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1.

I was working out in the gym on the south side of campus, feeling rather satisfied with myself. My biceps were flexing, and I could practically hear the admiring gasps from my imaginary audience. Today was the day I would push my limits on the weight bench and show all those admiring ladies what I was made of.

Just as I was about to add more weight to the bar, my phone buzzed with an incoming text. Reluctantly, I reached over to check it, hoping it wasn't just another notification from some random social media app.

"It's Lily. Come home."

My heart sank, and any trace of my self-assured gym persona vanished. Lily, my twin sister, was sick. Like real sick. It was in her kidneys. This couldn't be good. Lily and I had always been close, practically inseparable since birth. We were the dynamic duo, the Wonder Twins, if you will. She always had my back, and I had hers.

I quickly grabbed my gym bag and rushed out of the weight room, attracting strange looks from a few fellow gym rats. Who needs gains when your sister is in trouble? Priorities, man. Priorities.

As I made my way home, my mind raced with worry. What could be wrong with Lily? She was usually the picture of health, not to mention the more responsible and level-headed one between the two of us. I had a sinking feeling that this could be serious.

Sitting in the car, my hands gripped the steering wheel tightly as we sped towards the hospital. Thoughts of Lily consumed my mind, each one more daunting than the last. The news had hit us like a ton of bricks—Lily had been diagnosed with refractory kidney disease, a battle that no twenty-year-old should have to face.

I had eagerly volunteered to be her kidney donor, thinking that our bond as twins would make us the perfect match. But the doctors shattered that hope with their clinical verdict: our kidneys weren't a match. It felt like a punch to the gut, leaving me gasping for air. I was willing to do anything for Lily, but it seemed that fate had other plans.

As I maneuvered through traffic, the radio played some upbeat pop song that clashed with the heaviness of the situation. I turned it off, needing a moment of silence to gather my thoughts. The road stretched out ahead, mirroring the uncertainty of our future. I couldn't bear the thought of losing Lily, my partner in crime, my confidante, my best friend.

Hope mingled with desperation as I silently prayed for a miracle. I knew the statistics—organ transplants were a complex and lengthy process, and finding a suitable donor could take years. But time was not a luxury we had. Lily needed a kidney, and she needed it soon.

My mind wandered back to the countless memories we had shared growing up. From building blanket forts in the living room to sneaking out together for late-night adventures, Lily and I had faced every obstacle side by side. We were a team, a force to be reckoned with. And now, as we faced this uphill battle, I refused to let her fight alone.

Parking the car at the hospital, I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the emotional rollercoaster that awaited us. The sterile scent of the hospital hit me as I entered, mingling with the anxious anticipation in the air. Doctors and nurses rushed by, their faces a blur of determination and empathy.

I hurriedly made my way through the hospital corridors, anxiety coursing through my veins like an electric current. As I entered the waiting room, I found my parents sitting together, their faces etched with worry. "What happened?" I blurted out, my voice tinged with concern.

My mom's eyes met mine, her voice filled with a mix of relief and apprehension. "Lily was complaining of pains in her kidney, so we brought her here. The doctors are running tests to figure out what's going on."

I exhaled, grateful that Lily was okay for now. The weight on my shoulders lifted slightly, but the unknown loomed like a shadow in the back of my mind. "Where is she?" I asked, my voice still laced with worry.

My dad placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder, offering me a small smile. "She's resting, son. The doctors wanted to monitor her and make sure she's stable. But there's something they want to discuss with you."

“With me?” I repeated.

Dread settled in the pit of my stomach, twisting and turning. I nodded, my heart pounding as I followed my parents to the room where the doctors were waiting. Each step felt heavier than the last, the anticipation nearly suffocating me. I braced myself for whatever news they were about to deliver.

As we entered the room, the atmosphere felt clinical and serious. The doctors, wearing their white coats, greeted us with a mix of empathy and professionalism. They explained the tests they had conducted and the results they had obtained.

"The scans revealed that Lily's kidney disease has progressed significantly," one of the doctors began, their voice steady but gentle. "Her condition is now considered end-stage renal disease. The best course of action for her is a kidney transplant."

My heart sank, a heavy thud echoing in my chest. End-stage renal disease. II couldn't bear the thought of Lily going through the pain and uncertainty of a transplant. But I also knew that it was her best chance at a healthier life.

The doctors continued, their words a blur as I struggled to process the gravity of the situation. They mentioned the possibility of finding a suitable donor, the intricacies of the transplant process, and the potential risks involved. It was a whirlwind of information that left me feeling both overwhelmed and determined.

Then, Dr. Collins, the transplant specialist, began to explain a potential solution that could save Lily's life. My heart raced, hopeful yet uncertain about what she was about to propose.

"Brandon, there is an experimental new procedure that has shown promise in cases like Lily’s," Dr. Collins explained. Her words hung in the air, tension building as she continued, "The reason that you’re not a match is because Lily is female and you’re male. But otherwise you’d be perfect.”

“My bad, everybody. I knew I shouldn’t have checked that box labeled ‘m’ at birth.” 

“Actually, there is something you can do. We can make you female.”

“What?”

“There’s a new procedure. It’s experimental but shown to be highly effective. It's not a cosmetic change. It's a complete overhaul of your chromosomes."

My eyes widened, the weight of her words sinking in. Genetic alteration? The notion both fascinated and terrified me. The magnitude of such a transformation was beyond anything I could have imagined. The possibility of becoming a different gender altogether was an uncharted territory, fraught with implications and unknown consequences.

Dr. Collins continued, her voice filled with understanding for the weight of the decision before me. "This procedure would involve changing your genetic makeup, modifying your chromosomes to match Lily's. It's a revolutionary approach that could potentially make you a compatible donor."

My mind whirled. Who would I become? What would it mean for my sense of self? Questions piled upon questions, threatening to engulf me in their overwhelming presence.

"I understand the enormity of this decision, Brandon. It's not one to be taken lightly. Genetic alteration is a complex process, both scientifically and ethically. We would need to ensure that you fully understand the implications and risks involved."

Silence enveloped the room as I grappled with the enormity of the choice before me. I thought of Lily, her struggle, and the love that bound us as twins. The notion of being able to save her life, to be the one who could provide her with a chance at a healthy future, tugged at my heartstrings. Yeah, sappy. But who can be cynical when these are the stakes, ya know?

“So, there’s no reversing this thing once you put my kidney in Lily, right?” I asked. Dr. Collins offered a kind smile, her presence a source of support amidst the storm of emotions. "I’m afraid the process is irreversible. Take all the time you need, Brandon. This is an incredibly personal decision, one that will shape your life in ways we can't fully predict. We are here to support you every step of the way."

If you’d asked me if I would give up everything to save Lily, I would have said yes. Of course, I couldn’t have imagined that “everything” would involve my penis. Could I actually go through with this? And could I live with myself if I didn’t? 


2.

I walked into Lily's room, and there she was, putting on her best poker face as if she was auditioning for an Oscar. Seriously, the girl could win an award for pretending everything was fine when it clearly wasn't. It ignited a fierce determination inside me to protect her at all costs.

"Hey," I said, flashing her a half-hearted smile that didn't quite reach my eyes. "How's the glamorous life of a hospital patient treating you?"

Lily grinned, though I could see the exhaustion lurking behind her brave façade. "Oh, you know, just enjoying the five-star accommodations and the delightful hospital food. It's a real party in here."

I pulled up a chair next to her bed, my worry morphing into a steely resolve. "You don't have to pretend with me, you know. I can see through that brave face of yours. How are you really doing?"

Her gaze softened, and for a moment, I caught a glimpse of vulnerability. "It's tough, Brandon. I mean, what if they don’t find a donor?"

Okay, I thought. She doesn’t know about the procedure. I reached out and gently squeezed her hand, the connection between us serving as a lifeline in the storm. "You're not alone in this, Lily."

She nodded, a mix of gratitude and determination shining in her eyes. "I believe in us, Brandon. And whatever decision you make, know that I'll support you."

Okay, so she did know about the procedure. And she was letting me decide. Whether she might die. 

As we sat there, side by side, I couldn't help but feel the need to protect my sister. I didn’t ask for this, but she didn’t ask for what she got either.

So, as soon as I left Lily’s room, I marched up to Dr. Collins with a newfound determination, my mind made up like a stubborn donkey refusing to budge. "I'm in, Doc," I declared, trying to sound as heroic as possible without tripping over my words. "If becoming a girl is what it takes to save Lily, then sign me up."

Dr. Collins beamed, her eyes gleaming with admiration. "Brandon, your bravery is truly remarkable. Your selflessness in the face of this challenging situation is nothing short of heroic."

I couldn't help but smirk, feeling a mix of pride and nervousness bubbling within me. Heroic? Me? Well, I guess if I could save the day by transforming into a female version of myself, that would be a pretty epic plot twist.

The good doctor wasted no time, emphasizing the urgency of the situation. "We need to move quickly, Brandon. Time is of the essence to save Lily's life. The procedure will start with a series of injections to prepare your body for the genetic alteration process. Think of it as a prequel to your grand transformation."

I raised an eyebrow, the gravity of the situation sinking in. Injections, huh? Well, I had never been a fan of needles, but I figured if they were the first step toward becoming a real-life superhero for Lily, I could endure a few pinpricks. After all, I had watched enough action movies to know that heroes never back down from a little pain.

"Bring on the needles," I said with a mock-heroic flair, a glimmer of determination shining in my eyes. "If they're the key to unlocking this extraordinary journey, then I'm ready to face them head-on."

Dr. Collins nodded, her confidence contagious. "That's the spirit, Brandon. We'll be with you every step of the way. Together, we'll give Lily the fighting chance she deserves."

As I followed Dr. Collins into the depths of the hospital, a mix of excitement and nervous anticipation coursed through my veins. The path ahead was uncharted, riddled with uncertainty and risks, but the thought of saving Lily's life propelled me forward, giving me the courage to embrace this unexpected twist in my own story.
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As I slipped into the oh-so-flattering hospital gown, I couldn't help but wonder what the end result of this genetic makeover extravaganza would be. Would I come out looking like a long-lost identical twin of Lily, complete with matching hairstyles and an uncanny resemblance? Or would I end up looking like a science experiment gone wrong, with an awkward mishmash of features that would make people do double-takes?

As I lay in the hospital bed, my mind began to wander into a realm of imagination, conjuring up wild scenarios and hilarious possibilities. Maybe I'd emerge from this whole process as a stunning supermodel, gracing magazine covers and dazzling the world with my newfound feminine charm. Or perhaps I'd end up resembling a hybrid of our quirky aunt and that eccentric neighbor who had an inexplicable fondness for knitting sweaters for squirrels.

I chuckled at the absurdity of it all, my sense of humor serving as my faithful sidekick through this surreal adventure. After all, if life was going to throw me a curveball, I might as well meet it with a snarky smile and a dash of self-deprecating humor.

As the hours stretched on, my mind drifted between excitement and a tinge of nervousness. What if the transformation didn't turn out the way I imagined? What if I didn't recognize the reflection staring back at me in the mirror? I pushed those thoughts aside, reminding myself that the most important thing was saving Lily, regardless of how I ended up looking.

Besides, who cared about outward appearances anyway? It was what lay within that truly mattered. The love, strength, and resilience that defined our bond as siblings transcended any physical changes that may occur. I knew that no matter what I looked like at the end of this wild ride, Lily would still recognize me as her brother, her unwavering support, and her partner in crime.

As the night wore on, I drifted into a fitful sleep, my dreams filled with kaleidoscopic visions of transformations and unexpected outcomes. It was like a psychedelic journey through a funhouse of possibilities, each twist and turn adding a layer of anticipation to the path that lay ahead.

And so, I surrendered to the unknown, embracing the uncertainty with a mixture of trepidation and excitement. Whatever the mirror would reveal when the process was complete, I was ready to face it head-on, armed with my wit, my resilience, and the knowledge that this journey was fueled by love, the most powerful force in the universe.

****

After my injections, I was feeling flushed. I don’t mean my face was red. I mean that I felt like someone had flushed my face in a toilet. Repeatedly. And it was in this state that I got an unexpected visitor.

Lily's boyfriend, Bret, sauntered into the hospital room, his tall and athletic figure commanding attention. He had that classic heartthrob charm, the kind that made even guys like me admit, begrudgingly, that he was pretty cool. As he approached me, a mix of gratitude and awe adorned his face, leaving me curious about what he was going to say.

"Dude, I don't even know where to begin," Bret said, his voice brimming with sincerity. "Your mom filled me in on what you're doing for Lily, and man, I just want to thank you. Seriously, you're a hero." His words hung in the air, a tangible mix of admiration and gratitude.

I flashed him a lopsided grin, my snarky humor trying to wrestle with the weight of the situation. "Hey, no need for a hero's welcome," I replied, attempting to downplay the enormity of the sacrifice. "I mean, come on, it's not every day you get to be a walking kidney dispenser, right?"

Bret's gaze softened, a genuine warmth radiating from his eyes. "You're something else, man," he said, his voice filled with genuine appreciation. "Can I give you a hug? I feel like I need to express my gratitude in some way, and a fist bump just won't cut it."

I couldn't help but chuckle at his earnestness. "Sure, man. Go ahead. Embrace the new and improved me," I said, playfully flexing my now-smaller biceps.

With a mix of relief and hesitation, Bret closed the distance between us, wrapping his arms around me. It was a moment of camaraderie, tinged with a touch of awkwardness. After all, hugging wasn't exactly the go-to activity in the playbook of twenty-year-old guys.

When he let me go, a knowing smile passed between us, a silent acknowledgement of the unspoken. "Thanks, man," Bret said, his voice filled with a mixture of gratitude and respect. "You're a true legend."

I shrugged nonchalantly, trying to mask the swell of emotion rising within me. "Eh, just doing what any brother would do," I replied. Bret chuckled, nodding in agreement. "Yeah, well, you're one hell of a brother," he said, admiration glimmering in his eyes.

****

"Well, Brandon, you're doing quite well," Dr. Collins beamed, her tone brimming with encouragement. She handed me the mirror, allowing me to catch a glimpse of my altered reflection. The face staring back at me was softer, less angular, bearing a striking resemblance to Lily. It was as if someone had taken a pinch of her looks and blended it into my own genes.

Dr. Collins continued, her voice infused with a reassuring tone, "You're responding splendidly to the treatment, Brandon. Your body is adapting remarkably, inching closer to the transformation we need. Remember, this journey you're on goes beyond just physical changes. It's for a higher purpose, and that's what keeps you moving forward."

I nodded, absorbing her words as a gentle reminder of the larger picture. It wasn't solely about how I looked or the alterations happening within me; it was about the selfless act of saving Lily, of being there for her in a way only I could. My own discomfort and uncertainties were mere blips on the radar compared to the gravity of what Lily was going through.

“You’re doing something most people would never consider doing, not out of self-sacrifice, Brandon. Remember to congratulate yourself for what you’re doing. You should be proud of yourself.”

With a renewed sense of purpose, I handed the mirror back to Dr. Collins. "Alright, let's keep this transformation train chugging along," I declared with a determined smirk. "I'm ready to face whatever comes my way, knowing that the bigger picture is what truly matters."

I winced as the needle pierced my skin, delivering the second shot of the experimental treatment. The pain seemed to intensify this time, sending a sharp jolt through my upper thigh. I gritted my teeth, silently cursing under my breath. The discomfort was becoming increasingly harder to ignore, a constant reminder of the changes unfolding within me.

To add insult to injury, a new sensation began to blossom within my chest, a growing soreness that threatened to overshadow the lingering ache in my leg. I couldn't help but glance down, half-expecting to witness my chest bursting forth with an alien creature burrowing out of my skin. Instead, what I found was even more disconcerting. I pressed my hand gently against my chest, feeling pain radiating from it.

Dr. Collins leaned in, her tone tinged with a mixture of medical professionalism and a hint of amusement. "That soreness, Brandon, is a sign that your breasts are beginning to develop. Looks like you and your sister will soon have something in common. Who knows, maybe you can swap fashion tips and share a bra or two when this is all over."

I fought to suppress a wave of queasiness that threatened to surge within me. Sharing bras with Lily? That was a mental image I could have done without. The idea of our bodily similarities extending to that level was enough to make my stomach churn. I guess some things were better left to individuality.

Summoning a weak smile, I attempted to lighten the mood with a touch of self-deprecating humor. "Any chance my kidney already identifies as female? We could call it a day, and I'd gladly take on the title of 'The Kidney Savior' without the complete gender-bending experience."

Dr. Collins chuckled softly, a brief glimmer of amusement dancing in her eyes. "I'm afraid it doesn't work that way, Brandon. We need to see this process through to its completion for it to achieve the desired outcome. Your kidney's gender won't change, but your commitment to helping Lily will bring you both closer than ever before."

As I lay there, contemplating the imminent farewell to my maleness,the gravity of the situation couldn't be denied. But that didn't mean I couldn't crack a snarky joke or two to cope with it.

Here I was, spending my last night as a somewhat intact guy, and it made me wonder if I had truly seized the opportunities that came with my gender. Or had I simply taken it for granted, coasting along without truly reveling in the glory of my XY chromosomes?

I chuckled to myself, picturing all the times I had shrugged off the perks of manhood, unaware that it was about to be snatched away like a bag of chips at a party. Oh, the joy of assuming I'd always have the privilege of peeing standing up, no questions asked. Farewell, my dear urinal adventures. You shall be missed.

But I realized that the impending loss of my masculinity was a small price to pay compared to the chance to save Lily's life. What wouldn't a guy, or girl, I guess, do for his sister? I was about to find out.

As I closed my eyes, my thoughts danced between the weight of the situation and the absurdity of it all. But amidst the humor and contemplation, a resolute determination took root. The upcoming journey may strip away my physical identity, but it couldn't touch the essence of who I was.

I couldn't resist one final snarky remark as I braced myself for the last shot. "So, with this last jab, that's the end of my prized bulge, right?" I quipped, hoping to inject a touch of levity into the situation.

Dr. Collins offered a small smile, her eyes crinkling with a mixture of empathy and professional composure. "I'm afraid so, Brandon," she replied, her voice gentle yet matter-of-fact.

"Well, we've had a good run together, I guess," I chuckled, trying to mask the underlying unease with humor. My mind flickered back to the countless times I had taken my bulge for granted, oblivious to the looming farewell to my cherished manhood. It was a bizarre farewell party, indeed.

As the needle punctured my thigh, I felt a fleeting sting, followed by a peculiar sensation coursing through my veins. Darkness began to creep at the edges of my vision, enveloping me like a curtain falling on a peculiar stage play. The room dissolved into obscurity, and I surrendered myself to the unknown.

In that moment, as consciousness slipped away, I couldn't help but wonder what lay beyond the darkness. What awaited me on the other side of this transformative journey?

I surrendered to the transformative forces at play, knowing that on the other side of this darkness, a new chapter awaited—one that would test my resilience, challenge my perception of self, and ultimately strengthen the bond between Lily and me.
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As my eyes fluttered open, the dim light of the evening seeped into the room. Still groggy from the anesthesia, I couldn't resist the urge to sneak a quick peek under the hospital sheet. And there it was—a sight that left me momentarily speechless. A pair of breasts that rivaled my sister's in size and fullness. My bulge was gone, that much I knew just from looking at how flat the hospital gown lay over me. I reached down and gently tugged up the hospital gown. I couldn’t actually see much beyond the outline of my new pussy. A lot of it was hair down there, but there was the unmistakable crease between my legs. I sat up, feeling a shot of pain pass through my lower abdonomen. Pulling the skirt up, I saw the scar from the kidney surgery. But that wasn’t half as interesting as looking at my vagina close up. I spread my legs to get a closer look. My new pussy spread as I moved, giving me a strange but weirdly delightful sensation as I closed them and brought them back together. It was like a bizarre twist in a twisted comedy skit.

I couldn't help but let out a startled laugh, a mix of surprise and disbelief mingling in the air. "Well, well, well, who would've thought?" I muttered to myself, eyeing the changes to my physique. On the upside, I was never going to pay for another drink as long as I lived with a body like this.

As I drifted back to sleep, the bizarre reality of my transformed body settled upon me. When I awoke again, the room was filled with familiar faces. Dr. Collins stood at the foot of my bed, her expression beaming with a mix of professional pride and genuine warmth. My parents, sporting equal parts relief and exhaustion, flanked her.

"Lily's surgery was a complete success, thanks to you," Dr. Collins declared, her voice carrying a note of genuine gratitude. The weight of those words resonated within me, reminding me of the purpose that had driven me down this extraordinary path.

A mix of emotions washed over me—pride, relief, and an overwhelming sense of love for Lily. With a gentle smile, I turned to Dr. Collins and nodded, my voice slightly shaky but filled with determination. "I'd do it all over again if it meant saving Lily."

In that moment, as our eyes met, a silent understanding passed between us. I may have lost my dick, gained an enviable set of breasts, and been left with a scar marking the spot where my kidney used to reside, but none of that mattered compared to the overwhelming joy of knowing Lily was on the road to recovery.

"When can I see Lily?" I asked, my voice still carrying the remnants of grogginess. The desire to see my sister, to assure myself that she was safe and recovering, burned within me.

"They're going to put you both in the same room," my dad replied, his tone tinged with a mixture of concern and uncertainty. He didn't utter the words, but I could sense the struggle he faced in reconciling the fact that his son now bore an uncanny resemblance to his daughter. And truth be told, I was right there with him, navigating the uncharted waters of this bewildering transformation.

Soon enough, a nurse arrived with a wheelchair, ready to transport me to Lily's room. I eased myself into the seat, my sore muscles protesting the movement. As we rolled down the corridor, a curious mix of anticipation and anxiety coursed through me. What would it be like to face Lily, now that our physical appearances mirrored each other?

As we entered Lily's room, a warm smile spread across her face. She greeted me with a giggle, a sound that radiated joy and relief. Despite the ordeal she had endured, her spirit remained unyielding, shining through her eyes as she took in my transformed appearance.

"Big improvement," Lily remarked, her voice a melodic symphony that brought comfort to my ears. I couldn't help but grin, a mix of pride and self-deprecating humor bubbling forth. "Yep, I am one sexy bitch," I quipped, my words laced with a touch of mischief.

"Exactly," Lily replied. In that simple exchange, we found solace in our shared experiences, the bond between us fortified by the unbreakable thread of unconditional love.

As I was wheeled closer to Lily's bedside, I reached out, our hands instinctively intertwining. In that touch, a world of emotions flowed—a profound connection that transcended the physical changes we had undergone. As we settled into the room, our presence a testament to the transformative power of love, I knew deep in my heart that our shared journey had only just begun. Together, Lily and I would navigate the uncharted territories of a world that no longer saw us as separate entities but as two souls bound together by the impenetrable threads of siblinghood.

The next day arrived, dragging us out of the hospital and into the great outdoors. Side by side in our wheelchairs, Lily and I made quite the spectacle. If you saw us zooming by, you'd swear we had been born as identical twins, kicking and screaming our way into the world. Little did anyone suspect that just a day prior, I had been rocking a cocking. As our family piled into the car, I couldn't help but imagine the bewildered looks we'd get from passersby. People who had known me as a guy would do double-takes, their brains short-circuiting as they tried to process the fact that I now looked like Lily's doppelgänger. The world had a wild surprise waiting for them, that's for sure.

As the Sienna sputtered to life, we embarked on our journey homeward. The air was pregnant with possibilities, carrying the scent of adventure mixed with a pinch of uncertainty. I gazed out the window, watching the blur of houses and street signs whiz by. It was as if the universe itself had hit the reset button, giving us a fresh canvas to paint our lives anew.

With each passing block, my mind raced with questions. What awaited me beyond the front door? What kind of wild escapades and shenanigans would I stumble upon in this new chapter? The thrill of the unknown tingled in my veins, mingling with a hint of anxiety and a whole lot of "what the heck did I sign up for?" It was like stepping into a completely different movie, with a script I hadn't even read yet.

As the car came to a stop, our tires gracing the familiar driveway, I took a moment to soak it all in. Inhaling deeply, I gathered my courage. This was it—the grand entrance into a fresh chapter of my life. A life where I'd been magically transformed into a gender-bending chameleon. The possibilities were endless, like a buffet of bizarre adventures just waiting for me to dig in.

Wheeling my way towards the front door, Lily by my side, our resemblance bordering on freakish, I smirked. Who would have thought that my journey would take such an unexpected turn? But hey, life's all about the plot twists, right?

5.

Returning home after the hospital ordeal was a total mind-bender. My parents couldn't tell me and Lily apart anymore, so I ended up getting called by her name half the time. It was like living in a real-life version of "Freaky Friday," except there was no Lindsay Lohan, and no rehab. Just me, looking like a girl but still feeling like the same old me on the inside.

But despite the external transformation, I still felt like the same old me on the inside. It was like my essence hadn't changed, even if my physical appearance had done a complete 180. Sure, it took some getting used to, and the world around me seemed a little off-kilter, but deep down, I knew that I was still the same sarcastic, slightly self-deprecating guy who cracked jokes to cope with the absurdity of life. Sometimes though, the joke was on me. Like when I walked downstairs to get an orange and my mom said–

"Lily, honey, wear a bra," my mom said, her voice carrying a mix of habit and confusion.

"I'm Brandon," I corrected her, trying not to let the awkwardness seep into my tone.

"Oh…Well, Brandon, put on a bra," she replied, a hint of embarrassment creeping into her voice.

“Whose?” I wondered. It’s not like bras appear out of nowhere when somebody stabs you in the thigh, like boobs did. I couldn't blame my mom, though. After all, it was a monumental adjustment for everyone involved.

“I’ll, um, pick you up one tomorrow.”

Navigating these newfound expectations was tricky, to say the least. The lines were blurred, the roles scrambled. I looked like a girl now, but inside, I was still the same guy.

But hey, what can you do? Life throws curveballs, and sometimes you find yourself caught in a mix-up of epic proportions. So, I embraced the inevitable awkward moments, reminding myself that it was all part of the grand adventure of being Brandon, the guy who became his own sister.

The world may be a little confused, and my mom may have slipped up with the names, but I was determined to navigate this new chapter with grace and a healthy dose of snark. After all, if you can't find humor in the absurdity of life, what's the point?

The next day, I stumbled upon a small pink bag sitting innocently on my bed. Curiosity piqued, I reached inside, revealing a brand new bra nestled within its delicate confines. As my fingertips brushed against the fabric, I couldn't help but let out a sigh mixed with a hint of gratitude.

Now, let's be real here. Before all this gender transformation business, I never quite understood the constant complaints from girls about being flat-chested. I mean, I get it. Less isn’t exactly more when it comes to boobs. I just didn’t see what all the fuss was about. But hey, life has a funny way of teaching you empathy in unexpected ways. And let me tell you, as I held that bra in my hands, I realized just how much I needed that support. So, with a mix of curiosity and a dash of anticipation, I decided to give it a try.

Stepping in front of the mirror, I gently fastened the clasp, feeling the snug embrace of the bra's cups against my newly formed breasts. I couldn't deny the subtle sense of satisfaction that welled up within me as I admired my reflection. Low-key, I looked hot. There, I said it. I mean, who wouldn't appreciate a little boost to their confidence, right?

So, as I stood there, rocking my new bra and appreciating my reflection, I allowed myself a moment of pride. Not just for how I looked, but for the strength and courage it took to navigate this uncharted territory. I may have been thrown into a whirlwind of change, but damn, I was owning it. And if that meant embracing a newfound sense of confidence and acknowledging my own attractiveness, then so be it.

With a mischievous grin tugging at the corners of my lips, I quipped to my reflection, "Well, well, Brandy, you’re a fine girl. What a good wife you would be." And with a newfound appreciation for the power of self-acceptance, I strutted out of that room, ready to face whatever the world had in store for me—bra and all.

Walking through town, I couldn't help but notice the double-takes and raised eyebrows. There were moments of doubt, of course. I mean, could I really pull off this whole "girl" thing? Would I stumble through the world of makeup and dresses like a newborn gazelle? These questions played on a loop in my mind.

The journey wasn't a cakewalk. But I took it all in stride, adapting to this new version of reality and finding humor in the midst of chaos.

Because at the end of the day, life's too short to take everything so seriously. So what if I looked like a girl now? It didn't alter the essence of who I was. I refused to let a mere gender transformation dampen my spirit or extinguish my fire.

6.

About a week into this whirlwind of a transformation, I found myself wrestling with a wave of peculiar sensations. Sluggishness seemed to permeate my every move, casting a fog over my once vibrant energy. Naturally, I turned to my trusted source of wisdom—Lily.

As we sat together, she revealed that these unfamiliar sensations were a result of the hormonal adjustments my body was undergoing. Ah, yes, the delightful rollercoaster ride of hormones. Who knew they could wreak such havoc? Well, I suppose Lily did, being well-versed in the intricacies of the female experience.

Feeling a mix of curiosity and frustration, I looked to her, my newly-found identical twin sister, and mustered the most desperate plea I could manage. "Isn't there something I can do?" I implored, hoping for a magical solution to break through the sluggish haze.

Lily's gaze met mine, a knowing glimmer dancing in her eyes. "You know what might help?" she said, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her lips. "Chocolate."

Chocolate? Well, it wasn't exactly the miraculous cure I had hoped for, but hey, if it could work wonders for even the most mundane of problems, it was worth a shot.

I groggily descended the stairs, my sweatpants serving as my only form of presentable attire while my disheveled hair added an extra touch of chaos to my appearance. With a grumble, I closed the refrigerator door, seeking some semblance of sustenance to start the day. Little did I know that an unexpected encounter awaited me, poised to jolt me out of my morning stupor.

As if materializing out of thin air, Bret, Lily's boyfriend, suddenly appeared at my side. Startled, I fumbled for a greeting, but before a single word could escape my lips, his arm snaked around my waist, pulling me closer in a swift, surprising motion. And then, without warning, his lips met mine in a spontaneous kiss that left me utterly dumbfounded.

Time seemed to stand still as my mind raced to comprehend the situation unfolding before me. My initial shock paralyzed me, rendering me incapable of reacting or reciprocating in any meaningful way. I found myself standing there, a bewildered statue in the midst of an unexpected romantic tableau.

Bret, oblivious to my frozen state, glanced at me with a hint of concern. "What's wrong?" he inquired, his eyes searching mine for answers. In that moment, I realized he had mistaken me for Lily, lost in the throes of a passionate embrace meant for her. Panic crept into my voice as I stammered, "Uh, nothing," my feeble attempt at disguising my true identity.

Feeling the need to escape the awkwardness that had enveloped the room, I seized upon the first excuse that popped into my head. "I gotta pee," I blurted out, my voice laced with urgency, as I hastily retreated from the unexpected encounter. Mortification washed over me, coloring my cheeks with embarrassment as I hurriedly made my exit, seeking solace in the bathroom.

Behind the closed door, I leaned against the sink, my heart still racing from the surprising turn of events. I couldn't help but replay the encounter in my mind, questioning my own reactions and pondering the consequences of mistaken identity. It was a mix of emotions, from flattery (flattery?) to confusion, all colliding within me like a chaotic whirlwind.

Bret's unexpected lip-lock had left me in a state of utter bewilderment. Seriously, what was I supposed to do now? It was like a scene from a twisted rom-com, and I had somehow stumbled into the lead role. Talk about a plot twist.

But alas, when I sauntered back into the kitchen, ready to spill the beans and confess the case of mistaken identity, Bret was nowhere in sight.

As I climbed the stairs, my footsteps echoed with uncertainty. The sound of their voices grew louder, reaching my ears like a siren's call. I hesitated for a moment outside Lily's closed door, contemplating whether I should burst in like a reality TV star or come up with a more strategic approach. Decisions, decisions.

Eventually, curiosity got the better of me, and I gently pushed open the door, hoping to catch Bret and Lily mid-conversation. But to my surprise, their chatter trailed off as they locked eyes with me, confusion etched across their faces like a bad paint job. Well, this was going swimmingly.

Bret's gaze met mine, and for a split second, I held my breath, waiting for that 'aha' moment when recognition would dawn upon him. But instead, he just stared back at me with a mix of curiosity and... oblivion. He genuinely had no idea that it was me he had puckered up with downstairs. Talk about a stellar performance on my part. Oscar-worthy, I tell you. Or else Bret was the kind of guy who couldn’t tell what his girlfriend had been wearing three minutes before. From the look on his face, I guessed it was the latter.

My mind, however, was busy playing out various scenarios, each more absurd than the last. Would I reveal the truth now and risk turning this whole situation into a melodramatic soap opera? Or should I wait for the opportune moment, like when we're all wearing feather boas and doing the Macarena?

“Hey, what’s up?” Lily said, clearly wondering why I had barged in when I could see that Bret was in her room with the door close.

“Chocolate,” I said. “We’re out.”

“Darn,” Lily said, deadpan. This was my cue to exit. I took it. Bret didn’t give me so much as a passing glance as I left. Should I have been offended?

I slipped away, retreating to my sanctuary. The truth would come out eventually, that much was certain. And when it did, I would face it head-on, armed with a quick wit and a willingness to embrace whatever curveballs life threw my way. After all, a good rom-com never had a predictable ending. It was the unexpected twists and turns that made it worth watching. And who knows, maybe my life was just getting started on its own wild, unpredictable rom-com journey.


7.

I made a conscious decision to kick that whole incident to the curb of my mind. It was just a mix-up, right? A little hiccup in the grand scheme of things. I couldn't deny its comedic value, though. I mean, come on, as long as nobody ever found out, it was a hilarious story to keep in my back pocket.

But let's be real here. The key to preserving the humor was keeping it under lock and key. It had to stay my little secret, hidden away from prying eyes and wagging tongues. The last thing I needed was for the truth to come crashing down like a wrecking ball, demolishing the sort-of life I had worked so hard to create as a girl.

I played nonchalant like a pro, taking cues from Lily herself. She seemed to glide through life as if nothing had changed, so why couldn't I do the same? But deep down, I couldn't shake the thoughts that haunted me. The thoughts of what would happen if the truth ever slipped out, if the curtain was pulled back on my momentary identity crisis.

With every passing day, the weight of that secret started to bear down on me. It was like carrying a bag of bricks on my shoulders, each one a reminder of the delicate balance I had to maintain. I had to dodge any suspicion, evade any slip-up that could send the carefully constructed facade crumbling to the ground.

But you know what they say about secrets, right? They have a way of creeping up on you when you least expect it. That lingering fear of discovery, of someone stumbling upon the truth, it gnawed at me like a persistent itch that I couldn't scratch. It was like living in a constant state of high alert, always on edge, waiting for the shoe to drop.

And then there was Bret. Stupid ol' Bret. How could he possibly not suspect that the girl he had pulled into that impromptu embrace wasn't Lily, but yours truly? The uncertainty gnawed at me like a squirrel on a power cable, sparks flying in my brain. I couldn't help but wonder if he had seen through my act, seen the truth shining through the cracks.

As if that accidental kiss wasn't enough to occupy my mind, my body decided to stage a full-blown rebellion, unleashing a barrage of weird sensations and discomfort. It was like my whole being had joined forces to mess with me, and let me tell you, it wasn't a pleasant experience.

Feeling antsy and in need of some release, I decided to go for a good old-fashioned run. I slipped into my sports bra, hoping it would provide the necessary support for a stress-relieving jog. But boy, was I in for a surprise. The moment I started moving, a wave of discomfort washed over me. It was like my body was protesting the confinement, and my nipples decided to heighten the drama by becoming super sensitive. Ouch! Clearly, running wasn't in the cards for me that day.

With a sigh of resignation, I adjusted my plans and settled for a brisk walk instead. It wasn't the heart-pumping, endorphin-inducing workout I had initially envisioned, but hey, at least I was getting some fresh air and clearing my head. Or so I hoped.

As I strolled along, the discomfort lingered, refusing to dissipate. It was as if an invisible heat had settled over me, making my skin feel prickly and my face flush with warmth. It was all sorts of unnerving. I mean, I've experienced my fair share of sweaty moments, but this was on a whole new level. It was like my internal thermostat had gone haywire, cranking up the heat and leaving me feeling like a human radiator.

By the time I made it back home, I was desperate for relief. A cold shower seemed like the logical solution to douse the flames that were threatening to engulf me. I stepped under the icy spray, hoping it would work its magic and bring some much-needed respite. But alas, it seemed that my body had other plans.

No matter how many times I subjected myself to the frigid cascade of water, the heat within me persisted. It clung stubbornly, refusing to be extinguished. It was like my body had decided to wage a war against the temperature, and it was winning. I stood there, drenched and perplexed, wondering what the hell was wrong with me.

Was I coming down with some mysterious illness? Did my body undergo another unexpected transformation overnight? The questions buzzed around my head like an annoying mosquito, driving me to the brink of frustration. I needed answers, or at least some semblance of understanding.

Seeking solace in the vast knowledge bank known as the internet, I embarked on a quest for answers. I delved into countless forums, medical websites, and dubious sources that promised solutions to my bewildering predicament. Hormonal fluctuations, they said. It's all part of the package, they claimed. But none of it provided the comfort or reassurance I sought.

It was like I had been thrust into a bizarre rollercoaster ride, hurtling through uncharted territory with no clear destination in sight. All I could do was brace myself and hope that this tumultuous journey would eventually reach calmer shores.

So, with a mix of frustration, confusion, and a healthy dose of skepticism, I faced the undeniable truth. Something was definitely off with my body, and I couldn't ignore it any longer. It was time to confront the weirdness head-on. It was time to unravel the mystery and find some damn answers. As I gave my list of symptoms to Lily, a knowing look crossed her face. "Are you feeling flushed?" she asked, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

I hesitated for a moment, caught off guard by her question. "Yeah," I admitted, unable to deny the warmth that seemed to perpetually radiate from within me. It was as if someone had cranked up the temperature dial and left me simmering in my own discomfort.

Lily's smile grew wider, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of embarrassment creeping up my cheeks. It was one thing to confide in my sister, but when the conversation veered into the realm of arousal, things took an awkward turn.

Did I find myself rubbing my thighs together, or arching my back for no reason, or just generally find it impossible to sit still? Yes, yes, and yes.

Before I could even protest, Lily continued, seemingly unfazed by my discomfort. "You know, it sounds like you're feeling horny," she stated matter-of-factly.

"Uh, no! It's probably something else. I mean, come on, that can't be it," I stammered, desperately trying to salvage whatever dignity I had left.

Lily's smile only widened, and she leaned in closer, her voice filled with playful teasing. "Well, I don't know. That's what it feels like when it happens to me," she said, her eyes sparkling mischievously.

I felt my face turn an even deeper shade of red, a combination of embarrassment and disbelief. I was blushing like a schoolboy caught in the act. Well, a schoolboy with a frothing wet pussy, but you get the idea.

As Lily's words hung in the air, I couldn't help but wonder if there was a grain of truth to her observation. Could it be that my body's transformation had brought about unexpected changes in my desires? The thought both fascinated and terrified me, igniting a whirlwind of conflicting emotions within.

I allowed my thoughts to drift to Bret, and suddenly like a lightning bolt the feeling of that kiss came back to me. Feeling snuggled and confined in his arms, his lips touching mine. I thought about him and all at once, I knew I wanted his body. I wanted it all over again.

“I’m gonna watch TV,” I said, knowing that I had to think of something to get me out of there fast or else explain the wet spot quickly forming in my boxer briefs.

Alone in the confines of my room, I found myself tangled in a web of conflicting emotions. Seriously, why did I have to be attracted to Lily's boyfriend? Talk about a recipe for disaster. It was like the universe decided to throw me a curveball just for kicks.

I sat there, contemplating the absurdity of it all. Me, pining after the guy who was off-limits, the one who belonged to my sister. It was a classic case of "wrong place, wrong time," and my heart couldn't seem to get the memo.

With a sigh, I acknowledged the undeniable chemistry I felt when I thought of Bret. The heat, the tingling, the whole shebang—it was all there. But so was my loyalty to Lily, and that was a bond I refused to break.

I had to find a way to squash this attraction, to keep it locked away in a hidden corner of my heart. Easier said than done, of course. My yearnings had a knack for defying logic, and suppressing them felt like trying to hold back a raging river with a flimsy little dam.

And speaking of dams, I could tell already that I was still as wet as ever. I pulled off my sweats and underwear with one swift motion and I was immediately confronted by the smell of my own musky vagina. My sweatshirt was literally killing me, so I slipped that off too. I rubbed my boobs, enjoying the growing tingling sensations in my nipples. As I began to explore, I knew it was too late to stop. I collapsed backwards onto the bed, allowing my legs to spread apart.

My first time masturbating as a girl was confusing, a little awkward but so so good. I could feel my breasts growing as I cupped them in my hands, the intensity of my horniness starting to overwhelm me. With one hand on my vagina, I reached down and gently parted my lips, allowing just the tip of my finger in. Even the tiniest hint of penetration made me gasp. I was so wet down there.

I pressed a little bit more, using my knuckle to spread the sensation. Then my finger brushed against my clit and my hips bucked as I moaned loudly. Embarrassed, and hoping that no one else could hear, I tried it again. Spasms of pleasure tore through my body. I saw Bret’s face and then immediately my mind produced an image of a huge cock. I told myself that it could be his cock, but really it was any cock and that was enough to arouse me.

I pictured him entering me, over and over. As I gently probed deeper, two fingers roving deeper inside me, I felt the orgasm coming on. As the tidal wave of pleasure washed over, I wanted to scream so badly that I barely managed to grab a pillow and hold it over my face as I wailed. Bret, I thought. My sweet Bret.   

When the waves of horniness finally subsided, I was able to assess the situation. This was bad. Lily's happiness was at stake, and I couldn't let my desires jeopardize that. So, I concocted a plan, a strategy to keep my head in check and my heart in line.

First off, I would focus on building a solid friendship with Bret. We'd hang out, shoot the breeze, and become buddies. The more I could see him as a friend rather than an object of desire, the better. I'd channel my energy into creating a strong foundation based on camaraderie and shared interests. After all, there's more to life than just romance, right?

And whenever those pesky feelings reared their inconvenient heads, I'd remind myself of the unbreakable bond I shared with Lily. Yeah, that was plausible. I knew I was fooling myself, but what else could I do?

I clenched my legs together, willing them to stay closed. Of course, that just made me a little aroused all over again. Ugh. Did this ever stop?


8.

I was being really good. I hadn't thought about Bret at all for almost a day. Then, I came downstairs and I found a stray jacked on the couch. It was clearly a guy’s jacket. It wasn’t mine. It wasn’t my dad’s. So, either some guy just came in here and left it or Bret did. 

I glanced around the room, making sure no one was watching, before my hand reached out and grabbed the stray jacket that lay innocently on the couch. I brought it closer to my face, curiosity mixing with a tinge of trepidation. The moment I inhaled his scent, a surge of electricity jolted through me, awakening a primal desire I had been desperately trying to suppress.

Damn it, why did his scent have to be so intoxicating? It was like a potent elixir that ignited a fire within me, a fire that I had been diligently trying to douse. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to get lost in the fragrance, every nerve tingling with a mixture of excitement and guilt.

The scent was familiar, so undeniably Bret. It wrapped around me like a seductive embrace, evoking memories of playing with myself. My mind wandered to the way his eyes sparkled when he smiled, the warmth of his touch, and the magnetic pull between us. In that moment, I realized how difficult it had become to keep him out of my thoughts, to resist the allure he exuded effortlessly.

I bit my lip, torn between indulging in the rush of desire and suppressing it with every ounce of willpower I possessed. This was dangerous territory, a labyrinth of emotions I wasn't ready to navigate. I knew the consequences of succumbing to this temptation could be catastrophic, threatening the fragile balance of our relationships and the trust that bound us.

But damn it, I was only human, and my body had its own agenda. The arousal coursed through me, igniting a battle between reason and desire. I wanted to shake off the spell Bret's scent had cast over me, to regain control over my wayward thoughts. Yet, it was an uphill struggle, a constant wrestling match between what I should do and what my body yearned for.

With a mix of frustration and longing, I reluctantly released my grip on the jacket, letting it fall back onto the couch. It was a small victory, a momentary triumph over the overwhelming temptation that threatened to consume me. But deep down, I knew that the battle wasn't over. The scent lingered, the memories taunted, and the desire simmered beneath the surface.

I took a deep breath, reminding myself of the importance of boundaries and the consequences of crossing them. I had made a promise to myself and to Lily, and I couldn't allow the allure of a scent to jeopardize everything we held dear. It was time to redirect my focus, to channel my energy into healthier pursuits, and to remind myself of the value of self-control.

Then I forget all about that and swiped the jacket like a stealthy ninja, sneaking it up to my room as if my life depended on it. Who knew a piece of clothing could hold such power over me? But there it was, tempting me with its tantalizing scent of masculinity. My senses were on high alert, and damn, they were getting turned on by the mere whiff of Bret's essence.

As I closed the door behind me, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of guilt and excitement bubbling up inside. It was like I had stumbled upon a hidden treasure, a forbidden artifact that held the key to my desires. I laid the jacket on the chair, treating it as if it were the crown jewel of my secret collection.

I looked around my room, feeling the weight of my mischievous act. The walls seemed to taunt me, silently challenging my morality. But damn it, there was something thrilling about having a secret, about possessing a piece of him that nobody else knew about. It was like I had a backstage pass to the Bret Show, and I was the only one in the audience.

Guilt tried to worm its way into my conscience, whispering warnings about boundaries and trust. But who was I kidding? The allure of secrecy was too irresistible to resist. I was like a kid with their hand caught in the cookie jar, relishing the forbidden sweetness and the rush of being oh-so-sneaky.

The jacket became a symbol of my forbidden attraction, a tangible connection to Bret that I wasn't supposed to have. It was my own little secret shrine, a shrine that spelled trouble with a capital T.  But in that moment, as I gazed at the coveted jacket, I pushed aside the impending storm.

All I cared about was the rush, the exhilaration, and the undeniable connection I felt to Bret. Sometimes you just had to embrace the chaos and hope for the best.

As I held the jacket up to my nose, I reached into my underwear and starting frantically rubbing myself, back arched, I peered down to get a better view of my clit. Soon, it was the masturbation itself and the naughtiness that turned me on. I let the jacket fall from my grasp, using the much-needed hand to fondle my breasts.

Why do I not have a dildo already? I asked myself. This was going to need to get sorted out fast. But that was the least of it. As I climaxed again, feeling myself coming down, I felt a wave of satisfaction. I had done it and nobody had known. Bret would never know it was gone. A piece of him was mine, all mine. 


9.

I stood in front of the mirror, admiring the sight of the jacket draped over my shoulders. It was a few sizes too big, swallowing me up in its folds, but damn if it didn't make me feel a certain way. Small and girlish, like I had stumbled into a world of femininity that I never thought I'd explore. And surprisingly, I kind of liked it.

The fabric brushed against my bare skin, sending a tingle of sensation through my body. It was an odd mix of comfort and discomfort, like a sweet ache that kept me yearning for more. Sure, my nipples chafed a little, but that was a small price to pay for the thrill of having something that had touched his body now against mine. It was a bizarre and intoxicating connection that I couldn't quite put into words.

I caught myself daydreaming, lost in a fantasy where Bret would offer me the jacket with a charming smile, declaring how cute it looked on me. Imagining his approval, his admiration, sent a surge of warmth coursing through my veins. It was a dangerous game my mind played, painting vivid scenes that danced between the realms of reality and wishful thinking.

But just as I was lost in my reverie, a sudden knock at the door jolted me back to reality. Panic gripped me, and I swiftly moved to hide the jacket, stuffing it into the back of my closet as if it were evidence of some unspeakable crime. I couldn't let anyone discover my secret, especially not now. I took too long, having to throw on some clothes. I checked myself in the mirror and noticed my hair was all oily and stringy. I looked so obvious.

"Coming!" I called out, my heart pounding against my chest as I tried to compose myself. I took a deep breath, forcing a nonchalant expression on my face, and opened the door.

To my relief, it was only Lily standing there, a curious smile playing on her lips. She raised an eyebrow, her eyes flickering to the disheveled state of my room before meeting mine. Had she seen something? Was my secret about to be exposed?

"What were you doing in here?" she asked, her tone laced with playful suspicion.

I shrugged, trying my best to act nonchalant. "Just hanging out. Why?"

Lily's eyes lingered on me for a moment, as if she could sense something was amiss. But then she seemed to shake off her suspicions, a mischievous grin forming on her face.

"Are you okay? You're always in your room all the time," Lily remarked, her concern evident in her voice. She looked at me with those compassionate eyes that knew something was off.

"Oh, you know me," I replied with a forced smile, trying to brush off her worry. "Just need some alone time, that's all."

“We need to go the hospital again. They just love seeing me down there. After, Mom and I are going to the mall. Wanna come?”

“No thanks. I’ll just stay here. You guys have fun though.”

Lily seemed unconvinced, her brow furrowing slightly. But instead of pressing further, she nodded understandingly and left the room to get ready. I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding, grateful for the chance to be alone. The house to myself meant no prying eyes, no one to witness my internal struggles.

As the front door closed, I found myself pacing back and forth in my room, thoughts swirling in my mind. It was then that an idea struck me like a lightning bolt.

With Lily and my mom out of the house, I had the perfect opportunity to explore and experiment without fear of interruption or judgment. I knew I wanted Bret to see me, the real me, naked. And I didn’t want to be wearing boxers when it happened. Even if I was just nursing a hopeless crush, I couldn’t let go of the fantasy just yet. 

It was time to dive deeper into this new aspect of myself that had emerged. I had to try on Lily’s underwear. Yeah, weird, gross. But I was a girl now, after all. And I needed some panties. I went into her room and found them right away.

I cautiously rummaged through Lily's dresser, a forbidden treasure trove of lacy wonders. I mean, seriously, who needs this many frilly panties? The choices were overwhelming, like a Victoria's Secret bomb exploded. After some careful consideration (because fashion decisions are important, even when the underwear is not your own), I settled on a pair that seemed fancy enough to grace a catwalk.

With a mix of excitement and a dash of self-doubt, I awkwardly stripped off my own underwear and pulled on Lily's frilly creation. As I glanced in the mirror, I couldn't help but chuckle at the sight. There I was in frilly undies, living life on the wild side. I struck a pose, doing my best impression of a sultry lingerie model. Hey, if I was going to rock Lily's panties, I might as well embrace the fantasy, right? I flashed a wry smile at my reflection, feeling a strange sense of empowerment. Who knew a pair of underwear could make you feel both ridiculous and strangely confident at the same time?

But alas, the experiment had run its course. It was time to return to reality and bid farewell to the world of feminine undergarments. I peeled off the borrowed panties, feeling a mix of relief and a twinge of nostalgia. Farewell, dear lacy companion. You served your purpose, even if it was just to make me laugh and question my life choices. Life's too short to take everything so seriously, especially when you're standing in your sister's panties.

I was just about to peel off the borrowed panties when the unmistakable sound of a car pulling up jolted me into panic mode. Oh crap, I thought, my heart racing. I hastily abandoned my secret experiment and darted to my room, scrambling to get back into my own clothes. I couldn't let anyone catch me in this compromising situation.

With a flurry of clothing and a few clumsy maneuvers, I managed to transform from a would-be underwear model back into my regular self. Sweat dotted my brow as I tried to regain my composure. I had to act cool, as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened. Yeah, just another day in the life of Brandon, the master of awkward situations.

Taking a deep breath, I descended the stairs, mentally preparing myself to face the judgmental gazes of my sister and mother. But instead, to my surprise and mixed relief, there stood Bret.

10.

“Hey,” he said as he entered. No kiss, no flirty eyes. Nothing. Just “hey.” He waltzed in, looking past me up at Lily’s room. I needed him to look at me. I needed it. So, while I’m not proud of what I did next, the words slipped out.

"You still can't tell us apart, can you?" I teased, watching Bret's eyes widen in surprise. I knew I had pushed the boundaries too far. But the mischievous part of me couldn't resist the urge to stir up some playful chaos.

"Sorry, babe. I thought you were Brandon," he responded, his voice tinged with genuine remorse. A playful smirk danced across my lips as I continued to play the part. This was the perfect opportunity to have a little fun and see how far I could take it.

My nose scrunched up in exaggerated disdain. "Eww. Just because a girl wears sweats, you assume she's her brother? I mean, seriously?" I couldn't help but inject a hint of snark into my words, highlighting the ridiculousness of the situation. Deep down, I knew it was all a game, a facade I was maintaining, but in that moment, it felt strangely exhilarating.

Seizing the chance to take the charade further, I pulled Bret closer, my heart pounding with anticipation. In his mind, he still believed he was kissing Lily, unaware of the switcheroo. As our lips met, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and guilt. It was a dangerous game we were playing, but the thrill of the moment was hard to resist.

Reluctantly, our lips parted, and I watched as a mix of surprise and desire flickered in Bret's eyes. He seemed intrigued, eager for more. Unaware of the truth, he suggested, "Hey, why don't we go upstairs and watch a movie?"

I fought back a surge of nervousness, my mind racing with conflicting thoughts. This had gone further than I had expected, and now I found myself standing at a crossroads. Should I reveal the truth and face the consequences, or continue down this tangled path of deceit?

For a fleeting moment, I entertained the idea of confessing, of lifting the veil of deception and letting the truth unravel. But a part of me hesitated. The allure of the forbidden, the intoxicating thrill of the secret, held me in its grip.

I met Bret's gaze, a mixture of excitement and uncertainty swirling within me. With a coy smile, I nodded in agreement. "Sure, let's go upstairs and watch a movie," I responded, my voice filled with a subtle mix of anticipation and trepidation. The path ahead was uncertain, fraught with risk, but for now, I would embrace the role I had stepped into.

As we made our way upstairs, I couldn't help but wonder how long this charade could last. The tangled web of identities and desires had ensnared us both, and we were willingly playing our parts, dancing on the precipice of something forbidden.

Sitting in Lily's room, pretending to be her while snuggled up with Bret on the bed, my attention was nowhere near the movie playing on the screen. It was like a cheesy rom-com was trying to compete with the whirlwind of thoughts swirling in my head.

"What's wrong?" Bret's concerned voice cut through the noise, his eyes searching mine. "Your heart is racing."

Smooth move, genius. Nothing gets past this guy. I scrambled for a quick response, desperately trying to come up with a plausible excuse. "It's just the movie," I muttered, hoping my feeble explanation would be enough to convince him. But who was I kidding? No rom-com could make my heart go haywire like this.

He arched an eyebrow, clearly not buying my flimsy excuse. I had to think fast. Without giving it much thought, I leaned in and kissed him again. Call it instinct or sheer desperation, but in that moment, it felt like the easiest way to divert his attention from the truth.

The kiss was a cocktail of conflicting emotions. There was an urgency fueled by the weight of our secrets, mixed with the uncertainty of how we had ended up in this tangled mess. For a moment, it was just us, lost in a stolen connection, as if the world outside had ceased to exist.

Our hands moved across each other’s bodies, touching and caressing each other. As mine moved lower, I felt the swelling member that was pressing against his thigh. He was horny. I was making him hard. That big thing hard. That big thing I needed.

“Take it out,” I said. He stopped kissing my neck and looked straight into my eyes.

“Really?” he almost whispered. Yes, Bret. You were about to get a hummer from your girlfriend. Enjoy.

His cock sprang out so fast that I worried it might stick in his zipper. Instead, it rose and hung there, looking magnificent at full mast. I lowered myself so that I could put my mouth closer to his dick.

For a second, I thought about what the old me would have thought from looking at that thing. But that thought passed quickly, because I knew I had to make this move now or risk losing my chance.

I decided to just go for it, wrapping my lips around his head and caressing it with my tongue. I didn’t know what I was doing. Not really. But hours of watching guys getting blown hadn’t taught me nothing, and I figured that since I had once had one of those things myself I could use that to my advantage.

He came, catching me completely by surprise. As hot cum coated the roof of my mouth, I struggled to keep my composure. But I decided I couldn’t let even a drop stain Lily’s sheets, so I swallowed the whole load then and there.


11.

As the post-passion haze cleared, a tidal wave of doubt crashed over me. How the hell did I let myself get caught up in this mess? What would Lily say if she ever found out? Could I even face her without wanting to crawl into a hole and disappear? Bret, being his usual unhelpful self, lay there with that stupid grin on his face. "Why didn't you ever ask to do that before?" he asked, like he just won the lottery. My eyes narrowed, frustration bubbling inside. "Something just came over me, alright? A sudden bout of temporary insanity," I shot back, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

The truth was, I felt like I had just taken a nosedive into a bottomless pit of bad decisions. I betrayed Lily's trust, and that realization weighed on me like a sack of bricks. It wasn't just about the heat of the moment anymore. Regret gnawed at my insides, mingling with the lingering desire that clung to my skin. I wished I could rewind time, hit the reset button, and erase this whole debacle from existence. But life doesn't work like that, and now I had to face the consequences of my impulsive actions.

While Bret reveled in the afterglow, I was left grappling with the mess we created. "Something just came over me, I guess," I repeated, trying to downplay the magnitude of the situation. It was the closest thing to the truth, I suppose. In that moment, reason took a nosedive and desire hijacked the controls. I succumbed to the allure of the forbidden, consequences be damned.

