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Chapter
One



Ijumped out of bed, gasping as a burst of cold air struck me. My heart raced from the surprise wakeup, my eyes darted around, trying to figure out what had happened to wake me in such a jolting way. Then I saw the cause. My roommate, Lauren, was standing in front of my bed, holding my comforter in her hands.

I frowned at her as I tried to adjust to my rude awakening, anger building inside of me as I wondered why she had done such a cruel thing. But the more I looked at her perfect petite form, the harder it was to stay upset. Without speaking a word, she threw down my blanket and stomped away. I watched as she moved, her perky ass bouncing with each step until she stopped in front of my window. In one quick motion she pulled open the blinds, filling my room with light, adding to the cruelness of my wake up.

The sunlight glistened off of her golden blonde hair and shimmered along her soft, cream colored skin, illuminating her like the angel that she was. I could now see that she was wearing purple satin pajama pants with a snug white tank top. As usual, she was braless, unashamed of her perfect body, just as she always was. Seeing her tiny outfit with her breasts and nipples on full display continued to cool my anger. It also started to make my dick swell up.

The feeling of my penis growing made me suddenly realize that I was practically naked myself, wearing nothing but my briefs. My hands quickly darted down to cover up any sight of my growing erection as I blushed in embarrassment.

Lauren scoffed at me, crossing her arms in disgust as she returned to my bed. “Do you really think that I would care to see that? Even if I was into guys, I would never be interested in someone as pathetic as you,” she snarled.

“W-what are you doing?” I stammered anxiously, taken aback by her harshness.

“Where’s the rent money, Christian?” Lauren chided, her tone rapidly intensifying.

I groaned at her question, knowing that this would quickly lead to a very difficult and painful conversation. We both knew that I didn’t have the money — I didn’t know why she had to make such a scene about it.

“I’m still looking a job,” I lied. “I’ll have my side of the rent soon, I swear.”

“I think we’re a little past getting a job at this point. You need money, fast. How are you going to get it?” she spat at me.

I let out a huff of air as I fell back into bed, letting my body melt into my mattress. I had just woken up and already I felt defeated.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to have to move back in with mom and dad. At least they never nagged me this much.

“I’m still trying to figure that out. It’s not easy to just magically conjure up $1000,” I replied sarcastically.

Lauren’s eyes squinted at me. I could see rage building inside them. “I could make that much in a few hours if I needed,” she growled.

I’m sure I could too if I looked like her…

When I didn’t answer, Lauren started looking around my room manically. “What about that?” she said as she pointed at my computer. “Why don’t you sell that?”

My eyes bulged in shock and horror. “My computer? Are you kidding? I need that!” I cried out.

Lauren gave me a smug look of disbelief. “For what? Wasting your time and life on that stupid video game?”

I gritted my teeth, holding back my anger and my desire to scream at her. “I’ll think of something. I’ll get you the money,” I replied, my tone soft and somber. “I swear it.”

I could tell that Lauren didn’t believe me, she hardly seemed to register my words. She was staring off into the distance as if deep in thought, the look scared me.

“I don’t believe you,” she finally said, confirming my suspicions as she snapped out of her thoughts. “I don’t believe that you’re even going to try. You’re probably just going to sit around and play your game all day and all night until I have to be the bad guy and kick you out.”

I could tell she was telling the truth. The tremble in her voice told me that she was utterly exhausted by me and my lack of responsibility. The reality was upsetting, but I didn’t know what to do or say to improve it. All I could do was shrug.

Lauren shook her head. “I knew it,” she groaned, resigned to her fate. “I’m going to have to help you, aren’t I?.”

My eyebrows scrunched in confusion. “You’re going to help me? How?” I asked.

My roommate flashed me a mischievous look. “I’m going to help you make money quickly, just like I do,” she answered. “Meet me in the bathroom in five minutes. If you’re not there, then you might as well start packing and getting your ass out of my apartment.”

My body trembled from her ferocious tone, making me feel like I really had no choice in the matter. I opened my mouth to ask her what she was talking about, but she swiftly walked away, out of my room. After a few steps she stopped and added, “Oh, and don’t bother getting dressed. I’ll find you the perfect outfit for today.”

Paralyzed with shock, I stood and watched her leave. Normally I would have loved to admire her walk away, but not even the sight of her ass could pull me out of my feelings of dread.

What does she mean? How does she make money? Honestly, I had never even considered that. I always assumed that her parents paid her rent while she attended university. I mean, she never tells me she’s leaving for work or anything…

I shook off the thoughts and tried to calm myself, to rebuild what little confidence I had so I could commit to her idea, whatever it was.

As I made my way to our shared hallway bathroom, my body battled emotions. Part of me was terrified of what she had in store for me, but the other was excited to spend time with her, to explore more of this dominant persona that she was debuting today.

Lauren was already in the bathroom waiting for me. I saw her eyes look over my body, wasting no time lingering around my crotch despite me still wearing nothing by briefs. She didn’t look impressed by what she saw.

“So you decided to man up and come. That’s a good start,” she let out coldly.

I felt my palms getting sweaty, my body shaking nervously. “Uhh, yeah. I’m here. So what is your plan exactly?” I asked.

A naughty grin crept across her face, she looked amused both by my nervous energy and by her control over me. “Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to turn you into a cams girl, just like me.”


Chapter
Two



Her plan was even worse than I had expected. “A cams girl?” I shrieked in disbelief. “That’s what you do for work? That’s what you want me to do?

Lauren scoffed at me. “First of all, why wouldn’t I use this perfect body to make easy money?” she laughed as she struck a seductive pose. “And second of all, of course I’ll be turning you into a cams girl, you don’t actually think that I could turn you into a cams guy, do you? It will be far easier to make you look like a passable woman than it would to make you into a passable man.”

As she laughed, my entire body sagged with shame and disgrace. I glanced into the mirror beside me and instantly knew that she was right, despite how much the truth pained me. But seeping out through my shame, there was odd sprinkling of arousal at the proposition of becoming a girl.

I wonder what it would feel like to look like her. To feel like her…

I shook my head, snapping myself out of my thoughts. “Does it even matter? Guy or girl, who would want to pay to see me?” I asked, feeling pathetic.

