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PLAYING HER

When Kyle dresses up as a popular female cartoon character for a big comic convention, he expects his buddies to laugh. It was supposed to be a joke, after all. He doesn’t expect them to actually think he’s a woman. But since they do, he’s going to keep the rouse going and see how far he can go before they realize who he really is.

And it turns out, playing a woman for a day is actually a lot of fun, and the hot male attention Kyle is getting isn’t so bad either.


CHAPTER I

I only did it as a joke. I thought all of my buddies would burst into a fit of laughter the moment they saw me, dressed in that frilly pink dress, with those pink stockings, those white fingerless fishnet gloves, those big fake tits, and that pink bow in my hair. I mean, maybe I should have known they wouldn’t recognize me—I hardly recognized myself. I sort of just assumed they would.

But they didn’t. When they turned to me, all that they said was, “Wow, that’s a great Riku costume! Good job!” It took me a minute to realize they had no idea I was one of their friends. “You really like it?” I said. “Yeah, it’s really great. You look just like her. Can we get a picture with you?”

“Sure,” I said. I wanted to tell them it was me, Kyle, but I was also slightly curious to see how long it would take for them to figure it out on their own.

“Man, where’s Kyle? He would die if he saw this,” Rick said. He turned to me. “Kyle’s our other buddy. We’re just waiting for him before we go into the convention centre.” Either they were playing along flawlessly or they really had absolutely no idea I was Kyle. In their defence, I did spend a good four hours in front of the mirror that morning, and over a week making the outfit and the fake tits. I watched countless videos on how to do the perfect Riku makeup and I spent almost three hundred bucks on the wig, which was made with real hair and looked great. Perfecting the voice wasn’t easy either, but apparently it paid off.

I honestly thought it would make for a good laugh. Riku was an insanely popular cartoon character and I knew there would be hundreds of girls dressed as her at the convention. Wouldn’t it be funny if a man dressed up like her, too? That was the thought process, anyway. Apparently, my efforts paid off too well.

But now that I had my friends fooled, I was excited to see how long it would take them to figure it out, or if they would figure it out at all. “I love your outfits,” I said, though they were really only okay. Rick was dressed as Morok, one of the characters from the same show as Riku (they were boyfriend and girlfriend in the show), and Pete was dressed as a character from Pokémon. It didn’t look like either of them spent more than an afternoon on their costumes.

“Thanks,” Rick said.

“I’m actually waiting on friends of my own. Mind if I hang out with you guys?” I said, doing my best Riku imitation, complete with the cute bob, clasping my hands at my waist and swaying adorably while I waited for a reply.

“Yeah, sure,” Rick said. I reached forward and put my hand on his arm.

“Thanks. You’re the best,” I said with a big smile, staying in character. Then, the funniest thing in the world happened: Rick’s cheeks turned dark red and he became suddenly flustered. I couldn’t believe it. Not only did they think I was actually a chick but I was making them shy and awkward. Was my costume really that good? Was my voice really that convincing?

“Want to get that picture?” I said.

“Uh, sure,” Rick said. He handed his camera to Pete. “Do you mind?”

“Nope,” Pete said, taking the camera. As he raised it up to his eye, I cuddled in close to Rick, slinging my arms around his torso.

“Ooh, you’re nice and warm,” I said. “Do you work out?” I gave him a good squeeze. Playing the character was easier than I thought it would be. Riku just seemed to flow out of me naturally.

Rick was tense, his shoulders up near his ears. His whole face was red. “Occasionally,” he said. “Not as much as I should.” He forced an awkward laugh. I looked down casually and noticed him adjusting his erection in his pants. I nearly started laughing. I’d gotten Rick rock-hard. He was a complete mess. Even Pete’s face was a shade of crimson.

“Is this your first convention?” I asked, even though I knew the answer. I was becoming more and more convinced they were never going to figure me out until I told them. I had them practically drooling over my shoulders. It helped that my body was naturally more petite and I guess you could say feminine, though girls had told me before that I made up for my smaller body with my big cock, so I didn’t really mind. I never really thought my face looked too feminine until I saw myself in full Riku makeup and I realized I looked more like a girl than I thought, especially with a close shave.

“We’ve been to a couple. What about you? Do you do this professionally or something?” Rick asked.