But beneath my casual reply, turmoil raged like a tempest. Regret and longing tangled together, creating a storm of conflicting emotions inside me. I longed for a chance to rewind, to unmake what had transpired. But wishes were just that—wishes. Reality stared me in the face, unyielding and unforgiving.

In that moment, it dawned on me that I had done something unforgivable. So, I couldn’t allow myself the need to be forgiven. I had to make sure that I could never, never get caught.

I racked my brain, desperately searching for a way to extricate Bret from Lily's bedroom before she walked in on this mess. The mere thought of her catching us in the act sent shivers down my spine. If Lily returned home now, it would be a one-way ticket to Awkwardville, population: us. I couldn't bear the thought of Bret realizing he just locked lips with his girlfriend's brother... or sister... or whatever the hell I was at this point.

Thinking on my feet, I blurted out the first excuse that came to mind. "Hey, uh, I really need to focus on studying right now," I said, trying to sound as convincing as possible. But instead of taking the hint, the lovable idiot of a guy offered to help.

“What do you need?” he said. “Unless it’s math, count me in.”

Seriously? Did he not comprehend the severity of the situation we were in? I couldn't let him stick around any longer, but I had to come up with a plan, and fast.

"I appreciate the offer, Bret, but I'm feeling really sick," I blurted out, hoping he would finally catch on and leave. A flicker of concern crossed his face, and damn it, now he was worried.

"Sick? Like, serious sick?" he asked, his voice tinged with genuine concern. Great, just great. I didn't need him fussing over me when I was already dealing with a hurricane of emotions and regret.

Playing up the sick card, I nodded weakly and mustered my best performance. "Yeah, it's bad. I think I might need some rest and solitude," I replied, hoping he would take the bait and flee the scene. I mean, who would want to stick around a potential plague carrier, right? But of course, Bret had to go and be all caring and considerate.

“Was it because of my, ya know, stuff?”

“No! I was feeling that way before.”

“Was that why? Why you wanted to do it, because you were sick?”

My god, I realized. It was possible that in all of my longing for Bret I had failed to realize that he was, well, kinda stupid.

"Should I call someone? Do you need a doctor?" he asked, his voice filled with worry. The guy had a heart of gold, but right now, his presence was the last thing I needed. I had to find a way to convince him that I just needed some alone time, without causing further panic or arousing suspicion.

I mustered up a weak smile, trying to appear grateful for his concern while silently urging him to leave. "Nah, I think I just need to rest it out. You're sweet for asking, though," I replied, hoping my words would be enough to nudge him out the door. I needed a stroke of luck, a sudden distraction, or maybe even a fake emergency to give me the opportunity to bid him farewell.

As I awaited his response, my mind raced, searching for an escape route. How could I get rid of this guy without arousing his suspicion or making him feel guilty? Then it hit me—a stroke of genius disguised as sheer desperation. "Actually, Bret, I think I might need to run to the bathroom," I blurted out, feigning urgency. "It could be coming out both ends, if you catch my drift. You should probably go now."

The look of concern on his face morphed into one of genuine empathy and slight horror. "Oh, uh, yeah, of course. Take care, babe. Get better soon," he stammered, scrambling to his feet. Relief washed over me as I watched him hurriedly exit the room, leaving me alone with a mix of guilt and a sense of temporary reprieve.

Once he was gone, I went to work setting everything right. The bed had to be made again. I scanned the duvet carefully for any unseen stains. Then, I heard the car approaching.

My heart pounded in my chest as I desperately scrambled for a plan. I couldn't let Bret walk right into the jaws of an impending disaster. I ran downstairs to find him almost at the front door. Thinking on my feet, I blurted out the first thing that came to mind.

"Hey, Bret, you know what would be really cool? You should totally check out the backyard. The foliage is absolutely amazing this time of day," I said, a hint of urgency lacing my words. Bret turned to me, clearly confused by the sudden suggestion, but surprisingly, he nodded and veered towards the backyard. I watched him go, exhaling a silent sigh of relief.

As I entered the kitchen, I found my mom and Lily engaged in conversation, seemingly oblivious to the whirlwind of emotions I had just experienced. "Hey, guys, how did it go?" I asked, attempting to appear casual as I leaned against the kitchen counter. My mom glanced up, a warm smile spreading across her face.

"The doctor said everything is perfectly normal," she replied, her voice tinged with relief. It took every ounce of self-control not to let my anxiety bubble to the surface. I couldn't let them suspect a thing.

Lily's eyes narrowed as she regarded me with a curious expression. "What have you been up to all afternoon?" she inquired, clearly sensing that something was amiss. My mind raced, searching for a plausible explanation that would deflect any suspicion.

"Oh, you know me," I said, mustering a nonchalant shrug. "Just chilling in my room, listening to music, and browsing the internet. Nothing out of the ordinary." I hoped my casual demeanor would be enough to convince them, even though I felt like a ticking time bomb waiting to explode.

Lily's gaze lingered on me for a moment, as if she was silently scrutinizing my every word and gesture. The seconds stretched out, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. Finally, she seemed to accept my response, her expression softening.

"Alright, as long as you had a relaxing afternoon," Lily said, her tone hinting at a touch of skepticism. I breathed a sigh of relief, grateful that I had managed to dodge her probing questions, at least for now.

My mom, oblivious to the undercurrents swirling around us, turned her attention back to the task at hand. "Well, since everything went smoothly at the doctor's appointment, why don't we all sit down and enjoy a nice meal together?" she suggested, attempting to restore a sense of normalcy.

I nodded, grateful for the distraction and the opportunity to maintain the façade a little longer. "Sounds great, Mom. I'm starving," I replied, a hint of genuine hunger lacing my words.

As we gathered around the kitchen table, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of relief and apprehension. The events of the day were far from over, and the weight of my secret threatened to consume me. I knew that sooner or later, the truth would surface, and I would have to face the consequences of my actions. But for now, I focused on the present, doing my best to play the part of an innocent bystander in a web of tangled emotions.


12.

In the next few days, I kept a close watch on Lily, Sherlock-style– or Enola-style, I guess– trying to gauge if she had any inkling of what went down between Bret and me. If she suspected anything fishy, she hid it better than James Bond in a high-stakes poker game.

But guilt, my dear friend guilt, had set up shop in the corner of my mind, reminding me of the colossal mess I had gotten myself into. The guilt was like an annoying pop-up ad that wouldn't go away no matter how hard you clicked the X button. It made me question my judgment, my loyalty, and my ability to resist temptation. Damn you, guilt!

The truth was, as much as I hated to admit it, there was a wicked part of me that couldn't help but revel in the exhilaration of what happened with Bret. It was like a roller coaster ride, forbidden and thrilling all at once. But deep down, I knew I had crossed a line, a line that should never be crossed, especially with my sister's boyfriend.

Realizing the gravity of the situation, I knew I had to take action. I had to make a grand exit, like Batman disappearing into the night, but without the fancy gadgets and cool suit. So, I devised a plan to cut my time at home short and head back to the sanctuary of university life. It was a strategic move, a way to escape the swirling vortex of temptation and save what was left of my sanity.

Just as I had made it over one hurdle, I tripped over another.

"Hey, you don't have any, um, leftover condoms, do you?" she asked. Just as I thought I had made a clean getaway, fate threw a curveball my way in the form of Lily's unexpected knock on my door. With her question hanging in the air, I couldn't help but raise an eyebrow. "Leftover condoms, huh? Well, let's see what the pantry has in stock," I replied, mustering up a hint of mischievousness.

“What’s the emergency?” I asked, trying to be casual. She gave me a look like, you know what it is.

Her admission about Bret's newfound eagerness hit me like a sucker punch to the gut. Jealousy crept in, uninvited, and I fought to suppress it. After all, who was I to feel jealous? He was her boyfriend, and I had no claim to him. I tried my best to mask my conflicting emotions with a casual shrug.

"Sure thing, sis. It's always good to be prepared," I said, rummaging through my stash of supplies like a clandestine supplier in a secret operation. I located a couple of unopened rubbers and handed them over, along with a half-hearted reminder to use them responsibly.

It was a strange mix of emotions that swirled inside me—relief that Lily didn’t suspect anything, a twinge of envy as I imagined them together, and a tinge of guilt for being entangled in this mess in the first place. But I knew that I had no right to interfere or judge. It was their relationship, their choices, and my role was simply to support my sister, even if it meant swallowing my own desires.


13.

That night at dinner, I braced myself for the difficult conversation ahead. It was time to reveal my plan to return to school and confront the reality of my transformed identity. After I shared my news, my dad's concerned voice broke the silence. "Are you really ready for this, son?" he asked, genuine worry etched on his face.

I hesitated for a moment, contemplating my response. "Yeah, I think so," I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt. “I have to go back sometime, right? Might as well be now.”

As the questions from my family poured in, my dad's inquiry about my presentation caught me off guard. Was I ready to face the world as a girl? The thought was simultaneously exhilarating and terrifying. I hadn't even settled on a new name that resonated with my newfound identity. The name "Brandon" no longer felt like a perfect fit. "I'll figure it out," I responded, my tone a little curt as I grappled with my own uncertainties.

The truth was, I was stepping into uncharted territory, trying to reintegrate into my old life with my new body. But all of that was cake compared to the complications I was leaving behind.

As I meticulously folded my clothes and packed up my room, my eyes fell upon the jacket tucked away in a corner. I should have thrown away the damn thing, but nope, sentimental idiot that I am, I wanted to hold onto a little piece of Bret. A memento from our tangled mess of a situation. So, I grabbed the jacket, deciding to keep it as a reminder of my questionable life choices. Yeah, real smart move, genius.

My phone buzzed with a text notification. And guess whose name popped up? You got it. Bret.

"We need to talk," the message flashed on the screen. Oh, great. As if my life wasn't already messed up enough.

"You know this is Brandon's phone, right?" Maybe he'd realize he had texted the wrong person. Wishful thinking, I know.

Turns out, he was fully aware of whose phone he was texting. "Of course. Please, let's meet," he responded, like he had some urgent matter to discuss. Seriously, what now? As if things weren't complicated and awkward as hell already. But hey, let's add another layer of awkwardness to this circus, shall we?

I stood there, staring at the screen, torn between a twisted sense of curiosity and the undeniable urge to crawl into a hole and hide. What the hell did he want? I had no idea, and that uncertainty gnawed at me.

With a heavy sigh, I made up my mind. If we were going to have this chat, we were going to do it on my terms. I wasn't about to be caught off guard or swept away in some emotional whirlwind. Nah, if there was going to be any confrontation or messy unraveling, I wanted to be in control.

Jacket slung over my shoulder, I steeled myself for whatever lay ahead. The weight of our clandestine affair pressed on me, mingling with a strange mix of anticipation and anxiety. It was time to face the music, to see where this twisted rollercoaster ride would take us. As I walked out the door, I couldn't help but mutter to myself, "Well, here we go, venturing deeper into the rabbit hole. Wish me luck, or a miracle, or both."


15.

I pulled up to the secluded spot in the woods where Bret had instructed me to meet him. The engine of my car sputtered to a halt, and I took a moment to gather my thoughts. What the hell was I doing here? But against my better judgment, I stepped out of the car, my heart pounding in my chest.

There he was, standing amidst the dappled sunlight that filtered through the trees. The moment our eyes locked, I could sense something had shifted. He wore an expression of both realization and longing. "I know it was you," he uttered, his voice heavy with a mixture of accusation and desire. Damn it, he had figured it out. All my efforts to hide the truth had crumbled like a house of cards.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was me.”

“Why?” he asked.

“I just…wanted to. It’s the change, ya know? Ever since the procedure, it’s like my urges aren’t my own.

Caught in his gaze, I mustered up whatever composure I had left. "Look, Bret," I began, my voice wavering slightly, "I shouldn’t have done what I did. You're with Lily. You should be focusing on her, not me." It was the right thing to say, the responsible thing. But deep down, a part of me yearned for his words to prove me wrong.

"No," he said firmly, closing the distance between us. "I want you." His words hung in the air, thick with desire and vulnerability. And in that moment, all my doubts and self-restraint crumbled like a sandcastle against the tide. How could I resist? The forbidden allure, the undeniable chemistry between us, it was too powerful to ignore.

I tried to fight it, to reason with myself. This was wrong on so many levels. But the heart has a way of blurring lines and challenging logic. As much as I wanted to deny it, I couldn't deny the pull I felt toward him. In that secluded spot, surrounded by nature's embrace, our desires collided, and I succumbed to the undeniable truth—I wanted him too.

With a mixture of resignation and surrender, I looked into his eyes and whispered, "I want you too."

Bret guided me to a hidden nook nestled amidst the trees, a secluded spot shielded from prying eyes. As our lips met in a fervent kiss, a surge of passion coursed through my veins, mingling with the tumultuous storm of emotions swirling inside me. It was a collision of desire and conflict, a symphony of pleasure and guilt.

The intensity of our embrace heightened with each passing moment, drawing us further into the abyss of our forbidden attraction. Our bodies pressed together, fueling the fire that burned between us. There was a reckless abandon as we shed our clothes, our lips and mouths exploring each other’s bodies.

“I want to do what you did for me before,” he said as he began to kiss my stomach, moving lower with each quick peck. “Lie down on the grass. Here.”

I did as I was told, fingers anxiously working the buttons on my tight little jean shorts, revealing the red lacy panties beneath. Bret leaned down, tugging off my jean shorts. As he kissed my inner thigh, nuzzling my hood, I felt a burst of arousal pass through me. Just having his face pressed so close to my pussy, the feel of his hot breath on me excited me. I wanted him to touch my clit, to play with the most feminine parts of my body and make me feel all girly inside.

“You’re wet,” he said, smiling.

“Yeah, so what are you going to do about it?” I asked.

With a flick of his finger, he’d hooked my panties and slid them off me with one smooth motion. He’s smooth, I thought as my pussy enjoyed a breath of fresh air. As his tongue brushed against my outer lips, I felt the urge to press myself into his face, treating him to my scent and juices.

Bret was thorough, gently probing the depths of my pussy before treating my clit to the attention she deserved. The pleasure building up inside me was quickly becoming too much to contain. It heightened the intense need I had to feel his cock inside me.

“Put it in,” I gasped as he pleasured me. He quickly complied, unzipping his pants and pulling down his shorts. The pressure was incredible, but I felt no pain. Instead, Bret’s cock felt delicious in the gap between my legs, a feeling of fullness that I hadn’t realized how badly I needed it until it was finally there.

Each thrust was deeper, harder, filling me with an uncontainable pleasure. I wanted to spread myself further, to let him in completely. But his girth and the intensity of the thrusts of his powerful hips threatened to break something inside me. I was completely powerless against the strength of his thrusts, and I loved it.

I groaned, arched my back, my ankles resting on his shoulders as he had his way with me. The thought that someone might come upon us now, see me getting fucked by this beautiful man, was thrilling. I imagined everyone I knew seeing how the guy they had known got turned into a dirty little slut just begging for hard cock.

That’s when I came, hard. The allure of the forbidden was just what got me going, I guess. Bret pulled out before finishing, thank God. I can’t believe I was so reckless, but that was just what came over me in the moment.

But within the depths of pleasure, a turbulent sea of emotions raged. Conflicting thoughts tugged at the corners of my mind, reminding me of the consequences we would inevitably face. Guilt mingled with ecstasy, as the lines between right and wrong blurred into an indistinguishable haze.

As we lay together on the grass, the intensity of our connection still lingering, Bret opened up about his plans. He wanted to confess everything to Lily, to start anew, to build a future together. The picture he painted was both alluring and fraught with uncertainty, and it tugged at my heart.

But as I allowed myself to entertain his words, a heavy guilt settled within me, like a storm brewing in my chest. My lip trembled, betraying the inner turmoil I was grappling with. Sensing my distress, Bret looked at me with concern, searching for answers.

“We can’t tell Lily and continue like this. If we admit everything, my relationship with my sister will be changed forever. It already has been.”

As I voiced my pain, a deep ache settled in my chest, yearning for a love that could never truly be. The guilt that had shadowed us, born from our forbidden desires, now compelled me to make a difficult decision. I knew that despite the temptation of a life unburdened by lies, we had to bring an end to our hidden affair.

Though it tore me apart, I understood the importance of honesty, of embracing the truth no matter how painful. We couldn't sustain this facade, this love veiled in secrecy. The toll it would take on those we cared about was too great.

And so, with a heavy heart and tears staining our cheeks, we embraced the inevitable truth. Our forbidden love had reached its breaking point, and it was time to let go. We had to forge separate paths, seek redemption, and find healing in the aftermath of our transgressions.
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Lily's reaction was a complete disaster, no surprise there. Bret attempted to take the fall, but I cut him off. "No, it's on me," I confessed. "I'm the one who screwed everything up. I seduced him. He thought I was you."

Lily's face turned into a volatile mix of disgust, anger, and deep pain. Bret wisely made his exit, leaving behind a wreckage of broken trust and shattered relationships.

The weight of my choices hit me like a ton of bricks. How could I have been so stupid? I risked my bond with my own sister for an all-access pass to some guy's body. It was a colossal screw-up, and I couldn't help but feel the full weight of my regret.

In the aftermath, a heavy silence filled the room, as if the air had been sucked out. The damage was done, and there was no way to undo it. I had crossed a line that shouldn't have been crossed, and now our sisterhood lay in ruins.

The realization of my mistake gnawed at my conscience. I was consumed by remorse, understanding the irreversible harm I had caused. I had betrayed the one person who had always been there for me, and there was no easy way to make amends.

I yearned for a chance to turn back time, to erase the mess I had made. But there was no magic button to fix things, only the painful truth that my actions had permanently damaged our relationship.

In the wake of the chaos, a heavy silence settled, punctuating the distance between us. I was left grappling with the weight of my own mistakes, realizing the extent of my shortcomings. I had prioritized momentary desires over the unbreakable bond of family, and it had cost me dearly. But I was determined to learn from my mistakes and rebuild what was broken, both for Lily and for myself. It wouldn't be easy, but it was the only way to move forward and heal the wounds that I had inflicted.

The next morning, I was ready to hit the road and head back to school. Strangely enough, I found myself looking forward to the impending awkwardness of reintroducing myself as a girl to my college friends. Compared to the mess I was leaving behind, it seemed like a piece of cake.

My parents were there to lend a helping hand, carrying boxes of my clothes and belongings to the car. Lily, however, remained secluded in her room. I couldn't blame her; the wounds were still fresh and raw.

As I settled into the driver's seat and prepared to pull out of the driveway, a sudden movement caught my attention. Lily emerged from the house, racing towards the car, determination etched across her face. She stopped me in my tracks.

"I still love you," she declared, her words hanging in the air. "You're my brother, or sister now, I guess." There was a mixture of vulnerability and forgiveness in her eyes.

A surge of emotions coursed through me as I met her gaze. In that moment, I couldn't help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, things had a glimmer of hope for improvement. Despite the mess I had created, the bond between us remained, albeit altered. We embraced, and I allowed myself to believe that, with time, understanding, and effort, we could start to rebuild what had been shattered.

It was a bittersweet moment, filled with both relief and uncertainty. The road ahead wouldn't be easy, but perhaps this was the beginning of a new chapter—a chance to mend the broken pieces and strengthen the connection we once had. Only time would tell, but in that embrace, there was a flicker of hope, a flicker that I held onto tightly as we stood there, embracing the possibility of healing and forgiveness.


18.

That semester was a bit of a rollercoaster. Things were definitely strained between Lily and me, no surprise there. The aftermath of my dumb choices hung in the air like a bad smell. But hey, at least we kept in touch through text messages. We were practically glued to our phones, exchanging messages all day long. It was like we were making up for lost time or trying to bridge the gap between us with a digital lifeline.

I gotta hand it to Lily, she's a forgiving soul. She took Bret back, and I couldn't be happier for them. He's a decent guy, really. And guess what? I've got a boyfriend now too! Not only that, yours truly is a proud sorority girl. Who would've thought? Life has a funny way of surprising you.

Being part of the sorority scene opened up a whole new world of experiences. Parties, sisterhood events, and bonding with my fellow sorority sisters became the norm. It's like living in a perpetual sleepover, with drama, laughter, and a whole lot of sisterly support. I can't deny, it added some much-needed excitement to my college life.

Sure, there were still some lingering tensions between Lily and me. We couldn't just sweep it all under the rug and pretend everything was great. But hey, we kept texting, and that counts for something. We were slowly rebuilding our relationship, one message at a time. It wasn't smooth sailing, but we were determined to make it work.

Life had thrown me a curveball, and I had to adjust my swing. It wasn't easy, and there were moments when I questioned my choices. But amidst the chaos, I discovered a newfound strength, resilience, and the power of forgiveness. It's a journey, man, with ups and downs, but we're navigating through it.

So, there you have it. A semester filled with strained ties, unexpected romance, and sorority shenanigans. Who knows what the future holds? All I know is that I'm taking life one day at a time, armed with my snarky humor and an open mind. Let's see where this crazy ride takes me next.


The Freshwoman

1.

I hate seniors. I know, I realize that’s like hating thirty-year-olds or old folks. I’ll be there myself one day. Yeah, I know, I know. But when you’re a freshman and the assholes who call themselves your ‘brothers’ tell you that you’re throwing them a party and you get stuck collecting the money for the booze (and making up the difference yourself when the collection comes up short), you can see where I’m coming from. Seniors give orders, and freshmen obey orders. Seniors can drink legally, but they make you buy them beer. So instead of studying for my Trig test or watching Top Shot or jerking off, or doing whatever I would prefer to be doing with my Saturday, I spent the afternoon running myself ragged making fliers to hand out to all the sorority houses, ordering pizzas, prying money out of the hands of anyone who happens to be hanging around the house, and generally doing all the bitch work that makes a party happen. And ya know what? It’s actually come together.

What was just a twinkle in Baxter’s eye this morning is now a rager with three kegs flowing at once, music, a beer pong table, and at least three hundred people all thanks to my effort.

“Not bad,” Steve says, taking a nice healthy bong rip and setting the glass piece back on the toilet tank where he found it. “You throw a kickass party, Declan. I’m gonna tell Bax to make you Party Chairman.” We’re standing in the second-floor bathroom, because where else can you blaze in peace during a house party?

“Do that and you’re not invited to the next one I throw,” I say, fingering the rolling papers in my hand between my fingers.

“Bro, I live here. I’m getting in regardless.”

"That's what she said," we both intone at the same time. He says it sincerely; I say it somewhat ironically. It's times like these that make me wonder why exactly I pay close to $500 a month in dues to have friends like Steve. He's barely making a 2.1-grade point average, goes days without bathing, and I suspect that he shoplifted the mildewy hat he's never been seen without. Then again, he did provide the weed for the joint I'm now rolling. So, there's that.

“I’m serious, man. You’re really goin’ places in this little organization of ours.”

“That’s because I do the bitch work without complaint. Bax says throw a party, so I make it so. Jump? Oh, how high, sir?”

“Listen to you. You sound like a pledge.”

“Don’t remind me. I still have scars, literal scars from pledge week.”

“I’m just sayin’ man, look on the bright side.”

The door flies open. Big Man, a 270-pound Samoan in a Metal t-shirt stumbles in, kicks up the toilet lid with the toe of his shoe, kneels down, and starts spewing into the bowl. Steve deftly grabs the bong and rescues it from the splash zone.

“I think I’m getting laid tonight,” Steve says.

“Hope springs eternal,” I say.

“What?” Steve asks, eyes glassy. Big Man continues to blow chunks, not concerned with our conversation any more than we are with his regurgitations.

“I’m saying good luck because you’re gonna need it,” I say.

“What are you talking about? I get plenty of tail,” Steve says, suddenly defensive. “What makes you think you’ll do any better?” 

“I don’t,” I say. “I know exactly how low my chances are, and that’s the difference between us.”

Big Man finishes up, flushes, and then exits without a word. I take the joint and light it, letting the paper at the tip burn off before inhaling.

“You got no fucking confidence, man,” Steve says, saying it like it’s a revelation from heaven. “You need some fucking confidence, man.”

Steve’s profundity staggers lesser minds.

“What I need is some seniority. That way, when I see a girl and can actually get close to her, I don’t have her ripped away by Bax or Shep or Mungo Terry or any of the other guys who live in the house and have bedrooms they can take their dates to.”

“Long time to wait for ass,” Steve says sagely.

“Indeed,” I say, coughing on the spliff. I hold out the joint for Steve but he’s still got the bong resting against his shoulder, glassy-eyed and unaware of how it got there.

“Getting a little cotton-mouthed,” I say, feeling the fuzziness on my tongue. “Think I’ll grab a beer.”

“Hope springs eternal,” Steve says, echoing my sentiment from a moment ago. The phrase seems to be rattling through his pot-addled brain. “Hope springs eternal,” he whispers, haunted.


2.

“Declan! Hey, brother,” Bax says, pulling me into a hug. “Just the man I was looking for. We’ve got odd numbers for beer pong. We’re hoping you can help us out.”

I don't have anything in particular against Baxter. He's never gone out of his way to abuse me. It's more that he carries destruction with him in his wake simply because doing the right thing is so often inconvenient. He's one of those guys who never sets out to do bad but always seems to find it along the way. With his grubby beard and penchant for berets, you'd take him for an artist, and I think he encourages the mystique. In reality, he's an accounting major.

“There’s your partner,” he says, pointing a chipped-black fingernail in the direction of a girl beside the time. She’s brunette, slim with a simple graphic t-shirt that looks like she bought it at Kohl’s or something. Very shy, unbelievably pretty. She seems out of place only because nobody seems to be paying her as much attention as a girl like that could expect to command. If she came with her sorority, those bitches have left her high and dry.

“Her?” I say, sensing some sort of trap.

“That’s right,” Baxter confirms. He’s a little sloshed, and I can see a sly grin forming at the corner of his mouth.

“She’s not with somebody?” I ask. Baxter shakes his head.

“All yours.”

“Why?”

I might just accept my good fortune, and if I hadn’t just gotten high, I would. But there’s something strange going on here. No way that a girl like that is on her own, with no one talking to her, for no reason.

“What are you asking me for? Shep says they’ve got odd numbers, so they’ve got odd numbers. Go over and make her feel welcome.”

Well, I guess that’s one way to get some confidence. I have to admit that Steve does have a point. I step through the crowd to where the girl is standing.

“Hey,” I say. “I’m Declan.”

“I’m Scarlet,” she says. I’m reminded of this line from a Cake song. ‘Her voice is dark, like tinted glass.’

“Ya need a partner?” I ask. She says something in response, but I can’t make it out over the din of the music.

“I was thinking I’d just watch,” she repeats, louder.

"Oh, okay," I respond. I'm about to say 'sorry' when she says.

"But you can be my partner if you want," she says. She looks at me with these sea-green eyes and I can sense that she'd be grateful if I accepted. Me, doing her a favor? Yes! 

“Yeah, that’s what I came over for.”

I hold out my knuckle and to my surprise, she gives a quick little fist bump in return. It's semi-ironic, but she does it seemingly without thinking. She pounds hard.

“I’ll write our names on the board,” I say, stepping over to the chalkboard and sliding us into a slot. When I come back, I tell her, “there’s like three games ahead of ours. You want to find a place to sit outside while we wait?”

“Sure!” Scarlet says.


3. 

Standing on the deck proves impossible, so instead, we go down and find a quietish space on the lawn.

“So what happened to your friends?” I ask.

“Like, who did I come here with?” she says.

“Yeah, what gives? Don’t girls usually come to parties in packs?”

“I came with my friend Jess, but she’s somewhere with my Johnny and his boyfriend Ramon. We’re kind of a clique, I guess.”

“That’s cool. No boyfriend?”

“Uh, no…” she says, sighing with embarrassment. It looks like she’s about to turn red.

“Sorry, was I too forward?” I ask.

“No, it’s not that. I just don’t get asked that a lot.”

“Really? Because that definitely seems like something you’d get asked, like, every day.”

“Could we maybe talk about something else, please?”

“Sorry. It’s just how people get to know each other, ya know?”

“Right, it’s just that I don’t really do that kind of stuff,” she says, folding one arm against another in a defensive posture. I’m thinking she must have been fat or a nerd or something in high school, so I don’t press the subject.

“What’s your major?” she says.

“Oh, I’m still undeclared,” I say.

"Okay, a guy who keeps his options open. I respect that." 

“You?”

“Business,” she says.

“You like it?”

“Nobody really likes it, I think. We’re all just trying to figure out how to make money because nothing else makes more sense.”

“It’s not a bad degree to have. At least it’s versatile,” I say.

“That’s me,” she says with a sly grin. Somehow I haven’t been let in on the joke.

“Yo!” Shep calls from the deck. “Declan and Scarlet, you’re up!”


4.

We destroy at pong. I’m good; she’s better. Scarlet gets three cups in a row and is ‘on fire’ straight off the bat. 

“Damn, how did you get so good at this?” I ask.

“How do you think?” she says.

“Right, I just don’t know many girls who are this gifted at beer pong.”

“You don’t know many girls like me,” she laughs, draining another. Our opponents have mopey looks on their faces, and the guy with the goatee looks like he’s about to cry. But he doesn’t. Instead, he barfs.

“Does that mean we win?”

“House rules say it’s a forfeit, so yeah. It’s our game.”

“Hell yeah!” Scarlet shouts, throwing her arms around me. I grin, happy for the physical contact, even if someone had to barf to make it happen. As she lets go, I notice one girl in the crowd around the table lean over and say something to her friend. Both girls give the classic ‘judgey’ look; the look that says, ‘you’re nastier than what I pick off my shoe.’ I can’t help but wonder what the hell these people seem to have against Scarlet. It feels like everyone’s in on a secret that I have no idea about.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. “Ready for round two?”

“Nah,” I say. “I’d rather get out of here.”

“Really? Don’t you have to be here?”

“Well, I mean, I’m in the frat but I live on campus.”

“Me too,” she says.

“Wanna walk back together?”

“Sure. That sounds great,” she beams. “I’ll go tell my friends.”

I nod, watch her cut her way through the crowd. I see an open spot on the couch and decide to snag it, play with my phone, and wait for Scarlet to return. But I've only been there for three minutes when Baxter saunters over, a handle of Jameson in his hand.

“Declan!”

“Hey, man.”

“Where ya going tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw you two talking.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Might want to rethink getting with this girl,” he says.

“Yeah, why’s that?”

"'Cause, she's not a girl.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“She’s a tranny, bro. I mean, hey, I couldn’t tell either. And if I didn’t know, I’d be looking to get into her pants too. But, ya know. No homo.”

Now I get it. The reason that Scarlet has been getting the stink eye from every girl in the place, the way that every guy seems to have a smug little smile on his face when he looks in her direction. Of course, she says she doesn't date. She doesn't want some asshole coming onto her only to learn the truth and drop her fast. Some asshole like me.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, man,” I say.

“Just a friendly word of warning,” he says. “Don’t shoot the messenger.”

But I do shoot him– a look. One that says, ‘go to hell. I can date who I like.’ Baxter throws up his hands in surrender.

“Your call, dude,” he says, snickering. I storm off, not wanting anything more to do with this scene. Scarlet catches up to me by the door.

“Hey, you okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Let’s just get out of here. I don’t really feel much like hanging around here.”

“Sure,” she says. “Let’s go.”


5.

The walk from the frat house to my dorm takes around seventeen minutes if you walk at a normal pace. But the walk tonight feels endless. Scarlet can sense that something’s not right. She tried walking close enough for me to reach out and take her hand. But I kept mine just where it was, and when a tree appeared in our path we moved apart to let it pass between us. Now that distance feels like it’s getting greater and greater. Even worse is the silence that sits in between us. It seems to just hang there with nothing to break it up. It’s not like I want to maintain this awkwardness between us, but what am I supposed to say?

‘Oh, hey, so I found out that you have a penis. Sorry for all the jerks at the party making fun of you for it.’ I feel bad that I know and that she doesn’t know that I know. It’s not fair that she gets this kind of treatment from people like that. It’s not like she asked to be the way she is. She’s just trying to be Scarlet, live her life and feel normal. And I want the same thing for her. Except…

I don’t know if I can look at her the same way.

“So… this a nice long silence.”

“What?”

“I said, this is a nice long walk,” she says. Did I just hear her wrong?

“I make it every day,” I say.

“Yeah, I can picture it. Pretty much exactly. You walking, not looking around, not saying anything to anyone.”

“Sorry,” I say. “Weed makes me introspective.”

“Yeah, same,” she says.

“Sorry for all those people at the party,” I say.

“What do you mean?” she asks. Did she really not notice how everyone seemed to be looking at her back there? No, she must have seen. Maybe she just didn’t register it.

“Those guys, they’re good guys, really. But they’re just a bunch of cavemen about a lot of things. I hope you didn’t take it personally.”

"I wasn't taking it personally. I mean, it hurt. At first. Then I saw that there was at least one cute, sweet, interesting guy there and I felt better."

“Oh,” I say. “Good.”

“Yeah, until I left the party to walk home with him and he got all quiet and weird.”

“Like I said–”

“Yeah, I get it. It’s the weed.”

“Right.”

“So, there’s nothing else that’s making you so cagey? Maybe something you learned about me back there?”

“Like what?”

“Come on, Declan.”

“Alright, yes. I did learn something about you that I wasn’t expecting.”

“Oh?”

“And I think you know what it is.”

“Do I?”

“Come on, Scarlet.”

“I don’t suppose it has anything to do with what’s between my legs. I mean, why would that be of interest to a boy like you.”

“A boy like me?”

“You are straight, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“So, you’re not interested. Isn’t that it?”

“Well, no. I mean, it’s not true that I’m not interested.”

“So, does that mean you are interested?”

I stop walking. She walks on a few paces before she notices. She turns, our eyes met.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m interested in you, Scarlet.”

She stands looking at me for a moment, trying to appraise whether I mean it. Then, she turns on her heel and starts walking toward campus again. 

“Good,” she says. I hurry to catch up to her.

“So…?”

“What?”

“Do you have any response?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to tell me what it is?”

“No.”

“No? So, what?”

“So, if you want to get to know me better, it sounds like we should probably hang out again.”

“Sure, cool. Yeah. Let’s do that,” I say. “When?”

“I have Chem Lab on Monday mornings, so I need tomorrow to prepare.”

“I’ve got Chem Lab too,” I say. “And I’m passing, I think. I could help you. Or we could study together, at least.”

“Okay, I like that plan. Hey, my dorm was back there,” I say, pointing back in the direction of the big grey building we just passed.

She stops and turns.

"Then, I guess it's goodnight, Declan."

“That’s it?” I say.

“What more were you expecting to get tonight?”

“I guess...I don’t know.”

She crosses over to me, looks at me with those big green eyes, and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. Even with the faint taste of beer on her breath, there's something delicious about her kiss. It's tentative and delicate, the way her lips press against mine; soft and warm, and completely feminine.

“Thanks for tonight,” she says.

“Yeah, you too,” I say, watching as she turns to go. The last thought in my mind as I walk back is her name pounding in my brain over and over and over. Scarlet, Scarlet, Scarlet.


6.

My first thought when I woke up this morning was of her. The sun streams in through the blinds that Rajnesh forgot to close last night. I'm lucky he's an early riser because there's a stiffy that I've got to do something about. I think about her lips and the way her body looked when she was walking away from me in the half-light of the street lights gives me a tightness in my shorts.

As I slide my swollen cock out of my briefs, I wonder if she’s doing the same thing. Does she get morning wood the way a guy does? Does she slip herself out of a pair of silk panties and stroke herself thinking about me? I picture her cute face, hair hanging in her eyes, lips puckered as she pleasures herself. The thought makes me stroke harder, faster. The thought of a girl who jerks off like me is getting me hard like I can’t believe. I wonder whether she’s happy with having a cock or whether she’s going to go ‘all woman’ and turn it into a tight little pussy. Somehow, both seem hot. The thought of her understanding my body the way that she does her own is sexy enough, but there’s something so alluring about a trans girl who is willing to undergo surgery just to affirm her womanhood.

In my mind, she’s stroking her own cock and fingering her pussy both at once. I cum hard into a sock and sigh as my body flushes with dopamine. She’s definitely left an impression on me. I just hope I haven’t blown my wad too fast. Even if the thought of her naked turns me on now, what if things are different when we actually meet up? What if I chicken out when I see her knob for the first time? The thought makes me a little queasy.

I try to put aside this thought and remind myself that she’s a girl, just like any other. If I’m not into it, I can always say so and leave. Even if it hurts her. Even if it hurts both of us.

Once my dick softens and my erection no longer shows, I decide to hit the community shower at the end of the hall and then walk over to Starbucks for an iced latte. On the way, I watch the girls passing and wonder about them in a way I never have before. Could any of them be like Scarlet? Hiding in plain sight, hoping not to be noticed for what they are and instead to be recognized for who they’re trying to be? It’s weird, but knowing Scarlet’s secret is part of what turns me on about her. I start to think about what it would be like to see her in her underwear, but the thought makes me a little stiff again and I try to forget it.

We’re not supposed to meet up until the afternoon, so I wander around campus for a few hours trying not to think about her. 


7.

I knock at her dorm room door. A couple of girls at the end of the hall are checking me out, curious about what a guy is doing on their floor and who I’m here to see. But they pass me without comment and hardly a look between them. The door opens.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. She’s dressed in grey sweats meant to look casual but sexy too. The short-cut top with PINK written on it is cut to show off her stomach. Her shorts are tight-fitting. No sign of a bulge. I try not to peek, but I can’t help but notice. She turns back inside and I get a glimpse of her round, pert ass.

"I was thinking about you," I say. Not sure why I let this slip since it was the opposite of what I'm trying to be. Casual, cool, aloof; all these would have been better poses to make instead of letting her know I'm into her.

“Yeah, I was thinking about you too,” she says, taking a seat on the bed. It’s the only one in the room.

“No roommate?” I ask.

“They gave me a single because, well. Ya know.”

“Right, I get it.”

She picks up the textbook laying open on the duvet and flips the page.

"So, are we gonna study?" she asks eyes on the book instead of me. Casually, I kick off my sandals and climb on the bed, crossing my legs so that I'm facing her.

“Imagine you are trying to construct an inert electrode. Which of the following would you use?”

I’m not paying the slightest attention, of course. I can’t stop staring. I can’t watch her pouty pink lips accentuated with a perfectly subtle shade of lipstick without burning to have those lips wrapped around my cock. Already I can feel a bulge pressing against my inner thigh.

She looks up from the book at my face, then my lap. I grope for an explanation.

“It’s not–”

“A dick? Please, Declan. You don’t have to pretend. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

Hearing this, my engorged member bucks even harder against my shorts. I groan, both from embarrassment and lust.

“Ooh, I think he likes that. Do you like hearing that this girl has got a rod of her own?”

“Yes,” I say.

She takes her daintily manicured hand and places it on top of mine. Then she lifts my hand and presses it to her crotch.

“Wanna feel?” she asks. I nod vigorously. “You dirty boy.”

She takes her hand and slides it under her shorts. She’s wearing some kind of sling or something that she slides out of as she peels her shorts off.

There, between her legs, is a perfectly smooth little cock and balls. She's smaller than me. Somehow both exotic and familiar. She scoots closer to me, letting her thigh rest against my knee. She looks into my eyes, wanting to know if I'm cool with this. I slowly run the tips of my fingers up her inner thigh. She squirms a little as I gently rub the head of her dick and then wrap my thumb and index finger around her shaft, coaxing it to life.

Scarlet’s pupils dilate as she stares at me, overwhelmed by excitement. She hardens slowly, complimenting my already-engorged cock. While I touch her, she reaches over and unzips me, sliding my hard wand out of my shorts.

“You’re so big,” she whispers, genuinely impressed by my size. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just follow what I’m doing,” I say. “Do what comes naturally.”

We each scoot still closer together so that we can wrap our hands around each other. I massage her gently. Soon, we’re stroking each other in sync. I rest my forehead against hers as we stroke each other. Her lips find mine and we begin kissing and touching each other, both happy to be exploring the other’s body. As we kiss, I slide my left hand down to touch her breast at the same time that I jerk her off with my right. It’s only now that I realize what I didn’t before; no bra.

Her soft mound of flesh feels as real as any I've ever touched. Rounder than Jenny Turnbull's, and firmer than Sacha Geinkowski's. The tip of her tongue runs down my own tongue. I imagine what it would feel like for that skillful tongue to run the length of my scrotum.

I want to slow down, worried that it will be over too fast. So, I slow down my stroking of her. She gets the message and slows too, rubbing my dick in loose, loping tugs that excite my shaft without bringing me closer to completion. 

“Now what do you want?” She asks.

“Your mouth,” I say.

“Well, you’re going to have to get me off first,” she says.

“With pleasure,” I say. I take her stiff cock in my hand and begin tugging it faster and harder before pinching her mushroom head ever so slightly, hoping that the pressure will give her the burst of pleasure she needs to get off. I’m getting closer now. I can feel that she's close to cumming. Her eyes are half-closed, consumed by ecstasy.

As I prepare to finish her off, she stops me.

“Wait, wait,” she says. “I’m gonna cum.”

She grabs the top sheet just in time to catch the white geyser escaping the tip of her hard dick. Her back arches as she explodes into the sheet. She’s sweating a little from her forehead.

“You good?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” she says, kissing me. “God, where have you been?”

I smile.

“I’m here now,” I say.

“Yeah, and I owe you a blowjob,” she says. “Let me get on that.”


8.

I never realized it before, and yet it makes perfect sense. No girl sucks better cock than one with a cock of her own. Scarlet knows all the right moves as she goes down on me. Despite the flood of endorphins, she doesn’t rush things. She very slowly feels her way around my erect cock, letting her tongue snake around my shaft, teasing my sensitive head with little flicks of her tongue. Then, when I’m good and ready, she goes deeper. I’m on my back, looking up at her as she stuffs me inside of her.

She hums a little as she lets my cock slide gracefully between her lips. I’ve never gotten better from any girl. No pussy feels this good. Her mouth is more dexterous, her tongue and lips and teeth capable of applying just the right amount of pressure without too much tension. She vacuums up my precum just as soon as it escapes my hole.

I run my fingers through her hair. I smell her shampoo: lavender and lilac. Oh, yeah. This is a woman. She's more of a woman than any girl I could ever hope for. And I'm the lucky guy who gets to have her. Baxter and Shep and those tools from the frat have no idea what they're missing out on here. She's here, with me, and she's all mine.

Her teeth deliver me a jolt, but she doesn’t apply much pressure, just lets them glide up and down my cock like a finger gliding on piano keys. The threat of her teeth sinking into me heightens the experience and makes me eager for more. She switches tactics, using her tongue to massage the seam of my balls.

“How am I doing?” She asks, coming up for air.

“Incredible,” I say. “The best.”

She grins.

“Think you could return the favor for me sometime?”

“Uh, sure,” I say, caught off guard. It’s not that I’m turned off. I just never did that before. 

“Don’t sweat it,” she teases. “I’ve always preferred giving head to receiving it.”

This girl keeps surprising me. She goes back to attending to my thick cock, rubbing it for just a couple strokes before sinking her lips around it again. I can feel that she’s getting closer to getting me off. She speeds up, using her tongue less and her lips more. Satisfied that I’ve held out long enough, I lie back and wait to come. When I do, she catches it expertly in the sheet just the way she did with her own. I like the thought of our jizz mingling. She tosses it aside and crawls on top of me, resting her head against my chest.

“That was incredible,” she says, after a while.

“Yeah,” I say. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You had fun, right?” she asks.

“Are you kidding? That was about the best sex I ever had.” She doesn’t say anything.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she says. “It was fantastic. I had a great time.”

“But…?”

“But, guys usually say all that sweet stuff right after, and then–”

She lets a gust of breath escape. They disappear. Vanish. Gone.

“That’s not going to be me,” I say.

“You sure?” she says, resting her chest to look into my eyes.

“Definitely. I’m not about to throw away a good thing that easily.”

She runs her fingers along the hairs on my nipples, making me squirm. I know girls’ nipples are way more sensitive than guys’, but I could never get used to a girl handling mine.

“You’re probably the sweetest guy I’ve ever slept with,” she says.

“Oh?” I say, having nothing better to add.

“Yeah, so don’t break my heart, okay?”

“I promise,” I say.

We lay there together just holding each other. Eventually, we get back to studying. I still find it hard to concentrate, but at least I’m no longer bursting with lust. I ask if she wants to go to the Student Union for a late lunch, but she says she’s not really hungry so we say our goodbyes.

Walking back to my dorm room, I think about the two of us. I never would have pictured myself with a girl like Scarlet. Now I can’t stop thinking about seeing her again, and of what else we might get up to with that single room of hers. It’s a whole new world of possibilities.


9.

Not much to do. House is quiet. It’s me and Steve on the couch. He passes me the bong and says–

“So, how’s that, uh, your friend?”

“Scarlet? She’s good.”

“And you’re like... into her?”

“Yeah,” I say, taking a rip.

“And so, it’s like the two of you are like… compatible?”

“Yeah, man.”

“Weird. But I mean, that’s cool and all. Like, you do you.”

“I intend to.”

I'm feeling like I could melt into the couch right now; I'm so relaxed. It's quiet again, and then I hear the screen door in the back of the house creak open.

“Hello?”

“Yeah,” I say, figuring this must be Scarlet. And yes, she’s okay with me blazing before our dates just as long as I save her something to smoke too.

A girl enters, but it’s not Scarlet. She’s a little on the chunky side, might not have washed her hair today. Her nose turns up at the smell of weed.

“Hey, is Baxter here?”

“And you would be?” Steven asks imperiously.

“His girlfriend.”

"Ooooh," we say in unison like we're a pair of ten-year-olds.

“Coming babe!” Baxter calls from upstairs.

So, this is his girl? I mean, I don’t mean to be cruel or anything, but, her?

Bax rushes downstairs.

“Hey, baby,” he says. He leans over to kiss her. She rebuffs him.

“Your friends are smoking weed in the house,” the girlfriend says.

“Yeah, well, uh, these guys don’t really do that very much, right guys?”

“Only every day,” I say. I hold the bong up like she’s welcome to it. She sneers.

“No, thanks. Let’s go, sweetie.”

Just then, my fabulous girl arrives. Unlike this judgemental sow, she’s dressed to the nines. Hair done up, make-up, and wearing a cute little black top with denim shorts that wrap around her hips.

“Hey,” she says.

“Scarlet!” I exclaim. “You guys haven’t met my girlfriend Scarlet. Here she is. Say hi, baby.”

She gives a polite little wave. Bax isn’t laughing now. In fact, I think he’d rather be anywhere but here right now. Or anyone. If he could trade lives, he’d be me.

“What are you guys up to?” Scarlet asks.

“Oh, we were just leaving,” Bax’s bitchy girlfriend replies, staring daggers at Scarlet for having the ass every other girl wishes to have.

“Cool. Mind if I get a hit?” Scarlet asks.

“What my baby wants, my baby gets. Here ya go,” I say, passing the bong.

“Hey, yo, I’m Steve,” Steve says, rising to extend his hand, then deciding against it and sitting back down, then sticking out his hand again.

Scarlet smiles, grabs a spot on the couch, and shakes Steve’s hand.

“Well, I guess we have to be going,” Bax says, realizing that he’s lost this round. As they make their way out the door, I can feel the jealousy radiating off Baxter. 

I guess that’s really the best revenge. Just live your life, and maybe you’ll get lucky and good things will happen. Anyway, I couldn’t be happier with the choices I’ve made. I don’t think everyone in the house can say the same. As we sit there getting stoned, I’m reminded of the fact that most people report college as being the best years of their lives. So far, I think I know what they mean.


His Plus One

1.

I hate seniors. I know, I realize that’s like hating thirty-year-olds or old folks. I’ll be there myself one day. Yeah, I know, I know. But when you’re a freshman and the assholes who call themselves your ‘brothers’ tell you that you’re throwing them a party and you get stuck collecting the money for the booze (and making up the difference yourself when the collection comes up short), you can see where I’m coming from. Seniors give orders, and freshmen obey orders. Seniors can drink legally, but they make you buy them beer. So instead of studying for my Trig test or watching Top Shot or jerking off, or doing whatever I would prefer to be doing with my Saturday, I spent the afternoon running myself ragged making fliers to hand out to all the sorority houses, ordering pizzas, prying money out of the hands of anyone who happens to be hanging around the house, and generally doing all the bitch work that makes a party happen. And ya know what? It’s actually come together.

What was just a twinkle in Baxter’s eye this morning is now a rager with three kegs flowing at once, music, a beer pong table, and at least three hundred people all thanks to my effort.

“Not bad,” Steve says, taking a nice healthy bong rip and setting the glass piece back on the toilet tank where he found it. “You throw a kickass party, Declan. I’m gonna tell Bax to make you Party Chairman.” We’re standing in the second-floor bathroom, because where else can you blaze in peace during a house party?

“Do that and you’re not invited to the next one I throw,” I say, fingering the rolling papers in my hand between my fingers.

“Bro, I live here. I’m getting in regardless.”

"That's what she said," we both intone at the same time. He says it sincerely; I say it somewhat ironically. It's times like these that make me wonder why exactly I pay close to $500 a month in dues to have friends like Steve. He's barely making a 2.1-grade point average, goes days without bathing, and I suspect that he shoplifted the mildewy hat he's never been seen without. Then again, he did provide the weed for the joint I'm now rolling. So, there's that.

“I’m serious, man. You’re really goin’ places in this little organization of ours.”

“That’s because I do the bitch work without complaint. Bax says throw a party, so I make it so. Jump? Oh, how high, sir?”

“Listen to you. You sound like a pledge.”

“Don’t remind me. I still have scars, literal scars from pledge week.”

“I’m just sayin’ man, look on the bright side.”

The door flies open. Big Man, a 270-pound Samoan in a Metal t-shirt stumbles in, kicks up the toilet lid with the toe of his shoe, kneels down, and starts spewing into the bowl. Steve deftly grabs the bong and rescues it from the splash zone.

“I think I’m getting laid tonight,” Steve says.

“Hope springs eternal,” I say.

“What?” Steve asks, eyes glassy. Big Man continues to blow chunks, not concerned with our conversation any more than we are with his regurgitations.

“I’m saying good luck because you’re gonna need it,” I say.

“What are you talking about? I get plenty of tail,” Steve says, suddenly defensive. “What makes you think you’ll do any better?” 

“I don’t,” I say. “I know exactly how low my chances are, and that’s the difference between us.”

Big Man finishes up, flushes, and then exits without a word. I take the joint and light it, letting the paper at the tip burn off before inhaling.

“You got no fucking confidence, man,” Steve says, saying it like it’s a revelation from heaven. “You need some fucking confidence, man.”

Steve’s profundity staggers lesser minds.

“What I need is some seniority. That way, when I see a girl and can actually get close to her, I don’t have her ripped away by Bax or Shep or Mungo Terry or any of the other guys who live in the house and have bedrooms they can take their dates to.”

“Long time to wait for ass,” Steve says sagely.

“Indeed,” I say, coughing on the spliff. I hold out the joint for Steve but he’s still got the bong resting against his shoulder, glassy-eyed and unaware of how it got there.

“Getting a little cotton-mouthed,” I say, feeling the fuzziness on my tongue. “Think I’ll grab a beer.”

“Hope springs eternal,” Steve says, echoing my sentiment from a moment ago. The phrase seems to be rattling through his pot-addled brain. “Hope springs eternal,” he whispers, haunted.
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“Declan! Hey, brother,” Bax says, pulling me into a hug. “Just the man I was looking for. We’ve got odd numbers for beer pong. We’re hoping you can help us out.”

I don't have anything in particular against Baxter. He's never gone out of his way to abuse me. It's more that he carries destruction with him in his wake simply because doing the right thing is so often inconvenient. He's one of those guys who never sets out to do bad but always seems to find it along the way. With his grubby beard and penchant for berets, you'd take him for an artist, and I think he encourages the mystique. In reality, he's an accounting major.

“There’s your partner,” he says, pointing a chipped-black fingernail in the direction of a girl beside the time. She’s brunette, slim with a simple graphic t-shirt that looks like she bought it at Kohl’s or something. Very shy, unbelievably pretty. She seems out of place only because nobody seems to be paying her as much attention as a girl like that could expect to command. If she came with her sorority, those bitches have left her high and dry.

“Her?” I say, sensing some sort of trap.

“That’s right,” Baxter confirms. He’s a little sloshed, and I can see a sly grin forming at the corner of his mouth.

“She’s not with somebody?” I ask. Baxter shakes his head.

“All yours.”

“Why?”

I might just accept my good fortune, and if I hadn’t just gotten high, I would. But there’s something strange going on here. No way that a girl like that is on her own, with no one talking to her, for no reason.

“What are you asking me for? Shep says they’ve got odd numbers, so they’ve got odd numbers. Go over and make her feel welcome.”

Well, I guess that’s one way to get some confidence. I have to admit that Steve does have a point. I step through the crowd to where the girl is standing.

“Hey,” I say. “I’m Declan.”

“I’m Scarlet,” she says. I’m reminded of this line from a Cake song. ‘Her voice is dark, like tinted glass.’

“Ya need a partner?” I ask. She says something in response, but I can’t make it out over the din of the music.

“I was thinking I’d just watch,” she repeats, louder.

"Oh, okay," I respond. I'm about to say 'sorry' when she says.

"But you can be my partner if you want," she says. She looks at me with these sea-green eyes and I can sense that she'd be grateful if I accepted. Me, doing her a favor? Yes! 

“Yeah, that’s what I came over for.”

I hold out my knuckle and to my surprise, she gives a quick little fist bump in return. It's semi-ironic, but she does it seemingly without thinking. She pounds hard.

“I’ll write our names on the board,” I say, stepping over to the chalkboard and sliding us into a slot. When I come back, I tell her, “there’s like three games ahead of ours. You want to find a place to sit outside while we wait?”

“Sure!” Scarlet says.
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Standing on the deck proves impossible, so instead, we go down and find a quietish space on the lawn.

“So what happened to your friends?” I ask.

“Like, who did I come here with?” she says.

“Yeah, what gives? Don’t girls usually come to parties in packs?”

“I came with my friend Jess, but she’s somewhere with my Johnny and his boyfriend Ramon. We’re kind of a clique, I guess.”

“That’s cool. No boyfriend?”

“Uh, no…” she says, sighing with embarrassment. It looks like she’s about to turn red.

“Sorry, was I too forward?” I ask.

“No, it’s not that. I just don’t get asked that a lot.”

“Really? Because that definitely seems like something you’d get asked, like, every day.”

“Could we maybe talk about something else, please?”

“Sorry. It’s just how people get to know each other, ya know?”

“Right, it’s just that I don’t really do that kind of stuff,” she says, folding one arm against another in a defensive posture. I’m thinking she must have been fat or a nerd or something in high school, so I don’t press the subject.

“What’s your major?” she says.

“Oh, I’m still undeclared,” I say.

"Okay, a guy who keeps his options open. I respect that." 

“You?”

“Business,” she says.

“You like it?”

“Nobody really likes it, I think. We’re all just trying to figure out how to make money because nothing else makes more sense.”

“It’s not a bad degree to have. At least it’s versatile,” I say.

“That’s me,” she says with a sly grin. Somehow I haven’t been let in on the joke.

“Yo!” Shep calls from the deck. “Declan and Scarlet, you’re up!”
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We destroy at pong. I’m good; she’s better. Scarlet gets three cups in a row and is ‘on fire’ straight off the bat. 

“Damn, how did you get so good at this?” I ask.

“How do you think?” she says.

“Right, I just don’t know many girls who are this gifted at beer pong.”

“You don’t know many girls like me,” she laughs, draining another. Our opponents have mopey looks on their faces, and the guy with the goatee looks like he’s about to cry. But he doesn’t. Instead, he barfs.

“Does that mean we win?”

“House rules say it’s a forfeit, so yeah. It’s our game.”

“Hell yeah!” Scarlet shouts, throwing her arms around me. I grin, happy for the physical contact, even if someone had to barf to make it happen. As she lets go, I notice one girl in the crowd around the table lean over and say something to her friend. Both girls give the classic ‘judgey’ look; the look that says, ‘you’re nastier than what I pick off my shoe.’ I can’t help but wonder what the hell these people seem to have against Scarlet. It feels like everyone’s in on a secret that I have no idea about.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. “Ready for round two?”

“Nah,” I say. “I’d rather get out of here.”

“Really? Don’t you have to be here?”

“Well, I mean, I’m in the frat but I live on campus.”

“Me too,” she says.

“Wanna walk back together?”

“Sure. That sounds great,” she beams. “I’ll go tell my friends.”

I nod, watch her cut her way through the crowd. I see an open spot on the couch and decide to snag it, play with my phone, and wait for Scarlet to return. But I've only been there for three minutes when Baxter saunters over, a handle of Jameson in his hand.

“Declan!”

“Hey, man.”

“Where ya going tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw you two talking.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Might want to rethink getting with this girl,” he says.

“Yeah, why’s that?”