“Good looks are only half of attraction,” Lauren answered dismissively, her attention turned to her side of the bathroom drawers. “Confidence is the other half. Unfortunately, you’re lacking most of each, but I still think I can transform you into something that people will be interested in. Trust me, there’s a market for everything these days. I just need to figure out what that is for you.”

“So then what? You’re just going to throw me in a dress, slap some makeup on, and toss me in front of a camera? Then I’ll magically become a girl that people will just throw money at? This is ridiculous…”

“Do you really think that’s all there is to being a woman?” Lauren replied indignantly. She took something out of the drawer as she stood up tall and crossed her arms, tucking the item beneath her arm where I couldn’t see it. As she did, her breasts heaved upward, reminding me of another aspect of femininity, a very important one in my opinion.

“Well, that and breasts,” I mumbled, unable to keep my eyes away as my arousal grew.

Lauren groaned in disgust, dropping her arms and letting her chest relax into its natural perky state. Still, it was hard to keep my eyes away. “I’m going to teach you everything that goes into being a woman and a cam girl. Maybe then you will show me and the rest of womankind the proper respect,” she said. “If not, then at least you will have more appreciation for everything that goes into being a beautiful woman.”

“You really want to do this? You really think that this will work?”

Lauren shrugged. “I have no idea, but I want my money and I’m going to make you do whatever it takes to earn it one way or another.”

Again I felt a rush of excitement in my pants from her words. Even though I knew she had no interest in me sexually, there was something about her increasingly dominant persona that was quickly beginning to turn me on. I knew that I couldn’t let her know about my shifting feelings, however.

“Fine, whatever. It’s not like you’ve given me a choice,” I moaned, trying to sound frustrated by my situation.

“Let’s get started then, shall we?” She held out her hand, showing me what she had pulled out of her drawer, a razor, the sight of which made me feel uneasy. “The first step towards becoming a woman is to have soft, silky skin. Luckily, you’ve spent most of your life locked in a dark room so your skin is pale and undamaged by the sun, both things that many men find desirable. Still though, you have far too much hair. You will need to shave it.”

“You want me to shave my legs?” I whined.

“No,” she answered curtly. “All of it. Everything below your eyes.”

“E-everything?” I stammered, immediately wondering if that included my dick and balls.

“Everything,” she confirmed with a glimmer of glee in her voice. “I have a feeling that I’m going to take great pleasure in transforming you.”

I snatched the razor from her hand, resigned to my fate. There was no doubt that this whole idea was ridiculous, but I didn’t see what other choice I had. That and there was still a swelling of excitement lingering within me, a feeling that made me curious to find out what my sexy roommate would do to me and how far it might go.

I wonder how she could make me look. Can she really make me look like a beautiful woman? One that men would want to watch online? What would we do then?

“Do you really think you can turn me into a passable woman?” I squeaked out as I tried to picture myself dressed up like Lauren was.

My roommate laughed. “I think so. At least passable enough, but I need you to be fully onboard with this. I don’t want to waste my time only for you to back out. So tell me now. Do I have your complete and utter commitment? Will you do everything that I ask of you, even if it makes you uncomfortable?”

I squirmed in my skin, already feeling uncomfortable by her daunting words. At the same time, my intrigue was growing more than ever. I could feel it in my pants, making my dick plump up.

“Yes,” I breathed out. “I will.”

Lauren’s face lit up with a twinkle in her eyes. She was filled with satisfaction. “Very good. Then you can prove yourself by shaving. When you’re done, meet me in my bedroom for the next phase.”

With that she swiftly turned and exited the bathroom, leaving me to get started on my seemingly impossible task — becoming a woman.

For the next hour I worked diligently, shaving my legs, my chest, my face, and my genitals. The task was more difficult and arduous than I had imagined, my hair was thick and long and needed multiple passes before the skin beneath was completely hairless.

With each stroke, I felt a strange sense of transformation and by the time I was done, I hardly recognized my body. After I took a shower to rinse my legs. The water washed away the last remnants of shaving cream and hair, and seemingly, the last of my masculinity. I patted myself dry with a towel, marveling at the newfound smoothness. Running my hands over my skin, I felt an unexpected exhilaration. My entire body was soft and silky to the touch — just like a woman’s.

I can’t believe how smooth my skin feels. I can’t believe how it looks!

I moved to look at myself in the mirror. As I stood there, I realized what I had just done. It was more than just shaving my body, I had finally taken a step towards bettering myself. For the first time in months I had taken a step in the right direction, instead of running away from my problem I had taken charge and done something responsible.

Thinking about what I had done gave me an unfamiliar feeling, a feeling of progress and potential. As I stared at my soft, feminine body in the mirror I was exhilarated. I couldn’t wait to continue. I couldn’t wait to feel more of this.

I couldn’t wait to find out what Lauren had in store for me next.


Chapter
Three



In her bedroom, I found Lauren sitting at her small vanity in the corner, busy applying makeup. She had changed out of her pajamas and into what I assumed was her work clothes, a white babydoll teddy with matching white g-string thong. The bright white color of her lingerie paired with her golden hair made her look like an angel, her natural beauty making her look divine.

I stopped just outside her room so I could take a moment to admire her from afar before she realized I was there.

I can understand why someone would pay to see her, she's gorgeous! But me? I just don't see it. Maybe though, maybe if I just do everything she says, maybe she can make me look and feel as sexy as her…

Watching her delicately paint her face, I couldn’t help but wonder how I might look with a little makeup. I had seen videos of men being transformed into women before so I knew it was possible, but I had never imagined it happening to me.

I guess it’s time to find out.

Stepping into Lauren’s room felt like entering a new world. While it was approximately the same size as mine, it looked so much larger thanks to her large open windows shining natural light inside, reflecting off her large, fluffy white comforter and the many pillows that covered her king sized bed. It was a stark contrast to my normally very dark room. But of course everything about Lauren was in stark contrast of me.

In front of her bed was a large monitor resting on top of a dresser. On top of it was a camera pointing towards her bed. Seeing it, I instantly pictured her lying provocatively on her bed just in front of the screen, playfully twirling a strand of her curly hair as she traced the smooth curves of her body with her other hand, ready for the world to watch her — ready for the world to want her. The thought made me tremble with fear as I imagined that I, too, would be doing that today.