I giggled, letting my knees buckle just a little, just like Riku does in the show. The guys couldn’t keep their eyes off of me. I even caught Pete checking out my tits at one point. He looked away quickly when our eyes met.

My little game had reached a whole new level. Now, as soon as I revealed myself, their humiliation would be so much more extreme. I’d given at least one of them an erection and they were both flustered silly. “Where the hell is Kyle? Should we just go inside and he can find us?” Pete said.

“Yeah, screw him. I’m not missing my chance to get Mike Mignola’s autograph again because Kyle can’t check a bus schedule,” Rick said. Mike Mignola was Rick’s favourite comic book artist.

“Mind if I tag along?” I said. “I’m starting to think my friends are already inside.”

“Sure.”

I skipped up next to Rick and I locked my elbow with his. “I finally have my boyfriend to complete my outfit,” I said, snuggling up close to him. Feeling him tense up and watching his cheeks turn red was a riot. I’d never had so much fun in my entire life.

And I was curious—just how many people could I fool into thinking I was actually a chick dressed up like Riku, and not a dude in drag? Could I go the whole convention? Would I end up on some ‘Hottest Cosplay Chicks’ website? My curiosity was boiling over. I had to find out.

We weren’t even ten feet into the convention centre when groups of people started to approach us. “Wow, great Riku! Can we get a picture?” There was a photographer with the local newspaper who came up to us. “Hey, I’m with The Herald. Can I get a picture?” he asked.

“Sure,” Rick said.

For the photo, I gave Rick a kiss on the cheek with my butt perked out and my hands at my sides. Again, his face was redder than ever. I couldn’t wait to cut that picture out of The Herald the next morning and tease him to no end.

As we walked through a denser crowd, someone slapped me hard on the ass. It made me jump and sent a warm jolt through my body. I turned to see who the culprit was, but it was impossible to determine—not to mention, they were all dressed up and anonymous as it was. I wasn’t too worried. Getting spanked actually felt kind of nice in a weird way. It was a nice reminder that my week’s worth of costume building and my hours in front of the mirror had paid off.

It was also a strangely nice feeling to think that I was hot. I’d never considered myself a handsome man, or even a ‘cute’ man, as some girls had called me in the past. I’d always considered myself average. In my whole life, I’d maybe gotten a total of five compliments, probably all about clothes or shoes I was wearing. Yet at the convention, dressed as Riku, in the span of fifteen minutes I’d gotten more compliments than I could count—and yes, I consider getting spanked on the ass the king of compliments. Men don’t just go around spanking fives and sixes on the ass, after all.

Playing Riku was quickly turning into a kind of high that I didn’t want to end. I’d spent weeks making costumes before and I didn’t get a fraction of the attention I was getting now. It almost seemed unfair, though saying so would make me a hypocrite. At previous conventions, all of my attention went to the hot girls dressed in their tight, skimpy outfits. I’ll never forget that Cammy costume from the year before, which was pretty much just a green one-piece, some black boots, a blonde braid, and a red hat. How simple is that? I could make that in an hour, probably less. But still, I was there, taking pictures with her, ogling her whenever she was within eyesight of me.

As a mob of convention goers crowded around me with their cameras out, I was suddenly feeling conflicted. I was enjoying this far too much. I was already thinking about which chick to be next year—maybe I could get away with something even more revealing. But the fact I was suddenly getting excited about it, did that make me a cross-dresser? Was this not just a silly joke anymore? I excused myself from the mob and headed for the washroom. I nearly went into the men’s washroom before I remembered I was playing a woman.

In the bathroom, I discovered another perk to my convincing outfit: a free pass to the women’s bathroom, where a dozen women were adjusting their costumes, some of them topless, some wearing nothing but a thong. They all looked up at me. “Wow, cool costume. Did you make that yourself?” one girl said as she walked up to me. Her perfect, perky tits were hanging out. She reached forward and felt the fabric of my skirt.

“I did,” I said, smiling. I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks. A few other girls came up to me. I’d never seen so many tits in one place before. It was heaven, pure bliss. I had to retreat into a bathroom stall before my erection got too big and noticeable.


