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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Scott was sitting in his backyard on his laptop, wishing he had a pool like his neighbor so that he could take a dip on the hot summer day. He looked around online for how much a pool cost. They were expensive but nothing he couldn’t afford. It was more the thought of doing construction that gave him pause. He worked from home and preferred to avoid having strangers walking in and out of his house for weeks or months on end. There was no telling how long things would take once they started digging.

He heard his neighbor splashing around in her pool while he tried to work on editing a video, but how could he concentrate when he was thinking about how sexy she probably looked in her swimsuit just on the other side of the fence that divided their property lines. Scott had watched Catherine on more than one occasion from his bedroom window that looked over her backyard, but now he had a reason to talk to her. He needed to ask a question about her pool.

“Hey, Scott!” Catherine said and waved when he peeked over the fence that divided their properties. “Do you want to come over for a swim? I told you that you’re welcome to use my pool whenever you want.”

“I actually wanted to know how much it cost to build. I’m pricing out pool options for my house.”

Catherine frowned. “Why don’t you put on your trunks and come over? We’ll talk about it while we’re swimming.”

Scott shook his head. “I’m working. I really just wanted to know how much you paid for the pool.”

“You never want to do anything together. All you ever do is sit in that house all alone and work. Have a drink with me! I never get to relax in the pool, and none of my girlfriends wanted to come over today.”

Catherine was laid out on a long pool float with her arms stretched above her head. Sunglasses covered her eyes, but Scott could tell that her eyes were on him. Anyone could tell that she was gorgeous, but Scott couldn’t do anything with a neighbor. His home had to be his sanctuary if he was going to make any money, but then she flipped up her sunglasses and revealed her gorgeous face.

“Don’t be a party pooper, Scott! Join me!”

“I should get back to work.”

“If you come over, I’ll tell you all about my pool.”

Scott glanced down at his body, contemplating what he should do. He shook his head after a moment. “Fine, I’ll come over, but it’s strictly for business.”

“Yes, of course. Business only,” Catherine said with a coy smile on her face. She often thought about her next-door neighbor and what he did all alone in that big house. Granted, she also lived alone in a big house, but he was so young. His skin was still perfectly smooth and wrinkle-free, and he didn’t have that look in his eyes like he’d been beaten down by life. “Mmm, I like how guys wear the shorter shorts now.”

Scott glanced down at his hairy legs sticking out of his shorts. “Yeah, I guess that is the style now.”

“It suits you. Your legs are well-defined.”

“Um… thanks,” he said.

“Don’t you know how to take a compliment?”

“Most people don’t compliment me,” Scott said solemnly as he walked to the edge of the pool. Catherine placed her hands in the water to paddle herself over to him. She hated seeing that sad look on his face. How was it a man as young and seemingly successful as him not getting more out of life?

Catherine knew that Scott worked online, but she never asked him for any details. They’d been living next door to each other for months ever since Scott bought the house, but they never really had any in-depth conversations. What they knew of each other was only what they could deduce from studying each other from their windows. “Get in the water with me,” she said to him. “Do you want a float? I have extras in the shed.”

“No, thanks. I can just swim,” Scott said and dove into the water. He did a few laps to release the tension and anxiety he felt before going back to Catherine. “Yeah, I definitely need a pool. How much did yours cost to build?”

“It came with the house,” she said with a laugh.

“What?” he hollered. “You had me come all the way over here, and you don’t even know how much the pool costs?”

She shrugged. “I wanted some company. From what I’ve heard, they cost tens of thousands of dollars.”

Scott grunted, feeling like he should get out of the pool since he’d been duped, but the water felt too good on his skin to leave. He wished his house had come with a pool. It had a hot tub, but that just wasn’t the same. He couldn’t do laps in the hot tub.

“Don’t be upset,” Catherine said. “Why don’t you just use my pool? There’s no sense in going through all of that work for a pool of your own when I have one right here.”

“But I want one of my own.”

“They’re a lot of work. Really, Scott, it wouldn’t be a big deal to me. I know we don’t know each other that well, but I would love some help cleaning the pool and whatnot.”

Scott saw the logic in Catherine’s offer. Using her pool would save him the headache of dealing with construction at his house, and it would also save him buckets of money. The downsides of her proposal seemed minimal, except for the fact that he would have to share, but what was so wrong with sharing?

“Say yes, Scott! I can tell you want to!”

“I would like to swim every day during the summer.”

“Then come over and swim every day.”

“What if you’re having a party?” he asked.

“I don’t have too many of those, but you’re always welcome to join if I do. What do you even do over there all day long? I know you said you work online, but what is it that you do?”

“Mostly product reviews and video game live streams. I also post a lot about my life. Whatever I can think of to generate views.”

“You must be pretty successful to have a house like that,” Catherine said and glanced at his house that rose above her fence.

“I don’t do too bad,” he admitted. “I started it when I was in high school and continued doing it through college, but I was making so much from my online business when I graduated that I never bothered getting another job.”

“Why do you say it like it’s a bad thing?”

Scott shrugged as he stood by Catherine’s pool float. It was hard not to admire how her breasts looked in that skimpy bathing suit top or how gorgeous her sun-kissed legs looked in that bikini bottom, but it was also nice getting to know his neighbor. If he was going to be using her pool every day, he might as well talk to her.

“I don’t know. Sometimes it feels lonely, and I worry that it could all vanish in an instant.”

“I get that, but the same could be said for normal jobs. I’m upper management in a corporation, and I can’t tell you how many times I was certain I would get fired as soon as I showed up for work.”

“You don’t think your job feels secure?”

“There’s nothing secure about upper management,” Catherine said with a laugh. “I’ve learned not to focus on what could go wrong and instead work on what can go right. As long as I put in my all, I won’t feel bad even if they do fire me.”

“Hmm, I like that.”

“You could always get a real job.”

“I tried once and hated it.”

“Then don’t be sad!” she chided. “What about your friends? Do you spend time with them?”

Scott’s face grew dark. “They all wrote me off when I started earning their yearly salary in a month, and making new ones hasn’t been easy. People treat you differently when you have a public persona. It’s like I’m not even a real person half the time.”

Catherine frowned. She could only imagine how difficult it would be to live a life like that, but she also thought that Scott should count his blessings. He was set for life if he took care of his money. It was up to Scott to find friends who didn’t only see him for his money. Catherine was confident she could be one of those friends. She ran a tight ship at work, but she was sweet to her friends.

