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FOREWORD By CAROLLYN FAITH OLSON

It is an honor forme to introducea fabulousnew talent,TawniBonds.
Tawni is amain character in one ofmybiggest selling novels �Crowning
Glory� and now she has written her first book.

�The Night� is an exciting Erotica tale of intrigue, cross dressing,
S&M and more. I predict that, with the series of books she will release
within the next year, Tawni will become one of the most exciting au-
thors in years.

�The Night� begins innocently with Richard, who has transformed
himself into the beautiful and statuesqueHeather, standing on the bal-
cony of a hotel room exploring her feminity, but too afraid to walk
through the hotel room door and out in to public. That would all
change the following day when a note is slipped under the hotel room
door, which will change Richard/Heather�s life forever and leads the
reader on a wild erotic journey.

Tawni has been a dear friend for the last five years and one of the
most beautiful ambigender girls I have had the privilege to know.
Tawni�swriting style is as sexual and enticing as her overall beauty, so I
am sure you will love ever word of �The Night.�

So, sit back and enjoy��Or you will never know what could be.�
Love,
Carollyn Faith Olson
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THE NIGHT

By Tawni Katherine Bonds

~ ONE~

THE intense sensual sensation of the stockings slidingup his freshly shaven legs made him feel giddy with antici-pation and excitement. Pulling the satin cords tight, thentighter, the corset enfolding him, embracing him, givinghim those delicious curves transformed him,made him feelspecial, thrilling. Exotic and forbidden chills rolled throughhis body as he stepped into, then zipped up, the form-fit-ting black sleeveless dress � encasing him in soft, clingy fab-ric. The cool feel of the shoulder length satin gloves hug-ging his bare arms added to the thrill of this taboo butmagical transformation. His breathing becoming more andmore shallow and excited as he slid into the 5" stiletto heels,lifting him, shaping his legs and ass further. He applied hismake-up with great care. Each stroke of the brush, eachwave of the mascara wand bringing him closer to his fan-tasy. He slide the large dangly earrings into his piercedears, the weight of them further electrifying him. Addingbangles and rings completed the look and he was fully
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transformed.He loved feeling the taut excitement of the de-ception caressing his bodywith everymove. All of his bodybecoming a symphony of erotic sensations as the movedabout his hotel room. His every move heightening hisawareness of her sexuality, of her sensuality.
It felt so good to be a woman. Even if only in this roomand only in his head. Feeling the dress hugging his curvesformed by the corset - so tight, so confining and supportingat the same time. The silky gloved fingers gliding over hisnylon sheathed legs sending shivers up his spine and tsu-namis� all over his body. The long thick black hair of hiswigbrushing his bare back with every step or turn of his head.
All these sensations were building the sensual tensioninside his head, and his sex. Yes, to be awoman! A beautifulsensual creature. To be desired by others! To tantalize andentice theway a beautiful flower does a bee. To have the ul-timate power of allowing them or not. To make them begher. They�d do anything just to be with her, look at her. Oh,to be that woman!
He walked slowly to the full length mirror afraid to looklest the reality shatter the fantasy. Then, being unable to re-sist, he stole a quick glance at the sensuous woman he washoping to be, the sensuous woman he had become.
He was unsure if he had pulled it off, if he passed. Sooverwhelmed by the aromas and sensations he found ithard to separate the fantasy from the reality. Which, afterall he rationalized to himself, didn�t really matter. This washis private fantasy. Notmeant for the public. Notmeant foranyone but himself. This fantasy - This beautiful woman hehad become for tonight. Tall. Lean. Taut. Sensual. Erotic.Powerful in her beauty and being. Thiswas all for him.Andto think that real girls took it all for granted. Shocking, hethought. Wasteful. The great number of women he hadseen on the streets, on TV, in ads that he hadwished hewas� all taking for granted the power, beauty, the sensations,luxury of being a woman.
Then, a dangerous thought flashed across his brain. Dar-ing even. �I need to be seen by some one. I need affirma-tion.� He needed to know that he could pass, that he couldmake someone believe he was a woman. Yes. How? Go tothe bar? No, no - Much too dangerous. He might be recog-nized by a colleague or friend. The hotel staff might throw
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him out. Worse, they might not recognize him and think hewas a call girl. Orworse - aHooker. Picked up by the police.Exposed as a freak and humiliated.No, no. The rules of san-ity and safety dictate that he must never go out. Never beseen. That�s the rule. This is private. If he were caught itwould mean public shame, ridicule, labeled a pervert andrejected � or worse! But still...
To feel like a woman. To wander outside where the coolbreeze could caress him, could kick the amazing sensualcurrent coursing through his body up a notch. To feel itslide up his legs, beneath his skirt and lightly kiss his netherregion. Yes. The thrill. The sensations! Could he do it?Could he pull it off? Could he really pass as a woman?
Another look in the mirror. Yes! He could!
No, he couldn�t! Too many people and surely he wouldknow some of them. After all they were all here on busi-ness. All in the same hotel. At the same conference. What todo?
He walked around his room, hips rolling, ass swaying,stealing glances of himself in the various mirrors aroundthe room. �Act like a woman. A confidant woman. Be awoman.� Who would know? Isn�t that the secret? To just�BE� a woman. If he were comfortable with it then no onewould even take a second glance in his direction. Right?
He found himself drawn to the balcony doors. �Thedarkness will hide me from prying eyes,� he thought. Andif they did see him, they�d only see a very sexy womanlyform from afar � if anyone even bothered to look up and seehim. He�s too far away from the ground.
Butwhat if someone elsewas out on their balcony?Whatif the guy in the room next to his was standing there smok-ing or something? What if! �I have to do this!� he said tohimself! �I have to prove to myself that I can!�
Adrenaline pumping, he slid the glass doors open andtaking a deep breath, the sheer curtains fluttering aroundhim, stepped out into the night.
All he was aware of as he stepped out onto the exposedbalcony was the searing erotic electricity that was flowingthrough his body - charging every nerve ending. Every per-ception razor sharp. His breathing stopped, but every sen-
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sation, every color, sound, smell or feel was cranked up ahundred fold!
Hewas suddenly outside. The breeze doing exactly as hehad imagined! Waves of sensation rippling and rebound-ing all over his skin. His nipples hardened. Feminine sensu-ality flooded him. He was feeling exhilarated! Alive! Won-derful!
The ground below his balcony empty and dark. Noneighbors on their balcony�s. He was safe. He began tobreath again as he wrapped his arms around himself feel-ing so incredible in the cool night air. The unexpectedweight of his breast forms cradled against his arms kickedthe level of sensations up yet another notch. He slipped agloved finger beneath them and teased his own nipples,imagining, pretending and tidalwaves of sensual torturouspleasure exploded within him!
Oh! To be a glorious woman. To always be allowed tofeel these feelings, these sensations. To feel this good. To bedesired! Wanted! To have men see him and want him. Orfor that matter, beautiful women, too. Lipstick lesbians.Yes. Oh yes! Please, God! Why can�t this one wish cometrue?
Then the sound of a car coming to a stop below his bal-cony brought him back to reality and he quickly retreatedto the safety of his room. Aswonderful and fulfilling as thatexperience was, it was late and his first meeting was tooearly. Time to shed the dream and return to reality. Sadly.To become boring old Richard again. The responsibleworker drone toiling for his keep.
But also time to satisfy his manly urges and go to sleep.As he shed layer after layer of �Her� the feeling of being awoman stayed with him. He lay back on the bed, sur-rounded in a sea of fluffy comforters, his own hands beganto drift over his imagined female body. The light touchesand caresses filling him with the heat of a woman in need.His eyes closed, his mind fully open to the woman he hadbecome, he lost himself in an ever building orgasm until hecould not hold back anymore.He exploded all over himself,hot sticky fluids landing on his eyelids, mouth, neck,breasts and tummy, until he was spent. And then, in thesoftness of the evenings fantasy, he drifted off to a deep,
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warm, wonderful sleep � only to wake up a bit disap-pointed that he was, in fact, just Richard.

TWO

AFTER a long, day filled with endless meetings, mean-ingless business chatter and mediocre conference food,Richard returned to his room drained and feeling too tiredto even indulge in last evening�s fantastic fantasy activities.Too tired to think. Too tired to even fantasize about it. Heflung his coat and briefcase on the bed and collapsed into achair by the phonewhere he could jack into the internet andbegin to work his way through his mountain of officeemails � the result of being out of the office for even a day.As he sat there, reading through the emails his mind beganto drift, his eyes to wander � and that�s when he noticed it:A red envelope lay on the floor by his door.
It was not addressed. It had no markings on it at all ex-cept his room number. He turned it over, nothing on theback, but it was sealed with a red wax oval containing theletter �A�. He thought he could smell a faint aroma of flow-ers. �Curious,� he thought. He broke the seal and openedthe envelope and slid out a thick, textured card with a typewritten note on it:

Beautiful woman:
You are cordially invited to the pent-
house tonight at 11PM. Please
attend dressed as you were last night
on your balcony.
A vision. A dream.
Do not be afraid. I know you. I know
what you want. What you need. What
you deserve.
I can grant you your deepest wish.
Please come. Or you�ll never know
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what could be.
~ Love ~
He dropped the note like it had suddenly burst intoflames. He was stunned and afraid. He was appalled andpanicked as horrific thoughts of the end of his career andlife as he knew it raced through his head. �Who sent this?Who SAW me? What do they want??? Blackmail? Oh myGod!!!! I am so screwed!!� But, deep down, he was also justa little bit excited. Someone had seen him and someonethought he was a beautiful woman! He HAD passed!
He stared at the card on the floor. That smell of flowersrose up tomeet him as he pondered the situation?Hismindwas a jumble of confusion, fear and dread.He tried to sort itall out: Of course going to anyone�s room was out of thequestion. Especially dressed as a woman. It was just neverever going to happen. As a matter of fact, he is never goingto dress again. What was going though his mind last night?Best just to forget the whole thing andmaybe it�ll all just goaway.
Still, the card that lay on the floor beckoned to him as thescent of flowers rose through the air. Someone thought hewas a beautiful woman! Someone was interested in him, atleast from a distance. The answer to the question he wassearching for last night: � could he pass � was lying on thefloor. It said �yes� � at least at a distance. The desire to livehis fantasy oncemorewas ignited in him again� even if hedid not leave the room tonight! He had to feel thosemagicalsensations again! He had to fill his should with those feel-ings again. He just had to!
He picked up the note, sniffed it, studied the wordsagain and lay it on the desk next to his laptop. No. He couldnot do this thing, but it was so amazing that someone hadasked!
Hewent back to his emails but, more so than before, notefloated in his head. The perfume surrounded him. His con-centration was shot and he found himself surfing theInternet instead of working. He stopped on a website hevisited from time to time. It was filled with very feminine,hot and lovely CDs, TGs, and real GGs. Hismind seemed toalways be dreaming of being one of them � so beautiful,sexy, confident, alluring, naturally beautiful. A knock on
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the door interrupted his dreaming. He glanced around atad confused and surprised. Another knock on the doorand something slide under it - ANOTHER REDENVELOPE. He froze where he sat, staring at it for a beatbefore almost knocking his chair over as he dashed to thedoor and grabbed it.
It was sealed with the same wax seal with the letter �A�.His breath caught and with shaking fingers he fumbled itopen. Inside was a hand drawn likeness of a woman on thebalcony - awoman thatmight resemble him from last night.Long flowing hair, short tight dress, beautiful long legsand, to his gratification, a soft, beautiful feminine face.There was only one word on the page, hand-written in redink: �Please�
The inner woman and man he was seemed to be doingbattle inside his head as he felt both excited and terrified atthe same time. �What was going on here?� he thought. �Isthis getting kind of creepy? Or�� No. He could not evenconsider going. He had too much at stake. His job, his life,his family and friends would brand him and make him anoutcast if they ever found out about him. He�d lose it all ifanyone discovered this sick side of him � he would risk los-ing it all and his life would be destroyed.
But nonetheless, 15 minutes later he found himself soak-ing in a hot bubble bath mulling it all over. Turning itaround and around inside his head. Fantasizing. Dreamingabout what might be if he did it. Wondering if he had thecourage to follow this dream. He lay back and closed hiseyes, and it all began to unfold before him� to reveal itselfin the best light possible:
She knocks on the door. Footsteps. It swings open revealing atall attractive man dressed in an expensive tailored suit. Tension.Fear. The man smiles, charming, and then takes her hand, leadingher into the lavish suite. He gently strokes her hair. Caresses herchin, looks deep into her eyes as a servant offers them glasses ofchampagne. He takes two glasses and dismisses the servant. Hetoasts her. They sip the bubbly and then he takes her in a romanticembrace. Then lifting her in his strong arms, sweeping her off herfeet, carries her away into the bedroom � thick fur blankets, a fire-place, warm and inviting. He gently lays her on the deep plushpile of fur before the fireplace, hands her the glass of champagne
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and settles beside her. Close. The heat from his body drawing herinto an embrace, igniting her passion as she returns the�
Bam!! He woke with a start, water splashing! What washe dreaming!? He wasn�t this sick was he! A homosexual!Even a cross-dresser who goes out in public. He couldnever go to a stranger�s door dressed as awoman. Not evenconsider it! Had he lost his mind!? He got out, toweled off,slipped into a hotel robe and turned on the television, as hesettling on his bed. A report on the latest fashionswas play-ing across the screen. Headline: Shape is back in! Corsetsand curves. Shorter skirts and heels are coming back too.Good.
He lay back, closed his eyes and tried to relax. What wasthat sound?His eyes drifted to the door. There, on the floor,was another red envelope. He sat up. The envelope calledto him but he thought, �Wow, this guy just did not give up!He�s either crazy or crazy persistent.�He stared at the enve-lope. �But still,� he thought, �it�s kind of cool that someonewants me that much.� Then that rational part of himselfkicked in, �There has got to be away to stop thiswithout ex-posing myself to the entire hotel. Without exposing that Iam cross dress being stalked by some random trannychaser!�
Glancing back to the envelope he became annoyed at thisintrusion. �How dare whoever this was!� he picked it up,turned it over � same wax seal - and without thinkingopened it. Inside it this another note and a card key:

Don�t afraid. Come.
You�ll be glad you did.
~ Love ~

�Yeah,� he said harshly, �Fat chance Buster!� He tossedthe envelope and card key into the wastebasket. �Maybe Ishould change rooms,� he thought. �Maybe I should dothat tonight. Now.� And he flopped down on the bed andthought about this� and as he did, his laptop screen lit upwith an image. �Odd.� He thought. He had an eerie feelingas he rose from the bed and looked more closely at thescreen. It was a grainy image of a woman. On a balcony!And � it was � HIM! Or Her � someone had snapped a
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photo of him last night. The anglewas from the ground, butwas pretty clear.
For the second time in one night he was shocked and ter-rified. And enticed. The image was him all right. No doubtabout that. And maybe he was prejudiced but he thoughthe looked like a pretty attractive woman. Not at all like aguy in a dress � his biggest fear and one that he thought thecold light of day would reveal. The woman in the picturehad great legs � no doubt about that. She also had a niceslender body with a tiny waist! �Has this image been doc-tored?� he wondered aloud. �My waist isn�t that small, isit?�
Then some remnant of sanity raised its head: �Wait!!!�he thought, �I should be more concerned that someone hadtaken this picture ofme, foundmy email address and sent itto me! That�s the real crux of the matter!? Just what was go-ing on here? But then again,� he smiled to himself, �the girlin that image is really attractive.� As he stared at it all thefeelings he had experienced last night flooded hismind andbody. The yearning to dress again grew. The need to feelthose feelings again: the feelings of being a woman. Theneed. The desire.
He looked at the clock. Eight PM.Maybe he did have theenergy to dress again tonight. He would not be attendingthe mystery man�s party � that was for darned sure! Butthat didn�t mean he couldn�t experience those feelings andsensations again, here in his room, did it? Giving in to thistidal pull of his soul, throwing all the mysteries of the mo-ment out the window, he responded to his question: Yes!Let�s do it!
And a short time later�

THREE

HE was �Her� again. Every fiber of his body seemedcharged. Transformed. The palpable sensations of the femi-nine fabrics against his skin. The aromas of the make-up.The electric tingles rushing all over his body. The tinklingof the dangling earrings and jangles of bracelets. The feel of
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the stockings sheathing his bare legs and the caresses of hisgloved hands.
Yes. He was definitely �Her� again. And in spite of all thewarning bells going off somewhere deep inside his head, hefound himself out on the balcony again. Soaking in the sen-sations of the night. Drunk with the feel of it all. With thistaste of womanhood. And knowing that on this very bal-cony some �Don Juan� had fallen for this image of a woman,Him, only made it all that much more intoxicating and ex-citing. That much more erotic. That much more powerful.He was a woman. A believable, attractive woman. And hehad proof!
He caressed his bare arms. Let the breezes caress his legs.Let his long black hair fall past his shoulders and cascadedown his back. The breeze ruffling it against his bare backsending thrills and chills coursing through him. All hissenses alive, yet lost in the sensual haze of being thiswoman.
He jumped at the harsh sound of a knock on his door. Infear, he retreated into the shadows as the stupidity andfoolishness this situation flooded back to him: A mandressed as a woman in a foreign city. He signed deeply.
The knock came again. �Room service�, the voice said.
He crept to the door and looked out the peephole. Awaiter with a cart standing by the door, distorted throughthe peephole to be almost cartoonish. On the linen coveredcart were three dishes under cover and a rose in a vase.�Room service�, he said again, looking straight into at thepeephole. He pulled back from the hole, �He saw me! Heknows someone is here.�
�Um� I didn�t order any room service.� He saidthrough the closed door.
�Yes, Ma�am, it was sent to you with the compliments ofanother hotel guest. I have been instructed to give you thisnote as well.� He looked back through the peephole. In thewaiter�s hand was another red envelope!
�Um, OK. Ah, yes.� Pause, �Just leave it by the door,please.�
�I�m sorry Ma�am, I have to have you sign, Ma�am.�
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�O.K. Um. Giveme aminute.� Feeling trapped, hismindraced to figure out what to do. �OK just, just bring it in. I�llbe in the bathroom.� He quickly scanned the room for find-ing that he had left, scattered around the room, all mannerof female articles of clothing and accessories: Stockings,shoes, a dress, make up, a wig head.
Knock, Knock, Knock!
�Umm!Ok! Ah�� and he just leapt into the bathroom ashe unlocked the front door. Maybe the waiter would thinkthis was just a normal woman�s room. Maybe the waiter�Wait!? The waiter called him �Ma�am.� What???? Did hehave a female voice? His thought was interrupted by thesounds of thewaiter entering the room.He locked the bath-room door and listened as the waiter rolled the cart in andset the service up on the table. He could hear the sounds ofsomething being poured into a glass, the rattle of the silver-ware and the approaching footsteps of the waiter.
The waiter knocked on the bathroom door, asking,�Please sign, Ma�am?�
�Right. Uh� Just slip it under the door here?� he said ashe cringed at the horrible falsetto voice hewas suddenly af-fecting.
The check slid under the door and a pen followed it. Hesigned, adding a generous tip, hoping that that might si-lence the man from sharing anything he may have seenwith his colleagues. He slid it back out and listened as thewaiter said, �Thank you, Ma�am. Have a good night!� andleft.
When he heard the door close, he cautiously opened thebathroomdoor, peering around to be sure that hewas aloneagain. The waiter had laid out a beautiful table. The vasewith the single red rose in it was set thoughtfully in theback center and a cut crystal glass filled with a dark smokyaromatic liquidwas the focal point of the array. A red enve-lope was leaning against the glass. He stood staring at it,transfixed. Afraid. And yet attracted to it. Curiosity grow-ing.
He cautiously approached the table, studying the ele-gant elements laid out before him. He was suddenly veryaware that in spite of being dressed as he was, this was notall fun and games. That something was hanging in the air
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and he was not sure what it was. He stopped, feeling thetension in the room, the electricity in the air, the desire togive in, and the fear and sanity to reject. This battle in hishead was paralyzing. He could sense that something wasabout to change as he reached out for the envelope.
Slowly, he opened it and read:

Come
You�ll be so glad you did.

