artificial intelligence that made me so willingly submit to her. It was the most uncomfortable thing in the world to imagine, but if someone like Lacey could make me bend to their whim like that, what would someone like Morgan do with me if she wanted me?

The thought of being dominated by Morgan would have been enough to make me hard in real life… I was somewhat lucky that I didn’t have that problem in the game world… yet.


Chapter Five

It didn’t take me very long to find a second clothing store. This one wasn’t nearly as focused on the sexual side of dressing up, and I was quite pleased to not have to feel the same amount of burning shame coursing through me in the dressing room. Though, that didn’t mean I wasn’t embarrassed as I tried on outfit after outfit.

There was one perk of being in a game. While the realism was there for most things, the clothing didn’t get dirty. If it did, it was immediately fixable upon entering the inventory and hitting a button. I guess some people might want to be dirty, but I wasn’t one of those people. Clothes could rip and tear, but unlike in the real world, you didn’t have to come crawling back to a store with a receipt in hand, only to deal with a demeaning clerk that told you that you couldn’t return the clothes, even if they were completely horrible quality in the first place.

A sigh slipped out of me as I hesitantly picked up my favorite of bottoms I’d tried on. It was barely able to be classified as a mini-skirt. I believe the NPC employee in the store called it a micro-skirt, but the name barely mattered to me. It barely covered my butt and that was kind of what I wanted. If I was going to be a woman in this world, I wanted to be what I couldn’t be in the real world, sexy.

I pulled it back up my smooth legs and then gave my legs a guilty rub as I stood back up. Ever since I discovered how smooth they felt, I couldn’t stop touching them whenever I had a chance. The delightful feeling might eventually go away, but until it did, I was going to enjoy every last second of it.

To match the black mini-skirt, I picked out a black an off-shoulder flowy blouse. They were beautiful together, but more than that, they made me feel sexy. My long, smooth, toned legs were on full display without me being overtly slutty about it. The long sleeves gave the appearance that I wasn’t exactly showing off everything about my body, so I felt that the outfit was pretty well balanced.

As much as I would have loved to wear heels with the outfit, I didn’t exactly have practice wearing anything like that, so I settled on a pair of sleek black wedges. They added a few inches to my height, but I didn’t have to struggle to balance nearly as much as I thought I would. They also made my calves look so much hotter with the way they forced me to stand.

I looked… good. Maybe I should have felt ashamed of putting so much thought into my outfit, and I knew Dean and Todd would give me hell for it, but I thought I looked great. Morgan would undoubtedly tease me, but I got the feeling that she would at least respect my choices. That, or she would assume I was trying to sexualize my appearance, and she wouldn’t be wrong. I did want to look sexy, but it wasn’t for any of my coworkers. The second I loaded into this game world, I knew that I wanted my avatar to be beautiful. I wanted her to be a representation of myself in the real world.

Just because I was a man didn’t mean that I didn’t take care of my real-world appearance, and if I had been born a woman, I would have dressed just like I did in the game… probably.

A wide smile stretched across my face as I stepped out of the dressing room and back into the department store and made my way to the checkout counter. The same clerk that helped me before was behind the counter and waiting patiently for me, but as the confirmation box popped up, an item popped up in vivid yellow and black text. “Light gray pantyhose, sheer, nylon.”

Tilting my head to the side, I glanced down at my infinite money and shrugged as I added it to my ticket. The pantyhose materialized on the counter and the funds were deducted from my money, but the numbers rolled right back up.

“Have a great day, Skylar. Thank you for shopping with us,” the woman said politely.

“You’re welcome, and you have a great day as well!” I chirped as I made for the exit. With that, I decided it was long past time for me to leave the mall before I ended up with twenty-nine more outfits. It’d taken me nearly an hour to pick this one. I could already imagine what I would spend a few more days doing during my beta testing.

I opened the menu and selected the home option. A black transition scene flashed across my vision and then I was standing in a massive penthouse suite overlooking the city. Considering that this was just a beta test, I shouldn’t have been surprised at the extravagance afforded to me. I sat down in front of one of the massive glass windows that made up the entire wall and pulled my wedges off. Opening my inventory, I tapped on the pantyhose and let out a frustrated groan as they immediately appeared on my legs. Now that I was alone, I wasn’t about to hide the fact that I wanted to put them on myself.

My legs felt fucking amazing and I wasn’t going to cheat myself out of such an intimate experience. Unequipping the pantyhose, I dropped them to the floor of my apartment and quickly closed the menu. I could feel a nervous bead of sweat building on my brow, a sensation that I thought was quite impressive for the console to provide, as I scrunched the pantyhose up. I brought my dainty, feminine feet to a point and had to force myself to take a breath as I slowly rolled the pantyhose up my creamy thighs.

The soft, smooth, second-skin of incredibly tight-fitting pantyhose molded to my legs, highlighting everything I already loved about them. The sleek, soft but toned muscles of my calves were made to look even more seductive as the sheer nylon caressed them. As I brought the pantyhose over my knees, I bit my lip and tried not to think about how much I would enjoy wearing these in the real world. If I shaved my legs and ignored the fact that my cock would make the most unsightly bulge in the perfect hosiery, they would have made my legs look dangerously close to my avatar’s.

I lifted my hips slightly from the floor as I pulled the pantyhose over my hips. Once I’d taken them as far as I could sitting down, I stood up and quickly fixed the band to hide perfectly beneath my mini-skirt. I didn’t even need to find a mirror to see how I looked. In a single word… perfect.

If there was a way for me to feel like this in the real world, I didn’t know if I would want to. This was a game. This was a world in which I knew that I could be larger than life. If I ever reached this level of beauty in the physical world, I don’t know if I could ever be satisfied with looking like a relatively plain guy again.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Morgan wasn’t wrong. I wasn’t that much of a manly man. I wasn’t the tallest guy in any room. I didn’t have bulging muscles and a six-pack. Jessica wasn’t completely at fault for mistaking me for a woman, and she wasn’t the first person to do so.

Maybe there was a way that I could look this beautiful in the real world, but it would require learning how to put on makeup, buying clothes like these, and dedicating myself to learning how to speak with such an angelic voice.

That wouldn’t be a life I could lead full-time, though. My dad would never be able to understand why his son would ever dress like a woman. He’d call me a sissy, probably tell me that my mom poisoned my mind when I was younger, and then shame me into oblivion. But if I looked like the goddess in the reflection of this penthouse window, maybe it would be worth it.

I felt a tear welling up in my eye as I opened the game’s menu. I couldn’t stay in this world all night. I’d already kept Morgan behind for longer than I should have let her stay with me. Leaving this world behind felt like a betrayal, but sadly, I had other duties.

With more regret in my soul than I wanted to ever feel again, I hit the exit game button.


Chapter Six

“Morgan?” I called out softly as I stared up at the uninspired, cheap drop ceiling. “Are you there?”

“Where else would I be that wouldn’t get me fired?” she asked with a hint of irritation in her voice. Morgan walked over to the console and removed the bulky helmet from my head. “I hope you had fun, but I’m surprised it took you that long to find an outfit. Were you debating on a pleated skirt versus a pair of skinny jeans?”

I could feel my cheeks warm as I mumbled, “I guess you’ll see what I picked out tomorrow.”

“Dude, were you crying?” Morgan asked.

It was then that I felt two distinct things. There was a slight amount of wetness in the corner of my eyes, likely from my body responding to the emotional stimulation in the game. The second, much more embarrassing thing was the dampness of precum in my boxers.

“I-I’ve had a lot on my mind, Morgan,” I muttered.

She unlatched the straps locking me into the suit and offered me her hand. “Well, you’ll be glad to know that Jessica sent you the code to make the game into a porn simulator.”

Anger, fear, and shame bubbled up inside me as I screamed at Morgan, “You looked at my phone?!”

“Skylar, you were in virtual reality and I wasn’t sure if it could have been something important enough to unplug you from the console over. I bet you wouldn’t be nearly as pissed off if you got a message saying a loved one was in a hospital!” she roared back. “But while we’re on the topic, let’s not pretend that you’re some kind of saint. You either asked for it or Jessica is trying to play to your desperation to be fucked so that she can secure funding for her little console.”

I glared at her as I climbed off the cot. “You’re skating on very, very thin ice, Morgan. You’ve been a great employee when you’re not talking shit, but lately, it feels like that’s all you do with me. I get that you probably don’t respect me, but I’m tired of this. Either straighten yourself up or you’re going to be out of a job.”

“So now you’re going to threaten my job because I pointed out the facts. Fine, have it your way. Don’t expect me to volunteer my time so that you can enjoy yourself again,” she snapped and turned on her heel. Morgan was gone before the guilt building within me would have permitted me to apologize for yelling at her.

In truth, she didn’t deserve to have her job threatened. She did me a massive favor by staying late and letting me pick out an outfit. It might not have seemed like one, but knowing Dean, he probably would have followed me around while I was in the mall if I logged in tomorrow to do that. The worst part is that Dean probably wouldn’t even know he was interfering with my shopping. He was a sweet enough guy, but he needed to be told what to do nearly constantly.

Todd would be the best person for the job of actually testing the console’s limits. He had extensive knowledge of code as well as a passion for virtual reality tech. If there was anyone else that could rival my interest in the machine, it was him. If he didn’t have a family, he probably would have asked me to stay behind with him so that he could get a head start.

I trudged out of the building and flopped into my car. The drive home was usually one of my favorite parts of the day. Not because I hated my job, but because I got to listen to music as loud as I wanted, sing like an idiot, and just enjoy myself without having to worry about who was around to judge me. Ever since I got out of college, I’d learned to appreciate every last second of my privacy. Sure, I was out in a car where other people could see me, but how many of them would care about what I was doing? They might laugh for a few moments, but that was okay. If they enjoyed themselves because they thought I acted a fool, that was fine.

Today, there was no music. There was no singing. The thoughts of the hurt look on Morgan’s face wouldn’t go away. She deserved better than what I gave her in return for her kindness. Her words might have stung, but her actions were proof that she had my interests in mind.

I’d have to do something to make it up to her. But first, I needed to do something to get myself in a better mood. I stopped at Target on the way home and did my best to play it cool as I picked a can of shaving cream. I had aftershave for my face that I almost never needed to use since I barely grew any facial hair, or body hair, for that matter. Looking at the myriad of cans, I couldn’t decide on which one would be the most gender-neutral option. If I picked something too inconspicuous, maybe the cashier would ask why I got the non-scented kind. Was I ready to lie about that? I could probably get away with it, but there was another nagging thought in my mind. I didn’t want to play it safe.

In the end, I picked out a can with a strawberry scent that purported to lather up nicely. That choice alone was hard to make, but as I was walking away, one of the models being used to advertise some makeup on a nearby aisle did catch my eye. It wasn’t for the makeup that was beautifully done. It was the pair of white, sheer, nylon pantyhose she had on. Of all things the advertisement could have been trying to sell me, it had me darting across the store to the women’s section.

My face burned with shame as I constantly looked over my shoulder. I didn’t want anyone to see what I was doing, but on that same note, who cared? Much like singing in the car and looking like an idiot, no one at work ever called me on that. Everyone was always in such a hurry to just get their own business taken care of that they probably wouldn’t notice me in the first place.

The clothing displays around me weren’t even being looked at. There might have been a woman a short distance away, but I took a deep breath and silenced my fear as I rushed over to the display with the pantyhose and snagged the plastic egg with my desired color. They were cheap, probably not the best quality, not when compared to the luxurious pair I had in the game, but they would do.

I curled the egg within my hand and did my best to hide it as I hurried to the checkout counter with my items. I probably should have gone through the self-checkout, but there were people there and no one was currently in this line, which was a shocker in and of itself. The clerk looked at me curiously but didn’t seem to care all that much about the things I bought.

“That all for you today, sir?” he asked, his voice wavering as his eyes scanned my face again to make sure he was indeed speaking to a man.

With what he’d just rang up, I couldn’t blame him for double-checking. I nodded, afraid to speak in case a flurry of words spilled out of me and told him exactly what I wanted to do with the shaving cream and pantyhose. If the clerk asked, I would have told him that my girlfriend wanted those things.