“There are people in the world who won’t judge you for the money you’ve earned. Maybe it’ll take time to find them, but they’ll be there when you’re ready.”

Scott looked into Catherine’s eyes for a long moment, but then she pulled her sunglasses off the top of her head and fixed them on her face, paddling away from Scott to enjoy her afternoon in the sun.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Scott used Catherine’s pool every morning shortly after dawn, when the sun could kiss his skin with its warmth. She was never at home during the weekdays, but she would wave at him through her window on the weekends. Sometimes a personal trainer would come over and exercise with her in the yard, but she usually just stayed inside. Scott couldn’t believe he was even thinking about putting in a pool of his own now that he was using hers. He felt so comfortable at her house and had no problems cleaning the pool. He did it every day before and after his swim.

“Would you like something to drink?” Catherine asked one Saturday morning as she stepped outside in a bikini. Scott was just about finished with his laps, but he was happy to spend some time with Catherine since things were pretty lonely back at his house. “I just made a pitcher of lemonade to have with my lunch, but we could always drink it now.”

“Yeah, lemonade sounds good.”

“Will you stay for lunch too? I made stuff for chicken caesar salads. They go great with lemonade.”

“I would love a salad,” said Scott.

Catherine went inside to fix their glasses of lemonade, carrying them back outside on a tray. She smiled brightly. “Why don’t you get out and drink it up here?”

“Sure, okay,” Scott said easily. He swam to the edge of the pool and pushed himself out of the water. He couldn’t help but notice how Catherine had her eyes fixed on him as his trunks clung to his dick, but he didn’t care if she looked. Now that he’d been seeing more of her, he couldn’t stop thinking about her when he was at home by himself. From what he could see from his window, he didn’t think she had a boyfriend, and he wouldn’t mind being the one to keep her warm at night. “Thanks for the lemonade.”

“Anytime,” she purred. “Sit with me.”

They sat on the poolside lounge chairs. Catherine had been kind enough to bring out a towel for him, so Scott used it to dry off. “No work today?”

Catherine shook her head. “There’s always a mountain of stuff for me to do, but I’m ignoring it. Today, I’m taking off my managerial hat and relaxing by the pool. Then I was thinking about watching a movie or some reality TV. I also need to catch up on some meal prep so I can stop spending so much money on my lunches.”

Scott chuckled. “You’re worried about spending money? Everything you have on is worth at least ten lunches.”

“That’s beside the point. I also need to make sure that I’m eating the most nutritious food possible. The last thing I can do is get fat.”

“Nobody would notice if you put on a few pounds.”

“Ha!” Catherine said loudly. “You clearly don’t work in corporate management. Women can’t get away with anything. Starting out fat is one thing, but getting fat is something else. The guys will start rumors that I’m having a mental breakdown or something.”

“Are you?”

“Of course not!” Catherine said and slapped Scott’s shoulder playfully. “Not yet at least.”

“Same for me,” he said. “Sometimes it feels like I should just quit and start something new, but whenever I’ve tried to take a break in the past, I end up losing a lot of money.”

“I can’t imagine how difficult it must be to work like that. Do you even enjoy playing video games anymore?”

“I do. The comments people leave on my feed are a different story, though. It used to be a lot of fun when I first started, but I’ve attracted some bad apples over the years. All they have to do is sign up with a new email if I get rid of them.”

“Working with a bunch of arrogant assholes isn’t any easier,” she said to make him feel better.

“Maybe not,” Scott said. “I just want something different in my life.”

“I feel like you need more friends. Stuff to do outside of your work. You spend all day locked up in there, and I’ve seen you out here taking pictures of yourself. I assume it’s for your social media.”

Scott blushed, feeling like he’d been caught in the act. “I didn’t know you saw. If you don’t want me to, I won’t.”

“Lighten up, Scott! I’m only suggesting that you should think about ways that you can enjoy life offline. You spend all your time trying to please your followers.”

Scott couldn’t deny what he was saying. He’d lost nearly all of his friends over the years and never got around to replacing them. Now the only people he had in his life were haters and people who thought he was some type of celebrity. Few people saw him for the guy he truly was. The one who enjoyed electronic music, gourmet food, and fitness. He enjoyed fitness for how it made his blood race. Not because of how it made his body look. If he didn’t starve himself half of his life, he wouldn’t have anything close to a six-pack for his followers to admire.

“What do you do for yourself?” she asked.

“Swimming has been a nice addition to my routine.”

“Yeah, but then you take pictures while you’re doing it, so it has also become work, hasn’t it?”

“I guess… if you say it like that,” he said in a defeated voice.

Catherine eyed Scott, wishing there was something she could do to shake him out of this funk. She wanted to be his friend. She wanted to help him see that there was still good in the world. That his life didn’t have to revolve around the people who gave him likes online. “What’s something you wish you could do but can’t anymore?”

“Go out and make friends,” he said.

“Why can’t you do that?”

“There’s always someone that recognizes me, and when they do, it’s game over. Everyone pulls out their cell phones to look me up. Then they ask for pictures and tag me to their profiles. Like, why can’t they just let me chill? I’m famous enough to get the harassment but not so famous that I garner respect.”

“Damn,” Catherine said. “That’s rough.”

“Which is why I want a normal job like you.”

“I thought you said you tried one and hated it.”

“Yeah, I did,” Scott said with a sigh. He didn’t usually drink lemonade or drinks that had sugar in them, unless that sugar was mixed with alcohol, but he was touched by Catherine’s hospitality, so he picked up the glass and chugged it until it was gone. The lemonade was sweet and tart and hit the spot. “I can’t give up the easy money.”

“It doesn’t sound very easy to me if you can’t leave your house.”

“Touche,” he said. “At least I get to come over here and enjoy your pool. You don’t act like the rest of them.”

“Famous people don’t faze me. I meet a bunch of them in my line of work, and they’re just like everyone else. Hardworking in public and a little sloppy behind closed doors,” Catherine said with a smile. She was trying to think how she could disguise Scott so that they could go out together, and then the best idea in the world hit her! “I just had a great idea, but you’ll never agree to it.”

“How do you know that if you haven’t even told me?”

“You know how you can’t go out in public?”

“Yeah… what about it?”

