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POSSESSED FOR PLEASURE

Caleb’s new apartment is amazing, and for how much he paid for it he can’t believe what a good deal he got. Only the apartment has more than Caleb expected… the ghost of the former owner.

On his first night in his new home, Caleb meets Alice, a young, beautiful woman who died full of regrets. She’s been watching Caleb, and she thinks he can help her. That is if he’s willing to let her possess him, and use his body for pleasure.

Caleb’s new apartment was a bargain. For some reason, no one wanted to put an offer in, even after its price was lowered again and again.

It was creepy and cold, people said. But Caleb never found that. For him it felt warm, welcoming, like home, and he was thrilled when his offer was accepted and he was able to move in.

But then, on his first night in his new home, he finds out why the apartment was so cheap. It’s haunted.

The ghost of the former owner, a young, beautiful woman by the name of Alice, lingers, unable to pass over due to her regrets over her life. Caleb, enchanted by her story, offers to help.

So begins Caleb’s adventure as Alice takes possession of his body, determined to overcome her biggest regret. An adventure that sees him becoming prettier, softer, and more feminine.

And perhaps what Caleb discovers along the way will stop him from having similar regrets… after all, to live fully, sometimes we need to take risks.


One

Even as I slipped the key into the lock and opened the front door I could barely believe it. My own place. My own home. I couldn’t stop smiling.

As I stepped in I took a deep breath, the air heavy with dust, a close-baked smell of summer heat and stale air, the waft of floral perfumes and soaps, and the first thing I did was go around and open all the windows. A cool evening breeze gusted through the apartment, airing it out, and as the curtains billowed, motes of dust drifting like ghosts, I wandered from room to room.

It was exactly as it had been when I’d viewed it only a few weeks ago, untouched and unchanged, save only for the extra layers of dust that had accumulated. I smiled, moving quietly, still almost in shock.

I’d moved quickly once I’d seen the apartment, unable to believe the low price, but apparently there was little need. It had been on the market for a few months before I’d looked at it, and even after dropping the price several times no one had wanted to put in an offer.

“People say it makes them feel unwelcome, and off, and I can’t say I disagree, but I’m happy to show you around.” The agent had said when I’d phoned to ask for a viewing.

It was only when the price was dropped for the fifth time and it came into my budget that I even noticed it on the market, yet as soon as I saw it I felt something. Sure, it wasn’t perfect, but for the price they were asking it was a bargain, and I had to at least look at it.

And when I had I’d known it was the right place for me. The off feeling, the sense of being unwelcome, was not there for me. In fact, I felt the opposite. I felt almost embraced by the apartment almost as soon as I entered, almost like I was coming home, and even as I looked around, taking in the sheer amount of stuff that came with the apartment, all the things the previous owner had left behind, I knew I had to put in an offer.

So I did.

Within an hour of the viewing being over, I put in an offer for the new asking price, and within another two it was accepted, eagerly. The agent said she thought she might never sell it, and seemed almost surprised by my keenness to buy it.

To me though it felt right. I moved quickly, wanting to be in as soon as possible, wanting to make it mine.

I knew it would take work—there was so much stuff to be cleared out, and the whole place needed redecorating—but I also knew that it was a bargain and that I was going to be very, very happy. I could feel it in my bones.

I’d made the right decision. I was home. And as I wandered through my new apartment for the first time since the initial viewing the feeling only felt stronger than ever. That sense of rightness, welcome, of coming home.

I smiled to myself, for the first time in a long time full of hope.
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Soon after arriving and letting myself in there was a knock at my new front door. The movers had arrived with all my things and were beginning to unpack.

I propped the door open and began to direct them on where to put my various boxes and bags and the few items of furniture I owned. It did not take them long to unload everything.

Which was another amazing thing about my new place. It came fully furnished, and while the furniture was not quite what I’d have chosen, it was definitely good enough to suffice until I’d saved up enough to buy my own things.

I didn’t mind that the whole place was just a little more feminine than I’d have liked, but it was just redecorating. I could save plenty now I’d moved in, since my repayments were a lot lower than my previous rent thanks to how cheap the apartment had been, and it'd just take a little time and effort. Once that was all done it was going to be perfect.

It just needed a little work, that was all. And that was a small price to pay for landing such a bargain on such a great place.

But then… that wasn’t the only problem with my new place. There was its history, and the experiences people had in it.

People viewing it had said it felt cold, unwelcoming, almost creepy, but I’d felt none of that. I’d felt warm and welcome and content, had felt immediately at home.

Maybe though it was that I didn’t believe in ghosts.

I chuckled to myself, shaking my head as I began to unpack my clothes, clearing out the dresser and the wardrobe of the previous owner's things, boxing them up to make space for my clothes.

It seemed wild that no one had wanted to come and collect any of her things, but apparently she'd not had family or friends and had been quite a shut-in, rarely going out except for food and essentials, and even then mostly ordering things online to be delivered. From what I could tell from her things though she seemed pretty normal to me.

But then, it was hard to tell what was going on in another person's head, or what was happening in their life. Still, as I cleared away her things I felt almost sad.
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The former owner had been young, only a few years older than me, and had lived alone. She’d been pretty well off from the looks of her possessions, though certainly not wealthy. More comfortable. A simple woman living a simple life alone.

Why she’d never felt she could go out and join the world I didn’t understand. Nothing about her seemed odd or strange. The only unusual thing about her that I could discern was that she didn't like leaving her apartment, but even that wasn't that strange or bizarre, not really.

She had held down a job, working remotely, had been able to order everything she needed to be delivered, had gone out a few times a week for groceries and other essentials, and had kept her home clean and tidy. By all other standards, she was living a pretty good life.

Just… she didn’t have much of a life.

I could empathise with that though. As I tidied her things away, putting my clothes into the drawers, hanging them up in the wardrobe, I began to realise that perhaps we weren’t so dissimilar. Maybe that was why I felt so at home in the apartment?

I worked remotely, ordered most of my things online, and really only went out for groceries. Sure, I had some family, but they all lived hours away, and I rarely saw the few close friends I had since they'd all moved away for work or family commitments after college. We still kept in touch, but it was all online now.

If something were to happen to me, would anyone really bother to come get my things? Would anyone care about all my old junk? Maybe my parents, for sentimental reasons, but no one else. So really, was I so different to the previous owner?

Was I really just one slip in the shower away from leaving behind an apartment full of things no one cared about? The thought chilled me, and I felt a pang of empathy and sympathy for the girl who had lived in my apartment before me.

My mind ticked, and I wondered who she had been? What were her dreams? Where had she come from? Where was she going? What was she like? There were so many questions, but I knew I’d never get an answer.

From what the agent had told me during the negotiations and the contract phase no one had really known her. She was a mystery, and she’d remain a mystery.

One I was going to slowly erase as I emptied her apartment of her things and redecorated. But then, it was my home now, she was gone. And if the stories were true, if it was haunted, then she at least seemed happy to have me in her former home.
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By the time I’d finished unpacking the basics and the essentials it was dark, and I was exhausted. The days running up to the move had been stressful, trying to organise everything, and the day itself, though it had gone smoothly, had been pretty frantic too.

Now though, with everything done, as settled as I could be on my first night in my new home, I felt the fatigue beginning to hit. I was exhausted.

So, I made myself some comfort food and a hot drink, and I settled down on my bed, her bed, and loaded up one of my favourite movies on my laptop, pressed play.

I couldn’t help but smile as the opening credits began to play. As the movie rolled, I devoured my meal, then relaxed into my nest of pillows and blankets, ignoring the odd juxtaposition of my bed sheets and the general décor of the place—my items so plain and utilitarian, the apartment’s style more flamboyant and pretty and femme.

The apartment really did feel welcoming. It felt warm, accepting, safe. So many people who'd come to view it had been put off by the atmosphere or the aura, the agent had said, to the point that no one before me had been willing to put in an offer.

The price had been dropped several times, and yet still no one had been brave enough to try to buy it. It seemed wild to me. It was a lovely apartment in a great part of the city, large, with great views, and I’d experienced none of the unwelcoming atmosphere or creeping coldness that others had reported.

If anything, during the last few hours, the apartment had felt even more welcoming. With the windows open to air the place and many of my things unpacked to make it feel more like my space, I felt settled and comfortable.

Even the furniture, though not quite what I'd have picked, was great. It meant I had everything I needed right away rather than having to spend even more out of pocket while I was getting settled in. All things considered, it was a bargain, and I had absolutely no regrets. I felt excited for the next chapter of my life, getting settled in my own home, growing into myself.

Yet… there was a pang of something.

I felt awful for the young woman who’d lived here before me. From what I’d been able to learn it had been a tragic accident, slipping in the shower while shaving her legs, but accidents, however tragic, happened all the time. It wasn’t like I knew her.

So why did I feel so uncertain?

As I sat with the feeling I realised I'd been feeling it for a while, and I'd been feeling it even before viewing the apartment, so any feelings of empathy I had for the previous owner were unrelated. It was just… being in my own place, achieving such an important milestone in my life, was bringing it into more intense focus.

I was an adult now, a young man with the rest of his life ahead of him. I was done with school and college, had left my family behind, and I had a career and a home. What was left?

The feeling grew more intense as I realised I didn’t know what came next. I didn’t have any friends, or at least none locally, no friends I could rely on or call on, and my dating life was stagnant. So where did I go from here?

“Where do I want to go?” I asked myself.

I laughed without humour as I realised there was no answer. I had no idea where I wanted to go. I had no idea what came next. I had no dreams, no goals, no friends and no girlfriend, and even my family lived hours away.

I’d found myself an amazing apartment, had a decent job, but… nothing else. And all of a sudden everything felt kind of hollow.

I took a deep breath, a slow inhale, and exhaled a sigh. And then my breath formed a fog in front of me. A fog.

But… it was the middle of summer. How…

And then I felt the chill, gnawing at my bones. The windows were still open and it was dark, late. Clearly the day had turned, and yet as I got up to close the window in my bedroom I felt the breeze and it was warm. Then… where was the cold coming from.

As I turned to look back around the room, checking for signs of AC or something else, I saw my breath again fog on the air in front of me, dense this time, as though it were the dead of winter.

I shivered, feeling a deep cold seeping into the core of me. Is this what the others had felt? Was this…

And then I saw her. A ghost. The figure of a young, beautiful woman floating across my room.

“Holy shit.” I whispered.

And the spectral young woman stopped, turned to face me, and smiled.


Two

It was impossible. I had to be dreaming. I’d fallen asleep and all the rumours around the house, the stress, the fatigue, had all caught up with me and I was dreaming.

Ghosts weren’t real. Were they?

And yet it felt nothing like a dream. The girl stood in front of me, pale and spectral, translucent, floating several inches above the floor, seemed real. As real as me. It all felt real.