"'Cause, she's not a girl.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“She’s a tranny, bro. I mean, hey, I couldn’t tell either. And if I didn’t know, I’d be looking to get into her pants too. But, ya know. No homo.”

Now I get it. The reason that Scarlet has been getting the stink eye from every girl in the place, the way that every guy seems to have a smug little smile on his face when he looks in her direction. Of course, she says she doesn't date. She doesn't want some asshole coming onto her only to learn the truth and drop her fast. Some asshole like me.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, man,” I say.

“Just a friendly word of warning,” he says. “Don’t shoot the messenger.”

But I do shoot him– a look. One that says, ‘go to hell. I can date who I like.’ Baxter throws up his hands in surrender.

“Your call, dude,” he says, snickering. I storm off, not wanting anything more to do with this scene. Scarlet catches up to me by the door.

“Hey, you okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Let’s just get out of here. I don’t really feel much like hanging around here.”

“Sure,” she says. “Let’s go.”
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The walk from the frat house to my dorm takes around seventeen minutes if you walk at a normal pace. But the walk tonight feels endless. Scarlet can sense that something’s not right. She tried walking close enough for me to reach out and take her hand. But I kept mine just where it was, and when a tree appeared in our path we moved apart to let it pass between us. Now that distance feels like it’s getting greater and greater. Even worse is the silence that sits in between us. It seems to just hang there with nothing to break it up. It’s not like I want to maintain this awkwardness between us, but what am I supposed to say?

‘Oh, hey, so I found out that you have a penis. Sorry for all the jerks at the party making fun of you for it.’ I feel bad that I know and that she doesn’t know that I know. It’s not fair that she gets this kind of treatment from people like that. It’s not like she asked to be the way she is. She’s just trying to be Scarlet, live her life and feel normal. And I want the same thing for her. Except…

I don’t know if I can look at her the same way.

“So… this a nice long silence.”

“What?”

“I said, this is a nice long walk,” she says. Did I just hear her wrong?

“I make it every day,” I say.

“Yeah, I can picture it. Pretty much exactly. You walking, not looking around, not saying anything to anyone.”

“Sorry,” I say. “Weed makes me introspective.”

“Yeah, same,” she says.

“Sorry for all those people at the party,” I say.

“What do you mean?” she asks. Did she really not notice how everyone seemed to be looking at her back there? No, she must have seen. Maybe she just didn’t register it.

“Those guys, they’re good guys, really. But they’re just a bunch of cavemen about a lot of things. I hope you didn’t take it personally.”

"I wasn't taking it personally. I mean, it hurt. At first. Then I saw that there was at least one cute, sweet, interesting guy there and I felt better."

“Oh,” I say. “Good.”

“Yeah, until I left the party to walk home with him and he got all quiet and weird.”

“Like I said–”

“Yeah, I get it. It’s the weed.”

“Right.”

“So, there’s nothing else that’s making you so cagey? Maybe something you learned about me back there?”

“Like what?”

“Come on, Declan.”

“Alright, yes. I did learn something about you that I wasn’t expecting.”

“Oh?”

“And I think you know what it is.”

“Do I?”

“Come on, Scarlet.”

“I don’t suppose it has anything to do with what’s between my legs. I mean, why would that be of interest to a boy like you.”

“A boy like me?”

“You are straight, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“So, you’re not interested. Isn’t that it?”

“Well, no. I mean, it’s not true that I’m not interested.”

“So, does that mean you are interested?”

I stop walking. She walks on a few paces before she notices. She turns, our eyes met.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m interested in you, Scarlet.”

She stands looking at me for a moment, trying to appraise whether I mean it. Then, she turns on her heel and starts walking toward campus again. 

“Good,” she says. I hurry to catch up to her.

“So…?”

“What?”

“Do you have any response?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to tell me what it is?”

“No.”

“No? So, what?”

“So, if you want to get to know me better, it sounds like we should probably hang out again.”

“Sure, cool. Yeah. Let’s do that,” I say. “When?”

“I have Chem Lab on Monday mornings, so I need tomorrow to prepare.”

“I’ve got Chem Lab too,” I say. “And I’m passing, I think. I could help you. Or we could study together, at least.”

“Okay, I like that plan. Hey, my dorm was back there,” I say, pointing back in the direction of the big grey building we just passed.

She stops and turns.

"Then, I guess it's goodnight, Declan."

“That’s it?” I say.

“What more were you expecting to get tonight?”

“I guess...I don’t know.”

She crosses over to me, looks at me with those big green eyes, and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. Even with the faint taste of beer on her breath, there's something delicious about her kiss. It's tentative and delicate, the way her lips press against mine; soft and warm, and completely feminine.

“Thanks for tonight,” she says.

“Yeah, you too,” I say, watching as she turns to go. The last thought in my mind as I walk back is her name pounding in my brain over and over and over. Scarlet, Scarlet, Scarlet.
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My first thought when I woke up this morning was of her. The sun streams in through the blinds that Rajnesh forgot to close last night. I'm lucky he's an early riser because there's a stiffy that I've got to do something about. I think about her lips and the way her body looked when she was walking away from me in the half-light of the street lights gives me a tightness in my shorts.

As I slide my swollen cock out of my briefs, I wonder if she’s doing the same thing. Does she get morning wood the way a guy does? Does she slip herself out of a pair of silk panties and stroke herself thinking about me? I picture her cute face, hair hanging in her eyes, lips puckered as she pleasures herself. The thought makes me stroke harder, faster. The thought of a girl who jerks off like me is getting me hard like I can’t believe. I wonder whether she’s happy with having a cock or whether she’s going to go ‘all woman’ and turn it into a tight little pussy. Somehow, both seem hot. The thought of her understanding my body the way that she does her own is sexy enough, but there’s something so alluring about a trans girl who is willing to undergo surgery just to affirm her womanhood.

In my mind, she’s stroking her own cock and fingering her pussy both at once. I cum hard into a sock and sigh as my body flushes with dopamine. She’s definitely left an impression on me. I just hope I haven’t blown my wad too fast. Even if the thought of her naked turns me on now, what if things are different when we actually meet up? What if I chicken out when I see her knob for the first time? The thought makes me a little queasy.

I try to put aside this thought and remind myself that she’s a girl, just like any other. If I’m not into it, I can always say so and leave. Even if it hurts her. Even if it hurts both of us.

Once my dick softens and my erection no longer shows, I decide to hit the community shower at the end of the hall and then walk over to Starbucks for an iced latte. On the way, I watch the girls passing and wonder about them in a way I never have before. Could any of them be like Scarlet? Hiding in plain sight, hoping not to be noticed for what they are and instead to be recognized for who they’re trying to be? It’s weird, but knowing Scarlet’s secret is part of what turns me on about her. I start to think about what it would be like to see her in her underwear, but the thought makes me a little stiff again and I try to forget it.

We’re not supposed to meet up until the afternoon, so I wander around campus for a few hours trying not to think about her. 
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I knock at her dorm room door. A couple of girls at the end of the hall are checking me out, curious about what a guy is doing on their floor and who I’m here to see. But they pass me without comment and hardly a look between them. The door opens.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. She’s dressed in grey sweats meant to look casual but sexy too. The short-cut top with PINK written on it is cut to show off her stomach. Her shorts are tight-fitting. No sign of a bulge. I try not to peek, but I can’t help but notice. She turns back inside and I get a glimpse of her round, pert ass.

"I was thinking about you," I say. Not sure why I let this slip since it was the opposite of what I'm trying to be. Casual, cool, aloof; all these would have been better poses to make instead of letting her know I'm into her.

“Yeah, I was thinking about you too,” she says, taking a seat on the bed. It’s the only one in the room.

“No roommate?” I ask.

“They gave me a single because, well. Ya know.”

“Right, I get it.”

She picks up the textbook laying open on the duvet and flips the page.

"So, are we gonna study?" she asks eyes on the book instead of me. Casually, I kick off my sandals and climb on the bed, crossing my legs so that I'm facing her.

“Imagine you are trying to construct an inert electrode. Which of the following would you use?”

I’m not paying the slightest attention, of course. I can’t stop staring. I can’t watch her pouty pink lips accentuated with a perfectly subtle shade of lipstick without burning to have those lips wrapped around my cock. Already I can feel a bulge pressing against my inner thigh.

She looks up from the book at my face, then my lap. I grope for an explanation.

“It’s not–”

“A dick? Please, Declan. You don’t have to pretend. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

Hearing this, my engorged member bucks even harder against my shorts. I groan, both from embarrassment and lust.

“Ooh, I think he likes that. Do you like hearing that this girl has got a rod of her own?”

“Yes,” I say.

She takes her daintily manicured hand and places it on top of mine. Then she lifts my hand and presses it to her crotch.

“Wanna feel?” she asks. I nod vigorously. “You dirty boy.”

She takes her hand and slides it under her shorts. She’s wearing some kind of sling or something that she slides out of as she peels her shorts off.

There, between her legs, is a perfectly smooth little cock and balls. She's smaller than me. Somehow both exotic and familiar. She scoots closer to me, letting her thigh rest against my knee. She looks into my eyes, wanting to know if I'm cool with this. I slowly run the tips of my fingers up her inner thigh. She squirms a little as I gently rub the head of her dick and then wrap my thumb and index finger around her shaft, coaxing it to life.

Scarlet’s pupils dilate as she stares at me, overwhelmed by excitement. She hardens slowly, complimenting my already-engorged cock. While I touch her, she reaches over and unzips me, sliding my hard wand out of my shorts.

“You’re so big,” she whispers, genuinely impressed by my size. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just follow what I’m doing,” I say. “Do what comes naturally.”

We each scoot still closer together so that we can wrap our hands around each other. I massage her gently. Soon, we’re stroking each other in sync. I rest my forehead against hers as we stroke each other. Her lips find mine and we begin kissing and touching each other, both happy to be exploring the other’s body. As we kiss, I slide my left hand down to touch her breast at the same time that I jerk her off with my right. It’s only now that I realize what I didn’t before; no bra.

Her soft mound of flesh feels as real as any I've ever touched. Rounder than Jenny Turnbull's, and firmer than Sacha Geinkowski's. The tip of her tongue runs down my own tongue. I imagine what it would feel like for that skillful tongue to run the length of my scrotum.

I want to slow down, worried that it will be over too fast. So, I slow down my stroking of her. She gets the message and slows too, rubbing my dick in loose, loping tugs that excite my shaft without bringing me closer to completion. 

“Now what do you want?” She asks.

“Your mouth,” I say.

“Well, you’re going to have to get me off first,” she says.

“With pleasure,” I say. I take her stiff cock in my hand and begin tugging it faster and harder before pinching her mushroom head ever so slightly, hoping that the pressure will give her the burst of pleasure she needs to get off. I’m getting closer now. I can feel that she's close to cumming. Her eyes are half-closed, consumed by ecstasy.

As I prepare to finish her off, she stops me.

“Wait, wait,” she says. “I’m gonna cum.”

She grabs the top sheet just in time to catch the white geyser escaping the tip of her hard dick. Her back arches as she explodes into the sheet. She’s sweating a little from her forehead.

“You good?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” she says, kissing me. “God, where have you been?”

I smile.

“I’m here now,” I say.

“Yeah, and I owe you a blowjob,” she says. “Let me get on that.”
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I never realized it before, and yet it makes perfect sense. No girl sucks better cock than one with a cock of her own. Scarlet knows all the right moves as she goes down on me. Despite the flood of endorphins, she doesn’t rush things. She very slowly feels her way around my erect cock, letting her tongue snake around my shaft, teasing my sensitive head with little flicks of her tongue. Then, when I’m good and ready, she goes deeper. I’m on my back, looking up at her as she stuffs me inside of her.

She hums a little as she lets my cock slide gracefully between her lips. I’ve never gotten better from any girl. No pussy feels this good. Her mouth is more dexterous, her tongue and lips and teeth capable of applying just the right amount of pressure without too much tension. She vacuums up my precum just as soon as it escapes my hole.

I run my fingers through her hair. I smell her shampoo: lavender and lilac. Oh, yeah. This is a woman. She's more of a woman than any girl I could ever hope for. And I'm the lucky guy who gets to have her. Baxter and Shep and those tools from the frat have no idea what they're missing out on here. She's here, with me, and she's all mine.

Her teeth deliver me a jolt, but she doesn’t apply much pressure, just lets them glide up and down my cock like a finger gliding on piano keys. The threat of her teeth sinking into me heightens the experience and makes me eager for more. She switches tactics, using her tongue to massage the seam of my balls.

“How am I doing?” She asks, coming up for air.

“Incredible,” I say. “The best.”

She grins.

“Think you could return the favor for me sometime?”

“Uh, sure,” I say, caught off guard. It’s not that I’m turned off. I just never did that before. 

“Don’t sweat it,” she teases. “I’ve always preferred giving head to receiving it.”

This girl keeps surprising me. She goes back to attending to my thick cock, rubbing it for just a couple strokes before sinking her lips around it again. I can feel that she’s getting closer to getting me off. She speeds up, using her tongue less and her lips more. Satisfied that I’ve held out long enough, I lie back and wait to come. When I do, she catches it expertly in the sheet just the way she did with her own. I like the thought of our jizz mingling. She tosses it aside and crawls on top of me, resting her head against my chest.

“That was incredible,” she says, after a while.

“Yeah,” I say. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You had fun, right?” she asks.

“Are you kidding? That was about the best sex I ever had.” She doesn’t say anything.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she says. “It was fantastic. I had a great time.”

“But…?”

“But, guys usually say all that sweet stuff right after, and then–”

She lets a gust of breath escape. They disappear. Vanish. Gone.

“That’s not going to be me,” I say.

“You sure?” she says, resting her chest to look into my eyes.

“Definitely. I’m not about to throw away a good thing that easily.”

She runs her fingers along the hairs on my nipples, making me squirm. I know girls’ nipples are way more sensitive than guys’, but I could never get used to a girl handling mine.

“You’re probably the sweetest guy I’ve ever slept with,” she says.

“Oh?” I say, having nothing better to add.

“Yeah, so don’t break my heart, okay?”

“I promise,” I say.

We lay there together just holding each other. Eventually, we get back to studying. I still find it hard to concentrate, but at least I’m no longer bursting with lust. I ask if she wants to go to the Student Union for a late lunch, but she says she’s not really hungry so we say our goodbyes.

Walking back to my dorm room, I think about the two of us. I never would have pictured myself with a girl like Scarlet. Now I can’t stop thinking about seeing her again, and of what else we might get up to with that single room of hers. It’s a whole new world of possibilities.
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Not much to do. House is quiet. It’s me and Steve on the couch. He passes me the bong and says–

“So, how’s that, uh, your friend?”

“Scarlet? She’s good.”

“And you’re like... into her?”

“Yeah,” I say, taking a rip.

“And so, it’s like the two of you are like… compatible?”

“Yeah, man.”

“Weird. But I mean, that’s cool and all. Like, you do you.”

“I intend to.”

I'm feeling like I could melt into the couch right now; I'm so relaxed. It's quiet again, and then I hear the screen door in the back of the house creak open.

“Hello?”

“Yeah,” I say, figuring this must be Scarlet. And yes, she’s okay with me blazing before our dates just as long as I save her something to smoke too.

A girl enters, but it’s not Scarlet. She’s a little on the chunky side, might not have washed her hair today. Her nose turns up at the smell of weed.

“Hey, is Baxter here?”

“And you would be?” Steven asks imperiously.

“His girlfriend.”

"Ooooh," we say in unison like we're a pair of ten-year-olds.

“Coming babe!” Baxter calls from upstairs.

So, this is his girl? I mean, I don’t mean to be cruel or anything, but, her?

Bax rushes downstairs.

“Hey, baby,” he says. He leans over to kiss her. She rebuffs him.

“Your friends are smoking weed in the house,” the girlfriend says.

“Yeah, well, uh, these guys don’t really do that very much, right guys?”

“Only every day,” I say. I hold the bong up like she’s welcome to it. She sneers.

“No, thanks. Let’s go, sweetie.”

Just then, my fabulous girl arrives. Unlike this judgemental sow, she’s dressed to the nines. Hair done up, make-up, and wearing a cute little black top with denim shorts that wrap around her hips.

“Hey,” she says.

“Scarlet!” I exclaim. “You guys haven’t met my girlfriend Scarlet. Here she is. Say hi, baby.”

She gives a polite little wave. Bax isn’t laughing now. In fact, I think he’d rather be anywhere but here right now. Or anyone. If he could trade lives, he’d be me.

“What are you guys up to?” Scarlet asks.

“Oh, we were just leaving,” Bax’s bitchy girlfriend replies, staring daggers at Scarlet for having the ass every other girl wishes to have.

“Cool. Mind if I get a hit?” Scarlet asks.

“What my baby wants, my baby gets. Here ya go,” I say, passing the bong.

“Hey, yo, I’m Steve,” Steve says, rising to extend his hand, then deciding against it and sitting back down, then sticking out his hand again.

Scarlet smiles, grabs a spot on the couch, and shakes Steve’s hand.

“Well, I guess we have to be going,” Bax says, realizing that he’s lost this round. As they make their way out the door, I can feel the jealousy radiating off Baxter. 

I guess that’s really the best revenge. Just live your life, and maybe you’ll get lucky and good things will happen. Anyway, I couldn’t be happier with the choices I’ve made. I don’t think everyone in the house can say the same. As we sit there getting stoned, I’m reminded of the fact that most people report college as being the best years of their lives. So far, I think I know what they mean. 


The Baron’s New Bride

1.

Jan Greystone stumbled backwards, sweat dripping down his brow as he tried to catch his breath. His opponent, Sir Thomas, stood tall and proud, his sword held confidently at his side. Jan felt a sense of defeat wash over him as he gazed at the triumphant look on Sir Thomas's face.

"Well done, Sir Thomas," Jan panted, trying his best to hide the disappointment in his voice. "You have bested me once again."

Sir Thomas gave a gracious nod, a smile spreading across his rugged features. "You are improving, Jan, but you still have much to learn. Do not be discouraged, my friend. With time and practice, I have no doubt that you will become one of the greatest swordsmen in all the land."

Jan knew it was a lie, one told to spare his dignity as demanded by their differences in station. Thomas was the better fighter, but Jan was the higher born. He had been practicing with the sword for as long as he could remember, yet he was almost useless against the best opponents. Would he ever measure up as a swordsman?

As these thoughts ran through his mind, a messenger arrived, panting and out of breath. "My lord Jan," he said, bowing deeply. "Your presence is requested by your brother, King Frederick."

Jan's heart skipped a beat at the mention of his brother. The King was a formidable man, known throughout the kingdom for his strength and wisdom. What could he possibly want with Jan?

"Thank you, messenger," Jan replied, trying to hide the nerves in his voice. "I will come at once."

Turning to Sir Thomas, he gave a curt nod. "I must go. Duty calls."

"Of course, my lord," Sir Thomas replied with a bow. "Until next time."

Jan made his way quickly through the castle, his mind racing with the possibilities of what his brother could want. As he approached the throne room, he took a deep breath and straightened his shoulders, trying to compose himself. He may not be the greatest swordsman, but he wanted his brother to see him as a Greystone.

He pushed open the heavy doors and stepped into the throne room, bowing deeply before the King. "You summoned me, my lord?" he asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

King Frederick looked down at his younger brother, a hint of a smile playing at his lips. "Rise, Jan," he said, his voice deep and commanding. "I have a task for you, one that is of vital importance to our house. Are you up to the challenge?"

Jan's heart pounded in his chest, but he forced himself to stand tall. "I am, my lord," he replied firmly. "I will not let you down."

King Frederick nodded, a glint of pride in his eyes. "I knew I could count on you, Jan. Now, listen carefully, for this task will not be easy..."


2.

Jan stood before his brother, the King, feeling as though the ground had been ripped out from beneath him.

"A woman, my lord?" Jan repeated, his voice laced with shock. "But I have trained all my life to be a knight. How can I possibly become a maiden?"

King Frederick gave him a sympathetic look. "I understand your hesitation, Jan, but this marriage alliance is vital to the security of our house. Baron Tiber of Yorel is a powerful man, and if we can secure his loyalty through this marriage, it will be a great boon to us. I have no sisters or daughters to offer him, so I must turn to you."

Jan's mind raced as he tried to process this news. He had always known that he might one day have to sacrifice his own desires for the good of the kingdom, but he had never imagined that it would be in such a drastic way.

True, he knew of men who had been changed into women, mostly as punishment for a crime. When his late father was king, Jan remembered a man in their village who was accused of beating a whore and stealing her gold. He was ordered to make himself into a whore himself until the debt to her was repaid. His shame was so great no one had ever saw him in Grey’s Hold again.

"I will do my duty, my lord," he said finally, his voice heavy with resignation. "But I must confess, I do not know how to go about becoming a maiden."

King Frederick placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. "I would not ask if there was any other choice. It’s a sacrifice, I know. But you were ready to lay down your life for me."

Jan nodded.

“Compared to that, how difficult will this sacrifice be?” the king asked.

“But will the Baron not be suspicious?” asked Jan, afraid to resist his orders but eager for some plausible way to evade them.

“Say nothing to him, and he will know nothing,” said Frederick simply. “Our house is vast. Even a noble line like ours is not studied carefully by men like Tiber.”

Jan understood that because Grey’s Hold was so much poorer than Yorbel that the Baron must have offered a handsome dowry as well as a military alliance. That was something that Frederick could not refuse, even if it meant resorting to desperate circumstances.

“You know nothing of comportment, it’s true,” said Frederick. “But the ways of the people in Yorbel are not our ways. I doubt that a proper lady raised up since girlhood would fare much better.” Frederick must have read Jan’s unease. “Do not worry. The marriage is already arranged. Tiber will not refuse you. Just so long as you do your duty.

Jan nodded, knowing that he had no other choice. He would do his duty, no matter how difficult it may be.

"I understand, my lord," he said quietly. "I will do my best to become the woman that you and the Baron require."

King Frederick gave him a warm smile. "I have no doubt that you will succeed, Jan. You are a Greystone, and we are a family of strength and honor. Now go, and begin your transformation. The future of our kingdom depends on it."

“How?” Jan asked.

“The Old Wood Forest,” said the Lord. “There is a bathing pool where the deed will be done. The Weird sisters will be there to meet you.”

Jan bowed. Frederick took him by the shoulder.

“Thank you, brother,” he said.

As he left the throne room, Jan couldn't help but wonder what the future held for him. He had always dreamed of becoming a great knight, but now it seemed that his path would take him in a very different direction. He could only hope that he would be able to rise to the challenge and do his duty to the best of his abilities.


3.

Jan stood nervously in the wooded clearing, gazing at the three old women who stood before him. They were shrouded in black cloaks, their faces hidden in the shadows.

"Disrobe, child," one of the women said in a voice that was rough and croaking. "And enter the pool. It is time for your transformation to begin."

Jan hesitated for a moment, his nerves getting the better of him. He had always been a man, and the thought of becoming a woman was more than he could bear. But he knew that he had no choice. He had given his word to the King, and he would do his duty no matter how difficult it may be.

Taking a deep breath, he began to strip off his clothes, trying his best to ignore the icy fingers of fear that seemed to clutch at his heart. When he was finally naked, he stepped forward and tentatively dipped his toes into the clear, reflective pool.

The water was icy cold, and Jan couldn't help but gasp as he stepped fully into the pool. He waded deeper, the water rising up to his waist, his chest, his shoulders. When he was finally fully submerged, he closed his eyes and waited, his heart pounding in his chest.

At first, nothing seemed to happen. Jan began to wonder if this was all some elaborate joke, if the old women were playing some trick on him. But then he felt it, a strange tingling sensation that seemed to spread through his entire body. He felt his body shift, change.

When he emerged from the pool, it was to find that he had been transformed. His once short, brown hair was now long and flowing, a deep shade of red. His strong, muscular body was now slender and feminine, her skin smooth and soft.

Jan felt her nipples hardened and stood on end. Jan covered them with her arm. Then she clenched together her legs, shocked by the sudden emptiness between them.

"Move your hand away, darling ," one of the old women said, her voice now filled with a hint of amusement. “We need to confirm the transformation was completed successfully. It doesn’t always work as planned.”

What did that mean?

“Watch your tone with me, crone,” Jan warned. “I am still a Greystone.”

One of the women tossed Jan a rough cloak. She threw it around herself, eager to cover herself by still feeling exposed. The chill air blew up under the cloak into places where Jan had never felt air before.

“If it pleases the young lady,” said another of the old women, “I will confirm what we all already know and you can return to your warm bed.”

Without any other choice and desperate to leave, Jan nodded vaguely. The women lifted the cloak and peered under it. Jan startled, groaning as she felt a cold, bony finger spread the soft folds between her legs. Then the finger slid out.

“Thank you, Lady Jan," she said with a sneer. “You are now ready to take your place in the world as a woman. Go forth and do your duty, for the future of your kingdom depends on it."


4.

Jan sat in the carriage, her body rocking gently back and forth as it made its way down the road to Yorbel. She had gotten no sleep the previous night, her mind racing with thoughts of her lost manhood and the uncertain future that lay ahead. She was wearing an uncomfortable gown, an experience that she was not used to, and she felt self-conscious and out of place.

To make matters worse, the rocking of the carriage was making her nauseous, and she was finding it harder and harder to ignore the water welling up inside her. She knew she had to relieve herself. He knew that’s what women did, and she assumed that the principles must be the same. But she couldn’t bear the embarrassment. She had refused to look at her naked body from the moment she had stepped out of the pool and been inspected by those hags. She knew her cock was gone. But she knew that somehow if she looked down there, it would make it real. Permanent.

She kept imagining a reprieve. She had expected that the king’s messenger would arrive and explain that some alternative marriage partner had been found. Jan would not have to live as a woman after all. Of course, that was not to be. 

The agony was unbearable. The carriage jostled, and she felt warm droplets running across her inner legs. Finally, she couldn't take it any longer. She leaned forward and rapped on the partition that separated her from the driver.

"Stop the carriage, if you please," she said, trying to keep the desperation out of her voice.

“We have strict instructions, my lady,” the driver replied. “We must make Yorbel by nightfall.”

“Stop the carriage this instant!” Jan shrieked, surprised at the force of her own high-pitched wail.

The driver nodded and brought the carriage to a halt. Jan waited until it had come to a full stop before opening the door and stepping out, not waiting for the attendants.

“No man look upon me!” Jan called, as she ran for the shelter of a nearby bush. Her dress was dragging across the ground, but she didn’t care. She wanted to pull all of her clothes off and leave them in the dirt. She reached under her flowing skirt uneasily, trying desperately to pull off her linen underwear. She tugged until the fabric slid between her legs and caught around her ankles. She groaned as she clumsily stepped out of them.

Then walked a few paces and did what was natural and squatted. Without consciously making herself, she released and felt a trickle escape from between her legs. Feeling a sense of relief wash over her, she now looked for something to wipe herself with. Not leaves. She retrieved her undergarments and wiped with them. Then she discarded them. She would keep her legs firmly closed for the rest of the ride. Like a proper lady.

The driver gave her a nod when she returned. Jan climbed back into the carriage, trying her best to ignore the uncomfortable feeling that still lingered in the pit of her stomach. She’d managed to relieve herself without having to look at her lady parts. That was a kind of victory. But what did it matter considering what awaited her?


5.

The heat was murderous. Jan sat in the carriage, her body drenched in sweat as it passed from the cold climate of Grey's Keep and into the warmer lands of Yorbel. She had never been to this part of the realm before, and she was surprised by just how hot it was. The heat inside the carriage was almost unbearable, and she longed for the cool breeze of home.

She wished that she could ride on horseback the way she used to when she was a man. She had always loved the freedom and the sense of adventure that came with riding, and she missed it now more than ever. But as a woman, she was expected to travel in a more dignified manner, and so she was confined to the stuffy, uncomfortable carriage.

She sighed, feeling a sense of frustration and impatience wash over her. She had always been a restless person, and the restrictions of her new role as a lady were proving to be bothersome already. She knew that she had to do her duty, but it was hard not to feel a sense of resentment at the changes that had been forced upon her.

As Jan's carriage approached the gates of Yorbel, she couldn't help but think about the impending wedding that awaited her. She had always known that she might one day have to make a political marriage, but she had never imagined that it would be like this. As a knight, Jan had forsaken love and romance. She had no understanding of women, no knowledge in any sense. Being a boy raised in a family with all brothers, she’d never had the chance to play with little girls as a child. Now she was being carried into the marriage bed of a man. She didn’t know what that meant exactly, but she knew that it brought childbirth. She wished she had a mother to guide her.

Jan had no memory of her own mother, who had died in childbirth, and she had spent very little time around girls and women growing up.

She knew nothing of the Baron, aside from the fact that he was rich. Would he be kind and understanding, or would he be cold and distant? Would he be able to see past her transformation and realize that she had once been a man?

The thought made her stomach twist with anxiety, and she couldn't help but feel a sense of dread wash over her. She knew that she had to do her duty, but it was hard not to feel a sense of fear at the unknown future that lay ahead.

As the carriage pulled to a stop in front of the castle, Jan took a deep breath and tried to compose herself. She was a Greystone, and she would not let her family down. She would do her duty, no matter how difficult it may be.

As the carriage door opened, Jan was greeted by a young woman who smiled warmly at her. She had copper-colored skin and dark hair and eyes, and Jan was struck immediately by her beauty. She smiled back, shyly.

A girl had once smiled at Jan when she was a boy and it had made her tingle. As he grew into a man, he grew to treasure the brief glimpses he could of them, shamefully taking care of his urges privately later. Now, Jan felt none of the flutter she had felt better. Nothing but an acknowledgement of another girl’s beauty.

"Welcome to Yorbel, Lady Jan," the woman said, bowing deeply. "I am Ariel."

Jan was taken aback. In Grey's Keep, ladies-in-waiting were expected to be formal and deferential, but Ariel seemed to have a more relaxed and informal manner.

But as she took in Ariel's clothing, Jan couldn't help but feel a sense of scandal. The young woman was wearing a skimpy outfit that exposed far more skin than was proper in Jan's world. She couldn't help but feel a sense of shock at the casual way that Ariel seemed to flaunt her body.

"Thank you, Ariel," Jan said, trying to keep the disapproval out of her voice. "I must admit, I am a little surprised to see you dressed in such a manner."

Ariel gave her a sympathetic look. "I apologize if my attire offends you, Lady Jan. But in Yorbel, we are more liberal in our views of what is appropriate. I assure you, the Baron has no issue with my appearance."

Jan couldn't help but feel a sense of insult at the casual way that Ariel brushed off her concerns. But she knew that she had to be diplomatic, and so she simply nodded and tried to change the subject.

"I see," she said. "Well, I was told that the Baron would be joining me for dinner. Is he not able to do so?"

Ariel's face fell. "I am sorry, Lady Jan. The Baron sends his regrets, but he will not be able to dine with you as he had intended. He has been called away on urgent business and will not be able to return until tomorrow."

Jan couldn't help but feel a sense of disappointment at this news. She had been looking forward to getting to know her future husband, and now it seemed that she would have to content herself with being in a new castle alone.

“But, please, let me at least show you to your chambers,” said Ariel. Jan graciously accepted.

Ariel led Jan to her bedchamber, which was more luxurious than anything Jan had ever experienced. The bed was huge, with sheets of silk that were softer than anything Jan had ever slept on. She couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the opulence of her surroundings.

She expected Ariel to leave her then, but to her surprise, the young woman sat down on the bed and studied her expectantly. Jan couldn't help but feel a sense of discomfort at this, and she tried to be as polite as possible as she asked Ariel to leave.

To her surprise, Ariel seemed amused rather than offended. "I apologize if I am intruding, Lady Jan," she said with a small smile. "But I was instructed to stay with you and make sure you have everything you need. Is there anything I can do for you?"

Jan hesitated, unsure of what to say. She was used to being on her own, and the thought of having someone constantly hovering over her was more than a little intimidating.

"I appreciate your concern, Ariel," she said finally. "But I think I would prefer to be alone for a while. If you could just leave me the gift that the Baron left for me, I would be most grateful."

Ariel nodded and gestured to the nightstand. "Of course, Lady Jan. The gift is right there. I hope you find it to your liking."

Jan went to the nightstand and opened the drawer, curious to see what the Baron had left for her. Inside, she found a hairbrush made of whalebone, its handle intricately carved and polished to a high shine.

"Thank you, Ariel," she said, giving the young woman a small smile. "This is very thoughtful of the Baron. I appreciate it."

Ariel smiled back at her. "I am glad you like it, Lady Jan. But the present is a personal one from me."

Jan nodded, feeling a sense of gratitude towards Ariel. She knew that she still had a long road ahead of her, filled with challenges and uncertainties. But for now, at least, she felt a sense of comfort and security in the luxurious bedchamber and the kindness of her companions.

Jan had her ladies-in-waiting prepare a warm bath for her, eager to wash away the grime and sweat of her journey. She was surprised when they remained in the bathroom with her, hovering nearby as she disrobed and stepped into the tub.

At first, Jan was a little uncomfortable with their presence. She was still getting used to being naked as a woman, and the thought of having someone constantly around her was more than a little intimidating. But she knew that it would seem strange to send them away, and so she tried to ignore their presence as best she could.

One of the ladies, a young woman named Sarah, showed Jan how to shave her legs, a task that Jan had never done before. She was a little nervous at first, but Sarah was patient and gentle, and before long, Jan was able to complete the task with minimal nicks and cuts.

When she was clean and dressed in a fine gown that was much simpler and more comfortable than the one she had worn before, there was a knock at the door. Jan's sumptuous supper had arrived, and she was eager to sit down and enjoy a good meal after the long journey.

As she sat down to eat, Jan felt a deep sense of gratitude towards her ladies-in-waiting. They had been kind and patient with her, and she knew that she couldn't have managed the transition to her new role as a woman without their help.

She ate her meal with a sense of contentment, knowing that she had a long road ahead of her but feeling more prepared than she had before. She was a Greystone, and she would do her duty no matter what challenges lay ahead.


6.

Jan woke from her dream with a start, her heart racing and her head filled with strange images. She had been sword fighting with a man, but she couldn't remember his face. All she could see was a blur of dark hair and piercing blue eyes.

She had been holding her own against him, her sword moving with the precision and grace that had been drilled into her from a young age. But then, something strange happened. The sword had turned into a snake, an asp with venomous fangs that seemed poised to strike at any moment.

Jan had screamed in fear, feeling as though she was about to be poisoned. She had tried to back away, but the snake had seemed to follow her, its fangs bared and ready to strike. And then, just as she had thought all was lost, the man who had been her opponent had grabbed the snake and crushed its skull with a single swift motion.

Jan had felt a sense of gratitude wash over her, and she had folded her body into his arms, kissing him deeply as a way of thanking him for saving her life. She had felt a sense of safety and security in his embrace, and she had felt a strange sense of familiarity, as though she had known him all her life.

But now, as she woke from her dream, she couldn't help but wonder what it all meant. She had always been a practical person, and she didn't believe in the superstitious notion that dreams held any deeper significance. But she couldn't shake the feeling that the dream had been trying to tell her something.

She lay in bed, trying to make sense of it all. Was the man in her dream someone she knew, or was he a stranger? And what about the snake? Was it a symbol of danger, or something else entirely?

She sighed and sat up, feeling a sense of frustration wash over her. She knew that she would probably never be able to figure out the true meaning of the dream, and that was just fine with her. She had enough to worry about in the waking world without trying to decipher the mysteries of her subconscious.

With a determined shake of her head, she stood up and began to get ready for the day. She had a lot to do, and she couldn't afford to waste time on idle speculation. She was a Greystone, and she had a duty to fulfill. And she would do so to the best of her ability, no matter what challenges she might face.


7.

As Jan was getting ready for the day, she was informed by one of her ladies-in-waiting that Lady Ariel had invited her to breakfast. Jan was excited at the prospect of finally getting to meet Baron Tiber, her future husband, and she hurriedly finished getting dressed.

But when she arrived at the breakfast table, she was surprised to find that instead of the Baron, there was a table full of women all eating breakfast together. There were ten of them in total, all of different ages and from different parts of the kingdom.

Jan hesitated for a moment, wondering if she had made a mistake. But then Lady Ariel gestured for her to take her place at the table, and Jan realized that this was where she was meant to be. She sat down, feeling a little self-conscious as all the women turned to look at her.

She wondered who these women were and why they were all eating breakfast together, but she knew that it would be impolite to ask. So she simply smiled and took a small bite of her food, trying to be as unobtrusive as possible.

One of the women, a young woman with bright red hair and a mischievous smile, leaned over and whispered to her. "Don't be shy, Lady Jan," she said. "We're all friends here. My name is Chloe.”

“Are you a cousin of the baron’s?” Jan asked. Chloe said that the baron was something like a cousin to her. “We spend most of our time together,” she said and we're always looking for new people to join us.

Jan graciously accepted, eager to spend time in the company of other women. She wanted to learn their manners and help her integrate into her new role.

After breakfast, the women set out on foot to a river that was located near Castle Yorbel. Jan was impressed by the scenery, which was much more lush and beautiful than in her native land. She had always enjoyed spending time outdoors, and she couldn't wait to explore this new and unfamiliar territory.

She expected that they would be picking flowers or doing some other activity that was deemed appropriate for ladies, but to her surprise, the women led her to an open field where they began to set up targets for archery.

Jan watched in amazement as the women expertly handled their bows and arrows, hitting their targets with impressive accuracy. She had always been interested in archery, but she had never had the opportunity to try it herself.

As the women invited her to join in, Jan was excited. She’d spent her childhood developing the skill and relished the chance to do something that was considered unconventional for a woman.

She picked up a bow and arrow and took her place at the line, determined to show these women that she was more than just a pretty face. She focused all her attention on the target, letting out a deep breath as she released the arrow.

To her surprise, it hit the bullseye, and she was met with a round of applause from the other women. She grinned in triumph, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment that she had never experienced before.

As they spent the morning practicing their archery skills, Jan couldn't help but feel grateful to be part of this group of strong and confident women. She knew that she still had a lot to learn, but she was determined to do her best and make the most of every opportunity that came her way.

After they had finished practicing archery, the women surprised Jan once again by shedding their clothes and starting to wrestle. Jan was a little bit nervous and self-conscious, and she hesitated to join in at first. But as she watched the other women, she was amazed by their strength and confidence. They seemed completely liberated, unconcerned with what anyone might think of them.

Eventually, Jan decided to join in, and to her surprise, she found that she was actually quite good at wrestling. “Just think if the man I once was could see me now,” she thought as she squirmed on the ground trying to pin Chloe. “He surely would be quite excited by these women’s writing bodies.” For herself, Jan felt nothing but the pleasure of beating an opponent in a friendly game. 

After they had finished wrestling, they all headed to the river to bathe. Jan splashed around in the cool water, feeling a sense of joy and freedom that she had never experienced before. She had always been a little bit reserved, but these women had brought out a side of her that she had never known existed.

As she splashed around with the other women, she couldn't help but reflect on how different they were from what she had expected. She had always thought that women were supposed to be delicate and demure, but these women were strong and confident. They didn't care about the rules of society, and they were happy to be themselves.

Jan felt a strong bond forming with these women, and she knew that she had found a group of friends who would always be there for her. She was grateful for this unexpected opportunity to get to know them, and she knew that she would always treasure these memories.


8.

As dusk fell, the women returned to the castle, their bodies tired but their spirits high after a day of archery and wrestling. Jan expected to say goodbye to them and return to her bedchamber alone, but to her surprise, Ariel, Aurora, and Chloe followed her into her room.

She turned to them, a little bit puzzled, and asked them what they planned to do there. Ariel chuckled and answered with a smile, "You have much to learn before your wedding night, my dear. And we're here to help you prepare."

Jan felt a knot form in the pit of her stomach at the thought of her upcoming wedding. She had always known that it was her duty to marry and bear children, but she had never given much thought to the actual act of consummation. She had heard stories, of course, but she had always assumed that it would be something that she would just figure out when the time came.

But now, as she looked at the three women standing in front of her, she realized that she had been wrong. She had a lot to learn, and she was grateful to have them there to guide her.

Anxiously, she asked them to tell her what she needed to know. The women smiled. 

“Undress and we’ll show you,” said Ariel brightly.

Jan was taken aback.

“That wouldn’t be proper,” she objected.

“Come now, darling,” said Aurora. “We’re all ladies here. You don’t have anything under your skirt we haven’t seen.”

Jan felt uncomfortable, but she also felt that she could trust these women. She would have to get used to doing things that she wouldn’t have done as a man.

As Jan slid off her dress and the undergarments underneath, she felt self-conscious standing naked in front of the other women. But their coos of delight were so complimentary. She felt a sudden sense of pride in her body.

“Jan,” said Ariel gently, “Come sit on the bed and spread your legs. I want to show you something.”

Ariel gave Jan a brief introduction to female anatomy. Using a hand mirror, she showed Jan the parts of herself she had been too shy to  examine.

“Thank you,” said Jan. “As a maiden, I was never shown these things before.”

“Can I show you something else?” Ariel asked. Jan was apprehensive but assented.

Ariel leaned down and kissed Jan’s inner thigh. She squirmed slightly, though not from discomfort. It was the intensity of the pleasure that caught her off guard. 

“Relax,” Ariel assured her. “You can trust me. I love doing this.”

“It’s true,” Chloe assented. All three women laughed.

Jan leaned back on the bed and spread her legs wide. She felt herself growing wet as Ariel began to kiss and gently nudge the inner lips of her pussy. Jan’s back arched in surprise as the sensations erupted inside her all at once. One small part just above her pussy gave Jan an almost overwhelming sense of pleasure.

As Ariel licked this part of her in an alternating pattern, Jan felt a pressure building up inside her. When that pleasure was released, it was as an orgasm stronger than any sexual pleasure she’d ever experienced as a man.

When the waves of pleasure subsided, Jan felt a sudden exhaustion. Ariel grinned up at her from between her legs.

“How do you feel, darling?” Chloe asked.

“I’m well,” Jan answered dreamily. The women laughed.

“Well, then we’ll leave you to rest,” Ariel said. “Welcome to the pleasures of womanhood, Lady Jan.”


9.

Jan was summoned to the bedchamber of Baron Tiber early the next morning. She was a little bit nervous. The night before had been so unexpected that her thoughts still whirled from it. But she knew that it was her duty to meet with him and do her best to be a good wife.

She arrived at the Baron's bedchamber and was surprised to find him still in bed. She couldn't help but think that it was arrogant of him to ask her to meet with him before he was even dressed, but she tried not to let it show on her face.

As she approached the bed, she drank in the Baron's handsome features. He had dark hair and piercing green eyes, and she could see why some women might find him attractive.

He asked her how she liked the castle, and she answered truthfully, saying that she liked it well enough. It was certainly a lot more luxurious than the castle she was used to in her native land, but she missed the rugged beauty of the mountains and the forests.

The Baron nodded, seeming satisfied with her answer. Then he rose from bed, casually discarding his bedsheet. Jan watched in amazement as he strode across the room naked.

“My lord!” Jan squealed, embarrassed at the way her voice rose in pitch. “This is no way to act around a respectable woman!”

“And are you really such a respectable woman?” the Baron retorted. Jan seethed at having her integrity questioned.

“I am a Greystone,” she said. “I always act with honor.”

“Honor has nothing to do with making children, you know,” said Tiber. “Isn’t that what a wife is supposed to do?”

“Yes, my lord.” Jan conceded that it was true, though she still resented his saying so. She didn’t like to be reminded that her role was now to produce this man’s heirs whether she wanted to or not.

“Well here’s something that does have something to do with producing heirs. You’re going to see plenty of it soon enough. What are you so afraid of?”

Jan felt a quiet rage building up inside her. She felt certain that he was mocking her.

“I am a Greystone, and a Greystone fears nothing,” she said.

“Well, then, Lady Jan,” said the Baron smiling. “Have a peek, will you?”

Jan didn’t wish to give into the Baron’s taunts. But she knew that she also had to be dutiful and respectful to this man she would be serving as a loyal wife.

She felt her face flush as she forced herself to look directly at the Baron’s cock. Her eyes quickly darted away, but then they moved back and lingered. He was much larger than she had been. As a man, Jan hadn’t felt any modesty around men. But now that she was female she could feel a flutter of excitement looking at the Baron’s massive member.

Erotic thoughts of the two of them together flitted through her mind as she felt a wetness spread between her legs. She squirmed awkwardly, remembering that the Baron was watching her and gauging her reaction.

“My lord,” she said. “It is…very nice.”

“You should see the nice uses it can be put to. I trust that Ariel helped you understand yourself a little better,” he said.

Jan was taken aback.

“My lord?” she asked.

“I did ask her and the other women to help you along a little. I’ve found from experience that my wives tend to need a little, well, gentle instruction before the wedding night. They were all eager to help.”

Jan’s mind whirled.

“My lord baron,” she asked, her voice heavy with the weight of the question. “Forgive me, but what experience do you refer to? Who are those ladies I spent the day with?”

“They are my other wives.”

Jan felt the floor come up from under her. She had no idea that the Baron was already married, and she couldn't believe that he had allowed her to become friends with his other wives without telling her. She felt like she had been lied to, and she couldn't believe that the Baron would be so deceitful.

Without a word, she turned on her heel and stormed out of the room, her anger and disappointment fueling her every step. She knew that she had a lot to think about, and she wasn't sure what the future would hold. But she was determined to stand up for herself and not let the Baron or anyone else push her around.
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A few hours later, Ariel knocked on Jan's bedchamber door and asked if she could come in. Jan hesitated for a moment, but then nodded and allowed her to enter.

Ariel sat down on the bed next to Jan and asked her how her meeting with the Baron had gone. Jan answered coldly, telling Ariel that she had had no idea that she was to become one of the Baron's many brides. She felt betrayed and lied to, and she couldn't understand why Ariel had allowed her to become friends with the other wives without telling her the truth.

Ariel listened patiently, and then she reached out and took Jan's hand in hers. "I know it's hard to accept," she said softly. "But you'll adjust to your new role in time. It's not easy at first, but you'll find that it has its own rewards."

Jan shook her head, refusing to be consoled. She couldn't believe that Ariel was trying to make excuses for the Baron's deceit. She was angry and hurt, and she didn't know how she was supposed to just accept this new reality.

When Ariel left, Jan told her ladies-in-waiting to refuse all visitors for the rest of the day. She needed time to be alone and think, and she didn't want to see anyone right now. She just wanted to crawl into bed and hide from the world.

As Jan cried into her pillow, she couldn't help but reflect on the injustice of it all. She had been turned into a woman against her will, forced to give up her identity and her dreams of becoming a knight. She had always known that she had a duty to marry and bear children, but she had never expected it to be like this.

She wished for her old life back, for the freedom and the autonomy that she had once taken for granted. She missed being a man and feeling that her destiny was her own. She had always thought of herself as constrained in her choices, but she now realized that it was doubly true for ladies as it was for men.

Jan sat in her room in the tower, staring out the window at the rolling hills and lush forests of Yorbel. She had been holed up there for several days, lost in thought and nursing her wounded pride. The baron, her betrothed, had played with her emotions and made her feel like a mere pawn in his games of power and politics.

She no longer trusted Ariel, the lady-in-waiting who had been her closest confidant, or the other women at court. They were all too eager to please the baron and curry his favor, and Jan felt like she was alone in her struggles.

But as the days passed, her anger began to dissipate. She started to realize that perhaps she had been too hasty in her judgment of the baron and the others. Maybe they all had their own reasons for acting the way they did.

Just then, a messenger appeared at her door bearing a letter from the baron. It was an apology for his rudeness and a heartfelt plea for forgiveness. Jan read it over and felt a sense of validation. The baron had recognized his mistake and was willing to make amends.

The letter ended with an invitation to go horseback riding, and Jan felt a spark of excitement. She realized that she needed to learn to live with the man she was about to marry, warts and all. With a renewed sense of optimism, she accepted the invitation and set off to meet the baron in the stables.
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Tiber greeted her warmly and respectfully, and she returned his greeting. As they prepared to mount their horses, Jan swung her leg over the saddle in the same way that she had always done. Then she remembered that she was supposed to be a lady now, and she quickly corrected herself, sitting sidesaddle like a proper woman.

The Baron noticed her mistake and chuckled, but he didn't say anything. Instead, he complimented her on her ladylike comportment, saying that she was a natural at it.

Jan blushed, feeling a little bit embarrassed. She knew that she had a lot to learn about being a woman, and she was still trying to get used to all of the expectations and customs that came with it.

As Jan and the Baron rode out into the open pasture, Jan began to relax and enjoy the ride. She had always loved horseback riding, and it was a welcome change from the stuffy confines of the castle.

But the Baron seemed to be in a hurry, and he kept urging her to go faster. He jeered playfully that she was slowing them down. She took it as a friendly challenge, and she spurred her horse on, determined to show the Baron that she could keep up with him.

A race ensued, with Jan and the Baron galloping across the open field. Jan was winning, her horse moving smoothly and effortlessly beneath her. She could feel the wind in her hair and the exhilaration of the race.

But then, suddenly, her horse began to slow down. She could tell that something was wrong, and she pulled up on the reins, trying to get him to stop. It was then that she saw the injury to his leg, and she knew that their ride was over.

She dismounted and knelt beside her horse, her heart breaking as she saw the pain in his eyes. She knew that she had to do something, but she wasn't sure what. She looked up at the Baron, hoping that he would have some idea of what to do.

Tiber instructed his retainer to walk the horse back to the castle without a rider. Jan protested, saying that she would walk with them, but the Baron told her not to be silly. He ordered his servants to remove the saddle from his horse, and then he helped Jan onto it.

Feeling a little bit awkward, Jan climbed up into the saddle, trying to arrange her skirts in a way that was both comfortable and ladylike.

“If those skirts are bothersome, why not sit astride?” asked the Baron, smiling.

Jan felt she was being the object of a jape. But she saw no hint of mockery in the Baron’s eyes. 

“As it pleases you,” she said.

“As it pleases you, my lady,” Tiber answered.

Jan swung herself over and prepared to ride. The Baron climbed up behind her, and then they set off at a leisurely pace, riding back towards the castle.

As she rode with the Baron, memories flooded back of riding with her father, the late king, when she was just a child. He had let her ride in front of him, just as the Baron was doing now, and she had felt so small and safe in his arms. That feeling of safety brought thoughts one after another.

Jan’s heart began to race as thoughts flooded her mind. At first, she thought the excitement was just from the ride. But the pressure against her thighs, the rhythm of the horse’s back as he rode combined to bring a warm sensation to the space between her legs. Soon, she began to realize with rising embarrassment that she was becoming aroused.

“Not now,” she thought desperately. She felt herself growing wet and worried that the Baron would know. She tried to clench her hips tightly together, but this only brought more pleasure as the tiny bud just above her labia brought waves of pleasure cascading through her whole body. 

“Charming countryside, isn’t it?” the Baron asked casually.

Jan was afraid to answer for fear that she might give herself away with a squeak of pleasure. She was a proper lady and his future wife. She was mortified that he might suspect she was some kind of low woman who sought pleasure on the backs of horses. She would bear children as part of her duty. Pleasure was supposed to play no part in it.

But though she tried to deny the thoughts that entered her mind, they raced faster than a horse running at a gallop.

“Are you alright?” the Baron asked. He placed each of his hands on her hips. This proved too much for her. She moaned softly as her hips bucked involuntarily. She could feel the wetness spreading and prayed that it would not show on her gown.

“Is there anything the matter, my love?” The Baron cooed. “Would you like to take a rest?”

Breathlessly, Jan nodded though her hips wished for her to proceed. The Baron tugged on the reins and the beast came to a halt. Carefully, the Baron slid off his horse. He looked so rakish and handsome as he beamed up at her.

“Hot today,” he said. “Funny how I hadn’t noticed it before. You’ve grown quite red from the sun.”

His boyish expression left no doubt in Jan’s mind. He knew exactly what he was doing when he suggested he ride astride. Now she knew quite well why ladies sat sidesaddle, and it had nothing to do with the arrangement of skirts.

Her arousal vanished, replaced with hot anger.

12.

“I–I…” Jan struggled for words, wishing desperately to wound him. Then she remembered herself and her position and thought better of it. He offered his hand. She wanted to slap it away. Instead, she accepted it and graciously slid off, hoping that the evidence of her womanly arousal would not show.

As they walked together into a little glen, Jan felt her anger towards the Baron cool as quickly as her ardor. She was amazed at the speed with which her feelings could change.

The Baron asked Jan about her life in Grey's Keep, and she knew that she had to be careful. She couldn't tell him the truth about her past, about the way she had spent her days training to be a knight and dreaming of adventure. She had to give him the stories that he expected to hear, the stories of a dutiful daughter who had been raised to be chaste and loyal to her husband.

So Jan told him about the childhood that she had never really had, about the nurses who had taught her to sing and dance, and the lessons she had learned about grace and femininity. She told him about the gowns that she had worn and the picnics that she had attended, and she could see the way that he was looking at her, as if she was everything that he had ever wanted in a wife.

But then, just when she thought that she had him fooled, the Baron asked her a question that she didn't expect. He asked her about her feelings, about the things that she had always dreamed of doing. And for a moment, Jan was thrown off guard. She didn't know how to answer him, and she could feel the weight of her own deception pressing down on her.

But then she took a deep breath and forced a smile. She told him about the things that she had always dreamed of doing, about the way that she had always wanted to travel and see the world. And as she spoke, she could see the way that he was looking at her, and she knew that she had him fooled.

For now, at least, she was safe. But she couldn't help but wonder how long it would be before the truth came out, and everything fell apart.

When it was over, Jan thanked the Baron for the lovely riding trip. He promised to take her again sometime. As they dismounted and made their way back to the castle, Jan couldn't help but feel a little bit charmed by him. He was handsome and strong, and he seemed to genuinely care about her.

When they arrived at her bedchamber, Jan was surprised to find a beautiful new gown waiting for her. It was a deep shade of blue, with intricate beading and embroidery, and she couldn't help but feel a little bit touched by the Baron's thoughtfulness.

She thanked him for the gift, and he smiled and told her that it was the least that he could do for his future bride. Jan blushed a little bit at the word "bride," but she couldn't deny the sense of excitement that it stirred within her.

“Wear it at dinner, if it pleases you,” he said in parting. Jan felt a wave of excitement as she prepared to do just that.
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Jan walked into the dining hall with a sense of nervous excitement. She had just received a new dress from the Baron, and she couldn't wait to show it off. The hall was a spacious room with high ceilings and large windows that let in plenty of natural light. The room was decorated with rich tapestries, and a large fireplace at one end of the room provided warmth on cold days. The room was filled with tables, each set with fine china, silverware, and goblets.

Jan noticed that the table was set with a variety of delicious-looking dishes. There were plates of roast meats, bowls of steaming vegetables, and bread baskets filled with fresh-baked bread. The aroma of the food filled the room and made her mouth water. The scene was full of people interacting and enjoying the meal, the room was well lit with the light coming from the windows and the chandeliers.

The baron and his wives were seated at a large table in the center of the room. They were laughing and chatting, enjoying a meal together. The Baron was sitting at the head of the table, with Ariel sitting next to him. Jan noticed that the Baron and Ariel seemed to be deep in conversation, and Ariel was laughing at something the Baron had said. The other wives were seated around the table, each of them engaged in their own conversations.

As she looked across the table, Jan couldn't help but wonder how she was ever going to be able to give herself completely to a man who would never do the same for her. She knew that she had a duty to fulfill, but she couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to life than just duty and obligation.

She tried to push these thoughts to the back of her mind as she listened to the conversation at the table, but she couldn't shake the feeling that she was missing out on something important. She knew that she had to find a way to be happy in her new life, but she wasn't sure how.

14.

Jan walked through the gardens of Yorbel with Ariel, one of the baron's wives. The fragrant flowers and lush greenery were a welcome distraction from the turmoil in her heart.

She had been avoiding Ariel since the incident at dinner where she saw her and the baron sitting close and laughing together. Jan couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy, but she knew that Ariel was one of her fellow wives and she didn't want to hold a grudge.

"Ariel, I need to talk to you about something," Jan said, taking a deep breath.

Ariel looked at her with concern. "Of course, Jan. What's on your mind?"

"I saw you and the baron at dinner the other night and I couldn't help but feel jealous," Jan said, looking down at her feet.

Ariel's expression softened. "I understand, Jan. I felt the same way when I saw you and the baron together. But I've learned to accept the nature of our relationship with the baron. He has many wives, and we all have our own unique place in his heart."

Jan was surprised by Ariel's words. She had never thought about the situation in that way before.

"I've learned to be happy in an open relationship," Ariel continued. "I know it's not for everyone, but for me, it brings a sense of freedom and fulfillment that I couldn't find in a monogamous relationship."

Jan felt grateful to Ariel for reframing the situation for her. She realized that she needed to learn to accept the baron for who he was, and that she also deserved to find happiness in her own way.

"Thank you, Ariel, for opening my eyes," Jan said. "I'll think about what you've said and try to understand the baron in a different way."

Ariel smiled and gave Jan a hug. "I'm here for you, always."