I might have been bold enough to buy these things in person, but it wasn’t exactly bravery that guided my actions. It was the sheer desperation to not have to wait for the items to come in the mail that led me into Target.  The breath I took when I walked out of the store was probably the most refreshing one of my life. I did it. I bought my first pair of pantyhose. A tiny, tiny part of me was tempted to go back in and pick out an actual outfit. That tiny part of me wasn’t strong enough to battle back the anxiety of having to see yet another clerk. Even worse, what if I needed to ask for help with getting my size?

Once I got home, I hurried to feed my cat and refresh his water bowl before I immediately ran into the bathroom and drew a steaming hot bath. Stripping in record time, I replaced the head of my razor and then climbed into my bath to begin the long, painstakingly slow process of shaving my legs. I wasn’t a hairy person, but I didn’t want to miss a single strand of hair. By the time I finished shaving my legs, I’d given up on the thought of stopping there. I shaved everything. My arms, armpits, and even went so far as to make sure that my bum was devoid of any traces of hair.

The water was barely lukewarm when I finished and the worst part was that I hadn’t even properly cleaned myself. I pulled the plug from the bath and turned drew the shower curtains so that I could clean myself and rinse the leftover hair from the tub at the same time. This time, I didn’t feel nearly as bad for taking a long, long time in the shower.

I made good money, but looking at the things I bought, it was hard to tell that. Except for when it came to the luxury things in my home. Not things like rugs made from a bear’s pelt, but things like an enormous water heater. Things like a California King bed that felt like I was sleeping on a cloud. Things that would have only made sense to have if I had someone in my life to share those things with. But I didn’t. That didn’t stop me from wanting them anyway.

The perks of having an abundance of hot water, a massive bed that I could roll a billion times on, and the myriad of other quality-of-life improving things to myself was that I never felt like my house wasn’t my home. It was my space. Customized to my liking, just like I would eventually make the apartment in the game, given enough time.

So instead of having to rush out of the shower because the water was getting cold, I had the pleasure of being able to lean against the tile wall and hiking my foot up onto the bath’s faucet so that I could run my hands up and down my smooth leg. The sensation was much like it had been in the game, but slightly better. The virtual reality console was beyond impressive in what tactile sensations it could recreate, but real life was still better.

So good, in fact, that I had to stop stroking my legs and turn my attention to my throbbing cock. The physical response to shaving my legs was powerful, but I knew that shaving my legs was only half of the ecstasy I’d felt in the game. The other half came from the clothes. I might not have the same outfit I had in the game, but I bought those pantyhose for a reason.

I quickly washed my hair and used my strawberry body wash to freshen up before turning off the shower and hurriedly drying off. I could have put the pantyhose on right then, but that would mean leaning against the sink and not being able to savor the moment. Instead, I grabbed the plastic egg that the pantyhose came in and took them to my bedroom. Strolling through my house completely naked was nothing new, I had neighbors, but none that could peer through my blackout curtains to see my nudity.

Once I stepped into my bedroom, I grabbed a ponytail holder from my dresser and pulled my neck-length hair back into a messy bun before hopping onto my bed. I ripped open the packaging and pulled out my new favorite possession. Exactly like I’d done in the game, I scrunched the pantyhose up and pointed my feet, which weren’t exactly as masculine as I once imagined they were, and slowly rolled the sheer white pantyhose up my smooth legs.

I let the heel of my palm slide along my freshly shaved legs as I pulled the pantyhose up further and further. They were surprisingly warm on my legs, but not even close to being uncomfortably hot. Much more importantly, the sheer nylon brought out the extra softness that I was missing from the game. Whether that was because having a woman’s body in the game was a difference-maker or because I’d already fallen in love with wearing pantyhose, I couldn’t say. I didn’t have a skirt to fight with this time, and once I pulled them over my hips, there was no unsightly bulge.

My thick shaft fought valiantly against the pantyhose, but instead of tenting them like they would a pair of boxers — or panties — the pantyhose molded to the shape of my manhood as it stretched its way across my hip. I wanted to be disgusted with myself. I should have felt like a pathetic excuse for a man. But all I felt was the burning hot shaft underneath my palm as I stroked myself through my pantyhose.

The thin, nearly non-existent pantyhose provided a sleek surface that removed any semblance of friction as I rubbed my cock. Soft, feminine moans poured out of me, and I didn’t bother biting my lip to stop those moans from flowing. I didn’t care that I was putting on a show for no one but myself, I was loving every second of masturbating through my pantyhose.

I fell back on my bed, my hips pressing against the soft comforter, providing another unique sensation that I didn’t expect to enjoy so much. The feeling of my pantyhose-covered butt sliding back and forth on the cover almost felt like a pair of soft hands cupping my ass. I remembered back to Lacey in the game world and one thought led to another. My eyes snapped shut as I envisioned Morgan’s hand replacing my own, stroking my cock as she called me a sissy, a pathetic excuse for a man, but a good girl…

And I came. And came. And came. Thick strands of cum burst from my engorged crown and pumped into my pantyhose. Some of the delightfully warm seed pushed through the sheer pantyhose and ended up on my lower abdomen, but I couldn’t bring myself to care about having my own cum all over my hips and tummy.

I just had the most intense orgasm of my life, and it was while wearing pantyhose, thinking about the woman that I believed didn’t respect me in the slightest. What the fuck was wrong with me?


Chapter Seven

I couldn’t look Morgan in the eyes. Collecting the three pieces of paper and tapping them against the edge of my cot, I spoke in a soft, flowery tone. One that I’d been practicing all of the night before as I cleaned sticky cum from my hips, but one that could still be perceived as a man’s voice. “I’ve drafted up a few things that I would like each of you to focus on during your play time. Keep in mind, your first priority is to find any jarring problems with the console, but that doesn’t mean I want this to be a miserable experience. Have fun, play your hearts out, and enjoy whatever you can while you’re exploring. Dean, I’d like you to play sports with the AI at the fields. I had a personal experience with one of them last night as I was shopping and I was blown away by their depth, I’d like to know how you think they hold up to your real-world knowledge of playing team games.”

It was strange to have Todd’s wife in the room as I addressed the team, but we needed a fifth person to help us get into the systems. She volunteered to help and Todd texted me with that information this morning, so that worked out well. I wasn’t looking forward to the person helping us in the afternoon, though. Dad would want a full report of what we’d done and our initial thoughts of the consoles.

Dean nodded and took the piece of paper I offered him. “Getting paid to play sports in a virtual world? I think I can manage that, Skylar.”

Turning to Todd, I extended his sheet. “Todd, we both know that whatever you had in mind is probably worth pursuing more than whatever I could ask you to look into for me, but I would still like you to see if you could figure out how to disable the infinite money cheat and test the currency system. If you need anything bought for your character, talk to Dean.”

“Got it,” Todd said and took the paper.

I barely managed to look at the space over Morgan’s shoulder to give the illusion of being able to look at her while I spoke to her. “Morgan, you’re in charge of testing as many sensory details as you can. If you touch something hot and it doesn’t cause some kind of discomfort, I want to know about it. You know what you’re doing and I don’t intend to insult your abilities. J-Just do what you think is best.”

She snatched the last piece of paper from my hands and moved to her cot. “Whatever you say, boss. Can you please strap me into this machine, Mr. North?”

Everyone in the room shot a curious look at Morgan, except for Todd’s wife. Morgan never, ever, ever called me Mr. North. I specifically asked my team to call my Skylar as I hoped it would help build trust with them.

I didn’t want to cause a scene, though, so I followed her over to her console and helped her get into the game world as Todd helped Dean. After they were settled in, I had Todd help me into my system. I welcomed the flash of bright light to pull me out of the tense office and into the wonderful world where I didn’t have a cock swinging between my legs.

I was still sitting on the floor of my penthouse apartment, but I couldn’t stay there very long. I opened the game’s menu and selected the friends button. Another screen opened and it had a list of the three others in-game and where they were. Dean was at the fields, as was Todd. Morgan was in the Mall. I tapped on Morgan’s name, but of the two options that popped up, neither was a teleport option. There was a button that would let me call her, though, so I did.

The ringing continued for a few seconds before Morgan accepted the call. “What do you want now, Mr. North?”

“I want to talk to you face to face. I said some things yesterday that I shouldn’t have, and I’d like to at least have the chance to tell you that I’m sorry,” I said.

Her chuckle didn’t sound very enthused. “I’m in the food courts.”

“Damn, you got there fast, it took me a good five minutes to get to the mall—”

“I teleported, it’s not that hard of a feature to use,” she said sarcastically.

I bit my lip and reveled in the slight dull ache it provided. At least my nervous ticks provided the familiar feeling they did in the real world. I mumbled, “I’ll be there soon.”

She hung up without responding.

I reached for my wedges, but they weren’t on the floor of my apartment. After a mini panic attack, I found that they were in my inventory. I equipped them, then teleported to the Mall. When I took a second to get my bearings, I was in the dead center of the mall. Behind me, the large, circular water display made the consistent, relaxing sound of water trickling down a stream. It was beautiful and almost serene enough to calm my nerves. Almost.

I ducked my head in shame as I walked towards the food courts. In my mini-skirt, wedges, pantyhose, and the adorable blouse, I made my way closer to Morgan. Once I was at the entrance of the massive food court, the myriad of smells hit me all at once. The mouthwatering scent of hibachi was easy to pick out, but then came the delicious aroma of the steakhouse. There were too many restaurants in the mall to possibly have worked in the real world, but that was the beauty of virtual reality. Not everything that applied in the real world had to apply here. Sure, realism mattered, but why would anyone ever complain about having more options at their fingertips? Wasn’t that part of the human condition? We always wanted more, bigger, better, and we wanted it right now.

It didn’t take a therapist to tell me that I was stalling. I didn’t want to approach Morgan dressed as I was. I wanted to apologize, but I didn’t want to hear the snarky comments she would have for me. I knew that she would want to insult my masculinity again, and she had every right to, I guessed. But I didn’t want her to rip into me for something that I’d come to enjoy so damn much. She might joke about this being something I wanted all along, but until I was plunged into the icy water of being a woman in this game, I didn’t know how much I would love wearing women’s clothes. I didn’t know how much I would enjoy having male NPCs gawking at me. Sure, they were just NPCs, but sexual attraction had to be a part of things if you could start a family with them.

I wanted to feel sexy. I wanted to be beautiful. I wanted to be anything other than the decent-looking guy I was in the real world. Decent wasn’t good enough for me. A slight fire had started in my belly as I reinforced to myself how much I enjoyed being the Skylar I’d become in this world. Here, I wasn’t a shrimpy guy with masculinity issues. Here, I was the sexiest woman in this damn mall!

The surge of confidence was enough to make me walk deeper into the food courts. It didn’t take me long to find Morgan sitting alone at a table for two. On that table, I saw yet another sign that told me that Morgan wasn’t the icy bitch she wanted people to see her as. A second Styrofoam box was on the table. As I pulled the chair out and sat down, Morgan looked up from her burger.

“Sorry, ma’am, I’m expecting someone,” Morgan said quietly.

I fought back the urge to squeal with delight. She hadn’t recognized me, not even after seeing what my avatar looked like the day before. “Pardon?”

There was a pause as Morgan’s face shifted from one of confusion to one of recognition. “Oh…” Morgan put her food down on its tray and mumbled, “I got you chicken yakisoba. Didn’t know what else you’d want from here, but enjoy.”

I reached forward and opened my box, even though I now knew its contents, I still let a surprised smile take my lips. “Thank you very much, Morgan. You didn’t have to, but I really appreciate it.”

“You wanted to talk to me?” she asked somewhat impatiently. Her words seemed like they carried a bit of an edge to them, but if they were meant to sting, they didn’t. Something was off with her, but I couldn’t say exactly what it was.

“I did. Yesterday, I snapped at you because I didn’t want you to know that I was going to get that code from Jessica. She offered it to me and told me that it was optional. If I’m being honest, I guess that Howard and Jessica made this specific testing map because they wanted to be able to enjoy a semi-normal life where they could focus on one another occasionally as they tested things out,” I said. Twiddling the chopsticks that came with my meal around, I continued, “And I won’t lie to you, yesterday, I had a very intimate encounter with an NPC and found myself wanting more. A lot more. I’m embarrassed to say that out loud.”

“But you did anyway,” Morgan said as she picked up a fry and ate it.