Even the chill in the air, the hairs raised on my forearms and the back of my neck, the fog of my breath on the air in front of me, it all seemed real. But it was impossible.

“Ghosts aren’t real.” I said.

I knew then that it was no dream. The way my words hung in the air, reverberating for a moment around the room, the dead weight of them in the face of the unknown, was more real than anything I’d felt before.

I was very much awake and I was face-to-face with the previous owner of my new apartment, my new home. I was face-to-face with the young woman who’d died after a slip in the shower.

I was face-to-face with a ghost.

“Is that what I am now?” The girl said. “A ghost? Well, that would explain it.”

She seemed almost… confused and annoyed by the fact. She stood in front of me and didn't approach, but where she stood blocked the door, trapping me in the room with her.

“So, you’re my new roommate. Nice to meet you.” She said. “I’m Alice.”

I stared at her, silent, stunned. Not only were ghosts real, but there was one in front of me, talking to me.

“I… hi.” I managed to mutter. “I’m Caleb. I… I live here now. I bought the apartment and…”

"Oh, I know who you are. I’ve been watching you. I like you. I didn’t like any of the others who came to look around my home. Some of them weren’t awful I suppose, but so many of them were just… unpleasant. If I’m going to have to share my home with someone I’d like it to be with someone I can get along with. Which is why I was kind to you. I wanted you to buy my apartment since you seemed… nice.”

I felt a chafing at the back of my skull. I hated that word. I’d heard it all my life.

Nice. Was I really so boring that the best thing anyone could say about me was that I was nice?

Yet, my mind was only half on that. The rest of my mind was occupied by what Alice had said.

She’d been kind to me? Is that why the apartment had felt like home for me but everyone else had found it cold and creepy? Is that why I’d got it for such a low price?

Had Alice, a ghost, helped me get an amazing apartment for a bargain price? Had she helped me because I was nice enough to want to live with?

But then… did I want to live with a ghost? Did I want to have the spectre of the previous owner as an unofficial roommate?

I knew it was too late to back out now. All the paperwork was signed, the payments made. I was committed. And it wasn’t like I could take the ghost of the former owner still in residence to court to try to worm my way out of it all.

Plus… it really was a bargain apartment. And…

Alice wasn’t so bad. Now I’d got over the shock of seeing an actual ghost I was able to realise that, though the room was a bit colder than it had been, it still felt comfortable and cosy. The apartment still felt like home.

If she’d been able to put off the other prospective buyers by using whatever ghost powers she had, then surely she could have done the same to me, but… she was choosing not to. She was choosing to do the opposite in fact. She was making me feel welcome. I smiled at that thought.

“I… thank you.” I said. “For welcoming me. I wasn’t… I wasn't expecting you to still be here, but it’s nice to meet you.”

Alice chuckled at that, her laughter like the sound of snow and ice. I smiled.

She was, despite being dead, and a ghost, remarkably pretty. In life, she must have been stunning, which made me wonder why she'd never really left the apartment.

Looking at her as she floated in front of me I was able to take in all of her. If in life she looked as she did in death, as a ghost, then she must have been short, and slim, around my height and build—a fact that irritated me a little as it always did, my acute awareness of how small I was for a man remained one of my major insecurities. Yet she was still undeniably feminine, with hips, curves.

Alice was wearing a ghostly summer dress, one of the dresses I remembered unpacking from her wardrobe, the colour drained out of it just as the colour was drained out of her. Perhaps it was one of her favourites. Still, in the short, low-cut dress I couldn't help but admire her legs, her hips, her ass, even her chest, her small perky tits straining at the ghostly cloth. Maybe having her as a roommate wouldn’t be so bad?

And then I caught myself. What was wrong with me? I was lusting after a ghost!

True, I hadn’t been with a girl, a woman, for close to a year, and with all the stress of moving I’d not managed to find any time for relief, but still… a ghost? Yet, I couldn’t help it.

Alice really was very, very pretty. Her hair was long, light, perhaps blonde in real life? Or at least very light brown, and her features were delicate, with large, plump lips, and big bright eyes, thick dark lashes.

In life, she must have been stunning. Why then had she spent so much time in her apartment alone? Why was she so isolated?

"So… now we're stuck living together, or you're stuck living with me and I'm stuck haunting you, how about we get to know each other better?" Alice said.

I nodded. That made about as much sense as anything else. If I was going to be stuck with a ghost, I might as well at least make an effort to get along with her.
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As we settled down to talk, Alice asked me about my life, about where I’d come from, where I was going, what I wanted in life. I considered her questions and found myself opening up to her like I'd rarely opened up to anyone before.

She was comfortable to talk to, easy to share with. Maybe it was that she was a ghost, so I knew she couldn't tell anyone what I'd told her, or maybe it was her ghost powers making me so at ease. In the end, it didn't matter.

In the end, it just felt good to talk to someone who wanted to listen.

I told her that as I got older I felt more and more isolated and alone. My family lived hours away, and I had no friends in the city, just work colleagues, and even the few friends I still kept in contact with I was drifting away from.

"It's like I'm detached from everything, like I can't really connect with people or with the world around me. I've done all the things you're supposed to do. I worked hard at school, I got into a good college, got a good degree in a good field, got a decent job, got a career, and I'm just… I feel like I'm drifting through life. It's like nothing matters. I just feel numb all the time.”

Alice nodded, listening attentively, smiling. I felt like she understood, like she really understood. It was the first time I’d ever felt connected to a person in years and it was with the ghost of my new apartment’s previous owner.

She was cute and sweet, and a good listener. Why couldn't I have met her just a few months prior?

“I get exactly what you mean.” She said. “I felt the same way most of my life. It’s why I rarely went out. I didn’t have any friends or family, so I just stayed at home and worked, going out only when I had to. I never really felt part of the world. I just stayed in and hid and… I think that’s what I regret most. Letting my fear control me. I hid, and I regret not living my life.”

I could hear the pang in Alice’s voice, the hard emotions. She looked like she might cry. Did ghosts cry? Could they shed tears?

I reached out on instinct to comfort her, to hug her, wanting to offer her reassurance, but before I knew it my arm passed right through her, causing her body to swirl like smoke for a moment before reforming.

Yet, as my hand and arm passed through her it was slowly, as though she were not entirely intangible, as though there was something where the form of her sat. And I could feel her too.

Not her body. Not physically. But her emotions. As my arms and hand passed through where her ghost sat I felt the storm of her emotions, the regret and the grief and the sadness.

“Ah, that tickles.” Alice said, giggling.

It was nice to see and hear her laugh.

"But you need to be careful with that too. I… if we occupy too much of the same space you'll start to feel and know things that I feel and know. It's a bit like possession I suppose, but I can only control you if you let me. So… just as a warning.”

I nodded, the thought almost chilling, but also intriguing. What would it be like to know what it was like to be a girl, to feel like one? If Alice were to possess me would I be able to remember what it was like to have her body? What it felt like to…

I shook my head, trying to snap my thoughts back to the present.

“Sorry. I just… I suppose I forgot you were a ghost and I just wanted to hug you. Sorry.” I said.

Alice smiled at me, and her smile was so pretty.

“It’s okay. And thank you for the gesture. There’s not really much anyone can do for me though. All I was trying to say was that I understand maybe how you feel. I felt the same. Detached. It’s what held me back from really living my life and when I slipped in the shower and hit my head it all… it all just came crashing down on me. All the regrets. All the chances I’d never taken. How I’d put off living my life because of fear and doubt, how I’d hidden myself away, how I’d never really been brave.”

Again I could hear the emotion in Alice’s voice, the hard truth of it. I could empathise, as I knew exactly what that felt like. The truth was I was doing the same.

I was living the life I was supposed to live, even though it wasn’t one that made me happy. I was just going through the motions, performing actions that were expected of me, that I’d been told I should do. None of it made me happy.

I had no idea what it was I wanted, what it was that would make me happy. I was living by a script and I was too scared to deviate.

Maybe… maybe if I had been in that shower, slipping, I'd have felt the same? All those regrets. My heart ached and I felt a swell of sympathy for Alice.

"I just… I just wish I could do one thing differently. One thing. I just wish I'd be brave just once. Maybe then I wouldn't have so many regrets. Maybe then I wouldn't be trapped here by all the thoughts of what I could have done differently." She said.

“You mean… it’s your regret that means you’re trapped here?”

My mind ticked. As cute as Alice was, and as sweet as she seemed, I really still wasn’t sold on the idea of having a roommate, and a ghost roommate at that. Maybe if I could help her, then she could move on and I’d have the apartment to myself.

If I could help her move on I'd have done something good for another person, or another soul or whatever, and I'd have my place to myself again. Plus… with the similarities between us, I couldn't help but feel entangled with her.

Maybe helping her would teach me something too, would help me get out of the rut I was in, that was if anything should happen to me I wouldn’t be trapped by my regrets either. Maybe Alice could help me learn something about myself, could help me work out what it was I wanted from life. In a way, we’d be helping each other out.

Alice nodded, smiling at me.

"I… when I slipped I was getting ready to go out. I'd finally worked up the courage to go out to a bar I'd been meaning to visit since I'd heard it was a safe place, and I was going to try to make friends, and meet people, but then… then I hit my head and it was all over. I can't stop thinking that if only I hadn't chickened out so many times, if only I'd taken a leap sooner, been brave sooner, then everything might be different. If I could just have that one moment back, undo that one regret, then maybe…"

She laughed, a hollow sound, shaking her head.

“Ah, but what am I saying? I’m a ghost. There’s no way I could do that. I’m trapped.”

I stared at Alice, the sadness in her eyes, her slumped posture defeated. It was more than wanting to have the place to myself, more than wanting to get rid of her. She was a kind soul in need, and if I could help her I would.

"What if I were to help?" I asked. "I'm not sure what I could do, but maybe I could help you relive that moment, undo that regret. Maybe then you could move on. I'd be happy to help you if there's anything I can do."

Alice looked at me and smiled. She was quiet for a moment, thoughtful.

“I think perhaps there is something you can do.” She said. “And I think… I think it might be good for both of us. It'd help me let go of my regrets, and it'd help you work out what it is you want from life, maybe. But… it's not a small thing. It's not a small ask."

I was still for a moment, but then chuckled.

“I’m sat here talking to a ghost about life, regret, and how to be happy. Nothing about this is small. Still, I’m willing. What is it that I can do?”

Alice smiled at me.

“Well…” She said. “First thing…”


Three

Alice explained to me in detail just what it was she was thinking of, and as I listened I began to regret my offer. Yet, I was not about to back out now. I’d offered her my help and I was going to keep to that offer.