Catherine folded her lips, nervous to share her idea with Scott. They were getting along so well, and she didn’t want to ruin that by pissing him off with her crazy idea. “Well… what if you went out as a girl?

“A girl?” Scott asked with a laugh. “What in the world are you talking about, Catherine?”

“I mean… I can help you transform into a girl. We get put some makeup on your face, cute clothes on your body, and you could borrow one of my wigs. I have plenty of them.”

“Okay,” Scott said with a shake of the head. “You hit your head or something when you went to fix those lemonades, didn’t you?”

“I’m being serious, Scott! Think about it! Nobody would recognize you if you went out as a woman. You could do whatever you wanted. Go shopping, go out to eat, meet new people. Literally whatever! The limits are only your imagination.”

“I should go,” Scott said and got up to leave Catherine’s backyard. He found it unsettling that he was even considering her idea. There was no way that he could become a woman! “Thanks for letting me use your pool.”

“What about lunch?”

“Just remembered I have some work to do.”

Catherine shot him a doubtful look, but she didn’t stop him from leaving. Judging by the look on his face, it wouldn’t be long before he returned.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Catherine stood in the guest-bedroom window that looked out to her backyard. Scott was doing laps in the pool. A week had passed since their conversation about her turning him into a girl. She’d been too caught up with work to think much about it, but she couldn’t stop now that she had her eyes on him. She closed the curtains and went downstairs to see if he’d changed his mind.

“Hey, Catherine! How are you?” Scott asked when he came up for air. He swam to the edge of the pool and crossed his arms over the concrete edge. “Long time no see.”

“I’ve been busy with work.”

“Same here. Just getting my laps in before I get back to the computer.”

Catherine crossed her arms as she stared down at him. “Have you thought any more about my offer?”

Scott dropped his gaze. He’d been hoping that Catherine wouldn’t bring up what she said to him last week. The thought of becoming a girl stirred mixed emotions within him. He’d gone to his mirror on more than one occasion throughout the week to look at himself, picturing what he might look like in a wig.

“Let’s not talk about that.”

“Why not?” Catherine asked and sat at the edge of one of her lounge chairs. “Have you even left the house this week?”

“I went to the grocery store.”

“That doesn’t count. Have you had any type of social interactions that didn’t include your followers?”

“No, but—”

Catherine put up her hand to silence Scott. She was tired of his excuses. Tired of him trying to rationalize his way out of trying something new. He wouldn’t know how he felt about transforming himself into a girl until he tried it. “Women have been disguising themselves as men since the beginning of time.”

“Those women aren’t me,” Scott said in defiance.

“Just give it a try or grow a pair and go out into the world as you are. Either way, you’ll go crazy sitting in that house all day.”

“Maybe I will, but at least I won’t be dressed as a girl!” Scott hollered and pushed himself out of the pool. He purposefully shook his body to get Catherine wet, making her screech.

“Scott!” she hissed. “What the fuck!”

“Stop trying to turn me into a girl!”

“I’m only trying to help!” Catherine jutted out her arms as she glanced down at her wet clothes, more pissed than she’d been in a long while. Her cheeks reddened as profanities stormed through her mind. She even thought about revoking Scott’s pool privileges, but she wasn’t that petty, and there was a softness in his eyes when she glanced at him that told her he was hurting. He needed someone to hold his hand and show him that the world wasn’t as scary as it seemed. “You don’t have to become a girl, but you have to have lunch with me today. It’s the least you can do for getting me wet.”

“You’re not mad?”

“Oh, I’m pissed, but punishing you would only make us resent each other, and that’s the last thing I want. We’re neighbors, and you seem like a good guy. Let’s have lunch and talk. Wait here while I grab you a towel.”

Scott watched Catherine as she went inside. He never bothered with bringing over a towel since he either dried off on one of the lounge chairs or went back to his place to shower. He jumped when she opened the sliding door and passed him a towel.

“Come inside once you’re dry.”

“Okay,” he said and stood to rub down his body. He saw Catherine watching him on the other side of the glass, wondering what was going through her mind. Did she find him as attractive as he found her? As intriguing as her idea about him dressing as a girl was, he didn’t want her to see him in a different light and ruin any chances he had of banging her. “What’s for lunch?” Scott asked when he stepped inside.

“I thought we could go to the deli down the street,” she said.

“Sure! I love that place. They have the best roast beef.”

“Mmm, yes, they do, but I thought you could go as a girl.”

“Catherine! I told you I’m not doing that!” Scott said roughly as his face reddened. He thought for sure that Catherine had put this feminization nonsense to bed, but she clearly hadn’t. “I’m not some fag!”

“Don’t talk like that. It’s ugly,” Catherine said calmly. “Just humor me, Scott. If you hate it, you can stay here and shower while I go to the deli to get our sandwiches, but if you like it, we can go together. You can feel what it’s like to step out into the world as someone else.”

Scott shook his head. He thought Catherine had lost her mind, but she’d been so nice to him, and it wasn’t like his life was going to come to an end if he put on one of her wigs. He was certain that he wouldn’t be stepping out of the house dressed as a girl, but why not humor her? Maybe that was exactly what she needed to drop those panties and let him get a little action.

“Fine, I’ll do it.”

“You’ll do it?” she asked loudly.

“Don’t make a big deal about it, or I’ll change my mind.”

Catherine folded her lips, but she couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across her face. She’d already picked out exactly what she wanted Scott to wear. He had the most gorgeous blue eyes with specks of green and gold. She had a gold dress that would bring out the color in his eyes, and they could pair with some black tights and dark eye makeup to really make his eyes pop, but Catherine wouldn’t be opposed if he decided to go without the tights… as long as he shaved his legs first. She grabbed Scott’s wrist and raced with him to her bedroom.

“Wait right here while I grab you an outfit,” Catherine said and went into her closet to grab the clothes she had in mind for Scott to wear. His face was priceless when she stepped back out into the bedroom with the gold dress in hand.

He shook his head. “This is fucking crazy.”

“Don’t you want to let your hair down and have some fun?” Catherine asked with a snicker. “You’re the one who goes on and on about how you can’t even go out in the world. If you’re so sure you can go out as a man, then let’s do it tonight.”

Scott thought about the last time he’d gone out to the bar as he glanced at the clothes Catherine was holding. It all started off fine until a guy named Chad noticed who he was and alerted everyone in the bar. It took Scott fifteen minutes to get out of there after taking selfies with everyone and gently turning people down when they asked to appear on his feed. He never would have become an influencer if he knew how many people would try to claw their way up his back to stand on his shoulders.