“Hey, I’m all done shaving,” I announced as I entered, trying to shake the thoughts out of my mind.

She took a short glance over her shoulder to see me before returning to her makeup. “Good,” she said firmly. “I set out some clothes out for you on my bed. Go ahead and put them on. I’ll be done in a minute to help with the rest.”

Beside me I noticed several small black garments resting on top of her bed. From quick glance, I could see that they were very lacy and feminine — clearly women’s clothing. Seeing them and knowing that I would soon be wearing them filled me with a level of excitement that I hadn’t expected.

Can wearing her lingerie make me feel as attractive as her? Only one way to find out.

I took a deep breath, feeling the cool air against my freshly shaved body as I stood admiring the clothes. The sensation was still new and exhilarating, a reminder of the transformation I was about to undertake. I picked up the first item, a black lacy thong. Holding it out before me, I admired the delicate fabric, both soft and light in my hands.

I felt myself trembling as I pulled down my old pair of briefs and kicked them to the side, leaving my hairless body completely exposed. Peaking over my shoulder, I saw that Lauren was still focused on her makeup and wasn’t bothered by my nudity. I found myself disappointed by her lack of curiosity.

Now naked, I was like a blank canvas waiting to be turned into something new, something beautiful. It was time for the transformation to begin.

Holding the panties down, I slipped one leg in, then the other, slowly pulling the thong up. The fabric hugged my skin in a way that was both unfamiliar and exciting. The smoothness of my shaved legs amplified the experience as every brush of the soft fabric against my skin created a gentle, sensual friction. They fit snugly around my hip, though my dick felt a little squished and out of place beneath the lacy material.

I think I need to tuck this down. Maybe then it will fit better.

Tucking my dick down between my legs made the thong fit flush against my skin. With my manhood now hidden from view, it already made my lower half appear much more feminine, my long, smooth legs protruding from these little lacy panties.

Next, I reached for the bra. It was simple yet elegant, matching the panties in color and style. I slipped my arms through the straps then brought the cups up to my chest, struggling for a minute before finally managing to clasp it in the back. The sensation of the cups against my chest was foreign; in a strange way it was comforting yet also very sensual.

Looking back at the bed, I noticed there were only two items remaining, both appearing to be the same. As I picked them up and let them unfurl before me, it instantly became clear as to what they were: sheer black thigh high stockings.

I rubbed my fingers against the silky fabric and felt goosebumps cover my bare skin, like a wave of sensual energy consuming my body. Just the slightest touch told me that they would feel amazing covering my legs. I couldn’t wait to find out.

Siting on the edge of Lauren’s bed and feeling the touch of such an intimate space of hers added to the excitement of the moment. I gently rolled up the first stocking then slowly pulled it over my leg, watching the sheer black material enveloping my skin. Just as I had imagined, the silky touch against my hairless legs was euphoric, sending a surge of sensual sensations throughout me. I repeated the process with the other stocking and then stood up to admire the look.

Paired with the bra and panties, the thigh highs seemed to complete my transformation. Already I felt that my body looked more feminine, more beautiful, more sexy. I stepped towards Lauren’s full length mirror and felt the silky stockings brush against my legs, each movement feeling more luxurious than the last.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I felt a surge of emotions. The sight was both surprising and arousing. The lingerie accentuated my freshly shaved body, confirming how I felt they looked on me.

I ran my hands over the smooth stockings, feeling the texture and marveling at the transformation. As I worked them back up, they slipped behind and ran along the soft skin of my butt. Despite wearing a thong, it felt like I was wearing nothing at all as my cheeks were all but uncovered by the tiny panties. And there was something about my ass now, something that felt different, as if it was suddenly more plump and round.

My hands continued up, over my bare stomach, to my bra. They consumed the cups up the lingerie, and with them, my pushed up chest. The padded cups and tight straps were morphing my body into something else. Instead of having a man’s chest, I had formed mounds perking up, looking more like a woman’s bosom.

My focus returned to my reflection. It was then that I realized that something was happening. This was quickly becoming more than just a way to earn money, this was something different. It was a journey of self-discovery, an insight into untapped passions and desires burning inside me, yearning for their release. My dick squirmed between my legs, confirming my feelings and allowing myself to better embrace them.

In that moment, I felt a longing to rub my body more, to explore these new feelings and desires. I wanted to touch myself, to connect these new feelings to physical pleasure.

But there was still a lot of work ahead of me, a lot more to discover.

For now, pleasure would have to wait.


Chapter
Four



“Look at you,” Lauren said as she turned around in her vanity chair, nodding as she checked me out. “I think it might be easier to turn you into a woman than I expected.”

I blushed at her insinuation, fighting the urge to cover up my lingerie clad body.

She stood up from her chair and gestured for me to take her place. “Alright, let’s get you all dolled up now. It’s almost show time.”

“Do we really have to do makeup, too?” I groaned. Now that I was wearing her lingerie, everything was beginning to feel so real, I wasn’t sure how I might feel if I suddenly had makeup on as well. Part of me was worried that I would like it even more.

"Don't worry, I’m going to make you look amazing,” Lauren replied confidently.

I let out a deep sigh as I resigned myself to following through with her crazy plan. Ultimately, I knew that makeup would be the most important piece because it would help hide my identity; I would be horrified if anyone I knew somehow saw what I was doing.

As I sat down at her vanity, Lauren grabbed the first bottle of makeup. There were so many jars, bottles, and containers spread across the small table, together they were quite intimidating. I let out a sigh as I examined them all, grateful that I wouldn’t be the one to use them. I just had to trust that Lauren would do a good job and make me look presentable.

She began by applying a primer, the cool gel spreading smoothly over my skin. I closed my eyes as I felt her spread it over my face, trying to focus on the sensation. It felt strange but pleasant, like a gentle massage. Next came the foundation, her brush gliding over my face in long, even strokes. I could feel my skin changing, my face becoming softer and smoother.

“Please keep your eyes closed,” Lauren instructed me softly. “I need to work on them now."

I complied, I wasn’t eager to watch the live transformation anyways. I wanted to see it all at once, seeing my finished face when she was done.