�That�s it!? � He said out loud. �That�s all there is!?� Hewas angry and a bit un-nerved at the same time. Who doesthis guy think he is?! Who was this guy?!
He sat down in a huff, crossing his legs. The move dis-tracting him as he noticed how effortlessly and enticinglyhe had just performed this very sexy female move. Howshapely his legs were. The feel of the stockings slidingagainst one another teased his senses again. He ab-sent-mindedly picked up the drink and sipped it. As the liq-uid warmed his throat he suddenly was angry again. An-gry at the intrusion of this phantom man.
The drinkwaswarm and velvety. Scotch?No.He sippedit again. Not quite, but similar. It was full of flavor that hecould not place. He drank again. The warmth of it spread-ing through him as his absent-minded stroking of his leg re-ignited the sensual waves shimmering up and down hisspine. He was feeling� erotic.
He picked up the note. �Come�. Come indeed hethought.He stood and crossed the room to thewastebasket,catching a glimpse of herself in the full-length mirror. Shepaused and looked. Really looked. Studying the woman inthe mirror, herself, closely. Could he pull off this decep-tion? Could he pass? In public? Did he have the strength ofwill and confidence to strut out that door?
She felt in this moment, looking at herself in the mirror,thatmaybe she could.Maybe shemight.Maybe she should!
�Why not?� she said out loud. And hearing her ownvoice coming out of that female vision in the mirrorbrought the entire affair to a crashing halt. The voice of aman. Not the sultry voice of the woman he thought he wasbeing.
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He flopped down in a depressed heap and took a gulp ofthe drink - deflated and depressed that he could not pull offthe deception. That he could not go on thismysterious date.He sipped again. Maybe the drink would give him courageor at the very leastmake himdrunk enough to believe in themirror and not his voice. He gulped the rest of the drinkdown. All gone. �Now what?� he asked himself a bit mo-rosely. �Now what?�
As he sat there he began to review the evening so far. Thewaiter had heard his voice and repeatedly referred to himas �Ma�am.� What was that all about? Maybe he is beingtoo harsh on himself. Maybe his voice did pass. Maybe? Hesaid a fewwords out loud.He altered his pitch �well, not somuch his pitch as where in his body his voice was centered.He raised it to the top of his neck. Yes! That sounded better.Shifting his attention to the TV, where a female newscasterwas reporting, he listened to her voice � it was actuallylower pitched than his but it was somuchmoremodulated.He gave that a try� WOW! That helped a bit. Maybe hecould speak in a female sounding voice � sort of. Maybe hecould get awaywith it if he onlywhispered. Didn�tMarilynMonroe talk like that? He tried it out. �Happy. Birthday.Mr. Pres �i-dent.� Nope � that just sounded dumb.
Jumping up he changed the channel to a talk showwith afemale host and guest. He listened to their voices, focusingon their pitches and then he noticed something that hadnever occurred to him - that they were using words differ-ently� They were saying things like, �I wonder how thatmade you feel?� instead of, �How�d you feel?� They weregesturing more than he did. He was beginning to feel likehe understood something fundamental about women andhow they communicate. It was intense. Sitting on the cornerof the bed, his legs together, heels flat on the floor, he reallystudied the woman on the TV, but his senses were beingflooded with what? More detail? Yes. There was more de-tail in this room. And the colors were richer, subtler as well.He looked around� so many different shades of white andred and blue than he had ever noticed before. He looked atthe red envelope, the red was so rich, a Chinese red, hethought. His body was feeling lighter and more �in tune(?)like he was really here. �What is happening to me?� hethought. �I�m feeling� so� wonderful.�
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Was it the drink? Thisworried him a great deal. He stoodup and went to the mirror paying very close attention tohow he was doing: Balance seems� better than ever inthese 5-inch heels. His eyesight was clear. He started doingmath in his head to check his facilities. No. He wasn�tdrunk. He wasn�t �impaired� in any way. He was just see-ing and feeling so much more � as if a veil had been liftedand he was now really and truly present in this life. Wow!What ever that drink was, he wanted more and he was go-ing to have to find out where he could get it!
He stared at herself in the mirror and liking what he sawdecided that she was up for an adventure. Maybe not a ren-dezvouswith a stranger but somethingmore than hiding inthis room.
And in that moment she knew it was time. Time to go.Time act on this courage and see what she could really do.Time to be real. And oddly, for the first time ever, she feel-ing very confident she could be a real woman - at least for awhile. And that was a very intoxicating feeling and it wasflowing through him, giving him the power to do it.
She fixed her lipstick feeling the soft, sensual clothinggliding against her skin and the cool air caressing her legsagain, s/he knew that it was, indeed, time. Time to let it allin, all the sensations that surrounded her, flooded her asshemoved. She knew that the experience of being awomanis the ultimate experience for him. The experience she wasborn to feel, to be, to live. And he was in its power.
As she turned the doorknob to leave she found yet an-other red envelope on the floor.

Come to me having no fear.
I am a friend and can be trusted.

If you would be more comfortable,
then meet me in the bar.
I will be waiting for you there
for twenty minutes from 10:40 on
I will make myself known.
Please, do come, pretty Girl.
You will not regret it.
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~Love,
A.

This time it was signed with an initial, �A.�

FOUR

HE paced the room restlessly, his stiletto heels musicallytapping away on the wooden floor by the door when hecrossed it. The empowering feelings he had just experi-enced were fast evaporating.
He glanced over at the glass on the table. Empty. Heraised it to his lips and let the last few warming drops of itdrip onto his waiting tongue.
Yes, dressing in the room was fast losing its thrill.�Maybe just once down the hotel hallway. Who would seeme?� he thought. �And if anyone did, who would know itwas me?� He brightened at the thought. He strode over tothemirror to check his face. Butwhen he sawherself staringback, the face in the mirror said aloud, �That�s a stupidthought.� Her newfound voice startled her. He liked it. Hewanted to hear more of it so he added, �Stupid for Richard,but�� and here she added a sexy little sound, �mmmm,maybe not for me?� She tried it again, �OhHoney, don�t beso hard on yourself.� She said. Then in a more breathyvoice, �Oh Sweetie, you look fantastic. Just do it and live alittle!�
She went out onto the darkened balcony, the cool nightair embracing her. The unmistakable ecstasy of sensualelectricity blazing up and down her body. The thrill of it all� even the danger of it all. Maybe more so because of thedanger of it!
�I�m like a junkie who needs bigger and bigger thrills �,she said, and this time, without trying, her voice was evenmore feminine. She smiled. �Ooohhh God! PLEASE Makeme a real girl. Even if just for one night!� And her voice wasthat of a woman�s: a deep, velvety, sexy, sultry femalevoice.
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She resolved to venture once down the hotel hallway. Tothrow caution to the wind. No one would be in the hallwayat this time of night - would they?
As she headed towards the door, she stopped once moreto touch up her makeup. As she turned and saw the cutcrystal glass on the tray she realized she might need a bitmore courage. So, breaking her cardinal rule of never con-suming anything from the over-priced Mini-bar, sheopened a mini-bottle of wine, poured it into a glass anddowned it in one go. She straightened her clothing; one lastlook in the mirror, and feeling her courage peaking shestrode to the door.
She peered through the door�s peephole: No one in thehallway. She stood, straining her hearing for any soundsthat might signal approaching danger.
She cracked open the door. Silence. Pause. Her heartbeating amillionmiles aminute now. Slowly she opened it.No one in the hallway. Dead quiet.
He was scared. She was alive! He was a woman. Shestrode out into the hallway. Every nerve end buzzing. Ev-ery molecule of her body straining to hear someone com-ing. She strutted down the length of the corridor swingingher hips, which her heels made almost natural. �Relax. Be awoman. Smaller steps. Sink into it. Squeeze the thighs to-gether. One foot directly in front of the other. Shoulders andelbows back. Loosen those hips. Yes! That�s it. Sensuous.Slow. Cat-like.�
She stopped to study herself in themirror-covered eleva-tor doors. He was a woman (if you didn�t look too closely).The corset shaped his waist wonderfully. She had a tinywaist, sexy hips. A well proportioned chest � thanks to thebreast forms.Her long dark hair falling to the side revealingone long dangling silver earring. His lips were red and full.His bright blue eyes were beautiful, sexy eyes with thesmoky make-up on. Yes he was passable.
�DING!� The sound sent an electrical shock through hisbody that made him actually jump! The elevator doors slidopen. He turned, frightened, and began to hurry down thehallway back to his room. Two young men deep in conver-sation exited the elevator, seeming not to notice him. Hewas afraid to look back. And she was afraid not to. Were
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looking at him/her? Did they know? Of course they did.They had to. Who was he fooling?
At his room door he turned the handle. The handle didnot move. LOCKED!
Of course it was locked. When was it ever not? The key?OHMYGOD! THE KEY!!! He had forgotten the key. It wasin the room on the desk with her purse!
What was he going to do now? The two guys were ap-proaching. And as full scale panic set in he said out loud,�Oh my God!�
�Having trouble miss?� one of men inquired.
She shook her head no. Now was not the time to try hisnew female voice out. What if he was completely delu-sional and was truly fooling himself. He could not risk it.
�Locked out,� said the second one.
�Oh my God!� he thought in a panic. �What do I do!?�
�Excuse me,� she blurted out as she turned her back tothem and headed towards the elevators. He could feel theireyes tracking her down the hallway. �Slow down youdummy,� he thought to himself. �You are giving yourselfaway!!� And he tried to relax back into the powerful,slinky, female walk she had developed. Taking smallerpanicked but less hurried steps, her butt swayingwith eachone, she continued down the hallway that seemed to be athousand miles long suddenly.
Then he heard the rise and fall of a �Wolf� whistle comefrom one of those guys.
He heard the second guy say �Whoa! Did you see that?�as he turned the corner to the elevators.
He was devastated. She had been �read!� Found out. Hehad failed in this horrible impersonation and was in apickle. He was trying to figure out how to get back into hisroomwithout being found out as the receding voices of thetwo guys continued, �Man, she was hot! We should helpher...� Whatever his friend replied was lost in the risingnoise of panic in his head.
�What should I do? Call the front desk? Go to the frontdesk? NO! Oh God! What a mess. What a mess!� He stoodat the closed elevator doors looking at the reflection of him-self in their polished surface. Looking at himself being mis-
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erable and trying to figure out what to do. Where to go forhelp. But in the end all he could do was utter forlornly,�What a mess. What a mess!� out loud in desperation.
�I think I can help you,� a low sultry voice said. By habithe turned but he wasn�t prepared for what he saw: A tall,gorgeous, auburn haired woman with the most beautifulface ever. She was stunning. She was everything he had al-ways wanted to be. Sexy. Confident. Killer body. Magnifi-cent breasts. Tiny waist. Long exquisite legs ending in sexyhigh-heeled shoes. Over-the-elbow leather gloves. Tight,short, sexy black dress. And her features were perfect. Asmall, full mouth. A perfect elegant nose and two of themost sensuous beautiful green eyes he had ever seen. Theywere absolutely dripping with sensuality.
She put her hand gently on his arm and purred softly,�Come with me, Sweetheart.�
And he did. He had too. He wanted to.
The elevator door opened and she ushered him in. Shepushed �L� for lobby as the doors slid shut. Silence. Floor af-ter floor flashed past on the wall counter. This extremelyhot woman standing next to him asked, �Were you comingdown to meet me, Darling?� She said this as she put hergloved hand on his bare upper arm.
Hewas stunned for the second time in as manyminutes.This woman� this sensual creature next to him�had seenhim as a �her� on the balcony last night and wanted to meetwith him? Um, her. �I mean who am I?� he thought. �Whatam I?�
Did she know? How could she not know?! He was hav-ing trouble understanding what was going on? His mindslowly hazed over as his situation became more real to himand at the same time, more surreal to him.
�Men can be a bit scary, can�t they?� She said in a sultry,teasing voice, a slow sexy smile lighting up her face.
�Ummm�yes,� he whispered.
She slid her arm gently around his waist. The warmththat it radiated � oh my. The sensuous heated feeling thatflowed from the contact filled himwith a glowing trust. Sheleaned closer and whispered in his ear, �You are so beauti-
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ful, my Dear.� Her hot breath tingling his skin, igniting hissensual feelings, �Shall we get that drink, Beautiful?�
And she kissed him on the lips. A wet, sensuous, tin-gling, wild, electric kiss that exploded hismind. Lipstick onlipstick! More sensual and erotic than he could have everimagined. She pulled back and looked into his eyes, thensmiled a deep all devouring smile.
�I think I may have found heaven�, she purred.

FIVE

The elevator doors opened and he found himself in thelobby of the hotel. People were everywhere: People at thefront desk, at the concierge. Others, just coming into thelobby from the night. They all stared at him.Or them?Whata sight they must make.
The reality of where he was and how he was dressedcame crashing in on him with a physical shock to his bodythat he staggered.What the hell was he doing!?He could feelevery eye on him as his heels clicked much too loudly onthe marble floor as they crossed the lobby to the bar.
Then it occurred to him that maybe they staring at thestunning woman with him, guiding him? Was it all her?Maybe he was all but invisible next to her beauty? Walkingwith their arms around each other�s waists. A Transvestiteand aGoddess.What a sight theymust be! �Maybe I shouldjust go with it,� he thought to himself.
Nervously he took another quick glance around theroom. Yes they all were stopped in their tracks. SomeManhattan housewife was scolding her husband to �closeyour mouth and stop drooling.� And as they continuedthrough the lobby, what little courage he had had wasquickly shrinking into nothingness. He wished that hecould disappear from the face of the earth. His embarrass-ment rising quickly, flushing his face red - even through themake-up!
The Goddess that was now guiding him into the bar andtowards a table by the window. Every head in the placeturned to appraise them, to �clock� them, making him feelhumiliated at his bad female appearance. They all know.
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They had to. As they sat down, the Goddess leaned closeand whispered, �You are very beautiful. And they werestaring at us because we are quite a pair: Two stunninglybeautiful women. Either of us alone would stop traffic. Buttogether...Well, women like us usually have a couple of hotguys around so we can drape ourselves on their arms andbecome their little play things as well as buy us anythingwewant. So get rid of your fears, My Sweet. You are beauti-ful. Now just sit back and watch what happens next.�
And exactly as if it was written in a movie script, thewaitress came over to them and put two glasses of whitewine down before them. �Compliments of the gentlemen atthe bar,� she said, indicatingwith her head. He stole a peakin the direction the waitress had indicated and glimpsedtwo businessmen at the bar staring at them, then raisingtheir glasses in a toast.
The stunning woman who had brought him here, sug-gested that Heather close her mouth, smile at them andthen focus her attention back here. �I�m Alexandra,� shesaid, �My friends call me Alex. And you are...?�
She glanced around the room again. Yes, everyone wasstill looking at them. But as his gaze wouldmeet theirs theywould look away, or worse, raise their glass and offer ahopeful smile.
�And you are?� Alex repeated.
�I am�� and she paused, thinking, �What do I call my-self? She had never named this version of herself. And shewas surprised as she found herself saying, �Heather.�Heather she thought? Where�d that come from?
She took a gulp of herwine and crossed her legs. Amovethat seemed to attract even more attention from just aboutevery man in the bar. �My goodness,� she thought, as shelightly stroked her calf, �I could get to like this� attention.�She scanned the room noticing that every eye was on herand that made her feel kind of powerful and yet, still notcompletely convinced that she was pulling off this wonder-ful illusion. Alex leaned in closer to her and under the coverof the table, lightly stroked Heather�s knee, creating newchills cascading and tumbling through her, terminating in,to his surprise, his sex. �Men are so easy when you know
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how to do it,� Alex said. �And you seem to be a naturalSweetie.�
Alex sat back and raised her glass, �To women.� Alexsipped it and Heather took another small gulp of hers. Shefelt the warmth of the liquid flow through her, relaxing hera bit. She took another sip and before she knew it her glasswas empty and she was feeling a bit more �normal�.
In a low sultry voice Alex said, �You are a stunning girl,my sweet Heather.�
Heather replied, �Me? You�re the stunning one, Alex. Iwish I was you.�
�Really?� she asked raising an eyebrow in a knowinglook and chuckled. Her hand began lightly caressingHeather�s knee again, steadily moving up her leg, furtherconfusing Heather with the resulting exquisite rush of feel-ings. But before Heather could answer, the waitress wassetting two more glasses of wine on the table. �With thecompliments of the two gentlemen over there,� she said in-dicating the fireplace.
Alex and Heather glanced at the two smiling men by thefireplace, who, like the others before, raised their glasses ina silent toast to them. They were dressed in business suits,dark and well cut. Expensive shoes, clean cut, both darkand handsome. �And so it goes,� Alex said toasting thegentlemen, a flirtatious smile playing on her lips � thenturning back to Heather.
Heather didn�t have time to think about that meant. Itwas all happening just too fast. Too wonderful. Too muchlike a fantasy. A confused whirling dervish of sensationsand emotions. And ones that she was beginning to realizeshewas kind of okaywith. She had always thought that shewas a Lesbian trapped in a man�s body. And that hadworked out for him so far. But he had never dreamed of be-ing with a man. That was kind of yucky and just not right.Being dressed as a woman was �not right� enough, butwhen you add that to being with a man when dressed thisway � well, that was really not right� but, to his/her sur-prise, he was liking the attention. Liking the power. Enjoy-ing the free drinks. And discovering that as long as themendid not want to beat the crap out of him for wanting to be agirl, and did not start trying to hold or kiss him, well, he
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was kind of okay with it. And that confused him. And hemade amental note to figure this out later when he was notfeeling so wonderful from the wine, attention, clothing andof course, Alex being such a hot woman. As amatter of fact,this was kind of cool � a dream come true!
The guys from the fireplace came over to the table andasked if they could join them. �What do you think,Heather?� Alex asked with an inviting flash of smile tothem.
Panic! Wait. Stop. No. This is not� �Um. Sure. I sup-pose,� Heather replied, not sure how to get out of this andwhat �this� was that she was getting into. It was gettingscary again. Could they tell? Could anybody tell? His fearof being read flooded back and all her confidence disap-peared. He tried to not look at the men, turning his headaway, hoping that the long hair of the wig would hide hisface.
�I�mMike and this is Dan,� the onewith the dreamy blueeyes said.
Alex replied, �This is Heather and I�m Alex. Pleased tomeet you.�
�You girls are,� he paused for effect, raising an eyebrow,�very beautiful.� He said this turning to Heather who wasstill looking away.
�Thank you,� Alex purred. �Here on business?�
�Oh yes. We most definitely are!� Mike replied. �And Ican see you two are here on business as well,� he addedwith a wink.
Alex took the measure of him in that moment, fullycatching his meaning. �No,� she replied coolly, �just intown for the conference.�
�That�s what we�re here for as well,� the Mike said as heleaned in closer. �We work for Dewitt-Loral,� added Dan.�We manufacture boxes and manikins. And we thoughtyouwould be a perfect model to take a cast for our new lineof �Elegant Girl� manikins.�
�Oh, does that pay well?� Alex idly inquired as her eyesdrifted around the room.Heather still was not looking at ei-ther of the men, growingmore andmore uncomfortable bythe second.
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�Let me clarify,� Mike hurriedly interjected. �Takingcasts to make molds from � yes, we pay for that. It pays re-siduals � sort of like modeling but, um, well, maybe we cantalk about this over dinner?� he asked hopefully.
�Would you excuse us for a moment?� Alex said as sherose and pulledHeather with her. �Powder our noses.� Sheexplainedwith a wink as they left the table. Once theywerein the relative safety of the powder room Alex turned toHeather and asked, �Are you interested in these� ah,� andshe made air quotes with her fingers, �gentlemen?�
�No. Absolutely not,� She stated. �Listen. I�ve got to tellyou something.�
�I know,� Alex replied. �You�re straight. They all are�until they are not.�
Heather looked confused, then angry. �I�m not lookingfor a date!� she emphatically whispered. �I wouldn�t evenknowwhat to do on one! And if these guys find out I�m nota girl� well, then�� she trailed off looking worried.
�Oh, you�re good, Sweetie, but not that good,� Alex an-swered her back. �Let me set you straight. Your hands,Adam�s Apple. Too big, but easy to disguise if you knowhow.� She smiled a inviting sultry smile. �And I knowhow,Lover.�
Heather looked at Alex surprised and more confusedthan before. She sputtered, �Then� what am I� I mean�Oh my God!! What�s�� Alex put a finger to Heather�s lipsto quiet her.
�You will make an absolutely incredible sexy lookingsexy woman, Pet. And I can help you complete your jour-ney. Yes, I am that good, and I have done it many times be-fore with girls like you. But none of them have had the po-tential you do. Your look is all ready so good. So hot. You�rewithin reach of perfection. Of being the absolute most stun-ning and desirable woman ever. Beautiful, inviting and in-nocent, with just the right amount of smoldering sensualityabout you. And the perfect drug for my special addiction:Women.God, I lovewomen. I hope youdo too, Baby-girl."
Heather was stunned yet again. She was not sure whatwas happening. If she let herself believe it, she might haveaccidentally wandered into the most erotic, perfect dreamscenario ever! She might have a shot with Alex � as incredi-
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ble as that seemed. Then it hit him. �A shot with Alex?!� Aguy (or girl) like himdidn�t have a snowball�s chance in hellof ever having someone like her. He was thinking aboutsleeping with Alex? Laughable, but he was so incrediblyturned on by the thought. He was so incredibly hot rightnow. Was that the wine talking? His �man�s brain� takingover? Should he be thinking of her �that way�? Should heNOT be thinking of it!? He WAS a lesbian trapped in aman�s body, for Goodness sake! And this was his dreamcome true.Maybe thewinewas confusing him. Andmaybeit didn�t matter.
�Come on. Let�s at least have some fun with these guys.Tease themwith a smile, a little fluttering of the eyes and in-nocence; torture themwith little accidental touches, a handon their arm, letting our skirts hike up just a tad. Drive �emcrazy and then leave �em frustrated and to their own de-vices,� She laughed. �They kind of deserve it, you know. Imean, what�s up with that �I can see you�re here on busi-ness� stuff?�
�I don�t know,� Heather said with an unsure voice.�I-I-I�ve never been out before. I don�t know what to do.How to act? And if I am really not passing�.�
Alex looked at her for a beat, lust burning in her eyes.She pulled Heather to her and embraced him tightly.Heather became even more flustered and confused withthis new onslaught of emotions flooding him. His bodystiffened. But then, Alex�s aroma, her touch, the softness ofher hair on his cheek - He melted into the embrace.
�My baby,� Alex cooed, kissing him on the cheek, eyes,nose, with those sensual, luscious lips of hers. �My sexy lit-tle girl,� she purred. �I�ll teach you all you�ll ever need toknow. Just follow my lead.�
Their electric passion from the embrace was steadily in-creasing, adding to the heat and confusion he was feeling.The chills. Thewaves of tingling pleasure boomeranging allover his body. Clouding his/her mind. He was drunk fromthe closeness of her and her sweet sensual scent. Thiswoman. This stranger who knew his darkest, deepest de-sires. And it was O.K.!!!!!!!!! This, Heather acknowledged toherself, was a dream coming true!
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At that very moment, Alex�s tongue snaked into hismouth, prying his lips apart. Taking him. Being the aggres-sor. A surge of her tantalizing full-tilt erotic power flowedinto him, making him shudder, weakening his knees. Alexcould feel him submitting to her and began to use all her fe-male powers of erotic sensual touches, kisses, and heat -playing him like a fine instrument. A lick, a nibble, a caress.Heather abandoned herself to Alex. Her hands drifteddown to his butt. He swooned. Alex played on, pushingnew buttons that he did not even know he had. Her headfell back, his hair falling, tickling his bareback. One ofAlex�s hands strayed to a sex-hardened nipple under thebreast form he was wearing. Lightly. Back and forth. Feel-ing it grow harder under her touch. And then a pinch.Heather moaned, feeling his body alive with pure sexualenergy. In his mind, in this moment, he became a woman.He became a woman.
Alex, lifted Heather�s head and pulled her closer untilHeather�s face was buried in the crook of Alex�s neck. �Wehave two very eager gentlemen waiting for us, my Pet. Dowe need to make our apologies and continue this up in thePenthouse?�
Heather opened her eyes slowly in a sweet haze of sen-sual desire. Took in all of Alex�s beauty and simply said, �Iam yours.�
Alex ran a fingernail gently up Heather�s spine sendingmore jolts of erotic energy careening through her body.�First, lets take a rain-check from the guys. Then off to thePenthouse,� Alex declared. �But first, we do need a littletouching up before we head out.� Alex was looking at thetwo of them in the mirror; limbs entwined, make-upsmudged. �But let�s not lose our place,� she admonished.They both touched up their make-up, Alex fine-tuningHeather�s a bit before they headed back into the bar tomaketheir apologies to the guys and teasing themwith the prom-ise of a �maybe�.
As Alex was making their excuses, Blue-eyes began tolightly stroke Heather�s arm and shoulder with a sadpuppy-dog look in his eyes like he�d just missed Christmas.To her shock and dismay, Heather found his touch wassending some tingly chills and his demeanor both disarm-
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ing and kind of charming. Dan was equally disappointed,saying, �Let us at least show you the town?�
Alex cupped his chin in her palm confidently, lookeddeep into his eyes and said, �Later, Lover. It�s a school nightand we have to be fresh for tomorrow morning.� Seeingtheir faces fall she added, �But we might be free tomorrownight.� She left that statement dangling in the air and theysnapped it up.
�Tomorrow night! Sure. Here�s my number. Please callgive me a when you know you�ll be free?�
�If? And absolutely, Dan,� Alex purred. Heather wasamazed at the poise and power of this woman. She hadthese two guys figuratively, and literally, in the palm of herhand. They were basically drooling and panting to be withthem. Nothing seemed capable of throwing Alex a curve.Amazing.
As the girls exited the barHeather could feel every eye inthe place on them once again. On these two stunningwomen. One of which was� him!