“You really don’t think people will be able to tell that I’m some dude dressed as a chick?”

“Not if we do it right,” Catherine said with a friendly smile on her face. Her idea was insane and nothing that he would ever try on his own, but he trusted her. “You either need to shave or wear tights, though. The more you get into it, the less attention you’ll attract to yourself.”

“True,” Scott said cautiously as he stepped forward to look at the clothes more closely. “I guess let’s start with the tights. I don’t want to shave my legs and regret it.”

“Good boy,” Catherine purred as she jutted her arms out to put the clothes in his hands. “Go get dressed in my bathroom, and then I can do your makeup.”

Scott shook his head as she entered the bathroom with the gold dress and tights. She’d even included lingerie. Scott had seen a few women in his life put on their bra, so he gave it a go. All those girls made it look so easy. Scott struggled for at least five minutes before he was able to get the bra on right. He slid the matching white panties up his legs, impressed by how they made his bulge look in the mirror. He grabbed his crotch and rubbed his thickening cock through the thin fabric, turning his hips from side to side to admire his reflection.

Scott pulled the gold dress over his head once the bra and panties were in place. He couldn’t believe how much a simple cut of fabric could transform his entire appearance. He kind of loved it, but Catherine was right when she said that he needed to do something about his hairy legs. They were a dead giveaway, so he grabbed the tights and put them on, relieved by how they made him look even more like a girl. Now that he saw himself in the clothes, he could also see Catherine’s vision. Nobody would be able to recognize him once he had on a wig and a little makeup.

“What do you think?” Scott asked when he stepped back out into the bedroom.

“The better question is… what do you think?”

Scott bit his lip to stop himself from smiling, but it was impossible to hide how excited he was for his transformation. He would need Catherine’s help to take this plunge into femininity, but he was ready. His desire to experience life as someone else, anyone else, was stronger than the wind of a tornado.

“It’s… different, but I don’t hate it.”

Catherine offered a soft smile, but she was a jumping cheerleader inside. “Why don’t we stuff your bra? That’ll really make you feel like a girl.”

Scott sat on the edge of Catherine’s bed as she went to grab the rest of what they needed. It was strange to glance down at his legs in tights. The only time he’d ever worn tights was when he played football in junior high, but those tights felt much different than these. He didn’t feel like a crossdresser when he was playing football. Doubts any man would have about wearing lingerie and dresses rose in his mind, but then he thought of what Catherine was offering him.

Freedom.

Normalcy.

Scott chuckled to himself when he put it together that he had to crossdress to feel normal. Never in a million years would he have thought that, but there he was.

“Okay,” Catherine said when he stepped out of her closet with even more goodies. “These pads should do the trick. I got them for those times I needed to get a man on my good side,” she said with a laugh as she reached into the gold dress to slip the pads into his bra. They gave him a solid B-cup.

“I bet those guys got mad when you took these out.”

Catherine chuckled. “None of them have ever said a word, but I’ve seen several disappointed looks after seeing each other the next time. Trust me, I didn’t get to the C-suite by playing innocent. I never slept with anyone, but flattery and pads can get a girl a long way.”

“Damn, Catherine. I better watch out,” Scott said with a light laugh, but Catherine laughed hard, and Scott couldn’t help but join her. He cursed when a tear ran down his cheek.

Catherine took a deep breath to stop herself. “Sorry, I’m just thinking of all the times I’ve almost had to shove my heel up some guy’s ass. You wouldn’t believe the stories that I could tell you.”

“I’d like to hear them,” Scott said in a voice that revealed his desires. He coughed. “You know, if you’re willing.”

“If you’re willing to listen, I’d be happy to share.”

“Awesome,” he said. Catherine leaned back to admire her work. Scott was well on his way to becoming a girl. She’d also grabbed her makeup bag and a dirty blonde wig for him to wear. “How do I look?”

“Not bad. It won’t be long before the world sees you as a woman. What should we call you when that happens?”

Scott’s body flushed of feeling. “I don’t know. I’ve always been Scott. I can’t think of a girl name.”

“What about Crystal?”

“No way!” Scott said with a laugh. “That name is far too adventurous for me.”

“Amie?” she offered.

Scott sat with the name for a moment before nodding. “That could work. I like the sound of it a lot more than Crystal.”

“Hey! I was only trying to be creative. What do you say we give you some makeup, Amie?”

“Okay,” Scott said softly, still not sure how he felt about using a chick’s name to refer to himself as Catherine unzipped her makeup back and pulled out a few products. She explained what she was doing as she worked. She rubbed a few creams into his face and then used some powders. When she touched a tube of lipstick to his cheeks, he shrieked and asked her what she was doing. “This lipstick is my favorite blush,” she assured him. “We’re almost finished.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“You look incredible. All we need to do is work on that voice, but we can save that for another time. I can order your sandwich for you today so that you don’t feel embarrassed.”

“Thanks,” he said. “You really don’t think people will make fun of me if I step out of the house like this?”

“Nope. Wait until you see herself,” Catherine said and held up a mirror to Scott’s face, but he could no longer think of himself as a boy. He was stunned by his reflection. The person staring back at him looked like a girl, like she didn’t have a trace of boy in her. “Are you ready to get our sandwiches, Amie?”

“What the hell? Why not?”


 

CHAPTER 4

 

Catherine and Amie pulled into the parking lot of the deli down the road from her house. Catherine held the door open for Amie as they stepped inside. It was a quaint space with an overbearing oven that loomed behind the counter and red tiles on the floor. Booths with hard seats lined the windows. Tables and chairs filled the middle. “It always smells so delicious in here,” Catherine said as they approached the counter. “Two of the roast beef sandwiches?”

“Yes! Don’t forget the pan drippings!” Amie said excitedly before she could stop herself. She covered her painted lips with a hand when she heard her manly voice, glancing around with wide eyes in fear that someone might have heard, but nobody was paying any attention to her. “I’ll wait over there,” Amie said in a whisper and pointed at one of the booths by the window.

Catherine thought about making Amie order for herself but decided she’d put her through enough for one day, so she ordered the sandwiches for them. “Here’s your cup,” she said to her when she got to the table.