I could feel the soft brush sweep over my eyelids with a delicate pressure, letting me feel every movement. As she worked, I wondered what colors she was using and how much it would change my appearance. The more makeup she applied, the more I was beginning to believe that she could actually make me look feminine. I could feel myself starting to tremble in excitement at the transformation I was undergoing, the feeling that I would soon look sexy and desirable.

Lauren started applying eyeliner, her hand slowly tracing a line along my eyelashes. The feeling of someone touching my eyes was nerve-wracking, but I knew that I needed to trust her and keep my eyes closed as she had requested. She next applied mascara, using the brush to apply defining strokes to my eyelashes.

“You can open your eyes again if you would like,” my roommate announced when she was done with my eyes. “But I still have a little left to do.”

“I’ll wait until you’re done then,” I replied.

“Okay, then pucker your lips for me.”

I obeyed her instructions, pouting out my lips. She traced them as she applied a layer of lipstick.

“One last touch,” she added. There was a slight tickle on each cheek, letting me know that she was applying a touch of blush. “And we’re done. Take a look.”

Lauren’s soft hands set down on my shoulders as I felt her face hover next to mine, just over my shoulder. My eyes slowly opened, starting to focus on the strange reflection before me. I could feel my heart pounding with anticipation, eager to see the final transformation. When I finally saw myself, I could hardly tell it was me.

My skin was soft and flawless, hiding my stubble and blemishes. My eyes were dark and sultry, making them look larger and more captivating. My lips were sexy and seductive, painted with a dark red lipstick that made me gasp when I saw its perfection. She had done it. Lauren had transformed me from man to woman.

“Wow,” I breathed out, touching my cheek to make sure it was really me in the mirror. “I can’t believe you did this to me.”

Lauren grinned with self pleasure as she watched me admire my reflection. “I told you I was going to make you look great. And I’m not even done with you yet!”

My eyes blinked, snapping me out of my trance, and moving to stare at my roommate instead. “You’re not? What else could you possibly want to do to me?”

She giggled as she walked away towards her closet. “There’s still something obviously wrong with how you look, don’t you think,” she teased. “I think I have just the perfect thing to fix that.”

I turned my attention back to my reflection, wondering what she could mean — but then I saw it. “My hair,” I gasped.

“Exactly!” Lauren exclaimed as she dug through her drawers. “I once wore a brunette wig for Halloween. It should be in here somewhere.”

I hadn’t considered my hair, of course I need to wear a wig!

I continued to admire my reflection while Lauren searched, feeling a mixture of emotions as I soaked in my new look — excitement, curiosity, arousal.

“Here it is!” Lauren called from behind me.

I watched her return through the mirror, holding a long curly brown wig with her. She slipped it over my head, adjusting it into position gently as she examined it from every side, making sure it was perfect. When she was satisfied, she stepped away, letting me see my new hair.

The brown curls framed my face perfectly, removing any last trace of masculinity. Lauren began to brush the long strands while I appreciated the change.

I actually look like a woman. I can’t believe it! I look so… good!

“So, how do you feel?” she asked me.

"Different," I admitted, a bashful smile spreading across my face. "But in a good way. This is crazy. I can’t believe you did this to me.”

She laughed at my amazement. “I work hard for my money,” she explained. “I’m not about to let some spoiled, entitled brat steal it from me.”

I knew I should feel embarrassed by her comment, but I couldn’t be bothered to feel bad, not when I looked so good. It was, however, a reminder of what was still to come. “Am I going to have to work hard?” I muttered.

Lauren’s face lit up in amusement, as if I had just asked an extremely simple question. “You have no idea,” she laughed. “You’re going to have to work harder than you’ve ever worked in your life.” She set the brush down and gripped my shoulders firmly. As she squeezed them she smiled. “You’re going to be asked to do a lot of things that you’ve never wanted to do before.”

A dark cloud suddenly enveloped me as my joy for my new appearance began to fade, overtaken by her ominous words.

Then she added, “And to make me my money, you’re going to do every last one.”


Chapter
Five



“What does that mean?” I whimpered nervously after Lauren’s threatening words. “What will I to have to do? I mean, how do I even make money doing this?”

“You make money by earning tips from viewers, you earn tips by doing what they want you to do,” she explained. “I don’t have time to setup your own account and let you slowly build a following so we’re going to do a bait and switch. I’ll start and let my room fill up then tag you in to take over. Then you will try your best to copy what I did.”

“And if I can’t copy what you do? What if everyone just leaves?”

Lauren glared at me angrily. “Let’s just try our best so it doesn’t come to that, shall we?” she growled. “I’ve already invested too much time on you today to not get paid. I’ll find another way to make money off you looking like that if I have to.”

Her words were unsettling yet strangely arousing. I could feel my dick growing between my legs at the idea of being used while looking like this. I had a sudden urge to touch myself, to feel my chest and rub my soft skin, to feel the silky thigh highs caressing my hairless legs.

“O-okay,” I croaked, gulping anxiously as I tried to resist my growing urges.

Lauren moved to her bed where she sat down at the edge, just in front of the large monitor. As she sat there, the sun shined through the window, illuminating her blonde air and her creamy skin. She radiated beauty in a way that only a goddess could.

The blankets ruffled around her as if being pulled in towards her, embracing her smooth skin in a way that made me increasingly jealous. How I longed to touch her, to feel her. I wondered what she would taste like and how wet I could make her. If only she would let me.

I watched as she began pulling up a browser on the large screen, clicking and typing as she logged into a website. After a short time, her image flashed onto the screen. Reaching for her camera, she adjusted it so that it was just right, clearly focused on her ample cleavage.

“Okay, I’m live,” she told me as she checked herself out in the camera, puckering her lips and wiping off a dap of excess lipstick. “It never takes long for my fans to come online once they get the notice.”

Surely enough, in just moments, on the bottom of the screen, smaller videos began to appear, showing the men who had joined her room to watch. The men were a variety of young and old, fit and fat, handsome and not so much.

Seeing them suddenly made everything feel so real. This was really going to happen. The world was about to see me dressed up in lingerie, dolled up like a woman — and parading in front of them for their pleasure.