SIX

RICHARD was in heaven. He was strolling across thelobby, in heels, to take an elevator to the Penthousewith themost beautiful woman he had ever even dreamed of and hewas passing as a sexy, sensual woman too. Not a clumsydrag queen. Not a guy pretending to be a woman � awoman that everyone but him can see he wasn�t. No. HeWAS a woman. A desirable, beautiful, sexy woman! Alexproved it. The gentlemen in the bar proved it. Everyone inthis lobby who was clocking these two extremely hot girlsproved it!
As the doors of the elevator began to close, Heathercould see that all the eyes still on her. She smiled back real-izing that no one had charged across the lobby yelling,�QUEER!� or �FAGGOT!� or anything. Instead, as she re-laxed a tiny bit into herself, she had felt� beautiful. Andthat felt good. She had felt beautiful under the harshly ap-praising eyes of others. Not herself looking at herself in amirror in the secret place of a locked room, but out in pub-lic. She relaxedmore thinking back on the bar, the glasses of
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wine appearing and men with toasting her in the bar, toDan and Blue-eyes. �Wow,� she thought, �I passed.� Hersmile widened across her gorgeous face as Alex turned todrink her in. She began to smiled too.
The elevator ride up to the penthouse was matched onlyby the rise in Heather�s nervous energy. The increase in hersexual tension. Her complete attraction to this woman -Alex. No - her total addiction to her. She had no idea ofwhat was waiting for her, but as the elevator climbed, sodid her heartbeat.
The floors passed slowly in silence in this old elevatorand as they did reality began to slowly invade as well.Heather was beginning to come down from the high of be-ing out, being sought after and pursued with gifts of drinksand smiles and toasts in the bar. Reality was slowly begin-ning to remind her that this was not �normal�. That she was,in fact, aman in a dress - nomatter howgood he looked andno matter who else thought so. Doubts started to eat awayat the edges of this fantasy, growing with each passingfloor, threatening to destroy it. The euphoria of seconds agowas slowly beginning to cool and the hard light or reasonwas poking up its nasty little head.
Alex continued to study Heather�s face. Sensing that hercompanion (or was it �victim�?) was beginning to waiver,She leaned in close to Heather. Then a bit closer still. Thenshe gently pinned Heather against the wall with her body,trapping her hands behind his back. Alex leaned in slowlyand deliberately, a devilish smile playing on her lips andkissed him. On the mouth. And once more her tonguesnaked into his open mouth, sending tremors of pleasuregoose bumping up and down his spine. She gently butfirmly forced her knee between his legs. Her nylon stockingsliding against his, forcing his legs further apart. The slip-pery sensation of stocking against stocking electrifyingHeather further still. Alex slowly began kissing him in asensual trail downward: Down Heather�s soft neck, downher bare shoulders, down to her chest. Being pinned,Heather could do nothing but selfishly enjoy the pleasuresand talent of Alex�s hot, wet mouth on her skin. Alex keptlicking and teasing as she worked her way downHeather�shungry body, until she reached his breast. She gently ex-posed Heather�s nipple with a long slender finger, all the
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while keeping him pinned in the corner of the elevator withher body.
Heather was experiencing the intense new feelings andthey weren�t quite all male. They weren�t centered in hisgroin, like normal, but were running rampant all throughhis body like wildfire and saturating his being. Surprisingto him was that they emanated from his nipples and rock-eted down to his pelvic area before exploding in rings of hotand cold - Emanating out, overlapping. She trembled, shiv-ered and was becoming weak in the knees.
�This must be what it feels like,� she thought as she con-tinued to fall into this sensual stupor under Alex�s magicalspell. �This must be what it feels like to truly be female.�And a moan escaped her lips as she was rocked by anotheronslaught of electrifying tingling sensual cascadingwaves.
To Heather�s disappointment Alex released her, stoodback and smiled a knowing smile. A smile that said she hadhim totally: mind, body and soul. That he had tasted hismost intimate fantasies and he was hooked now. That thisgorgeous female creature with a cock was completely andirrevocability under her spell. The power. The thrill. The re-alization of Alex�s own private fantasies. This was real � forboth of them!
Heather remained frozen in the position Alex hadpinnedher in: arms behind her back, legs apart, eyes closed,least she break the spell and wake up. Alex ran her longslender fingers lightly downHeather�s arms, from her bareshoulders to her hands pinned behind her. Then, outlininghis tiny waist and sensual flaring hips, she let her fingersslide further down Heather�s body: Down her shapelythighs, the backs of her knees, her calves and then slowlyup the inside of her legs and thighs. Slowly, deliberatelypushing the hem of Heather�s dress up. Gently, lightly, ca-ressing Alex�s fingertips rose closer to his sex. Wave afterwave of sensuous energy building inside Heather until shethought she would explode from the pleasure. Die of themagnificent sensations. And Alex, being the master oftouch, kept the erotic tension building, teasing. And shewas like a drug to Heather now. One that was completelyand instantly addicting.
Alex�s red polished fingernails skimmed acrossHeather�s mound and up across her tummy, arriving to
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gently trace the circles of her breasts through her dress.Then moving up to trace her collarbone, the sides of herneck. Finally, holding Heather�s head in her hands,Heather�s eyes still closed and lost in the overwhelmingerotic sensations, Alex began to caressing Heather�s facewith her soft lips. Kissing her eyelids, her nose, her lips.Tongue darting into her open mouth. Alex�s handsdropped to Heather�s nipples, rolling and pinching as herstocking sheathed leg began sliding up and down the in-sides of Heather�s thighs - adding to the cascading sensa-tions that had completely overwhelmed Heather.
Heather thought Alex was trying to either kill or enslaveher with the pure, powerful, sensuous, erotic, fan-tasy-come-true, pleasure she was pouring into her. She feltherself swooning, but that would be a great understate-ment. What she was feeling was just too powerful to de-scribe. Too personal to express. She was totally immersedin this ultimate fantasy, a fantasy that Alex, the magicalwoman, somehow seemed to know intimately. And wasexecuting perfectly.
The elevator bell chimed delicately, mingling with thesoft moans of pleasure that were escaping Heather�s lip.The doors opened and Alex gently guided her to the pent-house suite. The doors swung open revealing a warm darkspace inside. Alex, her arm around Heather�s waist gentleushering her into the open space. Once inside she turned toher saying, �We�ve only just begun, My Love. Only just be-gun.�

SEVEN

THE room was dark with a warm smokiness that creptaway from the flickering yellowed light thrown from thecandelabra suspended overhead. In the pool of light that itcreated was a large polished heavy dark wood table with afew chairs sitting around it. The room emanated warmththat seeped into Heather, making the trance she was still infrom the wine and the elevator ride deeper. She could feelsomething way back in the dark recesses of her mind thatwas quietly calling out, �Run!� But she was to intoxicated
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by the wine and company to heed it. Trust and relaxationseemed to be oozing out of the shadows and embracing her.
Alex gently spun Heather to face her. �Nowwhere werewe?� she purred as she playfully and seductively pulledHeather to her. She leaned back against the table, her beau-tiful bare arms wrapping around Heather�s tiny waist andher long, achingly shapely, legs wrapping Heather�sequally beautiful legs - squeezing them together. Nylon onnylon. More electrifying chills. A kiss. Long. Deep. Sensu-ally overpowering Heather. Erotic tidal waves cascadingthrough his body and exploding in his brain. His tempera-ture rising with each passing second. His heart thumped.And his sex throbbed.
Alex pulled Heather�s hands behind his back, wristscrossed, and held them there with a surprisingly stronggrip. �I know you,� she cooed breathlessly into his ear. Theheat from her words setting him on fire further. �I loveyou,� she whispered as she reached up with her free handand began to stroke his hardenednipple throughhis dress.
Heather was overcome. Trapped in the web of this deli-cious woman, who is torturing her with incredible, deep,sensual, erotic magnetism. She swooned letting her headfall back.Her breathing quickening as shemoaned. She sur-rendered and that moan that had escaped her lips signaledthis to Alex.
�Yes My Darling,� Alex continued. �Give in. Indulgeyourself. Be selfish. The only one you need to please rightnow is� you, My Princess.�
Alex released her wrists and lightly began to trace hertorso with magic fingers of hers. She exposed Heather�sbreast form and her nipple underneath. Then putting herwarm, wet lips on it began to lick, suck and nibble it. Shelapped at it. Licked it wide and slow. Her teeth nipped at itgently every now and again. Heather shuddered from theintense waves Alex was creating. Unbelievable waves ofelectrifying sensual energy radiating from this nipple andparalyzing her. Alex licked again while her hand dancedtantalizingly over Heather�s thighs. Heather quaked as thepowerful sensations began deluging her being. She thoughtshe would cum from the intensity of the cascading eroticavalanche. Shewas so close, yet not like anymale version of�close�. This was so intense and� different. She could not
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remember ever feeling it like this. Deeper. Stronger. Buthow? How was this happening? Alex hadn�t even touchedhis cock - that was still tucked away tightly between hislegs.
Alex continued to press the wide flat part of her warmtongue against his nipples � alternating between them.Gently. Up and down and up and down and Heather wasinundated with passion and sensation. Weak knees, trem-bling, gasped breaths, moans. Steamy. Carnal. Obscene.Enticing. And� so incredible!
Alex, feeling Heather close to having an orgasm, sud-denly stopped. �No, no, my Sweet,� she mock-scolded, herhot breath kissing Heather�s ear, �Not yet. Much too soon,Lover. We still have so much more to feel and experience.�And taking Heather by the hand said, �Come with me.�
Alex led her into another room. A bedroom. Drapedwalls of plush curtains hung lazily to the floor, a large bedcovered in satin and silk sat in the middle of the space �dominating it. Its sturdy four posters rising from its cornerslikemighty Oaks in a forest. Candles sat flickering on everyavailable surface and Heather could see herself and Alexwalking together in the mirrors that covered all the wallsand the ceiling. They were surrounded by images of them-selves and Heather leisurely thought to herself how hotthese girls were. Lips, eyes, legs, heels, miniskirts, tits,hips� they were really enticing Sirens.
Alex pushed Heather lovingly down onto the bed.Pulled his heels off and messaged his feet. Slowly, sensu-ally. Alex soothed Heather for a long time this way. Hermessage slowly working its way up over his caves, thighs,pubic mound. Heather abandoned to the sensationsgroaned, her breathing becoming panting.Alex reached be-hind Heather and unzipped his skirt, pulling it off andstarting all over at his feet again. Tingling, licking, sendingpowerfulwaves of convulsions throughher victim as he laytheir lost in her sea of lust and desire. As she worked herway up to Heather�s waist this time, her hands undid histop, scooped in and threw out his breast forms and began toreally inflict serious sensual play on him.
Her teasing touches combined with her talented tongueteasing, nibbling and licking. His mound. The inside of his
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thighs. His tummy. His nipples. His neck and ears. Longdeep thrilling kisses all over his intensely sensitive body.
Time had long ago stopped for Heather. She could notbelieve this incredible woman and what she was makinghim feel. Teaching him to feel. She tried to return some at-tention to her, but Alex deflected his hands or mouth awayas she continued. �Lay back and let Heather come out. LetHeather be born a true, full, sensuous woman,� she whis-pered in deep sultry whispers. Almost as an incantationthatHeather felt in her soul. AndHeather had no choice butto lose herself in that command as Alex continued to teaseand tantalize every inch of her being and soul. Heather�sbody was soft clay in Alex�s hands. Her curves, legs andlips. Her mouth and tickling hair teasing her exposed skin.Woman. Orgasm after orgasm built and exploded insideher. At least heather thought they were orgasms � femaleorgasms. Her cock was still trapped, tucked tightly back-wards between her legs, yet she kept cuming and cumingbut only inside!
Alex sat up and took in the incredible, lovely sight ofHeather laying on this bed in her total power. She movedoff the bed, and Heather began to move as well, but Alexstopped her with a gesture and a sultry smile. Heathersmiled back and laid back into the satin and silks all aroundher.
Alex reached under the bed and pulled out three belts.She bound each of Heather�s wrists to his thighswith them.With a third belt she bound his ankles tightly together. Shekneeled back down on the bed next to him, running her fin-gers ever so lightly across Heather�s exposed chest, raisinggoose bumps. With her other hand she dangled a blacksatin blindfold. Heather dumbly stared at it through thecloud of newfound sexuality and emotions, becoming con-cerned somewhere in the corner of her mind and at thesame time, becoming Alex�s toy willingly. Heather noddedslightly to Alex, who then gently, but firmly, placed theblindfold on him and tied it tightly behind his head.�Heather,� Alex purred, �Let me show you how to acceptwhat you really want to be� and are all ready. I promiseyou that this will raise the senses to new places.�
Being deprived of sightmade every touch a surprise andso much more intense. It made every sound and aroma so
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much more extraordinary and somehow, more physicallytangible, more of the fabric of the game. If she had thoughtshe was going to explode with the amazingly wonderfulsensory overload before, this elevated it a hundred-fold.Heather�s mind raced to catch up with everything that washappening to him � her. To feel everything. And she real-ized profoundly that they were now beyond his wildestfantasy and shewas ok.More than ok. Shewas�happy forthe first time in his/her life. To be a woman � unbelievablyfantastic. With another beautiful sexy woman � Oh MyGod! So great! And this woman had him bound andtied...Oh God!!!! YES!!!!!! Dreams come to life! And she wasfeeling and experiencing everything she had ever fanta-sized about� and had never dreamed of because she couldnot have even imagined anything this wonderful, this in-tense, could even exist.
Alex was tuned into Heather�s nervous system andplayed each nerve ending to its fullest. Hewas lost in his fe-male self and living life as she should be. Feeling �right� forthe first time ever, bathing in pure femininity, feeling purefemininity, experiencing pure femininity.
Alex slid her fingers up and down Heather�s legs andused her tongue and lips to further titillated her. Alwaysstopping just short of his sex or detouring around it. Shewas driving him mad with desire and an ever-increasingneed. Desire and need for her. Desire and need to explode,to crest themountain, to be fulfilled. Desire and need to be awoman ... always! Alex was building it within him/her likea fine architect or a master composer built a structure oremotion of pure and perfect resonance.
Finally Alex pulled up her own skirt revealing hersmooth, hairless sex nestled between 6 black garter straps.Her stocking tops, dark and lacey, stopped short to revealher creamywhite smooth thighs. She straddled him and, onher knees, worked her way up until her sex was just abovehis mouth. �Nowmy darling,� is all Alex said and Heatherdid not hesitate. She gently, tentatively, licked her sweetwetness with a long, slow lick that sent shivers up Alex�sspine and made her moan, �Yes.� Heather probed Alex�ssucculent sex with her tongue to find her spot. �Ooohhhh,yes,� Alex groaned. He licked deeper. He circled the lushpussy lips using his hot, wet tongue to send some of the
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pleasure Alex had given him back into her. Uncontrollablespasms began rolling through Alex. Heather was beingtightly squeezed by Alex�s legs in response to her licks andnibbles.
Heather could feel Alex as a woman would feel anotherwoman now. She licked, nibbled and kissed her like awoman. Like a woman who knows what a woman loves.What a woman feels. What a woman needs. Alex moanedand hissed, squeezing himwith her legs, taking short gasp-ing breaths, leaning all the way back, sinking into her ownworld of sensation. Heather used her tongue, lips and noseto drive Alex to her climax, and Alex, being overwhelmedwith Heather�s prowess abandoned herself to the buildingorgasm. Teasing her own nipples, squeezing him with herknees, moaning, her long auburn tresses being tossed in thefrenzy of lovemaking. Heather�s mouth, lips and nose driv-ing Alex along and finally driving Alex to a earthshakingclimax. Alex shrieked, thrashed, moaned and writhed - fi-nally pulling away from him when she could take no more� when each and every touch � no matter how light orwhere on her body began to feel like a stab of pleasure so in-tense she just could not take it any longer.
The teacher had been schooled by this pretty littleboy/girl. Exhausted Alex fell sleepily next to him andHeather loved it as she groggily drifted in her sea of new-found femininity. She had loved in a new way. A way thatshe did not know s/he was capable of. And she was good atit. It came naturally to her. And Alex had brought this allout of him. Alex. This amazing creature that had actuallylived up to her written promises. Sweet, beautiful Alex.
Alex lay with the still bound and blindfolded Heather.She nuzzled her neck saying, �We�re not through yet, mybeautiful talented Heather. I think you have earned some-thing special.�
Alex kissedHeather a soft sweet, wet, sensual kiss on thelips as her hand came to rest on Heather�s nipple. Heatherwas stunned, more by the gesture, than the feelings of in-tense sexual energy that was blossoming throughout herbody again.
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EIGHT