CHAPTER II

Once I finally emerged from the bathroom, I couldn’t find my friends, so I decided to wander the convention alone. It was quite possibly some of the most fun I’d ever had in my whole life, posing with Riku fans, playing up the bubbly character. I even got pulled up onto a stage with a line-up of other Rikus—a spur-of-the-moment Riku lookalike competition, which I won. They gave me a bunch of swag after taking a whole bunch of photos.

“You look really good,” said the guy giving me my swag basket. He was a nice-looking guy with dark hair and a bit of dark stubble. He had a cute smile.

“Thanks. It took me a good week to make the costume,” I said.

“No, I mean you look good. You’re very pretty.” His cheeks were a shade of rose, and mine quickly became a shade of crimson. He wasn’t dressed up as any character, but he did have a red lanyard on around his neck, meaning he was one of the event organizers.

“Thanks,” I said, biting the corner of my lip.

“I mean it,” he said. “If I wasn’t leaving for Seattle on Monday, I would ask you out on a date.” My cheeks became darker. I wasn’t into men, but I could tell a good looking guy from a dud—and he was no dud. Besides, no one had ever asked me out on a date before, even if he wasn’t technically asking me out on a date. “My name is Evan,” he said, extending his hand.

“Kate,” I said, taking his hand.

“Can I buy you a drink, Kate?” Evan took me across the convention centre to a hall where a bar was set up. It was busy, but we got to skip the line thanks to Evan’s red lanyard. “What do you drink?” he asked.

I was a beer drinker, but I wanted to order something more feminine, so I wouldn’t raise any flags. “Maybe a Sex on the Beach,” I said. I didn’t even really know many girly drinks, except for the few I’d overheard girls ordering in the past. I had no idea what was in a Sex on the Beach.

As Evan went to pay for the drinks, I started to question what I was doing. What was I doing? Why was I pretending to be a woman with a complete stranger? With my buddies, there was an end goal—the big, final humiliation where I reveal myself and make them realize they were fawning over their male best friend all along. With Evan, I was just being a girl. I had no intention of revealing myself. I just liked his company. I liked his compliments. He made me feel good about myself. He made me feel warm and fuzzy, which I never felt as a man. “One Sex on the Beach,” he said, handing me my drink. He ordered himself a scotch on the rocks.

“Cheers,” I said, clinking my glass against his. I looked into his eyes as I took a sip from my drink (which was actually very good). His eyes had a particular gleam to them, a sparkle. They were deep and fascinating. They went perfectly with his charming smile.

We ended up talking for over an hour, ordering more and more drinks, and even a few shots. He paid for everything, even though I continuously offered to pay. “Don’t worry about it, I get a discount,” he said, but I knew he didn’t really. He was just trying to be polite.

I was worried the alcohol would make me slip, make me accidentally revert to my regular male voice or make me accidentally spurt out some revealing fact. But it didn’t. In fact, the liquor was making me more bubbly, more girly. In a weird way, it was cementing my character. I was becoming more and more of a chick with every sip.

Evan was staring into my eyes, lips parted slightly, shaking his head. “I just can’t get over how pretty you are,” he said. “Please tell me you actually live in Seattle.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t,” I said, making a pouty face.

“That’s a real shame,” he said. “Want to see my office?”

“Sure,” I said. As we got up to go check out his office, I took him by the hand. “I think it’s so cool that you organize these conventions,” I said, locking my fingers with his.

We were hardly a single step into his office when we started to kiss. I don’t know whether he initiated the kiss or if it was me, or maybe we both went for it at the same time. I don’t know what came over me, what I was trying to achieve, why, for the first time in my entire life, I was suddenly attracted to a man. I wanted to kiss him so badly. Since our first drink together, I’d wanted to reach over and feel his arms, feel his abs, his chest.

He was muscular. His ass was nice and firm. His cock was already hard. He had his hands all over me, on my sides, my ass, my tits. Luckily, my tits were high-quality silicone forms and they felt real—as long as he didn’t want to see them. I reached down and began to fondle his dick.

What was happening to me? Why was I doing this? It was as if the longer I wore the costume, the more I was becoming the character, the more I was becoming a female. I slipped my fingers down the front of his pants and grabbed firmly onto his warm flesh. His throbbing erection was big. I wanted it in my mouth.