“Because I feel like you deserve to know why I was so defensive. Look, I’m not going to fire you. That’s not something I want to do. You’re a skilled developer and you’re probably better suited for my job than I am. That being said, I’m still in charge of this tiny department. I don’t know where the line is drawn for management. I know that I’m probably fucking up, but—”

“Skylar, chill. Seriously, relax,” Morgan said and reached forward to close my box of food. Without the distraction between us, she looked me in the eyes. Her character model was so very close to her real-world body. Needless to say, my heart fluttered when her eyes locked with mine. “You’re doing fine. If you’re wanting to apologize, you don’t have to. I give you a lot more shit than I should, and I probably do deserve to be snapped at from time to time, but if you want the truth, I don’t respect you as a leader. I never will. I’d rather you just be the friend I’ve had up until yesterday. When you start threatening my job, you’re threatening my livelihood. I don’t have a lot in this world, or rather, the real world, that I enjoy. Coming to work and getting to have fun while I’m earning a living, that’s nice.”

“But you weren’t having fun today and that’s my fault. I just want to make sure that we’re okay,” I muttered.

“Stand up,” Morgan said.

I cocked an eyebrow. “Why?”

“You said you wanted to make sure that we’re okay, so stand up,” Morgan said as she stood from the table. I stood and felt the butterflies start fluttering in my stomach as she took a step towards me. Without saying a word, she reached behind my waist and grabbed my ass. She gave it a gentle squeeze and let out a soft groan as she sat back down. “And now I’m having fun again.”

“W-Why would you do something like that?” I asked.

“Because if I did it in the real world, you probably would fire me, but you did a damn good job of making your character irresistible,” Morgan said as calm as could be.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment and a tinge of excitement as I sat back down. Blankly staring at the closed Styrofoam box, I mumbled, “Yeah, but why did you grab my butt?”

“Because I can,” she purred. “It’s just a game, Skylar. It’s not like it has to make any sense. Try the food, it’s surprisingly good.”


Chapter Eight

I ate slowly as Morgan finished her food. I wasn’t all that hungry in the first place. Add in the fact that she didn’t even seem mildly uncomfortable about what transpired between us. How could she act like she didn’t just sexually harass me? But… was it even harassment? If I’d enabled the mature side of the game, I would have been wet. My panties would desperately be wishing I’d clean them in my inventory… Fuck, I’d have probably been turned on enough to ask her to come back to my apartment.

Then again, I probably wouldn’t be able to handle Morgan. She had a certain kind of dominance that I didn’t know how to respond to. She obviously cared, but she showed it in ways that made me question if I was just making connections that weren’t there. For all I knew, she grabbed my ass to embarrass me, not excite me. Morgan wasn’t a bully, but she sure loved pressing my buttons.

“So, I think it’s safe to say that the hunger mechanic in this game works flawlessly. Jessica knows her shit and if this is just a demo, I’d probably want to see if she wanted a job with us,” Morgan said, pulling me from my thoughts.

“They’re a pretty amazing team. She said they weren’t developers, but I’d be hard-pressed to make a game half as good as this,” I said.

“But we also don’t know how long they were working on this.”

“We don’t, but that doesn’t take away from the fact that they’re incredible. If my dad likes the report I give and trusts me enough to fund their research, I might ask them if they would want to work with the company. We could use more people, hell, we could become a prominent team in the gaming industry,” I said.

Morgan chuckled and shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe, but maybe you just want to look at the leggy redhead.”

“W-What?” I asked. “Jessica is married and I’m more interested in personality rather than looks.”

“So then I must be absolutely disgusting to you,” Morgan grumbled.

I turned to look over at the Italian restaurant where a couple of NPCs were waiting in line. “Professionally, I know that I shouldn’t say anything. But I don’t like misconceptions. I think you’re putting on a show a lot of times, but I don’t think that makes you a bad person in any regard. I think that you’ve probably had to develop a tough shell because you’re attractive enough to draw in the wrong kind of people.”

Morgan whistled softly. “Oof, you just went straight for it, didn’t you?”

“Am I that far from the truth?” I asked.

“I think it’s best if I don’t answer that. If you’d allow it, Ms. North, I’d like to go find an outfit now,” she said.

I nearly lost my breath when she decided to change things up. “Miss?”

“What? You look like the kind of chick I’d have to ask on a date in the real world. I might as well be proper, right?” she asked.

My heart slammed against my chest. My head felt light as if I would pass out if I stood up too fast. Beads of sweat formed on my lower back and I felt my cheeks burning so hot that Morgan had to have seen me blushing. “Sk-Skylar works just fine, even if that’s how you feel, Morgan.”

“How about we meet up at the fields and check in on Dean in about half an hour? We both know he’s probably at the beach staring at asses right now,” Morgan grumbled.

The thought was enough to make me pull up my map. A wave of relief washed over me when I saw Dean’s icon on the map at the fields. “Whew, you had me worried for a minute!”

“I’ll see you around, Skylar. And before I go, I wanted to say that you look really, really nice. If this is the outfit you picked out while I waited after work, I’d have to say that it was worth being yelled at,” Morgan said.

I quickly closed out of my menus and stood up to join Morgan as she walked deeper into the mall. “Thanks for the compliment. You, uh, you look nice, even in the default clothes.”

“That’s sweet of you to say, but if personality is all that matters to you, then I’ve still got some work to do before I ask you on a date to the beach, huh?” she asked teasingly.

I didn’t know how to respond to that. I couldn’t respond to that. Everything about Morgan made me hyper-aware of just how out of my league she really was. Maybe not in-game, but I knew the goddess walking beside me in real life. I knew that I wasn’t nearly enough of a man to make her mine. But if she was interested in my female character in a video game… well, maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world to let her take me out on that date.

“S-See you in half an hour, Morgan,” I stammered and immediately opened my menu and teleported to my apartment.

That could have gone much worse. I never would have imagined that it went the direction it did, but Morgan seemed to be much more comfortable talking to me now. I managed to apologize to her. That was what mattered, not the fact that she groped my ass. But damn, I wished she would have asked me on that date right then and there. I wished I would have inputted the code so that I could let her take full advantage of me.

Those thoughts were getting dangerous and I knew that if I kept on thinking like that, I would come back to the real world with another wet spot in my boxers. With half an hour to spare, I figured I would test some other features of the game. Since I was already in my apartment, I reached down and took off my wedges and then started exploring.

The bedroom was enormous, far larger than it should have been. Howard and Jessica seemed more than willing to bend the rules of reality when it came to their game, and yet, that didn’t bother me. It was always tasteful rule-bending. Having a massive room in a massive penthouse wasn’t unrealistic, but given that the bedroom seemed just as large as the rest of the apartment, it didn’t make a lot of logical sense. At least this wasn’t a game touted to be hyper-realistic. The sensations in the game, though, those were what mattered and I was definitely impressed.

Walking through the bedroom, I went into the master bathroom and tested to see if the shower worked. It did, though, a confirmation box popped up asking if I wanted to take a shower when I put my foot into the standing shower. I declined the offer and the water immediately turned off. As I turned away from the shower, I noticed something that I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about.

Next to the sink was a makeup station. It had a short chair that sat at the perfect height to lean over the table a little bit to get closer to the mirror. More curious than anything, I sat at the chair and a menu popped up. There was a list of makeup options to choose from, so I selected all of them, not quite sure what each was used for. Once I hit the accept button, the makeup appeared on the surface of the table and I hesitantly reached for the mascara.

This wasn’t my first time ever looking at makeup, I’d been to a few Halloween parties before. Once, I went as a goth, and for that, I put on plenty of makeup. Mostly just stark white foundation and black mascara, but it was enough experience to know roughly how to apply some of the basic makeup. But this wasn’t the real world. Here, I was completely alone with no one to judge me for what I was about to do…

So I started with the black mascara. I knew that I should have technically done my foundation first, but I wanted to see how makeup was applied in the game and mascara was something I had a natural talent for putting on. The brush went all the way to my eyelashes and required me to drag it through my lashes, but it applied perfectly. Too perfectly.

I didn’t mind the perfection, though. A part of me was disappointed. Not because it didn’t look good, but because I almost wished that I would be able to practice applying makeup here. After last night’s incident with the pantyhose, I knew that I could take my dressing up a few steps further. My real-life features weren’t so masculine that I couldn’t make myself look much more feminine. In a strange way, I almost felt like challenging myself to see how womanly I could make myself appear.

Maybe it had something to do with how Morgan groped me earlier. She obviously had a thing for women, but she teased me in the real world enough to know that she had to have some level of interest in me. Were all of her taunts and teases because she was equally as curious as to what I would look like if I dressed up in the real world? Probably not. I was probably thinking too hard about it, but I couldn’t deny the rush I felt as I continued applying the makeup.

I did find out that you could put makeup on in the wrong order and it looked… silly. So I reset my appearance a few times until I found a look that made my already beautiful features even sexier. I enjoyed the relatively simple setup of foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and lip gloss. The lip gloss wasn’t colorful, but it highlighted my soft pink lips and made them stand out without drawing too much attention. It was a fine balance, but I loved the look.

After enjoying how beautiful my avatar was for a few minutes, I pulled up the reset confirmation box to wipe it all away again, but as I looked over the top of the dull white box, into the mirror, I couldn’t bring myself to undo all of my ‘hard’ work. I was stunning. In the outfit I picked and the makeup, I felt like I could have won Miss Universe in the real world. Even if Todd and Dean weren’t as accepting as Morgan was, I didn’t want to take off my makeup.

I closed the confirmation box and took a deep breath as I teleported to the fields. I wasn’t sure exactly how long I’d wasted in my bathroom, but I didn’t want to keep Morgan waiting if I’d gone over our half-hour estimate. Maybe she would even appreciate the makeup… maybe she would ask for that date now.


Chapter Nine

My pantyhose covered feet touched down on the well-maintained grass. The tickling sensation of that grass all around my feet made me giggle, but I quickly opened my menu and put my wedges back on. My pantyhose didn’t need to get dirty, after all. Taking an extra second to reset the cleanliness of my clothes, I closed the menu and looked around.

Out on the field, I saw Dean with a baseball bat in hand, waiting for another pitch. He was quite the figure out there on the field. Even in the baseball uniform that I assumed he was given, I could tell his avatar was far more muscularly defined than he was in the real world. That shouldn’t have mattered to me, and I wouldn’t have thought much about it if I wasn’t dolled up, but a large, unexplored part of me wanted to know how he would respond to seeing me.

Dean wasn’t Morgan. Dean never once made me feel like my physical appearance in the real world mattered to him at all, so if he was interested in my character in the game, that would be all the proof I needed to know that my taste in clothes and makeup was near perfect. For a guy that wasn’t the biggest into fashion, I thought I did a damn good job. Morgan seemed to think so as well, from what I could tell, but that was still to be determined. While I hoped it wasn’t the case, she could have just been fucking with me again.

If she was, I let her get away with groping me. I let her tease me. And I loved both of those things. Even if she was fucking with me, I wouldn’t admit that I disliked it.

A thunderous crack sounded out and it only took a second for me to realize where it came from. Dean struck the baseball with enough force to send it far out into the field. In large, red and yellow cartoony letters, the words ‘Home Run!’ flashed about twenty feet above the field. A roar of applause and cheers came from the stands around the field and Dean hammed it up for the crowd. He jogged around the diamond, waving at the crown, smiling at the women, and joined the team that huddled around him to praise him.

Dean definitely didn’t need his ego stroked, but I imagined he’d remember this moment when he stroked himself later. This kind of world was perfect for someone like Dean. He was too afraid to take chances in the real world, too afraid to commit to anything because he was afraid of what would happen if he failed. I’d been monitoring his performance for months now, and whenever the chance to take on any responsibility at work came about, he shrugged it off. If not for the fact that this was a video game and pulled him away from the more serious work we did, he probably would have asked to be taken off of this project.

Still, he was a cool enough guy and when he applied himself, he did good work. I enjoyed him being on the team, and sometimes, his silly questions made me laugh and that was always a welcome relief during a hard day of tedious work.

I walked through the grass to lean against the chain-link fence. Sliding my fingers through a few of the holes, I called out as loud as I could over to him, “That’s how it’s done, Dean! Kicking ass, taking names! Are you having fun?”