“Thanks,” Amie said and stood to follow Catherine to the soda fountain. Catherine got unsweet iced tea. Amie went for the cola. “How do you feel?” Catherine asked her when they returned to their seats.

Amie glanced out of the window. “I’m not sure. It’s weird.”

“Nobody recognizes you.”

“Yeah, and they definitely know me here. I had to stop coming in person when one of the employees outed me to the crew. They even asked me for autographs.”

“Poor you,” Catherine said mockingly.

Amie crossed her arms and frowned. “You don’t know what it’s like feeling like you can’t even leave the house without getting harassed. You probably think I’m making this stuff up, but I’m not. I even get packages sent to my house sometimes, and that’s after renting out an office space for all my business needs.”

“I’m sorry,” Catherine said, sounding as sincere as she could. “It’s not that I don’t believe you. I just don’t understand why you don’t fight back or learn how to say no.”

“People are too sensitive,” Amie said with a shake of the head. “If I tell one person no, they’ll make up a story about it to tarnish my name. I’m not famous enough to get away with that.”

Catherine wished she could understand. If she were Amie, she would tell those people to fuck off. Their videos be damned. She was fake to plenty of people at work to get what she wanted, but she’d never once had to compromise her values. She wasn’t past flattering someone to get ahead, but she never had to hide her cutthroat nature. People knew they could get slashed around her and acted accordingly.

“What would you do if you hadn’t become an influencer?”

“I don’t even know anymore. I studied business because I was running a business, but who knows if that’s what I truly want?”

“Do you have any hobbies?” Catherine asked. The worker at the counter called their order before Amie could reply. “I’ll grab our lunch,” Catherine said and stood from the table to get their tray of food from the counter. “You could always come work for my company,” she said when she returned. “I’m sure that I could get you a job in no time. They love hiring people with large followings.”

Amie chuckled. “Thanks, but I tried corporate life once, and it’s definitely not for me. I love cooking, but the restaurant industry is no joke. I’m not sure that I would make it.”

“You could always do something food related. It doesn’t have to be a full-blown restaurant. It could be something with counter service. Heck, it could even be a little stand at the mall,” Catherine said, hoping that her ideas gave Amie inspiration and not dread. “You’re already doing well, though. Why rock the boat?”

Amie shrugged. “Just thinking about the paths that could have been. It’s a dangerous game, isn’t it?”

“Very,” Catherine agreed. “You’re better off focusing on what you can do now to make your life better, like coming out into the world as Amie. I can tell you’re not hating it.”

“I’m not,” Amie said with a soft smile. “How did you know this was what I needed?”

Catherine shrugged. “Maybe I’m a mind reader.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you were. You knew that I wanted to use your pool without me having to tell you.”

“Everyone wants to use my pool.”

They laughed together and fell into a comfortable silence as they enjoyed their sandwiches and chips. Their conversation changed to what they enjoyed doing with their free time. Catherine loved starting her mornings off with yoga in front of her window, and she always listened to classical music when she got stressed out, and there was nothing she hated more than clutter.

“You wouldn’t like seeing my bedroom before laundry day,” Amie joked. “I doubt I would,” Catherine said with a laugh. “We’ll have to work on that if it’s a real problem.”

“It’s not too bad… usually,” Amie said before telling Catherine about her love for travel and electronic music. She’d been to several music festivals around the world, and they used to fill her with joy, but it seemed nothing could fill the emptiness in her heart lately.

“You’re too young to feel so gloomy about life! You’re also too successful to beat yourself up!” Catherine said.

“What we’re doing today has been surprisingly helpful. I can’t remember the last time I’ve felt this alive,” Amie said in a hushed whisper. Each word she spoke was a rush. She was trying to speak in as light of a voice as she could, but hints of manliness remained.

“You’re doing very well, Amie,” Catherine said and reached her hand across the table to cover hers. “I’m proud of you.”

“Are you being patronizing?”

“No! I’m being serious, Amie. I was thinking we should go get our nails done after this. Your nails could use some polish,” Catherine said as she held Amie’s hand in hers. “Don’t you think?”

Amie shook her head and pulled her hand away. “This has been… a lot for one day.”

“Fine. How about next week?”

“I… that could be okay.”

“Say you’ll do it!” Catherine said brightly, putting pressure on Amie to agree to her demands. “Please!”

“I’ll do it!” Amie said forcefully, forgetting where she was again. She covered her mouth as her cheeks reddened. “I should probably work on my voice in the meantime, huh?”

“That’s not a bad idea. I’ll send you some resources. I used to take speaking classes so that the boys would take me more seriously.”

“Perfect,” said Amie. “I’m nervous, but I can’t wait.”

“You and me both,” Catherine said as her eyes sparkled.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

The week passed with Scott practicing his girl voice in the mirror every chance he got. He watched endless videos about how to lighten his voice and not sound so manly when he spoke. It was a lot of work, but he couldn’t have been more excited for the weekend ahead. He was doing his morning laps in the pool when Catherine stepped outside wearing a skimpy bikini.

“We’re going to have to get you a bikini, aren’t we?”

“Good morning to you,” Scott said and swam backwards to get a better look at Catherine. They only saw each other in passing throughout the week, but he could feel the sexual energy between them reaching a fever pitch. “Why in the world do you think I would want to wear a bikini?”

“So that you can be my pool girl, duh,” Catherine said with a bucket of attitude as she held her hand on her hip.

Scott smirked. “Maybe you could convince me… if you did something for me in return.”

Heat flashed through Catherine’s eyes. Her feelings for her younger neighbor were complicated. She’d sworn to herself long ago that she would never fool around with someone so close to home, but how in the world could she not when Scott made her thighs quake?

“Get out of the pool,” she said.

“Why don’t you get in?” he asked.

“Because we need to go get our nails done! You promised me that you would go, Amie!”

“Hey! I’m not Amie yet,” Scott said harshly and looked around, hoping that there was nobody there to hear her. He didn’t mind becoming a girl, seeing as he’d practiced for this moment all week, but he still wasn’t ready for the world to know. He wasn’t sure that he’d ever be ready to share this secret with anyone. It let him live in the world as a person who didn’t have millions of followers who seemed to recognize him everywhere he went.