Jan walked away from the garden feeling a sense of clarity and acceptance. She knew that the road ahead would not be easy, but with Ariel's words in mind, she felt more prepared to face it.
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The denizens of Yorbel were preparing for the upcoming wedding of Jan and Baron Tiber with great excitement. The entire castle and the surrounding village were buzzing with activity as preparations for the big day were underway.

The castle staff were busy decorating the great hall, where the ceremony would take place, with banners and garlands of flowers. They were also making sure that the banquet tables would be set with the finest china and silverware.

In the village, the bakers were baking cakes and pastries while the butchers were preparing meats. Local merchants were setting up stalls to sell trinkets and souvenirs to the expected guests. Tailors and dressmakers were working overtime to finish the clothes for the wedding party, and florists were arranging bouquets of flowers for the ceremony.

The villagers were also making sure that their houses and streets were decorated to the nines. They were hanging ribbons and banners from their windows, and some were even painting their doors and shutters bright colors. The streets were decorated with lanterns and candles, giving the village a festive atmosphere.

The guards were also preparing for the event by making sure that the castle and the village would be secure during the wedding. They were also rehearsing for their roles in the ceremony, such as escorting the bride and groom during the procession.

The great hall of Yorbel was filled with the sound of music and laughter as the guests celebrated Jan and Tiber's union. But Jan felt detached from the festivities, her mind consumed with the secret that weighed heavy on her heart. As she sat at the head table, watching the lords and ladies of Yorbel dance and make merry, she couldn't help but think of the moment when she would have to reveal her true self to her new husband.

She forced a smile as Tiber leaned in to whisper sweet nothings in her ear, but her thoughts were elsewhere. She knew that even if she could accept Tiber on his terms, that was no guarantee that he would do the same for her. The revelation of her past as a man would change everything between them, and she couldn't shake off the feeling of dread that settled in the pit of her stomach.

As the feast came to a close, and the guests started to retire for the night, Jan's heart began to race with anticipation. She could feel Tiber's gaze on her as he led her through the halls of Yorbel, his hand possessively on the small of her back. She knew that their first night as husband and wife would be the turning point in their relationship, for better or for worse.

When they finally reached the bedchamber, Tiber closed the door behind them, a smile on his lips. Jan's heart was pounding as she turned to face him, knowing that the moment of truth had finally arrived. She took a deep breath, gathering her courage, and began to speak, "Tiber, there is something I must tell you, something about my past that I have kept hidden..."
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She knew that once the words were out, there would be no going back. The Baron sat down next to her and took her hand, looking at her with concern. "What is it, my dear?" he asked. Jan hesitated for a moment before finally mustering the courage to speak. "My Lord," she began, "I have something to tell you. Something that I fear may change the way you see me."

The Baron looked at her with understanding. "You can tell me anything, Jan. I promise that whatever it is, it will not change the way I feel about you." Jan took another deep breath and blurted out, "I was not always a woman, my lord. I was born a man and only recently have I been changed into a woman."

The Baron's expression did not change. He simply looked at Jan with a gentle smile and said, "I know, my dear. I have known since the first time I saw you." Jan was confused. "You knew? But how? Why didn't you say anything?" The Baron explained that all his wives were once men.

“It’s more fun loving women who were raised as boys,” he said. “You can understand men in ways that women who were raised as girls cannot.”

Jan felt a weight lift from her shoulders. She had been so afraid that the Baron would reject her once he knew the truth, but instead, he accepted and loved her for who she was. She let out a sigh of relief, and the Baron took her in his arms. They kissed, and Jan knew that she had finally found a home. The Baron had not only accepted her past, but he had embraced it, and that made all the difference in the world to Jan.

Tiber touched her, and Jan felt finally ready to give herself completely over to him as his wife. As he undressed her, she felt a longing to feel him between her legs. She grew more eager as his cock rose, pressing with urgency against her leg.

Jan felt delight in being directed in sex. When Tiber licked her nipples and sucked on her breasts, she

Jan was unprepared for the intensity of the sensation when Tiber entered her. Ariel’s tongue had been soft and gentle against her lips. But this was a different sensation entirely. Tiber’s cock moved urgently, stabbing and thrusting into her. There was a moment of pain, but it was quickly followed by a wave of pleasure. She enjoyed the feeling as he pressed deeper, bidding her to spread her hips wider with his movements.

“My lord!” she cried out as he plunged himself deeper into her than she ever imagined that a man could penetrate.

“Jan, I love you,” the Baron cried as his thighs collided with hers. She screamed with pleasure as she felt his seed enter her womanhood.

They had sex several more times that night, and for Jan the wedding night passed like a blur. She felt completely comfortable falling asleep in his arms. As she drifted off, she pledged that she would be the best wife to him she could be.
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As Jan lay on the birthing bed, surrounded by her sister wives, she felt a mixture of fear and excitement. She had kept her secret from Baron Tiber for so long, and now she was about to give birth to their child. The pain of labor was intense, and Jan cried out in agony. But her sister wives were there, holding her hand and wiping her brow, whispering words of encouragement.

As the baby began to crown, Jan felt a surge of primal energy. She pushed with all her might, and the baby slipped into the waiting hands of the midwife. Jan heard the cry of her child, and tears of joy streamed down her face. The midwife placed the newborn in Jan's arms, and she was filled with a sense of fulfillment.

The baby was a boy, with a shock of dark hair and big blue eyes. Jan was overwhelmed by the joy of holding her son. Baron Tiber was by her side, tears of joy in his own eyes as he looked upon their child.

Jan had always feared that her secret would be a barrier between her and her husband, but as she looked at Tiber, she realized that it had brought them closer together. He had chosen her for who she was, and together they had created a new life. Jan knew that her duty as a wife had been fulfilled, but more importantly, she had found love and acceptance in a way she never thought possible.


Shophouse Girl

1.

Jin lazily stirred beneath the worn-out covers of his bed, the sunlight filtered through the curtains casting a warm glow on his face. He slowly opened his eyes, squinting against the unwelcome brightness. Confusion washed over him as he realized that the sun had long since set, and darkness enveloped the room. He had slept the day away, once again succumbing to his lethargic habits.

With a groan, Jin clumsily pushed himself up into a sitting position, his disheveled hair sticking out in all directions. The room around him spoke volumes about his chaotic lifestyle. Clothes were strewn across the floor, creating a treacherous path to his computer desk, which was buried under a mountain of empty snack bags, crumpled wrappers, and a collection of unwashed dishes.

His bedroom, cluttered and unkempt, reflected Jin's lack of concern for his surroundings. The walls were painted a faded shade of beige, interrupted by posters of video game characters and anime heroines, peeling off at the corners. The air was thick with the smell of stale fast food and neglect.

As Jin rubbed his eyes, he surveyed the room with a half-hearted attempt at tidying up. A desk lamp flickered intermittently, its weak glow barely illuminating the chaotic scene. The computer screen on the desk beckoned him, displaying a colorful virtual world that promised an escape from reality.

Jin's disinterest in personal hygiene was evident from the cluttered dresser mirror. Toothpaste stains dotted the surface, and an old toothbrush lay forgotten in a pool of dried toothpaste foam. The mirror itself was smudged, reflecting Jin's own unkempt appearance back at him.

Stretching his lanky frame, Jin finally managed to rise from the tangle of sheets and blankets. His faded t-shirt clung to his body, wrinkled and stained. He shuffled across the room, narrowly avoiding stepping on a half-empty soda can. 

Blinking away the remnants of sleep, he groggily descended the creaky wooden stairs, his senses gradually awakening to the scene unfolding before him in the kitchen. His mother sat at the worn-out kitchen table, her eyes fixed on an old woman seated across from her. There was an unmistakable aura of intrigue enveloping the room, as if the very air crackled with secrets waiting to be unraveled.

Jin's gaze shifted to the mysterious visitor, her presence immediately capturing his attention. The woman possessed an otherworldly charm, her eyes brimming with age-old wisdom and an enigmatic smile gracing her lips. He couldn't help but feel an undercurrent of unease mingled with curiosity as he approached the table.

"Jin," his mother's voice broke through his thoughts, laced with a blend of urgency and trepidation. "Please, sit down. There's something crucial we need to discuss."

Joining them at the table, Jin sank into a worn wooden chair, his curiosity growing with each passing moment. He watched as his mother poured steaming tea into delicate porcelain cups, their fragrant aroma wafting through the air. The atmosphere held a palpable tension, signaling that the impending conversation carried weighty consequences.

The old woman's gaze shifted between Jin and his mother, her eyes seeming to penetrate their very souls.

"Mom," Jin began tentatively, his voice laden with concern. "Who is she? What's going on?"

His mother's eyes flickered with a mix of guilt and apprehension, her hands trembling slightly as she poured the tea. She glanced at the old woman, her expression clouded with a mix of fear and resignation.

"I... I made a terrible mistake, Jin," she confessed, her voice barely audible. "I engaged in a game, a wager with a demon. It seemed harmless at first, but the stakes... they were far beyond what I could afford.”

Throughout the years, Jin's mother had always possessed a delicate relationship with luck, one that teetered on the edge of temptation and risk. Gambling had been her elusive companion, seducing her with the tantalizing promise of fortune, only to leave her with empty pockets and a heart heavy with regret.

In the quiet corners of their humble home, there had been countless nights when Jin, as a young boy, had witnessed the aftermath of his mother's ill-fated ventures. The whispers of defeat that permeated the air, the clenched fists, and the tears that silently streamed down her face. Each loss left its mark, etching itself into their shared history, a reminder of the cycle of hope and disappointment that seemed to bind their lives.

Jin vividly recalled the time when their modest savings vanished into the depths of a slot machine's insatiable hunger. The jingle of coins had turned into a symphony of despair as the last remnants of their security were devoured, leaving behind nothing but shattered dreams and mounting debts.

Then there was the ill-fated night when Jin had witnessed his mother's desperate attempts to chase her losses at a poker table. The flickering lights of the casino had cast an eerie glow on her face, her eyes filled with a mixture of determination and naivety. But as the cards turned against her, so did her fortune, leaving Jin to bear witness to the fragility of their existence.

Mrs. Li's voice quivered as she confessed, "This time, I gambled away not just our savings, but something far more precious... my soul."

Jin's heart seemed to freeze in his chest, the weight of his mother's words crashing upon him like a tidal wave. A chill ran down his spine, and he struggled to comprehend the gravity of the situation. He fought back a mix of anger, fear, and disbelief, his voice laced with a touch of desperation.

"I was foolish, Jin. Desperate, even. I thought I could win, that I could secure a better life for us. But I was wrong, so wrong," she confessed, her voice quivering with regret. "The demon is demanding payment… which means my soul will be condemned to an eternity of torment."

Jin's mind spun with a whirlwind of emotions—betrayal, anger, and a gnawing fear that threatened to consume him. He reached out and clasped his mother's hand, his voice tinged with determination.

"No, Mom," Jin's voice quivered, but his resolve was unwavering. "I will go in your place."

Mrs. Li's eyes widened in both shock and relief. "Jin, you don't understand. Mrs. Xi is a demon. The price she seeks cannot be taken lightly."

Jin locked eyes with his mother, his love for her shining through the tears streaming down his face. "I can't let you face this alone, Mom. Mrs. Xi, please, let me work for you to pay off my mother's debt," Jin said, his voice trembling with emotion.

Mrs. Xi raised a perfectly arched eyebrow, her crimson lips curling into a sly smile. "And what makes you think you can work off such a hefty debt, my dear Jin?" she said, her voice laced with amusement.

"I'll do anything," Jin replied, his resolve unwavering. "I'll work every day and night, I'll do any task you ask of me. Just please, let my mother go."

Mrs. Xi's smile widened, revealing a row of perfectly white teeth. "Anything, you say? Well, aren't you the dedicated son. But are you sure you're up for it?" she said, leaning forward and fixing her gaze on him.

Jin nodded vigorously, his determination fueled by the desire to free his mother from the clutches of the demon.

Mrs. Xi chuckled softly, the sound like tinkling bells in the dimly lit room. Mrs. Xi's smile widened even more, her eyes glittering with a hint of wickedness. "Excellent. Welcome to my world, Jin," she said, her voice dripping with amusement and malice.
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Mrs. Xi snapped her fingers, and in an instant, the kitchen dissolved into a whirlwind of shadows and ethereal mist. Jin's senses were engulfed by a disorienting sensation, as if he was being pulled through a vortex of existence itself. When he finally opened his eyes, he found himself standing in the heart of a magical shophouse, bathed in a warm, otherworldly glow.

The air was filled with a delightful medley of scents—a combination of exotic spices, fragrant teas, and hints of enchantment that tickled the senses. Jin marveled at the kaleidoscope of colors that adorned the walls, vibrant tapestries woven with intricate patterns depicting mystical creatures and celestial landscapes. Golden lanterns hung from above, casting a soft, flickering light that danced playfully across the room.

The shophouse itself seemed to possess a life of its own. Shelves lined the walls, overflowing with curious artifacts, ancient scrolls, and spellbound trinkets. Bottles filled with shimmering potions lined the countertops, emitting a gentle glow that whispered of untold wonders. The ceiling reached high above, adorned with intricate carvings depicting celestial beings in flight.

Jin turned his attention back to Mrs. Xi, who stood at the center of the room, her eyes sparkling with amusement. She appeared more radiant, her elegance amplified by the magical ambiance of the shophouse. Her black hair cascaded down her shoulders in waves, and her emerald eyes held a mischievous glimmer.

"Welcome to my humble abode, Jin," Mrs. Xi said, her voice melodic and captivating. "This is the heart of my realm, a sanctuary where magic intertwines with reality."

Jin's mouth agape, he struggled to find words to match the breathtaking scene before him. "It's... it's incredible," he managed to stammer, his voice filled with awe.

"I'm glad you find it so. There's just one thing that isn't quite right about you," the demon said, her eyes narrowing in scrutiny as she observed Jin. "Ah, I know." With a mischievous glint in her eyes, Mrs. Xi snapped her fingers again, unleashing a surge of otherworldly energy that enveloped Jin. In an instant, his body shifted and transformed, his form morphing into that of an elegant woman dressed in a stunning qipao.

Jin blinked in astonishment, his gaze shifting downward to take in the delicate fabric that now draped his figure. The qipao, a traditional Chinese dress, hugged his newfound curves with graceful precision. The qipao clung to Jin's transformed figure like a second skin, its allure both mesmerizing and unfamiliar. The fabric, a delicate blend of silk and satin, embraced every curve with a graceful precision, accentuating the feminine form he now embodied. The qipao was a vibrant crimson, a shade that evoked passion, and lust.

The silhouette of the qipao followed the contours of Jin's body with tailored precision. The dress hugged his waist, accentuating a subtle hourglass figure, before flowing gracefully down to mid-calf length. Its modest yet alluring slit on the side allowed for freedom of movement while maintaining an air of feminine mystique.

Jin's hands moved instinctively, tracing the smooth texture of the fabric, his mind struggling to comprehend the surreal transformation. Staring down at his smooth milky thighs, barely covered by the slender garment, his hands traveled further. Overcome with anxious curiosity, Jin’s fingers traveled further, touching the bear skin of his legs. A quick touch confirmed what he already knew. His dick was gone. His fingers grazed only the lips of his newly-formed labia. Jin shivered involuntarily.

“What did you do to me?” he barked. 

“Calm yourself, Jin,” Mrs Xi said, changing the pronunciation of his name so that it formed the word “pretty.”

“Don’t call me that!” Jin's voice cracked with a mixture of disbelief and unease as he blurted out his question, his eyes widening with a hint of panic. "What am I supposed to do dressed like this?" he squealed, his voice betraying a combination of confusion and apprehension.

Mrs. Xi, the demon woman, regarded Jin with an air of nonchalance, her tone calm and matter-of-fact as she offered an explanation. "You are my shophouse girl now," she stated, her words carrying an air of finality. "All of my customers are men. I need a female server. I'm sure you can guess why."

As Mrs. Xi's words hung in the air, Jin's imagination conjured up a vivid scene, a room filled with lascivious gazes, men leering at him in his feminine attire. A gulp caught in his throat as he visualized the uncomfortable scenario, his anxiety intensifying with each passing second.

"But I can't wear this!" he protested, his voice cracking slightly. "At least...not without underwear."

Mrs. Xi, the demon woman, responded to Jin's plea with a malicious smile, her lips curling into a cruel curve. "They would only ruin the lines of the qipao," she retorted, her words dripping with a sadistic delight. "Besides, walk like a lady and you have nothing to worry about."

A flush of crimson spread across Jin's face, the embarrassment intensifying as Mrs. Xi's words sank in. The implications of her remark caused his mind to whirl with a mix of mortification and confusion. Was this his reality now? Was he truly expected to embrace this transformed state, abandoning who he was?

A pang of doubt crept into Jin's thoughts as he contemplated the surreal circumstances he found himself in. He questioned whether he had slipped into an elaborate dream, a twisted fantasy that played with his fears and desires.

Yet, as Jin looked around at the magical surroundings, the ethereal shophouse enveloping him with its otherworldly allure, he couldn't deny the tangibility of the moment.

He glanced at his reflection in a nearby ornate mirror, unable to tear his gaze away from the unfamiliar yet captivating image that stared back at him—a woman with delicate features, long flowing hair, and eyes that shimmered with a newfound allure. Jin's eyes widened, a mixture of astonishment and disbelief coursing through his veins.

“How long do I have to stay like this?” he asked.

“Your mother racked up quite a debt,” the demon mused. “Though, I think you can probably pay it down in, I don’t know, two hundred years!”

"Wait, wait a minute," Jin stammered, his words stumbling over one another. "Two hundred years? That's... that's an eternity! I can't possibly be expected to endure this!"

Mrs. Xi smirked, relishing in Jin's growing unease. "Ah, but my dear Jin, you made the deal willingly. Now, the price must be paid. And remember, I am not known for my leniency when it comes to debts."

Jin's heart pounded in his chest, his mind racing for an escape, any loophole he could exploit to avoid the daunting fate that loomed before him. He had always been one to seek the path of least resistance, to avoid responsibility and hard work at all costs. The idea of being trapped in a woman's body for centuries was beyond his worst nightmares.

Desperation etched across his face, Jin pleaded, his voice trembling with a mix of fear and uncertainty. "There must be some other way! Can't we renegotiate? Can't I work off the debt some other way, one that doesn't involve... this?"

Jin pressed his thighs together, feeling acutely the strange gap between them. Mrs. Xi's laughter filled the air, an echo that sent a chill down Jin's spine. "The terms have been set, and I'm afraid there is no room for negotiation. This is your destiny now."

Jin's shoulders slumped, his once defiant spirit extinguished by the reality of his situation. He knew deep down that he had to accept his fate, as much as he despised it. With a heavy sigh, he reluctantly nodded, acknowledging the inevitability of his obligation.

Mrs. Xi's smile widened, a predatory glimmer in her eyes. "Now, let us begin the journey that awaits you in the realm of servitude. Come. I'll show you to your room," Mrs. Xi said, her voice laced with an air of authority. Jin obediently trailed behind her as they ascended a creaking staircase, its worn wooden steps revealing the passage of time. The musty scent of age lingered in the air, permeating the shabby surroundings.

Arriving at a modest room tucked away on the upper floor, Mrs. Xi gestured towards the door, signaling Jin to enter. Hesitant but resigned, he crossed the threshold, his eyes scanning the room's meager furnishings. Faded wallpaper adorned the walls, peeling in places, an ancient-looking mattress sat atop a rickety bed frame, its tired springs emitting a faint squeak.

As Jin stepped further into the room, he caught a glimpse of Mrs. Xi's cold smile, her intentions veiled behind a façade of false cordiality.

“Sleep well, boy,” she said, sneering. “Tomorrow will be an important day for you.”

Jin watched her retreating figure with cautious eyes, waiting until the sound of her footsteps faded into silence, signaling her descent down the stairs.

A glimmer of hope flickered within Jin's heart as he realized the door had been left unlocked. His mind raced with possibilities, his thoughts consumed by the tantalizing prospect of escape. This fleeting opportunity, a crack in the chains that bound him to Mrs. Xi and her demonic pact, beckoned him to take action.

Carefully, Jin inched closer to the door, his fingers trembling as he grasped the handle. As the door swung wide, Jin took a deep breath, the scent of liberation mingling with the lingering echoes of uncertainty. But just as Jin's resolve strengthened, a sudden jolt of panic shot through him as his transformed attire, the elegant qipao that cloaked his feminine form, vanished in an instant. His heart raced, and a sense of vulnerability washed over him, leaving him acutely aware of his exposed state.

The fear that gripped Jin intensified as he contemplated the daunting prospect of attempting to escape the demon's realm as a naked woman.

In that moment of realization, Jin knew that his escape would have to wait. It became clear to him that attempting to venture forth into the demon's domain as a woman, his curvy form stark naked, would be an act of insanity.

Resigned to his fate, Jin acknowledged that for now, he had no choice but to bide his time, remaining within the confines of his room and grappling with the weight of his predicament.


3.

The first rays of morning light streamed through the windows, casting a soft glow upon the room where Jin had spent a restless night. He stirred, feeling a mix of apprehension and weariness coursing through his veins. The weight of his new breasts pressed upon his chest, serving as a constant reminder of the peculiar circumstances that had befallen him. Lazily, he let his hand fall on his left breast. Jin was amazed by how quickly his nipple responded to even the lightest touch. Curious, he rubbed both breasts at once, reveling in the energy coursing from the tips of his nipples down his spine, settling in the space between his legs.

As the door swung open, Mrs. Xi's figure emerged, her presence commanding attention. Jin's initial reaction was one of embarrassment and vulnerability, hastily pulling the blanket over his body in a feeble attempt to preserve some semblance of modesty. "Knock first!" he demanded, his voice laced with irritation and a tinge of insecurity.

Mrs. Xi, undeterred by Jin's outburst, responded with a mischievous smirk, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "Nothing I haven't seen before, boy," she retorted, her choice of words a deliberate taunt aimed at reminding Jin of his current predicament.

Mrs. Xi snapped her fingers. Jin hesitantly lowered the blanket, his gaze falling upon his new attire. A sense of astonishment washed over him as he found himself adorned once again in another elegant, new qipao, the fabric draping gracefully over his feminine form. The garment exuded an air of sophistication and allure, its intricate patterns and vibrant hues like the previous day's simple attire.

"Come," Mrs. Xi beckoned, her tone masking her underlying intentions. "It's time for breakfast." The invitation held an air of obligation, an unspoken reminder that Jin's compliance was not a choice but a requirement in this twisted symbiotic relationship.

Reluctantly, Jin rose from the bed, the fabric of the new qipao caressing his skin as he did so. Though his mind was filled with questions and uncertainty, he knew that resistance would only prolong his entanglement with Mrs. Xi. With a sigh, he cast one last glance at the room, the remnants of his escape plan fading into the background.

As Jin descended the creaking wooden stairs behind Mrs. Xi, his unease grew with each step. The narrow gaps between the weathered planks seemed to morph into pairs of watchful eyes, their imaginary gazes boring into him from below. A shiver ran down his spine, his imagination conjuring up a vivid image of a prying audience lurking in the darkness, their eyes fixated on the tight opening beneath the delicate fabric of his dress.

The weight of the scrutiny intensified his self-consciousness, prompting him to question every movement, every gesture. His strides became smaller, his legs seemingly glued together as he attempted to navigate the stairs while keeping his thighs firmly pressed. It was as if he hoped to shield himself from the imagined prying eyes by shrinking away, concealing the vulnerability that lay exposed between his legs.

Jin's mind whirled with a mixture of discomfort and anxiety, his thoughts consumed by the fear of being objectified and exposed. The realization that his new form, so beautifully adorned in the flowing qipao, could be leered at by men sent waves of unease through his entire being.

Jin reluctantly stepped into the dining room, his eyes instantly drawn to the sight of several elegant young ladies, each adorned in their own meticulously tailored qipaos. Their presence, coupled with their animated conversations and laughter, created an atmosphere that seemed worlds apart from his own discomfort and unease.

The first woman, elegant and poised, was named Mei-Ling. Her jet-black hair cascaded down her back in silky waves, perfectly complementing her fair complexion. She exuded an air of confidence, with eyes that sparkled like polished obsidian, revealing a hint of mischief within. Mei-Ling's qipao, a vibrant crimson with delicate floral patterns, accentuated her graceful figure, enhancing her allure.

Next to Mei-Ling sat Xiao Hua, a petite woman with a fiery spirit. Her bobbed hair framed her heart-shaped face, and her mischievous smile hinted at an untamed energy within. She had an aura of youthful exuberance, her eyes dancing with curiosity and an adventurous spark. Xiao Hua's qipao, a playful shade of emerald green, flowed effortlessly around her, reflecting her spirited nature.

Across from them was Li Wei, a woman of mature elegance and timeless beauty. Her ebony hair was elegantly coiled into a sophisticated updo, revealing a graceful neck adorned with a single pearl necklace. Her warm smile carried wisdom and gentleness, and her expressive eyes held a depth of experience. Li Wei's qipao, a royal blue masterpiece with intricate embroidered patterns, draped gracefully over her statuesque frame, embodying her refined presence.

Lastly, there was Ying Yue, a radiant young woman whose aura was as bright as the moonlight. Her long, flowing hair cascaded like a waterfall, shimmering with hues of chestnut and copper. Her doe-like eyes sparkled with innocence and a hint of curiosity, drawing others into her world. Ying Yue's qipao, a soft blush pink, embraced her delicate features, accentuating her youthful charm.

Jin's heart raced as he introduced himself to the group of women, his voice quivering with a mixture of anxiety and anticipation. "H-hey, I'm... Jin," he stammered, his voice trailing off as he hesitated on the word, momentarily transforming it into "pretty" without intending to. The slip of the tongue hung in the air, his nervousness palpable.

One of the girls, her eyes twinkling with amusement, leaned in closer, her voice filled with genuine warmth. "Jin, huh? That's the perfect name for you," she exclaimed, her words accompanied by a genuine smile that radiated acceptance. "And my, oh my, aren't you just beautiful!" The comment landed like a gentle breeze, filling Jin's chest with a strange mixture of vulnerability and pride.

A flicker of surprise danced across Jin's features, unsure of how to respond. He mustered a weak smile, a mix of gratitude and uncertainty playing on his lips. It was an unfamiliar feeling, being complimented on his appearance, especially when he had spent most of his days indulging in a comfortable laziness. Yet, in that moment, amidst the camaraderie and acceptance of these women who had also gone through their own transformative journeys, Jin felt a strange sense of validation. Perhaps there was more to his newfound feminine self than he had initially thought.

As he settled into his seat, Jin's gaze flickered across the room, catching snippets of conversations and whispered gossip. The ladies appeared immersed in their own social dynamics, their voices blending into a symphony of feminine camaraderie. The contrast between their confidence and his own vulnerability only heightened his feelings of alienation.

"Eat," Mrs. Xi instructed, her voice carrying a blend of authority and indifference. "But not too much. Wouldn't want you bursting out of that qipao." The remark hung in the air, a taunt wrapped in a veil of dark humor. Jin, unable to suppress his irritation, responded defiantly by sticking his tongue out at the old demon, a gesture that contained equal parts defiance and childlike rebellion. Mrs Xi disappeared and Jin tried his best to force food into his stomach. As the girls continued to engage in lively conversation, their laughter filling the room, Jin's trepidation began to wane.

"Boy!" Mrs. Xi's sharp voice echoed through the dining room, cutting through the lively chatter of the women. Jin turned his attention to the demon, his heart skipping a beat as he met her gaze. "Are you finished yet?" she demanded, her tone laced with impatience.

The other women at the table turned their inquisitive gazes toward Jin. Sensing their curiosity, one of them couldn't help but voice the question that lingered in the air. "Why did she call you that?" she asked, her eyes filled with genuine concern.

Jin, feeling a mix of embarrassment and a strange sense of camaraderie, knew that he couldn't hide the truth any longer. He took a deep breath, gathering his courage, and confessed, "Well, the thing is... I used to be a guy."

The confession hung in the air, followed by a moment of stunned silence. Then, like a chorus of joyous birds, the women erupted into a symphony of squeals and laughter, their delight echoing through the room. "We'll help you, Jin! Don't worry," one of them exclaimed, her voice brimming with encouragement and compassion. "We'll show you how to be beautiful so no one will ever know."


4.

With breakfast finished, the women gathered around Jin, their faces filled with determination and empathy, ready to embark on an impromptu crash course in femininity and grace. They showed him the delicate art of walking, demonstrating each step with fluidity and elegance. Jin watched intently, trying his best to mimic their movements, but his mind was plagued by worrisome thoughts.

As he followed their instructions, attempting to emulate the way they swayed their hips and held themselves with poise, a creeping unease settled in the pit of Jin's stomach. The image of the countless men he would have to serve loomed in his mind like a dark cloud. He couldn't help but imagine a sea of hungry eyes, fixated on him with insatiable desire, stripping him bare with their gaze.

The overwhelming pressure of the imagined scrutiny paralyzed Jin, his steps faltering as he succumbed to a surge of self-doubt. The weight of those imaginary gazes felt suffocating, threatening to expose the vulnerable truth beneath the facade he was trying so desperately to maintain. How could he face such attention, such objectification, without crumbling under the weight of his insecurities?

His breath caught in his throat as he voiced his fears, his voice trembling with vulnerability. "What if... What if they look at me... in that way?" Jin's words hung in the air, his eyes reflecting a mixture of fear and resignation.

The women, who had been guiding him with such enthusiasm, exchanged sympathetic glances, understanding the weight of his apprehension. They surrounded him, offering gentle reassurances, their voices filled with compassion. "Don't worry, Jin," one of them whispered, her voice a soothing balm. "We've all felt that fear before, but together we'll help you find the strength to face it."

Encouraged by their words, Jin took a deep breath, the echoes of doubt slowly subsiding. He realized that he wasn't alone in this struggle, that these women had walked a similar path, and they were there to uplift and support him. With renewed determination, he summoned the courage to continue, knowing that he had a sisterhood standing by his side, ready to guide him through the challenges that lay ahead.

And so, with their patient guidance, Jin resumed his training, his steps becoming more assured and his movements gradually imbued with a newfound confidence. As Jin continued to practice, something remarkable started to happen. With each step and every fluid motion, the qipao felt less restrictive, allowing him to move with a newfound sense of ease. The fabric that once felt foreign against his skin now embraced his body, becoming a second skin that offered comfort and familiarity.

With growing confidence, Jin mastered the art of carrying a tray of drinks gracefully. He watched his reflection in the mirror, the gentle curve of his arm balancing the tray effortlessly, while his other hand rested delicately on his hip. It was as if the qipao itself guided his movements, guiding him toward a version of himself that was not only graceful but also self-assured.

As he practiced this particular skill, Jin felt a surge of empowerment. The weight of the tray became a symbol of his ability to navigate the demands of the world he found himself in. He marveled at how he could execute the task flawlessly, a testament to the strength he was discovering within himself.

The women surrounding him applauded his progress, their smiles filled with genuine admiration. They recognized his determination and the strides he had made in such a short span of time. "You're a natural, Jin!" one of them exclaimed, her voice brimming with excitement. "You're going to be a hit with the customers!"

Jin's face flushed with a mix of pride and gratitude. Then Li Wei said with mock seriousness, "Now we'll have to show you how to flirt."

"Flirt?" Jin repeated, the word unfamiliar on his tongue as if he didn't know its meaning. "Why would I need to know how to flirt?" he inquired, his voice laced with a tinge of skepticism. "I thought the goal was to blend in, to not draw attention to myself."

Li Wei's eyes glimmered with a mixture of amusement and wisdom as she leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. "You want your time here to pass quickly, don’t you?" she responded, her tone carrying a hint of mischief. "Flirting isn't just about ensnaring a man. It's a skill that can pave the way to a brighter future."

Jin furrowed his brows, his curiosity piqued by Li Wei's intriguing words. "A brighter future?" he echoed, his voice tinged with intrigue. "How can flirting help me escape this predicament?"

Li Wei's smile widened, a mischievous glint dancing in her eyes. "Tips, my dear," she replied, her voice laden with emphasis. "The customers who frequent this establishment, they're not just here for the food. They're here for the experience, for the allure. And if you can captivate them, make them feel special, you'll see them show their appreciation."

Jin's eyes widened in realization as Li Wei's words sank in. Tips—the currency that held the promise of freedom from this haunting debt. The prospect of accumulating enough funds to secure his release filled him with a renewed sense of purpose.

Li Wei continued, her voice brimming with enthusiasm. "Think about it, Jin. The more tips you receive, the closer you'll be to paying off your debt and earning your freedom."

A flicker of determination ignited within Jin's gaze as he absorbed Li Wei's wisdom. He contemplated the possibilities that lay before him—the chance to accumulate enough funds to sever the chains that bound him to this existence, to transcend the confines of the restaurant, and return to his old self.

“Okay, so how do I flirt?”

Li Wei's mischievous grin widened as she saw Jin's baffled expression. She leaned in closer, her eyes glinting with playful mischief. "Flirting, my dear Jin, is an art form," she explained, her voice filled with a mixture of amusement and excitement. "It's all about capturing someone's attention and leaving them wanting more."

Jin's eyebrows furrowed in confusion. Flirting was an alien concept to him, something he had only encountered in the virtual world of video games. He had never considered using his charms to captivate another person in real life, let alone a man. Li Wei leaned back in her chair, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. "Let me show you," she said, her voice laced with confidence.

Li Wei took a moment to compose herself, her eyes scanning Jin from head to toe. "First, it starts with the eyes," she began, her voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper. "You make eye contact, hold their gaze for a moment, and then gracefully look away. It's a subtle invitation that leaves them intrigued and wanting more."

Jin listened intently, his mind absorbing every word. He attempted to mimic the gaze Li Wei described, making eye contact with her for a brief moment before shifting his gaze to a distant point. He could feel the subtle shift in energy, the newfound allure that emanated from within.

Li Wei applauded him, her laughter musical and infectious. "You're a quick learner, Jin!" she exclaimed, her enthusiasm contagious. "Now, the smile. It's the key to unlocking hearts." She demonstrated, her lips curling into a captivating smile that radiated warmth and charm.

Jin watched her closely, taking note of the way her eyes sparkled and her lips curved with grace. He attempted to replicate the smile, feeling a surge of self-consciousness as he did so. It was unfamiliar, yet he couldn't deny the transformation it brought to his face.

The women at the table erupted into applause, their encouragement fueling Jin's determination. They offered him guidance, sharing their own experiences and secrets to successful flirting. The atmosphere became a lively exchange of laughter, tips, and shared stories, with Jin eagerly soaking in every word.

Li Wei's voice carried a mischievous undertone as she directed Jin's attention towards his target. Across the room, sitting in a chair with an exaggerated imitation of masculine posture, was Ying Yue. Her presence exuded an air of confidence, drawing the eyes of onlookers. It was to her that Jin's flirtatious abilities would be put to the test.

Taking a deep breath, Jin mustered his courage, reminded himself that this was all a part of their game. His heart thudded against his chest as he attempted to envision himself approaching a girl as stunning as Ying Yue in his former life. The mere thought sent a shiver of apprehension down his spine. How could he ever measure up to her beauty and poise?

However, to his surprise, a newfound sense of ease enveloped Jin. As a woman, things were different. The nerves that typically plagued him in the face of such encounters seemed to dissipate. Encouraged by Li Wei's guidance and the camaraderie of his newfound friends, he realized that he had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

With determined steps, Jin approached Ying Yue, a subtle smile playing at the corners of his lips. His mind raced, contemplating the best approach to captivate her attention and engage in the art of flirtation. This was his chance to put his lessons into practice, to demonstrate his newfound feminine charm.

Ying Yue skillfully portrayed the role of a coarse and boorish man, attempting to playfully advance towards Jin. However, Jin, determined to maintain his composure and navigate the interaction, gracefully declined Ying Yue's advances with a polite yet firm demeanor. His newfound knowledge of feminine charm allowed him to steer the conversation, subtly guiding it towards more intriguing topics.

As the conversation unfolded, Jin showcased his ability to captivate with his wit and charm, employing a delicate balance of playfulness and elegance. He found himself naturally adapting to the role, embracing his feminine allure with every word and gesture. The rapport between Jin and Ying Yue grew, each exchange punctuated by laughter and genuine engagement.

Ying Yue, seemingly amused by Jin's quick wit, teased him affectionately, her words laced with a hint of flirtation. "Jin, if I were truly a man, I would undoubtedly fall head over heels in love with you," she remarked, her tone filled with playful banter. Jin's heart fluttered at the words, a mixture of pride and trepidation coursing through his veins.


5.

As the night descended upon the demon realm, Jin stood before the mirror, his gaze fixed upon the reflection that stared back at him. The elegant qipao draped flawlessly over his form, accentuating curves that were once foreign to him. His hair cascaded in glossy waves, meticulously styled to frame his delicate features.

A mixture of astonishment and pride swelled within Jin as he observed the poised and confident woman standing before him. Jin's eyes traced the contours of his new appearance, from the curve of his lips to the gentle arch of his eyebrows. He marveled at the subtle details that came together to create an image of femininity that seemed effortless, yet held a captivating charm.

It was in this moment, as he stood there in the dimly lit room, that Jin realized the extent of the change he had undergone. The responsibility that rested upon his shoulders, the weight of the debt he had willingly taken upon himself, became palpable. But amidst the trepidation, there was also a glimmer of determination in his eyes.

With a deep breath, Jin tore his gaze away from the mirror, resolving to fulfill his role as a captivating server and embrace the challenges that lay ahead. The time for hesitation was over; it was now his moment to shine, to showcase the newfound strength and resilience that resided within him.

The bustling atmosphere of the demon's restaurant engulfed Jin as the customers flooded in, seemingly all at once. The room buzzed with a cacophony of voices, each patron vying for attention, their demands overlapping in a symphony of impatience. The air crackled with anticipation as the hungry and thirsty clientele eagerly awaited their refreshments.

Jin's eyes darted from table to table, taking in the sea of faces, each one more demanding than the last. The self-consciousness that had once plagued him melted away in the face of the overwhelming task at hand. There was no time for hesitation or doubt; it was a sink-or-swim moment, and Jin was determined to prove himself.

With a newfound sense of purpose, Jin joined the other girls in a flurry of motion, gracefully navigating the crowded space between tables. The elegant qipao swirled around her as she moved, an extension of her swift and agile steps. Orders poured in, and Jin's mind shifted into overdrive, swiftly processing the requests and translating them into actions.

He deftly grasped trays laden with drinks, expertly maneuvering through the maze of customers, delivering each order with practiced precision. There was no room for mistakes, no time for hesitation. He had to be swift, efficient, and attentive to every detail.

The clamor of voices and the urgency of the situation seemed to fade into the background as Jin focused solely on the task. The once-overwhelming atmosphere transformed into a rhythmic dance, a choreography of service and satisfaction. He moved with grace, anticipating the needs of the patrons, ensuring that no glass remained empty for long.

As time wore on, the initial chaos began to meld into a sense of controlled frenzy. Jin and the other girls formed an unspoken camaraderie, a synchronized team working seamlessly to meet the insatiable demands of the customers. Each completed order brought a sense of accomplishment, a small victory amidst the chaotic symphony of the restaurant.

Though exhaustion threatened to creep in, Jin pressed on, his determination unyielding. With every drink served, every customer satisfied, he gained a measure of confidence. The initial disease was replaced by a sense of purpose, a realization that he was capable of far more than he had ever imagined.

In that moment, as he weaved through the labyrinth of tables, meeting the relentless demands of the customers, Jin found solace in the chaos. The once-daunting challenge had become a testament to her resilience and adaptability. And in the midst of it all, he discovered a strength he never knew he possessed.

As Jin gracefully maneuvered through the maze of tables, skillfully balancing a tray of drinks, he felt a sudden intrusion—a hand reaching out to grab his inner thigh. His body tensed, a mix of shock and anger coursing through his veins. Without a second thought, she swiftly smacked the demon patron in his beery face.

Caught off guard, the man's face flushed with embarrassment, his sheepishness replacing the audacity he had exhibited just moments before. "I-I'm sorry," he muttered, his gaze dropping to the floor in shame. As the man slinked away, his head bowed in shame, Jin's gaze remained fixed, her expression resolute.

As the relentless night wore on, each passing moment seemed to weigh heavily on Jin's shoulders. Fatigue crept through her body, sapping her energy and testing her endurance. The incessant demands of the customers, the chaotic atmosphere, and the physical exertion took their toll on her.

But just when she felt she could no longer bear the burden, a melodic sound echoed through the air, piercing through the clamor of the bustling restaurant. It was a bell—a signal that abruptly cut through the commotion, signaling the end of the night's proceedings.

As if by some enchantment, the patrons vanished in an instant, leaving behind an empty void where the boisterous voices had moments before filled the room. Jin stood there, momentarily disoriented, her ears still ringing with the echo of their chatter. The sudden stillness enveloped her, and she was left standing amidst the aftermath of the whirlwind she had endured.

In the quiet aftermath, the server's area transformed into a sanctuary of relief, a haven where they could shed the facade they had worn throughout the night. Laughter mingled with sighs of exhaustion as they congregated, the air thick with a mixture of weariness and camaraderie.

Jin leaned against a nearby counter, his breathing gradually steadying as he attempted to regain his composure. He met the gazes of her fellow servers, their eyes reflecting a shared understanding and unspoken admiration for one another's endurance. They had weathered the storm together, supporting each other through the trials of the night.

In that moment, Jin felt a sense of belonging—a part of a sisterhood forged in the crucible of adversity. They were bound not only by their debt to Mrs. Xi but also by their resilience, their strength, and their unwavering determination to defy the odds. Though their paths may have diverged, they found solace and support in one another, a lifeline in a realm of uncertainties. Jin felt for the first time that he had truly transformed, not only physically but mentally as well. He had become a female, in spirit as well in body.

As they lingered in the quiet sanctuary of the server's area, the remnants of exhaustion began to fade, replaced by a profound sense of accomplishment. They had endured the challenges of the night, and in doing so, had proven their resilience and unwavering spirit.

Jin's eyes swept across her fellow servers, her heart swelling with a newfound sense of kinship. She knew that, despite the hardships they faced, they would continue to stand together, supporting one another through the trials that awaited them. For in this realm of shadows and debts, their bond had become an unbreakable thread, interwoven with shared experiences and a shared determination to reclaim their freedom.

Exhaustion weighed heavily on Jin's weary frame as she stumbled back to her room, seeking solace in the familiar confines of her sanctuary. The qipao, vanished as she crossed the threshold, leaving her naked once again. A sigh escaped her lips, carrying with it a mix of weariness and a gnawing sense of uncertainty.

Climbing onto the bed, Jin sank into the softness of the mattress, her smooth, slender body yearning for rest. Fatigue settled deep within her bones, mingling with the weight of her troubled thoughts. She stared up at the ceiling, her mind racing with the daunting reality of her situation.

How would she ever endure enough nights, work long enough, to chip away at the mountainous debt that loomed over her like an unrelenting specter? The numbers danced before her eyes, multiplying and multiplying, stretching into an unfathomable expanse of time. The weight of it all threatened to suffocate her spirit, tugging at the edges of her resilience.

A sense of helplessness washed over Jin, overshadowing the glimmers of hope she had clung to earlier. She pondered the countless nights that lay ahead, each one a grueling reminder of the debt she was bound to repay. The sheer magnitude of the task seemed insurmountable, an endless cycle of servitude and sacrifice.

Her thoughts churned, wrestling with the notion of time and its relentless passage. How could she find the strength to endure, day after day, year after year? The weight of the debt seemed to press upon her chest, squeezing the air from her lungs.

Yet, in the midst of her weariness and doubt, a spark of determination flickered within Jin's weary heart. She refused to surrender completely to the overwhelming weight of her circumstances. Deep down, a resilient spirit whispered, urging her to persevere, to seek opportunities even in the darkest of moments.

Drawing the covers around her tired form, Jin closed her eyes, her mind awash with a mix of weariness and determination. Sleep beckoned, offering a temporary respite from the burdens that weighed upon her. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new trials, but she would face them with a tenacity born of necessity.

In the quiet darkness of her room, the echoes of the night's chaos gradually faded into a distant murmur. Jin's breathing steadied, her weary body succumbing to the embrace of slumber.


6.

As the weariness settled into Jin's bones, it became a familiar companion in her daily routine. The long hours and relentless pace of serving no longer provoked stress or anxiety within her. Instead, a new sensation began to stir within, a peculiar ache that replaced the physical fatigue she had grown accustomed to. Jin couldn't quite grasp its origin or nature, but she felt a warmth spreading through her body, leaving her flushed and tingling by the end of each evening.

She couldn't quite comprehend the sensations that coursed through her body, leaving her feeling both exhilarated and perplexed. Unconsciously, she found herself rubbing her thighs together, seeking some relief from the nervous energy that crackled within her. She came to love that pressure, and the sticky feeling it left behind when she parted her legs again.

Feeling overwhelmed by these unfamiliar sensations, Jin turned to her friend Ying, hoping for guidance and understanding. With a mixture of curiosity and concern, she confided in her about the peculiar sensations she was experiencing, unsure of what it all meant.

"Jin, I think you’re horny" Ying Yu said, her voice carrying a touch of amusement and understanding.

Jin's eyes widened, a mix of surprise and curiosity crossing her face. The word itself held a certain weight, laden with implications she hadn't fully grasped until now.

“Horny? But why?” she asked.

“You spend every night surrounded by horny men who want you. What did you think was going to happen?”

A rush of emotions washed over her as she absorbed Ying Yue's words, realizing that she was venturing into uncharted territory, discovering facets of herself she had yet to explore.

As Jin processed this newfound knowledge, she couldn't help but feel a mix of apprehension and excitement. The realization that her body was responding in such a way, embracing the femininity that had been bestowed upon her, brought with it a sense of liberation and possibility. It was an awakening, an affirmation of her womanhood that she had not anticipated but was eager to understand.

“Try touching yourself tonight,” Ying Yue said. “Don’t judge yourself. Just do whatever feels good to you.”

Jin entered her room, a swirl of conflicting emotions enveloping her. The once alluring qipao that had adorned her figure now felt oppressive, a weight upon her shoulders. She exhaled a sigh of relief as the fabric vanished, releasing her from its confines.

Jin stood in her bedroom, the air thick with anticipation and a hint of vulnerability. As her qipao vanished, leaving her bare skin exposed to the room's gentle caress, a surge of electricity coursed through her body, leaving her breathless and aware of the powerful sensations enveloping her.

Climbing into bed, she longed for a moment of respite. Her thoughts gravitated towards the men she had encountered that night, their gaze etched into her memory. Initially, their eyes had sparked a sense of discomfort and unease within her, as if she were under the scrutiny of a thousand prying eyes. But now an unexpected transformation took place within her, replacing repulsion with a peculiar fascination.

What did those men see when their eyes locked onto her? What was it that drew their attention? She let her hand lazily brush her thigh, causing her nipples to become erect. She could feel her tits growing as she cupped them, delighting in the feeling as they expanded in her hands. She spread her legs and arched her back, fingers inching closer to the soft lips between her legs which seemed to grow wetter with each passing moment.

Jin pictured the men as she played with herself, imagining their lustful stares as they watched her rubbing her wet clit. She moaned as she let her fingers sink deeper inside herself, enjoying each new sensation and the waves of pleasure that met her as she began to buck and shimmy her hips forwards and back.

She drank in the sight of her body, one hand cupping her breast and the other teasing the folds of her vagina and her arousal grew. “I’m hot,” she thought gleefully. “I’m pretty and sexy and a girl.”

She thought of the times she’d spent jerking off in her room alone, looking at pictures of women with bodies nowhere near as sexy as the one she possessed now. She felt a jolt of pleasure as she compared their bodies with her own. “I’m a hot chick. The hottest,” she told herself. “Not like those little sluts.” 

She continued exploring herself, getting worked up until she almost couldn’t take it. Then the feeling would plateau and she could feel her pussy contracting again. She hadn’t reached orgasm, but still she was sated. She would do the same almost every night, finding pleasure in her body that helped to ease the boredom of a lonely life. Before she drifted off to sleep, she pressed a pillow between her legs, enjoying the soft pressure she felt there.


7.

The passage of time painted its invisible brushstrokes upon the tapestry of Jin's existence, leaving behind the hues of countless years that silently slipped away. Despite the weight of the debt that had bound her to the demon realm, Jin remained eternally untouched by the marks of time. Each passing day, month, and year seemed to flow through her without leaving a visible trace, preserving her youthfulness as if caught in a suspended state of eternal bloom.

Within the realm, Mrs. Xi's playful jibes persisted, the moniker of "boy" etching itself into their shared language. Yet, with the passage of time, the teasing nickname had acquired a gentler resonance, tinged with a newfound affection that had blossomed between them. Jin had gradually shed the last vestiges of her former self, shedding the memory of a past identity like a discarded cloak. The contours of her femininity had become as natural to her as the rhythm of her breath, entwined seamlessly with her being.

Her life as a man had long ago dissolved into a distant, hazy memory, a fragment of a former life that no longer held sway over Jin's perception of herself. She no longer thought of herself as a guy, as that chapter of her existence had been eclipsed by the transformative power of her experiences within the demon realm. In the depths of her being, she had embraced the woman she had become, her identity forged anew through the trials and tribulations she had endured.

Days turned into weeks, weeks into months, and months into years, cascading relentlessly like the flowing current of a river. Yet, within the cyclical rhythm of existence, Jin found solace and acceptance. Her mind struggled to conjure an alternate reality, for the tapestry of her life had woven itself intricately with the threads of the demon realm. The realm's vibrant palette, its customs, and its peculiarities had melded seamlessly with Jin's essence, leaving little room for her to fathom a life outside its confines.

Though the years had etched their tales upon the faces of her fellow servers, Jin herself remained untouched by their passage. It was a curious anomaly that she pondered in the depths of her thoughts, her reflection in the mirror betraying an unchanging visage that defied the ravages of time. Yet, such musings were fleeting, for they carried with them a sense of acceptance, a recognition that her fate was irrevocably intertwined with the realm she called home.

In the ebbs and flows of life within the demon realm, Jin discovered a sense of belonging, a purpose that transcended the debts that bound her. The bond she shared with Mrs. Xi, once forged in desperation and obligation, had evolved into something deeper, a connection that defied the boundaries of time. They had become kindred spirits, their lives intertwined in a dance of mutual understanding, marked by the shared weight of their respective debts and the enduring resilience that propelled them forward.

As the years pressed on, Jin's perception of self had been reshaped by the very fabric of her existence within the demon realm. The ephemeral nature of time had rendered her immortality a double-edged gift, a respite from the burden of aging but also a reminder of the relentless cycle in which she remained entangled. Yet, in the face of it all, she found solace, purpose, and even a sense of self that had transcended the confines of her former life.

And so, Jin embraced the unchanging passage of time, accepting the reality that had become her own. With every passing year, her essence intertwined further with the realm that had held her captive, forever altering the trajectory of her existence. In the depths of her being, she had become a testament to the transformative power of magic.

One day, Jin got a glimpse at her own liberation. Li Wei had worked hard and now the debt had been repaid.

“See that you don’t gamble again and you won’t end up back here,” Mrs. Xi said. Her voice, tinged with a rare hint of approval, cut through the air, acknowledging Li Wei's achievement with a begrudging admiration. The girls gathered around, their eyes fixed on Li Wei as she stood before the imposing figure of the demon who held their fates within her clutches.

Mrs. Xi's stern countenance softened ever so slightly, an eerie semblance of warmth enveloping her features. Li Wei bowed respectfully before Mrs. Xi, her movements precise and measured. A flicker of anticipation danced in her eyes as she prepared herself for the final act in this surreal exchange. With a snap of the demon's fingers a surge of magic coursed through the air.

In an instant, the once svelte and enchanting figure of Li Wei dissolved into the corpulent form of the matronly woman she had been before the enchantment had woven its spell. The transformation was a disorienting spectacle for Jin, a vivid reminder of the transient nature of the demon's power, capable of both granting beauty and reclaiming it in a single breath.

Li Wei, now restored to her former self, cast a wistful smile in Jin's direction, a silent farewell etched upon her lips. Their paths had intertwined within the confining walls of the shophouse. And as Li Wei faded into the ethereal tapestry that separated realms, her departure signified the culmination of her journey, a return to the realm of humans from which she had been temporarily plucked.

Jin watched with a mixture of admiration and longing, her gaze tracing the fading silhouette of Li Wei until it vanished entirely. She couldn't help but wonder what awaited her own eventual departure, her dreams of liberation intertwining with the bittersweet realization that Li Wei's path was not hers to tread. The air held a tinge of both melancholy and inspiration as Jin made a silent vow to follow in her footsteps, to navigate the labyrinthine web of debts and promises until she too could bid farewell to the demon realm.

8.

The approaching day cast its shadow, signaling the culmination of Jin's contract. Two hundred years had passed slowly. Standing before Mrs. Xi, a glimmer of hope kindled within Jin's heart, yearning for a new beginning. But that glimmer was swiftly extinguished as the demon's words pierced through her, shattering her dreams like fragile glass.

"You thought you could leave, didn't you?" Mrs. Xi's voice dripped with cruel amusement. "Well, think again. Back on Earth, your mother has fallen back into her gambling ways."

A surge of devastation washed over Jin, her dreams of reunion torn asunder. The weight of her mother's actions crashed upon her, threatening to drown her in sorrow.

"No... How could she?" Jin's voice quivered with disbelief, her heart sinking with each syllable. "I can't believe this..."

With a wave of Mrs. Xi's hand, a portal materialized, revealing the scene of Jin's mother immersed in the allure of the mahjong table, oblivious to the world crumbling around her.

"Mother, please! Stop!" Jin's desperate plea echoed through the portal, hoping to reach the depths of her mother's soul.

"Just one more game... Just one more chance..." Her mother's voice was tinged with desperation and a hint of delusion, lost in the grip of her addiction.

As the weight of despair settled upon Jin, Mrs. Xi reveled in her triumph, savoring the pain she had inflicted upon her captive.

"You see?" Mrs. Xi's voice oozed with smug satisfaction. "You'll never escape. Your debt remains."

The portal flickered, dissipating the scene, but the scars on Jin's heart remained, etched deep into her being.

"I... I can't believe this is happening." Jin's voice wavered, a mixture of anguish and determination. She refused to surrender to the darkness that threatened to consume her.

Mrs. Xi sneered, her satisfaction palpable, reveling in Jin's anguish. Her words hung heavy on Jin's shoulders, like chains of despair.

"You're trapped, my dear," Mrs. Xi taunted, relishing in her power. "Bound by the chains of your debt."

As the remnants of the portal vanished, leaving Jin standing alone, she clung tightly to the ember of hope that refused to be extinguished. Though battered and scarred, her spirit remained unyielding, ready to face the challenges that lay ahead.

Then, one day, there was Jianyu. He possessed an enigmatic presence that intrigued Jin. There was a certain sadness in his eyes, hidden behind a stoic facade. He seemed detached from the other inhabitants of the demon world, as if he carried a burden that weighed heavily on his soul.

In the brief moments when their eyes met, Jin sensed a flicker of recognition, as if their souls resonated on a deeper level. There was a longing within her, an unexplainable connection that drew her towards him. Despite the chaos and darkness that surrounded them, Jin couldn't help but feel a glimmer of hope whenever she caught a glimpse of Jianyu.

During the rare moments of respite, when the demands of the shophouse allowed for a fleeting exchange, Jin found herself gravitating towards Jianyu. Gathering her courage, she approached his table, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"Can I buy a drink for you and your friends?" Jin quipped playfully, a lighthearted jest aimed at his solitary presence.

The man's eyes twinkled with amusement as he caught onto her humor. "Well, since my friends seem to be nowhere in sight, I suppose you'll have to settle for me as your companion."

Jin couldn't help but smile at his response, her playful banter finding a receptive audience. "Fair enough," she said, gesturing to the bartender. "What will it be?"

As she brought over his drink, the man made a gesture to reciprocate her kind offer. "Allow me to return the favor. What can I get for you?"

Jin hesitated for a moment, a mix of longing and regret crossing her face. "I appreciate the offer, but I'm afraid I can't accept. It's against the rules here."

Undeterred, he nodded understandingly. "Well, if you ever change your mind, the offer still stands."

With a courteous nod, Jin excused herself, leaving the man to enjoy his drink. Little did she know, he had left another generous tip for her, hidden among the pile of coins after the establishment had closed for the night.

When Jin discovered the unexpected gift, her heart swelled with gratitude and a touch of curiosity. The man's actions held a mysterious allure, leaving her to wonder about his intentions and the significance he held in her life. She couldn't deny the pull she felt towards him, the way her heart skipped a beat when he smiled or how her breath quickened when their eyes met. It was a connection she couldn't easily dismiss.

As thoughts of the man consumed Jin's mind, she embarked on a journey of introspection, seeking to unravel the enigma that set Jianyu apart from all the other men she had encountered. While the faces of countless others blurred into indistinguishable shapes in her memories, his image remained vivid and etched into her consciousness. It was not merely his handsome features that captivated her, for there was something deeper that stirred her soul.