ALEX, body coated in a light sheen of sweat, gleamed inthe dim light as she lay next to Heather. Heather could feelAlex�s body heat seeping into his very essence. Feel heroverwhelming sensuality. She wondered what was next,but loved the suspense of not knowing. Of being com-pletely in her control. Not having to decide. She loved hermore deeply in this moment than she could comprehend.And she loved this whole thing so deeply that it scared her.�If only this could last forever,� she dreamily thought toherself. Alex rising and leaving without a word disturbedher reverie. �Being in surrender mode means I don�t haveto know where she is going or what she is doing,� shethought idly. Small bits of tension returning as she tried tomove but realized she was still bound and blindfolded.
Alex returned a short time later and just stood lookingdown at her captive girl � bound and helpless. �God shewas beautiful!� she thought to herself as she admiredHeather�s sweet sculpted face, flawless skin, full red lips,her corseted curves andmagnificent legs. And those eyes ofhers! Alex pulled the blind-fold off to look into those deepgreen eyes and she suddenly felt as if she was losing herselffalling into them.
Heather ached for Alex and her beauty. �I would giveanything if I could be her,� she thought to herself as she laythere looking up into Alex�s languid blue eyes. The moreshe gazed into them the more she felt herself flying awayinto them. She wrenched her gaze away with great diffi-culty and noticed that Alex was now dressed in a tight,short red leather dress that accented and complimented hercurves and tall lean body. Itwas low cut and showed off hermagnificent cleavage and her incredible long legs veritablyflowed from the short hemline. She had on a short leatherjacket that flared at thewaist - which accented just how tinyit was. With her long red hair falling past her shoulders shewas truly a fantasy woman. She was what boys dream ofandmen yearn for. And this fantasy girl had come to life di-rectly out of every male�s mind. She was the �IT� girl!
Alex leaned down and kissed Heather a long sweet ten-der kiss, and then put the blind-fold back in place again.
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�I�ll be right back, my Pet,� she cooed. �I just have to get alittle something for you.� Heather listened to the musicalclicking of Alex�s heels on the floor as she walked away.The �tip-taping� growing fainter until it was gone alto-gether. And then Heather was alone.
She gladly remainedwhere she was - much too happy toevenwant tomove. She lay on the bed, still bound as she re-lived every detail and sensation of the events of this nightlest they all slip away from her. The warm silence envel-oped her, as did the Alex�s scent, which still hung in the air.She was so satisfied, so satisfied in this moment. Her everynerve keenly attuned to the sensations of her bonds, silkyclothing, soft bed, aromas, even the feel of the air and tem-perature. This was what being alive was all about! This wasliving! Heather tested her bonds, making sure she was stillbeing held tightly in place. Her mind drifting in and out offantasies and realities � some from tonight, some from thedepths of her mind which were now bubbling up in waves.So much had happened to her. So much had been releasedfrom her inner self. So much that she was not sure if shecould go back to being vanilla ever again. Vanilla and drab.Horrifying thoughts to her now. And laying here bondageand in love - lust at the very least, she lost track of time.
She was still deep in erotic thoughts when she heard thedoor open quietly. ThenAlex�s voicewhispered, �Awake?�Heather nodded. �Good,� Alex said with the sultry soundof a low tiger growl in her voice. �I have a surprise for you.�She pulled his bound figure up from the bed. And thenguided him gently to his knees on the carpet. She steppedback and admired Heather. �You are so sexy, my darling.�With those words, Heather felt something on his nipples.Something that seemed to be searching, maybe the end of astick or, could it be� a riding crop!? Heather moaned outloud as her nipples were being teased into life, shooting outtentacles of powerful sensual energy charging her bodyonce again. As the power of this built, Heather�s sensesonce again sharpened and she could smell the leather of thecrop which, she found, intensified the feelings even more.But then it stopped. Heather sat so still, fearing the sting ofthe crop � if that is what it was. Amoment of stillness, then,licks and kisses on her nipples! Overwhelming chills andwaves of sexual energy charging throughout her body at
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this. She moaned out loud. She sat back on her heels - shehad no choice - and let it all wash over her, through her,deep into her. Alex made her feel so much a woman.
�Stay exactly like this,� Alex commanded as she walkedaway. Heather sat there � not moving a muscle. Waiting.Wearing only her body suit top and make-up. Hands stilltied to her thighs. Ankles bound together. Her long haircascading down her back. Blindfolded. Heather was inheaven.
And then, without so much as a sound, she felt some-thing pushing past her lips! Forcing its way into hermouth!She opened to accept it. Hard but soft, firm, warm. It had amusky fragrance and she thought it tasted a bit salty.With ashock Heather realized that this was a cock! Erect. Warm.Hard and soft at the same time. She froze but the memberpushed further into her mouth. She tasted the sweet, salty,pre-cum and was simultaneously repelled, and inflamedby it. Then, she ignited with a sudden sexual desire for thiscock. She began to suck and lick it�s tender underside withher tongue.
�That�s it, my sweet,� Alex whispered close to her ear asshe stroked and rolled Heather�s nipples between her fin-gers - sending new ripples of incredibly intense sensationscrashing throughout his entire body. He felt it all. Howtight his muscles were. His sex throbbing trapped, stilltucked tightly between his bound thighs. Alex�s tonguemoved to his nipples electrifying and spreading sexual heatthroughout him like wildfire. But most of all, the sweettaste of a hard cock combined with this sensory overloadmade him quiver and shake, moan and sigh. Suddenly,nothing had ever tasted so wonderful to him.
She began to lose herself in the act of mouth on skin.Feeling the heat and hardness grow. From somewhere nearheavy breathing andmoaning. Hands gripping her arms atthe shoulders. Another pair of hands guiding her headfirmly to the task at hand.Heatherwrithedwith these eroticsensations. Alex continued licking and kissing his breasts.Heather�s focus narrowing to only the sensual waveswracking her body and that velvety hard cock in hermouth, moving faster and harder, thrusting in and out.Deep. Then stopping. Becoming harder still, deep in her
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throat. She began to gag. The voice moaning louder, thehands gripping harder.
Just as it was all toomuch, the cock convulsed, the handsholding her head firm as spurts of warm gooey liquid filledher mouth. Spurt after spurt, filling her, dripping from herlips. Oceans of cum, hot, salty-sweet, shooting out. Thehands holding her head tight to the cock gave her no choicebut to swallow it. Incredibly erotic. Intensely sensual. Shemoaned out loud around the deflating cock, cum dripping,but her fire still hot and ready for more..
Then hands: one, two, four of them began stoking herbody. Powerful erotic sensations, intense sensual wavesracking her, contorting her. Mouths kissing her body, hernipples, her bound legs. Stroking her crotch. Pulling hergently to the bed. Untying her ankles and positioning herbody so that her chest was on the bed and her knees still onthe floor.
Someone gently slid their hands under her chest to con-tinue teasing and rolling her nipples. Someone else kissingher face. Alex? And then she felt coldness being gentlymessaged into her anus. �Ohhhhhh�, Heather moaned. �Mmmmmmmmmm��
And then a warm hard cock slid slowly into Heather.Filling her. Gently, slowly, almost tenderly. In and out soslowly, building. It had to be another person. Yes? Alex?Shewas to overwhelmedwith all the sensations, tomuch inher own world of ecstasy to think this through. To figureout the �who� and �how� and �why�s� at just this moment.Too overcome to do anything but be in the moment, ruledby passion. Drifting away on the tidal waves of sensations.That cock filling her. That pure joyous feeling of being awoman. The passionate hot sex filling her and the electric-ity of erotic everything sweeping through her.
As the thrusting of the cock increased, she was rockedforward by their force. The hands tightly gripping herwaist, pulling her back onto him. More hands teasing andpinching her nipples, thighs, waist. Fingers sliding in andout of her open, moaning mouth.
Suddenly she was flipped over onto her back. The cockpumping into her, a renewed onslaught of passion, of need.Hot lips and tongue glued to her right breast. Licking, suck-
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ing, biting. Then a secondmouth doing the same on her leftbreast. Then, a large, hard cock slid into her moaningmouth. This time she needed it, wanted it and was lost in itall.
Shewrithed, licked, sucked, gasped. She approached theedge of the ultimate pleasure and was kept hovering there,but she could not go over, no matter how hard she tried. Itwas fantastic! It was highly erotic. It was frustrating. Itseemed only a second in time that lasted forever.
But then something new took over her entire body: Adifferent kind of orgasm than she had ever experienced be-fore. It was deeper, more intense, and it radiated fromsomewhere in her crotch and nipples at the same time! Shemoaned loudly around the cock thrusting in and out of hermouth. She quaked as she rode this magical wave of or-gasm� but it did not come from her own cock. It surprisedher because it came from her crotch but not her cock! Andwhen it ended, leaving her covered in sweat and feelingmore wonderful and fulfilled than she had ever felt, it im-mediately began to build again. Build until she experiencedanother orgasm of the samemagnitude� and then anotherand another! And she could have gone on all night like that.These deep orgasms seemed inexhaustible �a dream cometrue! Thiswas amiracle and left her breathless and passion-ately, erotically, giving into these multiple orgasms.
And then, through all of the incredible waves of sensualpleasure, she felt a hand dig between her legs and free herown manhood. Felt lips wrap around her own cock.Tighten andmoving up and down. And then awarm, luxu-rious, wet sensation seeped through all the other sensationsand ripples, shudders and explosions. That unmistakablefeeling of a tight, warm, wet vagina sliding down his shaftas Alex(?) mounted him. Nirvana! But not quite as sweet orpowerful as the dozens of orgasms she had just ridden toone explosive conclusion after another. But it was the finalstraw. That hot orgasmic, wet, slippery, perfectly tight andvelvety magical contact: She exploded again. Moaningbreathlessly around the cock in her mouth, which also be-gan to spasm, jerk and spurt. She screamed out as she wassweep over the magnificent, deep waterfalls of sensualeroticism. Her back arching, muscles contorting, body outof control. Suddenly, she could feel the dick filling her in-
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sides begin to cum also. The warmth of the cum filling her,spreading through her. The mouths still teasing her nip-ples. Alex still riding her. The cock in her mouth. She cameagain. Long, hard and surprising her. Another orgasmcrashing over that one, washing her away in a sea ofnever-before magical ecstasy of sensation. She didn�t knowif she was a man, woman or both. She only knew that shehad never felt like this before and wanted it to never end!
She was shocked by the power of all this in retrospect.She was completely undone by it. The feelings, the sex, thepower. She was astonished. And she was frightened byhow much he loved it all. Such a radical departure from herown private fantasy to this intense reality which was morethan she could have ever even imagined.
Alex continued to ride her, moaning, laughing. Themouths came off her nipples and the cock pulled out of hermouth andher ass � as if on some cue � all at the same time �leaving her feeling so empty. Empty like never before. OnlyAlex was still using her. Faster and faster. Harder andharder. Wetter and wetter. Up and down, up and down.Moaning, laughing.
Heather lay quiet under her, still blind folded, and felther legs being pulled together and re-bound. Then some-thing around her neck. A collar? And as she began to moanout loud at the magic Alex was producing by riding her, aball-gag slid into her mouth. And Alex beginning to cumscreamed out in pure unadulterated sensual release. Allthese sensations and Alex cuming drove Heather over theedge still again, but this time from her cock � she cameagain with Alex. Another deep, Earth shaking, rolling, in-tense orgasm. On and on they writhed together, moaning,screaming, shuddering, sweating and cuming until Alexwas spent.
Finally, after a forever, and yet only a few seconds(?)Alex collapsed on top of Heather, drenched in sweat. Theylay together for a long time, breathing hard, being one,sleeping. It seemed like forever. It felt like Heaven.
And Heather noticed, as she drifted off to sleep stillbound, that the last orgasm, hismore �normal� orgasm wascompletely different from all the other orgasms she hadhad this magical evening. Not quite as good or long or in-tense as the overlapping ones. Not quite as sweet and toe
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curling. Not quite as earthshaking as those had been.Hmmmmmmmmm�.

NINE

HEwoke upwith sensual images of last night dancing inhis head. He was alone. He was in a hotel room. A bitgroggy, he looked around. Yes, this was his hotel room andhe was in bed. Confused by the flittering visions of lastnight. �Did it really happen,� he asked himself. �Could itreally have happened? Could it all have just been a dream?Albeit, a very vivid dream?�
Last night. Mmmmmmm. A dream come true. Fantasycome to life. The whole thingwas just unbelievable if it hadactually happened at all? Did he really want it that bad thathe had just dreamed thewhole thing up?He swung his legsover the side of the bed, rubbed his eyes andwished that hecould dream it again. Be that woman again for just onemore night. Feel those feelings again. He had loved it and ithad been more than he had ever believed it could be. Hethrew the sheets back to see if hemay have had awet dream�there were no signs that this wonderful, sexy, intensething that rocked his very core had happened.
He just wanted to go back to sleep and dream that dreamagain. It felt so real. So intense. So magical. But it had tohave been just a dream. �I mean, seriously,� he thought asthe cobwebs were clearing from his brain. �A stunninglybeautiful and fantastic woman picks up a transvestite in ahotel hallway, takes him to a bar where everyone falls inlove with him? Then men send drinks and winks galore,and that followed by sex? Not just sex with the extraordi-narily hot woman, but intense bondage and forced sex!With others! And then a blow job that HE gave to at leastone other man!� Out loud he said, �C�mon!!! And, Fuck!!! Iwould never put a dick in my mouth!� His voice rose fromwonder to outrage, from serenity to anger in the length ofthat sentence. But why? IF it was a dream,HE dreamed it. Ifit was a reality, then HE DID it. So what was the anger allabout?
He needed some coffee to get his head working and fig-ure this out. And he was getting dangerously close to miss-
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ing the first session of the conference he was supposed toattend. But this dream, the puzzle of it gnawed at him. Andwhy was he so angry thinking about it?
He lay back on the bed ruminating for a long time. Fi-nally, no closer to any answers, he had to get dressed andleave or be very late and in trouble with his boss and workbuddies. No need to spend the weekend here. He shouldjust go the conference, checkout and head home. �But,� hethought as he leaned back on a pile of pillows, staring intothe room, thinking about that magnificent dream. �Man!What a dream!�
Time to get moving. He got out of bed, and bent down toput his socks on and found that he had rope marks on hisankles - to his surprise and great delight. Rope marks! Helooked at his wrists � faint, but marks were there as well!This was unbelievable! The dreamwas� dare he think it �REAL!!! He let out a whoop!
He was elated! Thrilled! �OhmyGosh!!!! It was real!� hesquealed out loud to himself! Hewas on cloud nine!He haddone it! He had gone out and PASSED!!! No!Hewas soughtafter as the woman he dreamed of being! He had experi-enced what had to have been female orgasms! AMAZINGORGASMS!!! And they were so much better than a man�s.What he had experienced last night was not only unbeliev-able and fantastic but also shockingly educational and en-lightening! He learned so much about himself and abouthis �Herself�. He could not stop grinning as he showeredand dressed in his old corse business attire- slacks, OxfordButton-down, black belt, Tie, matching Sports coat, clunkyshoes. He said their names in his headwith a dull, deadpanmonotone as he put each item on. He did this as he dressedamidst all the finery of womanhood scattered around theroom. As he put on his �clunky shoes� he longingly eyed the5� stilettos he had worn last night. �They�re so comfortableto wear I have no idea why women complain so muchabout them,� he mused.
As he threw his coat on he saw it on the floor by the door:a single long stemmed red rose. And tied to it with a bit ofbeautiful red ribbon, another red envelope. He picked upthe Rose and the envelope attached � addressed to Heather� and the fragrance that enveloped him immediatelysparked flashes of last night in his brain. Flashes as if a still
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photographer had followed him around: 2 guys trying tohelp him/her at his/her door; A lobby full of people staringat her and Alex in midstride; Toasts from gentlemen in thebar as they sat at their table; Being pinned in the elevatorwhile Alex kissed him/her; The table lit so eloquently inAlex�s entry room; ropes binding him/her; tongues; nip-ples; blindfolds; the colors of sensual erotic explosions inhis/her head as his/her bodywas being teased and tortured,kissed and licked, sucked and fucked. The smell and tasteof the cock in his/her mouth, the orgasmic Atomic-Bombsgoing off with cocks and dildos and fingers in his/her everyopening.
He excitedly opened the letter and read:

Alex
�Heather, my love,
You are truly a beautiful woman.
If you enjoyed last night then please come and
join me again tonight.
Eight-Thirty PM sharp, in the Lobby Bar.
Don�t be late, Lover.
~ Love,
A.

He was very excited. He could hardly believe that it hadbeen real. That he hadn�t dreamed it at all, but that thosethings HAD HAPPENED and he had actually experiencedthem, lived them! And now to have another invitation to doit all over again!!!! HOW AWESOME!!!!
And of course, reality poked its ugly little head up withthe intention of spoiling everything when he went down tothe conference. His head was still a bit in a daze when hisbunch of fellow employees, office buddies, corralled him.They said that the keynote at the conference had beencancelled �due to sudden illness of the speaker.� So theywere all going to blow off the event and the rest of the day,and tonight head out to a great steak dinner, followed by avisit to themost outrageous strip joint ever, The Playhouse.
The guys were really excited about this because it wasthe premier strip club in the world and his boss, Bill, readfrom his iPhone, �completely unlike any other. Its three levelsfurnished and decorated with a modern, warm and uncanny inte-