In front of me, Lauren began a slow dance, her fingertips delicately holding the hems of her short teddy, lifting it up to bare her naked flesh beneath. She bit her lip seductively, as her arms squeezed against her chest, heaving her breasts towards her viewers.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” she pouted playfully. “I’ve missed you.”

Noises began to chirp from her computer, sounding like stacks of coins tumbling to the ground. I didn’t know for sure, but I had to assume that meant she was already receiving tips.

“Hi, Roger. Dale, nice to see you. Gary! You’re too sweet,” Lauren said as she read the stream of comments. “There are just too many of you to greet! You know how to get my attention though if you really want to.” She ended with a wink and a giggle as she whipped her head, sending her blonde hair fluttering around her face.

Damn, she’s good at this.

She continued reading the comments, occasionally reacting gleefully to the sound of a tip, clapping wildly and sending her breasts bouncing. So far nothing I had seen her do looked too hard, but I also didn’t have the dedicated fanbase that she did so I wasn’t sure they would react the same to my mimicry.

After a few minutes without the tip sound effect, I could see Lauren growing agitated, her answers were getting short, her movements slowing, and her body growing limp. “You know, I think it’s getting a little nippy in here. I think I might need to put a big comfy sweater on. Or maybe even get under the covers so I can stay warm,” she said, crossing her arms and softly rubbing herself as if trying to warm herself. A couple of tips came in, but clearly not enough for her liking. “Getting under the covers definitely sounds so nice. I just wish I had one of you here to keep me cozy, too.”

Quickly, she turned around and began crawling up her bed. The loose fabric of her teddy slipped down her sides, exposing her perfect, plump ass, only covered by the slender slip of her g-string. She moved slowly and deliberately, curving her body so that her ass popped and her cheeks bounced with every movement.

As I watched from just feet away, I could see the string of her panties being swallowed by her thick pussy lips. The sight made me quiver with desire. I had imagined seeing them countless times and now here they were, in clear sight of me, ready for the taking.

It wasn’t long before her computer speakers began filling her room with the sounds of tips. When she was satisfied with the chorus, she turned around and sat on her knees, clapping her hands and wiggling her body enthusiastically.

“How wonderful! But now I have a new problem. Now I’m suddenly feeling hot!” She gripped a small bow between her breasts and gave it a firm tug, swiftly untying the knot and splitting her teddy apart. With a shrug of her shoulders, the lingerie softly slipped away, onto the bed behind her.

More money came in as the men on her screen stared hungrily at her perky breasts, her nipples erect and pointing at them. My jaw dropped in awe of the vision of beauty before me.

“That feels so much better!” Lauren giggled. She came to sit back down at the edge of the bed, starting to flirt with the various men in her chatroom once again. As she talked to them, her fingers delicately traced her slender body, circling around her breasts, tracing her clavicle, floating down to her pierced navel where she played with her silver jewelry.

Her touches soon became a slow, rhythmic dancing. Her movements were flawless, her voice angelic, her body picturesque. She began to sway seductively, her body moving with an intoxicating blend of grace and sensual energy. Her hips swayed as if to hypnotize all those who watched.

She moved with a confidence and sensuality that was mesmerizing. Her arms began to float above her as she swayed, like serpents dancing in the air, drawing invisible patterns. She kept her legs spread open, making sure that everyone could see her pussy through her thin panties.

With every movement my desire soared, filling me with an unquenchable thirst for her feminine juices. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the large screen and the magnified picture of her pussy displayed on it.

Damn, she’s making me so fucking horny. I need to cum so badly!

Lauren twirled a long strand of golden hair in her finger as she fluttered her long eyelashes. I could tell that she was up to no good. I could tell that she was about to make me feel even more enamored by her.

Her hand raised up as she extended her middle finger towards the camera. Her mouth opened wide as her moist tongue slipped out. She licked her finger as she moaned, sending chills through my body. As her finger disappeared in her mouth, I gasped longingly. When it popped back out, dripping with her saliva, my dick throbbed vigorously in desire.

This is maddening! I’m not sure how much more of this I can take. Is she torturing me on purpose?

Slowly, her hand lowered down her body, past her breasts, her stomach, down to her welcoming pussy. Her finger slipped beneath her tiny panties and began running along her soft slit, making her squirm.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she moaned. “Fuck, I wish I had someone here to make me feel like a woman. To use me and abuse me.”

My dick couldn’t take anymore. It surged forward, growing fully erect and slipping out from beneath my panties as if raising its hand to offer her its services.

I glanced down at my proud manhood, feeling my cheeks burning with embarrassment. Then there was a loud gasp and my heart skipped a beat as I frozen in terror. Gradually, I raised my head, fearing what I was about to see.

There, before me, was Lauren staring at me in shock.


Chapter
Six



Lauren’s slack jaw slowly closed as her surprise morphed into a smirk. Her eyes had a mischievous look about them, worrying me that I might be in trouble.

I glared back down at my dick, it was harder than ever now that it had her attention. There was no chance of hiding it, not with my revealing outfit.

Why did I have to get an erection now! Damnit, there’s no way I can tuck it back down now.

“Looks like I have a new fan,” Lauren giggled. “I guess this is as good of a time as any.”

She paused for a moment then beckoned me forward with her index finger. As her finger curled back and forth, summoning me to her bed, I was consumed by dread. I couldn’t let these men see me like this, dressed up like a woman. Not when I had an erection sticking out of my panties!

I shook my head manically, declining Lauren’s request. Her eyebrows furrowed angrily as her hands went to her hips. “Gentlemen, I have a special guest to bring out with me,” she said to her audience while still staring at me. “She’s being a little shy at the moment, however. I think she needs a little coaxing.”

“No, I can’t!” I cried out. My hand wrapped around my dick and tried to force it beneath my panties, but it was just too excited, too captivated by my roommate’s alluring movements.

Lauren wasn’t willing to take no for an answer. She crept off the bed, heading towards me, making my dick pulse at the sight of her nearly naked body. For a moment I thought that I might cum, I was so riled up by her and she was walking towards me, calling for me to come join her on her bed. It was almost too much to take.

Her hand grabbed my wrist, her cool touch sending shivers down my spine and making my knees go weak. All it took was a gentle tug and I was hers, following her and joining her in bed.