Dean looked around, confused for a few moments as he tried to pinpoint which of the models in his field of view wasn’t an NPC.

“Over here, buddy!” I hollered.

His eyes finally looked in my direction and his jaw dropped. It was the simplest, most rewarding action he could have done in response to seeing my character. I shouldn’t have been so damn excited to be perceived as sexy, but how could I not be thrilled? It was a rush unlike any other I’d ever experienced. Even when my dad occasionally told me he was proud of me, it didn’t feel anything like this.

It only took me a few seconds to trace down why it was so much different, why it was so damn exciting to be hot in Dean’s eyes. For once, I wasn’t at the mercy of someone’s approval making the difference in my mood. Being dressed up, being a woman in this game, being sexy, it was my choice. These were my actions to make myself happy. I didn’t pick this outfit out to excite Dean specifically. I chose it because I liked it. The fact that his jaw was slack and his eyes glued to my hips, well, that was just affirmation.

Dean stumbled over his words for a few moments before he finally managed to get out a semi-coherent sentence, “The game is cool.” From the blush forming on his cheeks, he definitely seemed embarrassed as he jogged over to the chain-link fence. “Your character looks pretty good. Considering that they made it sound like a male having a female character might not work very well at this stage of development.” He recovered well, I had to give him that.

But I wanted to play. The rush of having rocked him in the first place was still coursing through my veins. I never would have considered teasing him in the real world, I didn’t even think guys were remotely attractive, but something about his reaction to my character made me want to see how far I could push the limits.

I knew it was wrong, but I smiled warmly and batted my eyes at him. “I don’t think they did a bad job at all. Jessica really seems to have undersold their skills, but I guess I look okay. I was worried that I would make a fool of myself.”

Dean’s eyes darted from my eyes down to my waist and then to my thighs before he realized that he was checking me out. He met my gaze again for just a second before he had to look over my shoulder. Had I not done the same thing to Morgan earlier, I might not have recognized what he was doing. “You’ve got good taste in women’s clothes, I’ll give you that. I don’t want to say something that might be taken the wrong way—”

“Say what’s on your mind, Dean” I purred, my character’s voice dangerously close to being sultry… or was it my voice? After all the practice last night, was there much difference anymore?

Dean chewed on his inner lip for a moment as he looked back down at my hips, “I was going to ask if you’d do a little spin for me.”

“Promise you won’t tell Todd? I’d hate for him to ask for the same,” I said teasingly.

Dean let out a low groan as he let his gaze devour my body. “I don’t think I’d ever bring this up again, Skylar. I’d rather you not in the real world, either.

I slowly turned around and let my fingers pluck from the thin metal one at a time as I turned in an agonizingly slow circle. There were lines I shouldn’t cross with my coworkers. I shouldn’t have let Morgan talk to me like I was some kind of pest, and I shouldn’t have even considered taunting Dean, but I could write those incidents off, for the most part. Yet, there were so many lines and so many shades of gray to play with. Was it really flirting if I rolled my hips seductively?

Dean seemed to think so. He let out another husky grunt as I shook my ass in his direction. “God damn, are you wearing lingerie?”

In an instant, I turned around and brought my hands over my lap to tug my skirt down. “N-No!”

It was too late. “Dude, you’re wearing panties.”

“I-It’s a female character, of course I’m wearing panties,” I stammered.

“Skylar, those can’t be the default set you’re given. What exactly have you been up to?” he asked, his eyes narrowing for a moment. Less than a second passed before he shook his head. “It doesn’t matter. Whatever you do in your free time is up to you, and I guess you’ve got to test those features somehow.” A smirk tugged at his lip as he took a step away from the fence. “I enjoyed the show anyway, Skylar.”

“U-Uh, don’t tell the others, okay?” I pleaded.

“So long as you don’t tell them that I had half a mind to kiss you. Probably would have if this stupid fence wasn’t here,” he rumbled.

My heart fluttered in my chest. I still didn’t know how to feel about his attraction to me, but I did know that I enjoyed knowing he was that interested in me. “Y-Yeah, but you could have just as easily kept that to yourself,” I stammered.

“Didn’t you tell me to enjoy the game? Your character is part of it, Skylar,” he said as he turned around and headed back towards the field where the game was still in session.

Was he hitting on me? Probably… but why couldn’t I shake the desire to tease him a little more? I didn’t want to fuck him. I knew that much, but damn, I wanted him to want me.

Something changed in me since last night. The cause couldn’t have been shaving my legs and wearing pantyhose. Those things were physical, not mental. They couldn’t make me want different things… could they?

“Hey!” Morgan’s voice called out from behind me, not far from where I’d teleported in at.

My fluttering heart couldn’t stop the blood in my veins from turning cold. If she was there for that conversation, she would never let me live that down. As far as I could tell, teleportation was silent.

Spinning around, I caught the tail end of the teleportation animation fading away. She couldn’t have seen what just happened between Dean and I. That frigid wave of fear trickled through my system, my heart still racing from both excitement and terror.

Morgan had changed out of the blue jean shorts and basic t-shirt and into an almost exact replica of an outfit she wore to work quite often. The skinny jeans were a staple, but she had on a maroon blouse with a white undershirt. For shoes, she had on a simple pair of black sneakers. Even without dressing up like I had, she still had an exotic beauty about her. It wasn’t the kind of beauty you’d see on the front of a magazine. That shit wasn’t real, and in a way, neither was this world’s version of Morgan. Morgan’s attractiveness didn’t need her to wear makeup. It didn’t need her to dress in a specific manner. She was just… gorgeous. She always had been, and she always would be.

“H-Heya,” I called out and took a hesitant step towards her.

Morgan was much more confident in her approach as she closed the distance between us. “I see you’ve found makeup. How hard was it to put on?” she asked.

I almost expected her to tease me about how desperate I was to sexualize my character, but her casually curious response was just what I needed to help calm my poor, overworked heart. “N-No, it wasn’t that bad. Once I figured out what order and which colors I liked, it was as simple as deciding an amount to use and selecting a color.”

“That’s a shame. I guess it would be a lot of programming to have makeup application be more realistic, especially when this isn’t some kind of beauty simulator, even if that’s what you’ve been playing,” she said with a wry smile.

Well, she commented on my appearance, but if she was calling me beautiful in her weird way, I’d take the compliment. “Thanks, I think. Why is it a shame, though?”

“Considering that you shaved your arms, I imagine that you’d like the practice with makeup as well,” she said.

My body went tense. “I didn’t shave my arms because of this game if that’s what you’re implying.”

“Oh really? Why did you shave your arms?” she asked.

I bit my lip and looked down at my feet as I thought of the first lie that came to mind. “I burnt a fair bit of the hair on my right arm off last night when I was cooking. I thought it looked really stupid, so I just went ahead and shaved both arms to make it match.”

Morgan didn’t let up. “So you burned yourself bad enough to burn all the hair off, but neither of your arms was even slightly pink this morning?”

Fuck. “Yeah, well, so what if I shaved my arms? It’s my body and I can do what I want with it,” I mumbled.

She smiled as she walked closer to me. Morgan didn’t hesitate to reach out and cup my chin and tilt my head upwards to force me to look her in the eyes. “Yes, you can do whatever you want with it. And if you did happen to shave your arms and maybe other things, that’s not a problem. Just own it, Skylar. I was going to tell you that I think you look nicer without the hair, it just doesn’t look right on you.”

I felt like I could throw up. I would have rather been degraded and insulted into oblivion than have her tell me she liked what I did. Admitting that I liked being smooth-shaven and feminine to myself was one thing. Wearing pantyhose in the privacy of my own home was my decision to make. But having someone else that might have an inkling of what was going on in the real world… that was horrifying.

This was just a game, but Morgan seemed to be catching on that I was enjoying it all too much. What would she do with that information in the real world?


Chapter Ten

Morgan slid her hand from my chin down to my neck where she gently ran her fingertips around the curve of my throat. A cold tingle drifted down my back from her soft touch on my tender neck. As quick as it had come, her hand dropped back down to her side. “How about we go for a walk? It looks like there are a few nature trails we could check out. A little privacy so we can talk freely wouldn’t hurt, would it?”

I shook my head but couldn’t force words out of my constricted throat. Morgan held all of the cards in this situation. Logically, I knew that the situation wasn’t all that bad. I was legally allowed to do anything I wanted to the body hair on my own damn body, but knowing that she knew… it changed things. She knew before we logged into the game. She knew when she groped my ass. She knew when she mentioned the date on the beach. Morgan knew that something was going on with me, and yet, she didn’t say anything.

She strolled over towards the start of a two-mile nature trail, keeping her eyes on me to make sure I was still with her. I wasn’t going anywhere. I didn’t really want to leave her side, but the fear of the unknown was eating me alive. Why did she want to take me somewhere private? I couldn’t even assume it was for sexual reasons. I didn’t know what Morgan got up to outside of the game, but I hadn’t inputted the debug code yet, and I didn’t intend to, not while Dean and Todd were in-game.

It was about a tenth of a mile into the walk before Morgan spoke up again. “So, why are you so silent now?”

“Not sure what to say, I guess,” I mumbled.

Morgan put her hands together behind her head, elbows pointed to the sky. “Anything you want. I didn’t think I was that intimidating.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s not that you’re intimidating, it’s that I’m not sure what I should talk about. I mean, do we address the fact that you groped my butt and I’m your boss or do we ignore that entirely? Should I beg you not to tell anyone that I shaved my legs and ask what you want me to do to keep that private?”

Morgan’s eyebrow arched for a split second. “I didn’t know you shaved your legs, but that’s a nice detail to keep in mind. As far as grabbing your ass, I can tell you exactly why I did that, but I doubt it would change anything. The reasons would be different now, anyway.”

I didn’t see a point in beating myself up about telling her I shaved my legs. If I couldn’t trust Morgan with this side of myself, I didn’t really know who I could talk to about it. And I definitely wanted to talk to someone about it. This new world was interesting, terrifying, and tantalizing.

“I want to know why you did it. You said that it didn’t have to make sense before and that you just wanted to do it, but if there was a reason, I’d like to know,” I said.

Morgan tilted her head back, walking even slower now as she watched the clouds roll by. “I grabbed your ass in the mall because I wanted to know how you would react. That could have gone a few different ways. Given that I’ve been working with you for years now, I’d like to imagine I have a decent grasp of your personality. So, I wanted to see if my read on you was right. Skylar, you’re not a very masculine guy. In the real world, you’ve been soft-spoken and rather unimpressive as a leader. Then you logged in and got to play as a woman. I could see the excitement in your eyes when you logged out, and I could practically feel your burning need to get back in the game and buy the lingerie you let your eyes linger on a little too long. So I stayed behind. I wanted to let you enjoy yourself without having to worry about who might see what. You know what happened next with the text and the argument. But then you came in the next morning, shaved and confident. You gave out a list of things to get done, you rarely do that, but most of all, you seemed like you were comfortable being yourself. So why did I grab your ass?”

She pivoted and put her hands on my shoulders and stopped me in my tracks. Morgan looked down at me, a soft smile teasing her lips as she leaned in closer, “Because you’re much happier being a woman, and when you’re not hiding in that thick shell of yours, you’re pretty damn desirable.” Her hands slid from my shoulders and onto my ribs, but she didn’t stop there.

A familiar warm tingling built in my core. My heart beat a thousand times a second. Her hands didn’t stop their descent.

“And when you’re not pulling away from me, when the look in your eyes screams that you want more, all I want to do is give you what you want,” she purred as her hands fell to my ass again. This time, her grip was firm and she pulled my hips tightly against hers. “It turns me on like you wouldn’t believe to think about what I could ask you to do in real life. I stayed up late last night imagining why you would want the code to make this a more adult-centric game and the answer was simple. Being a woman, being treated like a woman, the thought of being fucked like a woman, it turns you on. Tell me I’m wrong,” she whispered as her fingertips slipped under my skirt so that she could caress my ass through my pantyhose and panties. “Please tell me I’m wrong, Skylar.”

I wanted to do what she asked, but I couldn’t lie to her, just like I couldn’t lie to myself. I loved being at her mercy, at her whim. A soft, whimpering moan pulled from my lips as I rested my forehead on her shoulder and wrapped my arms around her lower back. “Y-You’re not wrong, Morgan.”