48 Tawni Katherine Bonds



rior. Scene located in the central part of the club, four bars andthree VIP rooms makes an ideal, comfortable condition for fun.The Playhouse dancers are sensual, sexy and help you relax after ahard day or they can provide the craziestnight ever. And most oftheir friendly staff and amazinggirls speak English, which is defi-nitely not imperative, since you�re probably not going there totalk,� he finished with a laugh. All the others joined himguffawing and back slapping like little kids who were go-ing to do something Mommy would not approve of.
�Rich,� Bill said, �Time to earn your keep. You�re incharge of hiring the limo and booking us a table at the bestdamned steakhouse in the city!� Bill turned to Tom, thecompany accountant, saying, �Otherwise, Tom, here, willhave to dock everyone�s paychecks a day for failing toshow,� he laughed at his own joke, then continued, �Every-one. Bar at 8:00 sharp. The last to show, drinks are on you �and not on the company card!� They all laughed andheaded their separate ways.
Richard was really depressed now. The last thing hewanted to do was go eat a heavy steak and watch girlsgrinding into the laps of his happilymarried office buddies.And then, of course, as he was the only single guy, theywould make him buy a lap-dance too � all jeering at his un-easiness with having some girl, who�s name he wouldnever even know, sitting and grinding into him. He just didnot understand the point of it � unless getting so incrediblyfrustrated and embarrassed was fun. �I guess it is � forthem,� he morosely thought. �They all were married! Werethey going to cheat with the girls? Was there a way out ofthis �boys night out�?�
Now he could imagine BEING one of those girls. He haddreamed it a thousand times. That would be fun. Dressingso slutty and looking so wonderfully hot, teasing, tantaliz-ing, earning tips for flirting � and big ones too he had heard.Oh man!
The rest of his day was spent in a fog � flipping back andforth between excited anticipation - if he could figure awayto be with Alex tonight, and depression - at having toforego her in favor of a group of rowdy bores.
He sat around for a bit after booking dinner at Morton�sSteak House and ordering the limo. Hewas trying to figureout, A) If he could get out of spending the evening with the
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�guys�, and if so, B) what excuse would work, and, C) if heshould try to get out it at all. After all, his boss had sort of or-dered him to join and all. His future career might be de-pendent upon this outing. Just as each future of his career isdependent on the next crisis being solved successfully. Hewas just tired of it all. It wasn�t fun. It didn�t feel good.There was no real reward beyond continued indenturedservitude to the company that would easily sack him if thebooks say they should. There was no real loyalty. He him-self had hung his head in embarrassed shame as a buddy orco-worker had been let go for no good reason beyond,�profits are down this quarter.� The whole thing sucked!
He soaked in a bubble bath to think it throughmore. Or-dered room service from the tub and shaved. He wasn�tpayingmuch attention and before he had realized it, he hadshaved his legs and armpits as well as his face. Now thattold him something! At least he knew where he wouldrather be as opposed to where he had to be.
The room�s doorbell rang out, startling him. He jumpedout of the tub, wrapped a thick, towel around his torso,went to the door and peeped through at the room servicewaiter outside. As he began to unlock the door he noticedthe way he was wearing the towel! It was wrapped aroundhis body just under his armpits, �Uh, just a moment,please.� The towel hung to just below his sex and he wasdistracted absolutely girlish he looked in the mirror. Hislegswere very sexy looking, allwet and shiny and shapely.
Knock-knock! �I�m in the bath, so I�ll unlock the door,then just give me a second to hop back into the bathroom,then just bring it in. OK?� He didn�t wait for a reply as heunlocked the door and jumped into the bathroom beforethe waiter could get the door open far enough to bring thefood in - just like last night.
In the bathroom, themirrors reflected awoman,wearinga towel around her body � somehow a small bit of cleavagewas showing above it. The towel hung like a shapeless tinyMinidress and thewoman looked great in it. He studied herin themirror, wrapping another towel around her wet hair.He noticed that even without the make-up and wig, with-out the corset squeezing her waist in, she was kind of�well, she was very� that is to say, he found the girl in the
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mirror very attractive! And hewas feeling every bit aswon-derful as she looked as well.
Later, he found himself sitting on the balcony in a thick,luxurious hotel robe and slippers, picking at his light lunchof a garden salad and white wine, admiring his freshlypainted toenails. �Funny,� he thought, �Not really veryhungry. The salad really seems to satisfying me � for now.But I never eat salads.� He was usually more in need of anice juicy cheeseburger with crispy fries. And the thoughtof fries led to steaks and steaks led to the problem about to-night!He still needed away out of tonight�s planned dinnerand strip club visit, or �Steak-n-Strip� as his boss, Bill, wascalling it in the numerous texts he was sending everyone.
Richard ran all the usual excuses through his mind:Have to hurry home, someone�s sick; I�m sick; I have dinnerplans with a lady friend. Even as they materialized in hisbrain he knew that none of these excuseswouldwork. Theyall knewhim toowell. They knewhimwell enough to knowthat he has no family left and it would be extremely rare forhim to be having a �date� with anyone other than the sharedsecretary at the office � who he regularly took to dinner af-ter they finished up some late nightwork or proposal or thelike. If they only knew it was never a �date� with her but a�thank you� to her for diving in and helping � unlike any ofthem ever did. No, he had to think of something! Some-thing they would believe. �Think! Think!� he said, fingersto his temples in a desperate act of trying to divine the an-swer.
Asmany trepidations as hemight have about beingwithAlex and whatever she had planned for him tonight, therewas really no doubt that he wanted to do it. The choiceswere pretty simple: Go with the guys, �bond� over meatand potatoes and get bored (or envious) with the strippersor be Heather again and go with Alex and see what hap-pened tonight! �Heck, maybe this is worth quitting over?�he thought. �No. That�s stupid. But there has got to be someway out of this.�
He sipped his wine and studied the cars coming and go-ing. Musing that just the other night this balcony had heldgreat fear of discovery for him. That he had, in fact, beendiscovered and it turned out unbelievably fantastic also did
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not elude his thoughts. His mind drifted into the images ofAlex and last night again�
And then something slowly dawned on him. He onlyowned one outfit and hewore it last night. He needed a dif-ferent outfit for tonight! But where would he find it? Howwould he shop for it? He was afraid to go out into the realworld dressed as a woman to shop. Not in broad daylight.And the one outfit he owned had taken him years to assem-ble over the Internet and in furtive trips into stores to pickup something for his �wife.� On these he usually broughtalong a list on a piece of paper so he could look like hedidn�t know what he was doing, but still get what hewanted.
He wandered in and flopped down on the bed, flickingon the TV as he tired to figure out some solution to all hisproblems. Watching TV, waiting for the day to pass andfeeling pretty low, he came to the realization that there wasno way to get a new outfit for tonight so he might as welldrown his sorrows with the boss. And that sucked!
And the day did pass slowly and miserably for him. Af-ter a short time of depression and bad TV he decided hecould at least go window-shopping. That would probablydistract his mind from the miserable night to come. He puton a shirt and slacks, slipped on his loafers andwent down-stairs to the main shopping area, next tot he hotel, to wan-der around. All the while he could not stop trying to figuresome way out of the boss�s night and into Alex�s night.
He saw a few things in windows that he liked, here andthere: A body suit made of a sheer shimmering knit mate-rial with Silver Lame´ threads woven throughout it; aflouncy, bone colored peasant�s blouse in silk; a little blackdress - to die for - sleeveless with a turtleneck and verytight; a form fitting black leather jumpsuit with lots of silverzippers; thigh-high black leather Stiletto-heeled boots; abeautiful pink linen business suit - skirt and matchingjacket with a nipped in waist; a pleated kilt skirt � sexyschool girl but more classic; He even found a rubber shopthat had the sexiest latex body top and skirt. If only he couldbuy any of it he moaned to himself. He signed deeply andstared into the window of the shop with the little blackdress. �If only...� he said out loud.
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�Why not,� said a voice close to his ear. Started, hejumped wide-eyed and with a little yep. Alex was standingnext him, looking into the shopwindowaswell and smilinga smoky-hot smile. �Why not just go in and buy somethingthat you would like?� she asked in a voice that held a bit ofchallenge in it. �You�� and here she made �air-quotes�,�Scared?� She chuckled as she turned to lock him in hergaze. �Of what?�
�I, ah, I...I, um. What size do I wear?� he asked trying tocover the shock of seeing her here. Her beauty was evenpowerful in the harsh light of day. She was dressed in anoff-white knit dress that showed a generous amount of legand clung to her every curve and valley as if it were paintedon. Her legs, magnificent in nude colored stockings andboots, with at least five-inch heels, made her so incrediblymodel-sexy that she was causing a scene just by standingon the sidewalk. She was so smoldering and sensual andyet beautiful and elegant � and she moved with a slow sul-try gracefulness as she stepped closer to him. He was lostjust looking at her, into her deep green eyes that she trans-fixed him with. Pools of infinite calm, but with a fire burn-ing deep and hotwithin them. Shewas smoking hot he real-ized yet again.
�Depends on the brand,� she answered matter-of-factly.�Come on, let�s go.� She said taking his arm and leadinghim into the store. Hewas reluctant until he realized that hewas with a woman, so no one was going to think twiceabout him being in there. He also became worried � not be-cause he might be found out, but because he WAS foundout! How did Alex know it was him � Heather? His headbegan swirling with fears when a female sales clerk ap-proached, saying, �May I help you?�
�Yes. This fella� needs some of everything,�Alex replied,squeezing his arm as she said this. Richard began to blushbright red immediately. He was incredibly embarrassedand could not find his tongue to utter a single sound. Thesales girl looked at him expectantly. Waiting for him to saysomething. All he could dowas continue blushing a deeperred. Alex watched in bemusement until she just had tolaugh out loud. And that laugh of hers was like beautiful,sweet delicate wind chimes to Richard�s ears.
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�Ok, we need some black satin bras and matching pant-ies. Some deep Chinese Red ones as well, and maybe��she turned to Richard, �Oh let�s see, maybe some in purpleor blue too.�
�What sizes?� the sales girl asked.
�Panties, um, medium. Bra, about a 38-C,� Alex saidwhile sizing up Richard, whowas still tongue-tied and red.�And then we are going to need the Little Black Dress likethe one in thewindow, at least 2 different garter belts,�Alexcontinued, �Some stockings, seamed with Cuban heels,maybe a skirt or two and some blouses � satin, cottondressy.� The sales girl nodded as she began guiding themto the private dressing areawhilewriting down the particu-lars. �Oh,� Alex continued, �We also are going to need afew baby-dolls in satin � of course, maybe a sheer blacknight gown � something very sexy��
�Honeymoon?� the sales girl asked looking up from herpad.
Alex smiled at her, �Us? I�m just helping.�
Richard was getting very excited by all this while alsodying a thousand deaths inside. He leaned in close and qui-etly demanded, �Alex.What are you doing?!� His tone wasexasperated and flustered.
�You�ll thankme later,�was all she said. Turning back tothe sales girl, �Some black sheer stockings, Size B. And atleast one more outfit, you choose � something short, tightand sexy! Oh, and 2 pairs of heels, one black one to matchthe LBD and one pair to match whatever you pick out forus. And of course one pair of sexy boots if you have them.�
�Of course,� smiled the sales girl, eager tomake the com-mission from this sale! She led them into the private sittingarea, complete with mirrors, offered them, �coffee, tea orsparkling water,� then headed off to collect the items. Shestopped at the curtained doorway, �I assume the dressis�� she looked Richard up and down, �a basic size 8, andthe shoes would be�� she stared at his feet, �about a 9?�Richard corrected her without thinking, �Size eight also.�Alex chimed in, �Size 9 would be correct and 8 on the dressis good to start with. But bring us a few options please.�
The sales girl disappeared through the curtains as Alexturned to Richard and in a slightly scolding tone said,
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�Sweetie. Trust me. I know exactly what size you need.Nowbe a good little girl and dowhat I say.When its time totry on the cloths, you will do so without complaint. Under-stand?�
�Try on the clothes!� he whispered urgently as his mindshouted it - reverberating over and over in his head. �Tryon��he sputtered out loud. �In front of��he stammered.
�What are you afraid of Darling? Alex asked with asmile, moving closer to sooth him. Stroking his arm. Calm-ing him. �Listen, she�s going to bring in a lot of things for�your bride� and you are going to go into that dressing room- with me - and try on everything I tell you to. Do you thinkshewould ever imagine that these things are for you?� Andshe laughed again. �Well, little darling, she won�t and evenif she did, the commission is going to be too large for her tojeopardize it by embarrassing you. So just calm down, be agood little girl and do as I say.�
He thought this over. He wasn�t sure Alex was tellinghim the truth, but then, he had no reason to believe shewasn�t either. Still not sure he was going to go along withthis, he tentatively nodded to her. She squeezed his handand smiled, �You�re going to be finemy little Pet. Just fine.�
The sales girl brought in an armful of panties, bras, gar-ter-belts, sheer Baby-dolls and nightgowns. She hung themin the dressing room. Turning to Alex, �Why don�t you getstarted and I will bring the rest as we gather it. OK?�
�Thanks,� Alex said as she took Richard by the arm andled him into the curtained off room. Once inside, Alexturned to him and simply said, �Strip.�
And, reluctantly he did. Alex had him try on a number ofbras until she found the correct style and fit for him. She putthat one aside handing him the panties. �I�m sure these willfit, so take off those sweet little tiger patterned panties fromlast night and try these.� Richard was indeed wearing thesame soiled panties from last night. He looked down anddid as he was told. Alex took them from him and droppedthem into the waste can saying, �Old news Girl-friend.�
The sales girl knocked on the wooden frame around thecurtained dressing room, �I�m just going to hang thedresses out here for you to try on. I took the liberty of select-ing a few different styles � some more racy, others more
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subdued, in case youwanted to try those as well. The shoeswill be stacked here by the chairs for you to try on. Just letme know if you need anything else at all: Coffee? Wine? Orassistance. I�ll be back in a few minutes.�
The panties fit Richard perfectly. Alex was right. Rich-ard�s fear and embarrassment was still high but at least itwas not affecting his vocal chords anymore. He turned toher expectantly. She turned to him. �What?� she asked.
�Well,� he began hesitantly, then cleared his voice, �I,um, I don�t think I can go out tonight.� He finished andlooked up into her green eyes. Alex waited for him to con-tinue with an expression that could best be described asneutral on her beautiful face. Richard continued, �Yeah,um, my boss, ah kind of, ah, �ordered� me to join him andthe office guys at �Steak-n-Strip� tonight.� He paused, low-ering his head, �And I can�t figure anyway out of it.�He feltlike crying. He wanted what this woman had to offer. Hewanted to be Heather. He felt so right being her.
A slow smile grew on Alex�s face. Richard peeked up tosee if she was angry or... �My little girl,� She purred to him.�My sweet little thing. You are adorable.� And she pulledhim into her arms. �Absolutely adorable,� she breathedinto his ear. She lifted his chin so theywere looking directlyinto each other�s eyes. �You just don�t understand yourpower yet - the power of women.� Richard just stared intothose eyes of hers wanting what she had - confidence. �Isuppose the plan is for you all going to meet in the lobbybar for a drink before you big-time, high-rollers head outfor the night. Yes?� She asked confidently. He nodded.�What time, My Pet?� she asked with a sigh.
�Eight o�clock. Sharp,� he answered. He was feelingsomehow hopeful now because Alex was acting as if thiswas a non-issue. He was eager to learn what her plan was,but afraid to ask. Alexmade him feel very submissive, evenin his boy mode. He was still looking into her eyes whenAlex pulled him closer still. He was so close that he waspractically breathing her breath. Her scent enveloping himonce again and fogging his mind.
�Leave it to me, Lover,� Alex said in a singsong voice.
Richard, still in a daze, felt a smile growing on his face.Alex returned the smile and continued, �All you need to do
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is text your Boss just before eight, saying that you are run-ning a fewminutes late. Then be sure you show up dressedto the nines and all pretty and sexy for our date ateight-thirty. In the bar. Got it?� She asked.
Richard nodded asking, �Yes, but what are you going todo?
�Nothing at all,� her smile turning sultry. �But you willnot be missed and I am sure �the guys� will be very happywith how their night turns out.� Her smile lingered as shelet this sink in. ThenAlex reached, around him, through thecurtains and grabbed the dresses hanging there. She sortedthrough them and handed one to Richard, saying, �Now,try this on Sweetie. You�re going to look great in it� andfeel even better wearing it.�
Some time later they left the store with a great manyshopping bags in tow. Richard had tried on dozens dresses,skirts, tops, shoes, boots, and even gloves. It was one of themost fun, gratifying and exhausting experiences of his life!And he was elated! The Little black dress got fit like a gloveand felt even better! He had several bra and panty sets inblack, red, Forest-green and purple, sheer stockings � somewith seams in the back and a fewwith cute little bows in theback. He had 2 pair of gloves, shot ones and Opera length,and a pair of new chandelier earrings he couldn�t resist. Thecredit card bill was hefty and Richard wondered howwomen could afford all this? It was so expensive!! But Alexinsisted that he look great, because it would make him feelgreat. And part of the power of a woman is knowing whatthe right clothes do to men� and other women.
AndAlex seemed to be right about the sales girl, too. Shewas incredibly helpful, suggesting various sizes and items.Asking questions when it seemed appropriate to get theright item of clothing or fit. She seemed either completelyunaware that he was the one trying everything on, or shejust didn�t care that he was. She smiled, offered coffee orwine several times and chatted and laughed with them. Atone point had said that she loved �helping lovers in love.�All in all, it was a very successful experience and Richardfelt he might even be comfortable enough to try shoppingon his own now.
As they strolled down the line of shops, Alex stoppedhim in front of the rubber store. She turned to Richard and
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pulled a small midnight blue velvet box out of one of thebags and handed it to him. �A �coming out� gift,� shesmiled. Richard didn�t know what to say or do. �Open it,�Alex said with obvious joy. He slid the wide black ribbonoff, and slowly opened the little velvet box. Inside, dis-played like a priceless jewel against the light colored velvetwas a black choker made of thick ribbon with a little heart,made of pearl, dangling from it. He was overwhelmed.Heck, he was overwhelmed with the entire afternoon butmostly by Alex�s attention and kindness in helping himfind, try on and purchase all this wonderful, sexy clothesand lingerie. And now this! His eyes becamewatery and hehugged her tightly, whispering, �Thank you so much.�
�I expect you to be wearing this little gift and the littleblack dress tonight,� Alex breathed quietly back to him.
Richard was overcome with emotion. This was not likehim but he gave into it. �I will,� hemumbled trying towipethe tears from the corners of his eyes. �You are just so� sowonderful!�
�I am, aren�t I?� she saidwith a chuckle. They both stoodthere awkwardly for a beat. Then Richard turned to face thewindow before he became even more emotional. He spot-ted the latex dress in thewindow hewas admiring from be-fore. He stared at it, both excitement and anticipation re-placing the tears in his eyes.
Alex kissed him lightly on the cheek saying, �See youlater,� and adding a wink. As she started down the side-walk she said, �Sweetheart, you can do it.� And she wasgone leaving him standing where he was, staring at theempty space she had just occupied. He returned his gaze tothewindow. Took a deep breath and stepped into the store.
Thirty minutes later, he returned to his hotel room ex-cited floating and on air. He set down the loads of newclothes and smiled to himself: he bought the rubber top andskirt (and the silicone and power to maintain them!) all byhimself! That little latex number fit so perfectly and felt sogood - he blushed thinking back that when he was trying iton, it fit so very tightly that he could hardly conceal hisgrowing erection. If that didn�t get a reaction out of thesales girl, then probably nothingwould. He now felt so freeand happy because he had a fair idea of how to go aboutbuying clothes for himself. As amatter of fact, after looking

58 Tawni Katherine Bonds



at, touching and enjoying all the things he had purchasedso far today, he decided he needed a purse and went backout and found the most darling messenger style purse inblack with a leather and golden chain strap! On his wayback to the room he passed a store and bought some lip-stick, deep red, and mascara and eyeliner - black and �par-rot� blue.
Back in his room he tried on everything to see how hecouldmix andmatch. Hewalked an imaginary catwalk, sa-shaying back and forth, doing the �Model Walk and Pose,turn, walk and pose� routine he had seen on TV, putting onhis own private late afternoon fashion show!
The fabrics felt sowonderful on his smooth and sensitiveskin. His new shoes, ones that actually fit properly, felt sowonderful on his feet that he wondered why men were notwearing them all the time! And, they added to his alreadyfeminine walk. Each outfit was perfect and each one bol-stered his self-image and confidence as the woman helonged to be. He had even bought a ladies watch, somerings and bangles as well as the new dangly earrings. And,�Egad!� he thought to himself as he put all the credit cardbills on the table with is business expense receipts, it is ex-pensive to a woman! But oh so worth it!!!!
It was almost seven o�clock at night when he finished hisfashion show, playing with the new make up and figuringout what he would be wearing tonight. Seven O�clock!!! Hehad to start the transformation! Hewas excited by the pros-pects and the Alex�s image floated into his brain � excitinghim even more. She was Magic! And he certainly did notwish to be late for his second and last night out as thewoman he was meant to be! And with the woman hewanted to be! �Tomorrow,� he thought sadly, �I have to goback home. Back to my little apartment and my �normal�life. My real life. That boring life I have been living all theseyears - that he �Vanilla life�.� (Big Sigh). �Tomorrow I goback to being plain old boring stick-in-themudRichard��
�So tonight is all I have,� he brightened. �Tonight�s thenight. Tonight is going to be all Heather�s!�
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TEN