Catherine threw her head back and laughed. Seeing Scott jump was so cute, but nobody was going to hear her. They lived in one of the most secluded neighborhoods of the city. There were gates at the entrance. Hidden cameras watched the roads and front doors. Everyone had towering fences and plenty of trees in their yards. Few places were safer or offered as much privacy. Their most direct neighbors could see into her backyard, but she doubted they could hear her.

“Why don’t we go inside so that you can get ready? It’s time that you put on your dress and heels.”

“Heels?” Scott asked in a high voice. “I can’t wear heels! I only practiced my voice.”

“Come inside and let me hear it.”

Scott groaned as he swam to the edge of the pool and pushed himself out of the water.

***

Amie stepped out of Catherine’s bedroom wearing a white dress that exposed far too much cleavage for her comfort, but Catherine wouldn’t let her change. They’d paired the dress with a thick brown belt and heeled brown suede ankle boots and lots of earthy jewelry. “I look like a hippy,” Amie said when she first looked at herself in the mirror. Catherine had even put a beaded headband across her forehead. Amie thought she looked ridiculous. “You can’t expect me to go out like this.”

“Why not? You look fabulous! If you get a deep red for your nails, the entire outfit will pop. Trust me.”

Amie wanted to trust Catherine as they stood in the mirror looking at her outfit. Her makeup and hair were perfect, but this outfit wasn’t anything she would have picked out for herself. There was nothing she could do, though. Catherine pulled her out of the bathroom and told her that they had to leave or risk losing their appointment at the nail salon.

Nobody seemed to judge Amie when they stepped into the nail salon, but Amie was self-conscious of her own outfit. “Good afternoon, ladies. Manicures and pedicures for both of you?”

“That’s right,” Catherine said before Amie could protest. “We have the one o’clock appointment under Sawyer.”

“Catherine?”

“Present,” Catherine said and lifted her hand, making the cashier laugh. She ran Catherine’s card for a pre-authorization charge, and then the ladies were on their way to the pedicure chairs. “Mmm,” Catherine said as she relaxed into the chair. “There’s nothing I love more than a pedicure.”

Two friendly women with young faces approached them a few minutes later. They had booklets of colors for them to choose from. Amie pointed at a deep cheery red color. Catherine nodded her approval. She picked out a calming blue color for herself.

“Can’t have anything that will make the men think I’m not capable of kicking their asses,” Catherine said with a laugh when Amie frowned at her color choice. “You can’t go with anything that safe, though. Not today. Not with me.”

“It’s fine. You really don’t think I look crazy in this outfit?” Amie asked in her practiced feminine voice.

“I love your outfit,” said one of the young ladies doing their nails.

“See? I told you it’s great!” said Catherine. “Super bohemian in the best ways possible.”

“Especially the shoes. So many girls are afraid to wear heeled ankle boots in the summer, but they’re honestly perfect for summer if you really think about it,” the nail technician said. “I thought your outfit looked super cute when you walked through the door.”

“Thank you,” Amie said to her. “I felt ridiculous when we were getting ready. Hearing you say that makes me feel better about myself.”

She smiled at Amie and went back to doing her nails. They used mud masks on their smooth legs and gave them a little massage before painting their toenails. Amie absolutely loved the deep red color on her nails, and it went so well with the browns of her outfit and jewelry. She loved how Catherine had put together this outfit for her and had given her the confidence to come out into the world like this. Nobody seemed to notice that she’d been Scott only a few hours before, and that was the best thing of all. Part of her wished she could live like this twenty-four seven but having it as her little secret escape might be even better.

Amie could keep her legs smooth, grow a collection of women’s clothing, and detach from her life as Scott. She could go out dancing without having to worry that someone would interrupt her vibe with questions about how to become an influencer. Amie had no issues helping her friends, but how could she make friends if everyone she met saw her as an object and not as a person with feelings of her own?

“Are you ladies ready for your manicures?”

“Yes,” they said in unison and laughed as they turned to glance at each other. “We’re ready,” Catherine added for good measure.

They went over to the manicure stations so that their fingers could match their toes. “What should we eat for lunch?”

“Salad.” Catherine said and patted her stomach. “No dressing. I swear I gained like five pounds last week, and I didn’t even do anything different,” she said with a sigh. “It was those damn cookies they had in the break room.”

“I’m guessing you don’t usually have cookies.”

“Shh,” Catherine said harshly. “I said I didn’t do anything differently. Forget I even mentioned those cookies.”

“It’s forgotten,” Amie said with a smile as the manicurist finished painting her final nail. Amie curled her hand to admire her red fingernails. “They’re gorgeous. Don’t you think?”

“Stunning,” Catherine purred. “I get a bold color sometimes, but we have a lot of important meetings coming up, so I have to play it safe. I’ll wear a pretty clip or some type of accessory.”

“You shouldn’t be so afraid to be bold in the office.”

“Coming from the person who won’t push back against their followers.”

“Point taken,” she said. “I just mean… you must be better than the rest of those losers.”

“I like to think so, but being better at something doesn’t automatically equal success. There are people who are probably better at whatever you do, but you probably worked harder.”

Amie shrugged. “You’re probably right.”

“Don’t worry. We’ll be back, and I’ll get a bold color one of these times,” Catherine said with a wink. “How about those salads?”

“A salad sounds perfect,” said Amie.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Amie was eating a salad without dressing for the first time in her life, and it wasn’t nearly as disgusting as she thought it would be. The lettuce had a completely different taste without all the oil, and it was quite delicious. Catherine allowed her to use vinegar and some pepper to flavor her salad, and that was all it really needed.

“Do all of the girls at your office eat like this?” Amie asked.

“All the ones who don’t want to fade into the background,” Catherine said in a sad voice. “It shouldn’t be that way, but that’s how it is at my company, and nobody is kicking me off my perch at the top.”

“Say it again,” Amie said and snapped her fingers. She was feeling rather flamboyant now that her nails were painted, and her outfit seemed to attract lots of positive attention. She got friendly glances from other girls. A few turned heads from the boys. “Would you like to go out dancing tonight? One of my favorite DJs is in town. I didn’t want to ask you, but now all I want is to go dancing.”

“Let’s do it! We’ll have to get some new clothes though. You can’t go in that.”

“I thought you said it was cute?” Amie asked in a high voice, offended that Catherine didn’t want her going out dancing in the clothes she’d picked out. “These boots are super comfortable to walk in even though they have heels. I kind of love them.”

