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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan sat at the bar, staring at the bottle of beer in his hands and wondering how his life had gone so wrong, so quickly.  One minute, he’s the star of his high school – a would-be college baseball player and prom king.  The next, he’s dropped out of college and working a dead-end job while slowly sinking into alcoholism.  It was enough to make him wonder if he really was the loser his girlfriend – no, ex-girlfriend, now – kept accusing him of being.   
 
    But it wasn’t his fault, was it?  There had been mitigating circumstances.  His once-promising baseball career had all but ended due to an arm injury that had never fully healed.  He’d spent two years trying rehabilitate it – and it had worked – but in the process, he became addicted to painkillers.  That addiction had cost him his spot on the baseball team and, subsequently, his scholarship.  Sure, two years later, he was clean now – he hadn’t taken a pill in almost eighteen months – but that wouldn’t get his scholarship back.  His window was closed, and now, he was just another schlub destined to work a job he hated. 
 
    The evidence was right there on his fingernails.  Dirt, grease, and grime were embedded up to his cuticles.  None of the other guys at the garage seemed to care about perpetually stained hands.  Only Dan, who saw it as proof that his life was all but over.  Twenty-four years old, and he had almost nothing to live for.   
 
    That depression had physically affected him, too.  He’d gained a little too much weight.  He’d let his beard grow scraggly.  And he was way past due for a haircut.  He didn’t care, though.  Why should he?  He was a loser and a failure – it only seemed fitting that he look like one as well.   
 
    So, given his general depression, lack of self-confidence, and less-than-ideal hygiene, he was more than a little surprised when a beautiful woman slid onto the barstool beside him.  She was everything he wasn’t – perfectly put together, with glistening hair, clear skin, and a body that told anyone who cared to look that she spent her fair share of time sculpting it.  In short, she was as close to perfect as any woman he’d ever seen in person. 
 
    “What’s got you down?” she asked, reaching out to touch his forearm.  There was grease there, too, but she didn’t shy away.   
 
    “W-what?” he asked, his voice a little shaky and hoarse. 
 
    “I saw you from across the bar, and I got to wondering why somebody like you is sitting here drinking alone,” she asked. 
 
    “Oh.  Just…uh…having a beer after work is all,” he said.  Truthfully, he’d decided to come to the bar in hopes of picking up some desperate skank.  He still had needs, after all, and after a few drinks, the sort of girl he had in his sights wouldn’t be terribly picky.  It was a necessary release, even if it was just more evidence of how far he’d fallen.  Once upon a time, he’d have had his pick of girls.  Now?  He had to make do with the ones nobody else really wanted, and he had to wait until they were drunk for even that to be possible.   
 
    “Same,” she said, pushing her blonde hair behind an ear.  She ordered a drink – something fruity with a ridiculous name – and the bartender complied.  “I’m Heather, by the way.”  
 
    “Dan,” he said, raising his beer.  Was it really possible that he had a shot with the girl?  She was way out of league, and she had to know it, didn’t she?  But she’d clearly targeted him, right?  “Nice to meet you, Heather.” 
 
    “Likewise, handsome,” she said.  “You know, I don’t usually do this, but I think we have a connection.  How’d you like to head back to my place?”  
 
    “Really?” he asked, surprised at how quickly things had progressed.  Usually, it took a few drinks and more than a little small talk to get to that point.  Maybe he wasn’t as pitiful-looking as he thought.   
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “O-okay,” he said.  “Sure.  But my…uh…car is in the shop, and…well…” 
 
    “It’s okay.  I have my own ride,” Heather said with a smile.  She stood up and asked, “Shall we?”  
 
    He nodded and followed her outside, wondering what he’d done right enough that someone like Heather would even look twice at him.  He was further confused when she led him to a brand-new and shining sports car – one of those fancy European ones with numbers instead of a name – and got in.  Dan followed, and the moment he was enveloped in the leather seat, she took off, driving far too fast.  As she did, a knowing smirk never left her face.   
 
    Eventually, they reached a high-rise apartment building and pulled into the nearby parking structure.  Not long after, they were riding an elevator up to the penthouse.  That’s when Heather got aggressive, pressing Dan against the wall and shoving her tongue down his throat.  Usually, he liked to be the aggressor, but he was far too off-balance to turn the tables – both mentally, and as he was pressed against the elevator’s wall, physically as well – so he had little choice but to go along with it.  Not that he minded overmuch.  Regardless of who was in control, he was still making out with a beautiful, willing woman.   
 
    The elevator dinged, and Heather led him down a luxuriously appointed hallway to a door.  A few seconds later, Dan was following her into the nicest apartment he’d ever seen.  Everything about the place – from the abstract paintings on the walls to the uncomfortable-looking but clearly expensive furniture – screamed wealth and taste.  Of course, he didn’t have much time to admire it, because it wasn’t long after the door shut behind them that Heather started to undress. 
 
    Even as her blue dress fell to the floor, Dan let out a slight gasp.  Her body was just as exceptional as his first impression implied – maybe more so.  A generous bosom, an hourglass figure, and toned legs that seemed to go on for days – she was clad in lacy, black lingerie.  In that moment, if she’d claimed to be a lingerie model, he would have believed it. 
 
    “Wow,” he breathed.  “You’re perfect.” 
 
    She let out a musical, yet husky laugh.  “Not quite perfect,” she said.  “I have a little surprise down below.  I hope you don’t mind.” 
 
    Dan cocked his head to the side, confused.  That only lasted for a few seconds before she dragged her panties down her thighs and parted her legs to reveal a sizable penis hanging from her groin.   
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    “I’m transgender,” she said.  “But I’m still all woman.  You don’t even have to look at it if you don’t want…” 
 
    Dan’s head spun.  He’d never even considered doing anything that would qualify as homosexual.  He’d never even experimented before.  And if he was honest, the idea was just…well, it just made him uncomfortable.  But this?  This was different, wasn’t it?  Heather was a woman.   
 
    Except she wasn’t.  Not really.  That thing hanging between her legs said all Dan needed to know about her gender.  Then and there, he decided to leave.  He’d try to do so gracefully – she didn’t deserve hatred or anything – but he just wasn’t into that kind of thing.   
 
    So, why was he erect? 
 
    Heather stepped forward, that snake undulating between her legs, and when she reached him, she put her finger on his lips, saying, “It’s okay.  Just let me take care of you.  Nobody even has to know.”  
 
    Then, she sank to her knees and expertly unfastened his jeans.  A moment later, his own manhood popped out, and Dan was forced to acknowledge that it was much smaller than Heather’s.  She didn’t seem to mind, though, taking it between her plump lips without a second’s hesitation.   
 
    After that, Dan was so overwhelmed that he stopped resisting altogether.  After all, if no one would ever know, why shouldn’t he enjoy the experience?  She was still a beautiful woman, wasn’t she?  And it wouldn’t be that hard to ignore what was between her legs.   
 
    And so, all thoughts of leaving fled his mind, replaced by arousal and lust.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan lay on his side, his arm draped over Heather’s naked waist, and he couldn’t help but wonder how thing had progressed so quickly.  It felt like only yesterday when he’d first met Heather, but now, they’d been together for almost two months.  They were an actual couple, and a happy one, too.  It was like he’d been waiting all his life for someone like her, and the moment she’d appeared, everything had started to click together. 
 
    With Heather there beside him, he felt like he could do anything.  Suddenly, taking control of his life didn’t seem like such a daunting, unforgiving, and impossible prospect.  In fact, he’d already taken steps toward steering it in the right direction.  He was dieting.  He’d been exercising.  He’d lost weight and started taking his grooming seriously again.  He’d even looked into going back to college and completing his degree.  In short, everything was perfect.   
 
    Except one, little thing. 
 
    Or not so little, really.  He wasn’t transphobic, but he had to admit – at least to himself – that Heather’s penis bothered him.  He could barely look at it, and to date, he refused to even touch it.  Dan knew it was silly.  It was just as much a part of her as anything else, and as such, he should have been fine with it.  He wanted to be.  But there was something inside of him that just wouldn’t let him look past or accept it.  That knowledge was always there, niggling at the back of his mind.  And he was terrified that it would derail the best thing that had ever happened to him.   
 