And that it scared me might be a good thing, right? I had admitted to myself and to Alice that I was stuck in a rut and feeling miserable, so doing something that scared me, that was out of the ordinary, might be just what I needed to open me up to life.

It wasn’t like I wanted to do it. I was doing it to help, because I was a good person trying to help another soul in need. That fact seemed to make it easier to accept. Easy enough to accept that I didn't say no outright.

“You see, I was going to head out to the club I’d said. It’s a safe place, and I’d wanted to go for months, but whenever I got dressed up and got ready I’d always chicken out. I’d always decide that I’d go next week or next month, and… I finally felt brave enough, like I was ready, and then in my excitement, I slipped in the shower and…"

Alice shrugged, making a face at me.

“Well… now I’m a ghost.” She said.

“So you think going to the club just once will help? That if you can have that one night you’d be trying to have, that you can let go of your regrets and move on?” I asked.

Alice nodded.

“Yeah. I think… just one night of being the me I wanted to be, living the life I wanted to live, rather than being trapped inside by my doubts or fears. Just one night and I can move on. You don't have to if it's too much, if this feels like too much, but I think it would work."

I nodded, listening.

“I… I’m happy to help.” I said. “I offered, and I meant it. We can go to the club together, or whatever it is, and then you’ll be free. It doesn’t seem that hard. I can order the drinks and we can just… see what it’s like. You can see what you missed and then let go and move on.”

Alice smiled.

"Well, it's a bit more complicated than that.” Alice said. “I’d need to experience the night. Experience the club, experience what I missed out on. I can't just go and see. I need to sample it, but as a ghost, I can't sample anything. I can't experience anything, or at least not in the way I could have when I was alive."

I paused. Obviously, that was a big problem.

"But with your help, I could. When you passed your hand and your arm through me you felt it, didn't you? The connection? If we did that, but more, and you relaxed, let me in, then I could go with you, inside you. Not quite possessing you, but still present enough to be able to experience everything. We’d make decisions together, and we’d get to experience everything together. It’d be like we were sharing a body, just for a night. I think experiencing it once would be enough.”

I stalled at that. If I were to help Alice then I’d need to let her possess my body? I’d need to let her be a passenger in my body for the night so she could experience all she missed out on?

I thought about it. It was so wild, so unlike me, but then nothing about having a ghost living with me was like me. And wasn’t that what I needed? Something strange and wild? An adventure.

“Okay.” I said. “I… I’m not delighted with the idea, but I think we can do it. I’m willing.”

Alice beamed at me.

“Wonderful. I knew I’d picked the right person. The moment I saw you, felt your energy, I knew this would work out. Now, shall we do it tonight? I mean… there’s no time like the present, right? And the sooner we do it the sooner I can move on and the sooner you can have the apartment to yourself.”

Alice surprised me with her eagerness. I was tired after a long day but she was right. The sooner we did it and got it over with, the sooner she could move on and the sooner I could start properly living. After all, Alice had said she thought this would be good for both of us.

"Which means… I should probably explain.” Alice said.

For the first time since meeting her, since meeting her ghost, she looked almost frightened. It made me want to laugh, that a ghost would be scared.

“You see, the club, its… it’s just for women. Women like me. That’s why I wanted to go. Because it’s a safe place.”

I frowned.

“But if it’s just for women then how…”

Alice held up a hand to stop me from talking.

“Let me finish.” She said.

I nodded. Alice smiled.

“As for your question, I can help. And you don’t need to worry about not fitting in. I mean, I get why you would, since I did too. It’s why I kept putting it off, why I kept chickening out I think… I think one of the reasons I kept putting off going was that I never felt like I was welcome, that I needed to reach some certain standard of womanhood, but I realise now I was wrong. I was just letting fear rule my heart.”

I stared at her, listening to the fear in her voice.

“What do you mean?”

Alice smiled.

"You really haven't figured it out yet?" She asked.

I shook my head.

“I’m trans. Or I was. It’s why… why I was so shut in. I was scared. I was scared of being rejected, not fitting in, not belonging anywhere. I stayed hidden until I felt I was woman enough, keeping myself locked away, never connecting with the world. I was like a caterpillar that was too afraid to come out of its cocoon. But that night I finally felt like I was ready, maybe, and then…”

She took a deep breath, composing herself.

“I slipped. I slipped and fell. And who knows, maybe, probably, if I hadn’t slipped I’d have chickened out again, because that’s all I did, but now I regret it. I regret never living the life I wanted. I regret hiding. And if I can just have one night of being me, being Alice, out in the world, living the life I wanted, the life I dreamed of, the life I was too scared of living, then I think that’ll be enough. I just want one night, so I can feel what it might have been like.”

My head was spinning. It was all so much to take in. The club Alice wanted to go to was for transwomen, women like her, and yet… she was going to have to go there in my body to experience what it was like. How was I supposed to fit in? I wasn't a transwoman. So what was Alice suggesting?

“But… how are you going to go there in my body?”

Alice smiled at me.

“Simple. We get you ready.” She said.

The way she said it so calmly made me shiver.

“Ready?”

Alice nodded.

“All my things are still here, and you look to be the same size as me. It’ll be easy, trust me. You just need to let me in and let me take control a little. I can help guide you. I mean, I figure you've not done this before, unless…"

“No, I’ve not… I mean, I’ve never…”

I was stammering.

"I thought so." She said. "In which case I'd be happy to show you how. You just need to let me in. Are you still willing?”

She looked at me with big, bright eyes. I felt a swell of emotions, fear and uncertainty, but I didn't want to disappoint her. I'd told her I'd help her, and I still wanted to, but what she was suggesting…

I took a deep breath, my head spinning. Part of me wanted to say no, to tell her that it was too much. I could live with her as a roommate. Living with a ghost was so weird, and she was nice enough, cute enough. I could cope with it.

But then she’d be trapped by her regrets, forced to linger as a ghost. It wasn’t fair on her. And part of me was undeniably curious…

If we merged, if I let her possess me, then I’d get to feel her memories, her emotions, she’d be able to help me get ready to go out so I fit in with the women in the club. We’d be able to experience the night together.

Alice would be able to get over her regret, and I… I’d get to experience something that no man got to experience. I’d get to experience what it felt like to be a woman. Surely that was something worth doing? That would get me out of the rut I was in, right?

Getting to see and feel what it was like to be a woman would be the experience of a lifetime. If that didn't help me talk to girls, help me learn how to connect with women, then what would? And… maybe it would help me figure out what I wanted in life? Maybe living someone else's life for just one night would be enough to help me figure out what it was I wanted.

So, with that in mind, I nodded.

“I’ll do it.” I said.

Alice smiled.

“Perfect. Now, just relax, and don’t fight it.”

And with that, she moved towards me.
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I felt Alice's spectre embrace me, melt into me, cold and heavy, a dense fog, and I felt a crash of emotions, uncertainty, joy, happiness, a tide of memories, her life unfolding before me. It made me dizzy, a sense of time and space spinning out around me giving me vertigo.

And then it was gone. It was all gone. And I was alone.

Oh, this feels very different. A voice said.

Alice’s voice, inside my head.

Can you hear me? She asked.

“I… yes. I can hear you. You mean, you’re inside me?” I asked.

In a way, yes. It’s more like we’re sharing the same body though. If you focus you’ll be able to feel me, my emotions and my memories, just like I can feel yours and…

There was a nervous giggle.

You thought I was cute? Alice asked. Well, consider me flattered. I quite like the way I look through your eyes. I've always been a bit self-conscious about how I look, but being able to know what you thought is very reassuring and complimentary but also a little flustering.

I blushed, realising that Alice was looking through my recent memories, my memories of seeing her, what I’d thought, how hot I thought she was.

And you really liked my ass? Oh, this is fun. I quite like the way this is making me feel. I think this will be a lot of fun.

I could hear her giggling, and for a moment I thought she was making fun of me, but then I felt it. Going through my memories, getting to see what I thought of her, how hot I thought she was, it was exciting her.

“Are you… are you getting turned on by going through my mind?” I asked.

There was more giggling.

I mean, I’m kinda nervous about all of this, and excited too, so I’m quite flustered anyway, but seeing myself through your eyes, knowing how cute you thought I was, it’s flattering and… yeah, maybe a little exciting. Alice said.

I smiled at that. She really wasn’t making fun of me. She was looking through my memories and she was enjoying knowing how hot I thought she was, even as a ghost. Knowing that I thought she was cute was turning her on.

I felt my body throb at that, my heart skipping.

Hang-on. I felt that. Are you… are you getting turned on by me getting turned on? Alice asked.

I blushed a deeper shade of pink. I knew there was no point in trying. She was part of me now, two souls in one body. I couldn’t hide anything from her.

"I mean… maybe just a little. It's just all a bit wild, having a cute girl inside my body, being able to feel your emotions and having your memories, it's all… it's kind of exciting, and the way you're getting excited feels nice." I said.

Alice chuckled.

It really does feel nice, right? She said. But I think it can feel even better. How about… this?

I felt Alice concentrate and then… there was a rush of sensations, a tingling running up and down my spine. I could feel her, part of me, filling me with something I’d never felt before.

My skin prickled, and my breath caught. My body felt alive in a way it never had before, a sensitivity and a pleasure that was bright and new and addictive. I could feel it growing more intense, a deep sensuality, and it was amazing.

“Fuck, what are you… what are you doing?” I asked.

Alice giggled.

Consider it a gift, for helping me.

As my body thrummed I moved my hands, touching myself, caressing my chest, belly, legs. Even the lightest touch felt good.

I’m sharing the memory of my body with your body. How good it felt to be pretty and cute. I’m sharing with your body the memory of what it was like to be me, and your body is… adjusting.

I could feel it. My body was changing.

Not only was it becoming more sensitive, but I could feel my hips swelling, my legs getting thicker, and my chest was perking up, my nipples getting slightly larger, small tits blossoming.

My head spun, and I whimpered, overcome with pleasure. It should have been impossible, but then I’d always thought ghosts weren't real, so who knew what was possible anymore.

“What are you… what are you doing? You can’t, I mean, this is…”

Relax. I'm just sharing the memory of my body with your body, so you are a little more feminine, a little softer. It'll make things easier and it'll help you have fun. None of it is permanent. Once I leave your body will reset, unless…

There was a giggle.

Unless you decide not to let your body reset. I mean, if your body enjoys being prettier, and you have fun, then you could always hold on to the memory and stay changed.

I blushed, flustered. There was a rush of emotions that I struggled to decode.

I can feel what you’re feeling too remember, and what you’re thinking. You like that idea, don’t you? You might not be ready to fully admit it to yourself and that’s okay. You don’t need to admit it all right now. You can just relax and enjoy the night, and if you have fun, well… then you have your whole life ahead of you.