“I can tell by the way you walk in them,” Catherine said with a laugh. “I don’t blame you, but we should wear slutty outfits to the club. See how many boys we can get to buy our drinks.”

Amie’s eyes widened, but she liked the idea once it settled in. She always spent so much money on drinks when she went out by herself or with friends, when she had them. It would be nice to have some guy buy her drinks instead.

“Is it safe? I don’t want to be drugged.”

“We’ll stand at the bar with them. Make sure they never touch the glass,” said Catherine.

“What if they want to dance?”

“There’s nothing wrong with a little dance, is there?”

“I… guess not.”

“That’s my girl. Now let’s go find some cute clothes to wear. Please tell me that you brought your credit card,” Catherine said as she pulled Amie to her car out in the parking lot so that they could head to one of her favorite strip malls down the street.

“I have it,” said Amie.

“Let’s get shopping then!”


 

CHAPTER 7

 

Scott and Catherine were back at her place relaxing by the pool. He took a shower when they got there, and then she took one herself. He was waiting until they went out later to switch into the super short dress he bought at the store. It was black with long sleeves and an open back. The open back went down nearly to his ass. Catherine had convinced him to buy a pair of hooker heels as well that she had to teach him to walk in before they went to the club.

“What’s this DJ like we’re going to see?”

“House music. I feel like his music is super upbeat and happy. Lots of good vibes,” he said.

“Do you take drugs when you go?”

“No. Just drinks. There are usually a few who are drugged up though.”

Catherine chuckled. “I miss those days.”

“Did you use to do drugs?”

“Only in my early twenties when I was just starting off in the city. I would go out with my coworkers at the time and snort lines of coke. I used to feel so alive… until I woke up the following morning.” They laughed together, smiling with their eyes as much as their lips. “I realized I could never be successful if I kept using cocaine, so I stopped.”

“Smart woman.”

“You’ve never had any issues with substances?”

“Not really. I’ve seen what they do to people at raves.”

“Smart man,” Catherine said, her voice dropping at the end as they gazed at each other. She kicked her feet in the water while he rested on the pool’s edge. “Why did you have to use my pool?”

“Don’t you like having me over here?”

“Too much,” she said and touched the hair by his ear. “You’re something else, Scott. Not at all what I was expecting.”

“I could say the same about you,” he said and placed his hand on her thigh. Both of them felt sparks of desire run through their bodies. Scott pushed off the wall so that he could move between her spread legs. He moved until his face was right in front of her crotch, tempting him. He hadn’t been with a woman in a long time. None of them ever felt right, and he didn’t want to use the apps. “You’ve shown me that life doesn’t have to be black and white. It can have as many colors as I choose.”

“Don’t forget it,” Catherine said and bent over, moving her face closer to his. Scott closed his eyes and met her halfway. Their kiss stopped the world around them. She moaned against his lips as she pushed her fingers into his hair. He wrapped his arms around her waist before moving his hands up her body, slipping them beneath her bikini top. “Yes,” she said as he threatened to expose her chest right there in the backyard. “Take me, Scott.”

He couldn’t help himself as he spread her legs wide and pressed his mouth against the outline of her snatch. She gasped, dropping her head back as he ran his tongue over her pussy lips through the bikini bottom. She grabbed her tits as he worked her pussy some more. “Scott! What are you doing to me?”

“I need this fucking pussy, Catherine. Give it to me,” he said and slipped his fingers into her bikini to touch her soft folds. Her pussy was hot and excited by his touch, loose and ready for his dick. “Please.”

“Take me upstairs, Scott.”

He didn’t have to be told twice. He climbed out of the pool and stood above Catherine, reaching out his hand for her to take. She got to her feet and let him carry her upstairs to her bedroom. They stared at each other, even as he tossed her onto the bed and climbed onto his hands and knees above her. His cock was already rock hard and pressed against her as he bent down to kiss her. He pushed his hands into her hair as he slid his tongue into her mouth and dry humped her body, desperate to feel inside of her.

“I’ve been obsessed with you since day one,” Scott confessed. “You drive me absolutely wild, Catherine. I thought I would hate you after you turned me into Amie, but I love that she’s part of me.”

“Are you excited to go out tonight as a girl?”

“Yeah, it’ll be a lot of fun,” he said and kissed her lips as she humped the outline of his dick. “Not as fun as what we’re about to do, though.”

“No,” she agreed in a breathy voice, arching her back to push herself against his erection. “It’s not even close. I love that I get to have a boy and a girl now.”

“Mmm,” Scott purred as he kissed her neck. If she weren’t a high-powered businesswoman, he would put hickies all over her neck, but he resisted the urge. Instead he dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed and ripped down her bikini bottoms to press his mouth against her pussy. He lapped at it with her tongue to suck up her sweet nectar, using the high-pitched moans leaving her lips as guidance. He wanted her to feel euphoric, so he didn’t stop until she was screaming out his name and cumming all over his face.

“Yes,” he growled into her sex as she came. She held the back of his head as she released. Scott would have sat there for the rest of his life if she never let go, but Catherine had other plans. She pulled him up to his feet and between her legs. She pushed down his trunks to reveal his hard, stiff cock. “You want this dick?”

“Fuck me hard, Scott. I’m so ready for you,” she said and fingered herself while he watched. “I need your dick.”

“That’s so fucking hot,” Scott said as he pushed against her clit to make her scream. “Move your hand so that I can fuck you right.”

Catherine did as he commanded, squealing when he wrapped his arms around her legs to pull her toward him. He threw her legs up to his shoulders and held the base of his cock to shove his tip into her sweet folds. Her hot, tight walls hugged his dick as he sank deep inside of her. He collapsed onto her body when the pleasure became too intense.

“You feel so fucking good inside of me,” she said against his ear.

“Not as good as you feel,” he said to her with his fingers in her hair. He moved her face so that he could kiss her. He passionately pressed his lips against hers, thrusting hard once to make her gasp into his mouth. He drank her gasp like an energy drink, fucking her hard until she broke their kiss, far too lost in wonderland. “Whose pussy is this, girl?”

“It’s yours, Scott! Claim this pussy!”

Her slick lips were swollen and tight around his cock, and he was fucking her so hard that his base tickled her clit. She gasped and moaned as her eyes rolled around like wild. Scott grabbed both of her wrists with one hand and held them above her head as he used his other hand to play with her tits while he fucked her hard.