In her musings, Jin realized that it was his unwavering sense of masculinity that held an irresistible allure. There was a strength in his presence, a magnetic aura that exuded confidence and power. It was as if he effortlessly embodied the essence of masculinity, drawing her in like a moth to a flame.

She found herself enchanted by the way he carried himself, the commanding presence that seemed to emanate from within. It was a delicate balance of strength and gentleness, a captivating combination that intrigued her and set her heart ablaze.

But there was more to it than surface-level attraction. It was the way he made her feel, the way his masculine energy resonated with her femininity. His presence awakened a deep yearning within her, a desire to explore the intricate dance between their contrasting energies. It was a primal connection that transcended words, a silent understanding that pulsed between them.

Jin couldn't help but wonder if it was this magnetic pull of masculine energy that had ensnared her heart, drawing her deeper into the realms of obsession. With each passing day, her fascination grew, intertwining with a longing to bridge the divide that separated them and discover if their connection extended beyond her wildest dreams.

Lost in the labyrinth of her thoughts, Jin knew that only time would reveal the true nature of their connection. Until then, she would hold on to the memory of his masculine allure, eagerly anticipating the day their paths would cross once more, hoping that fate would conspire to unite their souls in a dance of irresistible attraction.

Jin's mind wandered into the depths of desire, a familiar flame of arousal igniting within her. Thoughts of Jianyu, his presence and his touch, kindled a fire that surged through her veins, leaving her longing for a deeper connection. Her thoughts entwined with vivid images of his body, strong and alluring, beckoning her towards a union of passion and intimacy.

She yearned for the warmth of his skin against hers, the intertwining of limbs and the electric currents that would flow between them. Her imagination danced with the fantasies of their bodies melding together, a symphony of desire and pleasure that held her in its seductive grip.

The intensity of her longing heightened with each passing thought, the desire to explore the depths of their connection consuming her senses. Her body yearned for the intimate embrace she envisioned, a union that would leave her spent and quivering at the knees.

As her arousal pulsed through her veins, Jin embraced the richness of her desires, first by herself and then, when the moment was right, with Jianyu himself..

With each breath, Jin stoked the flames of her desires, nurturing the ember of anticipation and the intoxicating allure of their shared intimacy. And as she embraced the fullness of her longings, she ventured forth, ready to embark on a journey that would intertwine their bodies, hearts, and souls in a dance of passion and fulfillment.


9.

Jin's heart quickened as she spotted Jianyu's return to the restaurant. However, she understood all too well the precarious situation she found herself in. Mrs. Xi, ever watchful and perceptive, would undoubtedly relish the chance to sabotage Jin's budding connection if she caught wind of her growing attraction to the enigmatic man.

With a careful eye, Jin observed her surroundings, ensuring that Mrs. Xi remained occupied with other matters. She bided her time, waiting for the perfect moment to approach Jianyu. Patience became her ally as she discreetly attended to her duties, all the while keeping a watchful gaze on the man who had unknowingly captivated her heart and made her pussy dewy with longing.

Finally, a serendipitous opportunity presented itself. Mrs. Xi became momentarily engrossed in a heated conversation with another employee, her attention diverted from Jin's every move. It was the opening she had been waiting for.

"So, Jianyu, tell me about yourself," Jin inquired, her voice laced with a mixture of intrigue and caution.

Jianyu's gaze softened, a hint of vulnerability flickering in his eyes as he contemplated his response. He took a moment, as if carefully choosing his words before sharing his truth.

"Jin, I am a demon," he confessed, his voice tinged with remorse. "But I want to be different. I want to be a good demon. I want to help you."

Jin's heart fluttered, her mind grappling with a whirlwind of emotions. She had always been wary of the treachery of demons, their deceptive nature making them unreliable lovers. Yet, something in Jianyu's earnestness and the sincerity of his words resonated within her.

She hesitated, her thoughts racing, torn between skepticism and the flicker of hope that Jianyu might indeed be the key to her escape from the clutches of Mrs. Xi. Taking a deep breath, she spoke with a mix of vulnerability and determination.

"I want to trust you, Jianyu," Jin admitted, her voice tinged with a hint of uncertainty. "But I've been taught to be wary of demons. Can I truly believe that you can help me?"

Jianyu's gaze held steadfast, a profound sincerity radiating from him as he reached out, gently clasping Jin's hand.

"I understand your doubts, Jin," he replied, his voice filled with conviction. "But I promise you, I am different. My intentions are genuine, and my desire to help you escape this life is unwavering."

Jin studied Jianyu's face, searching for any signs of deception, any trace of the demons she had been warned about. Yet, all she saw was a longing for redemption and a determination to forge a path towards goodness.

A flicker of trust sparked within Jin's heart, dimming the shadows of doubt that plagued her. In that moment, she made a choice, a choice to place her faith in the possibilities that Jianyu offered.

"Jianyu, you may be my best hope," she confessed, her voice laced with a mixture of vulnerability and hope. "Together, we can find a way to escape Mrs. Xi and create a future where we are free."

“I will find a way to free you. But I need something first,” Jianyu's urgent words cut through the bustling atmosphere of the restaurant, capturing Jin's attention like a lighthouse in a storm. With a quick glance around to ensure Mrs. Xi remained preoccupied, Jin leaned in closer, ready to listen.

"What is it, Jianyu?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He met her gaze, his eyes filled with a mixture of longing and determination, as if he carried the weight of a thousand unsaid words on his shoulders.

"Jin, I have to see you alone," Jianyu pleaded, his voice trembling with urgency.

Jin's heart skipped a beat, torn between the desire to fulfill his request and the fear of the consequences that might follow. She took a deep breath, mustering the courage to share her own truth.

"I wish I could, but you have to understand," Jin confessed, her voice tinged with sadness. "I can never leave the shophouse. I must return to my room every night, or Mrs. Xi will know."

Jianyu's brows furrowed in concern, his grip on her hand tightening ever so slightly as if seeking solace in their connection.

"She can’t stop us," he declared with unwavering determination. "I promise you, I'll find a way for us to be together."

Jin's heart swelled with a mix of hope and uncertainty, the audacity of Jianyu's vow igniting a spark of courage within her. He stood and hefted a roll of coins on the table.

“I’ll see you soon,” he said as he made his way to the exit. Jin watched him go, wondering when her passion would finally be sated. She would not have to wait long.


10.

Jin's footsteps echoed softly on the wooden stairs as she ascended to her bedroom, her thoughts swirling with anticipation and uncertainty. As she pushed open the door and stepped into the room, her breath caught in her throat at the sight that greeted her.

There, standing amidst the confines of her sanctuary, was Jianyu, an enigmatic smile playing on his lips. The mere presence of him within the walls of her room sent a jolt of surprise through her, momentarily rendering her speechless.

Before Jin could utter a single word, a subtle shift in the air caught her attention. Her gaze darted downward, only to find that her flowing qipao had vanished, leaving her standing there in the bare vulnerability of her own skin.

Jianyu's eyes met Jin's, a glimmer of understanding dancing within their depths. He reached out a hand, his touch gentle and reassuring. As Jin stood there, her heart pounding within her chest, a cascade of emotions flooded through her. In the absence of her qipao, she felt a newfound vulnerability but also a sense of liberation.

Jianyu flicked aside the blanket concealing the swollen member between his legs. As Jin drank in the sight of him, she was overcome by the size of Jianyu’s cock. “Demons are big,” she thought, “Really big!”

With a hesitant smile and a flicker of anticipation in her eyes, Jin took a step forward, allowing herself to be drawn closer to Jianyu, into the embrace of the unknown. As she climbed on top of him, she felt an explosion of desire as the head of his cock rubbed against her delicate inner leg. Instantly, she felt she was wetter than she had been in her life.

As she positioned him under her, Jin did what came naturally and bore down on the massive cock between her legs. She had expected the explosion of pleasure to be tinged with pain, but instead to her amazement his cock slid effortlessly into her slick folds. Jin moaned loudly.

Jianyu grabbed her throat, not hard but just enough to let her know that she would have to stifle her screams if they didn’t want their elicit lovemaking to get them both caught. The pressure of his fingers wrapped around her throat made Jin gasp. As she humped and rode him, she wrapped her hand around Jianyu’s, silently willing him to apply just a little more pressure. Carefully, compassionately, he gripped her harder.

Jin imagined herself being strangled by this unholy beast of a man. She saw herself blacking out, powerless, helpless, submitting totally to her powerful man to the very last. Then the pressure eased and she felt a sudden rush as the air clawed its way back into her lungs, giving her an explosive orgasm that made her erupt with orgasmic pleasure. Two hundred years of lonely nights had finally delivered her to this one moment of pure bliss and passion.


11.

The warmth of the morning sun filtered through the curtains, gently coaxing Jin from the depths of slumber. Blinking her eyes open, she found herself nestled in the comfort of her bed, Jianyu lying beside her. A tender smile tugged at the corners of her lips as the memories of their shared night flooded her mind, wrapping her in a cocoon of sleepy bliss.

But as consciousness fully returned, panic surged within Jin's chest. The realization struck her like a sudden gust of wind, stirring her from the tranquil haze. She couldn't let Mrs. Xi discover Jianyu in her room. Their forbidden connection had to remain hidden, like a secret flame flickering in the shadows.

As if in response to her mounting concern, a fresh qipao materialized, its vibrant colors and delicate fabric serving as a reminder of the constraints that governed her existence. It was a silent call, signaling that the world outside her room awaited her presence, oblivious to the forbidden love that had taken root within these four walls.

Drawing in a shaky breath, Jin's gaze fell upon Jianyu, their eyes meeting in silent understanding. The weight of the moment hung heavily in the air, their shared desire for a future together battling against the harsh reality of their circumstances.

"You have to go," Jin's voice trembled, her words a mixture of urgency and sorrow. She could not bear the thought of Mrs. Xi discovering their secret, tearing them apart and shattering the fragile bond they had forged.

Jianyu's eyes held a blend of longing and resignation, mirrored in Jin's own. He nodded, his voice laced with a bittersweet acceptance. "I understand, Jin. But remember, our connection is stronger than the physical realm. We will find a way."

With a gentle touch and a lingering gaze, Jin and Jianyu exchanged a silent promise, the unspoken commitment to navigate the obstacles that fate had thrown their way. They understood that their love was a flame that burned even in the darkest of times, a force that transcended the boundaries imposed upon them.

Summoning every ounce of strength, Jin reluctantly untangled herself from Jianyu's embrace, a pang of longing resonating within her heart. As she made her way to the door, she cast a final glance over her shoulder, etching his image into her memory, for it was the memory of their love that would fuel her determination.

As the door closed behind her, Jin stepped into the realm that awaited her. She carried within her the weight of their secret, the knowledge that their connection defied the confines of their circumstances.

In the bustling chaos of the restaurant, Jin navigated her duties with practiced grace, her mind never far from the presence of Jianyu and the promise of a future yet to be realized. Amidst the clatter of dishes and the chatter of patrons, she held onto the hope that their love would endure, that they would defy the odds and forge a path towards a world where their hearts could be free.

And so, as the day unfolded before her, Jin carried within her a flicker of hope, a steadfast belief that their love was not bound by the walls of the shophouse, but rather, it soared on the wings of their shared dreams. Together, they would weather the storm, waiting for the time when their worlds would intertwine once more, and their love would know no boundaries.

“Someday my debt will be repaid,” Jin thought contently, imagining a future where she and Jianyu could be alone in their passion forever. But even at the heights of her reverie, Jin collided with a truth that sent her spiraling. “But if the debt is repaid, that old demon will turn me back into a man!”

Jin imagined Jianyu looking at her, transformed back into the lazy man she had been, and the thought made her want to cry. She knew she had to confess the truth to Jianyu. But first she needed to summon the courage. 


12.

"Jianyu, there's something I need to tell you," Jin began, her voice tinged with both hesitation and honesty. "Before all of this, before the shophouse and the demon world, I was not always what you see now."

Jianyu's gaze locked with Jin's, a flicker of concern crossing his features. "What do you mean?" he asked, his voice soft yet filled with a genuine desire to understand.

Jin paused, searching for the right words to convey her truth. "I was born as a man," she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. "I was turned into a woman to be a waitress in this shophouse."

She felt Jianyu’s fingers on her chin, bidding her to look at him.

“Jin, I am a demon. I don’t care what you were. I’ll happily take you as my own. I want to possess you utterly.”

“I want the same,” Jin said breathlessly. “But with this debt over my head, Mrs. Xi has a hold on me. She’ll never let us be together. She’ll return me to my old body!”

“I won’t allow it. We’ll find a way to free you without paying the debt.”

"How?" she inquired, her voice laced with anticipation. "How can we possibly overcome the cunning Mrs. Xi and ensure that I can keep my female form?"

A mischievous smile danced upon Jianyu's lips as he leaned back against the headboard, his eyes brimming with determination. "My dear Jin, sometimes the most audacious plans bear the sweetest fruit," he replied, his voice filled with a newfound confidence. "We shall challenge Mrs. Xi to a wager, one that she cannot resist."

Curiosity mingled with trepidation within Jin's heart, yet she couldn't help but be drawn in by Jianyu's conviction. "A wager? What kind of wager?" she pressed, her mind racing with possibilities.

Jianyu's eyes sparkled with excitement as he leaned closer, sharing his audacious plan. "We will wager not only your freedom but mine," he revealed, his voice steady and resolute. "If we win, Mrs. Xi must release you from your debt and allow you to remain a woman forever. But if she wins, we shall abide by her terms, whatever they may be."

Jin's breath caught in her throat, a mixture of hope and apprehension swirling within her. It was a risky gambit, one that could either secure their freedom or plunge them deeper into the clutches of Mrs. Xi's control. Yet, the prospect of defying her oppressor, of holding onto her identity and the love she had found, fueled a flicker of courage within her.

Jianyu's grip tightened around her hand, his smile growing wider. "Together, we shall prevail, my love," he declared, his voice filled with unwavering faith. "We will play, and we will win."


13.

Jin stood at a distance, her gaze fixed upon the intense standoff between the man she loved and the formidable demon who held her life in her clutches. Her heart thudded in her chest, torn between a sense of security and a lingering fear of the lengths to which the cunning Mrs. Xi would go to ensure her victory.

The man, rugged and resolute, stood tall before Mrs. Xi, his eyes ablaze with determination. His unwavering presence instilled a sense of safety within Jin, a belief that he would shield her from any harm that may befall her. Yet, the old demon's calculating gaze and sly smile sent shivers down Jin's spine, reminding her of the treacherous nature that lurked beneath her seemingly benign demeanor.

“So, you want to play me? What’s your wager?”

“I wager myself,” Jianyu answered. “If I lose, I am in your power.”

Jin's fingers clenched into tight fists at her sides, her eyes never wavering from the intense exchange before her. All she could do was silently offer her love, her trust, and her unwavering faith in his ability to triumph over their oppressor.

"We could always use another girl around here, don't you think, Jin?" she remarked, taunting him.

Jianyu's resolve remained unshaken, his eyes gleaming with determination as he prepared to face the formidable demon. With a calm nod, he signaled his readiness, his confidence radiating from his every gesture. Jin watched anxiously, her heart pounding, torn between the fear of what Mrs. Xi might do and the hope that Jianyu would succeed.

The mahjong tiles were meticulously arranged, the game about to begin. Jin held her breath, her eyes darting between the players, eager to witness the unfolding duel of strategy and skill. Mrs. Xi's piercing gaze never wavered, while Jianyu focused intently on the tiles, analyzing the patterns and seeking any advantage he could find.

As the game progressed, the tension grew, mirroring the shifting dynamics between Jianyu and Mrs. Xi. Each move was calculated, a tactical maneuver in their battle of wits. Whispers of strategy passed between them, hushed conversations that hinted at their intentions. Jin strained to catch every word, hoping for any glimpse of an advantage that would tip the scales in their favor.

The clacking of tiles filled the room, an orchestra of possibility and risk. Jin's hands tightened, her knuckles turning white as she anxiously clasped them together, silently urging Jianyu to emerge victorious. The stakes were high, her freedom and cherished feminine body hanging in the balance.

With each round, the intensity swelled, the final moves approaching like a crescendo. Jin's heartbeat quickened, her eyes fixed on the expressions of the players, searching for signs of triumph or defeat. A moment of palpable silence descended upon the room, as if the world held its breath, waiting for the verdict.

Then, with a surge of confidence, Jianyu placed his final tile on the table, a triumphant smile playing upon his lips. Jin's heart skipped a beat, a surge of hope coursing through her veins as she dared to believe that their gamble had paid off.

Mrs. Xi's face contorted with a mixture of frustration and begrudging admiration. She stared at the arrangement of tiles before her, her demeanor betraying a grudging acceptance of the outcome. Slowly, she reclined in her chair, a begrudging respect shining through her gaze.

"Well played, Jianyu," she conceded, her voice laced with reluctant acknowledgment. "Boy," the demon said. “I release you.”

Jin's breath caught in her throat, relief washing over her like a wave. She stole a glance at Jianyu, their eyes meeting in silent celebration of their hard-fought victory. In that moment, they shared an unspoken understanding that they had overcome the odds, outmaneuvered the demon, and secured their freedom from Mrs. Xi's clutches.


14.

Jin stood before the mirror, her eyes sparkling with delight as she admired her reflection. The vibrant white wedding dress she wore hugged her figure, a departure from the traditional qipao she had been confined to for so long. It was a symbol of newfound freedom, a tangible reminder that she had broken free from the clutches of Mrs. Xi's control. A wide smile illuminated her face as she soaked in the joy of this moment.

Descending the stairs, the lightness in Jin's steps matched the buoyancy in her heart. She reached the bottom, her gaze locked with Jianyu's. His eyes held a mixture of admiration and tenderness, his strong arms open wide. Without hesitation, he swept her up, their bodies entwined in an embrace that spoke volumes of their shared journey.

"Ready to leave?" Jianyu's voice, filled with both excitement and reassurance, whispered into Jin's ear. She felt the warmth of his breath against her cheek, a gentle reminder that she was not alone in this new chapter of their lives.

Tears welled up in Jin's eyes, shimmering with a mixture of gratitude and anticipation. She nodded, her voice quivering with emotion as she gave her reply.

"Yes, finally," she whispered, her voice filled with the weight of all she had endured and the hope that now blossomed within her.

Jianyu carried her tenderly, his arms supporting her both physically and emotionally, as they crossed the threshold of the magic shophouse. The barrier, once an impenetrable boundary that had trapped Jin within its confines, now offered passage to the unknown, to a future brimming with possibilities.

With each step they took, Jin's heart swelled with a renewed sense of purpose and a determination to embrace the freedom that awaited them. Together, they ventured into the uncharted territory, leaving behind the oppressive grip of Mrs. Xi and embracing the boundless horizons that lay ahead.

Hand in hand, Jin and Jianyu embarked on their journey, their souls intertwined, ready to face whatever challenges and adventures awaited them beyond the threshold of the magical shophouse. And as they ventured forth into the unknown, Jin couldn't help but feel an overwhelming sense of gratitude for the love, strength, and courage that had brought them together.


Treasure Seekers

1.

Paul Mapplethorpe staggered through the jungle, his shirt drenched with sweat and his skin crawling with insect bites. He had been on the trail of the Scepter of Tumichucua for weeks, following leads and rumors through dense foliage and treacherous terrain. His thirst was unbearable, but his resolve never faltered. The treasure would be his, no matter what.

Finally, as the sun began to dip below the trees, he caught sight of the legendary lost city of Tumichucua. He let out a sigh of relief, wiping the sweat from his forehead. The city was even more magnificent than he had imagined, rising up from the jungle in a series of terraces and walls made of gleaming white stone.

Mapplethorpe's guides, a group of hardy locals, chattered excitedly in their native language as they led him through the dense foliage to the heart of the city. They passed through a series of narrow alleyways and climbed a long staircase carved into the stone, emerging into a vast ceremonial plaza surrounded by massive stone pillars. The sound of running water filled the air, and Mapplethorpe could see a series of fountains and pools in the center of the plaza.

As he approached the throne room where the Scepter was said to be hidden, Mapplethorpe felt a sense of both awe and trepidation. The room was filled with precious metals and gems, as well as ornate carvings depicting the ancient rulers of Tumichucua. The walls were lined with glistening gold, and the room was illuminated by flickering torchlight.

But as Mapplethorpe made his way to the throne, his heart sank. Dakota Brown was already there, a smug grin on his face as he held the Scepter of Tumichucua in his hands.

"There you are, Mapplethorpe," Brown said, a glint in his eye. "Here I thought you’d caught a cold and run home already."

Dakota Brown was a tall, ruggedly handsome man with piercing blue eyes, short blonde hair and a quick smile. Aside from Mapplethorpe himself, there was no treasure hunter in the world like Brown. And Brown took pains to make sure that Mapplethorpe knew it.

Both had been jockeying for the Scepter for months. As they approached Tumichucua, Mapplethorpe could feel his competition with Brown reach a fever pitch. They had been neck and neck the whole way up the Andes, but it was Brown who had arrived at the Incan city first.

Mapplethorpe took a moment to observe Brown. He saw a confident, self-assured man who seemed to know exactly what he was doing. Brown had an air of success about him that grated on Mapplethorpe's nerves.

After they both entered the ceremonial chamber, Mapplethorpe couldn't help but admire the Scepter. It was a magnificent artifact, made of solid gold and encrusted with jewels.

"Good show, Brown," said Mapplethorpe. "You played that bit at the river crossing for all it was worth. But we both know it could have just as easily been me standing there with that Scepter."

Brown raised an eyebrow. "Is that so?"

"Yes," said Mapplethorpe. "And since we both put so much effort into finding it, why don't we share the prize?"

Brown gave a hearty laugh. "You’re a sore loser, Mapplethorp. And I work alone"

Mapplethorpe was disappointed. "Someday it’ll be you instead of me fly-bitten and exhausted, and I’ll be the one to glide across the finish and snatch the prize."

Brown looked at Mapplethorpe and shrugged. "If that happens, at least I’ll know I’m my own man."

Mapplethorpe watched as Brown left the city on horseback with the Scepter. He was defeated but determined to come back stronger and beat Brown the next time they met.


2.

Mapplethorpe sat hunched over the bar, his fingers tightly wrapped around a glass of gin. The Shepheard Hotel was dimly lit, a cloud of smoke and the smell of alcohol hanging thick in the air. Photos of famous guests like Agatha Christie, Winston Churchill, and King Farouk adorned the walls, watching over the shabby bar like stern ghosts.

The bartender, a wizened old man with a thick mustache and a fez on his head, leaned over the bar and offered Mapplethorpe another drink. "A man who touches not a drop of drink, there is a good man. And a man who drinks deep, there too is a good man. But a man who orders a drink but will not touch it, there is a man troubled. What troubles you, my honored friend?" he asked, his voice heavy with a thick Arabic accent.

Mapplethorpe shook his head. "Nothing, Aziz. I've just got business to attend to."

Mapplethorpe was nursing his gin when a woman's voice interrupted his thoughts. He turned to see a stunning woman in an elegant dress, looking at him with a wry smile. She spoke with an American accent that was both familiar and exotic to his in this foreign land.

"You shouldn't sit with your back to the door," she said.

Mapplethorpe raised an eyebrow. "Oh?"

"Someone could sneak up on you," she replied.

Mapplethorpe chuckled. "No danger if the stranger has good intentions."

“I don’t, actually,” she said, still smiling. “And neither do they.”

The mystery woman pointed at a group of men dressed in suits entering the lobby of the hotel. They were speaking in German, their eyes scanning the room with a predatory intensity. Mapplethorpe recognized them immediately as the storm troopers he had been warned about. He took a deep breath, bracing himself for the inevitable confrontation.

One of the men, a tall, broad-shouldered brute with a thick accent, strode over to Mapplethorpe and set his hat on the bar. "You are Mapplethorpe, ja?" he barked.

Mapplethorpe nodded warily. "And you are?"

The man grinned, his lips curling back to reveal a set of crooked teeth. "My name is Colonel Gunther von Sternberg. You may have heard of me."

Mapplethorpe rolled his eyes. "Can't say I have."

Von Sternberg scowled. "Understand now, The Stone of Kasuf belongs to the Reich."

Mapplethorpe scoffed. "You and what army?"

“The army that routed France, Poland, that even now chases all of Russia across her tundra,” he said. “That army.”

“I’m just a humble researcher,” Mapplethorp said. “I’m not after any stone. Plenty of those in museums already.”

Von Sternberg nodded curtly. "Auf Wiedersehen, Mapplethorpe".

"What's the story? Why did those Krauts single you out?" the woman asked after they were gone.

“No idea. Like I said, I’m a researcher.”

"Well, I think you’re lying," Sarah said, swirling the olive in her martini glass. "I'm Sarah Mitchell. I’m a correspondent with the Associated Press, and I've been chasing down rumors about the Stone myself. I think you know more than you’re letting on. I'd love to compare notes, if you don't mind."

Mapplethorpe raised an eyebrow, taking in Sarah’s striking appearance. Her blonde hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing a face of delicate features. Her blue eyes shone like sapphires, sparkling with intelligence and a hint of mischief. Her skin was smooth and flawless, and she stood with a confident posture, emanating a sense of self-assuredness and grace. " I know we've met before,” said Mapplethorpe. “I just can't put my finger on where."

Sarah's smile wavered for a moment, but she quickly composed herself. "I have one of those faces," she said. "But you seem like the kind of man who's been all over the world. Maybe we ran into each other somewhere in Europe?"

"Maybe," Mapplethorpe said, still studying her face. "But I never forget a face, especially one as pretty as yours."

Sarah crossed her legs subtly, and Mapplethorpe felt a twinge of something he hadn't felt in a long time, an erection pressing against the thigh. He pushed the feeling aside and refocused on the matter at hand. "So, what do you know about the Stone?" he asked.

"They say it's magic," she said.

"They do say that. But that's just a myth. Here's what's true. It's valuable. That's why I want it," said Mapplethorpe, looking up from his drink.

"Ooh, so not really a researcher at all. You really are a treasure hunter," said Sarah, smiling. "Just like, what's his name? Dakota Brown?"

Mapplethorpe tensed slightly. He knew the name.

"You know Brown?" Sarah asked.

"I know of him," Mapplethorpe replied.

"Heard he disappeared," she said.

"That's the rumor," Mapplethorpe said, taking a sip of his gin. "But who knows? Could be he's still out there, looking for the same thing I am."

“So, then you are looking for the Stone,” Sarah said.

Mapplethorpe shrugged but couldn’t see any advantage in remaining cagey any longer. Something about Sarah made him trust her, though he wasn’t sure why.

“I've got a line on some information that might help you. But I need your help too."

Mapplethorpe raised an eyebrow. "What kind of information?"

"Come with me and I'll tell you," she said.


3.

As they exited the hotel, they immediately realized they were being followed. A group of Arab men seemed to be always hovering just a few lengths behind as the pair made their way through the crowd. The two of them took off down the narrow alleyways of the bazaar, dodging vendors and fruit stands as they went.

“Von Sternberg is with them,” Mapplethorpe whispered as the pair pushed through the throng.

The Nazis and their henchmen were hot on their trail, their angry shouts echoing off the walls. Mapplethorpe and Sarah didn't know how many men were chasing them, but they knew they had to get out of the bazaar as soon as possible.

They reached a dead-end, but Sarah pointed to a set of stairs leading up to a rooftop terrace. "This way!" she yelled.

They bolted up the stairs, and Sarah pushed open the door at the top. They found themselves on the rooftop of a tall building, with a stunning view of the bazaar below.

"Jump!" Sarah shouted, pointing to the next rooftop.

Mapplethorpe hesitated for a moment, but the sound of their pursuers getting closer gave him no choice. He leapt over the gap between the buildings, and Sarah followed close behind.

They continued their escape, darting across rooftops and scrambling down canopies. As he shimmied across a ledge, Mapplethorpe lost his footing and almost fell to the ground, but Sarah grabbed his hand just in time.

Finally, they reached the edge of the bazaar. There they saw a taxi waiting for them. They dove into the back seat, the taxi driver peeling away from the curb just as their pursuers burst into the open air.

Breathless and heart pounding, Mapplethorpe and Sarah slumped back into their seats, feeling relieved to have escaped.


4.

Mapplethorpe and Sarah sped through the crowded streets of Cairo. They could see the Nazis' car following them from a distance, but the taxi driver was skilled in evading pursuit. After a few turns and quick maneuvers, they arrived at a nondescript hotel where Sarah was staying.

"We can hide here until nightfall," Sarah said to Mapplethorpe as they entered the lobby.

As soon as Mapplethorpe bolted the door, he turned to find Sarah facing him. She pulled him to her and kissed him deeply. His heart raced as he closed his eyes and lost himself in the moment.

"What was that for?" he asked, catching his breath.

"For being so brave," she said, smiling. "I couldn't have made it back there if it wasn't for you."

Mapplethorpe felt a rush of warmth spread through him at her words. "Are you okay?" he asked, looking at her closely.

"I'm fine," she said, still smiling. "Just a little shaken up."

Sarah’s voice was sultry and she pivoted girlishly on one hip. She seemed to be directing his eyes to her ample cleavage, which Mapplethorpe couldn’t help but admire.

Mapplethorpe knew that it was all too easy. Just a little convenient that Sarah happened to appear just when she did. But he had been attracted to this woman from the first. Something about her was so free and easy, yet somehow so familiar.

As he pulled her to her, their lips met in another passionate kiss. Mapplethorpe felt a groan bubbling up deep from inside Sarah.

“Please,” she whispered breathlessly. “I need a man,” she said. Mapplethorpe grappled with the zipper on her evening gown, admiring the way its curves perfectly conformed to the skin of the woman who wore it. Sarah’s breasts, which had been supported by the dress alone, now hung in front of him. She pressed her legs together, drawing his eye to the tiny wet patch that seemed to be growing inside her cotton panties.

Mapplethorpe undid his belt, letting it fall to the floor. Sarah looked with fascination, even hunger at the rising erection poking through his boxers. Sarah kneeled down and carefully tugged off the shorts, enveloping his engorged cock in her ruby-red lips. Her lips smacked as she sucked him, teasing the seam of his cock with her tongue. 

“Sarah,” her name escaped his lips like a sigh. She continued to play with his cock in her mouth, rubbing it against one inner cheek and then the other. Just as Mapplethorpe feared he might cum, Sarah released him and said in a pleading voice, like that of a teenage girl just coming to understand her own body and its desires, she said, “Please, I need you inside me.”

Paul reached down and lifted her to her feet. Then, he picked her up in his arms and deposited her on the bed. Expecting to penetrate her in the missionary position, as he’d always used with romantic trysts he’d had in the past, Sarah instead flipped herself around so that she was on all fours, presenting her pert, peach-shaped ass to Mapplethorpe like a present.

Paul grew harder as he tugged gently at her panties, delighting in her expression of pure rapture on her face as he peeled off the dainty garment still sticky with her fresh juices. As he pressed himself into her, he could feel her body yielding to his. He set the pace, pressing just deep enough before then relaxing and then repeating the motion. She was so tight that she couldn’t have been with many men. But even so, she was clearly well-versed in fantasies. She seemed to get lost in pleasure as he thrust himself deeper inside her, their bodies swaying back and forth in unison.

“Wait, stop!” she said, suddenly. Mapplethorpe froze, hearing a catch in her voice.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Don’t finish inside me,” she warned. “I won’t forgive you if you do.”

“Yes, of course,” he answered. He gave her a few more good thrusts, but fearing that he wouldn’t be able to hold himself back, he slid out and rose to finish in the wastebasket by the door.

He turned to find Sarah rolled over on her back peering up at him, her eyes frozen on his own. She spread her arms wide and Mapplethorpe climbed on top of her, resting his cheek against her ample breast.

“Let’s just rest here a while,” she said.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he answered. They lay there for a long time, just soaking in the experience they had just shared together. Then she said–

“There’s something in my purse. Can you hand it to me?”

Mapplethorpe dutifully rose and snatched the purse from the desk where it had been discarded. He handed it to Sarah and then turned to face the window.

“How about some dinner? I can smell someone’s cooking lamb downstairs, and– Christ!”

Mapplethorpe winced as the needle found its mark, right into his right butt cheek. He watched as Sarah thumbed the plunger, sending the acrid green liquid inside coursing through his veins.

“What are you…?” but Mapplethorpe couldn’t finish his thought before a dreamy haze carried his conscious mind to some faraway place while his body hurtled to the floor.


5.

Mapplethorpe's eyes fluttered open, and he groaned as he tried to move. He realized he was strapped down to a chair in the dimly lit hotel room.

"Wake up, Paul," Sarah said, looming over him. He struggled against the restraints but couldn't break free. Sarah looked concerned but also determined, her face set in a frown.

"What the hell have you done?" Mapplethorpe asked.

"I'm sorry, Paul," Sarah said, holding up a syringe. "I had to inject you with a mild sedative. Just to be safe. I need you to tell me where the Stone is."

Mapplethorpe's heart raced. He remembered the Stone of Kasuf, and the danger he faced trying to get it. "I don't know what you're talking about," he lied.

Sarah looked at him skeptically. "Don't play dumb, Paul. You didn’t come all the way to Cairo with no idea of what you would find."

Mapplethorpe cursed himself for letting his guard down. "So, what? You just seduced me so you could kill me?" he asked.

“I would never do that to an old friend like you, Mapplethorpe,” she said.

“How do you know my last name?” he asked.

“I don’t blame you for forgetting me. I don’t look like myself, I know that. But I thought that no matter what happened between us, we would always have Tumichucua.”

Mapplethorpe’s eyes widened in amazement.

“Dakota Brown?” he said in a whisper. Her lips curled at the mention of her former name.

“That’s right, Mapplethorpe. I beat you to Cairo, the same way I always beat you.”

“But, how?” he asked.

“I’ll ask the questions,” Dakota said. “What do you know about the stone’s whereabouts?”

“Nothing,” Mapplethorpe spat. “Truly nothing. I came here on a hunch. I don’t know where it is. Just that it’s somewhere in the Sahara wastes.”

Dakota studied him for a moment. Then she said, “Well then, Mapplethorpe. At least I’ve got you out of the way.”

“Brown, wait!” Mapplethorpe said, panicking when he realized he was about to be left tied up in this city at the mercy of God-only-knew what kind of people who might find him. “We can find the Stone together. I can be useful to you.”

“Sorry, Mapplethorpe. But like I said back in Tumichucua, I work alone.”

With that, she turned and left not even bothering with a parting glance as the door creaked shut behind her. 


6.

Mapplethorpe strained against his restraints, feeling the ropes bite into his wrists. He twisted and turned, trying to loosen the knots, but to no avail. His only hope was to break the chair he was tied to and make his escape.

With a deep breath, he planted his feet on the ground and pushed up, forcing his body to stand. The chair creaked under his weight, but the ropes held firm. Mapplethorpe steadied himself, and with a primal scream, he lifted the chair and slammed it against the wall.

The impact reverberated through the room, shaking the very foundations of the building. The chair splintered, but the ropes held fast. Determined, Mapplethorpe repeated the process again and again, slamming the chair against the wall with all his might.

Sweat poured down his face, his muscles screamed in agony, but he refused to give up. He thought of Dakota, of the Stone, of the Nazis, and every time he hit the wall, he put all his frustration and anger into the blow.

Finally, on the tenth try, the chair shattered into a hundred pieces, and Mapplethorpe stumbled backward, free from his restraints. He massaged his wrists, feeling the blood rush back into his hands.

With a grin, he looked around the room, searching for a weapon or a clue to Dakota's whereabouts. He had no plan, but he knew he had to keep moving. He took a deep breath, collected his few belongings, put his clothes on, and stepped out into the hallway, ready to face whatever lay ahead.

Seeing no sign of Dakota, he decided she would probably be looking to leave on the next ferry out of town.

Mapplethorpe raced on foot through the narrow alleyways of Cairo until he finally reached the city's bustling port, his eyes fixed on the ship that was slowly pulling away from the dock. He could see Dakota's figure on the deck, and he knew he had to catch her.

As he got closer, he could hear the steam hissing from the ship's engines, and he knew he was running out of time. He pushed his way through the crowds on the dock, ignoring the shouts and curses of angry merchants and sailors.

Finally, he reached the edge of the dock and leaped onto the gangplank just as it was being pulled up. He stumbled and nearly fell, but caught himself and sprinted up the steep incline of the gangplank.

As he reached the deck, he saw Dakota disappearing through a door on the upper deck. Mapplethorpe followed her, racing up the stairs to the upper deck, gasping for breath.

When he reached the top, he saw her standing by the rail, her back to him, looking out at the river. He approached her slowly, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and fear.

"Dakota," he said, his voice catching in his throat. "We need to talk."

As they sat down at a table on the upper deck of the steamship, Dakota shot Mapplethorpe a stern look. "Why did you follow me," she said in a low voice, making sure no one was listening. “What the hell do you want?”

"I'm not going to let you do this alone," Mapplethorpe replied, trying to keep his voice down as well.

“I need this, Mapplethorpe,” she said. “To you, the Stone is a pay day. To me it’s a chance to get my,” she lowered her voice even further as she said the words, “cock back.”

“I don’t care about the money. I want to help you,” he said firmly. He wasn’t sure why he felt so adamant. Maybe it was the sexual dalliance they’d just shared, but Paul felt an unstoppable pull towards this new, female Dakota Brown.

"Fine, but we have to be careful," Dakota warned. "We can't let anyone know who we really are or what we're after. The Nazis are still out there, and they're after the Stone too. We’ll have to be a couple."

"If we're going to keep up the charade, we might as well share a cabin," he said.

Dakota rolled her eyes. "Fine," she said, "but don't get any ideas.”

“Ideas?!” Mapplethorpe felt like shouting. “Who fucked who back in that hotel room?”

“I was using you, Mapplethorpe,” she said icily. “I'm still a man inside. The night we spent together at the hotel meant nothing."

Mapplethorpe wanted to spit. Instead, he simply sulked. Dakota studied him a moment.

“No hard feelings, right Mapplethorpe? We’re still old friends, aren’t we?”

Mapplethorpe still said nothing. But when she smiled, he couldn’t resist joining in. They made their way to their cabin, and once inside, Dakota immediately claimed the lower bunk. Mapplethorpe took the upper one and tried to ignore the way his heart was racing.

For a while, they were both silent, until Dakota spoke up. "You know, I never thought I'd be in this situation," she said. "Trapped in a woman's body, fleeing from Nazis, and pretending to be married to a man I hardly know."

“Well, don’t worry. Because I know just what I’m doing.”

Dakota smiled at Mapplethorpe’s self-deprecating humor.

“Goodnight, Paul,” she said.

“Goodnight, Dakota, he answered.


7.

As they walked through the bustling market in Luxor, a man approached Mapplethorpe and Dakota. He was a fabric seller with an array of bright and colorful textiles draped over his arm.

"Good day, my friends," he said with a wide smile. "You look like you're in need of some new clothes. I have the finest fabrics in all of Luxor. Come, let me measure you up for some new garments."

Dakota looked to Paul and whispered that it was a good idea to blend in and keep a low profile. Mapplethorpe nodded in agreement, and they followed the seller to his small shop.

Inside, the seller pulled out bolts of fabric and began measuring the couple for new clothes. Dakota chose a light and flowing dress in a deep blue color, while Mapplethorpe opted for a simple tunic and trousers in a neutral beige.

As the seller worked, Dakota and Paul made small talk, trying to gather any information they could about the city and its inhabitants. The seller told them about a local guide who could take them to the Valley of the Kings and offered to arrange a meeting.

After the measurements were taken, the couple thanked the seller and departed with a promise to return in a few days for their new clothes. As they walked away, Dakota whispered to Mapplethorpe that they should keep an eye on the seller and make sure he wasn't involved with the Nazis.

Mapplethorpe nodded in agreement, and they continued their stroll through the bustling market, keeping their eyes peeled for any sign of danger.

As they walked arm in arm through the streets of Luxor, Mapplethorpe couldn't help but admire how well Dakota carried herself. "You really know how to move like a lady," he said.

Dakota smiled wryly. "It's all part of the ruse, Paul. I can't have anyone suspecting that I'm not who I say I am. I've been living this way long enough now that it's become second nature to me."

“So what next? We didn’t come here to go shopping, did we?”

“There’s an old friend here who can help us,” Dakota answered. “Unlike you, I actually have a plan for what to do when I reach a new city. Draw on contacts.”

Dakota led Mapplethorpe through the bustling streets of Luxor until they reached a quiet corner of the market. A tall, thin man with a bald head and a sharp nose stood waiting for them.

"Mapplethorpe, this is my old friend, Ahmed. He knows this city like the back of his hand and can help us find what we're looking for," Dakota said with a smile.

Ahmed nodded in greeting.

“We need a map of the Sahara. One with hidden sites on it,” Mapplethorpe said cryptically.

"I can help you find the map you need. But it won't be cheap."

Mapplethorpe raised an eyebrow. "We have the funds to pay for it, as long as the price is reasonable."

"Reasonable is a relative term," Ahmed said with a chuckle. "But I'll do my best to make it worth your while."

The three of them made their way to a small shop on the edge of the market. Inside, a wizened old man with a long white beard was hunched over a table, drawing intricate lines on a piece of parchment.

Ahmed introduced him as Hamid, a cartographer with a talent for creating maps of even the most obscure places.

"We need a map of the desert, one that shows the location of a particular stone," Dakota explained.

Hamid looked up from his work and regarded them with a shrewd eye. "That will not be easy. The desert is a dangerous place, full of pitfalls and traps. It will take more than a simple map to guide you safely to your destination."

Mapplethorpe stepped forward. "We are prepared to take on the risks. We have come too far to turn back now."

Hamid nodded slowly, a small smile creeping across his face. "Very well. I will create the map you need. But first, we must talk about the price."


8.

Mapplethorpe's jaw dropped as Hamid named his price. It was an astronomical sum beyond what he’d expected to pay. Dakota, however, remained unfazed.

"We'll pay double," she said, her voice firm and confident.

"Double?" Mapplethorpe repeated, raising an eyebrow. "What the hell are you talking about?"

Dakota leaned forward, a sly grin on her face. “We need two maps. One for ourselves, and another for Hamid to sell to the Nazis. They'll think they've got the real deal, but they'll be chasing their tails."

Mapplethorpe marveled at Dakota's cunning plan. She had a way of making the impossible seem not just possible, but easy.

“My husband will gladly pay what you require, Hamid.”

Mapplethorpe grinned, but then he realized what she meant.

"Wait a minute," he said, his eyes widening. "You mean I'm paying for both maps?"

Dakota shrugged. "Well, you're the one with all the money, darling. And besides, it's a small price to pay for our mission."

Mapplethorpe shook his head, torn between frustration and admiration for Dakota's resourcefulness. "Fine, but you owe me big time for this."

Dakota grinned. "You got it, partner."

With that settled, Hamid got to work on the first map, meticulously tracing out the winding paths and hidden obstacles that would lead them to the stone. Mapplethorpe watched in awe as the map took shape, knowing that this was just the first step in a journey that would change everything. Seeing that it was perfect, Mapplethorpe begrudgingly pulled out his wallet and handed over the money for the maps. Then he did the same thing at the clothing shop. As they walked out of the shop, he turned to Dakota.

"My duty as your husband, huh?" he muttered, still feeling annoyed at the extra expense.

Dakota gave him a playful grin. "What can I say? A woman needs her clothes and her maps."

Mapplethorpe chuckled in spite of himself, knowing that Dakota had a point. "I suppose I can't argue with that."

They made their way back to their hotel to rest and prepare for their next step. Mapplethorpe spread the map out on the table and studied it carefully. It was intricately detailed, with tiny markings that denoted everything from mountain ranges to small villages. He was impressed by Hamid's skill and knew that it would be a valuable tool in their quest.

"Now we just need to figure out our route," he said, tapping the map with his finger.

Dakota nodded in agreement. "We'll need to be careful, though. We don't want to draw attention to ourselves, especially from the Nazis."

Mapplethorpe frowned. "Yes, we'll need to be cautious. But we can't waste any time. The longer we wait, the closer the Nazis get to finding the stone."

Dakota nodded again, a determined look on her face. "Then let's get to work. We have a map, a plan, and each other. We can do this."


9.

Having studied the map carefully, the pair was all set for their trip across the desert. Dakota suggested they share a meal on their last night. They ate a simple meal of lamb kebabs, baba ganoush, and freshly baked bread on the rooftop of the inn, overlooking the glittering lights of Luxor.

Mapplethorpe couldn't help but admire the way Dakota looked in the flickering light of the oil lanterns, with her hair pulled back in a messy bun and a hint of kohl around her eyes. "You look beautiful tonight, my love," he said, flashing a charming smile.

Dakota's eyes twinkled mischievously. "Well, thank you, darling," she replied, brushing a hand through his hair.

Mapplethorpe felt a warm flush rising to his cheeks. "I must say, this trip has opened my eyes to a great many things I thought never to encounter, my dear," he said, reaching across the table to take her hand.

“Wonders never cease,” she said.

“You’re a wonder,” he thought but dared not say. He knew it would be foolish to do more than pretend with Dakota.

As the meal came to a close, Dakota suggested they take a walk around the city. Mapplethorpe agreed, eager to see more of the place he had grown to love in just his short time there.

They wandered through the narrow streets, the warm breeze on their faces. They stopped to watch a group of children playing a game, and Dakota joined in, laughing and shouting with the rest.

Soon it was dark enough that the last traces of pink disappeared into the deep purple of the night sky. “We should turn in,” Mapplethorpe said. Dakota nodded, resting her head on his shoulder. “Let’s do.”

When they reached their hotel, they were walking hand in hand. Mapplethorpe looked around but saw no one. If this was just a show on Dakota’s part, it was a show meant for him alone.

“You know, you never told me how it happened,” Mapplethorpe said. Dakota wrinkled her nose. “How what happened?”

“You can’t be serious,” Mapplethorpe said. “What do you think?”

“Oh, that, well, it’s not actually such an interesting story,” Dakota said. “I was treasure hunting. Forty miles west of the Amazon basin there’s a temple devoted to a Pre-Columbian idol named Ixchel. She’s a mother goddess, and she was reputed to punish any man who dared defile her temple. I thought it was just another job, and at first it was. I found the idol, recovered it and started to make my way back up the river. But then something started to change.”

Mapplethorpe listened enraptured as Dakota described the changes.

“They were subtle at first,” she said. “One day I noticed that I didn't need to shave, then that my eyebrows were becoming narrower. There are no mirrors in the Amazon, but I felt myself getting fatigued faster. My chest started to get sore and my clothes started pinching in odd places. I knew that something was wrong when I started growing breasts, but even after I put the idol back, I couldn’t reverse the changes. Within a lunar cycle, I had breasts and a vagina. To all the world, I had turned into a woman.”

“But inside nothing changed?” Mapplethorpe asked.

“That’s right,” Dakota said. “Inside I’m the same person I always was. Only…”

“Only, what?” Mapplethorpe asked.

“Only I discovered that I was as sex-obsessed as ever. Only the object of my interest had changed. I stopped looking at men the same way. Every time I saw a man, any man, I just had to have him. I couldn’t pass any good-looking man without wondering to myself what his cock would feel like.”

Dakota caught Mapplethorpe staring out of the corner of his eye at her and laughed.

“Am I turning you on, Paul?”
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Mapplethorpe struggled for an answer. The truth meant one of Dakota’s biting laughs. But if he lied, he knew it would wound her. He was saved from answering when she suddenly stopped. All he had to do was look in her eyes and his pulse quickened.  

By some unspoken agreement between them, they both knew to start tearing each other’s clothes off the second they were upstairs alone. It was passionate and more urgent than before. Paul knew with growing urgency that it was knowing who Dakota was that aroused him all the more.

Here was the most confident, cocksure man that he’d ever met turned into a blushing, coy female who seemed to want nothing more than to be taken and conquered, possessed completely by him. As he brought his tongue to her hardening nipples, teasing them with gentle flicks that he could tell were driving her wild, Paul felt his manhood like he’d never felt it before. Fucking his rival into submission was the ultimate turn-on.

“Ride me,” he told her. “I want to watch you get yourself off riding my hard cock.”

“Yes, my love,” Dakota said dutifully. As she rode him bareback, Paul felt it was the best sex he’d had yet. She was eager, insatiable. With every movement of her hips, she made him feel how good she felt to have him inside her.

No bravado, no playful teasing. Dakota was every bit as womanly as any girl he’d ever known, and plenty more than most. She seemed to be experiencing every part of sex as if she were both amateur and expert at once. Her movements were flawlessly graceful and effortless but came from a hunger so deep that to Paul it was like everything she was doing, whether spreading herself in front of him or touching her breasts while she bounced up and down was something she was experiencing for the first time.

They finished together, the prohibition on coming quickly forgotten. Paul felt closer to her than ever as Dakota rested her head on his chest, her small body curled around his larger one. Something had shifted and they weren’t pretending anymore. Dakota was his lover, and he belonged to her too.
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Mapplethorpe awoke to find Dakota already up and dressed. She was packing their things and seemed to be in a hurry. "What's the rush?" he asked, yawning.

"I want to get on the road as soon as possible. We have a lot of ground to cover," she replied, not looking up.

Mapplethorpe sat up and rubbed his eyes. He felt closer to her than ever after their night together, but he didn't know how to bring it up. Instead, he got up and started to get dressed.

As he pulled on his shirt, he decided to take a chance. "Last night was amazing," he said, trying to keep his voice casual.

Dakota stopped packing and looked at him, a small smile playing on her lips. "Yes, it was," she said softly.

Mapplethorpe felt his heart race at the sight of her smile. He knew he wanted to be with her, but he wasn't sure how she felt. "You know, I’ve been wondering if we should bother with the stone. I heard about a headdress that’s supposed to fetch a fortune in Peshawar, and–”

Dakota hesitated for a moment, then shook her head. "Paul, this isn’t me. What happened last night, that was just this body fulfilling its needs. I still need to find a way to return to myself."

Mapplethorpe felt a lump form in his throat. He had hoped that she would feel the same way he did. "I understand," he said, trying to keep his voice steady.

Dakota smiled at him sympathetically. "I know what you must be thinking," she said. "But we can’t focus on us right now, okay?"

As they continued on their journey, Mapplethorpe felt a growing sense of unease. Dakota's sudden shift in attitude had caught him off guard, and he didn't know how to respond.

After hours of silence, Dakota finally spoke up. "I know this must be awkward for you, Paul. But we both knew from the beginning that our marriage in Luxor was just for show. We don't have to pretend anymore."

Mapplethorpe nodded, still unable to find the words to express his feelings. He couldn't help but wonder if Dakota had only been using him for her own gain, or if there was something more between them.

"I hope you're not too upset about this," Dakota said, breaking the silence once more. "I just think it's better if we're honest with each other from now on."

"I'm not upset," Mapplethorpe lied, his voice unconvincing even to his own ears.

Dakota gave him a sympathetic look. "You don't have to pretend with me, Paul. We're in this together. I just want us to understand each other."

Mapplethorpe remained quiet, lost in his own thoughts. He wasn't sure where they stood now or what would happen next. All he knew was that he had to stay focused on their mission and put his own feelings aside.

As they continued on their journey, Mapplethorpe tried to push his feelings for Dakota to the back of his mind. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't shake the sense that there was something more between them, something he didn't yet understand.
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Mapplethorpe and Dakota had been traveling through the desert for days. The sun was high in the sky, and the temperature was scorching. The only relief came from the slight breeze that blew across the sand.

Mapplethorpe was scanning the horizon when he saw a dark cloud in the distance. As it grew closer, he realized it was a haboob, a violent sandstorm that could cause severe damage. "It's a haboob," he yelled, turning to Dakota. "We have to get inside the tent now!"

Dakota nodded, and they quickly made their way back to their tent. They zipped up the flap, and the sound of the storm hitting the fabric was deafening. Sand and dirt whipped through the air, and Mapplethorpe could feel it stinging his face.

The storm raged on for what felt like hours, and Mapplethorpe and Dakota huddled inside, waiting for it to pass. The tent shook and flapped in the wind, and they could hear the sound of other tents being torn apart by the force of the storm.

As the storm began to die down, Mapplethorpe and Dakota emerged from the tent, blinking against the bright sunlight. The landscape had been transformed by the haboob. The sand was piled high, and the landscape looked completely different from before.

Mapplethorpe turned to Dakota, "Are you okay?"

She nodded, "Well, just in case you had any thoughts about getting lucky tonight, I’m pretty sure I’ve got sand in my pussy."

Mapplethorpe grinned, "You could have just said you weren’t in the mood."

“Like you could have believed that,” she said, smiling.

Mapplethorpe and Dakota trudged on through the desert, their water supply dwindling. The storm had made it difficult to navigate, and they had lost track of their original path. As they searched for a new source of water, their situation began to seem hopeless.

"We need to find something soon," Dakota said, wiping the sweat from her forehead. "I don't know how much longer we can go without water."

Mapplethorpe nodded, scanning the horizon for any sign of life. But all he saw was sand, sand, and more sand. They walked for hours, the sun beating down on them, until they finally spotted something in the distance.

"Is that a mirage?" Dakota asked, shielding her eyes from the sun.

Mapplethorpe squinted, trying to make out what it was. "No, it's real," he said, a note of relief in his voice. "I think it's a palm grove. There might be water there."

They quickened their pace, their tongues dry in their mouths. When they finally reached the grove, they found a small pool of water nestled among the trees. Mapplethorpe fell to his knees and scooped up a handful, bringing it to his parched lips.

Dakota did the same, relief washing over her face. "Thank god," she said. "I thought we were done for."

Mapplethorpe nodded, still catching his breath. "We're not out of the woods yet," he said, looking up at the sky. "We need to find our way back to the trail before the next storm hits."
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The pair approached the oasis warily. Dakota pointed to the glimmer of a truck parked under some palms.

“That’s a Nazi truck,” she whispered. They approached cautiously, ducking behind a sand dune to avoid being seen. They watched as the Nazis unloaded supplies from the back of the truck and set up camp near the oasis.

"What do we do now?" Mapplethorpe whispered.

"We wait until nightfall and sneak in to get some water," Dakota replied.

"But what if they catch us?" Mapplethorpe asked nervously.

"We'll have to take our chances," Dakota said. "We can't survive in this desert without water."

They watched as the Nazis set up tents and started a fire. Dakota and Mapplethorpe stayed hidden behind the dune, waiting for the cover of darkness.

As the sun began to set, they slowly made their way towards the oasis, being careful to avoid the Nazis' camp. They could see the reflection of the moonlight in the water, and their thirst grew stronger.

They watched as the sun made its slow descent behind the mountains in the west, the shadows lengthening and the sky turning from blue to orange to purple. As darkness descended, they made their way slowly and cautiously towards the palm grove, careful to avoid detection by the Nazis.

When they arrived at the edge of the grove, they saw that the Nazis had set up a camp around the oasis. A small fire flickered in the center of their encampment, casting dancing shadows across the grove. Dakota and Mapplethorpe crept closer, keeping to the shadows, until they were able to see the outlines of the Nazi soldiers sitting around the fire.

"They're all asleep," Dakota whispered. "This is our chance."

They carefully made their way towards the edge of the oasis, where they could see the glimmering surface of the water reflecting the moonlight. They knelt down to drink, taking care not to disturb the surface of the water. It was cool and refreshing, and it tasted like the best water they had ever had.

Just as they were finishing, they heard rustling in the bushes. A German shepherd had caught their scent and was making its way towards them. They froze, waiting for the dog to bark and alert the Nazis. But the dog simply sniffed the air, turned and trotted back towards the camp.

Dakota and Mapplethorpe breathed a sigh of relief and quickly made their way back into the brush. As they moved away from the oasis, they heard the sounds of the Nazis stirring in their camp. They quickened their pace, not wanting to be caught out in the open.

Then came a shout of “halt!”
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Dakota and Mapplethorpe froze as they were surrounded by a group of Nazis, their guns drawn and aimed at the pair. Dakota kept her hands raised, trying to keep her cool as the men approached.

"What are you doing here?" the lead Nazi demanded, his eyes flicking between Dakota and Mapplethorpe.

"We're just passing through," Dakota said, trying to sound as innocent as possible. "We got lost in the desert."

The Nazi snorted. "We have been running in circles. The mapmaker lied to us. But you have the map we need, ja?"

Mapplethorpe felt a wave of panic wash over him. They had been so close to finding the stone, and now it seemed like it was all for nothing. But Dakota didn't seem fazed. Instead, she looked the Nazi straight in the eye.

"We don't know what you're talking about," she said firmly.

The Nazi raised his gun, the threat clear in his eyes. "Hand over your map."

Dakota and Mapplethorpe exchanged a worried look. They knew they couldn't give up the map, not after everything they had gone through to get it. But they were outnumbered, and outgunned. Dakota slid the map case off her shoulder and threw it at the Nazi’s feet.