I could feel the meaning behind Alice’s words, the emotions she was experiencing. It was a heady mix, and those combined with the sensations of my body changing, becoming more feminine, the extra sensitivity, it was all almost too much.

There, now that’s out of the way, how about we set about getting you ready.

“Ready?” I said, gasping for breath.

Of course. If we’re going to go out to the club together, we need to look our best, don’t we? That means clothes, shoes, hair, make-up.

I could feel the rush of giddy emotions at the thought of going out, Alice finally getting to overcome her big regret, but it was more than just Alice's feelings. I was excited too.

“Make-up? Hair? Clothes? Shoes?”

Absolutely. You need to look your best. But not to worry, all my things are still around. We have everything we’ll need. First thing though. You need to shave, and when I say shave, I mean everywhere.

My heart skipped. I'd never been that hairy and had never been able to grow a beard, had always been relatively baby-faced, but the idea of shaving everywhere felt simultaneously like too much and like the best idea ever.

Yet I'd agreed to help Alice, even knowing what it entailed. The changes she'd made to my body were reversible, if I wanted them to be, and hair would grow back, so it was all fine, right?

It was just for one night.

“I… fine. I’ll shave. But you’ll need to help me because I don’t know how to do any of this stuff.”

I could feel Alice’s joy swell as I agreed.

“Trust me, you won’t regret it.” She said.

And what worried me most was that she might be right.


Four

It was nowhere near as difficult or laborious as I'd expected, but maybe that was because I had so little body hair to begin with, or maybe it was because I had Alice helping me.

Just relax, and let me take control. I can teach you and do it at the same time, that way it’ll be quicker. She said.

I did as she instructed, and relaxed. I felt the presence of her slip forwards, to the front of my mind, and I fell back. It was like we were swapping places and she now owned my body and I was just the passenger.

"You can still take control if you want since it's your body. All you need to do is try, so… unless you need or want control I suggest you stay relaxed, otherwise you could end up suddenly in charge of your body in the middle of shaving and you might cut yourself. Okay?”

Even my voice was softer, more feminine. I felt different too, and I moved with grace and poise, a feminine wiggle in my hips, a tingling running up my spine. It was like I suddenly knew what it was like to be a girl, like my body was suddenly realising how it felt to be pretty and graceful and soft, to move with swagger and strut, and it felt… good.

“Oh, I’d almost forgotten how amazing it felt to have a body, to be able to just move around. Oh, this is… this is fun."

Alice's voice was different from mine, softer and more feminine, seductive, almost beguiling, yet it was clear that it came from my throat. Could I talk like that if I wanted to?

The thought that I could have such a pretty, melodic voice stirred something in me.

"Oh, you like my voice? Thank you. It took work, but in the end, I was quite happy with it. I can leave you with the memory of how I learned if you'd like? It should help you skip many of the harder parts."

I thought about nodding, then realised I couldn’t as I didn’t have a body.

Yes. Please. I said. Thank you.

Alice smiled with my lips.

“It’s the least I can do. Now, shall we get the messy part over?”

I agreed, with less reluctance than I'd have thought. I was possessed by the ghost of my apartment's former owner, a young woman, and she was going to give me a make-over so she could go out in my body to live one night she'd always wanted, to get over her regret, and yet somehow I was just… curious about it all.

With that, Alice moved off to the bathroom, and I could only watch as a passenger while she stripped me naked. I couldn't help but remark on how my body had changed, adapting to the memory of her old body, the swell of her ass and hips, her breasts, slim and petite, but with subtle curves.

As she set to shaving my legs, I could only whimper in the confines of my head at the rush of new sensations. I was so sensitive now, and it felt oddly sensual to have someone else use my hands to shave my body.

With my legs covered with soapy foam, the razor slid easily over skin, shedding hairs, leaving me utterly smooth and soft, and as I looked through my own eyes it was almost hypnotic how my hands worked. I could feel Alice implanting the memory in me, the skill of how to shave my body, how to keep it smooth and soft, sensual. But… I’d never need that skill beyond tonight, would I?

As she shaved up my calves, knees, and thighs, I could feel the pleasure swelling. They were my hands but they felt different, softer and more tender, a feminine grace that stirred a deep longing in me. It had been too long since I'd been touched by a woman clearly.

And yet, the sensations only became more intense as Alice shaved up. She shaved my legs, then my cock, scrotum, butt, even my crack, my hands, under her direction, making quick efficient work of it all.

"Try not to get too excited." She said, teasing. "Throbbing increases the chance of getting nicked."

As the blade slid over my cock I shivered, struggling to stay calm, but at the same time I knew it was not only me struggling. Alice too was enjoying herself, was enjoying having a body again for one night, was enjoying handling my cock, taking just a little too much time lathering it and shaving it.

In the end though she moved on, and we were both left horny and frustrated, each flustered, aware of what the other was feeling but unwilling to say anything about it. She shaved on up, shaved my belly, my chest, my armpits, my arms. She shaved everywhere and did not stop until I was utterly smooth.

“There. Now, shower time! We want to be nice and clean and soft, right?”

I thought about nodding again, then replied.

Yeah, I suppose. I said, trying to sound less keen than I was.

But Alice knew the truth. She could feel it. And with that, she set the shower running.
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Once the water had heated and the room had filled with steam she stepped under the flow, and she began to wash me. I had never in my life experienced anything so sensual or erotic.

Hands that were mine but not mine roamed over my body, soapy and slippery, and even the lightest touch caused a cascade of pleasure and joy. I felt so different.

I was so sensitive and smooth, so…

As I looked down at myself, as Alice looked down at me, washing my body, I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My body looked good.

For most of my life, I'd felt bad about myself, aware that I was too short, too skinny, not masculine enough, that I lacked muscle and bulk, but now it was different. I suddenly looked right. I looked attractive, cute, hot.

Only… I didn’t look hot as a man. I looked hot as a girl, a woman, and I could feel a strange swell of joy. Was that Alice’s emotions?

I felt them out, but it was soon obvious that though Alice was happy, the source of joy was me. I was happy. Happier than I’d been in a long while, and excited too, excited to see what came next.

And that excitement was all too obvious.

“Well, we’re definitely going to have to do something about this.” Alice said, voice soft and flirty.

As she spoke she reached down and her hand, my hand, gripped my cock, my hard cock, squeezing gently. I whimpered, and I felt the swell of excitement as Alice began to stroke.

“A pretty girl can’t go out with a big hard cock now can she?” She said, giggling.

No. I… I suppose not.

I was touching my cock, only… it wasn’t me. It was Alice. It was Alice in control of my body.

Her hands were softer, gentler, and the way she stroked, teasing, felt different to the way I touched myself. That combined with my new sensitivity and the soapy lather in her palms made her touch incredibly sensual.

I could feel my cock swelling, getting harder, throbbing. I could feel my release getting closer.

“Fuck… it’s been so long since I had a body. I forgot how good it feels.”

I was numb from the bliss of having my body used. The ghost of a pretty girl had possessed me and was using my body for pleasure. It felt so unreal, but at the same time the sheer giddy, overwhelming pleasure made it impossible to deny. Touching myself had never felt this good before.

“Do you… do you want me to show you how it can feel even better?” Alice said, slowing her stroking.

Yes. I said without hesitating. Please.

I wanted her to make me cum, make us cum. My cock was so hard it hurt.

She giggled, and with one hand reached back, behind, and her fingers cupped the cheek of my ass, squeezed.

I moaned inside my own head and then shivered as her fingers teased inwards, soapy, slippery, wet. She stroked my cock, teasing, and the tips of her fingers slipped into the smooth, shaved, sensitive crack of my ass.

My ass.

I’d never done anything with my ass before. Had always been curious but had never dared. Alice was about to touch me there, was about to play with my ass.

I knew I could stop her, could take over if I wanted, but… I didn't want. I wanted her to continue. I wanted her to show me more pleasure.

I wanted…

“Fuck… so good.” Alice moaned as her fingers teased over my virgin entrance.

Bright pleasure radiated out, more intense than anything I'd felt before. My ass was so sensitive, and such a brilliant source of delight. Why had I never done this before?

“Feels good, right?” Alice asked.

Her fingers just barely pressed in, teasing, and I struggled to process that rush of sensations as she teased my ass and my cock at the same time.

Yes. I managed to whimper.

And with that, Alice pressed her fingers deeper. There was a twinge of pain, but the pleasure made me numb to it. I could feel Alice working her hips, relaxing my ass, and her fingers slipped deep, fucking into me as she worked my cock in her slippery palm.

Her fingers twisted, teasing, fucking in and out, and then the tip pressed on a bright spot of pleasure inside of me, like a switch that made my whole body light up.

My cock swelled, hard, painful, Alice fucking me, her fingers fucking me. It was too much…

“Fuck. So good. Having a body feels so good. I missed this. I missed that feeling of having my ass full, having a fat toy inside me. I missed this.”

Alice said.

I could feel her memories flourishing, rising to the surface, all the times she'd fucked herself, her toys—I suddenly knew where she'd hidden all her toys, the toys that were still in the apartment—and I could almost feel my ass soaking up the memories, becoming more sensitive, more willing, stretching, gaping, becoming more pliant, more eager.

I could feel my inner walls becoming slick, sensitive. I could feel memories being absorbed, the knowledge of how good it felt to fuck my ass, how good it felt to have the spot of pleasure inside me, my prostate, teased. I remembered all of it, and I wanted to experience it.

And at the same time… I could feel Alice’s regret.

I could feel the true source of Alice’s regret. I could feel what it was she really wanted.

She was still a virgin. She’d never been fucked. She’d used toys, fingers, had played with herself, but… she’d never been fucked. She’d never been with another person, and that was what she’d craved. The closeness, the pleasure, the emotion, the intimacy, the…

I could feel Alice blush as she realised what memories I was reliving, as she realised I knew how much she craved the feeling of someone cumming inside of her.

That was why she’d wanted to go to the bar. It was a hookup spot. A safe place to meet people and fuck. She was shy and timid and innocent, but she’d wanted to know what it was like.

She’d tried to summon up the courage many times but had always chickened out, and then… it had been too late. She’d slipped, fallen, died, and been trapped as a ghost by her regret.

And she'd been so angry she'd done her best to put off any buyers, making her home seem cold and unwelcoming. Until she'd seen me. She'd seen me and she'd realised, maybe, she could undo her regret, could experience the thing she wanted. She'd made me feel welcome because she saw in me someone who could help her.

I felt a tide of emotions as I saw myself through her eyes. She thought I was cute and pretty, feminine. She saw… she saw herself in me. I could be the body she needed, to undo that one regret, and earn freedom. I was pretty enough, cute enough, and she figured that she could help me too, could help me discover what it was I was hiding from.