“Then at least tell me you want me to stop,” she moaned into my ear, her warm breath dancing across the sensitive flesh.

“And if I don’t?” I breathed.

Morgan pulled her hands away from my ass and took a step back. She locked eyes with me and spoke softly, “Then you’re going to have to put in that code to find out what would happen next.”

“W-Wait, no, please,” I whimpered pathetically. My mind couldn’t begin to fathom why she stopped, but that was the thick layer of lust that was clouding my thoughts.

Morgan flashed me a smile. “Or you could dress up for me in the real world. I could help with your makeup.”

“You want me to do what?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Think about it. We’re just getting started with today’s work though, so why don’t you go check on Todd and see if he needs help with anything.” Before I could mumble about being her boss and taking orders from her, she opened the game menu and teleported away.

In a world where I didn’t currently have sexual organs, I still felt cockblocked as I opened my menu to check the map. Todd was in the mall, Dean was still at the fields, and Morgan was at the beach now. My first thought was to teleport to Morgan, but that wasn’t what she asked me to do. If there was any semblance of a connection between us, I wasn’t about to stamp it out by smothering her. I’d listen and I’d obey if that was what she wanted.

I could practically hear my dad’s voice in my head, screaming, “Where’s your spine, boy?” And the answer to that would be wherever Morgan put it. Except… this was just a game. The second these helmets were off and we were in the real world, I wouldn’t be able to look her in the eyes. Was this how Dean felt earlier? If so, then I could imagine how uncomfortable that must have been for him. Uncomfortable, but thrilling.


Chapter Eleven

It was a mistake to teleport to Todd’s location and track him down. Not only did he give me an extensive list of things he’d accomplished in the game, but he also listed several things that Howard and Jessica disabled for the demo area that he could turn back on. The concert hall could be enabled, though he suggested against that. There were a number of other features that could be enabled, but most would probably bring in more bugs than we should have to deal with.

We took lunch at eleven-thirty with the help of Todd’s wife to help us out of the consoles again. I desperately wanted to go to lunch with Morgan, but Todd had other plans. As excited as we were about the game itself, Todd was proud of the bugs, glitches, and mistakes he’d found and wanted to waste no time.

With a sidelong look at Morgan, I shrugged my shoulders helplessly as Todd and his wife all but dragged me out to lunch with them.

There were a few minor issues with the VR tech itself. Some pointed objects registered like blunt objects when interacted with. It wasn’t game-breaking, but it did break the immersion. He found a way to disable the infinite money cheat, but he still had just shy of a billion dollars. Without logging out and altering his save file information, he wouldn’t be able to get rid of that money without spending it. At that point, he figured it was simpler to just keep it.

By the end of lunch, Todd had given me a rather extensive list, I had several actionable items to talk to Howard and Jessica about. I helped the others get back into their consoles. Dean shot me a knowing look as I leaned over him and he even had the guts to pucker up his lips at me before chuckling as I put the helmet on him. As strange as it was, I didn’t mind the inside joke. At least, I hoped it was a joke.

With everyone taken care of, I stood there for a few moments to make sure they all stayed in the game. After about a minute, I walked to the back of the room and grabbed my laptop. As much as I hated to be taken away from the VR world, I needed to discuss the problems Todd found with Howard and Jessica.

After a single email, I received a phone call from Jessica’s number and quickly answered it. “Good afternoon!” I chirped excitedly. “How was your flight?”

“It went as well as it could, I guess. How are you and your team enjoying the console so far? Aside from the issues in your email, is everything else functioning well? Did that code work the way you wanted it to?” she asked.

I let out a nervous giggle. “The console is amazing. For what you said was a demo, the game itself is pretty cool. I guess there isn’t a real goal in it, but I could see myself wasting a lot of time hanging out with friends in a game like that. As far as the other thing,” I lowered my voice, “I haven’t put the code in yet. I don’t know how my team would take it.”

“Then have a chat with them. You could even say that I wanted you to test those features. Which, I technically do. I’m quite pleased with the sexual side of the game. The sensory details mixed with a little physical stimulation in the real world leads to quite the mess. I’d recommend being prepared for that,” she said excitedly.

I bit my lip and held my breath for a moment as I tried not to think about what kind of mess Morgan could cause me to make. Letting out the stale air, I spoke in a whisper, “But what would happen if I was penetrated in the game?”

“You didn’t feel a cock in the bodysuit, did you?” Jessica asked rhetorically. “The suit can simulate the stroking of your shaft, and for women, it rubs the clit and massages the pussy as best it can. Anal… well, it’s hard to reach an orgasm through anal without penetration. It’s not like massaging someone’s ass usually leads to an orgasm.”

Jessica seemed to loosen up more and more as I expressed interest in the sexual side of the game. I didn’t want to make assumptions about her, but she certainly seemed proud of how well their console worked as a sexual gratification device.

“So what if I wanted to have sex with another female character?” I asked softly.

“Well, that’s where things get complicated. We’re still working out how to have male anatomy be pleasured during lesbian encounters. The same goes for females in gay encounters. I wasn’t sure if you or the other developers would be interested in that side of the game, but that is the reason that we’re stumped on how to make the consoles work for both anatomical genders and those that are somewhere on the gender spectrum. It’s a complicated process and one that we may need to hire outside help for. It should be a relatively simple process, but in action, something always goes wrong. In any case, the sexual aspect of our console isn’t the primary focus and we don’t want that to be the selling point, however, as a sex-positive woman, I believe that it shouldn’t be something to shy away from when we already have the technology for it,” Jessica finished.

The abundance of information didn’t answer my question. “I understand what you mean. Somewhere, something is going wrong and you need help fixing that problem, but in the interim, what would happen if I had sex with M—” I caught myself before I accidentally said Morgan’s name. I coughed and continued as if I hadn’t slipped, “Lacie, in the game?”

“Well, the sexual actions would happen and the suit would caress and interact with your parts in a similar way that it would if you had a pussy. So, if you’re asking what Howard does as a workaround when testing female avatars with me, he tucks his member straight up and uses his belt to hold it there. That way, the machine teases the base of his shaft. Granted, this is all assuming that you care about climaxing in the first place. If you don’t mind not getting off, you can do whatever in any way that you like. If the replicated physical sensations within the game are enough to make you come, then you might not even need to take any additional steps to secure your pleasure,” she said.

She was wordy, to say the least, but she answered my question. “Right, so, with that said, uh, what does Howard do to keep himself from making a mess in his underwear?”

Jessica chuckled. “He uses a condom if we’re going to be in the consoles for any length of time. Otherwise, he just wears cheap briefs and disposes of them after we finish our session.”

“Uh, this is going to be a personal question and you can feel free to not answer it, but you make it sound like you two interact through the game for a lot of your lovemaking. Is there a reason for that?” I asked.

She let out a low sigh. “Well, he has a bad response to male performance pills and has had trouble maintaining an erection since I’ve known him. I’d rather you not share that information as it is certainly sensitive, but we are hoping that these consoles could be a way for couples, especially those that struggle with ED and its complications, to bring their sex lives back.”

“Wow. That’s actually incredible to hear. Uh, I guess I’ll get back to you when we find something else. I don’t know if Todd is going to extensively test every little option, but I imagine he will eventually want to talk to you both directly instead of going through me. I’ll send you an email and add him to our correspondence. I would also really appreciate it if you didn’t tell him that I intend to use my female avatar for, uh, well, reasons.”

“I completely understand. Enjoy yourself, Skylar, and I’m glad that you’re making the best of being put in an uncomfortable situation,” Jessica said.

With that, I hung up the phone and proceeded to send that email almost immediately. I didn’t need to get her hopes up about us funding her project before talking to my dad, otherwise, I would have told her that I was fully on board to help her get this project the funding it deserved. Even without the sexual context I now had, the machine was amazing for gaming and with it, a whole new wave of entertainment could sweep across the world.

The talk with Jessica was about the only real task I had on my to-do list, and with over two hours left to let my team test the game, I sent my dad a text. It wasn’t the most professional way of contacting him, but I was his son, so there were some perks involved. A few minutes later and I had a ten-minute meeting set up with my dad in another five minutes.

And so, I went into the lion’s den ready to fight tooth and nail to try and get my dad interested in this project.


Chapter Twelve

My dad’s assistant waved me through and I quickly crossed the office and opened the large double doors that led into his conference room. As soon as I was inside and the doors were closed, my dad leaned back in his chair and loosened his tie before letting out a loud yawn.

“You have no idea how often I want to punch Mr. Donahue in the mouth every day,” he groaned.

A smile tugged at the corners of my lips as I sat down in one of the incredibly comfortable, way too expensive office chairs. “I imagine it’s at least in the thousands.”

“Close,” Dad said and laughed heartily as he kicked his feet up on the mahogany table that stretched the majority of the length of the conference room. “So, is this about the VR project you emailed me about?”

“It is. I’ve got good news and better news,” I said excitedly. “The first piece of good news is that the machine functions much better than we could have imagined. Even with test footage, without being able to feel the sensations for myself, I couldn’t be sure that it was half of what they were making it out to be. Now that it’s here, it’s almost too good to be true. There are some downsides to it, but the machine is still a prototype. Considering what this startup couple had to work with, they’ve created the most immersive gaming experience I’ve ever had.”

“That’s a healthy amount of praise coming from the boy who never tore his eyes away from screens growing up,” Dad commented.

I nodded. “Which should tell you something. Not only is the machine good for gaming, but it also provides real-world stimulation to the body. So, things like massages, if we can get the tech even better, could even have the chance to become therapeutic.” I was pulling that part out of my ass, but it made sense. “If we were to be the ones to fund this project and take it to the heights it deserves to be at, then we could be the shepherds of the next great breakthrough in gaming, Dad. You know how much money is in the video game industry. Imagine a console that would have literally every gamer intrigued. From casual gamers that just want to solve match-three puzzles to the action-starved gamers that can’t back down from the hardest challenges, we would be the name on everyone’s tongue.”

“Hypothetically,” Dad said as he took his feet down from the table. He leaned forward and propped his elbows on the table and laced his fingers together. Bringing his fists to his chin, he looked down at me, his imposing figure certainly something I hadn’t inherited. “That’s assuming that these developers would work hard after getting their funding. For all we know, this is the culmination of all their experience and it will never improve from here. What then, son?”

“Then we would have the groundwork done for a console that we could work on. Todd has already found an affinity for the console, though, I’m sure he will damn near be a master of it by the end of the week.”

“And what of the games? Are they hard to design? Would we waste time spending years getting everything right?” he asked.

I bit my lip and shrugged. “Best guess for development is that we would need to talk to Howard and Jessica, the creators of this current console and ask how they record and implement the sensory information. Once we have an idea of that, then the only real struggle from there would be creating a comprehensive database that we could re-utilize with every new release. When a new sensory stimulus is needed, we would be able to track it down and input it, further developing the database.”

Dad let out a deep sigh. The air rushing over his knuckles sent me back to all the times we used to play chess together. He was deep in thought and I knew better than to disturb him. After a few moments, he separated his hands and said, “I make no promises. If you want me to sign off on it, I’ll wait until the end of the week. At that point, I would like to test the machine, then have a meeting with Howard and Jessica, as well as your team. See if you can find a way to have another basic game created. Not by them, by your team. I want to know that we have the means to make games.”

“Thank you, Dad,” I said in as controlled a voice as I could manage. I stood to leave, but Dad rose from his seat and walked over to me.

He took me by the wrist and let out a curious hum. “Any reason you shaved your arms?”

I felt a bubble of fear burst within my thoughts. “I-I just wanted to try something different.”

He nodded his head. “I was just wondering. If you have trouble with ingrown hairs and you think it’s worth the pain, waxing isn’t a bad way to go, your mother seems to enjoy the results.”

There was no way my dad just gave me body hair removal advice. This had to be a dream. Was I still in the VR world? I couldn’t be. But this could not be happening!

I fluttered my way out of the office and back down to the room with my three coworkers. That went better than I ever could have imagined. And yet, once I was back in the room that was growing warmer every hour from the extensive use of the machines, I still felt slightly unsatisfied. I’d accomplished more than I expected to if I was honest with myself, but I still wasn’t spending time with Morgan.