AT Eight-Thirty, the appointed time, Heather was in thehotel bar once again, sitting at a table, dressed hot and sexyin her LBD. Shewas alone for themoment. She felt magnifi-cent in her skin-tight, sleeveless black Mini-dress thatstopped a generous amount above her knee so as to showoff her beautiful long legs.
At 8:33 the waitress set a drink down in front of her andindicated a guy sitting at the bar who toasted her andsmiled as she glanced in his direction.
The fear that had once (was it only yesterday?) kept himfrom appearing in public as a woman immediately blos-somed into an all-consuming paranoia. The old question ��Am I passing?�- suddenly bloomed in his head and blud-geoned him. �Dressed as awoman and in a public bar!� Hisbrain retreated into the old pattern was shouting at himagain. �Someone from the conference might be in this barand recognize me! This is CRAZY!!!� All the alarms in hishead were going off at full volume.
�Have to get out of here. Must leave!� his mindscreamed. He was back in full male mode now. He stood toleave but themanwho had sent the drink over was startingtowards her table. The dress seemed to be hindering Rich-ard�s every movement. The heels seemed to be designed toinsure that he could not walk. The clothes, so skimpy, thathe suddenly felt naked!
The man was now standing at his table, blocking his es-cape. He felt cornered. Very conspicuous, and very afraid.
�Hi. My name�s Ted. Mind if I join you for a minute?� heasked politely as he pulled a chair out for her to sit.
He (Heather) was stunned. He (Heather) was afraid tospeak, lest his voice give him away. He (Heather) wasafraid to let this guy join him lest he be found out. The mo-ment seemed to hang in the air for an eternity. Clocksslowed to the point that they might as well be frozen intime.
Heather�s mind began to swirl as Ted gently took herarm and guided her into the waiting chair, sitting down
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next to her. �Big mistake! Don�t let him sit down,� sheheard from somewhere very close and loud in his mind.
Richard seemed to be separated from Heather as hewatched her cross her long shapely legs without under-standingwhat affect thatwould have on anyman. Ted gavea long admiring look at them, and then shook himself out ofit, saying, �Oh my� those are some seriously beautifulgams, Miss...?�
Loud laughter rolled through the bar like thunder.Heather looked to see where it was coming from and wasshocked and frozen solid - mouth open and stunned. Tedseeing her reaction looked to where she was looking: acrowd of men, smoking cigars and laughing were sitting ata back tablewith an equal number of very pretty girls sprin-kled among them. And one girl, particularly beautiful. Hisgaze returned to Heather. �That�s Alex,� he said casuallyand then added, �but I think you knew that all ready?� Helooked back to the crowd of men and women Alex was ap-parently �hosting�. Stunningly beautiful girls in greatclothes, with even greater bodies. Each of them sexier thanthe other - but Alex was still the queen. All of the girls werevery attentive to the men.
Heather�s mouth opened and closed for a second thenshe snapped her head around as if she had seen a ghost. Shetook a large sip of the red wine still on the table.
�Something�wrong,Miss� ah?� Ted asked. �You lookkind of frightened.�
Heather just stared straight ahead, frozen. Her mouthopened and she whispered to him, �Please. Just get me outof here.�
Ted looked surprised but said, �Sure thing Sweetie. I justhave to pay the bar tab andhave a quickwordwithAlex.�
�No!� Heather said with great urgency and grabbing hiswrist tightly. �No! No no no no�� but at that second Alexappeared next to them.
�Ted. I see you�ve all ready met my Heather.�
�You didn�t tell me she was this beautiful, Alex,� Tedsaid with a wide smile on his face..
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�I didn�t have to,� she replied as she laid a hand onHeather�s shoulder possessively. �Andwould you have be-lieved me if I did?� Alex asked with assured confidence.
�Well, I guess not,� he replied turning his appraisinggaze back to Heather who was still sitting frozen.�Heather�s a bit, um�odd at themoment,� he said toAlex.
�I can see that,� Alex said, bending down to Heather�sear. �Oh my lovely poor thing. Are you worried that yourboss and co-workers might see you? Is that what has gotyou all in a tizzy?� She asked in a low voice so onlyHeathercould her.
Heather nodded her head. �Don�t worry, Love,� Alexsaid standing up, �they�ve all ready �noticed� you and sentme over to ask you to join them. Us.�
Heather�s mind shut off in that instant � Click! She wasjust a mannequin now for all intents and purposes. Herbody functioned, she breathed, her heart beat but she hadno mind. The fear and shock were just too much for her.
Alex lifted Heather by the arm, Ted helped, and as thethree of them began to walk over to where all the men andwomen were giggling and watching. Heather began toquake. �Shhh, shhh, little girl. It�ll all be all right � you�ll see,� Alex whispered. �Trust me, Love. Trust me.� Heatherstopped and Alex moved in front of her. Looking deep intoher eyes she quietly said, �Sweetie. They don�t know its�You� in there. Youmust trust me. This is your �coming-out�party because when you pass this test you will understandhow beautiful you are; how completely and naturally youare this woman, the person. All your fears of discovery willbe forever banished. Ok, Lover? Trust me?�
Heather slowly nodded. Then awkwardly leaned in andwhispered, �Bathroom. I need to go to the power room.Please?� Alex asked Ted to tell the group that they�d beright with them and walked Heather out of the bar.
Ted joined the festive group, introducing himself as afriend of Alex�s and delivering her message that �Heatherand Alex would be right back � just going to the ladiesroom.� Richard�s boss, Bill, all readywith a buzz on, loudlyexclaimed, �They better be right back!!!! ThatHeather lookstotally hot! She should join us for Steaks and fun!� And ev-eryone laughed.
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In the ladies room, Heather turned to Alex angrily, �Youcan�t be serious! You expect me to sit down with my Bossand the guys and, and� and WHAT!?!?�
Alex took her by the shoulders, �Calm down Honey.Trust me. You can do this. I promise you, you can do this.And, trust me, they will never even get the least bit suspi-cious that you are notwhat you appear to be. Theywill onlysee a very hot, sexy girl. Have I led you wrong ever?�
Heather thought for a moment, eyes locked on Alex�s.Her brain was working furiously trying to put it all to-gether. The fear of being discovered and losing her job andreputation was looming like a huge flashing neon sign.�Heather,� Alex said giving her a little squeeze. �Heather.You. Can. Do. This. Trust. Me.� She tried to hug her.
�That�s my BOSS!!! He knows me!!!! You said you weregoing to take care of them!!!! Is THIS what you call takingcare of them?!?!?!?!� Heather angrily whispered.
�As a matter of fact,� Alex said coolly. �Yes. Those girlsout there are my girls. And your Boss is now in the care ofmy girls - along with those idiot guys you work with. Mygirls know how to handle them. To make them to do whattheywant them to do. And you knowwhat theywant themto do?� She looked at Heather sternly. �They want them tohave a good time, spend a ton of money on them, take themto a nice dinner and fall asleep thinking they all did some-thing �naughty� so they will be afraid to compare notes.Andmy girlswill get that done. And they�re going to have agreat time getting it done!�
Heather didn�t knowwhat to say to that. Alex continued,�And if my girls want to have fun with your guys, well,that�s their business.�
Alex�s features had hardened a bit as she delivered thisto Heather. She looked at Heather, evaluating if he was get-ting it or not. A lot of emotions crossedHeather�s face as sheprocessed this, ending up with one of accusation. �Alex,�she said in a voice that was gaining in volume, �If they willnever figure out who I really am, HOW DID YOU!?� Howdid you know it was me this morning on the street? When Iwas window-shopping? How did you know that theHeather you seduced so perfectly last night was Me!? Orhim� Richard! I mean� ARRRUGH!!!!�
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Alex, looked at her as her identity crisis grew to the pointwhere Heather did not even know if she was Richard pre-tending to be Heather, or Heather masquerading as Rich-ard. A smile began to soften Alex�s features. �Heather.Sweetie. I can assure you that the resemblance betweenRichard andHeather is nil. Limited only to height. You bearno more likeness to your male counterpart than a Balsa-wood glider does to a fighter jet � both are plane but beyondthat...�
Heather crossed her arms, not looking convinced. Alexcontinued, �The point of tonight is that I CAN introduceyou to your own boss and co-workers and they will never,ever suspect that it is you.
Heather remained skeptical. �OK � I knew you wereRichard because I checked on you. I have a pretty intenseability to research my potential�friends. When I took thepicture of you on the balcony, I counted the floors from theground up, and the rooms from the side of the buildingover. I have some influence at this hotel and it was a smallmatter to discover your identity,where you are from and soon.�
Heather exploded, �You spied on me!!!!!!�
�No, no,� Alex quickly replied, �I checked you out is all.The only thing that you can even consider spying,was that Imanaged to get a picture of you from the security cameraswhen you checked in. That�s all.�
�So you spied on me,� Heather flatly repeated. �Youspied on me.�
Alex moved closer to Heather, who tried to back away,but Alex put her arms around her and held her in placewith surprising strength. �Listen to me Heather. All of thisis for your own good. All of this is to help you reach yourpotential. I have invested a lot of time in you.Why? Becauseyou are so beautiful � you bet. Because you will be in mydebt at the end of this � absolutely. And because girls likeyou are very rare and I have a talent for spotting them. Eachone of the girls at the table with your Boss and co-workersused to be a man trapped in their bodies. I showed themhow to break out. How to have some fun. How to feel ful-filled and get what you want out of life. I do that because, Itoo, was like that.�

The Night 65



Heather looked shocked now. She was not sure she be-lieved what Alex was saying. Alex pulled a picture out ofher clutch and showed it to Heather: IT was a nice lookingmanwith glasses and a dog. �Who�s that?�Heather asked.
�That�sme several years ago. I was you. Now look atme,Sweetie.�
Heather�s eyes darted from the picture of the man toAlex and back. Still not sure she believed what Alex wassaying she challenged, �Prove it. Prove that picture is you.�
�How?� Alex responded. �That�s the point, Sweetie. Ican�t. I bear no resemblance to that version of me than youdo to Richard.� Alex implored Heather to understand,�You. Are. Heather. You can do this. You will do this. Andyou will thank me when you finally see that no one willever connect Richard to you.�
Heather thought this over. Her body sagged as sheleaned back against the table behind her. She looked at Alex� up and down, then back to the photograph of the man.She lifted her eyes to see herself in the powder roommirror.Studying her reflection she slowly realized that she, herself,would not even recognize that this was Richard. Slowly, asthat realization set in, she began to smile - Smile and thinkthat maybe, just maybe, this might all work out.
She straightened up. She still did not want to go andmeet her Boss and office pals, but she also was really begin-ning to believe that they would not recognize her as Rich-ard. Slowly, she could feel a change creeping through herbody. She was feeling stronger in a weird way � strongernow that she was believing that she was not Richard andthat she was this visage of the beautiful woman she wasstudying in the mirror.
Alex gently took her by her shoulders and stared deepthrough Heather�s eyes, into her soul, �Are you ready,Sweetie? Are you ready, Girl, to seize your future?�
Heather nodded, then embraced Alex tightly � em-braced her like any girl would embrace another girl. A tearbegan to run from the corner of one of her eyes. Shesqueezed her lids closed tightly and whispered, �Yes.Thank you, Alex.�
A beat, then Alex softened, �One more thing Heather:nothing�s for free in this world. But girls like US; we can
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prettymuch havewhatever wewant. A little smile; let yourleg brush against his under the table; a giggle while you layyour hand on his arm; his hand brushes your thigh; a flashof panties as you cross your legs. It�s so easy when youknow the �Tricks� � the power of womanhood.� Heatherjust stared at her, becoming mesmerized by the fantasyAlex was laying out for her.
�Girls like you enjoy being a woman so much more thangenetic girls. You love the clothes, the shoes, the make-up!You don�t complain about how hard or uncomfortable orexpensive it is to be female. You appreciate the gift. Youwant it so badly that the minor inconveniences ofmani-pedi�s, corsets, 5-inch heels, facials, workouts and di-ets just feel like part of the fun of being a girl. You know I�mright,� she said, still looking into Heather�s eyes. She tookHeather�s hands in her own. The electric touch of Alex in-fused Heather with a surge of faith. Faith in Alex. Faith thatthis was right with the universe � after all she had not yetbeen struck down by the gods.
Alex continued, �But of all the men who want to be orcan be girls � even if for only one night:You are a stand out.You are something special. When I saw you up on that Bal-cony I instantly saw it in you. You only needed a little push.A helping hand. And a teacher to show you the power youall ready have and how towield it.Well, my class pet, this isthe next lesson on your journey. So let�s go out, be charmingand enjoy being the powerful sexy women we are.�
Heatherwas ready. Ready to believe thatmaybe shewasspecial and she could wield the power. She was completelyunder Alex�s spell and felt she could do anything as long asAlex was with her. She asked hesitantly, �Dowe have to goto dinner with them?�
Alex laughed, taking her hand, �No, Sweetheart. I haveother plans for you tonight. Plans you are going to love.Now, trust me?� Tentatively, Heather shook her head yes.
After a brief touch-up at the mirror they faced eachother: Heather took a deep calming breath. Alex smiled en-couragingly and said, �You look like a million bucks, Dar-ling. Now let�s go have some fun.�
Heather replied in a small voice, �What will happen tome if they see� the Richard in me?� Alex just chuckled as
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she led her out of the ladies room and over to the tablewhere all the guys and girls were.
As they approached the table, all the men stood up togreet them. Introductions all around. Frank, one of theRichard�s office buddies, pulled another chair up to the allready-crowded table. He made a big show of dusting it offwith his napkin and gallantly gestured Heather into theseat.
Heather was very, very nervous andwhen Bill asked herwhat she was drinking, she opened her mouth but nothingcame out. He looked at her more closely saying, �Have wemet before?� Heather, in a very whispery Marilyn Monroevoice, quietly said, �I don�t think so.� Bill burst out laugh-ing, saying, �That line never seems to work but I keep onusing it!�
Someone handed Heather a glass of champagne, whichshe gulped down. Bill, studying her closely, asked, �SoHeather, you live here or?"
Before she could answer, Ted put his hand on her armsaying, �Whoa there, Bill man, she�s with me � isn�t thatright Heather?�
�I...I�m in copiers,� she stuttered, stunned.
Ted, Bill and Alex looked at each other, then laughed.�That is she is presently in copiers,� Alex interjected.�Heather is considering moving here to work for me.�
Heather looked at Alex surprised; but was swept awaywith her natural beauty again. Her perfect shape. Herswelling, luscious breasts. Her long beautiful legs, tinywaist, deep green eyes and long luscious auburn hair. Shebecame totally lost in her - as always. Coveting her looksand wanting to be her. She admired Alex�s calm and au-thoritative demeanor. �Yes,� Heather said, �I am.�
Ted then raised a glass and began hitting the side of itwith a spoon to get everyone�s attention. �I purpose a toastto Alex andHeather, and the fine gentlemen of�of... what-ever your company is, and thewonderfulwomenwhohavejoined you all here tonight!� They all clinked glasses anddrank.
Ted sat back down and his arm around Heather. She be-gan to study Ted more closely � her �awareness� seemed to
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be kicking in and she saw that he was tall, had a muscularbuild under that expensive suit. Armani? Good taste. �Ohmy gosh! Am I checking him out!?� she thought to herself.�But I�m a confirmed lesbian,� Heather assured herself asher eyes moved to Alex�s beautiful face. �So I just need torelax a bit� Yeah. Nothing is happening here��
Ted was looking at her with a smile on his face. His armaround her felt good. His body was turned to hers and hisfree hand came to rest on her thigh � which also felt prettywonderful to her. She turned to stare at Ted in bewilder-ment. Things were going fast. Bordering on out of control.She really liked this physical contact � more than sheshould she thought. Through the haze, as if coming from afar distance, she thought she heard Alex saying good night.Good Night!? Her attention snapped back to this presentsituation just as Ted was standing and pulling her chair outfor her. �What is happening here?� she thought in confu-sion and bewilderment.
Heather robotically stood and Ted put his arm aroundher again and pulled her close to him. Alex leaned in to kissher good-night andwhispered in her ear, �You see � no onehere is even noticing that Richard never showed up, muchless that you used to be him. Now text Bill that you havefood poisoning or something. Gowith Ted -He is your finalexam. Pass it my Love. Come to the penthouse when yourdate is over.�
Alex said her goodbyes to one and all and she was gone,abandoning Heather to Ted�s firm grasp and care. Heatherhad no idea of what was happening. All eyes around the ta-ble were on her and Ted. All the eyes of her office buddiesand her boss! Not one of those pair of eyes seemed to seeRichard. Only Ted and Heather. And, if she was not mis-taken, they all seemed to be looking at Ted with, what?Envy in their eyes. �Wow!� she thought as the haze beganto clear a little. �Wow, Alex was right. All they see isHeather. Not Richard.� She took this in as Ted began sayinghis, �nice to meet you�s� and all. And as she and Ted wereabout to walk away, something came over her. She leaneddown and gave Bill, her boss, a little peck on the cheek,leaving lipstick prints there, and said, �Maybe next time,Tiger.� She winked at him, smiled to herself, and, arm inarm, walked out of the Bar with Ted.
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ELEVEN