All of it came crashing down on me, her mind unlocking. All of it hitting me at the same time as more pleasure than I had ever felt before.

Alice’s hands worked faster, harder, stroking my cock, fingering my ass, fucking my hole.

Pleasure crashed down on me, head spinning.

Alice had picked me. She'd seen me and made me feel welcome, had practically invited me into her apartment because she thought I'd be able to help. She'd planned all of it, because in me she saw someone cute, pretty, and feminine.

Was I really…

And the pleasure spread, cock throbbing.

She wanted my body so she could undo her regret. She wanted to experience what it was like to get fucked. She wanted to use me to go out and meet someone to get fucked. That was the only way to set her free. To let her use my body, to let her use my body so she could feel the joy of having someone cum in her ass. She wanted me to…

Fuck. Oh god. So good.

My mind was a mess. Could I really still go through with it? I had thought it was just a night out at a club, and that would be it. But Alice wanted more. She wanted to get fucked. Wanted to get fucked in my body. Wanted to get fucked in my ass.

I'd never done anything like that before. Had never even thought about it. And yet… it felt so good.

Her fingers in my ass felt amazing, fucking in and out, and the memory of all her toys, how hot it felt, it was like it was corrupting my body, reprogramming my brain. I knew I should resist, take back control, say no, but… I didn’t want to. I wanted it. I wanted to get fucked. I wanted to know what it was like.

I was curious.

“So you’ll do it still? You’ll help me?”

Yes. I whispered, desperate.

I would still help her. I would still let her use my body.

I wanted to help Alice overcome her regret, to free her, but it was more than that.

Her memories, her feelings, the pleasure of her touch, I could feel it opening me up. Seeing myself smooth and soft was awakening something in me.

I wanted… I wanted to know what it was like to be pretty. I wanted to feel what it was like to be cute and hot and sexy and beautiful.

I wanted to know what it was like to be as attractive as Alice, a dazzling young woman. And… I wanted to know what it was like to get fucked.

If just her fingers felt so amazing, then what would a cock feel like? What would it feel like to have a cock fuck me, cum in me? Now I'd discovered what a source of delight my ass was, I knew I'd never be able to get rid of the curiosity, and I didn't want to end up like Alice, hiding out of fear, putting my life on hold because I didn't feel ready, was too afraid. I didn’t want to miss out. I didn’t want to regret the things I’d never done.

I wanted it too. I wanted all of it.

Yes. I’ll help you. Please… let me help you. I said.

Alice smiled, worked her hands faster, stroking my cock, fingering my ass, and I felt my body shudder.

“I think we’re both going to get a lot out of this.” She said.

And with that she pressed her fingers, my fingers, fully into my ass, working her hand up and down my cock. I felt my body throb. Soapy, wet, I shuddered, joy, pleasure, bliss.

I felt my cock throb, swell, and… I was cumming. We were both cumming.  Cumming hard. Harder than I’d ever cum before. I felt the sense knocked from my head and I knew then that I was never going to be quite the same.


Five

After the shower, Alice dried off and moisturised my body.

"You need to keep yourself soft and smooth, so always look after your skin when you've shaved. And remember to exfoliate every few days." She said.

I was too fried to really listen, but I did my best to try to file her advice away somewhere I might be able to recall it. The pleasure I'd experienced from her touching my cock and fingering my ass had changed me.

That along with her memories had almost rewritten me. I was no longer quite myself. I was someone different, altered, still the same fundamental person but with new facets, new parts unleashed, and I was struggling to make sense of it all.

“And you need to pay attention to the next parts too.” Alice said. “Because if tonight works out and we both get laid, well… I probably won’t be around to help. I can leave behind my memories, but you need to understand what it is I’m doing to be able to access them.”

I forced myself to focus, wanting to learn. I knew it was a one-time thing, to help Alice, and satisfy my new curiosity, but if I were to fully satisfy my curiosity then I needed to learn as much as possible, to experience as much as possible, right? It wasn't like there was anything else to my wanting to learn.

"So, we'll do make-up and hair first, because that way we won't make a mess of anything we're going to wear. For this, it's best to wear something simple, like a robe.”

With that said, she dressed us in her robe, a soft pink fluffy thing that was surprisingly comfortable against my newly shaved body, and then she fetched everything she needed to get ready.

“Luckily none of my things have been thrown out yet so we have everything we need.”

As Alice bustled around the apartment, gathering make-up, various brushes, odd-looking tools, fake nails and lashes, even hair clips and a wig, I couldn’t help but feel my nervousness growing. I was uncertain, anxious, but I also knew I wasn’t about to back out.

“So, make-up first. Pay attention.” She said.

And I did.

Alice added creams to my face, to add shadow and highlight, contours, blush, making my already soft features seem even softer, then set to work on my eyes. There she added eyeliner, black, and fake lashes, thick, dark, layering them with mascara, before finally adding eyeshadow, a shimmering array of pinks and golds and browns.

Lastly, she painted my lips. For this she chose a coral pink to match my eyes, a wet-look gloss topcoat, and the finished result made my lips look and feel heavy, plump, thick and luscious.

“Nails next, then hair.” Alice said.

And that took less time than I expected. The nails were stick-on, but the adhesive was remarkably strong, and within minutes I had a set of long, pale pink nails that looked almost like talons. They made my fingers look longer, thinner, and they made my hands look dainty and refined.

For hair though, that was more complicated.

My natural hair was short, so it was easy to get it out of the way, and then Alice showed me how to fit one of her favourite wigs, long flowing waves of bright copper. As she clipped it into place I could feel it tickling my shoulders, my neck, the clips making it seem like it was almost my own hair, and I felt an immediate shift.

“Feels nice right?” Alice asked.

I… yeah. The way it tickles is oddly sensual.

"I always found there was something so comforting about wigs. It was better when my hair grew out of course, which is something you might want to do, but for now, wigs are an amazing way to have the hair of your dreams. Plus… you get to try all the styles and colours without any commitment. Don’t underestimate them.”

I felt an odd surge of emotions at that. And an even brighter surge of emotions as I felt the memory of Alice’s wig collection, the collection she’d left behind, the collection she was going to leave behind for me.

There were so many of them, in so many colours and styles, and I’d be able to try on all of them. But… it was just for the one night. Right?

“Now, onto clothes. Underwear first.” Alice said. “Which means we need to go through all the bags you put my things into. It really would have been much easier if you’d left them where they were.”

I could feel her chuckle, but also her sadness. There was an odd mix of emotions, gladness that she was getting a second chance, excitement for what was to come, gratitude that I’d agreed to help her, but grief at the life she’d lost, the one she’d never get to have, sadness and longing for what might have been.

All of it hit me at once, and it left an imprint on me. She'd spent so long hiding, uncertain, afraid, and she'd never got to live the life she'd longed for. She'd been caged by her own doubts and had died full of regrets. It was those regrets that had bound her ghost to the apartment. Without my help, she'd have been trapped.

Alice moved to look through the bags of her old things, rummaging through the various items and garments. My mind spun out.

It all made me think of my life. I'd spent all my life being who I was supposed to be, the person I'd been told I was supposed to be, behaving as I was taught to behave. I'd never thought about who I wanted to be.

On that front, she was at least braver than me. She'd confronted herself, had known who she wanted to be, had known how she'd wanted to live, yet had just been too afraid to take that one final step.

I'd never been brave enough to look in the mirror and ask myself the question 'who am I really, who do I want to be'. I'd always just assumed the default option I was given at birth was the only choice. But it wasn't.

I could choose to be someone different. I could choose to be anyone. I could be free. I just had to be brave. And if I didn't… would I end up as full of regret as Alice?

"Ah, here we are, that'll be perfect." Alice said.

My attention flicked back to my hands, controlled by Alice, rummaging through the bags. She pulled out the underwear she’d chosen for us, and if I’d had control of my eyes they’d have gone wide.
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Alice had picked out a set of stockings and suspenders, a matching pair of panties and a padded bra which seemed simple enough given why we were going out, how it was I was going to help her, but it was the cut and the colour and the style of them that astonished me. She’d seemed so cute and innocent and sweet, but the underwear, the lingerie, was like something out of a porn movie.

The stockings were fishnets, black, with large holes, and the matching suspender belt was lacy with pretty rose-gold decoration. The panties and bra matched the style of the suspender belt, lacy, more rose-gold decoration, ribbons, but they were skimpy to the extreme.

The panties were sensual, sexual, the fabric at the front barely enough to contain my cock while the back was just a series of ribbons that cupped and lifted my ass while leaving almost all of it exposed, including my crack, and my hole.

And then there was the bra. It was little more than a device to make my tits seem even bigger, while covering as little as possible, and what was covered was covered only by thin fabric that was almost transparent, showing off my skin and my nipples.

Just seeing it had made my head spin, but putting it on, wearing it, was thrilling. It felt so sexy and slutty and I loved what it did to my body.

Are you sure this is okay to wear? I asked. It's not too much, is it?

Alice smiled.

"We wanted to get fucked, don't we? There's no point playing coy or shy. I did that for too long and look where it got me.”

I could accept the wisdom in her answer.

“No, I think we need to be bold. Make it clear why we’re there. Normally I’d never have dared to wear anything like this, but tonight… tonight's about being brave and bold, about making up for my regrets, about breaking free. I bought this set in a sale knowing I’d never be brave enough to wear it, but… tonight with you supporting me, knowing I’m not alone, and knowing that time is finite, that sometimes it all just ends, suddenly, that we need to take chances sometimes, I think I can do it. I want to do it, embody the woman I always secretly wanted to be, at least sometimes.”

And what kind of woman is that? I asked.

Alice smiled, laughed.

“A slut.” She said. “Now, how about I show you what I had in mind for us to wear.”
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What Alice had in mind for us to wear was…

We can’t wear that. I’ll look… people will think...we’ll.

“People will definitely look, but that’s the point. We want them to look, right? We want them to notice us? And what will they think? That we’re a slut, looking for a good time, looking to get fucked? Well, they’ll be right, won’t they?”

Alice chuckled. She was right. She was right about all of it, yet hearing her say it made my breath catch, my heart skip, and my head spin.

I was going to look like a slut. A brazen, eager, willing slut looking to get fucked, but isn't that exactly the role I was playing, that we were both playing?

But people will be able to tell. They’ll look at me and they’ll…

"Hush." Alice said. "Don't let those voices in. They're poison. Trust me. Just… let me finish dressing us, and then you'll see."

I fell quiet. I could feel memories in Alice stirring, the fear and the doubt, the insecurities. I could feel all of it crashing down on me.

That had been what had caged her for all those years. Those voices, telling her that she was never enough, that she'd never be enough, that people would see and know, that they'd whisper, but… she'd been wrong.