    But that extra bit was constantly taunting him.  What if his friends found out?  His family?  Would they think he was gay?  Or would they understand that Heather was just as much of a woman as any other?  He hoped for the latter, but he was terrified that the former might be more an accurate depiction of their reactions.   
 
    With a sigh, he rolled over, his hair falling across his face.  That was the one thing Heather hadn’t wanted to change about him.  She liked his long hair, and she had encouraged him to let it continue to grow.  Otherwise, he’d taken control of his hygiene to the point where he was better groomed than he’d ever been, completely clean shaven from the eyebrows down.  Heather liked him smooth, like a bodybuilder, and in the short time since they’d been together, it had grown increasingly apparent that he would give her just about anything she wanted.   
 
    To his surprise, though, he actually liked it.  The way it felt when their smooth, silky skin rubbed together was just perfect.   
 
    With another sigh, he levered himself out of bed, careful not to disturb the woman sleeping beside him, and, after relieving himself, made his way to the balcony.  Once he was outside, he lit a cigarette and took a deep, relaxing drag as his mind roiled.  The cigarette was burned down to the filter when Heather joined him on the balcony.  She hadn’t bothered to get dressed, save for a pair of panties and an old tee-shirt.   
 
    Plucking the cigarette from his fingers, she tossed it over the side, saying, “You know I hate it when you smoke.”  
 
    “I know,” he muttered, turning around and leaning against the banister.  Tucking his hair behind his ear, he said, “I just needed something to help me think.”  
 
    “About what?”  
 
    He shrugged.  “Nothing, really,” he lied.  “Just life, I guess.  You know it is.”  
 
    She nodded.  “I heard about these patches that could help you quit,” she said.  
 
    “Nicotine patches?”  
 
    Again, a nod.  “Yeah.  My friend, Angie, works at a pharmaceutical company,” she explained.  “They’ve got this new stuff that’s supposed to nip nicotine addiction in the bud.  I could probably get you some samples.” 
 
    “Sure thing,” Dan said.  He’d wanted to quit for a while, not least because Heather hated that he smoked.  But he also knew just how bad it was for a person, so if she could provide the means to make quitting easier, he was definitely onboard.  “I’m all in.”  
 
    She grinned, stepping close and wrapping her arm around his waist.  “That’s what I love about you,” she said.  “You’re so open to improvement.  A lot of men just keep doing the same things, over and over, regardless of outcome.  They don’t care if it makes sense or if it’s the best thing to do.  They just keep going because it’s what they’ve always done.  But you’re different.  You’re open and adventurous.  You make your own decisions.”  
 
    “Uh…I do?”  
 
    “Of course you do!” Heather insisted.  “You have no idea how many guys run the second they find out I’m trans.  Like, a lot.  I’ve even had men go from perfect gentlemen to violent psychopaths in the space of a couple of minutes.  That you never really hesitated just tells me that you’re a good, self-assured person who doesn’t care about what anyone else thinks.” 
 
    That wasn’t really how Dan remembered their first encounter, but he wasn’t going to argue with a compliment.  Besides, he liked the idea of being seen as open-minded.  And he was, wasn’t he?  He was dating a transgender girl, right?  That had to count for something.   
 
    Heather rested her hand on his chest, then said, “Oh.  Someone needs a shave.  You know what would be cool?  Have you ever thought about laser hair removal?  I got it done on my face, chest, and back.”  
 
    “You did?”  
 
    “Yeah – I used to be really hairy,” Heather said.  “Like, full-on gorilla.  And now look at me.  Smooth as a porpoise.”  
 
    “And you want me to do that?”  
 
    “Only if you want to,” she said.  “I mean, I get it if you don’t.  Lots of guys get really attached to their body hair for some reason.  I understand if you’re just not comfortable in permanently removing it.”  
 
    Buoyed by her comments about how open-minded he was, Dan said, “No, no.  I’m fine with it.  It’ll save me time and effort in the long run, won’t it?”  
 
    “That’s what I was thinking!” Heather said.  “We could even get your legs done, too.  And your face.  No more worrying about your beard.  Wouldn’t that be awesome?”  
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “I’ll go make the appointment right now!” she said, her excitement bubbling over.  “I think I could get you worked in today or tomorrow.”  
 
    “R-right.  Sure.” 
 
    “Oh, I know what you’re thinking – it’s a lot for one day, right?” Heather said.  “Well, you’re in luck because this kind of full-body electrolysis takes a few weeks to finish.  So, we’ll take it slow and spread it out.  I’m so glad you’re so open to it.  I hate waking up and feeling prickly legs in the morning, and I know you probably do, too.”  
 
    “Uh…sure.  Yeah,” he said.  “Definitely.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan stepped out of the shower and felt the cool air drifting over his hairless body.  Even a month after the last electrolysis treatment had finished, he was still unused to the lack of hair.  It wasn’t bad – especially because Heather seemed fundamentally incapable of keeping her hands to herself now – but it was definitely different.   
 
    After drying himself off with a towel, he used the blow dryer on his ever-lengthening hair.  It had grown down to his shoulders, and at Heather’s insistence, he’d even had it professionally styled at her friend’s salon.  The result was that it was wavy and far more voluminous than it had ever been before.  On top of that, the beautician had insisted on changing the color a bit, so instead of light brown, it was now a dirty blonde.   
 
    Once his hair was dry, he tied it back in a ponytail and opened the drawer to retrieve and reached into an unmarked box to find one of his nicotine patches, which he slapped onto his arm.  At first, he’d been skeptical of the addiction treatment because he hadn’t noticed any decrease in his cravings.  But now, after a couple of months, he barely even thought of cigarettes.  That was enough to allay any suspicions about their efficacy, and he’d continued to use them as a matter of course – or because he was afraid that if he left off, the cravings might return.   
 
    Then, he found a bottle of lotion – it had been recommended by the electrolysis clinic – and began to massage the stuff all over his body.  Originally, it had only been to promote healing – the procedure had left his skin reddened and sore – but he’d continued its use because he, or more importantly, Heather, liked the way it left his skin feeling soft, silky, and smooth.   
 
    Finally, after finishing his routine, he looked at himself in the full-length mirror attached to the bathroom door, and he was pleased with what he saw.  Dan had continued to lose weight over the previous two months, and because of the diet and exercise, he was now slimmer than he’d been since his freshman year in high school. 
 
    At first, the diet had been incredibly difficult because it was very restrictive in terms of what kinds of foods Dan was allowed to eat.  It wasn’t quite vegetarian, but it might as well have been, considering how little meat he usually consumed.  In fact, the whole diet was predicated on an extreme lack of protein, which, as a man who enjoyed a good steak, wasn’t the easiest habit for Dan to adopt.  However, with Heather’s support – and the fact that they didn’t keep inappropriate foods in the apartment – he’d managed to stick with it, only straying a couple of times.   
 
    The exercise regimen, by contrast, was both easier and, in some ways, more difficult.  Concentrating on flexibility and lower body strength, it was a long way from the weightlifting Dan had done back in high school.  But given how slim he’d gotten, he couldn’t argue with the results.  Heather liked the progression of his body, too, which was just about the only encouragement he really needed.   
 
    He only looked at his reflection for a few short moments before leaving the bathroom behind and heading into the bedroom, where Heather was getting dressed.  As she slid a pair of stockings up her legs, she said, “Aren’t you looking sexy.” 
 
    Dan gave the comment a chuckle, then said, “Not as sexy as you.”  
 
    “Awww!” 
 
    He went to the dresser and found the drawer she’d given him for his things, then started getting dressed.  Boxers.  Tee-shirt.  And then his work coveralls.  He hated his work uniform, but it was unavoidable fact of his life.   
 
    “Don’t forget to wear gloves,” Heather said, having finished dressing.  “Wouldn’t want to ruin all of Sasha’s work.” 
 
    That was one thing Dan hadn’t been sure about, but Heather had insisted that he get routine manicures and pedicures.  And to his surprise, he’d ended up liking the process.  And the result.  His fingernails, which bore a clear coat of polish, had never looked better.  The only problem was that working in a garage wasn’t really conducive to keeping them clean.  The solution had been easy – just wear a pair of latex gloves – but the other guys had made fun of him for it.  They’d even started calling him names behind his back.   
 