Just as they thought it was all over, they heard a loud rumbling in the distance. The Nazis looked around in confusion, their attention momentarily diverted. In that moment, Dakota and Mapplethorpe took their chance and made a run for it, diving into the cover of nearby rocks.

The rumbling grew louder, and then they saw it: a massive sandstorm, headed straight for the palm grove. The Nazis looked up in horror, realizing what was about to happen. In the chaos, Dakota and Mapplethorpe managed to slip away, back into the desert.

They kept running until they were sure they were well clear of the Nazis. Only then did they slow down, panting heavily. Dakota turned to Mapplethorpe with a grin.

"Looks like it’s someone else’s turn to scoop the sand out of their underwear,” she said, her eyes sparkling with adrenaline. "Ready to find that stone?"

Mapplethorpe nodded, feeling the same thrill of excitement coursing through his veins. They might have lost the Nazis for now, but he knew it was only a matter of time before they were on their trail again. But for now, they had a map, and they were on their way to the biggest adventure of their lives.
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They were making progress and soon the canyons appeared just where the map had promised they would.

“So, what makes you think the stone will work?” Mapplethorpe asked, trying to sound casual.

“What makes you think it won’t? If one idol changed me, why wouldn’t another change me back?”

“For starters, they’re from completely different cultures,” Paul said.

“It will work,” Dakota said curtly. “It has to.”

Mapplethorpe couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness as he thought about Dakota's impending transformation. He had grown accustomed to her as a woman, and the thought of losing her company was disheartening.

"You seem upset," Dakota said, noticing the pensive expression on Mapplethorpe's face.

"I am," he admitted. "I'll miss you."

Dakota smiled softly. "I'll miss you too, Mapplethorpe. But remember, we'll always have Luxor."

Mapplethorpe nodded, feeling a sense of gratitude for the time they had spent together.

As they continued on, Dakota pointed out different landmarks and shared stories of her past adventures. Mapplethorpe listened intently, savoring the sound of her voice and the sparkle in her eyes.

As the sun began to set, they made camp and shared a meal of roasted goat and flatbread. Mapplethorpe took the opportunity to ask Dakota about her plans once she regained her male form.

"I'm not sure," she admitted. "I suppose I'll continue exploring and searching for hidden treasures. It's what I do best, after all."

Mapplethorpe smiled, admiring her sense of adventure and curiosity. "I hope our paths cross again someday," he said.

"Me too," Dakota replied, her voice laced with warmth.

As they settled in for the night, Mapplethorpe found himself cherishing every moment they had left together. He knew that their time was coming to an end, but he was grateful for the memories they had made and the bond they had forged.
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As they hiked through the narrow canyon, Dakota and Mapplethorpe noticed a series of unusual rock formations along the walls. Dakota pointed to one formation that looked like a giant snake and another that resembled a warrior holding a spear.

"Those are petroglyphs," Dakota said excitedly. "The ancient people who lived here must have carved them."

Mapplethorpe looked closer and could see that the petroglyphs were part of a larger pattern.

"Maybe these petroglyphs are a map of their own," he suggested.

They followed the path of the petroglyphs and came upon a set of ruins. The stones were scattered and overgrown with weeds, but they could see that the buildings had been part of a much larger complex.

As they explored the ruins, they came across a small entrance that led deep into the canyon wall. The entrance was well hidden, and it took them some time to find it. They brushed away the sand and debris to reveal a small opening.

"This could be it," Dakota said, her eyes lighting up with excitement.

They entered the narrow passage and found themselves in a long, dimly lit tunnel. The walls were etched with more petroglyphs, and the air was cool and damp.

They followed the tunnel until they emerged into a vast chamber. The walls were decorated with intricate carvings and hieroglyphics, and the ceiling was high and vaulted.

In the center of the chamber was a stone altar, and on the altar sat a small stone. Dakota recognized it instantly as the stone they had been seeking.

"We found it," she exclaimed.

As Dakota reached out to touch the stone, the silence of the temple was shattered by the sound of marching boots. They turned to see a group of Nazis, led by Gunther von Sternberg, making their way into the temple. Dakota's face fell with disappointment as she realized that the Nazis had somehow followed them.

"How did you find us?" Mapplethorpe demanded.

"That's none of your concern," von Sternberg sneered as he snatched the stone from Dakota's grasp. "You should have stayed out of this, but now you will see the true power of this stone."

Dakota and Mapplethorpe shared a look of determination. They couldn’t let the stone fall into Nazi hands. But with no weapons of their own, they watched as Von Sternberg strode over and plucked the Stone from its altar.

Suddenly, a blinding light and powerful gusts of wind filled the temple as von Sternberg began to glow. Dakota and Mapplethorpe stumbled back in shock and awe. Just as suddenly, von Sternberg burst into flames, the power of the stone consuming him.

Dakota and Mapplethorpe watched in amazement and horror as the stone turned the Nazis to dust. They were left standing in the eerie silence of the temple, stunned by the unexpected turn of events.

“I think,” said Mapplethorp, “we should probably leave this stone where it is.”

Dakota nodded. “So, what do we do now?”

“Well, we could do what we do best. We could go our separate ways and be treasure hunters, like you wanted.”

“Or…?” said Dakota. 

“Or…” said Mapplethorp, a smile forming on his face.


17.

Mapplethorpe stepped into the spacious living room of his and Dakota's house in Baltimore. The afternoon sunlight streamed through the large windows, casting a warm glow on the tastefully arranged furniture and art pieces. He breathed in the familiar scent of their home and smiled, feeling a sense of contentment wash over him.

As he turned to face Dakota, she held out their infant son James to him with a grin. Mapplethorpe's heart swelled with love as he cradled the little bundle of joy in his arms, marveling at how much James had grown in the year since they had brought him home from the hospital.

"Here's a treasure for you," Dakota said with a twinkle in her eye.

Mapplethorpe grinned back at her, feeling grateful for his wife's quick wit and sense of humor. They had come a long way from the adventure that had brought them together, and he felt immensely grateful for the life they had built together.

As he sat down on the couch with James, he looked around the room once more, taking in the cozy atmosphere of their home. It was a far cry from the dusty, dangerous deserts they had traversed during their adventure, but it was home, and he couldn't imagine being anywhere else.

Mapplethorpe cradled his infant son James in his arms, feeling a rush of warmth and love spread through his body. A year ago, he never would have imagined holding his own child in his arms, let alone being married to Dakota. But now, as he looked into James' bright blue eyes, he knew that he wouldn't have it any other way.

Dakota smiled at the sight of the two most important people in her life together. She had never been happier than she was now, with her family complete. It had been a long journey to get here, from their harrowing adventure in the desert to their quiet life in Baltimore, but it was worth it.

Mapplethorpe remembered the moment when he first laid eyes on Dakota, when she was still a man. He had been struck by her courage and her strength, and he had been drawn to her from the moment they met. He had never expected to fall in love with her, but he had, and it was the best thing that had ever happened to him.

As he looked up at Dakota, he saw the same love and affection in her eyes that he felt in his heart. She had given him the most precious gift of all - a family - and he would always be grateful to her for that.

"Thank you," Mapplethorpe whispered, looking up at Dakota. "Thank you for everything."

Dakota smiled and took James back into her arms. "I love you," she said simply.

"I love you too," Mapplethorpe replied, and together they embraced, surrounded by the warmth and love of their family.


He Didn’t Know

1.

Anastasia told herself she was through with men. They were trouble, they were dangerous. The nice ones, they were the worst. At least the assholes let you know where you stand with them right away. She didn’t so much hate men in general. It was more the fact that they always turned out to be so much grosser than you’d ever think they’d be. And she was a magnet for them. She had to stop. Total abstinence was the only option. Under the street lights, the cool night air drying the tears that smeared her mascara, she was not going to give in anymore. They only had the power to hurt her so long as she cared about them.

“You’re the prettiest girl in the office,” Jezel was always telling her. None of the other women she worked with could believe it when she told them she was single. Why didn’t she date more? All the guys in the office were always drooling over her. Patrick especially was always coming up with some reason to consult her opinion on some new campaign, or smile at her with that helpless grin of his whenever Jeanine would give him some task right before the weekend.

“It’s going to murder. Looks like I’m not having any fun this weekend.”

Of course, Anastasia knew what he was doing, but she wouldn’t bite. She wanted to. She wanted more than anything to flick her hair, stick out her chest and giggle at him, giving him those doe eyes that would make him melt like putty in her hands. She could do it, too. But she wouldn’t. Not ever. Because if she did, if she let herself flirt back with Patrick or Oscar or any guy at the office, they’d get to thinking they should ask her out. A night out meant dinner. Dinner meant drinks. Drinks meant, ‘oh, hey, do you want to come upstairs?’ and that, that meant sex. Anastasia couldn’t let that first domino fall, because if she did it would mean giving up everything she’d worked for. The respect of her coworkers, the privacy she so assiduously fought for. Patrick wouldn’t stay sweet for long if he knew the truth. If any of them knew, besides Pam in HR it would mean every day having to live with the label. Transexual. Yes, okay, it’s not 1980, but for all the talk of tolerance, most guys would be afraid to give her a second look. Worse, the creepy ones would take it as a sign that it was open season. If she ‘turned off stealth mode’ and browsed at her leisure, everything would go to hell.

That’s what nights like this one were for. To remind her that she was better off. Did she want to spend her hard-earned weekend eating dinner with cretans like the one she just left? Guys who didn’t bother to read her profile, who accused her of tricking them, who clammed up after the first serving and didn’t even pay for the meal? Why did she put herself through it? Of course he acted that way. She should have known from his texts that he hadn’t absorbed a single thing about her. How could she talk to him about how lonely she’d been? Watching her friends get married, the baby announcements, even the one night stands were appealing. Some of the stories her girlfriends told were pretty hot. And she always had nothing to share, nothing to add. It’d been that way since she first transitioned. At first she was so easy to clock that no guy would even go near her. But pretty soon, her hair grew out. She learned how to do her makeup and after she got her breasts done she was suddenly overwhelmed by attention, mostly from assholes. Like that prick tonight. Richard. He was so the type. Worked in finance, balding aggressively but refusing to acknowledge it, no sense of style, no ability to carry on a decent conversation. Men. Suck.

Reaching her building, she made a silent promise to herself. Raising her right hand to no one in particular, she made a resolution in her mind that she would absolutely stay away from all males. She’d left that sex behind and everything that it represented long ago, and this time her promise was going to stick. She would be happy, free and independent. She would go upstairs, have a shower, cry, slip into her cutest little silk negligee, the one that showed off her curves, and jerk off. From now on, the only penis she’d have anything to do with was her own. She’d had tgirl friends who couldn’t stand their male parts, who got queasy just remembering they even had them. She counted herself lucky not to be one of them. At least she could get herself off without shame or dysphoria. Anastasia loved her little friend. It was the only part of her male anatomy she wasn’t desperate to cover up and change. It made dating more complicated, obviously. But that was only a problem so long as she continued wasting her time with men. Now that she’d made a solemn vow that she wasn’t going to get drawn into that anymore, she was free to enjoy herself just as she pleased. Approaching the door to her apartment, she planned out how she would do it. Maybe in a bubble bath with lavender soap and some white wine. Ooh, and candles. She still had one or two left over from Christmas and, wait–

Where are the keys?
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“No. No, no, no!” Anastasia wailed as she fingered through little black purse that just moments before she’d been admiring for its cuteness was now her enemy. The clasp. The stupid class was broken. She’d bought it because it was a real Kate Spade, not caring that the seller described it as ‘gently used’. She groaned at being so stupid. Her keys could be anywhere. At the restaurant, lying on the street or in the gutter somewhere. Frustration turned to panic. She didn’t have another set. She’d have to call a locksmith. He’d probably take hours, and who knows what he’d charge?

A shitty ending to an already shitty day. In a shitty life, she thought ruefully. She rested her head against the door in frustration, waiting for the tears to come. None of this would have happened if she hadn’t accepted that jerk’s invitation to dinner. Now the whole night was ruined. What if I have to spend the night in this hallway? What if I have to sleep out here?

That would not be fun. The dress she’d chosen to wear to dinner showed plenty of thigh and drew attention to her breasts, probably too much. She couldn’t even lie down without giving anyone who happened to pass by a peek at her silk panties.

“Oh, god!” she moaned. “I’m so stupid!”

“Something wrong?”

Anastasia turned to find the guy from 3A. What was his name? Dudley? He was standing there with his key in his own door just two down from Anastasia’s own.

“Oh, hey” she said, bemused to learn that she’d now have an audience for her humiliation. “Yeah, uh, I’m locked out.”

Dudley, or whatever, approached. She’d seen him in the building before and clocked that he was handsome. Broad shoulders, and arms like tree trunks. Probably the type who worked with his hands. You don’t get a body like that from going to the gym a couple of times a week. He had a cute smile too, which Anastasia silently admonished herself for noticing. Men were the enemy. And broken purses clasps. She had a lot of enemies lately.

“Have you called a locksmith?” he asked.

“Not yet. I haven’t gotten the chance.”  

“Big night, huh?” he said, looking her up and down.

“Just the usual,” she said, realizing too late that her false casualness sounded forced and stupid.

“Oh, well, you look fantastic. At least the night isn’t a total wash. My night, I mean. Seeing you… sorry, that sounded really lame.”

“Yeah…” she said, not sure what else to say. Then she realized what she just said. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that you were lame.”

“You didn’t imply it,” he said, grinning. “You pretty much came right out and said it.”

“But I… I didn’t mean that. It was my night that sucked.”

“You mean besides getting locked and forced to stand in a hallway with a total stranger?”

“Well, not total,” she protested. “I’ve seen you around.”

“Duncan,” he said, offering his hand. Right. Duncan, not Dudley.

“Anastasia,” she said, taking his hand and shaking.

“Wow, I don’t hear that name a lot. Like the Russian princess, right?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It means rebirth.”

This was the reason she chose it. More than Katie or Jennifer, it was a name that made her feel womanly and also had some personal significance.

“Anastasia, would you like to come inside?”

“I… thank you, but I think I’m just going to wait out here for the locksmith.”

“Okay, your choice. No pressure. But, ya know, I’ve noticed some bolshevik revolutionaries plotting the overthrow of the Czar in this hallway.”

“Really?” she asked, unable to avoid cracking a smile.

“Oh, yeah. It could get dangerous for a girl with a name like yours. Maybe you’d like to wait at my place. Just to be safe.”

He seems funny, and smart, but they can all do that when they want to. Anastasia was too smart to fall for some smooth-talking guy. He’s sweet and charming now, but what about when he finds out more about me?

“You’re a nice guy, right?” she asked. The words surprised her more than they did him.

“It’s been said,” he shrugged. “Not by the most reliable sources, though. My mother will lie a blue streak when she’s talking about one of her kids. My brother is a nuclear scientist, by the way.”

“Really?” she asked.

“No, he’s the manager at K-Mart. Do you like tea?”

She laughed.

“It’s a little late for tea.”

“Red wine it is,” Duncan said. “Come on in. I’ve got a bottle open.”

He turned on his heel and walked back in the direction of his apartment, not turning to see if she’d follow him. Arrogant. Cute guys always are.
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Inside Duncan’s apartment, Anastasia found some tasteful leather furniture that gave the room a leathery smell. The living room was decorated with metallic sculptures, male and female figures locked in an embrace.

“I like your place,” she said. She wasn’t being polite. It had the kind of cultivated air of effortless style that she was both totally masculine but sensitive at the same time.

“Have a seat, please,” Duncan said, crossing to the kitchen counter for the wine and glasses. 

“Who took that photo?” Anastasia asked. It was of burnt wood, the twisted limbs of a fallen tree trunk that had been turned black by a lightning strike.

“I did,” Duncan answered. “I was hiking around Northern Arizona.”

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It’s gnarled and twisted, and yes it’s beautiful,” he said, handing her a glass of pinot noir.

“I suppose you made these sculptures, too?” Anastasia asked.

“Yep,” he said.

“Wow, you must be some artist.”

“I must be? I dunno. Metalworking and photography nurture my spirit in different ways.”

“Nurture my spirit? Sensitive too.”

“You were expecting, what?” Duncan said.

Anastasia felt her face redden.

“I didn’t mean– sorry” she said, taking a huge gulp from the wine glass in her hand.

“Hey, relax,” Duncan said. “I was just kidding. I get it. People see me and sensitive isn’t the first thing they think of.”

Anastasia admired his biceps, his chest which must have taken him hours of constant attention to tone. He was seated on the couch across from her, and she couldn’t be sure, but he seemed to be as close to her as possible without being obvious about it.

“How’s the wine?” he asked.

“It’s good,” she answered, taking another generous gulp. “You’ve got good taste in wines.”

“Well, when I decide I’m going to go after something, I try to learn everything about it. Wine, metalworking. Where were you born, by the way?”

“Witchita,” she said.

“You go back there often?”

“Never,” she said flatly. “There’s nothing there for me.”

“So, you’re a refugee from the Plains States, huh? I get it. I’m from this little factory town in Ohio. The people there, good people and very kind, but they’ve got pretty narrow ideas about things. They’re great– until you get to know them.”

“Yeah,” Anastasia said, chuckling. “That was pretty much my life in high school. God, I hated those years.”

“Really? I figured you for Prom Queen, Head Cheerleader, something like that.”

“Me? You’re deranged. I was an outcast.”

Duncan didn’t say anything, just watched her. Anastasia realized that she was giving away too much. Idiot! Why are you bringing up high school?

“So, are you going to make that call?” Duncan said.

“Call?” Anastasia struggled to process, then she remembered. “Oh, yeah. Sorry. It’s the wine. I’ll call the locksmith now.”

She opened her purse and began combing through its contents for her phone. While she placed the call, Duncan rose and started busying himself with things in the kitchen.

“Okay, thanks very much,” Anastasia said, hanging up. “He’ll be here in two hours.”

“You’ll never last that long,” Duncan said.

“What?”

“Here,” he said, pouring her another glass. “Have another.”

“I really shouldn’t,” she said, eying the glass. The more she drank, the harder it would be to extricate herself from the situation. Duncan seemed like a nice guy, but it was obvious what he was doing. They both knew what he was expecting from this night. She didn’t look forward to turning him down.

“It’s up to you,” he said, pouring himself another. “But if you won’t drink with me, you can at least tell me your story.”

“My story?” she said, wondering if he could hear the sound of her gulping hard.

“You didn’t put on that dress to get tacos. What was his name, and what did he do to strike out?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“I only ask out of curiosity. I am a guy, remember. I like to learn from other guy’s mistakes so I don’t make the same ones. Purely fact-finding, you understand. Anthropological.”

“I– uh,” she broke down, took the glass from the table, and pressed it to her lips, drinking deep. When she’d let the wine slide down her throat, she said, “There’s not much to tell. He was a jerk, so I left the restaurant early. Great story, huh?”

“Did he chew with his mouth open?”

“What?”

“Spit when he talked, bad breath, body odor? Was he too boring? What was it?”

“You’re very forward,” Anastasia said, “do you know that?”

Duncan shrugged.

“Well, if you must know,” she said. “He wouldn’t pay for the meal. And that’s all I want to say about that.”

“Good for you,” he said. “And good for me.”

“Why?” Anastasia asked.

“Well, I was worried that he might have screwed up by doing something that I might do too. Now I know there’s no chance of that. If I took you out, I would never let you pay for anything.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t?”

“A woman deserves to be treated right,” he said. “That’s just my upbringing. See? It’s not all bad being from a small town.”

Anastasia started to stir in her underwear, which was getting extremely uncomfortable. She had tucked herself tightly and the medical tape was murder on her poor penis. But she could do nothing about it. She’d found Duncan attractive before, it was hard not to notice his charms, but now she was absolutely certain that he was flirting with her. The thought made her queasy and more than a little afraid. He doesn’t know she kept saying in her mind. Don’t let him get too close, or he won’t like what he finds.

“Duncan, I… I’m sorry,” she said. 

“For what?” he asked.

“I’ve been giving you the wrong impression, I think, without meaning to.”

He didn’t say anything, prompting her to go in to fill the awkward silence.

“See, I don’t really date–”

“You mean, except for tonight?”

“Well, what I mean is that I don’t date people that I don’t know.”

“How does that work?”

“It doesn’t,” she said. He scratched his chin.

“Well, hey, I don’t know you. You can do what you want, but it seems like you might want to rethink that policy. Since a lot of the men who you might date also fall into the category of men you don’t already know.

She should tell him. At least get it over with. But she was having a nice time, and she didn’t want to have to leave and stand out in the hallway and sob while she waited two hours for the locksmith, and he really was kind. It wouldn’t be anger, she felt pretty sure. He’d blanch with embarrassment, apologize suddenly, and then explain that he wasn’t interested. And then she’d better leave, even though he would make some kind of perfunctory gesture, telling her she didn’t have to. And her heart would break. The worst part was that this was actually not the worst that could happen. He could turn violent. He could insult and berate her, accuse her of tricking him. It happened to girls like her all the time. She’d read the stories. She wouldn’t let the same happen to her. Not ever.

“Like I said,” Anastasia continued, her voice cracking, betraying her anxiety. “I just have to be careful…”

“All right,” he said.

“It’s not about you,” she continued, now feeling like she was about to start yelling at him. She was suddenly enraged that he could be so calm. “It’s about me. It’s my problem.”

“Anastasia–”

She cut him off.

“There are things you don’t know about me, and I don’t feel like talking about them, and–”

She thought she could go on, but for no reason she could think of she stumbled on the last word. Before she had time to resist, he was kneeling at her side, looking at her with those compassionate eyes.

“Whatever it is, you don’t have to be ashamed.”

“I’m not assh-shamed” she blubbered. “You just wouldn’t like it.”

“Okay,” he said, clearly not following any of this. She was making a complete fool of herself in front of him, and she didn’t know how to stop. She took a deep breath and composed herself. When she felt she could finally say it without stammering, she let it out.

“I’m transgender.”

“Oh,” he said.

“See, I told you,” she groaned, stabbing at hot tears with her fingers. She felt his hand on her knee. Not sexual, just comforting. He held it there, waiting for her to look at him. His eyes were filled with warmth and kindness.

“Anastasia,” he said. “I want you.”
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“You want me?” Anastasia repeated.

“Yes,” Duncan said. “Is that okay?”

She didn’t answer immediately. It’s not as if she’d never had a guy find her attractive before, even one who knew her secret. But she’d never had one who looked like this, with an apartment like this, and who was not only funny but also surprisingly kind. That she’d never had.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s okay.”

“Okay,” he said. “I’m glad you told me, because there is absolutely no way I could have guessed you were trans. But now that you have, I just want you to know that I’m cool with it.”

“Cool how?” she said, worried that this might turn into something else. Guys who liked girls like her weren’t exactly gentlemen. At least they hadn’t been in her experience. But, then, that was limited, after all. How could she judge this guy just because he found her interesting?

“What I mean is, I was interested in you before when I didn’t know you were trans, and I’m interested now that I know. That’s all.”

“Wow, okay. I’m glad you said that,” Anastasia said, feeling some relief flood through her, replacing the cold of anxiety with the warmth of compassion.

“So…?” Duncan said.

“So, what?” Anastasia asked. “I don’t know what to do here, do you?”

“Well, I’ve got a few ideas,” he said. His hand was still there on her knee and he made circles with his thumb.

“Tonight?” she asked, startled.

“Not if you don’t want to,” he said. “But I can think of worse ways to pass the time while you’re waiting on a locksmith.”

She could tell that she was blushing again, her chest feeling hot and her breathing getting faster.

“I… I don’t really do that on the first date. Even if I like someone. Especially if I like someone.”

“You like me?” Duncan asked.

“Uh, yeah! Did I not say that already?”

“You didn’t.”

“Well, I do,” said Anastasia, flashing an embarrassed grin. “A lot.”

He rose, and she felt small and helpless as he stared down at her.

“Well, I don’t want you to do anything you’d regret tomorrow,” he said. “So, if you’ve got a rule about guys you like, you don’t have to break it just for me.”

“Thanks for being so understanding,” she said. And she meant it. But she also wished that she hadn’t said anything, that she’d allowed herself to be taken by the hand and lead to the bedroom. “So, what do we do now?”

“Well, we’ve still got a wait ahead of us,” said Duncan. “Want to watch a movie?”

“What movie?” she asked. He shrugged, flopping down on the couch and picking the remote off the table. Maybe it was his relaxed attitude, the way that he didn’t push her. Or maybe she just realized in that moment that it had been so long and she wanted to get laid, she couldn’t be sure. But whatever it was, without saying a word, she stood up, took a seat beside him, and rested her forehead on his shoulder. He looked at her, giving her an appraising look.

“Do you–?”

She stopped him with her kiss, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss made her eager, made her heart race. It also made her incredibly horny.

Anastasia winced as the passion she felt for this man made her cock expand, a pain shot through her groin as her penis was taped between her legs.

“What’s wrong?” Duncan asked. 
“Can I use your bathroom?” she replied.

“Sure,” he said. He pointed to the bedroom. It’s through there. You’ll see it.”

“Thanks” she said, embarrassed about having to make her exit, but knowing that relief was just moments away.

Alone in the bathroom, she pulled down her panties and began the process of extricating her dick and balls from their hiding place. The things that she did to look pretty in that dress. The medical tape she used to flatten her package always hurt to be ripped off. There was no way around it, she knew. Even as tucking was a daily part of her routine she could never get used to the pain, but she did learn to bear it. One quick rip. She flinched as the tape pulled at her skin, leaving small red welts where the tape had been. Her genitals tumbled out from underneath her skirt.

This was it. She was having sex tonight. She felt herself gingerly, trying to avoid the sensitive parts of her inner thighs. Was she ready for this? It had been so long she’d had sex with anyone, and now with someone she’d just met? Was this just a one-night stand? She hoped not. He was so kind, and hot. Besides, they lived in the same building and the thought of them running into each other in the hall a week later made Anastasia question her decision. Should she go through this? But she banished the thought from her mind. It was too late to turn back now, even if she wanted to. And she didn’t want to. She wanted him just as much as he wanted her.

She pulled up her panties and tucked herself gingerly inside of them, making no secret of her bulge. She unlocked the door and pushed it open. Duncan was standing there, shirtless and  naked except for his shorts which showed off his package.

“Hey,” he said, “you look incredible. Let’s go to bed.”
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Anastasia was speechless, still drinking in all of Duncan’s features. He was even more fit than she’d expected. Without his shirt, his washboard abs were on full display, as were the sharp peaks of his pecks. He was neither too hairy nor smooth and hairless like a woman. He had a well-tended patch of curly hair sprouting from between his nipples, and his strong legs had just the right amount of fuzz. Thank god she’d shaved before her date, she thought to herself. She’d be delightfully smooth for him. The thought made her imagine his stubble rubbing her smooth belly down to her thighs. The fantasy came on in a flash, causing her to stir in her panties.

He watched her with total absorption and fascination as she approached him. She let her fingers run along his chest down to this stomach, amazed at his strength.

“You’re so… big,” she said. She felt like a teenage girl. The teenage girl she’d longed to be when she was younger but had to hide. If that sad kid could see her now…  

“You’re so little,” he said, putting his rough hands on her dainty hips and encircling her slender frame with his arms. Foreheads pressed together, they looked into each other’s eyes, enjoying the rhythms of each other breathing. They kissed again, deeper than the first time, their tongues touching as he ran his hands up her spine, making her melt into him.

Before she knew what was happening, he was picking her up. He took hold of each of her hips in his hands and lifted her as if she were a doll, twisting her around to fall onto the bed. Now he was on top of her, stroking and touching her through her dress. She longed for him to take it off her, but she couldn’t shake the apprehension at what he would find.

“Hey,” he said, stopping the lovemaking to look at her. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “I’m perfect.”

He slid his hand between her legs, and she could feel her excited little friend pulsing against his muscular chest.

“Can I touch you?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah!” she squealed, feeling waves of relief and pleasure washing over her. Gently and carefully, he reached under her skirt. He kissed her neck as he stroked her swollen cock, sliding her panties off with one deft motion. Anastasia had a flash of those magicians who could slide a tablecloth off a table without disturbing the cups and dishes on top. God, he’s slick!

His gaze locked on her, he took her mushroom head in his hand, slowly and gently rubbing her with growing intensity. She couldn’t believe how good he was, seeming to know exactly what her body wanted from him. Each little movement he made brought cascading pleasure, and she wondered how long she could hold out. Precum was bubbling at the tip of her shaft as he continued to kiss and stroke her simultaneously.

His hot breath on her neck and chest made her redden with excitement. His soft groans let her know the ecstasy he was experiencing just exploring her body. Her femininity, the smell of her skin; it was all intoxicating for him. She was turning him on and he was going to do whatever he needed to her. The demands of his sexuality thrilled her. She’d deny him nothing tonight. Whatever he wanted, she would give him willingly. Nothing was off-limits.

Her erection felt huge in his hand, and she pulsed and throbbed as he massaged her in his grip. Her body radiated heat, a response to her excitement. Finally, he realized that she was still wearing the dress and that she would rather be completely naked while he ravished her.

Pausing for a moment, he ran his hands under the small of her back, trying for the zipper. Poor guy. He’s never had to wear a dress before. He doesn’t know what tight fits dresses like these are.

“I’ll do it,” she said, putting her fingers on his chest and pushing him off her with exaggerated force. He got the message and climbed off her. She stood in front of him, bending her knees to show off her curves for him. She took her long brown hair in her right hand and pulled it to the side, letting her left have free access to the zipper. Inching it down her back, she managed to get the zipper stuck between her shoulder blades.

Duncan cleared this throat theatrically.

“Yes, okay,” she conceded. “Little help?”

He sprang off the bed and with his thick but skillful fingers pulled the zipper down the rest of the way. The dress slipped down her thighs and would have slid off her were it not for the stiffness he’d given her. She slid off the dress, leaving her in nothing but a bra, her prick standing erect in front of him.

“That’s better,” she said, unfastening the bra strap across her back and letting her breasts breathe. She watched as Duncan ogled her body, both her breasts and her cock. The breasts were flawless, she knew. They’d been perfectly crafted for no other purpose than to be adored. But the effect of both her penis and her tits was clearly giving Duncan what he wanted.

She tiptoed closer to the bed, bringing herself close enough for him to reach out and touch her body. He scooted to the edge of the bed, taking her member in one and cupping her breast with another. Anastasia always rubbed her chest when she played with herself. Now, as he pressed his hands to her boobs, playing with one and then the other, she wanted nothing more than to have his chest pressing down hard against her own.

“I’m going to finish you off,” Duncan said. She nodded, feeling that she was getting close to coming.

“Tell me you want me,” she insisted.

“I want you,” he said. “I want you. You’re beautiful.”

“Say I’m sexy,” she asked. She could feel herself about to erupt, the pressure building and it couldn’t be sustained for much longer.

“You’re sexy, Anastasia. You’re hot as hell.”

She felt everything as he stroked her to completion: the feel of his hand, the silk sheets so soft against her bare ass. Her back arched as she came, the hot juices caught by the top sheet. Sweating, pulse-pounding, she felt a flood of endorphins as he massaged her swollen cock until it was fully relieved.
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For a moment, she lay still. The warmth from the spot on where his body had been contrasted with the cool in the room. She stroked the spot with the tip of her finger. She’d covered the topsheet in cum, and he’d taken it with the promise of returning with another one. Anastasia couldn’t believe her luck. How had she managed to find such a wonderful, decent man and sleep with him in only one night? Hours ago she’d been getting ready for that terrible date with the attorney, and now she was here basking in the afterglow of a true romance.

She heard the door creak open and turned on her side to greet him. He tossed the sheet over her naked body and then climbed into bed beside her. He kissed her as he positioned his body next to hers.

“That was incredible,” she whispered. 
“Are you tired?” Duncan asked.

“No,” she said, rubbing his chest. “I just want to lay here with you awhile.”

“Sounds good,” he said, slipping his right arm underneath her rib cage.

“Tell me something,” she said. “Did you know?”

“Know what?”

“You know. Did you realize that I was trans before I told you.”

“No,” he said, and it sounded honest.

“You weren’t, I don’t know, disappointed?”

“Did I seem disappointed?” he asked.

“No,” Anastasia said. “It seemed more like something you’d had before.”

“Well,” Duncan said, “what I just did to you? That I had done before. In the shower, after work. I’ve had a lot of practice.”

“You’re dancing around the question,” she chided playfully.

“You haven’t asked,” he countered. Which was true.

“Okay, I’m asking,” Anastasia said. “Have you ever been with a girl like me?”

“No, not really. You’re a first for me.”

“Ooh, I didn’t realize I was so special,” she said with mock surprise. 

“Well, you are,” he said, giving her a quick kiss on the forehead. She let this sink in for a moment before she responded.

“You’re so kind. Why don’t I ever meet guys like you?”

“You do. You did.”

“I know, but I mean before now. It seems like only assholes are interested in trans girls. And only for a quick fuck.”

He didn’t say anything.

“But not you,” she said, “right?”

“Not me,” he intoned.

“How do I know?”

He pinched his chin with his fingers with exaggerated deliberation.

“Well, I guess you really can’t. Of course, we do live three doors down. If I want to blow you off, I’d better move.”

“It would be a shame. Your apartment is really nice.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

He turned his head so that he was looking her straight in the eye, which were almost black in the dark of the room.

“I guess I’ll have to hold onto you, then,” he said. He kissed her again, this time deeply and passionately. He was ready for more, and so was she.

“What do you want?” he whispered.

“Oh, no. Not this time,” she whispered back. “This time it’s your turn.”
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Anastasia could feel her excitement mounting as she began to rub Duncan’s huge member, the size of it both surprising and intimidating her. He was so much bigger than she was. More than seven inches. Maybe eight. Under the top sheet, she watched as he pitched a tent, his erection bobbing with her touch. She pulled the sheet off them both in order to see him better in the dim light. Her hand slid inside his black boxer shorts, massaging his smooth shaft. Seeing her own hand, with its black-tipped nails, tugging and rubbing on this huge cock was enough to stir her own again. He had a vein running along the side of his dick just under the head that seemed about to burst with pleasure. She wanted to feel that little piece of him on her tongue, to give him the kind of pleasure that only she could provide. She was hungry for him.

Spritely, eager, she climbed on top of him. He parted his legs slightly, just enough for her to kneel in front of his crotch and take him in her mouth. She flicked her hair out of her eyes to look at him. He had a look of anticipation and curiosity. What would she be like? His eyes seemed to say. Would she do it better than the other girls? Would she know just what he wanted when all the others couldn’t compare? She had a flash of Duncan’s former conquests, all of them leaving him wanting and felt a surge of excitement and also pride. She would deliver him a blowjob like he’d never had before, one that he didn’t even know he could have. Pressing her free-hanging breast together, she leaned over and took him in her mouth.

She knew he was huge, so she had to pace herself. She started slowly, kissing and licking the tip of his scrotum to get him excited. He gave a satisfied sigh as her wet mouth met his head, finally delivering the pleasure that he’d been waiting for. As her lips closed around the head of his cock, she began to plunge deeper, letting her whole mouth be filled up by him. Her eagerness grew in proportion to his own. She hummed happily as she sucked on him. He kept his eyes on her, fascinated by the way she knew just how to play him.

She would look up briefly, just to check in and make sure that what she was doing was what he wanted, playing with her breasts as she enveloped him in her. She felt sexy, desirable, a natural woman in every sense. No other girl was here with him tonight. Of all the girls he could have, and he could have plenty, he’d chosen her. He wanted her, and only her. After so long, it felt so good to be desirable, loveable. She wanted him to know how fantastic she made him feel, and she wanted his cum. She wanted him to spurt off in her mouth with no warning. She wanted to swallow him and keep him inside of her forever. It was a feeling so primal and so strong that it would not be denied. She would have his seed inside of her even if it took hours to coax it out. She would have him.

“Jesus,” Duncan moaned as she went deeper. Anastasia plunged him into her, the muscles in her throat relaxing to let him in. She worried for a moment that she might choke, but she willed herself to relax, to let it all inside of her. If she gagged, he’d never let her finish. He would be worried for her. She wouldn’t let that happen. She could hold out. She could take it all. The taste of him was so delicious that she was becoming stiff all over again.

He took her head in his hands, running her hair through his fingers.

“That’s it,” he said, “That’s ah, that’s amazing.”

She was lost in the rhythm of it, keeping her breath constant, moving up and down him, keeping as much of him as possible inside her wet warmth. She was getting him there, she knew. But as much as she wanted him to have her this way, there was something else that made her pause. He could go even longer, if she was just patient with herself.

“What’s wrong?” he asked as she let him slip out of her mouth.

“I want you to finish in my ass,” Anastasia said.

“Now?” he asked, clearly surprised.

“Come on, big boy,” she teased. “You can do it. I’m tighter than any pussy.”

He smiled. She could see the lines of his face even in the darkness of the room. He scooted himself from the foot of the bed closer to the headboard. He reached for something in the end table drawer. The burp of air told her it was a bottle of lubricant.

“All right, get on your knees.”
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Anastasia squealed as he rode her like a stallion. There was no denying it; as much as she loved blowing him this was so much better. His strong thighs thrust into her, deeper and faster and she could feel his cum building up. She’d insisted that he fuck her bareback. A stupid decision maybe, but one that made the sex all the naughtier. There was nothing between the two of them, no little piece of rubber standing between her and perfect, unadulterated bliss.

The pain made it all the better, the way that he seemed to be turning her inside out with each thrust. His force was overwhelming, and she just had to hope that her own hips could keep his pace, otherwise she felt confident that he would crush her. She was his possession.

“Duncan!” she yelped as he penetrated her deeper and deeper. “Yes! Oh, god! Yesss!”

He groaned from exertion, but also from pleasure. His hips were so strong that she imagined him crushing a soda can between his thighs, the pressure bursting out from his sheer power. She wanted to be that can, cascading liquid bursting from inside of her.

“Oh, god!” she wailed as she came, spewing his sheets with her wet semen while he continued his thrusting. “You’re a machine!” she exclaimed.

Maybe it was this acknowledgement, the knowledge that he’d made her cum from anal stimulation alone, but he couldn’t hold out any longer. Anastasia felt the eruption from deep inside her, his cum spurting out and filling her insides. They’d cum nearly in sync, but with her being the first one to finish. 

Panting and sweating from exertion, he pulled out of her and fell onto the bed with exaggerated exhaustion. She turned her head to see him, arms splayed out across the bed. She felt a twinge of pain in her knees as she lifted herself out of a kneeling position. She gave herself a moment to stretch before coming to rest on the bed beside him. His eyes were closed as he pulled her to him. The last thing she remembered before she drifted off to sleep was the smell of his breath, not bad just normal, human. She wanted to kiss him but wondered whether he was actually near sleep and decided instead to say a silent little prayer of thanks. He was better than any man she’d ever had, in every way, and she was grateful.

“That was a naughty thing you did last night,” he said, lathering her shoulders with the soap.

“Only one thing? Which one?” she asked, gently massaging his biceps as the water rinsed them both clean.

“Giving the best blowjob I’d ever had and then stopping before it was over.”

“Oh, so are you saying you weren’t satisfied? Because I got the impression you were when you coated my G.I. tract with your splooge.”

He reached for the showerhead and sent a stream of water straight into her eyes, making her squeal.

“Okay, okay,” she pleaded.

“Next time, you’re going to let me finish in your mouth,” he said.

“Next time?” she smiled coyly.

“Next time,” he repeated. He brushed the wet hair from her eyes to look at her.

“Yes, sir,” she said. 

They finished rinsing each other off, then he opened the shower stall door and grabbed her a towel.

“So, when would next time be?” she asked, trying not to be nonchalant.

“I dunno,” he said. “I’ve got a few errands to run, but we could meet up later. We’ll probably have to, seeing as you still have no way to get into your apartment.”

“Shit!” she exclaimed. She’d forgotten all about the locksmith.

“Don’t sweat it,” he told her. “I’m going to get dressed. Why don’t you put on a t-shirt and watch some TV until I get back?”

“Perfect,” she said, accepting his kiss. He wrapped the towel around his waist and exited the bathroom. She wanted to follow him like a loyal puppy dog, but she had to keep herself from appearing too eager. Besides, she wanted the next time he saw her to be in full makeup, hair dried and looking hot as hell.

She wrapped the towel around her chest and went over to the mirror. She wiped away the steam with the edge of her palm and had a look at herself. Not bad, Anastasia. Not bad. She felt what her name meant: reborn.

He didn’t know, but he knew now. He’d seen the real her, and he’d embraced her. She grinned at her own reflection, relieved to like what she saw. Possibilities of their future together swirled in front of her. Everything she’d always wanted she could finally have with this man. How long had he been watching her, waiting for some pretext to start a conversation? She thought of her lost keys and grinned. It was the luckiest thing that had ever happened to her.

She let the towel fall to the floor and examined her body in the mirror. She looked good. She looked hot. She was exactly what the man of her dreams longed for.

Satisfied with herself, she opened the door into the bedroom and awaited Duncan’s return.


A Knight to Remember

1.

Xavier knew he was in trouble. He had been ambushed by a group of vicious goblins who had quickly overpowered him and tied him to a tree. He watched in horror as they rummaged through his traveling bag, tearing out his belongings and throwing them to the ground. He had nothing of value, nothing that would appease the goblins and spare his life.

"Where is the gold?" the goblin leader demanded, looming over Xavier.

"I don't have any gold," Xavier replied, trying to remain calm. "Just my magic supplies and books."

The goblin sneered at him. "You lie. You humans always have gold. Give it to us now or suffer the consequences."

Xavier shook his head. "I'm telling you the truth. I'm a mage, not a wealthy merchant. I have nothing of value to you."

The goblins continued their search, growing angrier by the minute. Xavier's heart raced as he feared for his life. He was no match for these brutal creatures, and he knew that his chances of escape were slim.

Just as he thought it was the end for him, a flash of silver caught his eye. A man on horseback had arrived, his sword at the ready. No, it was not a man. Though the rider held a sword high and wore the finest armor Xavier had ever seen, she was most definitely a woman.

With grace and skill, she sent her sword clean through the neck of one goblin. The other shrieked as the blade pierced his eye, sending yellow puss spilling from the socket. The goblin fell to the dirt writhing in agony.

"Thank you," Xavier breathed, relief flooding through him.

"Don't thank me yet," Ryder said with a smirk.

Xavier warily eyed the woman who had just saved him from the goblins. Her sword skills were unparalleled, and he couldn't help but be impressed by her bravery. He felt the rope dig into his wrists as he leaned forward for a better look.

"What is your name, my lady?" Xavier asked, trying to keep his voice calm.

The woman brought her dagger to his throat. "I'm no lady," she growled, her eyes narrowing. She said the words with such force that Xavier thought there was something wounded about her answer. She was certainly a woman, and one more beautiful than Xavier could ever remember seeing. But she had a fierceness about her that made Xavier fear she would use the knife in her hands against him.

Xavier felt fear grip him as he realized that this mystery woman had not rescued him out of kindness. She had only slain the goblins so she could use him for purposes of her own.

"Who are you?" Xavier asked, his voice trembling.

The woman's eyes softened slightly as she lowered her dagger. "I am Ryder, the best sword fighter in the world," she replied, her tone matter of fact.

Xavier studied her, noting the way she carried herself with confidence and strength. He had never seen a woman carry herself like this before. He wondered what had led her to become a sword fighter, and why she was so guarded.

"What do you want from me?" Xavier asked, still wary of this powerful woman. In answer, Ryder slid her dagger into its sheath and began tugging off Xavier’s boot.

“You’re robbing me too? I already told the goblins I have nothing of value.”

“We shall see,” Ryder replied, pulling off his other boot and turning it over. Nothing fell out.

“See?” Xavier said. “Please, I need my boots. They are of rough leather, but–”

Xavier could not go on. Ryder had begun tugging at his pant leg. He could feel his baggy pants begin to slide off him.

“What are you doing?” Xavier asked, as Ryder proceeded to pull his pants off. He gave a feeble kick, but stopped when Ryder gave him a hard stare.

“Kick one more time, make just one more move, and when I’m done with you I’ll cut off your balls and take ‘em with me after I’m done.”

Xavier felt a rush of fear. This woman was capable of anything. He didn’t dare move as she finished removing his trousers, leaving his bare ass in the dirt.

“I have nothing you want,” Xavier said feebly.

“I’m sure that’s true,” said Ryder, her eyes traveling to his cock. “No man ever has what I want. But I make do with what I can find.”

Xavier’s fear mixed with pleasure as Ryder reached down and gently wrapped her slender fingers around his cock. With her touch, he became instantly hard. For a peevish mage with little experience with women, he knew that he had at least one advantage. Unlike the rest of him, his cock was unusually large.

Ryder watched with satisfaction as Xavier’s cock stiffened and grew larger in her hand. With a single flick of her wrist, her armor disappeared and Xavier could admire this mystery woman’s incredible body.

With his hands still bound to the tree, Xavier watched in amazement as Ryder spread her legs and lowered herself slowly on top of him, guiding him into her with her hand. The head of Xavier’s cock stiffened on contact with Ryder’s warm wetness.

As she rode him, Xavier thought that she must be the most beautiful woman in the world and that he was desperate to please her however he could. He knew that she was capable of anything if he left her disappointed, and he willed himself to last as long as possible. Ryder cooed as she rubbed Xavier’s cock into her, a grin forming on her face as she rode him.

“You’re bigger than I thought you’d be,” she said, eyes still half-closed in rapture.

“Thank you,” Xavier huffed.

“You have a wife?” she asked.

“No,” Xavier said quickly. “I’m a mage. I’m traveling to the citadel to–”

Ryder placed a hand gently over his mouth.

“Not now, mage,” Ryder said. “I’m trying to get off.”

“Right,” Xavier said. “Sorry.”

Ryder bounced on his lap, pressing his cock deeper into herself. She gave soft moans as his cock pressed deeper. Finally, Xavier could hold off no longer. He released an explosion of cum inside of Ryder. From the dreamy look in her eye, he knew he had succeeded in satisfying her. After a moment, she wiped the sweat from her brow.

“Thanks,” she said. “I needed that,”

She slid his cock out of her and stood. She snapped her fingers and her armor reappeared on her body, seeming to appear out of nowhere. Magic, Xavier thought. Though, of an ordinary kind. Any spellcaster could make enchanted armor.

She turned her back on him and prepared to go.

“You can’t just leave me!” Xavier protested.

“Hmm? Oh, alright,” said Ryder. She raised her sword and sliced through the ropes clean through without scraping the bark. It was an amazing feat worthy of the world’s greatest sword fighter.

Xavier rubbed his tender wrists, unsure of what to make of what had just happened.

“Shall we be off, then?” Ryder called over her shoulder. Xavier fumbled around, grabbing his pants and pulling them on. He grabbed his bag and ran after sure, unsure of what would happen but sure that it would be interesting.


2.

Xavier followed Ryder to a tavern, still trying to wrap his head around the fact that a woman had just saved his life and then proceeded to use him for her own pleasure. The men inside the tavern were rough and burly, but they all seemed to step back as Ryder approached the bar.

She ordered two ales and gestured for Xavier to sit next to her. As they drank, Xavier couldn't help but notice the way that Ryder carried herself with total confidence. He had never seen a woman so fearless, especially in a place like this.

After a few moments of silence, Ryder spoke up. "I have a proposition for you, mage," she said, looking directly at Xavier.

Xavier leaned forward, intrigued. "Go on," he prompted.

“You need to go to the citadel, but you’re weak. Pathetic. Helpless.”

“Well, I–”

“No, do not interrupt. You know magic, and it’s magic I need. I will take you unharmed to the citadel. Then, you will use your magic to release me from this curse.”

“Curse?” Xavier asked.

“I am not a woman,” Ryder said. Xavier looked at her quizzically. “This is not my true form. I was once a man. But I made a foolish wish.”

Ryder took a deep breath and then launched into her story. Ryder was known throughout the land as a fearless warrior, with unmatched skills with a sword. But though he was great, there were other men who were better. Stronger, more skilled men. Ryder wanted to beat them all. He wanted to know that he was invincible.

“I lived for nothing but the sword,” Ryder said. “I walked the countryside sticking my sword into any man I hated, or in any maiden I happened to fancy,” Ryder said with a sly grin. “But there was always the hunger to be greater, to be better. I could never be satisfied knowing another man was the better fighter.”

He had heard rumors of a powerful sorceress who could grant any wish for a price. Ryder was curious, and he sought out the witch to see if the rumors were true. When he finally found her, the witch demanded a hefty sum in exchange for her services. But Ryder was determined, and he agreed to pay the price.

"So you want to be greater than any man? To be the greatest sword fighter in the world?" the witch asked with a sly grin.

Ryder nodded confidently. He was eager to prove himself to all those who had doubted him.

The witch raised her hand and suddenly Ryder's world was turned upside down. He felt his muscles shrink, his bones rearrange, and his skin stretch. He screamed as his voice became higher pitched, his chest grew and his cock shrank and folded into the lips of a tight, wet pussy.

When the transformation was complete, Ryder looked down at his naked body to see that he had been changed into a woman. His rough exterior was soft, smooth. He was shocked by the sight of his now curvaceous figure and long hair. He felt violated and betrayed.

“What have you done to me, witch?” she screamed.

“No man is greater than you, my dear,” the witch said.

“If I had my sword, I would cut you down where you stood,” Ryder snapped.

“Well, try it with your scabbard then,” the old woman said. She cackled.

Terrified, Ryder ran from the witch's lair. She was met with stares and laughter, a strong warrior turned into a naked and vulnerable woman.

She planned to go back to the witch’s lair and cut her down. But to her amazement, Ryder discovered that the old woman had kept her promise. She was now a greater fighter than any man with a sword in her hand. But despite her success, she was still haunted by her transformation and the shame that came with it.

Xavier listened in disbelief as Ryder continued her story. He had heard of curses before, but he had never heard of one that could change someone's gender.

"I need your help, mage," Ryder said, finishing her tale. "Change me back. I’ll get you to the citadel in one piece. Just make me a man again."

Xavier took a moment to think over Ryder's proposition. He needed to get to the citadel, and he knew that the journey would be dangerous. Having a skilled fighter like Ryder as his escort would certainly make the journey easier.

But he knew that a curse like this could not be reversed, certainly not with his knowledge. Spellcasters and potion makers could not interfere with each other’s magic. But Ryder did not know this, which gave Xavier the advantage.

"I agree," Xavier said, holding out his hand to shake on it. The frightening and terrible woman seemed pleased. Despite his fear of her, Xavier had to admit to himself that she was beautiful. And now they were on a quest together. One that would surely end badly for him when she learned the truth. If they even made it that far.


3.

On the road, Xavier struggled to keep his gaze from lingering too long on Ryder. He couldn't help but be drawn to her and her stunning beauty. She was unlike anyone he had ever met before.

But Ryder noticed him staring and she didn't seem pleased. Suddenly, she spurred her horse forward, startling Xavier's horse and causing him to tumble into the dirt. Xavier groaned as he picked himself up, feeling embarrassed.

"You would do well to keep your mind on the road," Ryder said, her voice sharp. "I may look like a woman, but I am still a man at heart. Don’t forget it."

Xavier nodded, understanding the message she was trying to convey. "I apologize," he said. "I did not mean to stare."

Ryder gave a small nod, accepting his apology. "Just remember," she said. "I am the stronger of the two of us. You may have a cock, but I’m more of a man than you’ll ever be.”

Xavier held up his hands in surrender. He climbed back onto his horse, and they resumed their journey. After a few moments of silence, Xavier felt brave enough to ask–

“Ryder, I understand that you are a man and not a woman,” he said. She nodded. “But since that’s so, why did you…?”

“This body makes demands on me,” said Ryder simply. “I obey because I must. Everyone needs a release. Since we are traveling together, and you are ready at hand, I might just use you again before this journey is through.”

Xavier reflected on her words and hoped they were true.


4.

They made camp in a little clearing at nightfall. Sitting by the fire, Ryder magically removed her armor and Xavier couldn't help but admire her beauty.

"You're staring," she said, giving him a sharp look.

"I'm sorry," Xavier stammered, feeling embarrassed. "I just can't help it."

"Why?" Ryder asked, looking at him with a mixture of curiosity and skepticism. "Do you find me lovely?"

"Yes," Xavier admitted, feeling foolish. "You're beautiful."

"Ha!" Ryder let out a short laugh. "I'm not a woman, wizard. I'm still more of a man than you'll ever be."

Xavier felt a pang of sadness at her words. He had always felt like an outsider, even among his fellow mages. He had always struggled to live up to the expectations of his teachers. Now, he felt as if he was not even worthy of Ryder's respect.

"I know," he said, trying to keep the regret out of his voice. "I'm just not as strong as you are. But I promise to do my best to protect you on our journey."

"Good," Ryder said, looking at him with a newfound appreciation. "I'll expect no less from you."

Xavier watched as Ryder tended to the fire, poking at the flames with a stick. Despite her rough exterior, there was something undeniably beautiful about her. He couldn't help but be drawn to her, even as she made it clear that she wanted nothing to do with him.

"So, tell me about these potions of yours," Ryder said, glancing at Xavier. "What can they do?"

Xavier shrugged. "Well, I have a healing potion that can cure most injuries. I also have a sleeping potion that can knock someone out for a full night's rest."

"That's not very impressive," Ryder said, a hint of disdain in her voice.

"I may not be able to conjure up a feast, but my magic can save lives," Xavier retorted, feeling a bit defensive.

"I suppose," Ryder said with a shrug. "But I prefer to rely on my sword to protect myself. Magic can be unpredictable and unreliable."

“Ryder,” Xavier ventured. “Why did you wish to become the best sword fighter in the world?”

Ryder sighed and looked away, as if the answer was too painful to face. "I didn't just want to be the best sword fighter. I wanted to be greater than any man. I wanted to prove to the world that I was strong and capable, that I was not to be underestimated or looked down upon," she explained.

Xavier listened intently, understanding her pain all too well. He, too, had struggled with feeling like he was not good enough, not powerful enough.

"But I didn't realize the price I would pay for my wish," Ryder continued, looking down at her hands. "I wanted to be the best, but instead I became...this. A woman. Soft and pretty and weak."

Xavier reached out and took her hand, offering her comfort and understanding. "I'm sorry, Ryder. But I'm here with you, and I believe in you. You are more than your appearance, you are a fierce warrior, the best sword fighter in the world."

Ryder pulled her hand away and folded into her lap. The two sat in silence, looking into the fire and each other's eyes, until they drifted off to sleep.


5.

Xavier rubbed the sleep from his eyes as he sat up in his bedroll. The fire that they had built the night before had long since died down to just a few embers, casting a dim light over their campsite. He looked around, but there was no sign of Ryder. He rubbed his neck, still a little stiff from the previous day's journey.

He decided to go down to the river to freshen up and grab a drink. As he approached the water, he heard a soft splashing sound and stopped in his tracks. Curiosity getting the better of him, he carefully made his way towards the sound, ducking behind a tree for cover.

To his surprise, he saw Ryder, fully nude, bathing in the river. Her raven-black hair sparkled with droplets of water that were made radiant by the morning light. The locks fell upon her ample breasts and Xavier could feel himself stiffen again. He felt a pang of guilt for watching her like this, but couldn't seem to look away. Her body was toned and athletic, the muscles in her arms and legs rippling as she splashed water over herself. He could tell that she was a formidable fighter, despite her gender.

Finally, he tore his gaze away and stumbled back to the campsite, trying to shake off the feeling of guilt. He couldn't help but be grateful that she had not caught him looking at her. He sat down, still feeling a bit flustered, and began to cook breakfast.

Ryder appeared, dressed in her full armor, and sat down on a log, ready to enjoy the bacon and eggs Xavier had cooked for breakfast. She ate ravenously. When she was finished, she gazed off into the distance, lost in thought. Xavier wondered what was going on in her mind.

"What are you thinking about?" he asked.

"I'm making a list," she said simply. "A list of all the things I'll do when I become a man again."

Xavier felt a pang of sadness in his chest. He had lied to Ryder about being able to reverse the curse. He had grown to love her, but he knew that her wish was to become a man again. He struggled to fight his attraction to her, knowing that it would never work out.

"What kind of things?" he asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

"Just things," she said with a shrug. "Fuck a woman, wrestle a man into submission, walk through the village drunk with my cock out for everyone to see."

Xavier nodded, trying to understand. He knew that he had to come clean and tell her the truth about the curse, but he wasn't sure how to do it. He didn't want to hurt her or make her feel like she was trapped in a woman's body forever.

They ate breakfast in silence, both lost in their own thoughts. As they packed up their things, Xavier knew that he needed to find the right moment to tell her the truth. He just hoped that she would understand.


6.

As they traveled, Xavier couldn't help but think about Ryder and what he would do when she realized there was no potion that could return her manhood. The guilt ate at him, knowing that he had led her on this journey under false pretenses. But as he thought about it, he remembered that the citadel was home to wizards with ancient knowledge of love spells. Perhaps there was someone who would know how to reverse the curse.

And if not, then perhaps there was another solution. Xavier had heard stories of love potions that could make someone love you forever, and he had always thought they were just fairy tales. But if he could just find the right wizard at the citadel, he might be able to make Ryder fall in love with him. He felt a glimmer of hope, and he started to plan.