“You gonna cum on this dick?”

“Yes! Keep going! I’m so close!”

“Tell me! When I! Hit! Your spot!” Scott said, fucking her with the rhythm of his words. She had her legs spread wide and held her ankles so that he could fuck her deep. “Right there! Fuck, Scott! Right there!” Catherine cried as he hit her spot. She was unraveled. Destroyed. Reborn. She never thought letting her neighbor use her pool would lead to her being on her back, but no other man had felt this good inside of her.

“Yes!” she screamed when she reached her tipping point. She grabbed her tits as she started cumming all over his dick. He put his hands over hers and pounded her pussy while she came, sending her to highs she didn’t know were possible. Ungodly sounds left her mouth, but she was too lost in the moment to care.

Scott had never seen anything sexier as he stared down at Catherine cumming all over his cock. He slowed down his fucking while she came back down to earth, but he wasn’t done with her. He pulled her off the bed and made her get onto her knees. “Open that beautiful mouth to catch my cum.”

Catherine moaned and parted her lips. She held her mouth open as Scott beat his cock. He grunted as cum rushed up his shaft and sprayed from his tip. It shot into Catherine’s mouth. Hit her cheeks. Ran down her chin and fell to her tits. Scott cursed as he shoved his dick into her mouth so that she could lick it clean. She watched him through hooded eyes while she sucked the cum off his dick.

“Fuck, I’ve been waiting to do that all my life.”

“You can do it as much as you want,” Catherine said as she stood and kissed him gently. “Take a shower with me, and then I can get you dressed for our night out.”

“Can we get dinner first? I’m hungry from only eating salad. Plus, everything else we did.”

“Don’t worry. We can get dinner, but you’ll have to go as Amie.”

“I can handle that a lot more easily than I can handle dancing on an empty stomach,” he said.

“Look how far you’ve come along!”

“Why would I be afraid when I can talk like this?” Scott asked in his femme voice that sounded just like a girl’s. Catherine clapped when she heard it and fell into his arms. “It’s so sexy to me when you talk like that.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Scott said in his girl voice as he lifted Catherine into his arms to carry her to the shower. They kissed while washing each other with her loofah, and then they changed into the clothes they’d bought while shopping earlier in the day. She got a short skirt with a cute top, and he got the black dress with an open back and those damn hooker heels he still had to learn how to walk in before they left the house.

It was a lot harder to walk in heels than Scott expected, but he did his best to keep his shoulders back and to walk with confidence. He had to put his feet down with determination so that they didn’t bend at the wrong angles. His first few attempts had him looking like a dinosaur on the hunt, but he got the hang of it eventually.

“You’re doing great, Amie! Work those hips!”

“Stop it,” he begged her. “You’re going to embarrass me.”

“Nonsense! You love the heels!”

“Maybe I do, but I don’t know.”

“You only want an excuse to avoid who you really are. If you didn’t like becoming Amie, you would have stopped a long time ago. You wouldn’t have gotten your nails painted. You wouldn’t have let me do your makeup. You wouldn’t be going by Amie!”

“True,” she said, feeling like Amie now that she was in her dress and heels and able to strut around the house with confidence. If it weren’t for Catherine, she would still be at home, afraid to go out into the world, but now she had the confidence of several people put together. She wasn’t afraid to step out as Amie. She didn’t worry that people would recognize her as who she was online. Becoming Amie was the single most transformative, freeing experience of her life, and she hoped it wouldn’t stop anytime soon.

“It’s all because of you,” added Amie.

“I’m glad I could be of service.”

“Me too,” she said and kissed Catherine.

They did a few shots at home before taking a taxi to the club, where they danced the night away. Amie had been worried about guys talking to them or hurting them, but they were far too wrapped up in each other to notice anyone else. They were completely in tune with the music and with each other, and their lovemaking that night was even better than it’d been in the afternoon.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

A Couple Weeks Later

“Scott, come inside! I got you something!” Catherine said as she slid open the sliding door that faced the backyard.

“Coming,” he said and got out of the pool. He grabbed the towel he’d left for himself on the lounge chair and dried himself off before stepping inside to see what Catherine wanted. She had a small bag sitting on the counter for him. 

“Here you go,” she said.

“Thank you,” he said. “What is it?”

“You have to open it to find out!”

“Fine,” he said and dug into the bag, gasping when he pulled out a skimpy bikini. “Is this for you?”

“No! It’s for you! So that you can be my pool girl,” she said as she tried to keep a serious expression on her face, but it was hard to stay serious when Scott looked like he was about to explode. “Don’t act like you don’t want to be Amie by the pool too.”

“What if someone sees me?” he asked in a low voice.

“Put on a wig. You can put the hair up into a ponytail.”

“Will you let me borrow your pads?”

“Fine, I’ll do it.”

“Great!” Catherine said and clapped her hands together. She pushed him to her bedroom and into her bathroom where she had everything else waiting for his transformation into her pool girl. She loved having him as a girl whenever and wherever possible. She always loved him as Scott, but who didn’t love a guy with smooth legs and smooth underarms?

Scott slipped into the skimpy bikini that barely held his cock, but he also loved feeling like a chick and couldn’t wait to be Amie by the pool. “Should we go back downstairs?”

“Why don’t you put on one of my wide-brim hats?” she asked. “I’ll go grab you one.”

“Okay,” Amie said as she waited for Catherine to come back with a hat. It was black and white like the bathing suit that she’d bought for her, and Amie absolutely loved it. The hat completed her look in the best ways possible.

“Why don’t you clean the pool for me, dear?”

“Right now?”

“Yes, then you can rub some tanning lotion onto my back,” Catherine said with a wicked smile. “It’s the least you could do after I bought that bikini for you.”

“Fine,” Amie said with a sigh. “I’ll clean the pool, but I’m not finished swimming.”

“Just think of how much cleaner it’ll be for you.”

Amie shook her head as she picked up the net to fish out the few leaves and debris that had fallen into the pool since the morning. She noticed how Catherine was watching her closely as she worked, paying special attention to that spot between her legs, but Amie wasn’t upset. She loved it when Catherine asked her to play. The summer had taken an unexpected turn when she began coming over here to swim, but she would be Catherine’s for as long as she could.

“How does that feel?” Amie asked as she rubbed the tanning lotion into Catherine’s back.

“Perfect,” she purred.
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