So I dropped to my knees and quickly managed to get it unbound. It sprung free with a mighty bounce. I couldn’t grab it quickly enough. I stroked it gently, pulling his foreskin back to reveal his insatiable tip. I slipped it through my lips. God, it felt so good in my mouth, so satisfying. Every little pulse and throb of his veins felt so right. His warm ball sack in the palm of my hand—I couldn’t get enough. I sunk his cock as deep down my throat as I could.

During a brief, passing moment of sobriety, I wondered what the hell I was doing, how did I end up with a man’s cock in my mouth? How did I end up in a dress and makeup with a pair of fake tits? Was this really all part of some big joke? Was there ever a joke, or had I always been secretly hoping no one would recognize me, secretly hoping I would pass as a lady.

I leaned back for a breath of air. “Come in my mouth,” I said, pumping his iron cock faster with a tight grip. I could feel he was close. I could feel his throbbing intensifying, I could see his legs beginning to buckle as his breathing became faster and more shallow. I wanted his big, warm load in my mouth. I wanted to know what it felt like, what it tasted like. I wanted to know I was so fucking sexy I could make a man bust a nut in just a couple of minutes. I stared up into his eyes and bit the corner of my lip. “Do you like this?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yeah,” he said. His cheeks were dark red and his face was tense, holding back.

“How much do you like it?” I asked. I stuck out my tongue and drew little circles around the tip of his manhood. He came, blasting shot after shot straight into my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he said and then his whole body began to tremble. It was all over almost as quickly as it began, but it was so worth it. It felt so good, so satisfying to know I really was pulling it off. I really did make a convincing, sexy woman.

“I should probably be finding my friends,” I said once we were all cleaned up.

“I don’t want you to leave,” he said. “Will I see you again?”

“Maybe.” I winked and smiled, and then I left his office.


CHAPTER III

It was early into the evening and the convention floor was still abuzz with people. Once again, I fond myself unable to make it ten feet without being stopped for a photo or ten. Once I was stopped, everyone took the opportunity to get in on the photos, and it was a real struggle to break loose. I didn’t mind. I was still high on the newfound attention.

Two girls came up to me and asked for a photo, and of course I said sure. One of them wasn’t dressed as anything—just wearing a Batman t-shirt—and the other was dressed like Lara Croft from Tomb Raider. Her outfit was actually pretty good, and she had nice big tits, which served as a nice reminder that I was still a man interested in women. “I love your costume,” she said to me.

“Thanks.”

She leaned closer to me and put her lips near my ear. “I know your secret,” she said, and she had a smirk on her face. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t know if she really knew my secret, or if she was referring to something else. Either way, a chill ran up my spine.

“What do you mean?” I said.

The crowd of fans with their cameras began to disperse. Lara Croft remained. “I know you’re a boy.”

“What?” I said, playing dumb, though I probably wasn’t doing a great job. I could feel my face becoming dark red and I was suddenly tenser than I’d ever been in my life.

She bit her lip and her smirk became bigger. “I saw you in the bathroom trying to hide a little stiffy between your legs. You know that’s technically illegal right? Sneaking into a girl’s bathroom like that…” She looked like she was trying to hold in a laugh, like she thought my reddening face was the funniest thing she’d ever seen. “Don’t worry. I don’t think I’ll tell anyone. I’m actually kind of into it,” she said, leaning closer to me. Her breath had a tinge of vodka on it and she had a water bottle in her hand, which I don’t think was filled with water.

“I should be finding my friends,” I said.

“No, no, hold on. You never even said anything about my costume. I put a lot of work into this,” she said.

“It’s very good.”

“Isn’t it? I made the top myself,” she said, swaying slightly in her mild drunkenness.

“It’s good,” I said. I couldn’t help but feel like I was about to be blackmailed, but I couldn’t figure out why.

“Want to fuck?” she said. If that was her blackmail, it wasn’t much of threatening proposal. I probably would have said yes either way. She was a babe. Just from staring at her, I already had a semi.

“Okay,” I said, and that smirk of hers grew even bigger. She took my hand and we went off to the bathroom together. We snuck into a bathroom stall and we started to kiss. I was still a bit drunk from drinking with Evan earlier.