We’d had something of a breakthrough of our own today and I was excited to see where that would lead. If it meant sharing my California King bed and massive water heater with her, I looked very, very forward to that.


Chapter Thirteen

When it was finally time to pull them from the game, I started with Todd. Once he was out of the console, I gestured for him to help Dean who was groggily coming back to the real world. I hurried over to Morgan and smiled warmly down at her as I removed her helmet and unstrapped her from the cot.

She smiled back and asked, “What’s got you so excited?”

“That’s news for the whole team,” I said and offered her my hand to help her up. She took it and let me help her to her feet. The team gathered around for the end of the day wrap up. “Okay, before I spill the beans about what I found out, I’d like to hear about any more bugs, complaints, or compliments you might have regarding the console and the game.”

There was a natural pause, one we’d all grown comfortable with as the team silently decided who would speak first. After giving the other two a chance to speak up, Todd volunteered himself. “After the initial report I gave you, I’ve been working within the confines of the game to find more discrepancies with the physical sensations, but all in all, it’s pretty solid. There are niche circumstances that the average player wouldn’t be exposed to in the first place, so while I would like to get those fixed, that isn’t a fault of the console, but of the game itself. Considering that the two creators were working independently, they’ve created an impressive system. If this is their prototype, I would love to see what a finished project would look like.”

Dean looked at Morgan who gave him a nod. It was always better to volunteer than to be picked, as my team knew from experience. “The sports I tried within the game all functioned as expected. The rules were normal, the contact sports felt jarring, but not painful. I’d give it an eight out of ten. The biggest complaints I have are about the AI occasionally making incredibly stupid plays, but if I had a team of human players, I’d have a hard time knowing the difference between real life and the virtual world in terms of how accurate the games are to real life.”

I’d never been much of a sports person, so having Dean test that feature was very helpful.

Finally, Morgan gave her report. “Most of the food I tried was excellent. The game can’t create flavors within your physical mouth, but I definitely felt the textures of the food and they were all perfect. What I did notice was that the food tasted like things I’d already eaten. I tried something obscure from the Italian restaurant and it ended up tasting like the spaghetti I tried before. That’s not a complaint, but the food court could use a disclaimer letting players know that they shouldn’t expect to discover any new flavors within a game. I assume that would extend to any game that involves food.”

Considering that they probably had much more intricate details to share later on, the summaries were good enough for me. I had news of my own that I wanted to share. “During the second portion of the game, I spoke with my dad about the project. He’s a bit skeptical and wants us to test it more thoroughly. At the end of the week, he wants to try the console.”

My team looked at one another with excitement blazing in their eyes. “But there’s one problem,” I muttered. The electrifying energy simmered back down. “He also wants us to create a game. Any game, he wasn’t very specific. He wants to be sure that before we devote money to these people that we could actually develop games that would be playable. If this was all the console had to offer, it would be a fad and then it would fade away. I get that, you get that, and he gets that. So, Todd, you’ve already been included in the email chain between myself and Jessica. I want you to get with her and figure out how to start creating a game. Do something very simple, but something that can also showcase the prominent features of this console. We’re looking to involve all five senses, just like Howard and Jessica’s demo does for us.”

Todd nodded. “It won’t be easy. If I need to stay late every day this week, that’s fine with me. That being said, my wife might not appreciate that nearly as much.”

“If you can get a game up and running for my dad, I’ll make sure you have a half-day every week tomorrow. That goes for all three of you,” I said confidently. That was something I would have to explain to my dad, but for now, the team didn’t have any other pressing projects other than the console itself. Todd took care of most everything that came up before I even knew about it, which said something about how everyone at the company viewed my leadership role. Then again, there was a reason he also got paid much more than I did, even though I was technically his superior.

“Well, go home today and enjoy your downtime. If you feel like emailing Jessica, that’s up to you, but I’m not going to require you to do anything outside of the office, Todd,” I said with a smile.

Todd chuckled and shook his head. “Skylar, you must have forgotten who you’re talking to. I’ll shoot her an email and get to work spitballing ideas for a game with the wife.” With that, he nodded his head and excused himself from the meeting.

Dean looked at me expectantly. I shrugged my shoulders and nodded to the door, and he left the office leaving me alone with Morgan.

The same warm smile on Morgan’s lips hadn’t faded. After giving Dean a moment or two to walk down the hallway so that he wouldn’t hear anything, she spoke softly, “Well, did you think about what I offered?”

“About dressing up?” I asked. She nodded. Biting my lip, I shrugged my shoulder and mumbled, “I guess I could, but I don’t know my sizes or anything like that. No matter what you offer me, I really don’t want to go to a store and get sized, then pick out an outfit. I think I would die of embarrassment.”

She shook her head. “Alternatively, you could just come back to my place and see what clothes of mine fit you. It’s not like you’re any bigger than I am.”

I didn’t know if I should have been insulted or relieved. This wasn’t the game world anymore, so the fact that she wasn’t wrong about me being her size almost felt like an attack on my masculinity. Or rather, what little of my masculinity was even left. The relief that washed over me was much less indirect, though. Not having to go to a store was a burden off my shoulders… not to mention the fact that I would get to try on some of Morgan’s clothes.

That shouldn’t be the reason my cock hardened in my pants. She was practically offering to have sex with me and yet, the thought of dressing up in her clothes before we did anything was a much more arousing thought. Morgan was sexier than any woman I’d even thought about having sex with, but sex was something I’d done before. Dressing up in women’s clothes was an entirely different experience.

“F-Fine, but I need you to promise that you’re not going to take any pictures,” I mumbled.

The smile on her lips widened as she closed the gap between us with a single step and put her hands on my hips. “Don’t worry, Skylar. The only person that’s going to see you tonight is me. Well, you’re going to be in front of a mirror for at least fifteen minutes, maybe longer, if you like what you see.”

My heart pounded in my chest as she let her hands slide around my hips slightly, making for my tight ass. But she stopped short. Morgan pulled her hands away and walked to the door as she purred, “Coming?”

“Probably earlier than either of us want,” I whimpered as I pulled my shirt down over the bulge in my pants.


Chapter Fourteen

When we arrived at Morgan’s apartment, I was somewhere between impressed and sad. For the part of town she lived in, it was a nice place, but it was still a single bedroom apartment with little in the way of furnishing. She didn’t apologize for it, though. She led me into her home and gestured to the bathroom, “There’s a fold-up stool behind the door, get it out and sit in front of the sink. I’m going to find something for you to wear.”

“O-Okay,” I said, my voice hoarse.

She giggled and gave my ass a gentle slap before she headed off into her room, calling out, “Don’t be so shy. We both know what you want, and we both know that you’re not ready for it. Relax. It’s going to be okay, but I will say that if your lip starts quivering, I might get wet.”

For someone with an already quivering lip, that could be a good thing or not, depending on how turned on Morgan might get. I walked into her bathroom and took the cheap fold-up stool and put it down in front of the sink. I knew Morgan’s salary, and the fact that she was living so cheaply was a little concerning. It wasn’t my business to know what kind of debt she must have been in if this was all she could afford, but I still wondered.

After a few minutes of waiting, Morgan joined me in the bathroom, noticeably without any clothes for me to change into. She walked right behind me and ran her hand through my hair and pulled it away from my face. “Hm, you’ve got a pretty light skin tone. I don’t know if I’ll have a perfect match with the foundation I have, but I’m sure I can get close. Either way, I’m thinking about trying soft pink blush, smoky eyeshadow, red lipstick, and definitely black eyeliner. It’s the easiest to match with everything else, even if it isn’t very unique. If you enjoy tonight, we might end up doing this again and we could experiment then.”

I could feel the butterflies coming to life in my stomach again. I’d always been an anxious person, but all I could think about was how this could go wrong. Morgan was uncovering and exposing a secret that she could use to ruin my social life. This kind of kink, well, it was taboo. I knew what I was getting into, but there was something strangely exciting about giving Morgan such a damaging tool to use against me if she wanted to. I was entrusting her with much, much more than the makeup she was preparing for me.

“Why are you doing this for me, Morgan?” I asked softly, my voice slipping into the more feminine one I’d been practicing without me even realizing it, as she selected a liquid foundation to start with.

“Because it turns me on. I’ve wondered what your deal was for a while, but I never really thought you would be into full-blown crossdressing,” she said as she applied the cold, wet cream to my cheeks with a soft, rounded pad. “I know this isn’t something you should do with me, but that’s part of the excitement for me. You’re kind of my boss, even if you don’t act like one. On top of that, your dad owns the company I work for. Do you have any idea how hot it is to make his son a sissy boy?”

My cock throbbed to life within the confines of my boxers. “I-I’m not a sissy.”

“Not yet you’re not, but don’t defend yourself. Skylar, being a sissy isn’t about being embarrassed or being ashamed of what you enjoy. If I want to make you feel shame, you wouldn’t be in my apartment right now. I’d have made you come into work all dolled up for me of your own doing. I’d have made you practice your makeup all by your lonesome. How would I make the mighty Skylar do that, you might wonder? Blackmail. If you think I’m above that, well, you don’t know everything about me,” she said in a lighthearted tone as she spread the foundation across my face.

The few blemishes were quickly covered up by the foundation, creating a smooth, beautiful canvas for Morgan to work with. I waited until she finished using the applicator before I responded to her. “You wouldn’t do that. You’ve already had the chance to do it, and you didn’t. So why act like you would make me do something like that if we both know you’re better than that?”

“You’re asking way too many questions, Skylar. Let’s get this makeup on you and get you out of those guy clothes. You’ll be so much more comfortable once you’re all dressed up,” she purred.

An awkward silence fell over the room. At least, it was awkward for me. Morgan seemed perfectly content as she continued transforming my reflection into a beautiful woman. After the liquid foundation, she added a light layer of powder foundation to hold it in place, then proceeded to apply the pink blush she mentioned earlier.

Stroke after stroke of the brush blended the layers of makeup together masterfully. Morgan was a stunning woman even without makeup, which she rarely wore, but there was no doubt that she knew how to use each and every tool she had in her arsenal to its fullest capability. She contoured my face, highlighting my cheekbones and downplaying my weak, but still slightly masculine jawline. By the time she finished with my face and shifted her attention to my eyes, I could barely recognize the woman in the mirror as myself. The color of my eyes hadn’t changed, but that felt like the only thing that looked the same as before.

I wasn’t just idly sitting there, though. My attention was fully focused on each of the brushes and applicators she used, how she used them, and when it finally came time for her to do my eyes, I felt pretty confident that I could do a meager job of my own makeup. The eyeliner was the hardest part. Keeping my eyes open as that pointed pencil drew closer and closer to my eyelid was nearly impossible. Even with my discomfort with the eyeliner, Morgan’s expertise won out in the end.

Morgan put the eyeliner down on the side of the sink and smiled as she gently massaged my shoulders. “There, all done. That wasn’t so bad, was it, Skylar?”

I turned my head in both directions as I admired Morgan’s hard work. There was no trace of the guy I used to be. My smoky eyes had a dark, mysterious vibe to them, but still managed to highlight the contrasting blue of my iris. The contouring she’d done to my cheeks and jaw made me look almost as stunning as Morgan did. I… I looked like my avatar from the game.

My heart thundered in my chest as I whispered, “T-Thank you.”

“You’re really bad at answering questions, but you’re welcome,” Morgan said in a chipper voice. “But tonight has only just started. Come on, let’s go to my bedroom. I’ve got you a nice outfit laid out that I think you’ll like.”

I got up and followed her in a trance-like state. The sway of her hips, the slight bounce of her ass with every step, she was simply hypnotic to watch. When I stepped into her bedroom, though, that was when reality started crashing around me.

On the bed were a black and pink pair of lace panties, a pair of sheer black stockings, a black garter belt, a black and pink pleated skirt, and a black and pink cropped camisole. It didn’t take a genius to figure out her favorite color pattern. The clothes were sexy and if I was alone, I would have had the outfit on, except for maybe the garter belt. I wasn’t sure quite where it would sit on my body without the wider, feminine hips of a woman.

“Strip, Skylar,” Morgan commanded as she climbed onto her bed and unbuttoned her pants.