“Hey, everyone. I’d like to introduce you to my roommate, Chrissy,” Lauren announced to the world.

My eyes bulged as my head cautiously turned towards the screen now in front of me. There, staring at me were an array of men. My heart pounded, my body shuddered. I tried to swallow but my throat was suddenly too dry. Panic was setting in. I didn’t know what to do.

I couldn’t believe I was being seen like this.

“As you can see,” Lauren began. “She comes with a little extra… equipment.”

Her words made me gasp for air, suddenly remembering that my dick was still out and on full display. Luckily, my heightened nerves had diminished my drive and my penis had wilted. Although now, as my grower was becoming a poor shower, a whole new fear struck me. Quickly, I swept the last semblance of my manhood under my thong, tucking it back between my legs and out of sight while I continued to tremble.

“Don’t worry, gentlemen. She’s just a little shy still. We’ll loosen her up though, won’t we?” Lauren teased.

I tried to force a smile on my face as I returned my attention to the men on the screen. I didn’t know where to look or what to do. I just stared wide eyed, like a deer in the headlights, at the monitor.

“Why don’t you introduce yourself?” Lauren said, prodding me with a finger to snap me out of my daze.

I shook my head, trying to clear away my fears. “I, uhh. I… I’m Chrissy?” I squeaked out, unsure. I tried to speak softly, in a more feminine voice, but my voice was shaky and frail, far from sexy and desirable.

Beside me I could feel a heat intensifying. Lauren was brooding, her arms crossed with growing disappointment. In front of me I saw flickering on the screen. People were leaving the room.

In that moment I knew I needed to do something, anything. Glancing at Lauren, she nodded at me, confirming my thoughts. This was it. This was my moment, my chance. This is how I would pay her back and not get kicked out of the apartment.

My eyes closed as I remembered how I had felt just a short time ago. I loved the way I looked, the makeup, the hair, the lingerie. It felt good, it felt right.

My fingers softly touched my stomach, feeling the foreignness of my hairless and smooth body. They delicately brushed along my flesh, this way and that, tickling my every sense.

As I thought about my bra and how it gave me the illusion of having breasts, my hands consumed my chest, squeezing the cups of my bra tightly and feeling the sensation of having real boobs. A soft moan escaped me as my hands did to my chest what I longed to do to Lauren.

I began to squirm, feeling lust building within me. My legs rubbed together, reminding me of the silky thigh highs draped over my smooth legs. My feminine limbs rose onto the bed as I laid on my side. They glistened in the light of the sun. The sleek stockings were even softer than I remembered and the touch of my fingers against them made my body tingle with delight.

My dick was starting to struggle again as my touches reignited my arousal. As it strained against the satin material of my little thong, pushing the fabric outward, it slipped deeper into my ass crack, filling me with a strange yet delicious feeling.

My fingers found the lace hems of my panties. As they trickled up, I couldn’t resist rubbing my dick through the thong, letting my manhood embrace the soft touch of the women’s clothing.

As I touched myself, I heard the faint sound of coins. My audience was growing pleased.

The idea that people liked seeing me like this, dressed like this, touching myself like this, was even more intoxicating. Excitement was building within me, lust surging around me like the swirling winds of a tornado.

I never wanted it to end.

I could tell that I was getting close. Just a few more touches, a few more tips from my alluring audience, and I knew I would release everything building up within me, and I knew it would feel euphoric.

My mouth drew slack, my eyes rolled back, a growing moan was seeping out of my open mouth.

Then I felt a cool touch on my shoulder. It grabbed me softly yet sternly. I opened my eyes to see Lauren looking at me with disapproval.

“Don’t do it. You’re not done yet,” she commanded me. “You’re still far from your goal.”

My panic returned. Here I was, so close to feeling a pleasure unequal to any I had felt before, but I was being told to stop. Here I was, before my sexy, nearly naked roommate, being told to do more. I didn’t know that I had anything left in me. I knew I wouldn’t after just a few more touches.

I gave her pleading eyes, begging her to let me feel the bliss that I so desperately craved. But Lauren shook her head.

“That was a good warm up, but we have more to do. More to earn,” she said.

Anguished, but understanding, I remove my hands, stopping myself from finishing. “What else would you have me do?” I asked softly.

“Now we’re going to have a little fun,” she whispered. She bit her lip as she looked at me, her eyes suddenly losing their sharpness. Her body lurched forward, pushing itself towards me as she crawled across the bed. It seemed like she was moving in slow motion, her face creeping towards mine.

To my disbelief her lips were puckering as the approached. When her soft, plump lips touched mine a taste of sweetness consumed my senses. It was though I was dreaming. There was no way that this could be happening.

But it was.

She slipped her hand around my cheek, pulling me in. My mouth opened and kissed her back, taking her full lips in mine, filling me with wonder. An energy unlike anything I had ever experienced flooded my being and made me want to live in this moment forever.

But forever wouldn’t last.

Lauren soon pulled away, our lips sticky with saliva, creating a trail as she backed away. I let out a whimper as I lost her sweet embrace.

She continued to move, pushing herself back in the bed until she was resting against her grand headboard. She leaned against it as her chest heaved towards me. Her legs stretched open and her finger began rubbing her clit. “Come get some,” she moaned.


Chapter
Seven



Aprimal urge overtook me. My chest swelled, my breathing deep and heavy. Lauren waved for me to come take her, making my dick surge in my panties.

This can’t be real. I have to be dreaming! There’s no way she actually wants me to fuck her, is there?

I knew that I couldn’t waste time wondering, I needed to act before she changed her mind. Hungrily, I climbed up the bed until I hovered over her, my mouth salivating to taste her again.

“Not so fast, Chrissy,” she smirked. “I want you to pleasure me, but I want you to do so as a woman. No dick allowed.”

I grunted my acceptance. I wasn’t exactly pleased by her request, but I wasn’t disappointed either. I would still get to taste her, to experience what I’ve desired for so long.

Lowering myself down, I couldn’t resist sneaking a sample. I leaned down and kissed her sensual collarbone, tracing it down to her breasts. Lauren moaned as her body convulsed.