    Sissy.  Fag.  Garage girl.   
 
    It had been a little hurtful at first, but when he’d confided in Heather, she’d pointed out that it was their own insecurities made manifest.  It wasn’t his fault that they were a bunch of closed-minded idiots, was it?  No.  Of course not.   
 
    Still, it’d made him dread going to work each day.  Heather had also told him that he could quit any time and that she would support him, but he didn’t want to lose his independence.  Men were supposed to work.  They were supposed to bring home the bacon.  Not be supported by their girlfriends.  It was bad enough that he practically lived with her – and in fact, intended to officially move in when his lease expired in a month – but to be completely dependent on her was going a bit too far.   
 
    No – he needed to work. 
 
    After giving Heather a kiss, he headed to work.  The trip in was uneventful, and the job followed suit – at least until just after lunch when he found a particularly difficult bolt to loosen.  Try as he might, he couldn’t get it to budge – even when he put his weight behind it.  So, he called one of the other mechanics over and asked for assistance. 
 
    To Dan’s horror, the man cracked the bolt with barely a grunt, leaving Dan to wonder if his coworker was just that strong or if he’d grown incredibly weak.  Sure, he’d lost some muscle mass of the last few months, but not enough to account for that kind of weakness, right?   
 
    For the rest of the day, Dan dwelled on the issue.  It didn’t help that his coworkers had gotten wind of the exchange and had proceeded to tease him about his weakness.  They even made jokes about needing a big, strong man to open pickle jars for him.  It was one of the most humiliating days of his life, and by the time Dan got home, he was in tears.   
 
    Heather reacted just as Dan could have hoped, wrapping him in her arms and comforting him.  She said, “You don’t have to go back there if you don’t want.  You can move in with me, and next semester, you can go back to school.  Those guys are dicks.”  
 
    “But…b-but they weren’t wrong,” Dan sobbed.  “I am weak.”  
 
    “That doesn’t matter anymore,” Heather said.  “Just forget about it.  Nobody that matters cares about that kind of thing.  Certainly not me.” 
 
    “I…I mean…” 
 
    “Shhh,” she said, smoothing his hair.  “Just forget about those assholes.  They don’t matter.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I…I don’t know…” 
 
    Heather looked at Dan like he’d gone crazy.  “You’ve done it before,” she said.  “I’m going to be pretty offended if you’re willing to do this for other girls, but not for me.” 
 
    Dan pushed his hair back from his face and bit his lip in indecision.  Offensive or not, going down on Heather was very different than going down on other girls.  If he did it for her, it would mean wrapping his lips around an actual penis.  There was no way he could convince himself he was doing anything else. 
 
    Normally, when they had sex, he just pretended that it wasn’t there.  Sure, there had been times when he’d touched it or been forced to look at it – it was pretty damn big, and it often got in the way – but most of the time, he was able to ignore it.  But that wouldn’t be possible if he crossed this line.   
 
    “You know I’m not comfortable with it,” he muttered, feeling guilty about it.  “I’ve told you that from the very beginning.  I don’t understand why you can’t just get the surgery or something.” 
 
    Heather glared at him, her legs snapping shut.  “So, I should mutilate myself because of your transphobia?” she demanded.  “Just lop it off to make you more comfortable?”  
 
    “It’s more like turning it inside out and –” 
 
    “Do not try to mansplain gender confirmation surgery to me,” she spat. 
 
    “What?  No!  I didn’t mean –” 
 
    “You know what?  This is ridiculous,” Heather said, climbing out of bed.  “I thought this could work, but clearly, you’ve got too many issues.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Dan asked as she strode toward the bathroom.   
 
    Heather looked back, “This.  You and me.  You’ve had issues with me being trans since the moment you found out I have a dick.  I thought it’d get better.  Like, maybe you’d grow up or whatever.  But no.  It’s been more than six months, and you still haven’t gotten over it.  And I’m beginning to realize that you never will.”  
 
    “It’s not like that!” he said, following her into the bathroom.   
 
    “Isn’t it, though?” she said, turning on him.  Pointedly, she was still hard – which was quite an accomplishment, especially from Dan’s perspective.  By comparison, his own erections had grown increasingly less common over the previous few months, and when he did manage to achieve one, it was unimpressive and short-lived.   
 
    “I just…it’s just…you know this is difficult for me,” he muttered. 
 
    “What?  Being with someone like me?” she asked.  “If it’s so onerous, you don’t have to stay.  In fact –” 
 
    “No!” Dan screeched, panic overtaking his rational thoughts as he reached out to grip her shoulder.  “Please, no…I can’t…I need you…” 
 
    “You need parts of me,” Heather said.  “The rest, you can do without.  I can’t live like that, Dan.  As much as I love you, I won’t be with someone who can’t love every inch of me.  Not anymore.  I’m worth more than that.” 
 
    “I…I know…” 
 
    “Seems to me like you have a choice to make,” she said.  “Do you want to overcome your innate bigotry?  Do you want to push past your silly fears?  Or do you want to lose what we have?  I hope it’s the former, but…well, you’re you.” 
 
    Dan felt his shoulders slump, and he hung his head.  Was that really what she thought of him?  That he was such a bigot that he couldn’t get past this one, little thing, even when his own happiness was on the line?  When the woman he loved – and yes, he’d started to come to terms with the fact that he did, indeed, love Heather – was threatening to leave?  More, was she right?   
 
    No. 
 
    Dan wouldn’t let that be who he was.  He’d already come a long way toward being a happier, more well-adjusted person, and he refused to let old prejudices get in the way of being the person he wanted to be.   
 
    “I…I want to be better.”  
 
    “Then do it,” Heather coaxed, her eyes flicking downward toward her somehow-still-erect penis.   
 
    “R-right now?”  
 
    She shrugged, answering, “Is there a better time to become a better person?”  
 
    She wasn’t wrong, but then again, she was almost always right, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise.  Still, Dan hesitated.  Some part of his mind just wouldn’t let him do what he knew he had to do.   
 
    After a few moments, during which Dan didn’t move, Heather let out a tired sigh.  “That’s what I thought,” she said.  “If you –” 
 
    Dan dropped to his knees, and in one fell swoop, took her cock in his mouth.  Closing his eyes, he bobbed his head back and forth, trying to pretend he was doing just about anything else.  But he knew.  He knew what he was doing.  He knew what he had become. 
 
    A cocksucker.   
 
    But somehow, the thought was strangely freeing.  It was as if a damn within his mind had come crumbling down, and now, he was free to do – and be – whatever he wanted to be.  In that moment, he came to realize that sucking Heather’s dick was fundamentally no different than the hundreds of times he’d performed oral sex on previous girlfriends. 
 
    As his head bobbed back and forth, Dan felt Heather’s fingers snake their way through his long, blonde hair.  She wasn’t forceful.  It was just a reminder.  Her hips bucked slightly, and Dan looked up to see her beaming down at him like a goddess.   
 
    “I love you so much,” she said. 
 
    With his mouth full, Dan couldn’t reply, but his actions spoke louder than any words.  He loved her, too, and he would do anything to show it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan looked down at the vanity and said, “I don’t know about this.”  
 
    “What’s wrong?” asked Heather. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said.  “It’s just…it’s makeup, right?  Most guys don’t wear makeup, do they?”  
 
    “I need to practice,” Heather said.  “And you’ve got such great skin.  A makeup artist couldn’t ask for a better canvas.”  
 
    Closing his eyes, Dan sighed.  Everything had been going so well over the last month since he’d broken down the barriers in his mind and expanded his sexual relationship with Heather.  Not only had he come to realize that he loved sucking her cock – or rather, the feeling he got from giving her pleasure, but he’d also become more secure in his own skin.   
 
    A few times, he’d even been convinced to wear a pair of Heather’s panties.  Just as a joke, at first, but he’d actually found them comfortable enough to wear to work.  Thankfully, nobody had noticed on those few occasions.  Heather had noticed his changing preferences and bought him some skimpier briefs, too.  They were still made for men, but it was a distinct change from his typical boxers.   
 