I could see her through her eyes, and I could see what she saw, but I could also see the truth. She’d been beautiful, a stunningly pretty young woman. All the flaws she’d seen, all the doubts she’d had, they’d been chains of her own making that had trapped her.

In reality, she was a vibrant, charming, attractive young woman, a kind soul with so much to offer, but her doubts and anxieties had blinded her to that, and they'd caused her to die full of regret. Now though it was a chance to fix that. It was my chance to help her. I could be brave where she'd never been able to.

I… fine. You can dress us up then. I said. And then we’ll see.

And we did see.

The outfit Alice had chosen was her shortest, tightest, skimpiest, pinkest dress, and a pair of pink high heels to match.

The dress itself was a struggle to get into it was so tight, the material a shiny, gloss latex that stretched and clung to my body like a second skin, but once it was on it looked amazing.

The back was low-cut, finishing just below the valley of my ass, but was so short it flashed the tops of my stockings and my suspender straps and I knew that just the slightest wrong move would flash my panties to anyone who was paying attention. My waist was hugged in, cinched by the reinforcements to the dress, and the sleeves were long, while the high neck was like a collar around my throat. My front, my chest, was covered in latex, except for a small heart-shaped window that exposed my cleavage, my cute, small, perky tits.

As I put my heels on I could feel my posture shift, and it was like something clicked in my head. I could feel my body adjusting, my legs longer, my ass sticking out, shoulders back to make my chest look fuller.

I hadn’t even seen myself yet and already I felt better. Seeing the outfit, the lingerie, the dress, the heels, it had all seemed too much, but with it on I felt almost clad in a suit of sexy armour. I was a warrior princess, ready for battle, yet my battlefield was the club dance floor, and my prize was getting laid.

“Ready to see how we look?” Alice asked.

I would have nodded if I could, but I couldn’t. So instead I just voiced my enthusiasm.

Yes, please.

And Alice stepped us in front of the full-length mirror.
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Fuck.

I couldn’t believe it. It seemed impossible, but the truth was staring me directly in the face. I was gone, the self I knew was gone, and in my place was a young woman, a pretty girl, a hot sexy girl dressed up like a slut.

“I know, right? You look even better than I thought you would. I mean, the moment I saw you I knew you’d look amazing, but the final result is just stunning.” Alice said.

I couldn’t argue with her. She was right. The girl in the mirror was stunning.

Her body was breathtaking, dressed up sexy, in heels, fishnets, suspenders, a pink latex dress that looked like something out of a fetish magazine, but it was her face, my face, that really caught my eye.

Her beautiful, radiant face.

She was dazzling, with big bright eyes, thick long black lashes, outlined in stark black, with lids heavy with colour to make her look sultry and wanton. Her face was fine, delicate, with puffy, dark, wet-looking lips. Her hair was long, luscious waves of glossy, bright copper.

She was…

“Stunning, right?” Alice said.

If I could have smiled I would have.

I look amazing.

"We should discuss the final details before we head out though." Alice said. "How we introduce ourselves. I figure Caleb would sound plain wrong and Alice seems almost… I don't know… just, not right."

I agreed. Caleb was no name for a girl as pretty as the one in the mirror, but using the name Alice seemed almost in bad taste. Plus, if this worked, and Alice left, I’d be left with her name.

I wanted a name of my own. I wanted a name just for me that I could keep even after Alice had gone, that I could use again if I wanted.

And I was beginning to admit that there was a want. The way the girl in the mirror looked, the way I looked, made me glow with a joy I’d never felt before.

As Caleb, I was ordinary, unexceptional, easily overlooked. I was drab and boring, trapped in a cage of who I was expected to be, but the girl in the mirror was dazzling, radiant. She was free. She could be whoever she wanted.

I wanted that. I wanted all of that. I didn’t know what it all meant but I wanted to be free. I wasn’t going to let myself be ruled by fear, by doubt. I didn’t want to be filled with regrets for the things I was never brave enough to do. I wanted…

Chloe. I said.

I wanted to be Chloe.

“Chloe.” Alice repeated.

She smiled, nodded.

“Such a pretty name. A pretty name for a pretty girl. I like it. Well, Chloe, how about we head out and get ourselves laid.”

She giggled, blushing.

I could feel her excitement, her arousal, her eagerness, and I knew she could feel mine. It's like together we formed a positive feedback loop, each of us inspiring the other to higher and higher states of arousal. If it carried on like this I had no idea how the night might end up but… I was excited to find out.

Let’s do it. I said, giggling.

And it hit me. I was giggling. I was excited. The way I was acting, feeling, it was different. Was Alice’s presence affecting me, or was she just helping me accept myself, helping me open up to new possibilities?

But in the end, it didn't matter. The most important thing at that moment was the quest. Helping Alice overcome her regret. Finding someone to fuck us.


Six

The club was in the middle of the vibrant club district, and at first I was nervous about heading in on my own, certain someone who see me and realise and call me out, or worse that I might see someone I knew, a co-worker or an acquaintance, and that they’d recognise me, but in the end all of those fears had been unfounded.

As I walked the streets I quickly realised that my make-over was perfect. No one was paying me any exceptional attention, or at least they weren't paying me any attention that a girl dressed like me wouldn't expect, because the truth was I was getting a lot of attention.

But then, compared to most of the other women out, I looked outrageous. My outfit was brazen, my make-up perfect, and in my heels, with my long flowing hair, I struck an impressive figure walking through the streets.

Alice still had control of my body, since we’d agreed this was her night, her chance to overcome her regrets, and I was simply helping her by letting her use my body, but I was glad too, because I was not sure I’d have able to walk as well as she could in the heels we were wearing. I’d have tripped or stumbled, and could not have strutted the way she did, hips rolling, ass swaying, and I found the sensation of how she was walking to be a very unique thrill.

Plus the wiggle in her walk meant people were watching us. Men and women were watching us, staring at us, staring at me as I walked down the street in a tiny pink latex dress, in fishnets, heels, suspender straps flashing, wiggling my ass, my body smooth, soft, made-up, my curves clearly visible through the clinging fabric of my dress.

They were watching us, me, and I knew what they were thinking. They thought I was a slut. They thought I was slut, out for a good time, out to get fucked, and… they were right.

That thought made my belly flutter and my body throb, and I could feel Alice’s nervous excitement.

"I was never brave enough to do this when I was alive. I always thought about it, fantasised about it. I'd dress up at home and pretend, would dream of the day I'd finally be able to live my life, but… I never did it. Now though… it's even better than I thought it would be. It's so much fun. The way they're all staring at us, what they're thinking, the looks they're giving us, it’s making me so hot.”

I could feel how hot it was making her. I could feel her excitement, the arousal, the potent cocktail of lust and shame, the thrill of being considered a slut.

I could feel all of it, and I was getting hooked on it. After tonight, if things went well, Alice would be free, would be gone. But that would leave me alone.

I’d be left with all of her memories, with my body changed, altered by Alice and by the experience. Would I ever be able to go back to my life before? Would I want to?

“Ah, there it is. See it?” Alice whispered.

She looked down the street, nodding in the direction of a bar, the door dimly lit with two women in stark black and white suits outside. They looked large and intimidating. I felt my heart freeze for a moment.

As we watched a group of three women approached the door. They were all stunning, but all so different. Two of them were tall, and absolutely breathtaking, like Amazons, full-figured goddesses in tiny skimpy dresses and heels, one dark-skinned, the other fair, while the third was shorter, though till taller than me, and plump, her body thick and luscious, the jiggle and wiggle of her thighs, ass, and tits making my belly flutter.

How were they all so hot?

As they approached the door the women out in front stepped to the side, smiling, and let them in. My mind spun.

If the club was as Alice had said then all the women in there were like us, like me. It was a safe place where I could be myself, meet someone, hook up, get fucked. Could we really?

And then before I was ready we were moving, walking towards the door. Alice still had control of my body. She was still in the driver’s seat.

Wait, are you sure, I mean… you saw those women, they were amazing. Are you sure…

“Absolutely certain.” Alice said, grinning.

And with that, she stepped up to the door. The two women out front looked at her, at me, at us, and smiled.

Then they opened the door.
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Inside the club, it was like a dream, like one of my wildest fantasies. The whole place was full of women, and only women, and they were all gorgeous. Tall, short, dark, pale, short hair, long hair, skinny, curvy, thick, they were all clearly so happy and relaxed and at ease, and their joy shone forth.

I’d never seen anything like it before.

The women were all dressed like me, dressed up, and though most were most modestly attired a few were more outrageously dressed, wearing things that I’d only seen in porn before or in fetish magazines, outfits of little more than leather straps or skimpy black latex covered in metal spikes.

There were even a few women walking around with other women on leashes, making them walk on all fours behind them, collared, like pets. Just seeing it made my heart flutter. What would that be like? How would it feel to be the pretty, slutty pet to some power goddess dressed in latex and heels, made to crawl around behind her, the thrill of shame and humiliation, the excitement, knowing I belonged to her.

“Calm down, we’ve only just arrived.” Alice said, giggling.

Yet I could feel her excitement too, the thrill she was feeling at finally being there. I knew what she was thinking. It was everything she'd ever hoped for and more.

Let’s get a drink then and look around. Maybe we can catch someone’s eye. I said. I mean… a lot of the women look like they’re here alone, and a lot of them look like they’re practically hunting for someone.

It was true. There were women in the club who looked almost like predators, as though they were starving wolves stalking a limping deer, while others looked more like the limping deer—though in this case, they were playing a limping deer that wanted to be devoured—and as we walked up to the bar I could feel the predators turn their attention to us, to me.

Alice, sensing their attention, made sure to put even more of a wiggle into her walk, struggling, high heels, shoulders back, ass jiggling. I could feel how nervous she was, how excited, and I felt it too. This was what she’d always dreamed of, stepping out into the world, being wild, embracing her inner slut, and having fun.

For years she'd held back, had allowed herself to be restrained by fear and doubt and uncertainty. I could empathise with that. I'd done the same. I'd allowed myself to live a caged life, not even able to see the bars, but now we were helping each other. Together we could be set free.

As we stepped up to the bar we shifted through the crowd to stand and wait for the bar woman's attention. I could feel people around us noticing us, eyeing us. I wondered what they were thinking. Were any of them going to act? They were all so beautiful, the thought of any of them approaching us seemed too wild and impossible and amazing to even hope for, but I couldn't help but hope.

And then there was movement behind me. I heard heels clicking, and I could feel someone looming over me.

“Can I get you a drink beautiful?” A soft, commanding voice said.

Alice turned and looked up and we both felt a sudden rush of giddy excitement and awe,

She was gorgeous. Tall and tan, with long sleek black hair, wearing a long, sleek, sleeveless black gown that showed off every inch of her perfect figure, her wide hips, round ass, full tits.