He would find the right wizard and ask for the love potion. He would make sure that the potion was safe for Ryder and wouldn't have any adverse effects. Then he would slip it into her drink and watch as she fell head over heels in love with him. He would be able to keep her by his side forever, and they would live a happy life together.

But as he continued to think about it, he couldn't shake the feeling of guilt. He had grown to care for Ryder, and he couldn't imagine hurting her. He had promised to make her a man again, and now he was thinking of making her love him forever? He felt ashamed of himself. He was torn between his feelings for Ryder and his own desires. He decided to push the thought to the back of his mind and focus on getting to the citadel. He would figure out the rest when they arrived.

But he wouldn’t get the chance to think more. Because at that moment an arrow struck the tree in front of him.

7.

Xavier felt his heart pounding in his chest as he heard the sound of the arrow flying past his ear. He turned to see Ryder riding towards him, her sword drawn and a fierce look in her eyes. "Ride hard and fast!" she shouted to him, urging him to move.

Xavier spurred his horse on, but an arrow pierced the animal's neck and it reared in pain, throwing Xavier to the ground. He saw the horse's legs give way as it screamed and died. In a panic, he scrambled to his feet, grabbing his staff and looking around for any sign of danger.

Ryder rode up to him, her sword at the ready. "Who is attacking us?" Xavier asked, his voice shaking.

"Bandits," Ryder replied tersely. "They must have seen us and thought we would be easy prey."

Xavier realized that they were in serious trouble. The bandits in these woods were known for their ruthlessness and their skill with a bow. He looked around, trying to assess the situation, but all he could see was dense forest on either side of the road. He had never felt more vulnerable.

"I will protect you," Ryder said firmly. "But we need to move quickly. The bandits will be upon us soon."

Xavier nodded, his heart filled with gratitude for this fierce and fearless woman who was willing to risk her life for him. He climbed onto her horse. As they rode, Xavier could feel his heart pounding in his chest, but he refused to let his fear get the best of him. He was determined to make it to the citadel, no matter what it took.

Xavier and Ryder rode through the night, the moon and stars their only source of light. As dawn approached, Ryder's horse began to tire. It was clear that the animal needed water and food, but there was nothing in sight. Xavier noticed how Ryder's expression changed from determination to concern as the horse began to stumble.

"I need to rest, the horse needs to rest," Ryder said, her voice hoarse from the long night of riding.

Xavier knew that they couldn't stay in one place for too long, but he also saw how much Ryder cared for her horse. He couldn't bear to see her so upset, so he offered to revive the horse with a potion.

"I can make a potion that will revive the horse," Xavier said. "Just give me a minute to gather some herbs."

Xavier went to work, picking herbs and mixing them together. He carefully placed the herbs in his hand, then he approached the horse and offered it to her. The horse hesitated for a moment, then licked the herbs from Xavier's hand.

Instantly, the horse's energy was restored. Its eyes brightened and it neighed, eager to continue their journey.

"You did it," Ryder said, a smile spreading across her face. "You really are a skilled mage."

"I try," Xavier said, smiling back at her.

They continued on their journey, the horse leading the way. Xavier and Ryder rode in comfortable silence, the only sounds were the horse's hooves and the rustling of leaves.


8.

Xavier and Ryder rode towards a small town, the tension palpable in the air.

"We should disguise ourselves," she said. "The bandits will be looking for wealthy travelers, so we will be a merchant and a merchant's wife. Which one do you want to be?" Ryder asked, a hint of amusement in her voice.

Xavier smiled and replied, "I’ll be the merchant."

“Are you sure you can pull it off? You, a merchant? I think you’d make a handsome bride.”

Ryder's laughter echoed through the morning air. As they passed through the town, Xavier caught sight of the wary looks from the villagers, but he kept his chin high and his eyes straight ahead.

He wondered what the townspeople would do if they knew that he was a mage, traveling with a man cursed to become a woman. But he pushed the thought from his mind and continued on, pretending to be a wealthy merchant and his wife. He put a hand on Ryder’s thigh, and to her surprise she left it there, placing her own hand atop his.

A passing innkeeper saw them in the road. “Roams for rent!” he called out.

“Oh, no thank you–” Xavier started to say when he was interrupted by Ryder.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “We are quite tired and would love a place to lie down.”

Without waiting for him, Ryder dismounted and Xavier was forced to follow after her into the inn. 


9.

Xavier listened to the innkeeper’s footsteps as they disappeared down the staircase. He looked at Ryder, who looked back at him with a catlike intensity. He felt very much like prey, and he liked the feeling.

“Some rules before we start,” she said, drawing closer to him. “No kissing, no talking, and don’t be gentle. Understand?”

Xavier nodded, all that he could manage to do as, with a flick of her wrist, Ryder’s armor vanished and he was treated to the sight of her luscious black hair creeping like vines towards her bare breasts, her hourglass hips, the thin line of her pussy between her legs.

“Disrobe,” she commanded. Xavier fumbled with his shirt, trying to get his head and arms out of the hole at the same time. When he pulled the garment over his head, he found Ryder was already on her knees in front of him, tugging off his trousers as rudely as she had done in the woods. Her plump full lips curled into a smile as she watched his cock stiffen and rise. Watching her reaction, seeing her fascination with his tumescent member only made Xavier harder.

She’s insatiable, he thought. This was at least one way that Ryder was completely female. Despite her protestations, he could see from the way she looked at him that the curse had done something to her heart and mind as well as her body. She eagerly played the submissive role. As she slid the head of his cock past her lips, smacking her lips, he saw how hungry she was for his manhood.

Xavier sighed, then gasped as Ryder stuck him deeper into her. His wet shaft delighted at the taste of her tongue, the sensation erotic in a way he had never known. He had known other maidens before, but Xavier had never known anything like Ryder. She seemed to know his body better than he knew his own. He groaned gently as he felt himself sliding down her throat.

“Wait,” Xavier managed to say. Ryder let his wet cock slide out of her mouth with a loud smack.

“What could be so important you interrupt me now?” she asked.

Xavier looked at his potion bag on the inn table.

“Let me get me something out of my bag,” he said. Ryder huffed, smacking his thigh gently with the back of her hand in mock protest. 

“Not now,” she said petulantly. “I was having fun.”

She pressed her face close to his cock, breathing deep the smell of his pubic hair.

“You’ll have even more with this,” Xavier said. “I promise.”

Xavier crossed the few paces to the table, his hard cock swinging wildly as he did so. After fumbling through his bag, he pulled out a small tincture with a purple liquid inside.

“What is it?” Ryder said, feigning boredom.

“You’ll see,” Xavier said. “Get on the bed and spread your legs.”

“You dare tell me what to do?” she said with a smile.

“If you don’t do what I say, you can play with your pussy all by yourself tonight,” Xavier said, with mock bravado. Ryder turned her head quizzically as she looked at him.

“Not bad, mage,” she said. “I almost believe you.”

Cheerfully, she rose from her knees and lay down on the bed with her legs in the air. Xavier climbed onto the bed and lowered himself so that he was inches from Ryder’s pussy. He nuzzled it gently, enjoying the smell of it. He kissed her outer lips then slid his tongue between her soft folds. As he played with her clit with his tongue, he could smell the juices that were building up inside of her. When he was sure that she was ready, he thrust his cock inside of her.

Ryder gasped as he went in, moaning softly with each thrust.

“Now for the main event,” Xavier thought. Taking the small tincture that he’d been keeping in his palm, he pulled off the tiny glass top and drank down the potion in one big gulp. Xavier felt the heat from the potion traveling in a straight line down his throat, warming his belly, and then flowing into his cock.

“Ohh, gods!” Ryder called out as she felt his cock expanding inside her. He was already large, but the potion extended the size and girth of his cock until he was nearly as long and hard as two men together. Ryder’s muscles clenched involuntarily, rubbing him from the inside.

Her face scrunched in discomfort, and for a moment Xavier wondered if he should stop. But Ryder’s wail as she relaxed and let him deeper inside. Sweat poured out of him as he thrust himself into her again and again. When he finally came, Ryder sneezed and Xavier thought with a smile that he had sent his seed straight up through her sinuses, though that was patently absurd.

Exhausted and overcome with bliss, Ryder sunk into the bed with a dreamy look on her satisfied face.

“Not bad, mage,” she said, still panting slightly.

“I told you my magic was useful,” he said with a smile.

“Yesss,” she said, letting the word drawl on. “Just don’t think this means anything. The curse gives me these cravings. Any man’s cock would have sufficed. Well, almost.”

She turned on her side, directing her body away from him. Xavier felt at first she was teasing him. The sex had been transformative, explosive. She was toying with him when she said it meant nothing. But in a few moments, Ryder’s snoring let Xavier know that she was dead asleep. 

Xavier sat in a nearby chair and watched her, lost in thought.  Could it be that the curse had affected her more than she let on? Xavier couldn't shake the thought that she only pretended that feminine feelings were the result of some curse. That she felt real feelings of love deep down within her.

As he watched her sleep, he thought about their journey ahead and the challenge that lay ahead. He had promised her a potion to turn her back into a man, but the truth was that he could not deliver on that promise. He felt guilty for misleading her, but at the same time he didn't want to lose her.

He thought about the citadel and the wizards who lived there. They were said to have ancient knowledge of love spells, but would they be able to help him? He didn't know, but he was willing to try.


10.

The next morning, Xavier woke up to find himself wrapped around Ryder, his arm snug around her waist. She was fast asleep, her breathing slow and even. Xavier felt a warm flush spread through him as he realized what he had done. He had wrapped himself around her without even realizing it. It felt so comfortable, so right.

Suddenly, Ryder stirred and opened her eyes. She looked up at him, annoyance evident in her gaze. She gently pushed him away and sat up.

"What do you think you're doing?" she asked, her voice low and even.

Xavier rubbed the sleep from his eyes, trying to think of an explanation. He felt ashamed and exposed, as if his feelings for Ryder were written all over his face. He cleared his throat and stammered, "I-I'm sorry. I didn't mean to do that. It was nothing."

Ryder gave him a hard look, her eyes blazing with anger. "Don’t forget that what happened last night was nothing. I am still a man," she said firmly. "I may have been transformed, but that doesn't change the fact that I am still a man. I have no feelings for you, and I don't want your feelings getting in the way of our journey."

Xavier nodded, understanding her point. He knew that he needed to keep his feelings in check, but it was becoming more and more difficult every day.

As Ryder slipped into her magic armor, Xavier couldn't help but watch in awe. The way she moved with grace and confidence, it was almost like she was a different person. And in a way, she was. The woman he had gotten a glimpse of the night before was hidden from view, concealed behind the shiny steel skin she wore to protect herself.

As the days passed and they continued their journey, the thought of his plan to make Ryder fall in love with him using a potion weighed heavily on Xavier's mind. He knew that if he failed to give her the potion, she would hate him forever for lying to her. It seemed like this was the only way.

Xavier pushed away his thoughts as he mounted his own horse. He would worry about the potion later, for now, he had to focus on their journey. They rode into the unknown, facing whatever came their way together.


11.

Xavier and Ryder rode on without trouble until the second day. Just as the sun was about to set, Xavier saw a group of men standing in the road.

As Xavier and Ryder approached men, Xavier's heart raced with fear. He had heard stories of dangerous bandits who would rob and kill travelers who crossed their path. Ryder, on the other hand, was calm and collected. She had faced far worse in her life as a knight.

"Brigands," Ryder whispered to Xavier, who nodded in understanding.

The men sneered as they saw the two travelers and their horses, obviously sizing them up as easy targets. Ryder reached down to her saddlebags and pulled out her sword. The men, seeing her determination, drew their weapons as well.

"Clear the road," Ryder commanded, her voice ringing out in the stillness of the evening. The men laughed at the idea of a woman telling them what to do.

But Ryder wasn't just any woman. She was a skilled warrior, the best sword fighter in the world. As one of the men stepped forward, Ryder sprang into action. With lightning-fast speed, she swung her sword and cut him down. The other men were taken aback by the sudden loss of one of their own, but they quickly rallied and began to attack Ryder from all sides.

Ryder sent a gash through the chest of one man, and sent the tip of her blade straight through the throat of another. The men reigned down blows with their swords, but Ryder was the great sword fighter in the world and easily deflected their blows, slashing in turn with deadly accuracy.

But as the last man fell, Ryder stumbled. She had taken a wound to the shoulder. Xavier quickly dismounted and went to her side. "You're hurt," he said, concern etched in his voice.

"It's just a scratch," Ryder replied, trying to play it off as if it was nothing.

Xavier quickly searched through his saddlebags for the herbs he needed to make a healing potion. With shaking hands, he mixed the herbs together, murmuring incantations under his breath. When the potion was ready, he hurried over to Ryder and applied it to her wounds.

The instant the potion touched her skin, her wounds began to close and heal.

“Thanks,” she said. “That’s the second best potion you’ve come up with on this journey. You’re proving pretty useful, mage,” said Ryder. Xavier was relieved, feeling assured in himself as a potion master.

The men dead on the ground gave Xavier a sense of satisfaction. They had underestimated the two of them, and they had lost. Xavier was proud of the team he and Ryder made. But he knew that it could not last. As they rode off, Xavier thought about what would happen when there were no more brigands to fight and they finally reached the citadel. Ryder would know that he lied to her. What would stop her from cutting him down just as easily as she did those men?

She had fought alongside him this time, but that wouldn’t last. What would happen when she finally learned the truth? The night was warm but he shivered at the thought.


12.

As they grew closer, Xavier knew it was time to come clean about his abilities as a mage. He had been keeping a terrible secret from her and it weighed heavily on his conscience.

"Ryder, there's something I need to tell you," Xavier said, his voice unsteady. "I've been lying to you about my powers."

"What are you talking about?" Ryder asked, her eyes narrowing.

"The curse that made you a woman. I can't undo it. I don't have the power to reverse it," Xavier admitted, feeling the weight of his guilt settle upon him.

Ryder's expression changed from confusion to anger in an instant. "You mean, this entire time you've been leading me on, giving me false hope?" she exclaimed.

"I'm sorry, Ryder. I should have told you the truth from the beginning. I just couldn't bear the thought of losing you," Xavier said, reaching out to take her hand.

But Ryder yanked her hand away, her eyes flashing with anger. "I should cut off your cock and feed it to you, you swine!" she shouted, her voice echoing through the forest.

“I’m sorry. I thought maybe someone at the citadel would know a way to help you. It’s just that potions and curses are different kinds of magic, and–”

Xavier felt the wind go out of him as Ryder slugged him hard in the stomach. He gasped for breath as he waited for the next blow to come. Instead, Ryder walked away from him into the clearing and let out a wail.

Xavier felt as if a knife had been plunged into his heart. He had never meant to hurt Ryder, only to help her. Now, he feared that he had lost her forever.

A few hours later, she returned to camp but did not say a word to him. For the rest of the day, the weight of Xavier's confession weighed heavy on both of them. Ryder was distant and quiet, still grappling with the truth that she would never be a man again. Xavier, meanwhile, felt guilty for lying to her and worried that she would never forgive him.

As he made a fire, Xavier tried to start conversations, but Ryder would give short answers and turn away. He could see the hurt and anger in her eyes, and it tore him apart.

"Ryder, I know you're upset with me," he said. "And I don't blame you. I should never have lied to you about the spell. I'm so sorry."

Ryder looked up at him, her eyes filled with tears. "Why did you lie to me, Xavier?" she asked. "You knew that I was relying on you to break the curse. And now, I'll be stuck like this forever."

Xavier hung his head, unable to meet her gaze. "I was afraid," he said. "Afraid that you would leave me if you knew the truth. I know that's no excuse, but I hope you can forgive me."

"Xavier," she said, her voice shaking with emotion. "I’m going to find a way to prove you wrong. I will be a man again. And on that day, I’ll find you. And shove my fat cock straight up your ass."

Xavier hung his head in shame. He had never intended for things to turn out this way, but he could not deny the truth. He knew that he had broken Ryder's heart and that there was no turning back.

"I understand," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I am so sorry, Ryder. I never meant to hurt you."

But his words were not enough to heal the wounds that he had inflicted. Ryder packed her horse and left, leaving Xavier alone with his thoughts and his regrets.


13.

As the night grew darker and the stars came out, Xavier found himself completely lost in the dense forest. He tried retracing his steps, but everything looked the same in the dark. He was cold, hungry, and scared. He wished that Ryder was by his side, but she was gone, and he had no one to turn to.

He pushed on, determined to find his way to the citadel. He searched for any sign of civilization, but the forest was silent. He was about to give up hope when he heard the distant sound of rushing water. He followed the sound, and it led him to a small stream. He drank from the stream and rested for a while, feeling a little bit better.

Xavier had just closed his eyes, exhausted from the day's events, when he heard a twig snap nearby. Startled, he sat up and saw that he was surrounded by another group of scoundrels just like the ones Ryder had dispatched in the road. They leered at him, unsheathing their weapons as they closed in.

"Well, well, well," one of the brigands sneered, a tall man with a bushy beard. "If it isn't the fancy mage. I didn't think we'd be seeing you again so soon."

Xavier's mind raced as he tried to come up with a plan. But before he could even think of a way to escape, the brigands had him tied up and gagged, with his arms bound behind his back.

"Let's go, boys," the tall brigand said, giving a nod. "We've got what we came for."

Xavier was roughly hoisted to his feet, and he was marched through the forest as the sun began to set. He had no idea where they were taking him, or what they planned to do with him, but he knew one thing for certain: he was in a lot of trouble.


14.

The brigands dragged Xavier to their camp and showed them the cauldron they had set up. "You will make potions for us now," said the tall brigand, whose name was Talon. "What kind of potions?" Xavier asked. "The kind that bring kingdoms to their knees. Now mix up something that will let me breath fire now!"

Xavier was taken aback by the demand, but he knew he needed to keep calm and figure a way out of this. He looked at the cauldron and the ingredients the brigands had provided. He realized that this was his chance to prove his worth as a mage. He focused his mind and began to mix the ingredients together, using his magic to control the flames and create the potion.

As the potion simmered, the tall brigand, Talon, watched closely, his hand never straying far from the hilt of his sword. Xavier could feel the pressure of Talon's gaze, but he refused to let it affect him. He needed to focus on the task at hand.

Finally, the potion was ready. Xavier carefully poured it into a flask and handed it to Talon, who sniffed it suspiciously before handing it to one of his men. The man drank the potion and, to Xavier's relief, nothing happened.

"It's not working," said the man.

Talon took the flask from him and drank it himself. Again, nothing happened.

"What is this?" Talon demanded, his face contorted with anger.

Xavier met his gaze, trying to remain calm despite the dangerous situation. "It is a potion that requires the imbiber to have magical abilities," he said. "It will not work on someone without such abilities."

Talon's eyes narrowed. "You're lying," he growled.

Xavier shook his head. "I assure you, I am not."

The tall brigand stepped forward, his hand going to his sword. "I don't believe you," he said. "But I'm willing to give you one more chance. Make us another potion, this time something that will actually work."

Xavier had no choice but to comply. He focused his mind and mixed another potion, hoping that this one would satisfy the brigands. He had to keep them calm and not let his fear show. He handed the new potion to Talon, who drank it and waited for the effects to take hold.

When Talon drank the second potion, he crumpled to the ground, writhing in pain. His body convulsed as his screams filled the clearing. The other brigands, horrified by what they were witnessing, stepped back as they realized that Xavier had betrayed them.

Just as they were about to turn on Xavier and exact their revenge, Ryder appeared out of the brush, her sword drawn and gleaming in the light. "Leave him alone," she commanded, stepping forward to stand protectively in front of Xavier.

The brigands hesitated for a moment, sizing up Ryder and her skill with a sword. But then, as one, they charged forward, brandishing their weapons and shouting insults.

Ryder stood her ground, her sword flashing in the light as she fended off the attackers. Despite being outnumbered, she fought with skill and ferocity, striking down one brigand after another until there were none left standing.

With the threat neutralized, Ryder helped Xavier to his feet. "Are you okay?" she asked, concern etched on her face.

Xavier nodded, still stunned by the turn of events. "Thank you," he said, his voice filled with gratitude. "I thought I was done for."

Ryder simply nodded, sheathing her sword. "Let's get out of here," she said, taking Xavier by the hand and leading him away from the fallen brigands and the smoldering remains of the cauldron.


15.

Xavier felt relief but also confusion as he rode away on Ryder’s mount.

“Why did you come back for me?” he asked.

“You would have died had I not,” she answered. 
“And thought bothers you?” he asked.

“Yes, I suppose it does,” she said.

As they rode through the forest, Xavier said, "I have to tell you something," he said, his eyes shining with sincerity.

Ryder looked at him warily. "What is it?" she asked.

"I want you to know," Xavier said, "that even though you may never be a man again, you are still the bravest knight I have ever known."

Ryder raised an eyebrow, trying to hide the warmth that was spreading through her chest. "You don't have to sugarcoat it for me, Xavier," she said gruffly. "I know the truth."

Xavier shook his head. "It is no idle talk, Ryder. It's the truth. I've seen you in battle, and I've seen you face challenges that would have broken most people. And you come out on the other side, stronger and more determined than ever. That takes real courage, and I admire you for it."

Ryder was touched by Xavier's words, but she refused to let it show. "Thanks, I guess," she said, her voice barely more than a grumble.

Xavier smiled, knowing that she was trying to hide her emotions. "You don't have to pretend with me, Ryder," he said. "I know what you're feeling, and I'm here for you, no matter what."

Ryder was quiet for a moment, and then she kicked her horse to spur him on. "Come on," she said, her voice a little less gruff. "We've got a long way to go before we reach the citadel."

16.

As Xavier and Ryder approached the gates to the citadel, they were met by a high, stone wall that stretched as far as the eye could see in either direction. The wall was lined with guards, who watched the travelers with wary eyes, their weapons at the ready.

The citadel was a city within a city, a place where the most powerful mages in the land trained and honed their skills. The wall that surrounded the city was not just for show; it was there to protect the secrets and knowledge within.

Beyond the gates, the city was a maze of cobblestone streets and tall, towering buildings. There were intricate, ivy-covered structures made of ancient stone, and magnificent towers that scraped the sky. The air was thick with the smell of incense and magic. It was a place where the impossible was made possible, where spells were cast and potions brewed.

Everywhere they looked, there were students in long robes, hurrying from one building to another, carrying books, scrolls, and strange instruments. They all looked so serious, as if they bore the weight of the world on their shoulders. And in a way, Xavier thought, they did. The mages of the citadel were the ones who held the power to shape the future of the kingdom.

For a moment, Xavier felt a pang of doubt. Was he really ready for this? But then he looked at Ryder, and her determination gave him the courage he needed. He was ready. Together, they stepped through the gates.

“No swords, no armor within the city walls,” the guard said. Ryder grumbled.

As the guard took Ryder's weapons, Xavier could see the pain in her eyes. He knew that it was difficult for her to give up her armor, which was a symbol of her identity as a knight. But he also knew that the citadel was a place of peace and learning, where violence was forbidden.

Once they entered the citadel, Xavier led Ryder to the great hall, where the masters of the mage council awaited them. The room was filled with the scent of burning candles and incense, and the air was thick with the sound of whispers and hushed conversation.

Xavier stepped forward and announced their arrival. "Masters, I have returned with my companion, Ryder. She has been my protector and ally on our journey here."

The masters looked up from their books and scrolls, and one of them, a wise and withered old man, spoke up. "Welcome, Xavier. And to you, Ryder. Now, for what have you come?”

“Oh, yes,” said Xavier. “I want to study as a mage. To be your apprentice.”

“Follow me,” said the mage. “Your companion can explore the city while she waits.”

Ryder nodded and Xavier watched her walk into a courtyard.

“Are you prepared?” the old mage asked. Xavier nodded. “Very well, then. Let’s begin.”


17.

Xavier approached the cauldron nervously, his heart pounding in his chest. He had studied the art of potion making for years, but now that he was being tested, he felt as though he had forgotten everything. He took a deep breath and tried to clear his mind, but his thoughts kept drifting back to Ryder.

The old mage watched him carefully, his piercing eyes scanning Xavier's every move. "Well?" he asked impatiently. "What are you waiting for?"

Xavier picked up the pestle and began to grind the ingredients together, his hands shaking slightly. He added the ingredients to the cauldron, stirring the mixture carefully. But the dark green color he had been expecting did not materialize. Instead, it remained a brackish black.

He stepped away from the potion table and confessed to the old mage that his heart was indeed distracted. "I'm sorry, but I cannot focus on magic right now. My thoughts are elsewhere," he said, looking down at the ground, feeling ashamed.

The old mage smiled and placed a hand on Xavier's shoulder. "It's okay, young one. Many before you have struggled with the same dilemma. Love and magic are powerful forces, and sometimes they can conflict with one another."

Xavier looked up, surprised by the old mage's understanding. "What should I do?" he asked.

"Follow your heart," the old mage replied. "That is the greatest magic of all. You will find that if your intentions are pure and driven by love, the magic will flow through you effortlessly."

Xavier thanked the old mage for his wisdom and left the room, his mind made up. He found Ryder outside, pacing back and forth. When she saw him, she asked how the exam went.

Xavier told her the truth, that he had failed because his heart was distracted. "I cannot concentrate on magic when all I can think about is you," he said.

“You bring me all this way under false pretenses and then, after all that–”

Xavier didn’t let her finish berating him. He pressed his lips to hers, and to his relief she did not take them away.

“Are you unhappy as a woman?” he asked her. She did not answer. He shook her gently. “Are you not happier with me than as some thug scouring the countryside for someone to fight?”

“Watch yourself, mage,” Ryder said, her eyes narrowing. “I could cut you in half.”

“But you won’t. I know you won’t. Because I love you, and you love me.”

“I don’t,” she said, without much feeling.

“Then stop me from kissing you,” he said, drawing her nearer. Their eyes met, noses touching as Xavier kissed his beautiful exotic woman gently and passionately.

“You’re mine, knight,” he said. “And your place is by my side. Forever.”


18.

It had been a year since Xavier had first set foot into the citadel, and he had learned much in that time. He was now a respected mage, and his skills had grown considerably. He had even traveled to remote parts of the kingdom to collect rare herbs, and now he was back home.

As he approached his cottage, he could see Ryder waiting for him by the door. She had a warm smile on her face, and as he approached, she greeted him with a kiss. Xavier felt a rush of love and affection as he hugged her.

He admired her pregnant belly, gently rubbing it as they hugged. She had truly embraced her femininity, and the simple peasant dress she wore only accentuated her beauty. She looked so different from the gruff knight he had first met on his journey, but he loved her all the same.

"Welcome home, my love," Ryder said, kissing him again. "I've missed you so much."

Xavier smiled. "I've missed you too. It's good to be back."

As they entered the cottage, Xavier couldn't help but think about how far they had come since their journey together. He was grateful for every moment they had shared, and he knew that their future would be filled with love, happiness, and magic.


The Widow’s Redemption

1.

Edmund was a young man who had always felt out of place in a world that valued masculine virtue above all else. He had a secret that he kept hidden from everyone, including his father. He had a love for all things feminine, from the way a dress flowed to the way it looked on him. He often would sneak into his mother's room and try on her clothes, feeling a sense of euphoria whenever he did. However, he knew that his father would never accept him for who he truly was, so he kept his secret hidden deep inside. But little did he know that his secret would soon be revealed in the most unexpected way possible.

"Come on, are you going to flick your hair around, or are you going to race me?" japed his friend Lionel. Edmund was riding a chestnut brown mare that matched his long, wavy hair. Lionel rode up beside him. Edmund and Lionel had been friends since they were boys and Edmund accepted the taunt with good humor.

Edmund asked what the stakes would be. "The loser has to serve the winner ale," said Lionel. "Fine," said Edmund. "And he has to do it wearing his sister's dress!" Edmund gritted his teeth and accepted the challenge.

Edmund and Lionel spurred their horses on, the wind whipping through their hair as they galloped towards the edge of the clearing. Lionel's horse, Midnight, was faster and more experienced, but Edmund's mare, Petunia, was a fierce competitor.

As they approached the finish line, Edmund leaned forward in his saddle, urging Petunia on with every ounce of strength he had. But it wasn't enough. Lionel crossed the finish line first, his laughter ringing out through the clearing.

Edmund pulled Petunia to a stop beside Lionel, panting and sweating. "You win," he said, gritting his teeth. "But I'm not wearing my sister's dress."

Lionel's laughter died down as he looked at Edmund's serious expression. "You’ll do it if you are no coward," Lionel replied. “We made a wager. What are you afraid of?”

There was much that Edmund was afraid of. He worried that his pleasure at being dressed as a girl might somehow read on his face.

As they entered the village, they were greeted by cheers and laughter. Lionel's sister, who had witnessed the race, ran up to them. "You lost!" she exclaimed, laughing. "You're going to have to serve Lionel ale!" Edmund gave a pained smile and pretended to accept his defeat gracefully. Inside, he was full of apprehension. 


2.

As Edmund set the ale on the table, Lionel called him back. "You didn't curtsy," Lionel said with a smirk. Edmund felt his face flush with embarrassment as he reluctantly performed the curtsy. He knew that he enjoyed the feel of the dress against his skin, the way that the curtsy made him feel like a girl. But he also knew that he had to pretend to hate the things that brought him so much pleasure.

Just as he was about to turn away, the door to the tavern swung open. It was Edmund's father. He stood in the doorway, staring at his son with a mixture of shock and anger. Edmund's heart sank as he realized what his father must be thinking. He was dressed in a frilly dress, serving ale to a group of men.

His father strode into the tavern, his eyes fixed on Edmund. "What is the meaning of this?" he growled.

Edmund stammered, trying to come up with an explanation, but before he could say a word, his father grabbed him by the hair and dragged him out of the tavern.

The villagers watched in silence as Edmund was dragged out of the tavern by his father. Edmund's heart was pounding in his chest, fear and shame warring within him. He couldn't believe that his father had seen him wearing a dress. He knew his father. He would be in for a harsh punishment even if he told the truth about the bet. His father was a conventional man and the thought of losing face consumed him. He had embarrassed his father, and there was little that his father wouldn’t do to punish him for it.

His father dragged him deep into the woods, Edmund could feel the branches scratching his face and the roots tripping him, but his father didn't slow down. Edmund feared that his father may hang him, the thought made his throat clench involuntarily. He begged and pleaded with his father to have mercy but his father was beyond reason.

As Edmund's father dragged him deeper into the woods, Edmund couldn't shake the feeling of fear and dread that was building inside him. The eerie silence of the woods only added to his unease.

Finally, they reached a clearing, and Edmund's father stopped in front of a dark, still pool. Edmund felt a rush of fear as he wondered what his father had in store for him.

"Take off that dress," his father said, his voice cold and hard. Edmund quickly obeyed, feeling helpless as he slid off the dress. That he was wearing women’s undergarments only magnified his father’s rage.

Edmund felt a lump form in his throat, tears stinging his eyes.

"Enter the water," his father commanded.

Edmund hesitated, unsure of what to expect. But with a stern look from his father, he stepped into the pool. The water was icy cold, and Edmund couldn't help but shiver as he waded deeper in.

As he submerged himself in the water, he felt a tingling sensation throughout his body. It was as if the water was alive and pulsing with energy. He closed his eyes and let the sensation wash over him.

When Edmund emerged from the water, he felt unfamiliar sensations all over his body. He looked down at his hands and saw that they were now delicate and slender. He felt his chest and realized that he now had the magnificent breasts of a well-endowed young woman.

He ran his hands down his legs and felt that they were now smooth and shapely. His cock had disappeared, of course. In its place was a tiny slit between his legs with a tiny wisp of pubic hair surrounding it.

He looked at his reflection in the water and saw that his face had become more feminine, his features softer and more delicate. He felt a wave of shock and confusion wash over him as he realized that he had been transformed into a woman

"You’ve embarrassed me for the last time, boy," his father said. "I’ve not raised you up to be a sissy. But since you’re worthless as a man, you will at least be of some use as a woman. Old Griff lives at the edge of the glen. You’ll be his wife and serve him. "

He looked at his father with tears streaming down his face, his voice trembling with emotion. "Why? Why did you do this to me? It was only a jape…I never meant to…" His father said nothing. He just looked at Edmund with a mix of sadness and regret.

Edmund took a step back, not knowing what to do or where to go. He knew that his life would never be the same again, and he couldn't help but feel a sense of loss and uncertainty for the future.

3.

Edmund couldn't believe what was happening. She pleaded with her father to change her back into a man, apologizing for the embarrassment and shame that she had caused. But her father was unmoved. "You are to be the wife of Old Griff," he said. "Emma, you'll be from now on."

Emma felt sick as she put on the dress that her father held out for her. She couldn't help but feel a sense of loss and sadness for the man she used to be. She couldn't understand why her father would do this to her, why he would force her into marriage with a man she didn't know or love.

She followed her father to a small hut in the middle of the forest, where she was to meet Old Griff. Emma felt her heart race with fear and uncertainty. She didn't know what to expect, but she knew that her life would never be the same again.

Old Griff was an old, wrinkled man with a long grey beard. He looked at Emma with curiosity. She knew that this was not a marriage based on love but a transaction. Old Griff gave Emma’s father some pieces of gold and then he said not another word, nor did he even glance at her.

The priest arrived, and Emma and Old Griff were married that night in the hut. Emma felt like a prisoner, trapped in a life that she didn't want. As the ceremony came to an end, Emma's father turned to leave, pledging to never lay eyes on her again. Emma felt a mix of abandonment and betrayal. She couldn't help but wonder if her father even cared for her well-being or if he had just wanted to get rid of her. Emma's heart was heavy as she watched her father disappear into the woods, leaving her alone with a stranger, in a life she didn't choose.


4.

Emma cried all night, her heart heavy with sadness and fear. Old Griff said little, merely watching her with an indifferent expression. Emma knew that she would have to live the rest of her life with this man, but the thought of lying with him was repulsive to her. She couldn't imagine sharing a bed with him, let alone a life.

After a few hours, Old Griff went to bed, leaving Emma crying on the floor. She felt a sense of relief wash over her, knowing that she would not have to face him for at least a little while longer. She lay there, tears streaming down her face, as she thought about the life that had been taken from her. She knew that she would have to find a way to cope with her new reality, but the thought of spending the rest of her days with Old Griff was unbearable to her. She couldn't help but wonder if there was any way to escape this life, any way to be the person she used to be.

The night was long and Emma found no comfort in the hut, she couldn't stop thinking about her father, her lost identity, her future and what would happen if Old Griff would try to exercise his rights as a husband. Emma was trapped and alone, with no way out, and she couldn't help but feel hopeless.

The next morning, and for many mornings after, Emma quickly learned that taking care of Old Griff was a never-ending chore. He was old and feeble, and there was little that he could do for himself. Emma was responsible for cooking, cleaning, and taking care of all of his needs. He treated her decently, but there was nothing he could do for her. He was a constant reminder of the life she had lost and the forced marriage she was in.

Every day, Emma regretted her decision to make that bet with Lionel. If she had never made that bet, she would still be living her life as a man, with her freedom and identity. Now she was stuck in a small hut in the middle of the woods, with an old man.

She found solace in small things, like the sound of birds singing in the morning, or the smell of the forest after it rained. But even these small moments of joy could not elevate her spirits. She felt trapped and alone, with no way out.

"That dress," Emma thought as she lay awake in her bed. "Seeing me in it filled him with such rage. But why?" She couldn't help but think back to her past life as Edmund. She remembered the constant fear and anxiety of hiding her true self from her father and the rest of the world. She remembered the constant struggle of trying to suppress her feminine side, while always feeling like she was living a lie.

He had learned to walk and talk in a certain way, to adopt certain mannerisms and interests that were considered masculine. But something about the dress had set her father off.

Emma couldn't help but wonder how her father had always been able to see through his attempts to be manly. Had he always suspected that Edmund was hiding something? Had he known about his feminine tendencies all along? Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of betrayal and anger towards her father. He had punished her for something that she couldn't help, for something that was a part of who she was.

Now she was to be punished forever, shackled to an old man for life. She wept out of pity for herself.


5.

As the months passed, Emma found herself developing a fondness for Old Griff. At first, she was repulsed by the idea of them sharing a bed, but he never tried to touch her or make advances towards her. Instead, he treated her with kindness and respect. He would tell her stories from his childhood, about the adventures he had and the people he had met. She couldn't help but feel a sense of connection with him, despite their vastly different lives.

Emma found herself looking forward to their conversations, and she grew to enjoy caring for him. He was a lonely man, and she felt a sense of responsibility to make his life as comfortable as possible. She would cook his meals and do his laundry, and she would listen to him talk about his life. She began to see him as more than just a husband, but as a friend.

She couldn't help but feel guilty for her initial feelings of repulsion towards him. She realized that he was just a lonely old man who had been forced into this marriage just as she had. She wasn’t embarrassed when he stole glances at her while she was changing, or peeked at her cleavage. He was a man, she reasoned. And though she was sure that he was impotent, he still clearly enjoyed the look of a woman. And that was what she was now. She felt a certain sense of pride at being looked at that way. It even aroused her. Not Griff, but the fact that a man was looking at her body with lust, however feeble that lust might be. It gave her a tingling sensation between her legs.

As Emma grew to care for Old Griff, she found herself feeling more content in her new life. She still missed her old life as Edmund, but she had learned to accept her new reality and make the best of it. She couldn't help but feel grateful for the unexpected friendship she had found with Old Griff, and she knew that she would always treasure it.

Then one day, Old Griff woke with a cough. Emma noticed it immediately and knew something was wrong. Despite her best efforts to care for him, his condition rapidly deteriorated. She realized that he was dying, and that there was nothing she could do to save him.

Emma tended to him as lovingly as she could, wiping his brow, making him comfortable, and reading to him from his favorite book. Despite his frail condition, Old Griff was grateful for her care and attention. He would hold her hand and tell her how much he appreciated her companionship, how much he was glad that he met her.

Within a few days, Old Griff passed away. Emma felt a deep sense of loss and sadness. She had grown to care for him, and now that he was gone, she felt afraid again, unsure of what she would do without him. She had lost her father, her identity, and now, her companion.

Emma buried him herself, digging the grave and laying him to rest. As she covered his body with dirt, she said a prayer for him and for herself. She asked for guidance, strength and a sign of what to do next.

Emma knew that she would have to find a way to move forward, but for now, she grieved for the loss of her husband, Old Griff and the life that she had known. She couldn't help but wonder what the future held for her, and if she would ever find happiness again.


6.

The next day, Emma woke up with a sense of clarity. She realized that the hut was now completely her own, and that she was free to live in it as she saw fit. She would miss the old man that she had shared it with, but she was now free to make her own choices and decisions.

She got out of bed and walked to the mirror, looking at her reflection for the first time in a long time. Emma found herself enthralled by her own beauty. She had never felt truly comfortable in her own skin as Edmund, but now she could appreciate the curves and contours of her new form. She took to staring at herself in the mirror, admiring the beauty of her new body and the way her long hair cascaded over her shoulders.

She looked at the girl staring back at her in the mirror, amazed by her beauty. Emma touched her breasts, rubbing and squeezing them gently and watching the woman in the mirror. She imagined a man, not Old Griff but another man, looking at her through that mirror. She thought of his passion as she stood there, lusting at her creamy white thighs.

She felt a groan of pleasure pass through her as she pressed her legs together. Reaching down, she gently slid a finger into the small opening she had been too afraid to explore.

Emma sat on the bed, propping herself in front of the mirror, and masturbated for hours. She guided herself through multiple orgasms, paying attention to her pleasure and letting herself get lost in it. When she was finally spent, she realized that she had no one to dress for, so she decided to walk around naked.

As she walked around the hut, she felt a sense of liberation. The sun was shining through the window, and the birds were singing. She felt a sense of peace and contentment that she had not felt in a long time. She realized that this was the first time since becoming a woman that she had felt truly free.

In the coming weeks, Emma also started to explore the forest, going on walks and taking in the beauty of nature. She realized that she had never truly appreciated the world around her before, and she felt a sense of gratitude for the small things in life, like the sun on her face, the smell of the wildflowers, and the sound of the birds singing.

She would try on different clothes and experiment with different hairstyles, finding new ways to express herself and her femininity. She felt a sense of empowerment and liberation as she embraced her new identity.

Emma realized that her transformation had been a blessing in disguise, it had given her a chance to truly be herself, and to live a life of authenticity. She couldn't help but feel grateful for the new life she had been given and the beauty that she found within herself.

Emma knew that this was only the beginning of her journey to find herself again. She was still a woman, but she was no longer a prisoner of her father's expectations, or of her marriage to Old Griff. She felt a renewed sense of hope and determination to live her life on her own terms, and to be true to herself.


7.

As Emma lay beside the stream, basking in the warmth of the sun as it touched her nake body, she found her thoughts drifting to Lionel. She thought of the times they had spent together, the adventures they had shared, and the laughter they had shared. She wondered what he must have thought after Edmund disappeared. They had always been such close friends, and she was surprised by the force of her longing for him.

As she thought of Lionel, Emma noticed her heart began to beat faster. She realized that she was becoming aroused by the thought of her friend. She felt surprised by these new feelings, but also curious. She had never felt this way before and couldn't help but explore these new emotions. As she touched herself, she began to think of those times when she had seen Lionel’s cock. She felt a sudden lust to feel it between her lips.

Emma realized that her feelings for Lionel were not just those of friendship but something more. She realized that she had always been attracted to him, but she had never allowed herself to acknowledge those feelings. She had always kept these emotions locked away, fearing rejection or ridicule. But now, as Emma, she felt free to explore these feelings.

She thought about Lionel and wondered if he was still living in the village and if he had any idea of her new identity. Emma knew that it would be difficult to see him again, but she couldn't help but feel a sense of longing to reconnect with her old friend. She knew that she would have to be careful and strategic with how she approached him, if ever she did. But she was excited about the idea of finally being able to express her true feelings to him.


8.

One day, Emma decided that it was time for a change. She had been living in the small hut in the forest for far too long and felt the urge to explore and experience new things. She remembered Old Griff had told her about the gold pieces that he had buried under the cooking fire. He had said that they were his savings and that he had put them there for her in case something happened to him.

Emma decided to dig up the gold pieces and use one of them to buy herself some new dresses in town. She felt excited at the prospect of being able to buy something new and pretty for herself. She wanted to feel more feminine and to have something that would make her feel more confident and beautiful.

She started to dig under the cooking fire, and after a few minutes of digging, she felt something hard. She pulled out a small leather pouch and opened it. Inside, she found several gold pieces, more than she had expected. She took the leather pouch and set off for town. She was excited about the prospect of buying something new and pretty for herself. She knew that she would have to be careful with how she spent her money, but she felt confident that she could make the most of it.

While Emma was away, some boys from the village approached the hut. They had heard stories about the witch who lived there and were curious to see if it was true. They started to poke around the hut, looking for any signs of witchcraft. They traded stories about the witch, each one trying to outdo the other with the most terrifying tale.

As they were leaving, one of the boys had an idea. He suggested that they burn the witch's hut to the ground, to rid the village of her evil presence. The other boys laughed and agreed, thinking it was a great idea.

Without hesitation, they set fire to the hut and ran away laughing, thinking they had accomplished something great. They never imagined the consequences of their actions.

Emma couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her home, her sanctuary, was nothing but a pile of ashes and rubble. The flames had consumed everything, leaving nothing but destruction in their wake. She couldn't help but feel a sense of overwhelming loss and despair.

She walked through the ashes, tears streaming down her face as she remembered the memories that she had shared with Old Griff in that hut. She remembered the warmth of the fire, the smell of the cooking, the sound of his voice as he told her stories. All of it was gone now.

She realized that she had lost everything, not just her physical possessions, but also her sense of security and belonging. She had no idea where she was going to go, or what she was going to do. She had no family or friends to turn to, and she had nothing to her name. She felt lost, alone, and afraid.

Emma knew that she couldn't stay there, she needed to find a way to rebuild her life. She took a deep breath and tried to compose herself. She knew that this was not the end, that she had to be strong and find a way forward.

Emma knew that she had to find a way to start over, to rebuild her life. She knew it would be difficult, but she was determined to make the best of it. She had to find a place to stay, something to eat, and a way to make a living. She knew that this was going to be a long and difficult journey, but she was determined to make the most of it.


9.

Emma knew that she had to return to her village, despite the danger. Her heart drew her back to Lionel, and she hoped that he would be able to shelter her. She wondered how he would react to her transformation, and she hoped that he would accept her for who she was now.

She decided to return to the village in secret, not wanting to risk the wrath of her father. She knew that he would not approve of her return, and she feared for her safety. She made her way back to the village, avoiding main roads and sticking to the woods and back paths.

As she approached the village, she couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness and anxiety. She made her way to Lionel's house, her heart beating fast in her chest.

She knocked on the door, and to her relief, Lionel answered. He stared at her in shock, not recognizing her at first. Emma explained everything that had happened since they last saw each other, and Lionel listened patiently. He was shocked by her transformation, but he could see the pain and fear in her eyes, and he knew that she needed his help.

He welcomed her into his home, and Emma felt a sense of relief wash over her. Lionel promised to help her in any way that he could, and Emma felt grateful for his kindness and support. She knew that it would be a long and difficult journey, but she was determined to make the most of it, with Lionel by her side.

As Emma settled into Lionel's home, she felt gratitude and relief. She was safe and had a roof over her head, and she knew that Lionel would help her in any way that he could.

As they sat together, Lionel apologized for the bet they made that ended in Edmund's feminization. Emma could see the guilt and remorse in his eyes, and she knew that he was truly sorry for what had happened.

She told him not to carry the guilt anymore. She explained that what happened to her was not his fault and that she had come to accept and embrace her new identity. She asked if Lionel liked her this way and she could see from the look in his eyes that he did.

Lionel leaned in and kissed her softly. Emma felt her heart skip a beat as she returned the kiss. She knew that this was the start of a new chapter in her life, and she couldn't help but feel excited and hopeful about what the future held.

As they kissed, Emma knew that she had found her true self, and she was grateful for the journey that had led her here. She knew that she had to work hard to rebuild her life, but she was determined to make the most of this new opportunity. She was finally free to be who she truly was and she couldn't be more happy.

One night, as they lay in bed together, they finally gave into their feelings and made love for the first time. Emma was inexperienced but eager, taking Lionel in her mouth and pleasuring him until his seed ran down her eager lips. It was a moment filled with passion, love and understanding. It felt like a deep friendship had finally come to fruition as a passionate romance.

As they lay together, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment and peace. She knew that she had found her true home and that she was exactly where she was meant to be. She was finally free to be herself and she knew that she had found the love of her life.


10.

Naturally, Emma's happiness was not to last. One night, their loud and passionate lovemaking was interrupted by a loud banging at the door. Lionel got up to investigate and Emma heard him arguing with someone. Suddenly, the door was broken down and a group of villagers stormed in. They dragged Emma and Lionel from the bed, pulling them from the house.

Emma was in shock and couldn't understand what was happening. She could see the anger and hatred in the eyes of the villagers. They had heard rumors of a man who had turned into a woman and was now living in sin with another man. Together, they had come to punish the two unnatural lovers.

As they were dragged through the streets, Emma saw her father in the crowd. He was the one who had led the mob and he was the one who had betrayed her. He declared that they should both be hanged, but the village Alderman stepped in and said that they would stand trial first.

Emma felt a sense of despair wash over her. She knew that the trial would be a sham, and that they would be found guilty no matter what. She realized that her father's hatred was greater than his love for her and she couldn't help but feel a sense of betrayal.

As they were thrown into the village jail, Emma knew that their fate was sealed. She could only hope for a miracle to save them, but deep down she knew that her happiness was over and that her life would be forever changed. She wept as she watched Lionel through the bars of her cell, wanting only to deliver him from suffering so that she could bear it herself.

The next morning, Emma and Lionel were brought before Baron Tiber, who had traveled from his grand castle in Yorbel to preside over the trial. Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of dread as she looked at the handsome baron with black hair and piercing blue eyes.

The baron told Lionel to speak first, and to Emma's horror, Lionel accused her of being a freak of nature who had tricked him into taking her in. He claimed that he had never consented to living with her and that he had only taken her in out of pity. Emma felt her heart break as she heard Lionel's words, and she couldn't believe that he would betray her like this.

She felt devastated by Lionel's treachery and his public rejection of her. She couldn't understand how he could turn on her like this, and the depth of his betrayal crushed her. She knew that she would never be able to trust him again, and that their relationship was truly over.

Baron Tiber listened to Lionel's testimony and then he asked Emma to speak. Emma tried to explain the truth about her transformation, and she pleaded for leniency. To her surprise, the baron listened to her testimony and showed compassion. He declared that Lionel would be flogged and that she would be banished, but not otherwise harmed. He said that she would be sent to Yorbel, the seat of the baron's house, where she would be far away from the people of the community.

Emma felt a sense of relief wash over her. She was relieved that she would not be executed, and that she would be sent to Yorbel. She knew that Yorbel was a place of great opportunity and she would be able to start a new life there. She was grateful for the baron's leniency and she knew that she would always remember this act of kindness.


11.

As Emma walked with the train traveling to Yorbel, her thoughts were consumed by feelings of resentment towards Lionel and her father. They had both played a part in her banishment, and she could not understand why they had rejected and betrayed her so easily. She remembered the day of her trial, and the way Lionel had so callously thrown her under the wagon’s wheel to save his own skin. She also remembered the look of satisfaction on her father's face as she was led away, knowing he had succeeded in destroying her.

But as she walked, her thoughts also turned to Baron Tiber and the mercy he had shown her. He had listened to her story with an open mind and had shown her leniency, something that no one else in her life had been willing to do. She wondered why a man of such power and prestige would extend compassion towards someone like herself, a despised outcast.

Emma was curious about Baron Tiber. She wondered about his past and his motivations. Why had he shown her such kindness? What did he expect from her in return? She knew that she would never be able to repay his kindness, but she also knew that she would always be grateful to him.

As Emma traveled to Yorbel, her mind was filled with a mix of emotions. She felt hopeful at the prospect of starting a new life, but she also felt a sense of fear and uncertainty. Yorbel was a grand part of the realm, and she knew that she would have to work hard to make a life for herself there.

When she arrived in Yorbel, she was told that she was free to make her own way by one of the baron’s footmen. She found it difficult to find a room to rent as a young unmarried woman, but she found that people were more sympathetic when she told them that she was a young widow. She left out any mention of having been a man transformed into a woman by magic. Emma was determined to leave every vestige of her old life behind and start fresh.

One day, while she was walking on the road, she encountered Baron Tiber. He was riding on his horse, and she bowed her head as he passed, not expecting him to take notice of her. But to her surprise, he stopped his horse and spoke to her.

"Good day, my lady," Tiber said with a smile. "I remember you from your trial. How have you been since your banishment?"

Emma was taken aback by the baron's recognition of her, but she quickly regained her composure and replied, "I am well, my lord. I have been trying to make a new life for myself here in Yorbel."

"I am glad to hear that," Tiber said. "If you need any assistance, do not hesitate to come to me. I will be happy to help in any way I can."

Emma felt a sense of gratitude towards Tiber for his kindness and willingness to help her. She thanked him and promised to keep his offer in mind.

"I must be on my way now," Tiber said. "But I will keep an eye out for you, my lady."

Emma watched as Tiber rode away, feeling a sense of hope for her future in Yorbel. She knew that with the baron's help, she would be able to make a new life for herself, and leave her past behind.


12.

Emma found her thoughts returning often to Baron Tiber. She couldn't help but feel drawn to him, despite knowing that he was far above her in station and that any thoughts of a future together were nothing but foolish fantasies. She tried to push these thoughts aside and focus on building a new life for herself in Yorbel.

As she settled into her new life, Emma began to receive attention from a local fishmonger. He wasn't handsome or wealthy, but he was kind and attentive. He showed his affection by giving her the best of his catch, and he often invited her to join him at the market. Emma tried to imagine marriage to this man and decided that it could be no worse than the life she had shared with Old Griff. She knew that this was likely the best marriage prospect she would ever have, and she resigned herself to the thought that this was the best she could hope for.

Despite her growing feelings for Tiber, Emma made the decision to give the fishmonger a chance. She spoke with him and to her surprise, she found that she enjoyed his company. He was also a hard worker, and she could tell that he would be able to provide for her.

As the weeks passed, Emma's feelings for the fishmonger grew stronger. He proposed to her and she accepted. She knew that her feelings for Tiber would always be a secret, but she was content with the life she had built for herself. She knew that it was a chance for a new start, and she was grateful for it.

But as the day of the wedding approached, Emma noticed that the fishmonger grew increasingly distant. He stopped appearing at her boarding house with fresh fish and soon started to avoid her entirely. Emma was confused and hurt by his sudden change in behavior. She confronted him one day and asked him what had changed.

"What's wrong?" Emma asked him.

He replied with a grumble, "You tricked me. I heard the rumors about you, that you were once a man."

Emma was shocked and hurt. She couldn't understand how he could believe that he could reject her based on rumors.

"That is true," Emma pleaded. "But in truth, I never lied to you. I am the same person I was when you first met me. Please, do not abandon me."

But the fishmonger was unmoved. He told her that he knew that she was too beautiful for him, and now he knew why she had accepted his advances. She was no true woman, in spite of her appearance. Emma felt the sting of rejection once again and her heart broke. She ran away, tears streaming down her face.

Emma felt lost and alone, with nowhere to go and no one to turn to. She wandered the streets of Yorbel, unsure of what her future held. She felt as if her life had been turned upside down once again. Emma couldn't help but wonder if she would ever be able to find love and acceptance.

Driven by a need to protect her heart, Emma began wearing only black. She wanted everyone to know that she was in mourning, a widow who would never remarry. She became known as the prettiest widow in Yorbel, but there were still those who whispered about her past. Emma cut herself off from her feelings and vowed never to love again. She refused to let anyone close to her, determined to keep herself safe from the pain of rejection.

She focused on building a new life for herself, throwing herself into her work as a seamstress. She quickly became known for her skill and attention to detail, and her business began to flourish. Emma found solace in her work, immersing herself in the creation of beautiful garments. She became a respected member of the community, respected for her work.

Despite her success, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of emptiness. She knew that she had cut herself off from the possibility of love and happiness, but she also knew that it was the only way to protect herself from further pain. She couldn't help but wonder what her life would have been like if things had been different, if she had found acceptance and love, but she quickly pushed those thoughts aside and focused on her work. Then, one day, she got a commission that changed everything.

One day, a messenger arrived at Emma's workshop. The messenger told her that Lady Giselle, the wife of Tiber, would like a dress made by her. Emma struggled with the decision to accept the job. She had never stopped carrying a torch for Tiber. After some deliberation, she told the messenger that she would make a dress for Lady Giselle.


13.

Emma arrived at Castle Yorbel, a grand stone structure that loomed over the small village. She was greeted by a footman who led her through the grand entrance and into the main hall. Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of awe as she took in the grandeur of the castle. The walls were adorned with tapestries and paintings, and the floors were made of gleaming marble. The ceiling was high and arched, with intricate carvings that seemed to tell stories of the baron's ancestors.

As she made her way to the drawing room, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness. She knew that she was about to meet Baron Tiber's wife, and the thought of being in such close proximity to the man she had loved for so long made her heart race.

When she arrived in the drawing room, she was greeted by Lady Giselle. Giselle was a beautiful woman with long raven-black hair and a voluptuous figure. Emma could see that Giselle was a woman of refinement, and she immediately felt at ease in her presence.

"Welcome, Emma," Giselle said warmly. "I'm so glad you could come."

"Thank you, my lady," Emma replied, bowing her head.

"Please, call me Giselle," she said with a smile. "I want us to be friends."

"Of course, Giselle," Emma said, feeling a sense of warmth towards the woman.

Giselle undressed and Emma set to work measuring her for the dress. She was on her knees, holding her measuring string between Giselle’s thighs when she saw it. Though Emma could not believe her eyes, what she was saw was unmistakable. Tucked into her lady’s undergarments, Giselle had a small cock and balls.

“Something the matter, dear?” asked Giselle.

“My lady, I,” Emma stumbled.

“You were not expecting to see a lady with a cock? Why, Emma surely you are not so surprised as a little thing like that, are you?” Giselle laughed, deprecating herself.

Giselle breezily explained that she had once been male but had been transformed into a woman by her father. Emma felt a sense of shock, but also a sense of recognition. She shared the same story with Giselle, and they bonded over their shared experiences.

As Emma and Giselle talked, they found they had much in common. They both had tyrannical fathers who turned them into women for different reasons. They had been rejected by the men they loved and had been forced to make a new life for themselves. Emma felt a sense of camaraderie with Giselle that she had never experienced before.

The two women talked and laughed, and Emma felt like she had finally found someone who truly understood her. As she left the castle that day, Emma felt a sense of hope for the first time in a long time. She knew that she had found a friend in Giselle and was excited to see what the future held for them.
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When the dress was finished, Giselle declared it divine. She told Emma that there were a great many other ladies in the castle who were in need of fine dresses. Emma gratefully accepted Giselle's offer to introduce Emma to the other women.