    But makeup was different than wearing skimpy underwear, wasn’t it?  What did it matter if he did it, though?  It wasn’t as if anyone would ever know.  And besides, it would make Heather happy, which was almost enough on its own. 
 
    “Fine,” he said, opening his eyes.  Then, he grinned, adding, “Do your worst.”  
 
    Heather took that as a challenge, and started in with her cosmetics.  She was a professional makeup artist – and a well-paid one at that – so her hands were steady and well-practiced, and before Dan knew it, he was looking at a wholly different person in the mirror.   
 
    “Oh, my…” 
 
    The person staring back at him was gorgeous.  Dan had always been handsome, but in the funk that had followed him after college, he’d let himself go.  In the months since he’d met Heather, he’d recovered his looks, and that, coupled with his long, blonde hair, had given him a distinctly feminine appearance.  The cosmetics enhanced that impression.   
 
    “Great, huh?” Heather said.   
 
    Dan nodded numbly.  It hardly even looked like he was wearing makeup at all.  Sure, there was eyeliner.  Some lipstick.  And nobody’s skin was that perfect.  But it was a naturalistic look. 
 
    “This is insane,” he said.  “I…I mean…” 
 
    “I told you that you were beautiful,” she said.  “You didn’t believe me, did you?  Well, now you can’t deny it.”  
 
    That much was certainly true, and over the next few minutes, he couldn’t help but stare.  Eventually, though, the pair went about their day.  It was the weekend, so neither of them had anything to do, which meant they could spend the day snuggled on the couch and watching bad television.   
 
    After a few hours, there was a knock at the door, and Heather said, “Oh, can you get that?  I ordered from that vegetarian place you like so much.”  
 
    Dan didn’t quite remember it like that.  In fact, he distinctly remembered qualifying his comments about the place by saying that it was good “for vegetarian” food.  Even though he rarely ate meat – his diet was still very restrictive on his protein intake – he was still a sucker for a good steak or a nice burger.   
 
    Still, he wasn’t going to argue.  After all, it was likely that Heather was just employing a positive attitude in order to make him feel better about his diet.  That was consistent with her philosophy on life; pessimism, she was fond of saying, didn’t help anyone.  Even if you’re in a bad situation, it’s always better to look at the bright side.   
 
    Dan wasn’t so sure; sometimes, a healthy bit of negativity could be what a person needed to push him to better himself.  But he loved that Heather tried to stay positive.  She’d been through a lot in her life – from being the victim of bullying as a teenager to a difficult transition into womanhood – so the ability to see the silver lining amidst all those dark clouds was a definite talent.   
 
    “Sure,” he said, standing.  He wore a pair of Heather’s pink sweatpants – his didn’t seem to fit anymore – and a tee-shirt, with his blonde hair tied in a ponytail.  He padded over to the front door and opened it to see the delivery guy.   
 
    After taking the boxes of food, Dan said, “Oh – hold on.  Let me get you a tip.” 
 
    “That’s not necessary, ma’am,” the young man said, and Dan nearly stumbled.  He’d been misgendered before – usually, on the phone or in drive-throughs – but being mistaken for a woman in person was a different feeling altogether.   
 
    “Uh…yeah,” he said, grabbing his wallet from where it was sitting on a table by the door.  He retrieved a few bills and passed it to the young man, saying, “Thanks.”  
 
    The rest of the exchange, which consisted of a polite bit of gratitude from the delivery guy, passed in a blur that didn’t end until Dan realized he’d been staring at the closed door for close to thirty seconds.   
 
    “You okay, Danny?” Heather asked. 
 
    “Um…he…he mistook me for a girl,” he answered, turning toward where Heather was still curled up on the couch.  Dan crossed the room and set the food down on the coffee table, adding, “Like, he full-on thought I was a woman.”  
 
    “So?” she asked. 
 
    “But…I mean…I’m not a girl.”  
 
    “Obviously, but who cares?” she asked.  “It was probably just the makeup.”  
 
    That was when Dan remembered that he was still wearing the makeup, and everything started to make sense.   
 
    “Yeah.  You’re probably right,” he said.  “I mean, it’s kind of flattering, though, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Definitely,” Heather said.  “We are called the fairer sex for a reason.  Do you know how much I would’ve given to so easily pass?  I had to spend thousands of dollars on facial feminization surgery to get where I am right now, and for you, all it takes is some basic makeup.  Even without it, you could pass just fine.”  
 
    “Uh…I was talking about flattering for you,” Dan said.  “Like, your makeup skills are so awesome that you can make your boyfriend look like a girl.”  
 
    “Right.  Sure.  That, too,” she said.   
 
    He sat beside her, then asked, “Was it really that bad?”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your transition,” Dan answered.  “You never really talk about your past.”  
 
    “Because I was a different person back then,” Heather stated.  “I made a deal with myself after I got these,” she said, grabbing her breasts.  They were just as magnificent as always.  “And after I got my face fixed.  I wasn’t going to let the person I used to be hold me back anymore.”  
 
    “That’s…admirable,” Dan said.  He couldn’t imagine how difficult it must’ve been to have grown up like Heather had.  In the wrong body, surrounded by people who didn’t accept that she was who she was – it must’ve been hellish.  “You’re the strongest person I know.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan lay between Heather’s legs, lovingly attending to her rock-hard cock.  For the life of him, he couldn’t understand why he’d ever resisted in the first place.  The act itself wasn’t really all that pleasurable – sure, there were times when he lost himself to it, but that feeling paled in comparison to the way he felt when he finally brought her to climax.  Feeling her tense, hearing those adorable moans, and tasting her issue – pleasing her was almost as pleasurable as experiencing his own orgasms.   
 
    He looked up at her and smiled.  She said, “You are so gorgeous.  You know that, don’t you?”  
 
    “Mmhmm.”  
 
    And not for the first time, he had to agree with his girlfriend’s assessment.  At home, he almost always wore makeup now.  At first, he’d only done it because Heather had insisted, but now?  It was because he liked looking “pretty” for her.  There was just something about the way she looked at him that made it all worth it.   
 
    “Do you want to try something new?” she asked. 
 
    That got Dan’s attention, and he pulled away.  Reluctantly.  “What kind of new?” he asked. 
 
    “Well, you know how I’ve talked about how I feel when we’re having sex, right?” she said. 
 
    “Is this about my…uh…issues?” he asked, suddenly feeling very defensive.  It wasn’t his fault that he was having erectile problems.  In fact, according to everything he’d read online, it was commonplace.  Lots of men had issues with erectile dysfunction. 
 
    “Sort of?” she admitted.  “I mean, I don’t want to put any extra pressure on you or anything.  I just know how frustrated you’ve been lately.” 
 
    He nodded.  Despite the assurances he’d read online, there was a certain frustration that came with being unable to have sex with his beautiful girlfriend.  Certainly, they’d found other ways of showing intimacy – mostly cuddling, kissing, and oral sex – but they were ultimately unsatisfying.  Not in and of themselves, but more because they highlighted his deficiencies.   
 
    “Well, what do you think about anal sex?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh…that’s kind of how we always do it.” 
 
    “No – I’m saying with, like, you on the receiving end,” Heather said.  “It’s been a while since I’ve topped, but I can tell you from experience that it would be incredibly satisfying for you.”  
 
    “Um…” 
 
    “You don’t want to,” she guessed.  “I get it.  It was a stupid idea.  I should have known that you –” 
 
    “No,” he said, marshalling his courage.  He wasn’t comfortable with the idea, but when he’d finally caved on the oral sex issue, it had been nothing but a good thing.  So, he was far more open to different sexual situations, now.  Sure, he was still afraid, especially of the implications, but he wanted to stretch his boundaries. 
 
    Besides, if it offered even a small degree of sexual relief, it would be worth it, wouldn’t it?  He had to believe that would be the case. 
 
    “Okay,” she said.  “But –” 
 
    “No, I mean…yes,” Dan said.  “I’m just…I’m trying to say that we can try it.  I’m not saying I’ll like it.  I don’t know.  It’s just…I mean, it would be silly not to be open-minded about it, right?”  
 
    She narrowed her eyes, then said, “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Heather grinned.  “I’m so proud of you,” she said.  “You’ve come a long way.” 
 
    “I have?” he asked. 
 