Ted gently guided Heather into one of the hotel eleva-tors. As soon as the doors closed Ted pulled Heather into atight embrace and kissed her. A long, deep kiss - and on themouth. Heather was repulsed, but could not withdraw.Ted�s embrace was very firm, very strong. He nibbled herear, his hot breath tickling her neck, his strong arms pin-ning her arms to her sides.
She was resisting him. But something inside of herwanted to please Alex and therefore, at her instruction,Ted. She fought the feelings. She was not gay! But that kiss.The strong arms holding her. She could feel herself begin-ning to waiver. Was she gay? Ted pulled back and held herat arms length, looking deep into her eyes. �Heather, youare so beautiful,� he whispered. She faltered a little andleaned into him, feeling his arms tightening around her, hishot breath once again on her neck, his fingers lightly tracingup and down the side of one shoulder. �Oh my goodness,�she thought as the waves of sensual energy washed overher from his touches. �Oh my god��
Finally, closed her eyes tentatively, she could do nothingbut surrender and she kissed back. Still feeling this waswrong, but not as much. She surrendered a bit more. Thensomething new flooded her body. Chills, goose bumps,cold-hot waves. A mass body-tingle. She didn�t know ex-actly what, but it something major was shifting. Somethingcataclysmic. And she knew that everything had changed�maybe forever!
When the elevator reached Ted�s floor, and the doorsopened, they were still kissing. He did not release her fromhis embrace even after the doors closed again with themstill inside. He gently pushed her arms above her head andleaned against her, holding her arms high with one largepowerful hand. He began to lightly caress her thighthrough her stockings. His hand rising slowly, leaving atrail of wonderful tingles, and then descending back down.Up and down so lightly that her skin rippled at his touchwith sensual pleasure. Up and down and up � higher witheach repetition until he was tingling all the way up� to her
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crotch. Creating the samewondrous sensations as Alex hadthe night before in almost the very same situation.
She shuddered as the erotic tingles flooded and over-whelmed her. Everything in her body rippled with hot cas-cading sensations - against her will! She could feel some-thing drawing her inexplicably towards him. Forcing her toreturn his kiss deeply and passionately. She fought it butlost when his hand lightly graced her inner thigh, close toher stocking tops, close to the �Garden of Eden.� �I AM notinto guys! I AM not gay.,� her mind shouted out to her. Sheshould not enjoy this � no matter how right it felt. No mat-ter how he was making her feel. No matter how� She fal-tered, swooned and gave in to his intense passion, lust,heat. As she surrendered, finally and completely, her lastcognizant thoughts were, �Whatever Ted had in mind� itwas OK with her.�
THE next thing she knew, she was staring up at the ceil-ing in another luxury suite - not knowinghow she got there.
She remembered the magnificent kisses, the lightlycreeping hand sliding slowly up her thigh, under her skirt,and then...well here she was.
She moved to swing her legs to the ground but discov-ered that they were tied to something. Her arms were tiedtogether and held to something above her head. She wrig-gled and discovered that she was still clothed but com-pletely immobile. There were ropes or belts holding herwaist, head, knees and shoulders in place. She literallycould not move more than an inch.
Ted floated into her field of view. �God! You are so sexyand beautiful. But even beauty must be tamed,� he saidwith mock ruefulness.
Heather thrashed in her bonds, afraid now. What wasthis mad man going to do to her!!! She began to shout, buthe covered her mouth with his in a kiss. A kiss that over-whelmed her again. He leaned back and whispered to her,�Think for a minute, Heather: Alex wouldn�t send you offwithme if she thought I would put you in any danger. I canget her to come here and tell you that everything is ok if youlike. Or I can release you if you would rather�� As he saidthis, his fingers were lightly stroking her breasts. She raisedher head as far as she could and see that Ted was stoking
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her through her top. Heatherwas afraid and very surprised- but his light strokes on her breast forms seemed to beclouding her mind as incredibly intense rushes of cascad-ing waves rolled throughout her body causing her tosquirm.. �How could she be feeling these feelings?� shewondered.
Ted�s hands moved down her torso, thighs, legs and re-moved her high heeled shoes. He focused his attention onher feet andHeather responded as if she was the Grand Re-ceptor of Sensation, of erotica. She writhed in pleasure,squirmed with intense erotic surges that ricocheted allthrough her body and seemed to come together in hergroin. She lost herself to him for the second time that night.But this time she did not fight it � but surrendered to it, en-joying the feelings that had taken over her body.
He played with her from her feet to her neck. He slowly,deliberately, unzipped her dress, and with a very sexysmile on his face leaned down and began to suckle herbreasts. Firm, beautifully shaped breasts with nipples sosensitive - creating deep, intense and powerful tidal wavesof over-powering, sensual pleasure inside her.
�Beautifully shaped BREASTS!!� The thought slowlysurfaced in hermind. �Onme...her!? His?!What!?� She hadto look again, to fight her way through these massive erotictidal waves of pleasure. She strained against the bonds toseewhat she thought she felt. Heather raised her head as faras she could against the restraints. She opened her eyesslowly, gasping from the sensations Ted was inducing in-side her, to see two perfectly shaped, large breasts risingfrom her chest where the forms should have been!
Ted teasingly licked one of the exposed nipples causingher to throw her head back and gasp out loud at the intensesensation. So intense. She had imagined it, but never feltanything like this before! Ted pinched the other nipplelightly, rolling it between his fingers.
�Oh my God!� She gasped out loud. �Oh God Yes. OhYes. Ohhhh Yessssss!�
Ted continued to work his way slowly back down to herfeet, tantalizing every square inch of her body on the way.Heather glistened in the dim light. She was coated in a lightsheen of sweat from straining against her bonds as she
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writhed from the sheer ecstasy he was creating within her.The feelings, sensations. Giant rippling, crashing waves ofimmense erotic power, electric sensual power, her hipsthrusting into the air uncontrollably at his masterfultouches, licks and nibbles.
Ted slowly worked his way back up, licking and lightlycaressing her legs through her stockings as he went. Slowlyhe climbed her, coming closer and closer to her garden ofdelight.
In the back of Heather�s mind, she could sense quietpanic beginning. Why? What was her fear? She was com-pletely in her ownworldwhere everythingwas beyond herwildest imagination. But it kept growing as Ted came closerand closer to her �garden of pleasure�. �Wait!� She criedout. She had no �Garden of Pleasure� - but instead a large,erect surprise waiting for him. She suddenly struggled tostop his advances. �Stop!� she moaned again as she contin-ued to struggle. Her bonds making her struggles useless.
Ted�s hands rose under her skirt, bunching it up aroundher waist.
�Please? Stop!� she heard herself whisper. �Stop!�
But Ted pulled her panties down with his teeth and ...very slowly ...
�Noooo,� she moaned more urgently. �Ted, please��her voice almost purring like a cat instead of sounding sternand urgent as she intended.
Ted, very sensually, very lightly, let his wide, warm, wettongue slide over one of Heather�s thighs. �Feels sogood�� she thought. He continued down to the inside ofher thigh, getting so close to discovering her truth.
�Nooooooooooooo,� she moaned out loud as firmly asshe could. But shewas overwhelmed by these amazing sen-sations that were - no, that HAD taken over her body. Shewas feeling things she had never dreamed of before. Tedwas a master. Whatever he was doing to her, making herfeel� he was making her feel things so intensely, so magi-cally, so wonderfully that she was losing the fight to stophim.
Ted�s magic tongue and fingers continued playing herbody, getting closer to the big, bad discovery � the one that
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could cause this to end very badly. Ted let his hot, wettongue slide very, very lightly over Heather�s sex. This wasit, she thought. The touch of his tongue there, on that spot,was an explosion of intense and wonderful sensations thatmade her buck uncontrollably against her bonds. She wasbreathless at the new and unbelievably intense waves ofhot, carnal pleasure! She moaned out loud uncontrollably,fervently.
He lapped at her again, slightly more firm but still verygently. Heather, lost to everything but those powerfulerotic explosions, writhed as violently as the restraints al-lowed: hips uncontrollably thrusting into the air again asshe gasped and moaned. Ted licked again, slowly, widen-ing his tongue, hitting more of her sensitive area. Draggingits hot, moist, soft, perfectly textured mass slowly over hersex until it touched her clitoris.
Heather exploded! She lost all control. No longer caringif he found out. It just didn�t matter. She had never felt any-thing like this. Nothing so all persuasive, all controlling,completely intense and so very, very wonderful. Shehowled her pleasure out. Screaming and moaning. Thrash-ing against her bonds, completely lost to everything butthose amazing,magical, intense feelingswracking her bodyin the most incredible ways. Whatever Ted was doing toher � within her � she was now begging him not to stop!
Ted continued his slow, maddening licks. Her body be-coming so sensitive to his touches, she was driven evendeeper into this all-encompassing ecstasy. When hereached upwith hiswet fingers and began stroking her nip-ples, she escalated her cat-like moans into all out gaspingand groaning! Then he forced his fingers into her mouthand she tasted something warm, sticky and salty. Shelapped it up eagerly, silencing her, even as her pelvis con-tinued its uncontrollable thrusts into the air.
She desperately wanted to open her legs to him, to havehim inside her but she couldn�t separate them even an inch� the restraints were too tight. She begged him with thepower of her mind and body, to replace his fingers in hermouth� with his cock. She tried to beg him around thosefingers. She tried to show him what she needed by treatingthose fingers as if theywere a cock � sucking on them, using
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her tongue andwet lips, bobbing her head on them asmuchas she could.
But, to her surprise, he stopped everything and left theroom. Heather was breathless. She was afraid that she haddone something wrong. Had she had somehow insultedhim? Disgusted him? But she needed that cock� HISCOCK! IN her heat and her need, she mused that just minutesago, she herself was repulsed by the thought of even kissing aman.And now look at her. She had become a sensual sex machine � andone in great need.Her hips still thrusted into the empty air.
The sudden emptiness she felt. The need that was fastgrowing within her. She wanted it! She needed it. SheMUST have it. Her hips continued to pump � Trying tocontrol herself. Trying to calm down. She tried to quiet herneed and involuntary movements. Tried to calm her mind.Tried to be quiet and just enjoy the bondage.
And then it hit her. Where was her own cock?! She couldnot feel it. She had not felt it. Ted had not seemed to dis-cover it! She tried to see if it was there as hermind raced try-ing to figure out what Ted had done to her� or, shethought, �Was he really that good with his tongue.� Shelifted her head as far as she could to see, and, ignoring hernew breasts, tried to see her crotch. She could not see anysign of her manhood from this angle.
Before she could resolve this question, Ted returned.Standing over her, looking down at her, fire in his eyes, de-sire burning within them both.
�Open,� he said. And all thoughts concerning where herown cock was disappeared as Heather thought she was go-ing to get her surprising wish � to have his cock in hermouth. But instead he forced a ball gag into it. As he tight-ened the strap behind her head he said, �Don�t worry myPrincess. Just lay back and enjoy this. It�s all for you - rightnow.� He added with a grin. �It�s all about you, Heather.It�s all about you feeling the woman you have become.�
Then he released her bonds enough to roll her over andrefastened them until she was held in place - this timespread eagle, with arms and legs bond to the four posts ofthe bed. He slid a pillow under her pelvis so her ass was inthe air �Don�t move until I tell you to. Ok?� he asked and
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very slowly began to massage her juicy, wet sex with hissweet, soft hands until she was moaning into her gag.
He reached under her to squeeze her breasts, so softly, sosweetly. Then refocused on her ass and pussy - careful sothat �just-the-right- pressure� was applied and�just-the-right-places� were being stimulated. Her passionwas building. Her body singing electric at his masterfultouches. Sexual tension building uncontrollablywithin her.Building higher, and more intense until she thought shewould pass out from this much wonderful, powerful andall encompassing sensation. Her breath coming in shortgasps. And when she could no longer stand the pleasure,when she thought she would die for it all, when she couldnot even imagine that anything could feel this good, shequaked and erupted with a new and unexpected orgasm -the depth and strength of which she had never ever dreamtof. She thrashed andwrithed and screamed into her gag un-til her body when rigid, every sweaty muscle strainingagainst each other, poised on the peak of the wave, riding itas far as she could, and then, hovering there for a second, anhour, a day, slipping over the edge and the long sweet fallback to earth. She collapsed into a sweaty, heaving heap.
Ted began to kiss her neck gently. Heather was breath-ing heavily. Slowly opening her eyes she looked at Tedwithin a new light. Something that she had not noticed beforeseemed to be showing itself to her: his complete sexualprowess? His rippling tanned muscles defining every lineof his taunt body? His manly strength? (Something he,Richard, had never had even as a man.) No. What it was,she realized, was that she wanted him. She was so attractedto this man. In a way she had never before felt with anyoneother than Alex. And she trusted him.
And then she felt it for the first time. Something shewould never forget � ever. A hard cock, HIS hard cock,knocking at her sex, from behind! Ever so slowly, pushingat herwetness, her sex, it penetrated her, sliding slowly andgently into her bit by bit - sending new sensations roilingthroughout her body, through her tired, exhausted body.But a body that responded to this new sensation. A bodythat was now completely in sync with her mind. �I wanthim.�
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Tedmurmured into her ear, �Your tiny waist and sweet,sweet breasts are mine. Your tunnel of pleasure - this pussy- is just for me tonight.�
And he slid his cock all the way into her with a thrustthat made Heather moan. She instinctively began to slowlypush back against it. He reached around her and began tolightly message her breasts and she began to ripple alivewith those enticing erotic currents. Flooding her senses.Sensations she had never known before. Sensations a thou-sand times more intense than last night�s. Her new breastsso sensitive! So many new feelings seemed to drive herwhile the cock was sliding in and out, filling her and re-treating, building the sexual tension more, to the inevitableavalanche of ecstasy.
And then shewas shocked to realize that his sex thatwaspumping in and out of her felt so different than the onefrom last night. A different and much more powerful andwonderfully, sensual feeling. Not at all like last night. Thiswas feeling tremendously, intensely, incredibly more�hot! More powerful! In and out, he continued and herthoughts were swept away by the sheer force of those sen-sations careening through her.
She was uncontrollably thrusting her hips back againsthis sex. She was straining and tensing with the ever-grow-ing and impending orgasm. Building bigger and biggerwith each thrust - she heard herself begging him throughher gag tomake her cum. Push her over that deep cavern oflove; she lost in the tidal waves of pleasure.
His thrusting into her was growing faster and faster,harder and harder, while his fingers continued pinchingand rolling her nipples until shewas screaming into her gagto take her completely and totally.
And then she felt him, tense, his cock rock hard, frozendeep inside her � she could feel his heart beating inside her.Then a spasm and warm, luscious hot liquid, burning deepinto her depts � triggering her own orgasm, even as Ted be-gan to moan and piston his cock deeper into her. And sheonce again, she uncontrollably exploded with wave afterwave of themost gigantic, all encompassing, world shatter-ing orgasmic waves, tensing her and controlling her com-pletely. All she could do was scream her joy into her gagand let it happen � ride it as her body sang out - until it was
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over� all to soon for her� and Ted collapsed on top of herin a sweaty and spent heap. Her body, ringing with the af-ter shocks of such a wonderful and intense climax as shehad just experienced, wanted more. Demanded more! Butcould she wait? Give the poor guy a break before she gothim going again.
If theworld in sunlight is a full, richly colored experiencecompared to the world at midnight under a moonless sky,this orgasm was the sunlight compared to the ones fromlast night. And compared to the ones before last night, well,the ones before last night were nothing. Just a weak flash-light in a dark room. This orgasm she had just had defiedany description in words. Any comparison that could bemade would fall so far short of the actual experience thatthere is just no point in trying to conveywhat it felt like. Thebest that she could think to say, by way of explaining it tosomeone who had never experienced something this pow-erful, this life changing, was simply, �Wow.�
She pushed back into him as his manhood shrank andwithdrew itself from her. Leaving her feeling empty in yetanother new way. But not for long she smiled.

TWELVE

It was still dark outside andHeather was alone now. Shemust have either passed out from the intensity of theover-the-top amazing sex or just drifted off in the afterglow� she couldn�t really remember. It was all so dreamy, foggy,wonderful. She rolled onto her back and stretched. Herbreasts were sore � Ow! She looked down at herself and thetwo magnificent breasts were still there. She smiled � theywere really great looking breasts! And they felt even better.The weight of them on her chest as she lay on her backwas�magnificent! It was a feeling she could never remem-ber having before. She glanced further downward.
Her crotch was smooth and when she felt for her cock ITWAS GONE! How could this be?! Was she still dreamingor?
Suddenly panicked! Suddenly Scared! And then, just assuddenly, ecstatic! She jumped up and ran into the bath-room to see herself, her sore breasts bouncing painfully as
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she moved. (So that�s what bras really do!) When shelooked in themirror shewas stopped her cold in her tracks.
There, before her, reflected in the silvery glass,was an in-credibly beautiful, curvy, auburn haired young woman! Awomanwith a petite little waist, long shapely legs, lusciousbreasts and a face radiating beauty. Oh, she could still seeher old self mixed in there, but now shewas truly beautiful.This creature in the mirror was totally feminine and, oh, sohot! She tentatively touched herself, almost afraid it wasnot real and at the same time wanted it to be very real. Thereflection did the same. She reached up and lightly rolledone nipple, MMmmmmm her nipple grew hard at hertouch and felt so wonderful. And the reflection in the mir-ror showed her the look of pleasure on her own face. Herfingers lightly touched her taut skin as they slid down overher tight belly, all theway to her sensual mound. There, shetentatively, reached under her sex to see if her cock wassomehow hidden there. The mirror image did the sameand, No. It was totally gone! BUT HOW!? How was any ofthis possible! How could it happen? Was she dreaming orhad she been drugged and surgically altered? What daywas this!? How much time has passed since� since? SinceTed?!
She dashed out of the bathroom to find Ted but he was-n�t here. Just the thought of Tedmade her want to do thingsto him she would have never even thought of before. To tiehim up and tease and pleasure him! To lightly run her fin-gers all over his body. Lick his long velvety hard sex.Mmmmm. Drive him mad with desire! Yes� fun!!!!! Andthen to take him, at her pace, over and over again until hebegged her to stop. �Yes,� she smiled, �I think I have an un-quenchable thirst of sex! And I love it!�
She got dressed and studied herself in themirrorwaitingfor Ted to return. Touching her sensuous curves, her fullsexy lips, long slender neck, smooth shoulders and arms,and hips. Those girlish hips! She loved herself verymuch inthis moment. She would have loved to make love to herself� her old �him� self and her new incredible �her� self.
She looked at the clock: 1:30 AM. She began to exploreherself - sensuously. Erotically. MMMMmmmmmmm.�Oh God! I can do this to myself?� she thought as her eyespopped openwide. Then Alex�s face and body popped into
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hermind.MMMmmmmm.How sweet tomake love to her!Yes! �I should find Alex right now� � Mmmmmmmmm,still touching herself, feeling the little waves of pleasure ra-diate from her nipples through the silky fabric, the stockingtops revealing her bare soft skin to the coolness of the air.�Oh, yessssssssss,� she thought, �there is nothing bad aboutthis!�
She decided Alex must be in the penthouse. Her sexthrobbed when she thought of her. She reached down tofind that she was wet with at thought of Alex! She exam-ined her glistening fingers. Sniffed them, �Not a badaroma,� she thought. And then, very tentatively, shereached her tongue out and lapped at them.�MMmmmmmmmmm, sweet,� she thought in delight.
Dressed and ready to go, she confidentlywalked into thehallway, down the corridor to the elevator. Sadly no onewas around to see her! She stepped in and pushed the �P�button. What a difference from last night! Still unbeliev-able! Still waiting to wake from this magnificent perfectdream!
The elevator stopped at �17� and the doors opened. Threemen, dressed for clubbing entered the elevator. Each one�seyes scanned her from breast to heels, then up to her face.As the doors closed, one of themen nervously �a-hemmed�while elbowing one of the others. He nodded. They allstood still as statues as the elevator rose.
�We should be going down, � he said, turning to look atHeather with a crooked little smile. His buddies tried tohide their chuckles. �Not up,� he added. Heather met hisgaze and held it until he looked away from her embar-rassed at his accidental innuendo.
Heather spoke with a voice that surprised even her. Itwas more sultry than before: low and dripping with sensu-ality. �Yes,� she said, �There�s so much more fun� whenyou go down� than you would expect�� The men all ex-changed nervous looks, as an inviting smile crept across herface. �Otherwise, I suppose,� she said, holding him withthe force of her gaze, freezing him in place, �You wouldn�tbe in this elevator car, would you?�
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The men, not quite sure they were hearing her correctlyall looked into Heather�s eyes, �Are you� g-going down,Sweetheart?� One slowly asked.
Bing! The elevator doors opened on the top floor.Heather stepped out and turned to them. �Definitely.� Shesaid, �But at the moment.� And the doors slid closed.Heather turned, smiling with her newfound power andconfidence.
She knocked at Alex�s door. Waited. Slowly, it opened,revealing not Alex, not Ted, and not one - but two very,very beautiful women wearing nothing but blackthigh-high stockings, thigh-high stiletto heeled boots andshoulder length black leather opera gloves. They both hadvery thick black eye make-up on and a thin silver chainaround their waists that had another thin length of silverchain coming down the front, disappearing between thelips of their sex and attaching in the back.
Standing aside, they beckoned Heather into the room.The suite was dark and her eyes took time adjust to it.
She heard Alex before she could see her. Alex�s softsweet moans echoing through the rooms. Heavy breathingand the sound and smell of love making seeping into theentrance room.
The two girls silently came up behind Heather, eachgently taking an arm and leading her into a room lit only bya single candle. As Heather�s eyes adjusted she thoughtcould make out many people - all naked, spread-eagledagainst the wall - Or was it just the wallpaper pattern? Thegirls began to unzip her dress, sliding it off her bare shoul-ders, revealing her sweet new breasts. One of them gentlylocked her mouth over Heather�s nipple, her tongue send-ing little shocks of electricity straight to Heather�s crotchand raising goose bumps all over her body. The other girlattached something around each of Heather�s wrists andthen silently disappeared into the darkness of the room.
Heather was becoming lost in the sensations bloomingall through her body from the girl�s attention to her nipples.Heather quivered with each lick, nibble or pinch, quakedwith the passion that was building so suddenly within her.She felt her arms rising, being pulled up and apart bywhat-ever the other girl had affixed around her wrists.
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The second girl came back and slide the dress downHeather�s curvy body, letting it fall to the floor, leaving herstanding in only her garter, black silk panties, stockings andheels. The first girl buckled leather cuffs to each ofHeather�s ankles and disappeared into the shadows.Heather stood still, realizing that she was in the process ofbeing pulled spread-eagle by the ever-tightening chains at-tached to the cuffs.
�Ohhhh,� shemoaned in her breathy, sensual newvoice.
Her arms being pulled upward and apart, her legsslowly reaching their maximum spread. She knew she wasbeing spread-eagled to match the pattern on the wall. Shetried to test the bonds butwas soon being held tightly in po-sition - tautly and securely � by the chains.
The first girl returned to licking, nibbling and suckingHeather�s nipples. The other girl came up behind her andgently but firmly slid a butt-pug deep into her ass. Cool andlubed, it slid home, filling her up. Next a dildowas slid intoHeather�s all ready dripping sex. �Wait!!!!� Heather�s mindstammered, �What is happening?� she thought desper-ately? She still was not sure this was really happening. Shestill was not sure that this wasn�t a dream � a really gooddream � but a dream. She was still not sure that her owncock was not there � really. But that dildo slid deep into herpussy seemed to raise a newpanic just before the sensationsof the vibrations it began generating overwhelmed her andslid her mind back into the love of being a sexual toy her-self!
The first girl approached Heather�s spread and chainedbody, fastening a slim silver chair around her waist, run-ning the chain through both the dildo and butt-plug andfastening it to the back of thewaist chain. She pushed a but-ton on a remote and the dildo stopped vibrating. She pulledthe silver chain taut driving the plug and dildo deeper intoHeather. The sensations! Heather moaned and wriggled�It felt so good. SOOO GOOOD!
Heather tried to fight those amazing sensations. Shetried to fight off the erotic, sensual waves the devicescaused her to feel. Those powerful waves, chills. But shelost to them utterly when the dildo buzzed back to life andbegan to move and vibrate inside her. Her struggling be-came writhing. Her protests became moans. And she be-
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came completely lost in the sensations. New sensations.Ones she had never felt or even dreamed existed before.She was overtaken by them. Driven to distraction, losingherself, losing track of the room. Ofwhomight bewatchingor not. Who might be enjoying the show? Gasping, moan-ing, groaning, grinding, bucking. �OHHHhhhhYessssssss!!!!�
She did not know how long it was before she convul-sively erupted, long and hard, with another deep orgasmthat went on for hours, days, weeks!
And as the orgasm faded, she hung in her bindings, col-lapsed, limp, sweaty and exhausted. But it was not long be-fore the dildo began its machinations again, forcing her tobegin the climb back up the ladder of sensual tension, ofquaking and writhing, deeper, quivering and shaking withthe ever-increasing powerful erotic waves. She was per-forming a dance: A dance to the erotic gods of sensation.
This time it took longer before she hung sweaty, limp,panting and very satiated again.
�Hmmm. What do you say now?� Alex asked steppingfrom the shadows, holding the remote in her hand. Walk-ing around Heather, trailing her finger across Heather�sback, around her ribs and across her still erect nipples.
Heather flinched from the sound of her voice and thenfrom the fingernail across her nipples. She breathed, �I loveit. But how did all this...�
�Let�s just say I know how to pick �em, shall we,� Alexpurred. �I know a thing or two about true desire and whatthe right mind and body can do with a little help.� Sheflashed a deeply sensuous smile at Heather. Alex�s handsrose toHeather�s breasts and began to playwith themwhileshe talked. �Do you want to know what this will cost you?This �dream come true�?�
Heather was becoming distracted again by the sensa-tions. Alex played her so well. She remembered that fromlast night. So well.
�Ohhh,� she sighed between waves of pleasure, �any-thing youwant. Anything� (Moan)� youwant� (Moan).MMmmmm anything�!
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The dildo came to life again andHeather began towritheand dance as she hung from her bonds. She hardly noticedthat her body was being lifted into the air by the chains.Alex fixed her mouth on a breast adding to the buildingpleasure. Heather moaned loudly and bucked wildly. Hermoans growing into long screams of carnal pleasure. Alexreached down and began to stroke Heather�s clitoris. Im-mediately Heather gasped, groaned then screamed as shecame hard, violently, powerfully. She came again andagain; all the while Alex played her nipples and clitoris, or-chestrating each successive orgasm, bigger, larger andmore powerful than the last.
When Heather thought she could stand no more, whenshe thought she would die of pleasure, when she thoughther entire body would shut down... Alex grabbed the dildoand pumped it in and out while continuing to lick and suckHeather�s nipples. The chain�s increasing and decreasingtension against the butt-plug forced it in and out in synco-pation with the dildo. Heather screamed out her orgasm tothe universe. Long, hard and loud, second after second,minute after minute, hour after hour seemingly, until shefainted. Passed out from the sensual pleasures being in-flected upon her new being.