Her skin was soft and warm. I ran my hands down her body, squeezed her perfect rack, got a good handful of her perky butt. She had the perfect body for the character. Hell, she had the perfect body in general. And the fact that she was as horny as hell just made it all the better. She reached under my skirt and began to massage my dick—and damn, did she know how to work it. I was practically rendered numb as soon as she started to fondle my erection between her magic fingers. “Want to see my secret?” she asked.

“Okay,” I said in a dazed state of euphoria.

She gently wiggled her brown shorts down. And then I saw her secret: a big, hard cock, curved slightly to one side. I froze. Her smirk grew. “Want to feel it?” She shook her hips from side to side, making her big, hard cock sway. I looked back at her face. I couldn’t believe it. She was actually a man, too? But she was so convincing—but apparently I was too. And yes, I did have the overwhelming desire to hold her cock. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it. I began to stroke it.

“I think mine’s bigger,” she said, biting the corner of her lip. She reached down and flipped up my skirt. She walked in closer and touched her cock to mine, putting them side by side. Hers was bigger by a good couple of centimetres. She took them both in her hand and stroked them at the same time. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Turn around.” I followed her command. “Put your hands against the wall.” I did that, too. She lifted up my skirt and took a step closer, slapping her cock between my butt cheeks. Her cock was nice and warm, and I could feel it throbbing eagerly. “Have you ever had a cock in your ass before?” she asked.

“No.” I did my best to control my breathing and my heart rate, but it was a lost cause. My head was swirling with a combination of anxiety and excitement. I knew it was going to hurt, but I still wanted it.

“It feels good. You just have to relax.” I felt her push in, stretching my anus. “That’s it, just relax.” She put one of her hands around my throat. I tilted my head back, feeling her fingers under my chin. She slid in deeper and deeper. It hurt a bit, but the pain was nothing compared to the pulsing euphoria I was feeling in my asshole. I’d never felt anything like it. “Ready, bitch?” she asked.

“I’m ready,” I said, and she started to thrust in and out of me. She leaned forward and pressed her chest against my back. Her fake tits felt even more real than mine.

“Give me your hand,” she said without stopping her relentless thrusting deep into my asshole. I gave her my hand. She brought it around to her butt. “Finger my asshole,” she said, so I did. I penetrated her asshole with my pointer finger. “Oh fuck, that feels good.” Even her voice was incredibly convincing. She must have been some sort of professional cross-dresser or something. “I fucking love your stockings,” she said.

“Thanks,” I managed to say through the pulsing ecstasy in my body. I successfully got another finger into her butthole. I could feel her ball sack slapping against my ass.

And again, I had another brief, passing moment of clarity. What was I doing? How did I end up in this position? That morning I was just a regular guy, obsessed with girls and tits, and now I was in a bathroom stall, getting fucked in the ass by a giant, rock-hard cock, less than an hour after sucking a guy off in his office. I didn’t recognize myself. It was like the Riku costume had turned me into an entirely different person.

“I’m going to come,” she said.

“Come in my ass. I want your come in my ass,” I said, pushing my butt back to make the thrusts even harder. She came. Her load was huge, hot, sticky, awesome. The moment she started coming, I started to squirm in a pleasure unlike any I’d ever felt before. God, it felt so good.

She slipped her long cock out. “Consider your tomb raided,” she said with a giggle, and I couldn’t help but laugh along. “I should go and find my friend.”

“Me too,” I said, and then we parted ways.


CHAPTER IV

Who would have thought that the best day of my life would have been thanks to a pink dress, a pair of pink stockings, and a blonde wig. And to think, it wasn’t even over yet. After another dozen photo sessions, I was able to find Rick and Pete, just next to Mike Mignola’s booth. “Did you get your signature?” I asked, tapping Rick on the back.

He spun around and his face lit up the moment his eyes fell upon me. “Hey. Yeah, I got it,” he said, holding it up. “It cost me fifty bucks and four hours in a line-up, but I think it was worth it.”

“Totally!” I said.

“Were you able to find your friends?” he asked.

“No, I couldn’t find them anywhere. I think they ditched me today. Oh well, I still had so much fun.”