My hands ran along her soft, slender body, my fingers tickling the lace of her teddy. My lips continued their journey down her supple skin, feeling her body warm as I neared her womanhood.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I breathed out as I approached her navel and flicked her piercing with my tongue.

“Shut up and eat me!” Lauren hissed, shoving my head lower.

My dick throbbed at her command. I had never heard such a sexy statement in my life. “Yes,” I let out.

Between her legs I could already smell her sweet aroma inviting me in. Her panties were moist, telling me that she was wet and ready for me. Wasting no time, I slipped my fingers under them and pulled them down, debuting her hairless pussy to me.

As Lauren spread her legs wider, there was a pang in my chest as I experienced an unholy lust swelling within. I glanced up at her, seeing her biting her lip in anticipation just beyond the sight of her perky breasts. My hand reached up and laid on her flat stomach as if to claim her and tell her she was now mine.

Then, at last, I made my move, hungrily dipping my head between her legs, ravishing her clit with long, deep licks.

Her body bucked violently as my tongue worked on her, tasting every inch and making her thighs tense around me.

Behind me I could hear the sound of coins echoing through the room, our audience clearly approved of what we were doing. The reminder of our voyeurs only turned me on more, making my dick pulse under my panties.

Desire flooded me, like a wave of ecstasy as I tasted her for the first time. I grabbed her hips, pulling her closer, eating her with a furious intensity, relishing the taste of her on my tongue.

“Oh, yeah!” Lauren cried out, her head thrown back in pleasure, her body beginning to writhe.

Her cries fueled me, telling me I was hitting the right spots and making my penis throb in response. Tasting her sweet nectar drove me crazy. I knew I could lose myself within her, that I could give into this primal passion that had been building in me since the day we met.

“Don’t stop! Keep going! More! Suck my clit like a good girl!”

Calling me a good girl reminded me of my outfit, my bra pushing my my chest, my panties showing off my ass to countless men online, and my thigh highs sliding against the bed as I claimed her clit for myself. Feeling her soft, silky lingerie against my skin made me feel like a girl, a naughty girl who was about to pleasure her roommate.

My tongue danced over Lauren’s clit, moving in deliberate circles, slow yet firm. Lauren squirmed around me, her muscles tensing as moans escaped her open mouth. My hands gripped her thighs, spreading her more open, taking control of her. For the first time today I felt like I had the power between us, I had the ability to do exactly what she wanted and she needed me.

But I needed her, too. I wasn’t done. I needed more.

My tongue worked lower, teasing her sensual slit with long, slow licks. Her moisture and aroma were in abundance, making my every sense quiver with desire. I worked my tongue deeper, sliding it inside her wet pussy, satisfying my hunger with lustful licks.

Lauren’s fingers wrapped around my hair, pulling me back up to her clit as she whined, “No, here. More here.”

I obeyed, resuming my sloppy swirls over her clit. I traced my tongue around it and then flicked it feverishly. Lauren let out a whimper as her body arched off the bed, consumed by the pleasure I was giving her.

My lips wrapped around her, sucking on her clit while darting my tongue up and down. Lauren’s fingers gripped my hair tighter, pushing me harder against her flesh.

“Damnit, Chrissy!” Lauren moaned. "I'm going to cum already!"

I stopped for a moment and stared at her, her breasts rising up and down forcefully as she caught her breath. I took the time to soak in the moment, to savor this once in a lifetime feast upon a living goddess.

Then I finished her.

Diving my head back down, I returned to Lauren’s throbbing clit with a renewed hunger. I now knew exactly what to do to make her squirm and fill her with pleasure. Lauren squealed with delight at the lick of my tongue.

The coins were crashing through the computer speakers, tips raining money for our performance. Their sounds were soon outmatched by Lauren’s bellow of ecstasy.

Lauren bucked around me, thrusting her body upward as it completely convulsed. Her aroma became thicker, her pussy wetter, her taste sweeter.

She was cumming.

“Oooooh!” she cried out.

I didn’t stop, I kept working, harder, faster. My tongue was on fire, burning with an insatiable hunger.

Then her body relaxed, melting into the bed, telling me that I had accomplished a goal that I had once thought impossible — and I had done it for all the world to see, while wearing her lingerie.

“Oh, fuck,” Lauren breathed out above me.

I crawled onto all fours, moving up towards her. I desperately wanted more, to feel her plump lips and smooth skin against mine, to thrust my yearning erection into her and make her cry out once more.

I climbed over her, staring into her sparkling blue eyes. She had a look of great gratification in them. Mine didn’t though. I could feel my eyes aflame, my lust burning fiercely within them as I gazed over Lauren like a predator. I could feel my cock raging, pre cum beading on its tip, eager for its release.

My lip curled up into a smirk as I built up the courage to make my move. “I think it’s my turn now,” I said softly.


Chapter
Eight



Iknew she wasn’t into men, I knew she had never shown interest in me before, but there, in her bed, after what I had just done to her, none of that seemed to matter anymore. We were in a different timeline, an alternative universe. I was dressed in her lingerie, still tasting her savory juices on my tongue, and I was in her bed. I had to try for more.

Lauren’s calm energy remained as she looked over me, she didn’t get upset or yell, she just squinted her eyes as she considered her options. “Let’s go see how much you’ve made,” she said.

That wasn’t a no, so that’s good. There’s still a chance.

Swiftly, she slipped out from under me and down to the edge of the bed, pulling her panties back up as she went. She settled herself in front of her computer, typing and clicking away as she smiled at the men still lingering. “Hey, guys. I’m so sorry about that, I’m not sure what came over me. Seeing all of you just really set me off today, I just needed my pussy pleasured. I hope you didn’t mind watching,” she teased.

Hearing her words made me feel used, like everything I had done was just for show, just to earn a few dollars. But I didn’t care. It was the greatest show of my life. Now I was hoping for an encore.

I joined her at the bottom of the bed to see what she was looking at, but also just to be near her. As I sat beside her she looked at me with disappointment.

“We did pretty well, but after my share and then my cut of your share, you still haven’t earned enough to cover your rent,” she explained, a twinge of glee seeping out of her voice as if she was happy that I hadn’t succeeded yet.

I scoffed at her report and then looked at her seductively. “It sounds like we need to put on a second round for them,” I replied suavely.