But it was her eyes that held our attention. Those deep, beguiling, dark eyes. Her eyes and her lips.

“I… yes. Please. Thank you.” Alice managed to mutter.

I was glad Alice was in charge, because I was sure I'd have been too overcome with nervousness and desire to even speak. She was a goddess.
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Her name was Leah. She was slightly older than me, and a regular at the club. She worked in management, in the city, in a demanding job that was stressful but that paid well, but she didn't want to talk about herself. She wanted to talk about me.

“You’re new here? I’ve not seen you before. And I know I’d remember seeing a pretty thing like you before.”

Alice nodded, and there was a rush of shyness, suddenly timid, frightened. I could feel her freezing, her words stuck in her mouth. She’d made it this far, had made it further than she ever had before, but I could feel her faltering. I could feel her fear, her doubt, her uncertainty taking over.

Even as excited as she was, and full of lust and desire and want as she was, even with my support, old habits were hard to beat. But I wasn’t about to let her give in.

Sure I was nervous, and I was uncertain, but I wasn't about to let Alice down. And I really wanted to get laid.

I’ve got this. We’ve got this. You got us here but now let me to the last leg. I’m not letting you make this something we’ll both regret.

With a force of will I pushed forwards and then suddenly… I was in control again. I was in control of my body, and Leah was in front of me waiting for an answer. I could feel the weight of her attention, her desire, pressing on me.

I could feel the adrenaline, my heart racing. I’d taken control, not wanting to let Alice out, eager to help, but could I really do this?

And then I looked into those dark eyes and I saw the kindness in them, the kindness and the fire, and I smiled. I still had all Alice’s memories, all she’d taught me. I was Chloe. I could do this.

I nodded.

“Yeah.” I said, keeping my voice soft, coy, flirtatious. “I… I’m new here. First time. I was curious.”

I giggled, blushing. I was having fun.

Fuck… you are good at this! I was too scared to even talk to her and you're flirting with her. Alice said.

I could feel her joy, her gratitude. With her cheering me on, buoying me up, I could do it.

“I like curious.” Leah said. “Curious is… fun.”

And the way she said fun made it clear exactly what she meant. I felt a shiver run up my spine, a fluttering in my belly, my cock throbbing in my panties.

I’d never had such a beautiful woman talk to me before, had never had such a strikingly hot woman pay me any attention, and yet Leah was approaching me, making a move on me, chatting me up. It was an entirely new experience.

As Caleb I’d always been the one approaching girls, women, offering to buy them drinks, trying to impress them with lines or jokes or stories, and it had always felt a little crushing, most women dismissing me quickly, uninterested in me, or using me only for a round of expensive drinks before turning their backs on me. It had felt like work, had felt like labour, almost a punishment, and though I’d met a few nice women, had dated a few girls, the vast majority of my dating life as Caleb had been pretty dreary and awkward.

Yet now… now it was all different.

I was no longer Caleb. I was Chloe. I was no longer that plain, dreary, awkward man. I was a hot, pretty, cute, beautiful, sexy woman. I was a slut, and I was wanted.

I introduced myself to Leah, and told her what it was I wanted to drink—a sweet cocktail I’d always liked but rarely ordered, knowing it wasn’t a manly drink—and without another word she turned to the bar-woman to grab her attention. I couldn’t help but watch her, the way she demanded service, the authority of her, the grace and poise and the power of her. She was breathtaking.

Fuck she’s so hot. Do you think she’s into us? Alice asked.

I nodded.

“She made straight for us and wanted to buy us a drink so… I think so.” I whispered, keeping my voice as low as I could.

I could feel Alice's joy, her excitement, and I knew she could feel mine. I watched as Leah was served, as she paid, and she turned back to face me with two glasses in hand, my cocktail, and a small glass of red wine.

“Here’s to curiosity.” She said to me, grinning. “Cheers.”

She offered me her glass and we clinked our drinks together, then drank. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, the way the red wine stained her lips, the movement of her lips, tongue, throat as she drank.

I drank deeply, emptying the glass, so nervous I could barely keep my hands still. The cocktail was strong and I felt the pleasant buzz of it almost immediately and I was eager for the confidence it would give me.

“Is someone nervous?” Leah asked, smiling.

I nodded, blushing. It didn’t help that I could feel Alice’s nervousness too. But then, how could either of us be anything but nervous when faced with a woman like Leah.

She was tall and curvaceous, with a body to die for, and a face that I made my heart skip every time I looked at her. Her dark hair, her dark eyes, her dark make-up, she was like a beautiful witch come to kidnap me and make me her slave. And given the way that I felt in that moment I knew that I wouldn't even bother to resist even if that were true.

“Well, how about we go sit someone quiet so we can talk then, get to know one another better. I’m sure I can help settle those nerves if you give me a chance.”

I could only nod. Leah's smile widened, a hunter's smile, gleeful at having secured her prize. She turned to the bar, ordered me a second drink, then kept it in her hand as she looked back at me.

“Follow me then Chloe. I know the perfect spot where we can get better acquainted.”

And without even waiting for a reply she stepped off, began to wade through the crowd.

Follow her. You have to follow…

“I am.” I said.

Alice and I were both eager to keep up with Leah, eager to follow. Leah made moving through the press of bodies look easy, but she was tall and powerful and commanding. As small as I was, as slim and petite, it was harder for me, so I kept as close to Leah as I could, coasting in her wake. I could smell the waft of her perfume and her musk and it was enough to make me dizzy.

Around me I could feel people turning to watch us pass, some of them drawn to Leah, but most… most were watching me. I could sense their attention, their curiosity, their interest. I put an extra wiggle into my walk to tease.

I knew what they were thinking.

SLUT.

I giggled. They were right. In that moment I was a slut. I had dressed up to get people to notice me, to draw in attention, and I knew what I wanted. I wanted to get fucked. I wanted to be used and bred and wanted someone to cum in my ass. I hoped Leah might be so kind.

I could feel my body growing hotter, the lust and desire rising, the want, the need, the hunger. My cock throbbed hard in my panties and I never took my gaze off Leah, tall and powerful, curvaceous, utterly feminine, a goddess, the sway of her hips and ass, and I knew I wanted to worship at her altar.

I can hear what you’re thinking. Alice said.

“I can feel what you want.” I whispered.

We both chuckled. We both wanted the same thing. Leah’s attention.

I just hope she was willing to give it to us.


Seven

We sat in a quiet corner of the bar and talked for a while, drinking together. Initially, Leah sat close, but not too close, watching me as I tried to remain calm under her watchful gaze, but the way she spoke, the way she paid attention to me, the way she teased with me, flirted with me, it made it hard for me to keep my cool.

She was polite, and didn’t ask me about my life or my past, but talked to me about what it was I was curious about. I answered as best as I could, aware that the truth was probably a little too much—what would she even think if I were to tell her about Alice, about how I’d been possessed by the ghost who wanted to get laid so she could rest in peace?

I told her that it was my first time out as Chloe, though I didn’t tell her that it was my first time ever as Chloe, and Leah was very sweet and complimentary. She told me how good I looked, how cute and pretty and what she loved about my make-up.

“You really do know what colours work well with your skin tone.” She said. “And what you’re wearing… well, let’s just say that I noticed you from across the room and I couldn’t help myself. I knew I had to talk to you. You look so… delectable. I’d never have guessed this was your first time here, or out at all. You seemed so sure and confident, the way you walk, oozing sex appeal. I figured for sure you were out on the hunt for some fun.”

I giggled at that, looked up at Leah, fluttering my eyelashes as I bit on my bottom lip.

“Who says I’m not out on the hunt for some fun?” I said.

I could feel my cheeks blaze with shame, lust, excitement. I was being so brazen. As Caleb, I'd never been so bold, so flirtatious, but as Chloe, I felt free. I could just relax and express myself. I could just be a slut.

“Oh, so you know exactly what you’re doing then? I thought so, but when you said it was your first time I didn’t want to assume too much, or pressure you. I’d hate to take advantage...”

“I wore this dress for a reason.” I said, smiling. “It’d be a real shame if no one took advantage of it, of me..”

My heart skipped. Caleb had always been so shy and timid, so unsure. Chloe though was someone new. She was bold and fierce. She knew what she wanted, what she needed, and she didn’t mind being honest.

Leah smiled, shifted closer. Her body pressed against mine, the heat of it, the softness, the curve. I inhaled the scent of her. She leaned in, looming over me, and her lips were so plump, so wet, so soft.

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. What do we do? Alice said.

I could feel her panic, her fear, her lust. She wanted this, wanted to feel what Leah was offering. She dreamed of this for so long but had been too scared, too afraid. She'd spent her life caged by doubt and had died full of regret, but now the thing she'd wanted was right in front of her, offering itself to her, and she had no idea what to do.

I’d told her I would help though. I was in charge, in control. I was going to help. And, fortunately, I wanted the same thing as her. I wanted Leah...

“So, are you going to take advantage of me or not?” I said, voice soft and teasing.

Leash chuckled.

“I’m going to do more than that.” She said.

And then she kissed me.
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The kiss was like nothing I'd experienced before. It was soft, gentle, exploring me, but behind it, there was a deep fountain of want and hunger and lust. I melted into it, into Leah, and shivered as her hands began to explore my body.

It didn’t help that I could feel Alice’s delight in what was happening, her lust, pleasure, her joy, and that contributed to my growing arousal. I squirmed, and pressed myself into Leah, offering her my lips, my tongue, my mouth, my body.

She accepted, gladly. She kissed me harder, deeper, lips and tongue, wet, hot, and her hands crept up my thighs, teasing, groping, one slipping up under my dress to grab my ass while the other slid up over the latex to my chest, fingertips teasing my nipples through layers of material.

Fuck. She was so hot. Fuck.

I could feel Alice in my head, could hear her, but I paid her little attention. I was focused on Leah. We fell into each other.

We kissed, touched, groped, and I timidly let my hands touch her, holding her hips, letting my small hands roam over her curves as I kissed back. Her tongue pressed into my mouth, exploring, and I let my tongue meet hers as my hand slipped down to cup the swell of her ass.

I whimpered into the kiss as her grip on my ass tightened, and then her hand slipped into towards my crack, teasing me to higher and higher states of arousal. The kiss deepened. I responded by feeling more of her, one hand roaming up, to her chest, her perfect tits, the fullness of them, the weight of them, and the other roaming down to her thighs, teasing, slipping under her dress, slipping up, moving up to her…

As I felt it my head spun, and Leah responded by biting my bottom lip.

Her cock. Her fat, hard, thick cock. I could feel it throbbing, pulsing, her panties slightly damp. Leah was hard, for me, and her cock was enormous.