Rick’s face started to turn red and he became silent. Pete gave him a nudge with his elbow. “Um, well, do you have any plans later tonight?” he asked. He was fidgeting with his fingers. Was Rick asking me out on a date?

“Nope. I’m all free. Why, what’s up?”

“Well, I was wondering if, I dunno, maybe you wanted to hang out or something.”

I bit my lip to contain my smile. “I’d love to,” I said, reaching forward and grabbing his arm. I watched him melt as the biggest grin swept across his face.

“I’m going to take off,” Pete said, smiling at his buddy before leaving him alone to score.

It was the perfect set up for the grand humiliation. I’d not only convinced Rick (and everyone else for that matter) that I was a woman, but I’d actually gotten him to ask me out on a date. If I were to reveal myself, he would be a mess. I could just imagine how defensive he would get, how angry he would be. I would remind him about it for the rest of our lives.

But I didn’t want to reveal myself. I didn’t want my day as a woman to end. I was having so much fun. It felt so good to have men swooning over me. Rick asking me out on a date was one of the biggest compliments I’d ever received. It didn’t seem right to go and throw it back in his face and mock him for it. Besides, there wasn’t really anything funny about it. I really did look just like a woman. It wasn’t like I was just fooling Rick, I was fooling everyone.

Rick took me to the fair grounds, just a few blocks from the convention centre. It was still a few weeks before the fair opened, so we had the whole place to ourselves. He knew about a hole in the fence that we were able to sneak in through. “Pretty cool, hey?” he said. He took my hand and we walked through the fairgrounds together. It was actually really romantic, and Rick was surprisingly charming. “I never even asked you what your real name is,” he said.

“It’s Kate.”

The air was warm, even after the sun had finally gone down. I told him all about my personal life, and he told me all about his. It was strange. We’d both known each other for so long, but I never knew so many things about him, like where he went on his family vacations every year or what kinds of things he got up to when we weren’t hanging out. And I found myself telling him things I realized he never knew about me—only omitting the fact I was a man from my stories.

We stopped in front of the stagnant Ferris Wheel. He turned to me, cheeks red. “Can I kiss you?” he asked.

“I don’t know, can you?”

He leaned forward and pressed his lips against mine. We kissed. Now I really couldn’t reveal who I was. Now that we’d kissed, it wasn’t funny anymore. If he found me out, he would just be angry, furious even. Besides, it would be just as humiliating for me. I kissed him. I spent the whole day dressed as a woman, getting around with men.

Yet, even though I knew that I shouldn’t go any further with Rick, I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t want to break away from him, from his soft lips. I loved the feeling of his tongue in my mouth. I loved the feeling of his hands carefully exploring my body. In my head I was hopelessly trying to think of ways to make it work, but it was a lost cause. There was no way it could work—not without revealing myself and hoping he would just accept me, knowing my secret, knowing I was actually his best friend and not some eccentric girl named Kate.

But it was so strange—I felt like I really was that eccentric girl, I really felt like Kyle was the real lie. I was far more comfortable in that pink dress and that blonde wig. I was way happier being bubbly and outgoing with my long hair braided all the way down to my knees. And hell, I loved the feeling of Rick’s strong hands grabbing my body more than I loved having my hands all over a woman’s body. I don’t know if that made me gay or bisexual or transgender or what, but I didn’t care, I was happy.

And I started to wonder—what if he did accept me? What if he was okay with who I really was and he didn’t actually care. I’d heard him talking before about how he didn’t want kids, so what didn’t I have that he wanted? I still had a hole he could fuck, and I could invest the money in getting a pair of real tits. Would that be enough for him?

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Huh? Nothing,” I said, my hands wrapped around him tightly.

“You’re all tense. What’s on your mind?” He stared into my eyes. I wanted to tell him. My lips parted but the lump in my throat stopped any words from escaping. I just wanted to say, I’m a man. I’m your friend, Kyle. But this is who I want to be, and I want to be with you—but I couldn’t say any of it. Instead, I just leaned forward and resumed our kissing. I knew our ending was inevitable and I wanted to get the most of it while I still had him. I wanted to bask in the moment, savour our kiss.

But then something came over me, a wave of confidence—or maybe it was a wave of stupidity. “I’m a man,” I said suddenly.

His eyes became wide and his lips parted. “A what?”