    “It wasn’t that long ago that you almost ran away when you saw my dick,” Heather said.  “Now look at you.  You were just sucking my cock like a proper slut, and now you’re begging me to fuck your ass.”  
 
    “Is that how you see it?” he asked, returning her playful smile with one of his own.  “I’m a proper slut, now?”  
 
    “Getting there,” she said, reaching down to lovingly stroke his blonde hair.  “But that’s a good thing.  You’re my slut.”  
 
    “So…how do we do this, then?  I’m…you know…kind of a novice,” he admitted. 
 
    She answered, “Well, first thing’s first, we need to clean you out.  C’mon.”  
 
    With that, she led him into the bathroom where she proceeded to show him how she usually prepared for anal sex.  “As you know,” she said.  “There’s no way to completely avoid, you know, what goes on down there, but we can minimize it.”  
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    After that, they spent a few minutes on an enema, which was exceedingly uncomfortable.  When Dan complained, Heather just told him that he’d get used to it; given that she did it all the time, he had no choice but to trust her judgment.  In any case, it wasn’t that onerous, and before long, he found himself back on the bed, kneeling on all fours as Heather sat behind him. 
 
    Squirting a generous dollop of lubricant on her fingers, Heather said, “Eventually, you’ll get to where we don’t have to prepare that much.  I can just dive right in.  But for now, we need to loosen you up and use plenty of lubricant.”  
 
    Dan nodded.  A few seconds later, he flinched when Heather’s cold fingers made contact with his most sensitive area.  She giggled, saying, “You’re jumpy!”  
 
    “S-sorry,” he muttered.  “Just nervous.” 
 
    “Don’t be,” Heather said, massaging the outer part of his anus.  “Just relax.”  
 
    With that, she slipped one finger inside him.  That wasn’t such a big deal; it wasn’t as if he’d never had his own finger in there.  But soon, one finger became two, and slowly, she started working them in and out.  It was a curious feeling, more psychological than tactile.  But it wasn’t unpleasant.  Another finger joined the first two, and Dan felt himself being stretched.  It didn’t hurt, but it was a little uncomfortable.  Still, he didn’t want to disappoint Heather, so he endured it; to his surprise, the discomfort soon faded as he acclimated to the penetration.   
 
    “Do you think you’re ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh…y-yeah,” he answered, looking back.  “I guess.” 
 
    “Just try to relax,” she said.  “It’s going to hurt at first, but it’ll fade pretty quickly.  Then, it’ll start to feel good.  Just trust me, okay?”  
 
    He nodded, but he didn’t verbalize a response.  Instead, he buried his head in the pillow and thrust his bottom further into the air.  Behind him, Heather shifted into position and gripped his plump buttocks.  She muttered something, but Dan couldn’t make it out.  He was too nervous to focus on anything but what was coming.   
 
    Then, he felt the tip of her cock brush against his lubed asshole, and he started to doubt his decisions.  That doubt only grew when, a second later, he felt her pushing it inside him.  It felt as if he was being ripped in two, like there was no way he wasn’t experiencing an irrevocable injury.  But she kept going.  One inch after another, she gradually pushed herself inside him. 
 
    He let out a whimper as tears pooled on the pillow, but he didn’t tell her to stop.  He trusted her.  He needed it.  Still, he’d had no idea it would be so painful.   
 
    Finally, when he felt Heather’s hips against his cheeks, he felt himself relax.  It still hurt, but it was as bad as it was going to get.  Then, Heather leaned over him and whispered, “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Mmhmm.” 
 
    It was an automatic response, probably more hope than reality.  But he stuck by it.  At some point in the past, Heather had endured it.  Millions of people had.  He just needed to get past the hard part, and then he’d enjoy it.  So, with a mental heave, he pushed the pain aside.   
 
    But the pain didn’t go away – not at first.  Instead, it gradually got a little better with each thrust until, suddenly, he started to realize that what he was feeling was the mere shadow of the pain he’d already experienced.  There was nothing new being added to the mix.  That’s when Dan started to focus on the other sensations.  The way it felt when Heather’s cock slipped in and out of him.  That brief jolt of ecstasy when the thrust reached its apex.  That feeling of emptiness it left behind when she withdrew.  Before he knew it, Dan was pushing back against her, wanting it to go deeper.   
 
    That’s when Heather grabbed his hair and pulled, forcefully arching his back and dragging his face from where it’d been buried in the pillow.   
 
    “Take that big dick, slut,” she breathed before slapping his ass and redoubling her pace.  She went at it hard and fast, thrusting deep inside of him.   
 
    And he wanted more.   
 
    “God, harder…harder…f-fuck me harder!”  
 
    And Heather complied, her flesh slapping against his as she jackhammered in and out of his ass.  As she did, a pressure began to build inside of him.  Those little jolts of pleasure started to blend together, and Dan lost all semblance of doubt.  He only wanted more.  The pressure grew more intense, almost like an overfilled balloon. 
 
    And then it burst. 
 
    Every muscle in his body contracted, all at once, and he let out a high-pitched cry of pure ecstasy.  But it didn’t stop there.  Every other orgasm he’d ever experienced had come and gone in the space of a few seconds, but this was different.  It was deeper.  Longer lasting.  More impactful.  Wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through him.   
 
    Through it all, Heather kept pumping her cock in and out of him, perpetuating the cycle.  Finally, even as the intensity of the pleasurable waves began to subside, Heather tensed up and shot her load deep into his ass.  He accepted it gratefully.   
 
    Spent, she collapsed on top of him.   
 
    “It was good, right?” she said after a few moments. 
 
    “Mmhmm,” was the only response Dan could give.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Do you think I’m getting fat?” Dan asked, twisting back and forth in front of the mirror.   
 
    Heather, who was leaning over the counter and doing her makeup, glanced over at him and said, “What?  No.  Why would you say something like that?”  
 
    He gripped his plump bottom and said, “It’s just that my butt’s getting bigger.  It’s the same with my chest.”  
 
    Indeed, his body had already changed quite a bit when he’d gone on his diet and started exercising, but in the past few months, things had changed even more.  While his waist remained narrow and his stomach had stayed flat, there was no denying that he’d put on a little fat in his lower body.  If he had to guess, he’d have said that his butt was now even rounder and plumper than Heather’s.  And that was saying something.   
 
    But the most troubling aspect of his body’s seeming transformation was the flabbiness he’d noticed in his chest.  At first, he’d thought it was just excess skin from his heavier days, but he’d begun to notice a pair of distinct mounds.   
 
    “The chest thing is probably just a hormone imbalance,” Heather said.  “You read that article I sent you, right?  The one about testosterone levels as you age.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m only twenty-six.  At my age, I shouldn’t have those kinds of issues,” he said.  Nor should he be afflicted with erectile dysfunction, but of late, that had seemed like less of a problem.  Ever since he’d submitted to anal sex, his sexual frustrations had gone out the window, and he was more satisfied than ever, now.  
 
    “If it makes you feel any better, I like your little titties,” she said, straightening to her full height.  Stepping closer, she wrapped her arms around his thin waist, saying, “I love everything about you.”  
 
    He smiled, tucking his hair behind his ears.  Even when he was in the midst of an existential crisis about his body, Heather could always make him feel better.  Especially because he could feel her hard cock pressing against his ass.   
 
    “Not now,” he said.  “You’ve got work.  And I need to look for a new job.” 
 
    “You should go back to school,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t answer.  Instead, he thought back to the day before, when he’d quit his job at the garage.  For months, it had been a hostile work environment, but everything had come to a head when he’d forgotten to remove his makeup before going in.  He’d tried to explain it to his coworkers, but they’d been merciless with making fun of him, and, in tears, he’d quit.   
 
    Heather thought it was a good thing, but then again, she’d always considered the garage a dead-end job that had been waste of his talents.  So had Dan, but now, he was terrified.  After all, what kind of man didn’t have a job, even a crappy one?   
 
    “Or you could be my sexy, little househusband,” she said.  “You know I make plenty for the both of us to live on.”  
 
    “I…I don’t think I’d feel right about that,” he said.  He’d been paying a nominal amount as his contribution to the rent, but he’d been far from pulling his own weight.  Heather never seemed to mind, but it had always bugged Dan. 
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    He shrugged.  “I don’t know,” was his reply.  “I just want to feel like I’m contributing.  I don’t want to be a freeloader.” 
 