As Emma arrived to tea at Castle Yorbel, she felt a mix of nervousness and excitement. When she entered the drawing room, Emma was immediately struck by the beauty of the women gathered there. They were all elegant and gorgeous, dressed in the finest of garments. They chatted and laughed together like sisters, and Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of longing to be a part of their group.

"This is my sister wife, Jan," Giselle said, gesturing to a woman with striking red hair. "And this is my other sister wife, Chloe," Giselle continued, introducing a tall woman with dark hair. "Ladies, this is Emma, the talented dressmaker who made my new gown."

The ladies greeted Emma warmly, expressing their excitement to see the dress and to have Emma make them new gowns as well. Emma felt a sense of belonging as she chatted with the ladies, laughing and sharing stories.

As they sat down for tea, Giselle turned to Emma. "I know it can be difficult to understand at first, but Tiber is a kind and loving husband to all of us. He may have many wives, but he loves us all equally."

Emma was touched by Giselle's words. "I can see that," she said. "Tiber has been nothing but kind to me since I arrived."

Ariel chimed in. "That's the thing about Tiber, he has a special fondness for those who have been rejected by society. He understands the pain of not fitting in and he wants to help those who have gone through the same thing."

Chloe nodded in agreement. "We were all outcasts before Tiber found us. But he gave us a new life and a new family. We are all grateful to him."

Emma felt a warmth in her chest as she listened to the other wives speak. She realized that Tiber had given her something that she had never had before: a sense of belonging. She was no longer alone and for the first time she felt like she had a family, and they were all impressed by her work. They praised her for her skill and attention to detail, and Emma felt her chest swell with pride.

"Emma, I would like you to make a dress for me," said one of the ladies, a redhead with striking green eyes.

"Of course, my lady," Emma replied, taking note of the woman's measurements.

"And me too," said another, a brunette with a curvy figure.

Emma found herself in demand as the ladies all requested that she make them a dress. She was flattered by their interest in her work and was excited to have the opportunity to work with such high-class clientele.

As the tea came to an end, Giselle took Emma aside. "I'm glad you enjoyed your time with the ladies," Giselle said with a smile. "They are all like sisters to me, and I know they'll be like that for you too."

Emma felt a sense of warmth towards Giselle and the other ladies. She knew that she had found a group of friends and a sense of belonging in the castle. She felt grateful to Giselle for opening this new chapter in her life, and she couldn't wait to see what the future held for her.
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Emma carefully folded the last dress and placed it in the trunk she had brought with her. She looked around the grand dressing room, taking in the ornate furnishings and the beautiful dresses hanging on the walls. She felt a sense of longing as she thought about the ladies she had come to know and care for.

Giselle, Ariel, and Jan had all become dear friends to her. She had shared laughter and tears with them, and she knew that she would miss their company dearly.

As she was about to leave, Giselle entered the room. "Emma, you're leaving already?" she asked, her voice tinged with sadness.

"I am," Emma replied with a heavy heart. "I've finished all of the dresses and I must return to Yorbel. I will miss all of you very much."

Giselle walked over and gave Emma a hug. "We'll miss you too, dear. But you must promise to come back and visit us soon."

Emma smiled, grateful for Giselle's kind words. "I promise. I'll come back as soon as I can."

As Emma left the castle, she felt a sense of loss. She realized that she had grown to love the castle and its inhabitants, and she knew that she would miss them all dearly. But she also knew that she would always carry a part of them with her, in her heart. And she knew that she would return to see them soon.

But before she made it past the castle gates, she was approached by Baron Tiber. "Emma, I was wondering if you would be able to make me a new suit of clothes," he said with a charming smile.

Emma was taken aback by the request. She had never made clothes for a man before, but she couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement at the thought of creating something for Tiber. "Of course, Baron Tiber," she replied, trying to hide her nerves. "I would be happy to make you a new suit."

Tiber's eyes lit up with pleasure. "Excellent," he said. "Why don't you come to my room so that you can take my measurements?"

Emma felt a moment of hesitation. Going to Tiber's room alone was not something she had anticipated. However, she was a professional and she would not let her personal feelings get in the way of her work. She nodded her agreement and followed Tiber to his chambers. Once inside, Tiber turned to her and gave her a small smile. "Shall we begin?" He said, holding out his arms for her to measure him.

Emma took Tiber's measurements and noted them down, trying to focus on her work and not the close proximity of the baron. She couldn't help but think about how Tiber's body felt under her hands, and how she wished she could touch him more. Emma knew she had to focus on her job and not her feelings, but she felt her pulse in her pelvis when she moved to measure Tiber beneath his belt. She was on her knees in front of him, trying to keep her mind on her work. But she couldn’t keep a single figure straight. All of the numbers turned into erect cocks in her mind.

As she wrapped her string around his waist, she saw that the baron was growing tumescent. She was both aroused and anxious at his mounting erection and what it meant.

On her knees, she looked up at him. His expression was one of calm command. His eyes assured her that whatever she did next would be all right. Letting her feelings take control, she slid off the Baron’s underwear. She admired the size of his manhood, greater than she had ever seen on a man. On instinct, she slid his cock between her lips and began sucking.

She was very aware of herself as she sucked the baron. She was aware of knees against the cold floor, the way that her breasts seemed to get larger, the way his cock felt and the smacking noises she made as she pleasured him. But while the act thrilled her, she worried that she might be caught. Anyone could walk in on and demand the baron’s attention, including one of his wives. Emma knew she had to work fast.

She sucked him with all the vigor she could muster, letting him deeper into her throat. When he came, she kept her lips wrapped tightly around his member, sucking up all of his juices. Only when he was completely spent did she rise from the floor.

"Thank you, Baron Tiber," Emma said, trying to keep her voice steady. "I will get to work on your suit immediately."

Tiber gave her a dreamy smile and nodded. "If it’s from you, Emma, I know I will love it. You do not disappoint" he said, and she left the chambers, her heart racing.


16.

Emma worked on the suit night and day, but she found fault with everything she did. Every time she would make a choice, she would doubt herself. She wanted the suit to be perfect. She thought of the baron and how much she wanted him to love the suit. Really, she wanted him to love her. Weeks passed and she got no closer to finishing the suit. She became frantic with the thought that if she did not finish soon that he would call off the commission and she would lose him forever. Finally, she began again. This time, she set aside her feelings and pretended to make the suit for a man she did not love and whose cock had never been in her mouth.

Emma's heart was racing as she made her way to Tiber's chambers with the suit. She had spent countless hours perfecting every detail, from the cut of the jacket to the stitching on the trousers. She had wanted it to be perfect for him, to show him how much she cared.

As she entered his chambers, Tiber was sitting in his armchair, looking over some papers. He looked up and smiled as she approached him. "Emma, you're here," he said. "What have you brought me."

Emma held out the suit for him to inspect, her hands still shaking. Tiber stood up and took the suit from her, holding it up to examine it. "It's beautiful," he said, his eyes scanning over every detail. "The craftsmanship is impeccable."

Emma felt a sense of relief wash over her as she saw the genuine admiration in Tiber's eyes. She had done it, she had made the perfect suit for him.

"Thank you," she said, her voice trembling slightly. "I'm glad you like it."

Tiber looked at her, his blue eyes piercing into hers. "I more than like it, Emma," he said. "I'm truly impressed. You are a master at your craft."

Emma felt her heart skip a beat as she heard the words. She had always admired Tiber, and to hear him speak so highly of her work was more than she could have ever hoped for. But she knew that she could never tell him how she truly felt. She was just a seamstress, and he was a baron. They could never be together. Except for their brief moment of passion, they had no future.

"Thank you, Baron," Emma said, looking down at her feet. "I'm just happy that I could make something that you will enjoy wearing."

Tiber smiled at her, and Emma couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness as she realized that this would probably be the closest she would ever come to him. She collected herself and said goodbye before leaving the castle, her heart heavy with unrequited love.

But as she buttoned up the jacket, Tiber turned to her and said, "You are an amazing tailor, Emma. And you are an even more beautiful woman. Will you be my bride?" Emma felt her heart flutter at his words. She couldn't deny the attraction she felt towards him, but she knew that she couldn't give in to it. She thought of how she had let her heart get carried away before, and she swore to herself it would not happen again.

"My lord," she said, trying to keep her voice steady. "I appreciate the compliment, but I cannot let myself become involved with you."

Tiber looked at her with a hint of sadness in his eyes. "I understand," he said. "But know that my offer still stands. I would be honored to have you as one of my wives."

Emma felt a mix of emotions at his words. Part of her was flattered by the idea of being one of the baron's wives, but another part of her knew that it would only lead to heartache. She bowed her head and said, "Thank you, my lord. But I must decline."

Tiber nodded and turned to look at himself in the mirror. "The suit is perfect," he said with a smile. "I will have the payment sent to you."

Emma felt a pang of sadness as she watched him leave the room. She knew that she had made the right decision, but she couldn't shake the feeling that she had just let something special slip through her fingers.


17.

Back in her small shop, Emma reflected on her decision to turn down the baron's offer of marriage. She was a wealthy woman now, and she had established a reputation as an excellent seamstress. She could live out the rest of her days in comfort. But she knew it would be a sterile comfort. She thought about living the rest of her life alone, knowing that she could have had the baron for a husband.

She remembered the way he looked at her when she helped him into the suit she had made for him, the way he had accepted her even knowing her secret, and she knew that she had made a mistake. She couldn't help but wonder what could have been if she had said yes to him. She thought about how it would feel to be held in his arms every night, to wake up next to him every morning. Emma knew that she had to try and make things right.

She stood and reached around to the back of her dress, untying it at the back. She shimmied out of the black dress that had represented her facade of mourning and let it collapse into the dust. She took the peach-colored gown that she had made for the lady at the end of the road and put it on. It was a little small in the bust, but Emma thought that the baron would not object to seeing her in a dress that showed off her voluptuous breasts.

She gathered her courage and went to the castle. She asked to see the baron and was led to his chambers. He was sitting at his desk, reading a letter when she entered. He looked up and a smile spread across his face as he saw her. "Emma, what brings you here?" he asked.

"I made a mistake," Emma said. "I should have said yes when you asked me to marry you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

The baron stood up and walked over to her. "I'm glad you came to your senses," he said, taking her hand. "I've been waiting for you to come back to me."

They sealed their promise with a kiss, and Emma felt her heart swell with happiness. She knew that she had made the right decision, and that she would never regret it. From that day forward, she lived happily ever after with the baron, and she never looked back.


18.

Tiber took her hand and they walked together down the aisle. Emma felt a sense of peace as they exchanged vows. She knew that Tiber loved her for who she was, and she loved him in return. They shared a kiss as husband and wife, and Emma felt like she had finally found a place where she belonged.

As they walked out of the chapel, Emma felt a sense of joy that she had never known before. The baron's wives and her friends were cheering and throwing flower petals. Emma felt like she had been given a second chance at life. She looked over at Tiber, and he smiled back at her. Emma knew that she was where she was meant to be, and she felt more alive than ever before.

As they walked out of the chapel, Emma finally felt complete. She had a husband who loved her, and a family of women who accepted her for who she was. She knew that she would spend the rest of her days in comfort, but more importantly, she would spend them in love. Emma felt truly happy for the first time in her life.

Once they were alone in their chamber, Tiber took Emma in his arms. Emma felt a rush of passion and desire as Tiber disrobed her. She knew that this was just the beginning of a lifetime of love and happiness. She lifted him into his arms, lay her on the bed and kissed her, parting her legs and penetrating her with a sudden thrust. She felt a jolt of excitement as his cock pressed into her, spreading her slim folds with its girth.

Each thrust brought more pleasure. She was soaking wet with desire and felt rapturous as she rode him. She thought back to the boy she had been, trying on her mother’s dress. Then the transformation in the woods. It had all led to this one moment of perfect, female satisfaction. As his hands groped her breasts, she let out of cackle of glee. She was finally fucking a man who would love her completely and never abandon her. She was his, and his completely. She howled with delight when he exploded inside her. 

As they made love for the first time, Emma knew that she had finally found the love and acceptance that she had always been searching for. She felt safe and secure in Tiber's arms, and she knew that she would always be loved and protected by him.

From that day on, Emma's life was filled with love and happiness. She and Tiber were devoted to each other and to their family. Emma had finally found her true home, and she knew that she would spend the rest of her days by Tiber's side, as his loving wife.


The Pirate’s Gambit

1.

Edmund was a young man who had always felt out of place in a world that valued masculine virtue above all else. He had a secret that he kept hidden from everyone, including his father. He had a love for all things feminine, from the way a dress flowed to the way it looked on him. He often would sneak into his mother's room and try on her clothes, feeling a sense of euphoria whenever he did. However, he knew that his father would never accept him for who he truly was, so he kept his secret hidden deep inside. But little did he know that his secret would soon be revealed in the most unexpected way possible.

"Come on, are you going to flick your hair around, or are you going to race me?" japed his friend Lionel. Edmund was riding a chestnut brown mare that matched his long, wavy hair. Lionel rode up beside him. Edmund and Lionel had been friends since they were boys and Edmund accepted the taunt with good humor.

Edmund asked what the stakes would be. "The loser has to serve the winner ale," said Lionel. "Fine," said Edmund. "And he has to do it wearing his sister's dress!" Edmund gritted his teeth and accepted the challenge.

Edmund and Lionel spurred their horses on, the wind whipping through their hair as they galloped towards the edge of the clearing. Lionel's horse, Midnight, was faster and more experienced, but Edmund's mare, Petunia, was a fierce competitor.

As they approached the finish line, Edmund leaned forward in his saddle, urging Petunia on with every ounce of strength he had. But it wasn't enough. Lionel crossed the finish line first, his laughter ringing out through the clearing.

Edmund pulled Petunia to a stop beside Lionel, panting and sweating. "You win," he said, gritting his teeth. "But I'm not wearing my sister's dress."

Lionel's laughter died down as he looked at Edmund's serious expression. "You’ll do it if you are no coward," Lionel replied. “We made a wager. What are you afraid of?”

There was much that Edmund was afraid of. He worried that his pleasure at being dressed as a girl might somehow read on his face.

As they entered the village, they were greeted by cheers and laughter. Lionel's sister, who had witnessed the race, ran up to them. "You lost!" she exclaimed, laughing. "You're going to have to serve Lionel ale!" Edmund gave a pained smile and pretended to accept his defeat gracefully. Inside, he was full of apprehension. 


2.

As Edmund set the ale on the table, Lionel called him back. "You didn't curtsy," Lionel said with a smirk. Edmund felt his face flush with embarrassment as he reluctantly performed the curtsy. He knew that he enjoyed the feel of the dress against his skin, the way that the curtsy made him feel like a girl. But he also knew that he had to pretend to hate the things that brought him so much pleasure.

Just as he was about to turn away, the door to the tavern swung open. It was Edmund's father. He stood in the doorway, staring at his son with a mixture of shock and anger. Edmund's heart sank as he realized what his father must be thinking. He was dressed in a frilly dress, serving ale to a group of men.

His father strode into the tavern, his eyes fixed on Edmund. "What is the meaning of this?" he growled.

Edmund stammered, trying to come up with an explanation, but before he could say a word, his father grabbed him by the hair and dragged him out of the tavern.

The villagers watched in silence as Edmund was dragged out of the tavern by his father. Edmund's heart was pounding in his chest, fear and shame warring within him. He couldn't believe that his father had seen him wearing a dress. He knew his father. He would be in for a harsh punishment even if he told the truth about the bet. His father was a conventional man and the thought of losing face consumed him. He had embarrassed his father, and there was little that his father wouldn’t do to punish him for it.

His father dragged him deep into the woods, Edmund could feel the branches scratching his face and the roots tripping him, but his father didn't slow down. Edmund feared that his father may hang him, the thought made his throat clench involuntarily. He begged and pleaded with his father to have mercy but his father was beyond reason.

As Edmund's father dragged him deeper into the woods, Edmund couldn't shake the feeling of fear and dread that was building inside him. The eerie silence of the woods only added to his unease.

Finally, they reached a clearing, and Edmund's father stopped in front of a dark, still pool. Edmund felt a rush of fear as he wondered what his father had in store for him.

"Take off that dress," his father said, his voice cold and hard. Edmund quickly obeyed, feeling helpless as he slid off the dress. That he was wearing women’s undergarments only magnified his father’s rage.

Edmund felt a lump form in his throat, tears stinging his eyes.

"Enter the water," his father commanded.

Edmund hesitated, unsure of what to expect. But with a stern look from his father, he stepped into the pool. The water was icy cold, and Edmund couldn't help but shiver as he waded deeper in.

As he submerged himself in the water, he felt a tingling sensation throughout his body. It was as if the water was alive and pulsing with energy. He closed his eyes and let the sensation wash over him.

When Edmund emerged from the water, he felt unfamiliar sensations all over his body. He looked down at his hands and saw that they were now delicate and slender. He felt his chest and realized that he now had the magnificent breasts of a well-endowed young woman.

He ran his hands down his legs and felt that they were now smooth and shapely. His cock had disappeared, of course. In its place was a tiny slit between his legs with a tiny wisp of pubic hair surrounding it.

He looked at his reflection in the water and saw that his face had become more feminine, his features softer and more delicate. He felt a wave of shock and confusion wash over him as he realized that he had been transformed into a woman

"You’ve embarrassed me for the last time, boy," his father said. "I’ve not raised you up to be a sissy. But since you’re worthless as a man, you will at least be of some use as a woman. Old Griff lives at the edge of the glen. You’ll be his wife and serve him. "

He looked at his father with tears streaming down his face, his voice trembling with emotion. "Why? Why did you do this to me? It was only a jape…I never meant to…" His father said nothing. He just looked at Edmund with a mix of sadness and regret.

Edmund took a step back, not knowing what to do or where to go. He knew that his life would never be the same again, and he couldn't help but feel a sense of loss and uncertainty for the future.

3.

Edmund couldn't believe what was happening. She pleaded with her father to change her back into a man, apologizing for the embarrassment and shame that she had caused. But her father was unmoved. "You are to be the wife of Old Griff," he said. "Emma, you'll be from now on."

Emma felt sick as she put on the dress that her father held out for her. She couldn't help but feel a sense of loss and sadness for the man she used to be. She couldn't understand why her father would do this to her, why he would force her into marriage with a man she didn't know or love.

She followed her father to a small hut in the middle of the forest, where she was to meet Old Griff. Emma felt her heart race with fear and uncertainty. She didn't know what to expect, but she knew that her life would never be the same again.

Old Griff was an old, wrinkled man with a long grey beard. He looked at Emma with curiosity. She knew that this was not a marriage based on love but a transaction. Old Griff gave Emma’s father some pieces of gold and then he said not another word, nor did he even glance at her.

The priest arrived, and Emma and Old Griff were married that night in the hut. Emma felt like a prisoner, trapped in a life that she didn't want. As the ceremony came to an end, Emma's father turned to leave, pledging to never lay eyes on her again. Emma felt a mix of abandonment and betrayal. She couldn't help but wonder if her father even cared for her well-being or if he had just wanted to get rid of her. Emma's heart was heavy as she watched her father disappear into the woods, leaving her alone with a stranger, in a life she didn't choose.


4.

Emma cried all night, her heart heavy with sadness and fear. Old Griff said little, merely watching her with an indifferent expression. Emma knew that she would have to live the rest of her life with this man, but the thought of lying with him was repulsive to her. She couldn't imagine sharing a bed with him, let alone a life.

After a few hours, Old Griff went to bed, leaving Emma crying on the floor. She felt a sense of relief wash over her, knowing that she would not have to face him for at least a little while longer. She lay there, tears streaming down her face, as she thought about the life that had been taken from her. She knew that she would have to find a way to cope with her new reality, but the thought of spending the rest of her days with Old Griff was unbearable to her. She couldn't help but wonder if there was any way to escape this life, any way to be the person she used to be.

The night was long and Emma found no comfort in the hut, she couldn't stop thinking about her father, her lost identity, her future and what would happen if Old Griff would try to exercise his rights as a husband. Emma was trapped and alone, with no way out, and she couldn't help but feel hopeless.

The next morning, and for many mornings after, Emma quickly learned that taking care of Old Griff was a never-ending chore. He was old and feeble, and there was little that he could do for himself. Emma was responsible for cooking, cleaning, and taking care of all of his needs. He treated her decently, but there was nothing he could do for her. He was a constant reminder of the life she had lost and the forced marriage she was in.

Every day, Emma regretted her decision to make that bet with Lionel. If she had never made that bet, she would still be living her life as a man, with her freedom and identity. Now she was stuck in a small hut in the middle of the woods, with an old man.

She found solace in small things, like the sound of birds singing in the morning, or the smell of the forest after it rained. But even these small moments of joy could not elevate her spirits. She felt trapped and alone, with no way out.

"That dress," Emma thought as she lay awake in her bed. "Seeing me in it filled him with such rage. But why?" She couldn't help but think back to her past life as Edmund. She remembered the constant fear and anxiety of hiding her true self from her father and the rest of the world. She remembered the constant struggle of trying to suppress her feminine side, while always feeling like she was living a lie.

He had learned to walk and talk in a certain way, to adopt certain mannerisms and interests that were considered masculine. But something about the dress had set her father off.

Emma couldn't help but wonder how her father had always been able to see through his attempts to be manly. Had he always suspected that Edmund was hiding something? Had he known about his feminine tendencies all along? Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of betrayal and anger towards her father. He had punished her for something that she couldn't help, for something that was a part of who she was.

Now she was to be punished forever, shackled to an old man for life. She wept out of pity for herself.


5.

As the months passed, Emma found herself developing a fondness for Old Griff. At first, she was repulsed by the idea of them sharing a bed, but he never tried to touch her or make advances towards her. Instead, he treated her with kindness and respect. He would tell her stories from his childhood, about the adventures he had and the people he had met. She couldn't help but feel a sense of connection with him, despite their vastly different lives.

Emma found herself looking forward to their conversations, and she grew to enjoy caring for him. He was a lonely man, and she felt a sense of responsibility to make his life as comfortable as possible. She would cook his meals and do his laundry, and she would listen to him talk about his life. She began to see him as more than just a husband, but as a friend.

She couldn't help but feel guilty for her initial feelings of repulsion towards him. She realized that he was just a lonely old man who had been forced into this marriage just as she had. She wasn’t embarrassed when he stole glances at her while she was changing, or peeked at her cleavage. He was a man, she reasoned. And though she was sure that he was impotent, he still clearly enjoyed the look of a woman. And that was what she was now. She felt a certain sense of pride at being looked at that way. It even aroused her. Not Griff, but the fact that a man was looking at her body with lust, however feeble that lust might be. It gave her a tingling sensation between her legs.

As Emma grew to care for Old Griff, she found herself feeling more content in her new life. She still missed her old life as Edmund, but she had learned to accept her new reality and make the best of it. She couldn't help but feel grateful for the unexpected friendship she had found with Old Griff, and she knew that she would always treasure it.

Then one day, Old Griff woke with a cough. Emma noticed it immediately and knew something was wrong. Despite her best efforts to care for him, his condition rapidly deteriorated. She realized that he was dying, and that there was nothing she could do to save him.

Emma tended to him as lovingly as she could, wiping his brow, making him comfortable, and reading to him from his favorite book. Despite his frail condition, Old Griff was grateful for her care and attention. He would hold her hand and tell her how much he appreciated her companionship, how much he was glad that he met her.

Within a few days, Old Griff passed away. Emma felt a deep sense of loss and sadness. She had grown to care for him, and now that he was gone, she felt afraid again, unsure of what she would do without him. She had lost her father, her identity, and now, her companion.

Emma buried him herself, digging the grave and laying him to rest. As she covered his body with dirt, she said a prayer for him and for herself. She asked for guidance, strength and a sign of what to do next.

Emma knew that she would have to find a way to move forward, but for now, she grieved for the loss of her husband, Old Griff and the life that she had known. She couldn't help but wonder what the future held for her, and if she would ever find happiness again.


6.

The next day, Emma woke up with a sense of clarity. She realized that the hut was now completely her own, and that she was free to live in it as she saw fit. She would miss the old man that she had shared it with, but she was now free to make her own choices and decisions.

She got out of bed and walked to the mirror, looking at her reflection for the first time in a long time. Emma found herself enthralled by her own beauty. She had never felt truly comfortable in her own skin as Edmund, but now she could appreciate the curves and contours of her new form. She took to staring at herself in the mirror, admiring the beauty of her new body and the way her long hair cascaded over her shoulders.

She looked at the girl staring back at her in the mirror, amazed by her beauty. Emma touched her breasts, rubbing and squeezing them gently and watching the woman in the mirror. She imagined a man, not Old Griff but another man, looking at her through that mirror. She thought of his passion as she stood there, lusting at her creamy white thighs.

She felt a groan of pleasure pass through her as she pressed her legs together. Reaching down, she gently slid a finger into the small opening she had been too afraid to explore.

Emma sat on the bed, propping herself in front of the mirror, and masturbated for hours. She guided herself through multiple orgasms, paying attention to her pleasure and letting herself get lost in it. When she was finally spent, she realized that she had no one to dress for, so she decided to walk around naked.

As she walked around the hut, she felt a sense of liberation. The sun was shining through the window, and the birds were singing. She felt a sense of peace and contentment that she had not felt in a long time. She realized that this was the first time since becoming a woman that she had felt truly free.

In the coming weeks, Emma also started to explore the forest, going on walks and taking in the beauty of nature. She realized that she had never truly appreciated the world around her before, and she felt a sense of gratitude for the small things in life, like the sun on her face, the smell of the wildflowers, and the sound of the birds singing.

She would try on different clothes and experiment with different hairstyles, finding new ways to express herself and her femininity. She felt a sense of empowerment and liberation as she embraced her new identity.

Emma realized that her transformation had been a blessing in disguise, it had given her a chance to truly be herself, and to live a life of authenticity. She couldn't help but feel grateful for the new life she had been given and the beauty that she found within herself.

Emma knew that this was only the beginning of her journey to find herself again. She was still a woman, but she was no longer a prisoner of her father's expectations, or of her marriage to Old Griff. She felt a renewed sense of hope and determination to live her life on her own terms, and to be true to herself.


7.

As Emma lay beside the stream, basking in the warmth of the sun as it touched her nake body, she found her thoughts drifting to Lionel. She thought of the times they had spent together, the adventures they had shared, and the laughter they had shared. She wondered what he must have thought after Edmund disappeared. They had always been such close friends, and she was surprised by the force of her longing for him.

As she thought of Lionel, Emma noticed her heart began to beat faster. She realized that she was becoming aroused by the thought of her friend. She felt surprised by these new feelings, but also curious. She had never felt this way before and couldn't help but explore these new emotions. As she touched herself, she began to think of those times when she had seen Lionel’s cock. She felt a sudden lust to feel it between her lips.

Emma realized that her feelings for Lionel were not just those of friendship but something more. She realized that she had always been attracted to him, but she had never allowed herself to acknowledge those feelings. She had always kept these emotions locked away, fearing rejection or ridicule. But now, as Emma, she felt free to explore these feelings.

She thought about Lionel and wondered if he was still living in the village and if he had any idea of her new identity. Emma knew that it would be difficult to see him again, but she couldn't help but feel a sense of longing to reconnect with her old friend. She knew that she would have to be careful and strategic with how she approached him, if ever she did. But she was excited about the idea of finally being able to express her true feelings to him.


8.

One day, Emma decided that it was time for a change. She had been living in the small hut in the forest for far too long and felt the urge to explore and experience new things. She remembered Old Griff had told her about the gold pieces that he had buried under the cooking fire. He had said that they were his savings and that he had put them there for her in case something happened to him.

Emma decided to dig up the gold pieces and use one of them to buy herself some new dresses in town. She felt excited at the prospect of being able to buy something new and pretty for herself. She wanted to feel more feminine and to have something that would make her feel more confident and beautiful.

She started to dig under the cooking fire, and after a few minutes of digging, she felt something hard. She pulled out a small leather pouch and opened it. Inside, she found several gold pieces, more than she had expected. She took the leather pouch and set off for town. She was excited about the prospect of buying something new and pretty for herself. She knew that she would have to be careful with how she spent her money, but she felt confident that she could make the most of it.

While Emma was away, some boys from the village approached the hut. They had heard stories about the witch who lived there and were curious to see if it was true. They started to poke around the hut, looking for any signs of witchcraft. They traded stories about the witch, each one trying to outdo the other with the most terrifying tale.

As they were leaving, one of the boys had an idea. He suggested that they burn the witch's hut to the ground, to rid the village of her evil presence. The other boys laughed and agreed, thinking it was a great idea.

Without hesitation, they set fire to the hut and ran away laughing, thinking they had accomplished something great. They never imagined the consequences of their actions.

Emma couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her home, her sanctuary, was nothing but a pile of ashes and rubble. The flames had consumed everything, leaving nothing but destruction in their wake. She couldn't help but feel a sense of overwhelming loss and despair.

She walked through the ashes, tears streaming down her face as she remembered the memories that she had shared with Old Griff in that hut. She remembered the warmth of the fire, the smell of the cooking, the sound of his voice as he told her stories. All of it was gone now.

She realized that she had lost everything, not just her physical possessions, but also her sense of security and belonging. She had no idea where she was going to go, or what she was going to do. She had no family or friends to turn to, and she had nothing to her name. She felt lost, alone, and afraid.

Emma knew that she couldn't stay there, she needed to find a way to rebuild her life. She took a deep breath and tried to compose herself. She knew that this was not the end, that she had to be strong and find a way forward.

Emma knew that she had to find a way to start over, to rebuild her life. She knew it would be difficult, but she was determined to make the best of it. She had to find a place to stay, something to eat, and a way to make a living. She knew that this was going to be a long and difficult journey, but she was determined to make the most of it.
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Emma knew that she had to return to her village, despite the danger. Her heart drew her back to Lionel, and she hoped that he would be able to shelter her. She wondered how he would react to her transformation, and she hoped that he would accept her for who she was now.

She decided to return to the village in secret, not wanting to risk the wrath of her father. She knew that he would not approve of her return, and she feared for her safety. She made her way back to the village, avoiding main roads and sticking to the woods and back paths.

As she approached the village, she couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness and anxiety. She made her way to Lionel's house, her heart beating fast in her chest.

She knocked on the door, and to her relief, Lionel answered. He stared at her in shock, not recognizing her at first. Emma explained everything that had happened since they last saw each other, and Lionel listened patiently. He was shocked by her transformation, but he could see the pain and fear in her eyes, and he knew that she needed his help.

He welcomed her into his home, and Emma felt a sense of relief wash over her. Lionel promised to help her in any way that he could, and Emma felt grateful for his kindness and support. She knew that it would be a long and difficult journey, but she was determined to make the most of it, with Lionel by her side.

As Emma settled into Lionel's home, she felt gratitude and relief. She was safe and had a roof over her head, and she knew that Lionel would help her in any way that he could.

As they sat together, Lionel apologized for the bet they made that ended in Edmund's feminization. Emma could see the guilt and remorse in his eyes, and she knew that he was truly sorry for what had happened.

She told him not to carry the guilt anymore. She explained that what happened to her was not his fault and that she had come to accept and embrace her new identity. She asked if Lionel liked her this way and she could see from the look in his eyes that he did.

Lionel leaned in and kissed her softly. Emma felt her heart skip a beat as she returned the kiss. She knew that this was the start of a new chapter in her life, and she couldn't help but feel excited and hopeful about what the future held.

As they kissed, Emma knew that she had found her true self, and she was grateful for the journey that had led her here. She knew that she had to work hard to rebuild her life, but she was determined to make the most of this new opportunity. She was finally free to be who she truly was and she couldn't be more happy.

One night, as they lay in bed together, they finally gave into their feelings and made love for the first time. Emma was inexperienced but eager, taking Lionel in her mouth and pleasuring him until his seed ran down her eager lips. It was a moment filled with passion, love and understanding. It felt like a deep friendship had finally come to fruition as a passionate romance.

As they lay together, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment and peace. She knew that she had found her true home and that she was exactly where she was meant to be. She was finally free to be herself and she knew that she had found the love of her life.
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Naturally, Emma's happiness was not to last. One night, their loud and passionate lovemaking was interrupted by a loud banging at the door. Lionel got up to investigate and Emma heard him arguing with someone. Suddenly, the door was broken down and a group of villagers stormed in. They dragged Emma and Lionel from the bed, pulling them from the house.

Emma was in shock and couldn't understand what was happening. She could see the anger and hatred in the eyes of the villagers. They had heard rumors of a man who had turned into a woman and was now living in sin with another man. Together, they had come to punish the two unnatural lovers.

As they were dragged through the streets, Emma saw her father in the crowd. He was the one who had led the mob and he was the one who had betrayed her. He declared that they should both be hanged, but the village Alderman stepped in and said that they would stand trial first.

Emma felt a sense of despair wash over her. She knew that the trial would be a sham, and that they would be found guilty no matter what. She realized that her father's hatred was greater than his love for her and she couldn't help but feel a sense of betrayal.

As they were thrown into the village jail, Emma knew that their fate was sealed. She could only hope for a miracle to save them, but deep down she knew that her happiness was over and that her life would be forever changed. She wept as she watched Lionel through the bars of her cell, wanting only to deliver him from suffering so that she could bear it herself.

The next morning, Emma and Lionel were brought before Baron Tiber, who had traveled from his grand castle in Yorbel to preside over the trial. Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of dread as she looked at the handsome baron with black hair and piercing blue eyes.

The baron told Lionel to speak first, and to Emma's horror, Lionel accused her of being a freak of nature who had tricked him into taking her in. He claimed that he had never consented to living with her and that he had only taken her in out of pity. Emma felt her heart break as she heard Lionel's words, and she couldn't believe that he would betray her like this.

She felt devastated by Lionel's treachery and his public rejection of her. She couldn't understand how he could turn on her like this, and the depth of his betrayal crushed her. She knew that she would never be able to trust him again, and that their relationship was truly over.

Baron Tiber listened to Lionel's testimony and then he asked Emma to speak. Emma tried to explain the truth about her transformation, and she pleaded for leniency. To her surprise, the baron listened to her testimony and showed compassion. He declared that Lionel would be flogged and that she would be banished, but not otherwise harmed. He said that she would be sent to Yorbel, the seat of the baron's house, where she would be far away from the people of the community.

Emma felt a sense of relief wash over her. She was relieved that she would not be executed, and that she would be sent to Yorbel. She knew that Yorbel was a place of great opportunity and she would be able to start a new life there. She was grateful for the baron's leniency and she knew that she would always remember this act of kindness.
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As Emma walked with the train traveling to Yorbel, her thoughts were consumed by feelings of resentment towards Lionel and her father. They had both played a part in her banishment, and she could not understand why they had rejected and betrayed her so easily. She remembered the day of her trial, and the way Lionel had so callously thrown her under the wagon’s wheel to save his own skin. She also remembered the look of satisfaction on her father's face as she was led away, knowing he had succeeded in destroying her.

But as she walked, her thoughts also turned to Baron Tiber and the mercy he had shown her. He had listened to her story with an open mind and had shown her leniency, something that no one else in her life had been willing to do. She wondered why a man of such power and prestige would extend compassion towards someone like herself, a despised outcast.

Emma was curious about Baron Tiber. She wondered about his past and his motivations. Why had he shown her such kindness? What did he expect from her in return? She knew that she would never be able to repay his kindness, but she also knew that she would always be grateful to him.

As Emma traveled to Yorbel, her mind was filled with a mix of emotions. She felt hopeful at the prospect of starting a new life, but she also felt a sense of fear and uncertainty. Yorbel was a grand part of the realm, and she knew that she would have to work hard to make a life for herself there.

When she arrived in Yorbel, she was told that she was free to make her own way by one of the baron’s footmen. She found it difficult to find a room to rent as a young unmarried woman, but she found that people were more sympathetic when she told them that she was a young widow. She left out any mention of having been a man transformed into a woman by magic. Emma was determined to leave every vestige of her old life behind and start fresh.

One day, while she was walking on the road, she encountered Baron Tiber. He was riding on his horse, and she bowed her head as he passed, not expecting him to take notice of her. But to her surprise, he stopped his horse and spoke to her.

"Good day, my lady," Tiber said with a smile. "I remember you from your trial. How have you been since your banishment?"

Emma was taken aback by the baron's recognition of her, but she quickly regained her composure and replied, "I am well, my lord. I have been trying to make a new life for myself here in Yorbel."

"I am glad to hear that," Tiber said. "If you need any assistance, do not hesitate to come to me. I will be happy to help in any way I can."

Emma felt a sense of gratitude towards Tiber for his kindness and willingness to help her. She thanked him and promised to keep his offer in mind.

"I must be on my way now," Tiber said. "But I will keep an eye out for you, my lady."

Emma watched as Tiber rode away, feeling a sense of hope for her future in Yorbel. She knew that with the baron's help, she would be able to make a new life for herself, and leave her past behind.
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Emma found her thoughts returning often to Baron Tiber. She couldn't help but feel drawn to him, despite knowing that he was far above her in station and that any thoughts of a future together were nothing but foolish fantasies. She tried to push these thoughts aside and focus on building a new life for herself in Yorbel.

As she settled into her new life, Emma began to receive attention from a local fishmonger. He wasn't handsome or wealthy, but he was kind and attentive. He showed his affection by giving her the best of his catch, and he often invited her to join him at the market. Emma tried to imagine marriage to this man and decided that it could be no worse than the life she had shared with Old Griff. She knew that this was likely the best marriage prospect she would ever have, and she resigned herself to the thought that this was the best she could hope for.

Despite her growing feelings for Tiber, Emma made the decision to give the fishmonger a chance. She spoke with him and to her surprise, she found that she enjoyed his company. He was also a hard worker, and she could tell that he would be able to provide for her.

As the weeks passed, Emma's feelings for the fishmonger grew stronger. He proposed to her and she accepted. She knew that her feelings for Tiber would always be a secret, but she was content with the life she had built for herself. She knew that it was a chance for a new start, and she was grateful for it.

But as the day of the wedding approached, Emma noticed that the fishmonger grew increasingly distant. He stopped appearing at her boarding house with fresh fish and soon started to avoid her entirely. Emma was confused and hurt by his sudden change in behavior. She confronted him one day and asked him what had changed.

"What's wrong?" Emma asked him.

He replied with a grumble, "You tricked me. I heard the rumors about you, that you were once a man."

Emma was shocked and hurt. She couldn't understand how he could believe that he could reject her based on rumors.

"That is true," Emma pleaded. "But in truth, I never lied to you. I am the same person I was when you first met me. Please, do not abandon me."

But the fishmonger was unmoved. He told her that he knew that she was too beautiful for him, and now he knew why she had accepted his advances. She was no true woman, in spite of her appearance. Emma felt the sting of rejection once again and her heart broke. She ran away, tears streaming down her face.

Emma felt lost and alone, with nowhere to go and no one to turn to. She wandered the streets of Yorbel, unsure of what her future held. She felt as if her life had been turned upside down once again. Emma couldn't help but wonder if she would ever be able to find love and acceptance.

Driven by a need to protect her heart, Emma began wearing only black. She wanted everyone to know that she was in mourning, a widow who would never remarry. She became known as the prettiest widow in Yorbel, but there were still those who whispered about her past. Emma cut herself off from her feelings and vowed never to love again. She refused to let anyone close to her, determined to keep herself safe from the pain of rejection.

She focused on building a new life for herself, throwing herself into her work as a seamstress. She quickly became known for her skill and attention to detail, and her business began to flourish. Emma found solace in her work, immersing herself in the creation of beautiful garments. She became a respected member of the community, respected for her work.

Despite her success, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of emptiness. She knew that she had cut herself off from the possibility of love and happiness, but she also knew that it was the only way to protect herself from further pain. She couldn't help but wonder what her life would have been like if things had been different, if she had found acceptance and love, but she quickly pushed those thoughts aside and focused on her work. Then, one day, she got a commission that changed everything.

One day, a messenger arrived at Emma's workshop. The messenger told her that Lady Giselle, the wife of Tiber, would like a dress made by her. Emma struggled with the decision to accept the job. She had never stopped carrying a torch for Tiber. After some deliberation, she told the messenger that she would make a dress for Lady Giselle.
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Emma arrived at Castle Yorbel, a grand stone structure that loomed over the small village. She was greeted by a footman who led her through the grand entrance and into the main hall. Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of awe as she took in the grandeur of the castle. The walls were adorned with tapestries and paintings, and the floors were made of gleaming marble. The ceiling was high and arched, with intricate carvings that seemed to tell stories of the baron's ancestors.

As she made her way to the drawing room, Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness. She knew that she was about to meet Baron Tiber's wife, and the thought of being in such close proximity to the man she had loved for so long made her heart race.

When she arrived in the drawing room, she was greeted by Lady Giselle. Giselle was a beautiful woman with long raven-black hair and a voluptuous figure. Emma could see that Giselle was a woman of refinement, and she immediately felt at ease in her presence.

"Welcome, Emma," Giselle said warmly. "I'm so glad you could come."

"Thank you, my lady," Emma replied, bowing her head.

"Please, call me Giselle," she said with a smile. "I want us to be friends."

"Of course, Giselle," Emma said, feeling a sense of warmth towards the woman.

Giselle undressed and Emma set to work measuring her for the dress. She was on her knees, holding her measuring string between Giselle’s thighs when she saw it. Though Emma could not believe her eyes, what she was saw was unmistakable. Tucked into her lady’s undergarments, Giselle had a small cock and balls.

“Something the matter, dear?” asked Giselle.

“My lady, I,” Emma stumbled.

“You were not expecting to see a lady with a cock? Why, Emma surely you are not so surprised as a little thing like that, are you?” Giselle laughed, deprecating herself.

Giselle breezily explained that she had once been male but had been transformed into a woman by her father. Emma felt a sense of shock, but also a sense of recognition. She shared the same story with Giselle, and they bonded over their shared experiences.

As Emma and Giselle talked, they found they had much in common. They both had tyrannical fathers who turned them into women for different reasons. They had been rejected by the men they loved and had been forced to make a new life for themselves. Emma felt a sense of camaraderie with Giselle that she had never experienced before.

The two women talked and laughed, and Emma felt like she had finally found someone who truly understood her. As she left the castle that day, Emma felt a sense of hope for the first time in a long time. She knew that she had found a friend in Giselle and was excited to see what the future held for them.
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When the dress was finished, Giselle declared it divine. She told Emma that there were a great many other ladies in the castle who were in need of fine dresses. Emma gratefully accepted Giselle's offer to introduce Emma to the other women.

As Emma arrived to tea at Castle Yorbel, she felt a mix of nervousness and excitement. When she entered the drawing room, Emma was immediately struck by the beauty of the women gathered there. They were all elegant and gorgeous, dressed in the finest of garments. They chatted and laughed together like sisters, and Emma couldn't help but feel a sense of longing to be a part of their group.

"This is my sister wife, Jan," Giselle said, gesturing to a woman with striking red hair. "And this is my other sister wife, Chloe," Giselle continued, introducing a tall woman with dark hair. "Ladies, this is Emma, the talented dressmaker who made my new gown."

The ladies greeted Emma warmly, expressing their excitement to see the dress and to have Emma make them new gowns as well. Emma felt a sense of belonging as she chatted with the ladies, laughing and sharing stories.

As they sat down for tea, Giselle turned to Emma. "I know it can be difficult to understand at first, but Tiber is a kind and loving husband to all of us. He may have many wives, but he loves us all equally."

Emma was touched by Giselle's words. "I can see that," she said. "Tiber has been nothing but kind to me since I arrived."

Ariel chimed in. "That's the thing about Tiber, he has a special fondness for those who have been rejected by society. He understands the pain of not fitting in and he wants to help those who have gone through the same thing."

Chloe nodded in agreement. "We were all outcasts before Tiber found us. But he gave us a new life and a new family. We are all grateful to him."

Emma felt a warmth in her chest as she listened to the other wives speak. She realized that Tiber had given her something that she had never had before: a sense of belonging. She was no longer alone and for the first time she felt like she had a family, and they were all impressed by her work. They praised her for her skill and attention to detail, and Emma felt her chest swell with pride.

"Emma, I would like you to make a dress for me," said one of the ladies, a redhead with striking green eyes.

"Of course, my lady," Emma replied, taking note of the woman's measurements.

"And me too," said another, a brunette with a curvy figure.

Emma found herself in demand as the ladies all requested that she make them a dress. She was flattered by their interest in her work and was excited to have the opportunity to work with such high-class clientele.

As the tea came to an end, Giselle took Emma aside. "I'm glad you enjoyed your time with the ladies," Giselle said with a smile. "They are all like sisters to me, and I know they'll be like that for you too."

Emma felt a sense of warmth towards Giselle and the other ladies. She knew that she had found a group of friends and a sense of belonging in the castle. She felt grateful to Giselle for opening this new chapter in her life, and she couldn't wait to see what the future held for her.
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Emma carefully folded the last dress and placed it in the trunk she had brought with her. She looked around the grand dressing room, taking in the ornate furnishings and the beautiful dresses hanging on the walls. She felt a sense of longing as she thought about the ladies she had come to know and care for.

Giselle, Ariel, and Jan had all become dear friends to her. She had shared laughter and tears with them, and she knew that she would miss their company dearly.

As she was about to leave, Giselle entered the room. "Emma, you're leaving already?" she asked, her voice tinged with sadness.

"I am," Emma replied with a heavy heart. "I've finished all of the dresses and I must return to Yorbel. I will miss all of you very much."

Giselle walked over and gave Emma a hug. "We'll miss you too, dear. But you must promise to come back and visit us soon."

Emma smiled, grateful for Giselle's kind words. "I promise. I'll come back as soon as I can."

As Emma left the castle, she felt a sense of loss. She realized that she had grown to love the castle and its inhabitants, and she knew that she would miss them all dearly. But she also knew that she would always carry a part of them with her, in her heart. And she knew that she would return to see them soon.

But before she made it past the castle gates, she was approached by Baron Tiber. "Emma, I was wondering if you would be able to make me a new suit of clothes," he said with a charming smile.

Emma was taken aback by the request. She had never made clothes for a man before, but she couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement at the thought of creating something for Tiber. "Of course, Baron Tiber," she replied, trying to hide her nerves. "I would be happy to make you a new suit."

Tiber's eyes lit up with pleasure. "Excellent," he said. "Why don't you come to my room so that you can take my measurements?"

Emma felt a moment of hesitation. Going to Tiber's room alone was not something she had anticipated. However, she was a professional and she would not let her personal feelings get in the way of her work. She nodded her agreement and followed Tiber to his chambers. Once inside, Tiber turned to her and gave her a small smile. "Shall we begin?" He said, holding out his arms for her to measure him.

Emma took Tiber's measurements and noted them down, trying to focus on her work and not the close proximity of the baron. She couldn't help but think about how Tiber's body felt under her hands, and how she wished she could touch him more. Emma knew she had to focus on her job and not her feelings, but she felt her pulse in her pelvis when she moved to measure Tiber beneath his belt. She was on her knees in front of him, trying to keep her mind on her work. But she couldn’t keep a single figure straight. All of the numbers turned into erect cocks in her mind.

As she wrapped her string around his waist, she saw that the baron was growing tumescent. She was both aroused and anxious at his mounting erection and what it meant.

On her knees, she looked up at him. His expression was one of calm command. His eyes assured her that whatever she did next would be all right. Letting her feelings take control, she slid off the Baron’s underwear. She admired the size of his manhood, greater than she had ever seen on a man. On instinct, she slid his cock between her lips and began sucking.

She was very aware of herself as she sucked the baron. She was aware of knees against the cold floor, the way that her breasts seemed to get larger, the way his cock felt and the smacking noises she made as she pleasured him. But while the act thrilled her, she worried that she might be caught. Anyone could walk in on and demand the baron’s attention, including one of his wives. Emma knew she had to work fast.

She sucked him with all the vigor she could muster, letting him deeper into her throat. When he came, she kept her lips wrapped tightly around his member, sucking up all of his juices. Only when he was completely spent did she rise from the floor.

"Thank you, Baron Tiber," Emma said, trying to keep her voice steady. "I will get to work on your suit immediately."

Tiber gave her a dreamy smile and nodded. "If it’s from you, Emma, I know I will love it. You do not disappoint" he said, and she left the chambers, her heart racing.
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Emma worked on the suit night and day, but she found fault with everything she did. Every time she would make a choice, she would doubt herself. She wanted the suit to be perfect. She thought of the baron and how much she wanted him to love the suit. Really, she wanted him to love her. Weeks passed and she got no closer to finishing the suit. She became frantic with the thought that if she did not finish soon that he would call off the commission and she would lose him forever. Finally, she began again. This time, she set aside her feelings and pretended to make the suit for a man she did not love and whose cock had never been in her mouth.

Emma's heart was racing as she made her way to Tiber's chambers with the suit. She had spent countless hours perfecting every detail, from the cut of the jacket to the stitching on the trousers. She had wanted it to be perfect for him, to show him how much she cared.

As she entered his chambers, Tiber was sitting in his armchair, looking over some papers. He looked up and smiled as she approached him. "Emma, you're here," he said. "What have you brought me."

Emma held out the suit for him to inspect, her hands still shaking. Tiber stood up and took the suit from her, holding it up to examine it. "It's beautiful," he said, his eyes scanning over every detail. "The craftsmanship is impeccable."

Emma felt a sense of relief wash over her as she saw the genuine admiration in Tiber's eyes. She had done it, she had made the perfect suit for him.

"Thank you," she said, her voice trembling slightly. "I'm glad you like it."

Tiber looked at her, his blue eyes piercing into hers. "I more than like it, Emma," he said. "I'm truly impressed. You are a master at your craft."

Emma felt her heart skip a beat as she heard the words. She had always admired Tiber, and to hear him speak so highly of her work was more than she could have ever hoped for. But she knew that she could never tell him how she truly felt. She was just a seamstress, and he was a baron. They could never be together. Except for their brief moment of passion, they had no future.

"Thank you, Baron," Emma said, looking down at her feet. "I'm just happy that I could make something that you will enjoy wearing."

Tiber smiled at her, and Emma couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness as she realized that this would probably be the closest she would ever come to him. She collected herself and said goodbye before leaving the castle, her heart heavy with unrequited love.

But as she buttoned up the jacket, Tiber turned to her and said, "You are an amazing tailor, Emma. And you are an even more beautiful woman. Will you be my bride?" Emma felt her heart flutter at his words. She couldn't deny the attraction she felt towards him, but she knew that she couldn't give in to it. She thought of how she had let her heart get carried away before, and she swore to herself it would not happen again.

"My lord," she said, trying to keep her voice steady. "I appreciate the compliment, but I cannot let myself become involved with you."

Tiber looked at her with a hint of sadness in his eyes. "I understand," he said. "But know that my offer still stands. I would be honored to have you as one of my wives."

Emma felt a mix of emotions at his words. Part of her was flattered by the idea of being one of the baron's wives, but another part of her knew that it would only lead to heartache. She bowed her head and said, "Thank you, my lord. But I must decline."

Tiber nodded and turned to look at himself in the mirror. "The suit is perfect," he said with a smile. "I will have the payment sent to you."

Emma felt a pang of sadness as she watched him leave the room. She knew that she had made the right decision, but she couldn't shake the feeling that she had just let something special slip through her fingers.
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Back in her small shop, Emma reflected on her decision to turn down the baron's offer of marriage. She was a wealthy woman now, and she had established a reputation as an excellent seamstress. She could live out the rest of her days in comfort. But she knew it would be a sterile comfort. She thought about living the rest of her life alone, knowing that she could have had the baron for a husband.

She remembered the way he looked at her when she helped him into the suit she had made for him, the way he had accepted her even knowing her secret, and she knew that she had made a mistake. She couldn't help but wonder what could have been if she had said yes to him. She thought about how it would feel to be held in his arms every night, to wake up next to him every morning. Emma knew that she had to try and make things right.

She stood and reached around to the back of her dress, untying it at the back. She shimmied out of the black dress that had represented her facade of mourning and let it collapse into the dust. She took the peach-colored gown that she had made for the lady at the end of the road and put it on. It was a little small in the bust, but Emma thought that the baron would not object to seeing her in a dress that showed off her voluptuous breasts.

She gathered her courage and went to the castle. She asked to see the baron and was led to his chambers. He was sitting at his desk, reading a letter when she entered. He looked up and a smile spread across his face as he saw her. "Emma, what brings you here?" he asked.

"I made a mistake," Emma said. "I should have said yes when you asked me to marry you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

The baron stood up and walked over to her. "I'm glad you came to your senses," he said, taking her hand. "I've been waiting for you to come back to me."

They sealed their promise with a kiss, and Emma felt her heart swell with happiness. She knew that she had made the right decision, and that she would never regret it. From that day forward, she lived happily ever after with the baron, and she never looked back.
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Tiber took her hand and they walked together down the aisle. Emma felt a sense of peace as they exchanged vows. She knew that Tiber loved her for who she was, and she loved him in return. They shared a kiss as husband and wife, and Emma felt like she had finally found a place where she belonged.

As they walked out of the chapel, Emma felt a sense of joy that she had never known before. The baron's wives and her friends were cheering and throwing flower petals. Emma felt like she had been given a second chance at life. She looked over at Tiber, and he smiled back at her. Emma knew that she was where she was meant to be, and she felt more alive than ever before.

As they walked out of the chapel, Emma finally felt complete. She had a husband who loved her, and a family of women who accepted her for who she was. She knew that she would spend the rest of her days in comfort, but more importantly, she would spend them in love. Emma felt truly happy for the first time in her life.

Once they were alone in their chamber, Tiber took Emma in his arms. Emma felt a rush of passion and desire as Tiber disrobed her. She knew that this was just the beginning of a lifetime of love and happiness. She lifted him into his arms, lay her on the bed and kissed her, parting her legs and penetrating her with a sudden thrust. She felt a jolt of excitement as his cock pressed into her, spreading her slim folds with its girth.

Each thrust brought more pleasure. She was soaking wet with desire and felt rapturous as she rode him. She thought back to the boy she had been, trying on her mother’s dress. Then the transformation in the woods. It had all led to this one moment of perfect, female satisfaction. As his hands groped her breasts, she let out of cackle of glee. She was finally fucking a man who would love her completely and never abandon her. She was his, and his completely. She howled with delight when he exploded inside her. 

As they made love for the first time, Emma knew that she had finally found the love and acceptance that she had always been searching for. She felt safe and secure in Tiber's arms, and she knew that she would always be loved and protected by him.

From that day on, Emma's life was filled with love and happiness. She and Tiber were devoted to each other and to their family. Emma had finally found her true home, and she knew that she would spend the rest of her days by Tiber's side, as his loving wife.


Books By This Author

Self Portraits

Anton is creatively blocked. A painter seeking inspiration, he travels to a small town in the French countryside so that he can paint in seclusion. Nothing comes to him. That is, until a captivating red-haired woman appears to him in his dreams. But this muse offers more than just inspiration.

Slowly, Anton notices his body changing. As the magic of the music transforms his body, Anton will have to explore new feminine feelings. Soon, Anton is trying on dresses and enjoying looks from a handsome neighbor. How will Antonette react to her new gender swap transition? Find out in this magical gender change story by Lexi Twist!

My Bunny Girl 

Two friends decide to visit an izakaya, a Japanese lounge where the servers are "bunny girls." Takashi dares Yuki to take a peek inside the changing room to see where the magic happens. Little does Yuki imagine what magic is in store when a witch named Rina catches him peeking and decides to have a little gender swap fun with him. 

Turning Yuki into the object of his desire, Rina makes Yuki a bunny girl and explains that he will have to prance around in that cute little skirt and heels to serve drinks to the customers. At the end of the night, the ordeal still isn't over. Yuki will have to return every night until Rina is satisfied. As Yuki tries to juggle his double life as Yui the bunny girl, he finds himself leaning more and more on his friend, Takashi. As Yui, things are so easy and effortless between them. Could this reluctant gender change mean happily ever after for both of them? 

Unfinished

Tyler has gotten caught coming home late one too many times. His mother thinks he needs some new direction in life. At Sandalwood Academy, Tyler will find the structure he needs. One thing, though. Sandalwood Academy is an all-girls finishing school. 

Tyler will have the wear the same uniform and attend the same classes as the girls, and generally comport himself like a proper young lady. But the changes are more than superficial. "This school will change you into a girly girl, whether you want to be or not," Tyler's roommate warns. Will Tyler be able to resist? And once the semester is over, will he want to?

My Roommate's Body

Kyle wants a better body. He's skinny all over with a flat chest and slender arms. He wants to look more like his roommate and best friend, Brad. One night when he's alone, Kyle wishes that he could have Brad's body.

Instead, he wakes up to find that he's been gender swapped. Having gone from male to female overnight, he's amazed at how his new body has responded to the changes. Kyle decides to explore the feminine desires that his new body presents him with and to follow his urges no matter where they lead. But he has to keep what's between his legs a secret. Maybe he'll get a chance to experience Brad's body after all.
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