THIRTEEN

ONE of Alex�s girls was waving smelling salts underHeather�s nose when she came to. The pungent smellsnapped Heather�s head back as she regained conscious-ness. She tried to cover her mouth as she coughed but shefound that she was still tied spread-eagle and suspendedfrom the ceiling.
�Ahhh. Too much, too soon,� Alex apologized.
�No, no. Please. Oh God. Oh God, no. Its ... its never toomuch,� Heather said with her deep velvety, breathy whis-per.
�Well, now that I�ve got your attention, you do want toknow what�s going on,� Alex asked as she slowly walkedaround Heather�s beautiful bound body. She tugged at thewaist chain as she spoke � each little tug sending new sex-

84 Tawni Katherine Bonds



ual tidalwaves careening throughHeather. Each newwaveof sensation decimating her sensitive body. Each set ofwaves causing her to throw her head back and writhe dan-gling in the air, trying to make that orgasm peak.
�That drink I sent you last night? It did this,� Alex saidindicating Heather�s magnificent body. �It and somethingelse. Something that no one believes even exists.� AlexcuppedHeather�s chin in her hand. �What has happened toyou?Well, you have your wish, that�s what. You are a sexy,beautiful woman now. A woman in every respect, ex-cept�� Alex tugged the chain again causing a moan to es-cape Heather�s full, erotic mouth.
�One: No period for you. Ever. So you�re not really awoman because you can�t become pregnant. No children.None. Ever. Period. A double edged sword, as you mayeventually see.� Alex gestured to the black booted girlswho instantly began to lightly suckle Heather�s breasts.Heather�s body was thrown back into sensual passion � al-ways ravenous for more. Once again the shock of the plea-sure so intense that it thundered through her body, shakingher sweat-matted Auburn hair free from her sweat coverednaked back.
�Two: Your mind is still your mind. That is male. At itscore. This means you will begin to see that being a womanis a bit harder than you fantasized. A few obstacles will be-come evident as your male ego begins to clash with yournew reality. A glass ceiling is something that is real, limit-ing what you can achieve. And wait until you see how youmen have treated us. This is all awonderfulway to give youyour dreams and make you suffer from them as well. Youmay eventually wish to become male again.� And shepumped the dildo several times throwing Heather into afrenzy of contortions, moans and groans, and pelvicthrusts. �Or maybe not. We�ll see.�
�Iwas a lesbian trapped in amale body too. Don�t be sur-prised - You are exactly like me. The same burning dreamscoloring your entire life. I saw it in you as if it was a power-ful beacon of light on the balcony that night. A beacon tothose that can see. When you walked out there to drink inthe night �en femme� it was like pouring fresh blood beforea Vampire�s door. You called me to you� like many beforeyou. And like many more will do. And now you have the
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same beauty, the same body and almost even the same faceas I do. The only real difference is: I have thematurity of ex-perience and you, well; you are just a pup in this big oldworld. You�re going to need me, Sweetie. You�re going toneedmy protection and education. And I sowant to protectand educate you, my Pet. �
With that Alex kissed Heather on the lips while giving aseries of tugs of the chain. Heather�s hips rocketed forwardas her eyes closed with the passion. Waves of pleasure cas-caded through her body and came to point where her lipsmet Alex�s.
�Yes. Sex will always be this good and you will alwayswant it � because you have that male brain and that malesex drive, I suppose. You all want it � all the time. Anywayyou can. And that iswhere thiswhole thing comes together.I can help you here... for a small price.�
Heather slowly opened her eyes as the sexual tidal waveof pleasure receded away from her. Her eyelids were thickwith sensuality. �What do you mean?� she whisperedthrough the erotic haze in her head.
�I mean,� Alex replied as her fingers curled around thechain, �that you need the sex to survive. To stay female. Ifyou refrain fromhaving sex formore than forty-eight hoursyou will slowly revert to your old self... FOREVER. No go-ing back. This is a once in a lifetime gift I have given you�and, of course, that is the third and most binding way youare different from genetic females.�
The two girls were causing Heather great distraction.She was in the throws of yet another building world shat-tering orgasm. She wanted Alex to keep pulling the chainbut was deep into the feelings and sensations that wererocketing aroundher body to ask.Her hips began to buck oftheir own volition while she tried to concentrate on whatAlex was saying.
Alex motioned the girls to stop and they receded backinto the shadows. But Heather was too close to stop now.Her body continued to writhe and pulse with the impend-ing orgasm. It waswith great frustration that the feeling be-gan to ebb away, leaving an emptiness, a desire, and a de-mand she had never experienced before.
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Heather slowly opened her eyes, her nipples erect andcooling, the feeling of the butt plug and dildo filling her.Alex�s incredible body so close she could touch it - if shewasn�t bound. Alex�s face, her legs, herwaist. OhGod! howshewanted them. And then it hit her: Theywere exactly thesame. Heather and Alex � Twins! Matching desires, livesand almost identical bodies as well.
Heather felt pure joy as tears welled up in her eyes and asmall smile spread.
�Too that end, my sweet Heather,� Alex continued, �Tothat end I can supply youwith all the sex youwant - and ev-ery type of sex as well, if ...� andAlex looked intoHeather�seyes. Heather felt she could see there was more going on inher face than just a business deal. Could she see love there?Lust? Something more? Alex repeated softly, �If you staywith me.� Alex smiled a small seductive smile, �Stay withme,� she said. �Be with me. Become one of my girls.�
Heather softly asked, �As a Prostitute?� even as the ebb-ing sexual peaks flowed further away from her and her de-sire seemed to increase as they did.
�No.� Alex patiently explained. �Not a Prostitute.� Shepaused for a moment in thought, then continued, �A so-phisticated call girl at the worst. And you will be well paid.Paid for taking your �medicine�,� she chuckled to herself.
Alex then tugged the chain at the same time as shepushed the button on the remote, causing the dildo to burstinto life again, but also, to somehow electronically connectto the butt-plug, which also came to life with deep, giganticvibrations.Heather immediately explodedwith the orgasmshe had thought was long gone. Heather was totally andcompletely addicted to these wonderful, massive, erotic,sensual world-shattering experiences� and Alex kept hergoing. The dildo and butt-plug sending wave after wave ofwrithing, shivering full bodied, all consuming erotic andpowerful crashing waves throughout Heather�s body.
Alex leaned in and kissed Heather, even as she aban-doned herself completely to the throws of the orgasm. Adeep, wet, long, passionate kiss. Alex stepped back, the twogirls resuming their licking, nibbling, sucking and touchingofHeather. Then the butt plug and the dildo stepped up the
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power of vibrating and began moving � expanding andshrinking convulsively inside Heather �
It was toomuch for Heather. Her moan became gasping,wailing, screams of pleasure, finally ending in a long,�Yeeeesssssss, Please!� and when the orgasm left her,drained and satiated, she barely whispered, �Yesssss�� soquietly, that Alex almost didn�t her it.
Heather collapsed against her bonds, her head coming torest on Alex�s shoulder as Alex enfolded her. Kissing heragain and again with sweet, little love kisses. Alex whis-pered, �Please, Heather, don�t refuse this gift. It can onlywork once in a person�s life, and is not for everyone. Say�yes� tome. Andmean it. Because that is what youwill haveto do to live the rest of your life as the woman you wereborn to be.�
Heather lifted her head from the sweaty orgasmic after-math, her wet hair falling in front of her face, and lookinginto Alex�s eyes whispered, �Yes.� Then, stronger, she re-peated, �Yes, yes, yes!� with all the joy and strength shehad.
Alex had the girls release Heather from her bonds andtake to her to her new suite. There she was bathed anddressed in a sheer Baby-doll - one of the ones she had justbought today - and then gently put into bed. �In the morn-ing,� one of them said to Heather, �Alex would like you tojoin us for brunch in the private dining room reserved forAlex by the hotel.�
As Heather lay in the soft bed she reviewed all that hadhappened to her in the last few days. She felt a growing joyand relief � something she had not expected. Relief at nothaving to be a man any longer? Not having to go out andfight the �dick-wars� of the work place? Not having to al-ways be responsible for all the decisions? Shewas now ableto enjoy being �taken care of�. Yes, she knew all about theglass ceilings and how she would be paid far less for doingthe same job as a man� if she chose to work that is. Nownot working was an option, or, she could choose to work forherself, using all the powers that come with being a beauti-ful woman. �The power of beauty� she heard Alex say inher head. Heather turned this over and over. �Yes. Thepower of feminine beauty!� She resolved to embrace this
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new magical gift. To enjoy it and see where her new lifewould lead her.
As she laid quietly in bed, unable to drift off to sleep, herfingers began exploring her new curves and bumps. Thethoughts of what she had agreed to were still runningaround her head. Something still tickling at her that maybeshe had forgot? Was this, after all, the deal with the devilshe had prayed for so many times?
She turned it over again and again in her mind: To be awoman was a dream come true! She would never go back.This was just somuch of what she had prayed for her entirelife. But giving her body and life to Alex as a Call Girl? Re-ally? Was this what was bothering her? Sleeping withwhomever Alex told her to? �Well,� she thought, �maybe,for awhile.Maybe just until I really understand the in�s andout�s of this �beautiful girl� power? Until I get the hang ofit? �After all,� she thought, �Heather isn�t that kind of girl �am I?�
As she was mulling this over she realized that her handshad drifted down her body - she was becoming aroused ex-ploring her own body and exploring it sensually. Lettingher hands drift lightly from her shoulders to her nipples.Savoring the feel of the mounds of flesh she had alwaysdreamed of having, and then teasing her own nipples. OhYes! To be a woman! That was the thing ... at any cost.
She was discovering the sensitivity of her new skin; herlight touches sending tiny explosions thrilling and chillingher body. She glided her hands down her torso slowly, feel-ing her own tiny waist with the backs of her fingers andrunning them over her hips to her pubic mound. Shesquirmed with the extraordinary sensations, the cascadingwaves of erotic ripples. The expected cock was still missingand the breastswere so sensitive andwonderful, both to theeye and the touch. But that missing member was new toher. It had been there herwhole life! And now, as her handsdrifted across her smooth new sex, the lack of it was�odd?No! Fantastic!!!!
She slowly slid her hand back up her body to her faceand explored her delicate mouth, seeing the full lips in hermind�s eye. Seeing thempart for a lovely velvety hard cock,which pushed into her warm, moist mouth just as her fin-gers were doing now. She sucked and licked as her other
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hand rode the crests and valleys of her body.Her body.Andwhen she touched her sex the first time with her warm, wetfingers from her mouth, she felt something else brand newto her. The warmth, the slippery moistness, and the wet-ness thatwas dripping out of her nowall addedup to some-thing hot, erotic, sensual, and powerful and her body flewinto orgasmic bliss. She tried to stifle her own moans butsurrendered to what she was feeling: a deep, rich luxuriantorgasm, which rushed over her like a 1,000 foot tidal waveand kept her tumbling in the warm infinity of its power fora timeless eternity. Such sensations! Such sweetness.Amazing feelings even as it gradually, slowly subsided,leaving her drifting off into deep peaceful sleep.

THE FINAL CHAPTER

THE next morning, as the stable of Alex�s girls assem-bled in the private dining room reserved for them, brunchsitting in the servers, Alexwaited forHeather to appear. Allthe girls in this room were beautiful. All the girls were dif-ferent from one another: color, height and hair � but not oneof them was less than stunningly beautiful by anyone�sstandards. Eachwasmagnificent and eachwas dressed in amanner that was both elegant and, at the same time, pro-vocative - No sweat pants and tennis shoes here. Instead,form fitting dresses, or short skirts and blouses � and allwere wearing stockings and heels. One reason for the pri-vate roomwas to be sure that the girls were relaxed and un-molested by the usual crowd of gentlemen who, when see-ing them all assembled, would walk into walls whilegawking at them or do triple takes. This private room al-lowed the focus to be what Alex wanted it to be: Business.
Alex had kept the chair next to hers reserved forHeather. After fifteenminutes � and noHeather - she beganto worry. After thirtyminutes she sent one of the girls up tothe suite to fetch her. The girl was not gone more than tenminutes when she returned with a beautiful Purple enve-lope addressed to Alex.
Alex, looked at the girl quizzically as she took the enve-lope from the girl. On its cover, in beautiful feminine hand-writing it only read: To Alex. She stood and walked to the
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corner of the room by thewindows. She already knewwhatit said without having to open it: �Heather was gone andwould not return. Thanks for the fantasy but it wasn�t herfuture or his. Love, so on and so on, bla-bla-bla.� It had hap-pened before. Not often, but still, it had happened before.
Not everyone could handle this gift - This much of achange. �Be careful what you wish for because it mightcome true,� Alex said quietly intoned in a wistful voice. Allthe girls at the table grew silent at that. Alex looked overand smiled at them. She had not intended them to hear thatslip of the tongue. Being a woman was harder than anytransgendered or ambi-gendered individual might expect.Harder than a cross-dresser could ever imagine. Evenharder than a real woman could dream before she growsinto one.
Alex stared off into the busy street as she ab-sent-mindedly fingered the unopened purple envelope.
She understood, but still was a tad sad. Sad becauseHeather made such a magnificent woman. So striking andsexy � a rare beauty - with an unbelievable sex drive: com-pletely insatiable and fantastic. She only lacked the confi-dence to seize and control the power that she had. Shecould easily have anyman. And have himwilling to do herbidding � if she just knewhow. She could be showeredwithriches and adulation just because she was such a beautiful,sensual, sexy creature � if she knew how.
And the sex... yes, the change brought heightened sexualability and sensitivity: deeper, more profound orgasms.And that intense sexuality never failed to ignite the passionin any partner - man or woman. A true gift, and the onlything that was more than any genetic woman had. Heatherwas the full package: Beauty, sensuality, intelligence � or soAlex thought. But she seemed to lack the one thing youneed to survive in this world: the senses of a predator.
�Oh well,� Alex thought, �Win some, lose some.� Therewould be more Heather�s to add to her stable. There weremore cross-dressers and transvestites out there than any-one imagined. The number of business suits which hidpanties, garters and stockings underneath. The secretdreams and fantasies of the masses were many but amaz-ingly similar in the end. Yes, plenty more Heather�s tocome.
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�By tomorrow night Heather would find herself back tobeing a �him� - just another guy with a secret. Looking forthose moments in his life when he could dress again andfantasize - because no matter what you tell yourself, youcan�t stop. Oh, you always tell yourself that you will - andyou might for a span of time. But you can never get awayfrom the dream. You can never really stop dressing. We allknow that. But once you have tasted the forbidden wine �well then you are truly doomed � because you had it all andrejected it. Heather will be back � but by the time she comesaround to what she really wants � it�ll be too late. The giftonly works once. And that�s the price you pay for it.
And to have it given to you! To live it for a day! Too haveactually lived it and turned it down. Alex could not under-stand how anyone could not regret that decision. But thatwas Heather�s problem now, not Alex�s. A great gift hadbeen given� and rejected.
Alex glanced out the window as the ever-present line ofblack limousines, Ferraris and Aston Martins cued and de-parted from the hotel. She sighed heavily, and then turnedback to her girls. As she did she caught sight of herself inthe mirror on the far wall. She studied her alluring femaleform for a beat, then straightened her dress, fixed her hairand thought of Heather for just another instant. Heatherwas an incredible beauty. And maybe she was a bit in lovewith her � or was it lust? �Ohwell,� she thought. She strucka sexy pose just for herself, laughed, and returned to her ta-ble of special girls, ripping the purple envelope up andleaving the remnants of her �Heather creation� laying intorn pieces somewhere else.

Epilogue

In another part of the city, Heather, wearing a short,black, knit, sleeveless, turtleneck dress with a silver belt,sheer silky stockings and high-heeled patent-leatherpumps, walked down the street with a gleeful sexy swingto her step. She carried several bags of new purchases �bras, panties, shoes, dresses, skirts, blouses and a purse ortwo. The once uncomfortable and difficult experience of
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trying to buywomen�s clothing for herself now long gone �was it only yesterday that she had feared this so much?
She smiled to herself as men stumbled into poles andwalls as they stole glances at her. Ignored the whistles andwolf howls yelled out from passing cars. She was feelingher power now � and enjoying each moment of it. This giftthat Alex had given her � a mind blower for sure � butsomething that is trulywonderful. Truly empowering. Thisgift, with all the strings attached, was such a magnificent,gift from Alex that she felt she should maybe go back andthank her in person. But at that moment a handsomedark-haired man, carrying several more bags, ran to catchup with her.
�Heather,� he asked like a new puppy trying to pleasetheir owner, �Would you like to get some lunch now?�
She took his arm and drew herself close to him. �Franco,can we visit a few more stores before lunch?� She leaneddeeper into him, putting her head on his shoulder.�Please?� She smiled up into his eyes and then kissed himon the cheek.
Franco put the bags down and took her into his arms. Hekissed her. AndHeather kissed back. She kissed back usingall her sexual predator powers of persuasion that shook hisworld to the core. And as he recovered from this kiss, shesaid, �You are so wonderful to me. We hardly known eachother and you�ve shower me with all these gifts!� And say-ing that she spins like a gleeful schoolgirl on the sidewalkbefore him. Stopping close to him, she lets him take her inhis arms again, and shewhispers, �Whenwe get back to thehotel I�ll just have to find some way,� with a emphasis onthe word �some�, �to make it up to you� somehow, myDarling,� and tosses in a very sexy wink.
Hemelts under her attention. �Letme put the bags in thelimo. Then, Heather, my sweet, let me show you my favor-ite jewelry store - Tiffany�s?� He points across the street tothe famous store.
�I�ve always wanted see the inside of that store!� She re-plies in a dreamy tone as the chauffeur put the bags away.Franco smiles and offers, �Go on ahead, my Sweetness, I�llhave the car brought over there and join you inside.
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Franco watches her go. And, Oh, that walk of hers! Thatbody! A gift from heaven! He notices that the Chauffeur isalso watching her walk away, a smile on his face as well.Franco would give her anything in the world to be able tocall her �mine�. She is so incredibly beautiful and sexy andsweet and funny! And the way she makes him feel! It�s likea drug! And he wants more of her! So much more.
And only six hours ago he had almost not met her. If itweren�t for the lucky accident of him literally bumping intoher in the hotel lobby, knocking her over. That magical mo-ment when he turned to see who he had run into � whentheir eyes met. That shock of powerful lust that coursedthrough him when their hands met as he tried to help herup. That feeling he got as she stumbled back into him, fall-ing off her broken shoe � his arms wrapping around herfantastic body to arrest that fall. Their eyes meeting � theelectricity that he felt from her gaze. That lucky accident!Wow! He was so pleased that she had accepted his offer tobuy her a new pair of heels to replace the ones he had bro-ken. And the dresses, skirts, lingerie � it pleased himno end- the delight she took in picking them out � and the moneywas nothing to him. He only wanted to see her smile andlaugh. Andwhen she touches himwith every �Thank You�he flinches with her intoxicating power. Yes, this was hislucky day. He had found this beautiful creature and he wasnot gong to let her go if he could help it. He suddenly be-lieved in love at first sight!
He tossed the bags to the chauffeur and runs across thebusy street to catch up with Heather as she heads into Tif-fany�s.WhileHeather is busy looking at bracelets, hemusesagain how very crazy andwonderful this all is. He has onlyknown her for less than a day and he is head-over-heels inlove with her. Money means nothing to him in this mo-ment. She means everything to him - he is smitten. Struckby an arrow directly from Cupid�s bow! When her blueeyes met his, he knew that he must have her. He marvels athow beautiful she is. How she moves so like a graceful cat.How her energy is just so sexy and infectious, but she still,she is so down to earth.
A sales clerk shakes him from his reverie, �May I showyou anything in particular today Mr. Erikson?� Startledback to the �now�, he asks to see a diamond pendant. As
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the clerk goes to get the black velvet tray of beautifully dis-played jewels, Franco continues to watch Heather. God!She is so desirable!!!
The clerk returns and Franco immediately selects a beau-tiful (and expensive looking) necklace: A double strand, di-amond and pearl necklace with a large diamond pendantsurrounded by an Emerald and diamond cluster danglingfrom it. �This is a �secret� gift for the lady� he says indicat-ing Heather. �Of course Mr. Erikson,� the clerk replies.�Would you like it gift-wrapped?� Franco simply says,�Yes,� but he never takes his eyes off Heather.
Heather can feel his eyes on her and changes her stanceto look even more captivating than she all ready does. Sheturns and holds up amatching ring and bracelet set: a largeblue Sapphire surrounded by sparkling diamonds and thematching bracelet accented with burning red rubies. Henods his approval as he strides to her side. �Darling,� hewhispers. �Whatever youwant� they all pale next to you.�She kisses him as his armswrap around her. There is a lot ofelectricity between them. He feels it. She feels it. But she is agirl on a mission. She returns to looking at the jewels laidout before her. He approaches the clerk and slides his blackAmerican Express card to him, saying, �Whatever the ladywishes.� And he steps outside to answer his ringingmobilephone.
He had secretly purchased the $250,000 dollar diamondpendent for Heather that he will hide under her pillow to-night � if he is so lucky as to get to have tonight with her.
Inside, Heather, tipped off subtly by the sales clerk, addsmatching earrings to the bracelet and ring.When Franco re-turns she gifts him with a smoldering, sexy, �full of prom-ise,� wet kiss that folds him like wet paper. Exiting thestore, little blue bag in hand, Heather winks to the knowingstore sales clerk who smiles back at her, watching her beau-tiful hips swing in a rhythm to her walk.
Settling into the limousine, she smiles the smile of a pow-erful, satisfied feline creature. And as the car speeds off,Franco picks up the phone and orders, �Wheels up in 3hours! Where to?� he repeats into the phone incredulouslywhile smiling at Heather, �Why, Paris of course! MyHeather must see Paris at sunrise!�
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Heather leans into his arms, luxuriating in the back seatof the car, glass of champagne in hand, surrounded by bagsand bags of purchased goodies in the arms of her newmanwho is sweetly stroking her cheek. His other hand rests onher knee. She snuggles closer to him, moves her leg so thathis handmust slide up higher on it. She can feel those thrillsand chills starting again. He looks down into her eyes say-ing, �MyDarling, I have a little something for you.�He pro-duces the necklace we was going to slip under her pillowbut just cannot wait to see her reaction. She opens the caseand sees the stunning necklace, looks up into his eyes, smil-ing. He lifts it from the case and as she lifts her hair, affixesit around her beautiful neck. She turns to him asking, �Howdoes it look, Sweetie?� �Like a million bucks, My Darling,�He says. �But then you make everything look good.�
As she slinksdown to his lip, shesmiled again, andthinks to herself,�This was going tobe easier than I hadimagined. So mucheasier.�
And the limou-sine disappearsinto the mid-after-noon traffic on theway to the airport..
. The End
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