    “We’re partners,” she said.  “Nobody’s freeloading on anyone.  Besides, if you did want to stay home, you would be contributing.  You’d cook and clean and all that.  Those things are worth way more than you ever made at the garage.”  
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Of course – have you priced a personal chef or a maid lately?  It’s crazy,” she said.  “But as much as I think you’d enjoy being a homemaker, I won’t push.  It’s your decision to make.”  
 
    “T-thanks,” Dan said.   
 
    After that, the pair got dressed – Dan in lounging around clothes, with Heather dressing for work.  The rest of the day passed predictably, with Heather heading in to work on some movie set where she was doing makeup and Dan sitting down to search for a job.  He didn’t find much; the problem was that he just wasn’t qualified for anything.  He still applied for a couple of them, but he had no real expectations.   
 
    Eventually, he got bored and started cleaning the apartment.  That kept him busy for a while until he decided to get dinner started.  By the time he finished, Heather had gotten home.  When she did, she said, “Oh, someone’s been busy.  Did you have a good time playing housewife?”  
 
    To Dan’s surprise, he had.  It was satisfying, doing all the domestic chores.  He said as much, adding, “I don’t know.  I didn’t expect it to feel so satisfying.”  
 
    “Lots of people are fulfilled by doing this kind of thing,” she said.  “My mom was like that.”  
 
    “Oh?  You never talk about your parents,” he said, setting dinner down on the table and joining her.  As they helped themselves, he said, “Was your childhood that bad?”  
 
    “Honestly?  No,” she said.  “Not really.  I mean, other people obviously had it worse.  My mom tried to…I don’t know…she never really accepted me as a girl, but she knew about it.” 
 
    “Really?  What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I started off by trying on her clothes,” Heather said.  “You know, like a lot of trans girls do.  Mom obviously noticed, but she never said anything about it.  My dad was different, though.”  
 
    “He didn’t like it, did he?”  
 
    “No, and that’s understating it,” she explained.  “He kept trying to change me.  He encouraged me to participate in sports, even though I never liked them.  And I certainly wasn’t good.  It didn’t help that I was smaller than most of the other boys, and I had no interest in changing that.  When I finally came out to him, he flipped out.  Kicked me out and I moved in with my aunt.  She helped me transition, and I moved out here.”  
 
    “That must have been really hard,” Dan said, trying to imagine what that had to feel like. 
 
    She shrugged, saying, “It wasn’t easy, I’ll tell you that.  I still don’t know how it all came as a surprise to my dad, though.  I can’t count how many times he got called in to the school to meet with my teachers or the administration about how I was being bullied.  Denial, I guess.”  
 
    Dan nodded.  He’d seen that kind of thing in his own school; kids were ruthless, and if anyone was even the slightest bit different, they would draw the ire of the masses.  To his shame, Dan had even participated in some of the bullying – which was something he now regretted more than just about anything else that had happened in his life.  But he couldn’t go back and change the past, could he?  No – he had to forge ahead.   
 
    “Well, on the bright side, it made you into the woman you are today,” he said, trying to find the silver lining.  That was something he’d learned from her.  “And I love that woman.” 
 
    She smiled.  “I love you too, babe,” she said.  “And after dinner, I’m going to show you just how much.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan let out a low moan of pleasure as Heather leaned in, tonguing his sensitive and engorged nipple.  Meanwhile, she continued to pump her cock in and out of him at a slow, steady pace.  He wrapped his legs around her, urging her deeper and deeper until, at last, he came.  It was just as earth-shattering as it had been the countless other times Heather had fucked him, and in the aftermath, he found himself wondering how he’d ever lived without it.   
 
    Of course, his manhood remained limp and forgotten, with barely a spurt of watery semen to show for his orgasm.  Curiously, that didn’t bother him overmuch.  Whatever connection to sex the organ had once enjoyed, it had been long since forgotten.  Or discarded.  Traded out for something better.   
 
    Soon after Dan’s orgasm, Heather experienced one of her own, withdrawing and sending thick ropes of semen to cover Dan’s shriveled manhood.  He would have preferred it on his chest.   
 
    When the moment had passed, Heather rolled off of him and let out a deep sigh.  Dan, who’d grown increasingly more flexible over the months remained where he was, his knees bent and his legs spread wide as he panted in spent lust.   
 
    “I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of fucking you,” Heather said, her own chest heaving.  “We should’ve been doing it like this from the very beginning.”  
 
    Letting his legs down, Dan said, “Yeah.” 
 
    But it did make him think about how much he’d changed over the past year since he’d started dating Heather.  It was more than just his sexual preferences, though that was a huge change on its own.  If he’d told the past version of himself that his future sex life would consist almost exclusively of being ass-fucked, the old version of him would’ve been horrified.  But for the current Dan, it just felt right, and he actively chose not to think too deeply about it, lest he find himself mired in doubt that would, in turn, threaten to ruin what he thought of as a good thing. 
 
    Similarly, he didn’t want to think too much about how much his body had changed.  The diet had taken care of much of his masculine muscle mass, and the exercise regimen had served to reshape his body.  Further reinforcing that transformation was an inexplicable redistribution of fat that left his lower half wider and plumper than it should’ve been.  Combined with his narrow waist, thin torso, and rounded shoulders, he couldn’t deny the hourglass shape he saw in the mirror each day.   
 
    And then there were the breasts.   
 
    Yes – he’d graduated from denial and settled on the reality that he now had breasts.  They weren’t big.  Heather had helped him with some measurements, and he’d discovered that he had B-Cups, now.  But even that seemed like it should’ve been too much. 
 
    So, why wasn’t he freaking out about it?  He knew he should’ve been.  That older version of him would have been going to doctors and demanding they find some sort of cure for what amounted to the feminization of his body.  But for some reason, he just couldn’t bring himself to care overmuch.   
 
    And it came down to one, simple reason: he knew that Heather liked it.   
 
    Dan knew just how lucky he was to have a woman like her in his life.  She was smart, gorgeous, and didn’t bat an eyelash at supporting him, be it financially or emotionally.  She was every man’s dream woman, and Dan was, at his core, terrified of losing her.  Couple that with the very real pleasure he experienced in the bedroom, and it was easy to ignore how much he’d changed over the past year. 
 
    It was also easy to see what she wanted him to be.   
 
    The more feminine he became, the happier she was.  She couldn’t keep her hands off his softer, more curvaceous body.  The fact that she showered him with complements served to make it that much more obvious. 
 
    “Do you think I should transition?” he asked. 
 
    “What?” was Heather’s surprised response. 
 
    He repeated his question, adding, “I’m already most of the way there.  Most everyone already thinks I’m a girl.  Should I just embrace that?”  
 
    “That depends.” 
 
    “On what?” he asked. 
 
    “On whether or not you are a woman,” Heather said.  “Not just on the outside, either.  Sure, you’ve got boobs and a fantastic body.  Long hair.  You wear makeup.  And in the bedroom…” 
 
    “But?”  
 
    “But that’s not what being a woman is,” she said.  She put her hand on his chest, saying, “Being a woman is in here.”  Then, she tapped a finger against his forehead.  “And it’s up here.  Everything else is just the wrapping.  So, are you a woman?  Or do you just like to look like one?”  
 
    Dan knew the answer.  He still thought of himself as a man.  But after months of thought and observation, he knew what Heather wanted him to be.  So, he said, “I’m a woman.” 
 
    “Then, there’s your answer right there,” she said, smiling broadly.  “Now, what do you want to do about it?  There are a lot of ways to transition.”  
 
    “I…I want to…uh…I want to have big boobs…and…and I want to be glamours and sexy, like you,” he said.   
 
    “Well, the first is easy,” she said.  “I know a great surgeon.  We can also book you for facial feminization as well.  You can pass right now, but with a few tweaks, you’d be absolutely stunning.”  
 
    “And the glamour?”  
 
    “That’s more difficult,” Heather said.  “It’s a complete change in how you walk and talk, as well as how you dress.  You have to be committed to it.  Are you?”  
 
    “I am,” he – no, she said.   
 