Panic welled up within me at her simple command. Dressing up had been so much fun when I was in the game. Putting on pantyhose in the real world was a thrill, but this… this was a step further than what I felt comfortable with. At what point did I need to draw the line and stop letting myself be humiliated by myself? I was a man. That should mean something, and if any of my friends or other coworkers saw me like this, I knew they wouldn’t calmly accept it just because it turned me on. This was a problem and it was growing out of hand rapidly.

I hesitated for a moment before mumbling, “I don’t know if I can do this, Morgan.”

“Which part?” she asked.

“I’m not sure if I can do any of this. The clothes, you, or the makeup,” I said as tears began forming in my eyes. There was no way that I deserved to be in bed with someone as gorgeous as Morgan, especially not when I was a pathetic sissy that couldn’t even muster up the courage to get undressed in front of her.

“Hey, hey, Skylar, look at me,” Morgan cooed. She buttoned her pants before she continued, “You don’t have to do any of this. I’m not going to make you and I’m not going to tell anyone about this, whether you do it or not. This is just between us, and if you’re not comfortable doing this in person, then I’ll be just as happy to take care of you in the game if that’s what you want. If you don’t want to dress up at all, then that’s okay as well, we could enjoy ourselves without any of that wonderful lace.”

Morgan smiled weakly and climbed off the bed. “All joking aside, as serious as can be, I understand that this is a little personal, but I want you to know that if you’re not happy with this, then I’m not going to be either. It’s only fun if we’re both having a good time.”

I stood there, stock-still for almost a full minute. This wasn’t a decision I was ready to make in an instant. I wasn’t the man my father was, I couldn’t just make snap decisions and know that they were the right ones. There was a reason that Morgan couldn’t respect me as a leader, and that was because I wasn’t one.

But that didn’t mean that I wasn’t worthy of respect as a person, and Morgan was showing me a healthy amount of respect, more than I expected from her after the way I treated her yesterday. For the woman that teased and taunted me in the office about my lack of masculinity, she certainly wasn’t in a hurry to steal it from me. This didn’t feel like some sort of complicate assault of my manliness. It was just… it was just… just a shared desire between the both of us.

Morgan wasn’t forcing me to do anything. That was why I forced myself to take a step closer to her. I slowly pulled my shirt off and mumbled, “W-Would you help me get this on? I’m not sure how some of this goes together.” Specifically, I wasn’t sure about the garter belt. I’d seen them before, but unlike a skirt, I wasn’t sure that I could put it on without making a fool of myself. Unlike when I was alone in my car, I did care about Morgan’s opinion of me.

Morgan closed the distance between us. She hugged me tight against her and kissed my forehead, “Of course I’ll help. Skylar, if you don’t want this, don’t do it. I don’t want this to be something you’re only doing because you think I want it.”

“I’m not,” I whispered as I hugged her back. The warm embrace was one that I would undoubtedly remember for years to come. “I want to do it, I’m just afraid that I’m going to let you down or choke.”

Morgan pressed her hips against mine and leaned back so that she could look me in the eyes. “You can’t let me down, Skylar. You’d have to be the one leading for me to fall, wouldn’t you? Just let me take care of you tonight, and don’t worry about choking, I haven’t bought a strap-on for you… yet.”


Chapter Fifteen

I nervously unbuttoned my jeans as Morgan pulled away from me. If there was one thing I was comfortable with about this entire situation, it was my cock. I wasn’t the largest man alive, but I wasn’t exactly average either. But if size mattered, it didn’t feel like it did with Morgan, not with what we were getting ourselves into.

My pants dropped to the floor with a soft rustling sound and Morgan let out a low whistle. “Not bad, but it’ll look better when it’s in panties.”

A shiver danced its way down my spine as I hooked my thumbs into my boxers. My cock was already forming a small tent in the cotton as it slowly throbbed to life. If I wasn’t already wearing makeup with an entire set of lingerie to put on, I probably would have been rock hard already, but there was something about having to hope that I looked good enough for Morgan when I was dolled up that kept me from getting too turned on. I wanted to be perfect for her.

Morgan handed me the lace panties and smiled warmly, “Let’s start with these. I’m sure you know how to put on underwear, don’t you?”

I nodded as I took the panties and took a nervous breath. Exhaling slowly as I tried to imagine all of the pent up fear in me flowing out with the air, I bent over and stepped through the panties' leg holes. My legs were still smooth as silk and I reveled in that sensation as I slowly pulled the panties up my legs. Once they reached my upper thigh, my cock was fully stiff. I nervously pulled the panties the rest of the way up, afraid that my cock would look disgusting in the panties.

It didn’t.

The thick bulge in the panties was certainly unnatural, but the way the lace seemed to almost mold around my shaft looked so fucking hot. I bit my lip as I looked up at Morgan expecting something. I wasn’t sure whether I wanted her to praise me or ask me to take the panties back off. She didn’t say anything, though. She handed me the garter belt and licked her lips as her eyes hungrily gazed at my cock in her panties.

I took the garter belt and assumed that she handed it to me with the front of them facing towards me. With it in my hands, it only took a second to realize that the back would have been obvious for me to figure out. It had a clasp much like a bra with little hooks that held it together.

“Try it yourself, if you need help, I’ll be here. I want you to be able to do this on your own, Skylar,” Morgan said in a seductively low voice.

I unfastened the hooks of the belt and wrapped it around my waist. At first, I tried clasping it behind my back, but it didn’t take me long to realize that it was so much easier to turn the belt around and clasp it over my belly and then just spin it back around. Once it was in place and the straps hung over my legs, Morgan picked up the sheer black stockings and handed them to me.

“Next, you’re going to pull your stockings on. Once they’re at the top, just take out the little nub from the straps and attach it to the top of the stockings,” she said. Her eyes were on me, but one of her hands was already between her legs, gently stroking her pussy over her jeans. Apparently and thankfully, I wasn’t the only one that was excited about what was happening.

I didn’t mind the four straps of the garter belt teasing my thighs as I sat down on the bed and rolled the stockings up like I did with my pantyhose before. Unlike my pantyhose, though, the quality of these stockings was incredible. Much like the pantyhose from in the game, I nearly lost my mind with how good they felt as I pulled them up my legs. Morgan’s lingerie fit me better than it had any right to.

The back of the stockings had tiny little pink bows that I hadn’t noticed at first. The small detail was an excellent touch as it brought the lingerie set together even more. After I got both of the stockings on, I stood back up and attempted to get the clips to bite into the stockings. I wasn’t that good at it, though. Between the smooth band slipping from my fingertips and the nervousness causing my fingertips to quiver uncontrollably, I couldn’t get the damn things to clip.

“I-I need help,” I admitted.

Morgan walked over to me and took my hands in hers. Given that I knew exactly what those hands were doing, my cock raged against the confines of my panties. “You just need to take a deep breath and calm down, Skylar. I’ll help you with the back two, keep trying to get the front ones, okay?”

I took a deep breath as I was instructed. I wanted to be a good girl for her, but the pressure was on. Morgan got behind me and knelt down so that she could quickly clasp the two clips to the back of the stockings. By the time she finished with both of those, I managed to get the left side clipped on, though, it looked sloppy to me.

Morgan didn’t chide me about the connection. The stocking wasn’t going anywhere, and that was all that mattered. She watched as I struggled, but succeeded, to connect the other clip.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Morgan purred.

“I-It’s harder than you make it look,” I said as I shifted back and forth, enjoying the slight tugging sensation of the garter belt against the stockings. Each motion made me painfully aware of the clips sliding back and forth over my thighs, as well as the fact that my cock was harder than I could ever remember it being. The panties looked like they were flimsy, but they managed to keep my cock firmly pinned against my hip.

Morgan let out a soft, sexy giggle as she took the camisole and handed it to me. “Just pull that on, I’ve got some socks we can use to help fill out the cups.”

“Cups?” I asked.

“It’s a camisole, Skylar, they tend to come with a bit of bra support, and seeing as how you’re probably not the same size as me, I figured it would be easiest to just stuff the top. If you enjoy this kind of thing enough, you could always buy your own bras and get silicon pads,” she explained.

I nodded and pulled the camisole on. The thin, silky material felt almost like I was wearing nothing, but it felt so damn good as it danced across my skin.

Last but not least, Morgan handed me the skirt and practically moaned, “You’re so fucking hot.”

“T-Thank you,” I stammered as I took the skirt and put it on. The skirt didn’t feel particularly sexy as I put it on, but it looked the part. It barely managed to cover my hips, just like the skirt I wore in the game. If I didn’t know better, I’d think that Morgan was trying to make me look exactly like my avatar, except with her own take on the coloration and a different, sexier top.

As I put the skirt on, Morgan was busy fetching some socks to put in my camisole. “No, thank you, Skylar,” she said as she walked behind me and stuffed the socks into the cups of the camisole. The socks definitely didn’t feel sexy, but they helped create the illusion of having breasts and that was good enough for now.

Her arms encircled my waist and she pressed her hips against my ass and whispered in my ear, “And if you really want me to thank you, we should go back in the bathroom so you can watch yourself in the mirror.” If her words weren’t enough of a tease, her hand slid down my front, into my skirt, and she rubbed my cock through the panties, “Because I think you’d love to watch me suck your cock now that you’re all dressed up for me.”

Her words were all the encouragement I needed. Even though I was terrified when I walked into her room, when we walked out together, I knew that I’d made the right choice. The second I stepped into the bathroom, I couldn’t help but gasp in shock as I looked at the women in the reflection. Morgan was sexy, that much was obvious, but I was too. Not in a ‘cute for a guy in drag’ kind of way, but genuinely sexy. The makeup completely covered up any traces of the few features that helped people distinguish me as a guy.

But the makeup wasn’t all that was at play. The outfit looked like it was mine, to begin with. The skirt fit me well and while I could see the hint of a bulge pressing against the left side of my skirt, if I didn’t know to look for it, it would have been invisible. The camisole hugged my stomach in a way that made my slender frame look like I had slight curves. The stockings that snugly enveloped the majority of my visible legs functioned much like the pantyhose I bought last night, except these weren’t cheaply made and the sheer black hosiery seemed to make every last inch of my legs look perfect.

Morgan kissed my neck as she slipped around my side so that she could slink down to her knees in front of me. “Warn me when you’re about to come, okay?”

“I-I will,” I barely managed to mutter.

As if this night wasn’t enough to give me incentive to dress up again and again, the woman I’d fantasized about quite often lifted my skirt, fished my cock from my panties and looked up at me with sparkling eyes as she took me into her mouth.

My knees buckled. My cock was too sensitive and I was far too distracted with how beautiful Morgan had made me to properly brace myself for the pleasure of Morgan’s tongue as it swirled around the head of my cock. I managed to keep myself from falling down, but only barely.

Morgan didn’t bother teasing me with a slow, sensual blowjob. She swallowed my entire length with one smooth motion, and for a woman that never talked about having relationships, she certainly seemed like she had plenty of practice when it came to handling a cock. I wasn’t going to complain and I definitely wasn’t about to ask for a list of her previous partners. I didn’t care about any of them.

I never considered myself a very vain person, but I couldn’t maintain eye contact with Morgan as she continued bobbing up and down on my shaft. Instead, I watched her through the mirror. We were at a slight angle, allowing me a great view of the show. Now that I wasn’t looking down at her, Morgan closed her eyes and let her hands slide up my thighs until she was caressing my ass. Her fingers rubbed against the panties and teased my butt as she continued swallowing my cock like her life depended on it.

She said that she wanted to thank me, but I hoped that she would thank me a little slower. A full minute hadn’t even passed when I let out a pathetic moan and balled my fists up at my side, “F-Fuck, I’m going to come!”

Morgan’s hands gave my ass a firm squeeze before she quickly pulled away from me. My cock slipped out of her mouth with a loud pop, but she didn’t leave me hanging. One of her hands immediately started stroking my shaft as she cupped her other one over my crown, ready to catch my orgasm in her palm.

I didn’t even have time to question why she would bother catching my cum instead of just swallowing it as a heated rush of bliss burned through me, searing my mind with the memory of this night forever as thick, creamy ropes of my cum splashed into her waiting hand. The hand on my cock slid down to caress my balls through the panties and she ever-so-gently squeezed them to milk every last drop of cum out of me.

When my cock finally stopped throbbing, Morgan stood up and looked me in the eye. “Was that fun?”