Lauren flashed me an amused look and then rolled her eyes. “These men are here to see me, they’re my fans. They’re not here to see your cock or to see you get pleasured,” she said quietly.

Her words made sense, but they also took the wind out of me. I wasn’t sure what was left to do, but after all of this build up I was dying to orgasm.

“So then what? What’s left?” I asked, hesitantly.

Lauren tapped her chin as she pondered. Then her eyes lit up and she turned back to her computer. “Let’s ask the men and see what they think,” she said. She composed herself and then began speaking directly to her followers, “Alright guys, thank you so much for all of your generosity today, but sadly it hasn’t been enough! Chrissy here is still short on money for rent. How do you think she should earn that? What would you like to see her do?”

Words began to scroll quickly over the screen, seemingly too quick for me to follow. At the same time, I didn’t want to see what they were saying, afraid of what might happen next.

“Let’s see… a few of them are offering to let you stay with them, rent free,” Lauren told me.

The thought of men wanting me made me gasp. I looked down at my body, covered in women’s lingerie and saw myself in a new light, a desirable light, a light in which men wanted me. I couldn’t believe how naughty it felt.

“Oh, that’s a good idea,” Lauren muttered. “That not so much. Oh, that’s amazing — and several of you want it? Then that’s what we’re going to do.”

She opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out something small, long, and pink. She turned towards me with a wicked grin across her face that told me I wasn’t about to like what she said.

“The men have spoken,” she stated as she extended the pink object towards me. “They want to use the vibrator on you.”

My brows furrowed as I tried to understand what she said. “You mean they want me to use it on you?”

“No, silly,” she laughed in a way made it seem for show. “Why don’t you bend over and I’ll show you.”

Her request made me extremely uncomfortable, not understanding how bending over would help, but at the same time I felt a strong urge to obey. A large part of me wanted to assume that position for her, for the men watching.

I turned around, bending myself over the bed. I found myself wiggling my ass, knowing that it was being ogled on the screen behind me. I bit my lip, feeling my arousal grow as a few sounds of coins filled the air.

As I put on a show, Lauren was busy fumbling through her dresser drawer. But soon I felt her approaching, her small yet powerful figure towering over my exposed ass.

There was a cool touch on my ass as I felt her push my thong to the side. A surprising pressure against my asshole made me lurch as something wet pushed its way inside.

I gasped as it slipped in further. It was thin and sleek but had a thick head that led the way. I collapsed into the bed as I reached back to feel what it was. From the feel of it, I could tell it was the pink vibrator that Lauren had shown me. I grabbed it, and gave it a tug, but Lauren quickly slapped my hand.

“No, it stays in,” she scolded me. “Gentlemen, can one of you give Chrissy her first taste?”

Suddenly, a burst surged through me, titillating my every sense. I could feel the device vibrating, sending a barrage of pleasure through me. A moan poured out of my mouth, then another, as the vibrations began to grow more intense.

“The more they tip, the stronger the vibrations,” Lauren giggled behind me. “It sounds like a few of my men are enjoying using you as their little toy.”

The buzzing continued inside me. I couldn’t believe how much I liked it, how much I liked all of this. Rolling over, I closed my eyes as my hands drifted to my chest, squeezing the cups of my bra and finding satisfaction in feeling like a woman while men pleasured my hole.

Below me I could feel Lauren running her delicate fingers along my stockings, the silky fabric tickling my shaved legs and making me feel even more feminine. Her hands worked their way up, making me quiver with desire. My body convulsed with lust, longing for her to use me, to give me the true pleasure that I needed so badly.

As I felt her cool touch on my balls, I gasped, my body trembling from the feeling of her soft hands.

This is it! This is actually happening!

I was overcome with longing, I could almost feel her mouth on my dick, sucking it with her wet, juicy lips.

Her fingers fondled my balls gently then tenderly maneuvered my dick. It almost felt like she was putting it through something, but I was too distracted to tell.

Then I knew I felt something cover the head, pushing my penis back. My eyes opened as I tried to understand the feeling, but it was too foreign to gauge. When it stopped moving and I heard a faint click, I darted upright to see what was happening.

It was then that I saw what Lauren had done. As her hands floated away, left behind was a small pink plastic cage wrapped around my dick.

“What is this? What did you do?” I cried, trying to ignore the continuing vibrations to get some answers.

Lauren backed away, coming to stand next to her bedside monitor, holding a small pair of keys in her hand. She shrugged as she pointed to the screen. “It’s a chastity cage and it was their idea,” she explained. “They thought that you would make for a much better girl if your pesky little penis was out of the way, then you could really focus on embracing your femininity. Then you could really put on a show for them.”

My jaw dropped as my eyes flashed from the screen to my caged penis and back. “When does it come off?” I whimpered desperately.

Lauren chuckled. “Well, George offered $300 to hold the keys for a week and Paul offered another $200. I think there may be a few more offers as well. Perhaps when they’re done passing the keys around, then you can have it off. Assuming you’ve paid me everything that you owe me.”

I gulped anxiously as a storm of fear and arousal battled inside me. My penis began straining against the cage, trying to grow erect, but being thwarted by the tiny plastic cage.

“They… they want to hold the keys to this cage?” I squeaked out, trying to hide the surging eroticism.

“That’s right,” Lauren grinned. “They want to help me by controlling you.”

“But for how long? This can’t go on forever, can it?” A strange part of me wanted it to do just that, the idea of dressing like this and being under the control of these strangers was becoming intensely alluring.

“Until you can become a man and pay your own bills, you’re going to be my sissy. Well, mine and theirs,” Lauren said softly. “Until then, you will continue to dress up, every day. You’re going to let me doll you up with makeup and you’re going to perform for me, and them. Do you understand?”

My heart was pounding, my dick throbbing. The idea of having my dick locked in cage for an indefinite time was unfathomable, but also sounded so right. The idea of being under Lauren’s control and letting her doll me up only made it better.

“Yes,” I breathed out. “I understand.”

The truth was, I did understand. I understood not only what she had demanded of me, but also how much I truly wanted it. I wanted to continue dressing up, I wanted to perform for her. I wanted to be hers to do with as she pleased.

I would be a good sissy for her.

For as long as she wanted.
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