    “Then we’ll get started in the morning,” she said.  “But right now, I’m exhausted.  So, let’s go take a shower and get to bed.  We have a busy day waiting for us tomorrow.” 
 
    Dan nodded, and she followed Heather into the shower.  As she did so, she couldn’t help but wonder if she was making the right decision.  On the surface, it made perfect sense.  Heather clearly liked Dan as a woman.  Or at least womanly.  But was that enough to prompt an entire gender transition?   
 
    Maybe not.  But that didn’t seem to matter to Dan.  Indeed, all she really cared about was making Heather happy.  And given her reaction to Dan’s stated desire to transition, doing so would do just that.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dani looked at herself in the mirror, barely believing what she saw.  Before the surgeries, she had looked like a woman, and a pretty one at that.  But now?  After three surgeries and two months’ worth of recovery, she looked like she belonged on the cover of a magazine.   
 
    A pair of full and perky D-Cup breasts jutted from her chest, and the hourglass figure she’d begun to cultivate had been enhanced by a combination of corset training and a few nips and tucks at the hands of the plastic surgeon.  Her hips were round, her bottom was plump and prominent, and her legs went on for days.   
 
    And that was just her body. 
 
    The transformation of her face was just as impressive.  On the surface, not much seemed to have really changed.  She still looked like her, albeit with slightly wider eyes, a weaker jawline, and a less prominent brow; the result was a whole that was much more impactful than the sum of its parts.  Dani had seen professional models who weren’t as pretty as she was.   
 
    “Worth it?” asked Heather, who was just as naked as Dani, as she stepped up behind her.  Heather’s arm snaked around Dani’s waist, and crept down to her groin, where her fingers found the last remnant of Dani’s masculinity.  It was tiny.  Maybe a couple of limp inches, at most.  And there was a distinct lack of testicles, which Dani had had removed.   
 
    “Yes,” Dani said, smiling.  She turned and faced Heather, adding, “More than worth it.” 
 
    Heather grinned, then hooked her hands under Dani’s knee and lifted her onto the bathroom counter.  Dani spread her legs, shifting so that Heather would have as much access as she needed.  Then and there, Heather’s cock plunged into her ass as she fucked Dani on the bathroom counter.   
 
    It was just as perfect as the hundreds of other times they’d had sex, and when they were finished, Dani was more than satisfied.  Less than eighteen months, and everything about her life had changed.   
 
    “Clean up,” Heather said.  “Or we’re going to be late.”  
 
    Dani said, “Do you really think this is smart?  I’m not so sure.”  
 
    “We don’t have to go if you don’t want to,” Heather answered, wiping manhood down.  “I mean, it is your reunion, and I think you’ll regret it if you don’t, but I’m not going to tell you what you have to do.”  
 
    Dani looked away.  Heather was, of course, right.  At one time, she’d been excited about the prospect of reconnecting with some of the people she’d known back in high school.  Before her transition, she’d even imagined heading back and aweing everyone in attendance.  Now, though?  She was terrified of what everyone might think of her new gender.  How would they judge her? 
 
    Back in high school, her classmates had been merciless when it came to anyone who was different.  And while she liked to think that people had changed, and in the ten years since graduation, they’d grown up, she wasn’t so naïve as to believe it.  Besides the mere fact of her transition, she wasn’t just some nobody.  She had been the king of the school.  And now, she’d be coming back as a woman.  People wouldn’t just be surprised.  They would be shocked. 
 
    “If you want my advice, it’s that you should go,” Heather stated.  “You can’t hide who you are.  Nor should you.  It’s better to just strut into that reunion, proclaim to everyone that you are who you are, and deal with whatever they throw your way.  Be confident, and know that you have a right to be who you are.”  
 
    That made Dani feel a bit better, so, with that in mind, she stopped hesitating and started getting ready.  After cleaning up, she did her makeup and hair before donning a black lingerie set and a tight, blue dress.  When she was finished, she admired her reflection in the mirror once again.   
 
    In the months since she’d decided to transition, Dani had gone to a lot of effort to overcome her masculine tendencies.  What had started off with exaggerated gestures and hip movements had become second-nature.  Now, she didn’t just look like a woman – she acted like one as well.   
 
    Heather had been invaluable in that endeavor, mostly because she’d been through much the same thing.  According to her, she’d never really been all that masculine, but even she’d had to adjust to full womanhood.  Dani had further to go, but she’d worked tirelessly to perfect her feminine persona – mostly because of the looming reunion.  If she was going to go, she wanted to do so as flawlessly as possible.   
 
    Finally, Dani sighed and said, “I guess I’m as ready as I’m ever going to be.”  
 
    “You’ll be fine,” said Heather, who wore a black dress that accentuated her nearly perfect figure.  Together, they made quite the pair of gorgeous women.  “Need anything else before we go?”  
 
    Dani shook her head, saying, “No.  I think that’s everything.”  
 
    With that, the pair left the luxurious apartment and headed to the hotel where the reunion would be held.  Throughout the car ride, Dani’s stomach tied itself into increasingly tighter knots until she felt like she was going to vomit.  But she pushed her discomfort aside, reminding her that she did, indeed, have a right to be who she wanted to be.  Nobody could take that from her.   
 
    At last, they arrived, parked, and headed into the reunion.  However, just before they went inside, Heather said, “Oh, crap.  I left my purse in the car.  You go on in, and I’ll join you in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Dani asked, feeling as if every eye was on her.  It was unlikely that anyone knew her true identity, but she still felt judged.   
 
    “Sure, sure.  It’ll only be a second,” Heather said.  Then, she gave Dani a quick peck on the cheek and retreated, leaving Dani all alone.   
 
    For a second, Dani considered waiting, but the longer she stood there, the more everyone seemed to be looking at her.  It probably wouldn’t be that much different inside, but at least she would be able to blend into the crowd of her former classmates.  So, with a deep breath, she squared her shoulders and approached the table where everyone was supposed to obtain their nametags.   
 
    “Oh, aren’t you gorgeous!  I love your dress!” proclaimed the portly woman sitting on the other side of the table.  “Let me guess?  Sandy Sanderson?”  
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Dani suddenly didn’t know what to say.  Her mouth went dry, and, for a second, she considered turning around and running away.  However, Heather’s encouragement was still fresh in her mind, and she latched onto it for strength.  It helped, if only just enough to give her the courage to continue. 
 
    “N-no,” she said.  “I’m Dan Sellers.”  
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Dan Sellers,” she said, pointing to the badge.  “That’s me.  Dani now, I guess.”  
 
    For a minute, the woman didn’t seem to comprehend what Dani had said, but then, realization dawned.  She said, “Oh…” 
 
    Over the next couple of seconds, the woman’s expression went from surprise to disdain, and then back to feigned cheerfulness.  She said, “Oh.  Right.  You look a LOT different!” 
 
    “That was kind of the point,” Dani said with a tight smile. 
 
    “Right.  Sure.  Okay,” the woman said.  Then, as if suddenly remembering she had a task to do, she said, “Oh.  Nametag!  Here you go!”  
 
    Dani took the offered nametag, and after looking at it, asked, “Do you have a marker?”  
 
    “Sure thing!”  
 
    The woman reached down into her purse and retrieved a fat, black marker, which she handed to Dani.  Dani wasted no time in adding an “I” to the end of her first name.  Then, without further ado, she handed the marker back to the woman, peeled the back off the sticky nametag, and stuck it to her chest.  “Thanks!” she said before striding confidently into the ballroom where the reunion was in full swing. 
 
    Of course, she wasn’t nearly as confident as she seemed, but if she’d ever learned one thing, it was that pretending was almost as good as being.   
 
    That lasted for all of a minute until she started noticing the whispering.  The sideways looks.  The stifled chuckles.  Everyone in the room had noticed her.   
 
    “Nice tits, fag!” someone yelled. 
 
    “Acting like he’s a real girl…” 
 
    “Dick or no dick, I’d hit it.”  
 
    “Gross.” 
 
    “He is kind of hot.” 
 
    “I guess, but still…gross.” 
 
    On and on it went, and Dani’s cheeks went red with embarrassment.  It was every one of her fears manifested in a span of thirty seconds.  She turned, looking for Heather.  For some support.  But there was no one there.  Meanwhile, the horrible comments continued, and after only a few more seconds, she turned and hurried away.  Laughter, jeers, and insulting chatter followed after her.   
 