“O-Oh my god, yes,” I whimpered.

“Do you want more, baby?” she asked as she leaned in closer.

I wasn’t sure what kind of question that was. Did she really think I was stupid enough to deny myself the ecstasy of being with her? “O-Only if you do.”

Morgan smirked and lifted the hand coated in my sissy cream close to my lips. “Then lick it up. Don’t swallow it.”

“W-What?!”

“You heard me. If you want more, lick it up. You want to be my sissy girl, don’t you?” Morgan asked in such a sweet voice. “If you don’t want to, you don’t have to, but I won’t let you have dessert until you clean your plate, Skylar.”

It was the choice she gave me that proved it wasn’t a choice at all. She wasn’t going to make me do anything, but I wanted to give her what she wanted.

I stuck my tongue out and apprehensively licked her hand.


Chapter Sixteen

The taste wasn’t nearly as horrible as I thought it would be. My cum wasn’t delicious, but it didn’t make me want to gag either. That was good because Morgan didn’t give me time to think about what I’d do with my cum if I couldn’t swallow.

Morgan tilted her hand and let my cum run over her palm and onto my lips, onto my waiting tongue. The warm, salty flood of my regretfully impressive load held my attention until Morgan pulled her hand away and did the unthinkable. Her lips crushed against mine and she pressed her tongue against my lips.

I never expected our first real kiss to be a snowballing session, but that wasn’t exactly a complaint. Still, to think that she was permanently marking such a beautiful moment with the taste of my cum was somewhere between hot and humiliating. What would I tell anyone when they asked? It didn’t matter. I could lie to anyone about it, except for the one person that already knew the truth.

After a few moments of deepening the kiss and the occasional unintentional swallowing, there was only a little of my cum left. Morgan pushed the last of my seed into my mouth and then broke the kiss and licked her lips. “Mm, you can swallow now, Skylar.”

My heart thundered in my chest. I didn’t know what came over me, but I didn’t even have to think about how disgusting it was to swallow my own cum. With a soft gulp, I swallowed my cum and nervously shifted my weight from one foot to the other, “I guess that wasn’t that bad.”

“It wasn’t, was it?” Morgan purred as she put her hands on my hips. Those hands slipped down to my cock and she quickly tucked it back into my panties. “And now, you’ll get your reward. Come on, sweetie.”

Morgan led me back into her room and shoved me down on the bed. The unexpected push sent me toppling and before I even recovered, Morgan had already kicked off her jeans. I propped myself up on my elbows and let out a soft groan as my eyes worked their way up her long, slender legs. The green lace panties she had on were adorable, but I was looking forward to when she took them off.

But she didn’t take them off. Morgan climbed onto the bed and straddled my hips with hers. Morgan lowered her hips until her panties pressed against mine, her covered pussy grinding against my cock. Even though I just came, my cock was hard within seconds of the sensual grinding.

Morgan reached down and pulled my cock out of my panties and lined it up with my belly button. Her other hand pulled her panties aside and Morgan’s lower lips pressed against my bare cock and a shocked gasp burst from my lips. I didn’t expect something so simple to feel so damn good, but as her hips continued rocking back and forth, the slick juices of her pussy melted the friction of the grinding away.

Soft whimpered flowed out of me as I fought hard to not grab her by the hips and fuck her. I wanted to make her mine, but that would have been the biggest mistake of my life, I was sure of that. Morgan was making me hers, it wasn’t going to work the other way around.

She smiled down at me as she leaned forward until her hands could touch down onto the bed beside my head. “Does it feel good, baby?”

I nodded my head as I moaned, “V-Very.”

“Then you’re going to love this,” Morgan whispered as her hand disappeared into the space between our bodies. I felt her grip my shaft and then the warmth of her body disappeared for just a second before I felt her press my crown against her tight entrance.

I stopped breathing. The seconds continued ticking by as Morgan simply held me there while she looked down into my eyes. I couldn’t be sure if this was some kind of test, but I was determined to pass. I wouldn’t be the first person to make a move, not when she was on top of me, when I was dressed in her lingerie, and when I was at her complete mercy. I would be a good girl!

Morgan smirked as she finally lowered her hips. That smile melted away as her lips parted and her jaw went slack.

Her pussy stretched around my cock and my toes curled as I tried my hardest to not think about how fucking good it felt to finally be inside a woman I’d fantasized about for months upon months. The only difference between what I thought I wanted and what I was getting was that I never expected to be on bottom, especially not in women’s lingerie. But this was better than my wildest fantasies about Morgan.

Morgan continued sliding herself further down on my cock until her hips softly came to rest against mine. With my cock fully inside her, she leaned down and kissed me again briefly before whispering, “Don’t worry, I won’t make you swallow your load this time. And don’t worry about how long you last, I’m sure we’ll work up to the hour-long fuck sessions I’m craving from my sissy girl.”

Those words alone were almost enough to drag me over the edge, but against all odds, I managed to keep from exploding within her tight pussy. I did put my hands on her thighs. My fingertips slid under her panties and I gently dug my fingernails into the side of her soft hips and whimpered, “Anything you want, Morgan…”

“That’s my girl,” Morgan moaned as she sat up. The weight of her hips drove my cock slightly further into her depths before she used her toned legs to push against the bed, lifting off my cock until I thought I would slip out of her perfect pussy. She knew what she was doing, though. Morgan dropped her weight back onto me, forcing my cock deep into herself again. And again. And again.

The soft clap of her hips crashing into mine filled her small room and she reached down to put her hands over mine. She pulled my hands away from her hips and then laced her fingers through mine. It was such a small thing, but that action proved to me that this was the woman I wanted to be with. Even when she was in complete control of me, when she could have made me beg for the slightest motion of her hips, she simply held my hands as she rode me.

Feminine moans flowed from my lips as I gently lifted my hips from the bed to drive myself into her as she impaled herself on my cock again and again. I could feel her wetness seeping into the panties I had on, but I didn’t care. Clothes could be washed, but I wouldn’t dream of taking off anything I had on right now. Morgan dressed me up to fulfill her desires and I couldn’t imagine a better way to be fucked.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Morgan moaned as she worked her hips faster and faster. “I’m so fucking close.”

Her sensual words made my cock throb. I knew I was loving every second of her on top of me, but knowing that she was getting off on the same thing somehow didn’t register to me until she spoke those words. Logically, I knew she wouldn’t be on top of me with my cock inside her if she wasn’t enjoying it as well, but I also knew a man shouldn’t be dressed in women’s lingerie while being fucked. But I wasn’t a man… I was a sissy. Morgan’s sissy.

My cock twitched within Morgan as thick ropes shot into her pussy. I knew I should have asked if she was on the pill or something, but I wasn’t exactly in a position to pull out of her.

Morgan let out a shockingly feminine cry as her pussy clenched around my throbbing cock. She sat in my lap with my cock erupting into her as her juices flowed freely. My panties were soaked and her green panties had taken on a much darker shade around her pussy as well. She squeezed my hands tightly as she bit her lip to keep from screaming out in ecstasy.

A few silent moments passed as we both sucked in deep breaths to steady ourselves. Morgan leaned down and kissed me on the lips again before she let go of my hands and lifted her hips from my cock. She rolled onto her back and lied there beside me as she let out a soft groan, “Damn, baby. Just… damn.”

I looked over at her and felt my heart flutter. I could get used to seeing this beautiful woman beside me when I was in bed. But my job wasn’t done. She didn’t let me waste my cum before, so why would I get in the habit of it now?

I weakly rolled onto my hands and knees and crawled down the bed until I could lean down and pull her panties aside. With only a moment of hesitation, I started licking her drenched pussy. The salty-sweet taste of her juices and my cum washed over my tongue, but I didn’t let the taste linger in my mouth for long. I swallowed all of the stringy cum I could pull from her perfect mound. When I couldn’t taste my seed any longer, I finally pulled away from her puffy lips and let her panties fall back into place.

Morgan smiled down at me and ran her fingers through my hair, “Come here, baby.”

I crawled my way up the bed and gazed longingly into her eyes. “Yes?”

She giggled before putting her hands on the side of my head. Morgan pulled me down to kiss me again.

I would never question why Morgan chose me to be her sissy lover. I’d also never complain.


Epilogue

I fidgeted nervously as Howard and Jessica walked into the conference room with my father and the rest of my team. His fingers were laced together as he waited for the two to take their seats.

Two full weeks had gone by since that fateful night Morgan and I made love. Since then, we finished testing the game without ever using the debug code. We certainly went on dates in the game world, it was a nice way to test features in the game while also just enjoying our time together. It didn’t take Dean and Todd long to figure out that we were a couple.

With the direction from my dad to create a game, we spent our morning testing the console and the afternoons creating a chess game. It was simple enough, but it was essentially just a single room where someone could play another person. Dad got to see how the chess pieces felt in his hands as we played a match together.

He was impressed, even if he wasn’t entirely convinced that the consoles were all that great. Dad wasn’t much of a gamer, though. Still, he was impressed enough to agree to have a second meeting with Howard and Jessica once he had time to talk to his board.

Dad cleared his throat after everyone was settled in their chairs. “This isn’t going to be a long meeting. I’ve got other business to attend to and I’ve made my decision.”

My heart froze in my chest and I stopped breathing as I waited for my dad to spit it out already.

“Howard, Jessica, you’ve both got something to be proud of with your consoles. My son is desperate to see where this technology goes and considering that you’re both willing to relocate to our facility, I think we can safely say that this will be the new focus of our development team. Skylar, that does not mean you will shirk the responsibilities placed upon you from the corporate side of our business. If we need an app created or find flaws in our existing ones, your team will drop everything to attend to those needs. I expect great things from all of you. Welcome to the team,” Dad said.

I didn’t even care that he called me out a little. I sprang from my seat and rushed over to hug my dad in front of everyone, “Thank you so much!”

“Boy, if you’re wanting to lose your job, you’re on the right track,” Dad threatened, much to the team’s amusement.

I pulled away from him immediately and recomposed myself. “R-Right, sorry.” I turned back to my recently expanded team and smiled warmly. My eyes naturally fell on Morgan. What would the team say if they knew she made me wear panties to this most important meeting? The thought brought a blush to my cheeks, but I quickly recovered. “You heard the man, you’re part of the team now. That being said, the first thing we need to work on is making those consoles easy for a single person to get on and off.”

Howard nodded at Todd. “We’ve got a few ideas. With a little help, I’m sure we could simplify the console a fair bit. It might cost—”

Dad raised his hand to silence Howard. “Don’t worry about the cost. Have Skylar send me an email with an invoice and I’ll get it taken care of. All you need to do is worry about making sure the money doesn’t go to waste. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” the team responded nearly in unison, except I called him dad.

There were perks to being the CEO’s son. The perks of being Morgan’s sissy were better, but I was lucky enough to be in a position where I had a lot of perks. With the deal secured, we left the conference room and went down to the office where we celebrated by leaving early to go get something to eat as a team.

No one commented on Morgan getting into my car when we left for lunch, and no one even knew that she had been sleeping at my place for the past week. Well, I tried to sleep, she usually had other plans.

But I was a good girl. I didn’t complain when my lover wanted to fuck at two in the morning.

The End


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might like another of my novellas:

Escaping Her Shell

When I went to a party with my "friend" Jackson, I thought that I could start making people see me for who I was. Just because I looked feminine didn't mean that I wasn't good enough to hang out with the other guys. But... that's exactly what it seemed to mean. After someone ruined my white shirt with soda, I'd given up on trying to fit in. It just wouldn't happen. That was when Stephanie stepped in and made me an offer I couldn't refuse.

Put on a dress and have the best night of my life. The choice sounded so simple, but everything could go so very wrong... or so very right...

An Unexpected Change

When my best friend who'd been away in the Army for the past three years showed up unannounced in the town I was in, everything got turned upside down. She didn't know I'd transitioned while she was gone and how could I be expected to tell her after what happened to me in our hometown?

That didn't make things easier, especially not when she invited me out for a date. Not only did my best friend not recognize who I was, but I also couldn't bring myself to tell her. If she knew who I was, would she have ever treated me so wonderfully?

I wish I knew how to keep her around without lying to her about who I was... But telling her the truth would rip this chance out of my hands.
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