“I’m a man. It’s me, Kyle.” I took a half step back, half-ready to make a run for it in case he exploded into a rage.

He stood, frozen, his gaze inward as if his brain had just shut off completely. I was watching a man come to the realization that he’d just kissed another man, his best friend of many years. I had no idea what he was going to do, but I didn’t have a lot of hope. “I don’t believe you,” he said finally. “Prove it.”

I pulled down the top of my dress, revealing my silicone breast forms.

“I don’t understand. How… How do you look so good? Was this just some big prank to make fun of me? Is Pete in on it?”

“No, no one’s in on it. And yeah, I mean, it started as a prank but then I started to—you know—have feelings.”

“Feelings? What feelings? Feelings for me?”

I looked down at my feet. “Yeah, I guess so.” I tried to explain myself, telling him that I thought he would recognize me at the start of the day, in the parking lot, and when he didn’t I decided to keep the gag running. I tried to explain that I realized I actually liked being a woman more than I liked being a man, but the more I spoke, the more foolish I sounded. Now I was the vulnerable one. Now I was the one left feeling stupid and humiliated, on the verge of utter rejection on top of it.

He continued to stand in a dazed confusion. “But you look so good. You look so real,” he said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I felt tears welling up in my eyes. I wanted to run, but I didn’t know where to go. I couldn’t think straight. I could only think of how foolish I was, how I managed to ruin such a good thing. I should have just kept my identity a secret, thrown away the dress and tried to forget about the whole day. It was a set up for failure. No one would ever want to get with me knowing what I really was—a man in a dress and a wig.

As I went to wipe the tears from my eyes, I felt him step up to me. I became tense, ready to take a punch to the side of the head—which maybe I deserved. Instead, his fingers slipped under my chin and he tilted up my head. He kissed me. My heart started racing. I was hesitant at first, but then I kissed back. It felt real. It didn’t feel like a setup or a joke. He was really kissing me. He really did like me, despite my secret, despite my true identity.

I melted into him, wrapping my arms around him. His tongue founds its way into my mouth.

A warm, fuzzy sensation passed through me. In a weird way, I knew it was the start of a new adventure, a new life. Maybe it was time to give Kate a real try, not just as Riku at the convention centre, but as a real person, in real life. And hell, if I liked it, maybe I could get the real tits, and maybe I could even go a step further (though I was quite fond of my cock, and so was Rick, seeing as he was now massaging it in his hand). “Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?” I asked him.

His cheeks became red. “No,” he said.

“You’ll love it.” I bit the corner of my lip and then I spun him around. Now it was my turn. He had no idea what kind of ecstasy he was in for. He put his hands down on a metal guard rail, and I slipped his pants down to his knees. “Just relax,” I said, and then I pressed the tip of my cock up to his tiny butthole. He was tight—definitely a virgin asshole, like mine was earlier that day. But he took my cock like a champion, remaining relaxed as I pushed inside of him, penetrating him deeply.

“Oh shit,” he said. I watched his fingers curl tightly around the guard rail. I started slowly, thrusting my hard cock in and out of him. I couldn’t help but notice he’d gotten rock-hard himself, his cock out in the open. I looked around to make sure no one was watching. We were outside, after all.

“Feels pretty nice, huh?” I said.

“Yeah, it feels great,” he said between deep sighs of pleasure.

I sunk in deeper with every thrust, revelling in his intensifying moaning. His legs began to buckle. “Want me to jerk you off?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said, so I reached around him and grabbed his hard rod firmly in my hand. I started to beat him. It took less than twenty seconds before his cock was blasting cum everywhere.

“You’re a horny boy, aren’t you?” I said, taking a blast from his load and spreading it all over his cock.

His anus puckered against the tip of my cock, and that was it for me—I couldn’t hold back any longer. I pushed in hard and came deep in his asshole. He screamed as I filled him up. Damn, it felt good, his asshole clenching my manhood tightly. I didn’t want the moment to end—and luckily, it wasn’t really over. Later that night, when we were back at his place, we fucked again. I let him mount me while I was on my stomach. His cock felt so good shoved deep in my butthole. His cum felt even better, dribbling out of me, down my thighs.

And to think: that was just day one as a woman.

THE END
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