    It was all a huge mistake.  Before, she’d been perfectly fine with all her choices, but now?  With all of those comments banging around in her head, she felt ashamed and humiliated in a way she never had before.   
 
    Tears made tracks in her makeup as she retreated back to where Heather had parked the car, but when she arrived in the parking structure, the car was gone.  Heather was gone.   
 
    She pulled out her phone and tried to call her girlfriend, but the number had been disconnected.  Sobbing, she called an Uber, wondering what exactly was going on. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    By the time Dani arrived back at the apartment, she had convinced herself that something terrible had happened.  A thousand different scenarios – from a movie-style kidnapping to some sort of transphobic attack – went through her mind, and for a few minutes, her own humiliation was forgotten, abandoned in favor of worry for the woman she loved.   
 
    When she burst through the apartment door, she was greeted with…nothing out of the ordinary. 
 
    At first. 
 
    Everything looked the same, but when she found her way to the bedroom, she discovered open drawers and an empty closet.  Finally, her phone dinged, announcing the arrival of an email.  She opened it, and when she saw that it was from Heather, she quickly launched the attached video.   
 
    Heather’s smiling face appeared on the screen.  “I guess you’re wondering what’s going on, huh?  Did you have a good time at the reunion?” she asked, a rhetorical question, because it was a pre-recorded video.  “I’m sure everyone was so surprised to see the new you, huh?”  
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    “What’s going on, right?  I can practically see your confused little face,” Heather said.  “I wish I could be there to see it in person, but alas, I’m probably already on a plane.” 
 
    A plane?  To where? 
 
    “I’ve been lying to you, Dani,” Heather said.  “Since the very beginning, when I approached you in that bar, I’ve been working towards this moment.  And do you know what the real kicker is?  We spent all that time together, I opened up to you with real stories from my childhood, and you never even began to make the connection.  You probably still don’t know who I really am.”  
 
    That didn’t make sense.  Dani didn’t know much, but she knew who Heather was – the woman she loved.   
 
    Heather’s harsh laughter cut through his thoughts.  “Heath Anderson,” she said.  “Remember him?  Small, scrawny boy?  Confused about his sexuality?  Bullied incessantly until he just disappeared senior year?  Ring any bells?”  
 
    “Oh, God…” 
 
    And Dani did remember, because she’d been at the forefront of the bullying.  Even so, she hadn’t thought about Heath in years.   
 
    “My dad tried to send me to one of those conversion camps,” she said.  “You know the ones.  Straightness through the power of Jesus or some bullshit.  I ran away and never looked back.  Ended up doing porn, hitting it big by marrying a billionaire.  But that’s not important.  What’s important is that I’ve spent the last year-and-a-half turning you into precisely the thing you hated.  And the best part?  All it took was decent sex, a little conditioning, and a truckload of estrogen.”  
 
    The woman on the screen sighed.  “But here’s the fun part.  You have no job.  No money.  And in a week, nowhere to live.  That’s when the lease on the apartment runs out.  I can’t imagine you’ll go back to the garage, looking the way you do.  So, what are you going to do?” 
 
    Dani’s head was spinning as she came to terms with just how screwed she was.  She’d been wholly dependent on Heather, and now, she was a week away from being homeless?  It was her worst nightmare.   
 
    “All is not lost, though,” Heather said.  “In the nightstand in the bedroom, you’ll find the address of a club.  If you head there within a week, you’ll have a job waiting for you.  Sure, you’ll be a stripper, but it’s good, honest work.  Or you could take your chances with something else.  I don’t know, and at this point, I don’t really care.  My revenge is finished, and your new life has just begun.  Have fun being a blond bimbo.”  
 
    The video ended, and with it, the life Dani knew.  What had, at the beginning of the day, seemed full of possibility and happiness had been sundered in the space of a couple of minutes.  Not only had the love of her life just revealed a betrayal of ridiculous proportions, but she’d also laid bare Dani’s many deficiencies.   
 
    She wasn’t that smart.  Nor was she qualified for any job.  The only thing she had going for her was that she was pretty, had perfect breasts, and was just desperate enough to use those two traits to make a living.  It was never a question of whether or not she would take Heather up on her offer; rather, it was only a matter of how long it took her to come to the inevitable conclusion that she didn’t have much choice in the matter.   
 
    In the end, it took her two days, during which she wept more than she ever had in her whole life.  But then, with the prospect of homelessness looming over her, she did what she had to do.  Within a few more days, she’d come to terms with being a sex worker.  A few weeks after that, she’d given in and let a private dance go further than it should have.  A month after that, and she’d become a full-on prostitute who only used the strip club as a means of getting new clients.   
 
    Six months later, when she’d become a jaded veteran, Heather reappeared, striding into the strip club like she owned the place.  When she approached Dani, she said, “You’ve come a long way.” 
 
    “What do you want?” asked Dani. 
 
    Heather held up a wad of bills, saying, “Private dance?”  
 
    Dani’s hand snaked out, and she took the offered cash.  She hated Heather, but she wasn’t in a position where she could turn down a paying customer.  “Fine,” she said before leading Heather into the back room.  After that, she went through the motions of a private dance, though both women knew her heart wasn’t in it.   
 
    When she was finished, Dani said, “Anything else?”  
 
    “Blowjob?” asked Heather. 
 
    “We don’t do that around here,” Dani lied. 
 
    “Not even for old time’s sake?”  
 
    “You’d be lucky if I didn’t bite it off,” spat Dani.  She had thought she’d gotten over the worst of her animosity, but seeing Heather had brought everything bubbling right back to the surface.  “Why are you really here?” 
 
    “Can’t I just want to see an old friend?”  
 
    “No,” Dani said. 
 
    Heather sighed.  “Fine.  I come with an offer,” she said.   
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You haven’t even heard the offer,” Heather said.  “Come on.  I know how hard it is to make ends meet.  Just hear me out.”  
 
    Dani sighed again.  “Whatever,” she said.  “It’s slow tonight anyway.” 
 
    “I want to give you a job,” Heather said. 
 
    Dani’s eyes narrowed.  “What kind of job?” she asked. 
 
    “The kind where you make six-figures,” she said.  “You’d be a combination of model and servant.”  
 
    “What does that even mean?”  
 
    “It means I want a pretty maid I can show off to all my friends,” Heather said.  “One who wears a skimpy little costume and will attend to any sexual needs I have.  Or my guests.  My husband, too.”  
 
    “No,” Dani said. “Are we done?”  
 
    “What?  Seriously?  This is a good offer,” she said.  “I can guarantee that you’ll make at least twice what you make here, and you’ll have to do less work.”  
 
    Dani still refused, but Heather said, “Okay.  Sorry I bothered you.  But I’m going to send you an email with the contract.  If you reconsider, you can get back in touch with me.  If not…well, have a nice life, I guess.” 
 
    Dani was prepared to ignore it, but then, everything else started going wrong in her life.  For one, she got arrested for prostitution.  Then, she lost her job.  And when she found that she was on the verge of losing everything else, she decided to take Heather’s offer seriously.  And to her surprise, it didn’t seem any more onerous than the other woman had described.  Sure, she might’ve once considered it degrading, but she’d been sucking cocks in the back of a strip club for months, now.  So, there wasn’t much she wouldn’t do.   
 
    Once she’d come to terms with the facts, it didn’t take Dani long to take Heather up on her offer.  And so, that was how she ended up wearing a French maid costume that looked like it belonged in a pornographic movie and attending to the needs of Heather’s many guests.  Men.  Women.  And everything in-between.  It didn’t matter.   
 
    Was it degrading?  Humiliating?  Yes.  But it was all she had, now.  Heather had seen to that, and Dani had no choice but to live the best life she could.  However, she did often wonder how things might’ve turned out if she hadn’t been such a bigot back in high school.  Thinking back to how much she’d hated her job in the garage, and how she had been slowly descending into alcoholism, she couldn’t think that it would’ve been much better.   
 
    In the end, it didn’t matter, though.   She was what she was, now, and she had no choice but to do what she had to do to get by.   
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