She shifted, grinding her prick into my hand, and I responded by stroking, groping, teasing. She kissed me harder, encouraging me. Alice was suddenly mute, overcome with delight. This was it. This was…

And then Leah broke the kiss, pulled back, looked at me. I could feel panic. Had I offended her? Had I…

“So, I know you just got here, but… would you like to come back to my place?” She asked, grinning.

My hand was still on her cock, the throbbing hardness of it, and hers was still on my ass. I nodded.

“Please.” I whispered.

And Leah smiled. She shifted, pulled her hand out from under my skirt and offered it to me. I blinked.

Do it. Take her hand. You have to. Alice said.

I could feel her need, and I knew too that she could feel mine. I could feel my fear and doubt and uncertainty surge. Could I really do this? Could I…

And then I smiled. I slipped my hand off Leah's cock and took her hand. I could do it. I would not let fear cage me anymore. I wanted to be free.

As Leah rose to her feet she pulled me up after her.

“Come on then. Let’s get out of here.” She said.

And I let her lead me.
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Leah dragged me out of the club, and I couldn’t help but notice how many of the other women were eyeing her, and eyeing me. They knew what was happening, and I got the feeling that some of them were glaring at me, were envious of me, that I was the one Leah had chosen, that I was the one who had her attention—and I could see why, she was a goddess after all, a glorious, radiant, beautiful Amazon—but more than a few were glaring at Leah, and that made my heart flutter.

They were envious of Leah. They were envious that she was the one taking me home. They were looking at me, lusting after me, but it was Leah who’d hunted me.

I giggled, blushing, wiggling in my heels as Leah pulled me through the crowd and out of the club. Well, maybe if tonight was fun I’d be back, and they could all try their luck with me again. Maybe if tonight went well there’d be plenty of me to go around.

That thought thrilled me and kept me warm as Leah hailed a cab. She pulled me in after her, gave her address, and as the cab pulled away from the curb she turned to me and was on me again, kissing me, groping me, teasing me. I was powerless to resist, and the cab ride passed in a blur.

Before I knew it the car was stopping, and as Leah untangled herself from around me, turning to pay the driver, it was all I could do to sit in the back and catch my breath. I could see him watching me in the rear-view mirror, grinning to himself.

Clearly, he'd enjoyed the show. Almost as much as I'd enjoyed being in it.

With the fare paid and the driver given a generous tip, Leah opened her door and pulled me out after her. She still had not let go of my hand, and as she strutted her way to the large, glamorous apartment building looming over us I had to almost jog to keep up with her stride, her legs so much longer and more powerful than mine. I was like her pet, her trophy, her prize, and the idea thrilled me just as much as it thrilled Alice.

This is it. Alice said. This is finally it. I’m going to get to feel what it’s like to be fucked, to have someone fuck me, cum in me, and she… she’s so hot!

Her excitement was palpable, like a wave, crashing over me, encouraging me, but I didn't need any encouragement. Not anymore. Alice might have given me the push I needed, but I didn't need any more pushing. I knew what I wanted, and what I wanted was right in front of me.

Leah.

I let her lead me up and into the building, into the elevator, and up to her apartment suite. I had thought my new home was nice, but Leah’s apartment was lavish to the extreme, and as she shut the door behind us I found myself stunned by the sheer size and decadence of it.

“You like my home then?” Leah asked, chuckling.

I nodded.

“It’s amazing. Beautiful. Like you.” I said, giggling.

Leah smiled at that.

“Well, for that you get an extra special tour of the bedroom.” She said. “Come on.”

And she led me through to her bedroom.
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Leah’s bedroom was easily equal to the rest of her home, but I had no chance to admire it. Before I could look around Leah was on me, lifting me up off my feet, kissing me, carrying me over to her bed.

My head was spinning. I’d never felt so wanted, so lusted after, so desired, and I let her take everything she wanted from me, her lips, her teeth, her tongue, her hands exploring me, devouring me as I whimpered and moaned and squirmed.

She moved over to the bed and dropped us both down on top of it, her on top of me, pinning me. I’d never felt so small and powerless, and it was an absolute delight. The thought that she could take anything she wanted from me made my heart flutter.

“So, tonight was your first time at the club, right?” Leah asked.

I nodded, biting my bottom lip, fluttering my lashes.

“But… this isn’t your first time, is it?”

I looked up at her and I felt my cheeks go pink. I nodded again. Her eyes went wide, and she smiled.

"Well, I never. That outfit, the way you look, I'd have said you were a battle-hardened slut, but here I am discovering you're all sweet and innocent."

I giggled again, wiggling beneath her. With her weight on me, I could feel the hard swell of her cock throbbing.

“Can’t I be a sweet and innocent slut?” I said.

Leah looked at me for a moment.

“Is that what you are? A sweet and innocent slut?”

“Only one way to find out.” I said.

Leah’s smile widened. She looked at me, watching me.

"I like you, Chloe. I like you a lot. But just… tell me if you need me to go slower, okay?"

I nodded, and before I could answer she was kissing me again, kissing me hard and deep and urgent.

I writhed, overcome with desire, and Leah’s hands roamed my body. I felt them on my legs, ass, waist, chest, in my hair. She was all over me, and I could not get enough of her.

Fuck this feels good. Alice said. More. I want more. I need to feel her inside me. I want to feel her cumming inside me.

I could feel Alice’s lust and pleasure, amplifying my own, my body fuelled by her. She was the one who had given me the push, my desire to help her leading me to this moment, but now I was here I knew that I wanted it too. I wanted this just as much as her.

“Fuck me.” I said as Leah kissed at my neck. “Please, fuck me, I can’t wait.”

Leah lifted herself up, hanging over me, looking down at me. I was blushing from the shame of what I had said, the thrill of admitting the truth.

Slut! Alice said, giggling.

I smiled. We were both sluts.

“You want me that bad?” Leah asked. “You really want me so badly you’re willing to beg?”

I nodded. I wanted it more than words could express.

“Well, how about you show me instead of using words.”

And with that Leah shifted, rolling off of me, rolling onto her back, propping herself up to look at me. She was grinning.

“Come over here and show me how much you want me.”

As she spoke she wiggled her hips, and I couldn’t help but look down at the bulge in her dress, the outline of her cock. I felt my belly flutter and my cock throb.

That was what I wanted. I'd felt fingers, and had the memories of Alice playing with toys, but… I'd never felt anything more. Yet I wanted it, ached for it, more than I'd ever wanted anything before.

First time for everything, am I right? Alice said.

I giggled, and shifted. I rolled over and moved to crawl towards Leah, crawled up her body, letting my hands explore her legs, peeling her dress up, eager to show her how much I wanted her, peeling her dress up to expose her panties, peeling her panties down to expose her cock.

And as her cock popped free I felt the room spin. It was perfect.


Eight

The sight of it was enough to make me dizzy, the thickness, the length, the oozing precum beaded on the slit. Yet it was the scent of her that really drove me wild.

Free of her dress and her panties I could finally fully smell the rich, feminine musk of her cock, and I wanted more of it.

Show her. Show her how much we want her. Alice said.

I wondered how. What was I supposed to do?

Alice felt my uncertainty, and answered it with a rush of memories and sensations and feelings. All the times she'd played with her toys, with her hands and her mouth, practising for the time she'd finally get to touch a real cock.

Only she never had. She’d died, full of regret and longing. But that’s what I was there for. To help her.

And with the memories she was offering me, I knew just how to start helping. Without another thought, I reached out and gripped Leah's cock and I began to stroke.

“Fuck…” Leah moaned.

She thrust her hips, working her cock into my grip, and I felt it swelling, pulsing. I knew I was doing a good job.

I had only ever touched my own cock, but I had the benefit of all of Alice’s memories. The research she’d done, the videos she’d watched, the guides she’d read, the times she’d practised on her toys. My body knew on instinct what to do.

And so I stroked, teasing, for just a moment, then moved in closer. As Leah watched me I shifted, and, grinning, I lowered my face down to her prick, pouting, lips wet, and I kissed the tip, gently.

A bright pulse of joy went through me. Alice’s joy, her pleasure, her lust, adding to my own, an addictive giddy jumble of sensations and emotions. I felt a hand on the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair.

“Show me more.” Leah said.

And she pressed my head down as she thrust up.

Her cock pressed at my lips, and I was happy to surrender to her demand. I let her thrust her fat prick into my mouth, let her use my face, fucking between my lips, licking, sucking, teasing, drool wetting her cock to help me stroke faster.

“Fuck… you are so talented for a first-timer."

I felt Alice's glee at the compliment. All her knowledge and skill were paying off, and I felt a swell of gratitude towards her for the gift of it all. I took Leah's cock deep, and let her use my mouth as she wanted, a wet tight hole for her to fuck.

My body throbbed, a swell of lust spiralling out of my control, Alice’s delight and hunger and pleasure only adding to my own. I was finally free, and I was never going to go back. I was not going to live caged by fear or doubt, was not going to allow myself to be buried beneath my regrets. This was Alice’s true gift. The freedom, the wisdom of her mistake.

Embrace it. She said. Give in to it. Take what you want. Enjoy it. Enjoy yourself. Be wild and free. Be happy.

And I was.

Stroking, sucking, letting Leah fuck my face with her perfect cock, using me like a slut, I was finally, truly, utterly happy. Only…

I sucked hard, lips tight, working my tongue, and I pulled my mouth back up off her throbbing prick, the tip leaving the seal of my lips with an audible pop.

I looked up to Leah and giggled, the lust in her eyes delighting me. I was still stroking her cock, wet with my spit, and she was still thrusting into my grip.

“Have I shown you enough?” I asked.

She nodded.

“I think so… but… I definitely want more of your mouth.”

I giggled at that.

“Maybe later. Right now, I want something else. May I… may I ride you?”

She smiled at me, nodded.

"Climb on top, and show me what you're made of. But I warn you, I ride back."

I giggled, blushing, squirming, eager. This was it. This was the moment.

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t.”

And with that, I shifted to straddle Leah's lap.
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Leah watched as I sat atop her, one leg on either side of her, and she wiggled her hips, making her cock sway, tapping on my inner thighs. I reached down, behind me, and gripped her cock with one hand, while with the other I reached down to my crotch to shift my panties to the side, leaving my dick tucked away, baring only my virgin hole.

“Ready for me?” I asked, teasing.

"I thought it would be me asking you that question, but I'm beginning to understand that though you might be sweet and innocent, you really are a slut. But yes, I'm ready for you. I'm ready to have you ride my cock and show me just what a good girl you are.”

Those words made me shiver in delight. I was a good girl, a slut, and I was about to have everything I wanted.

Gripping Leah’s cock, wet with my spit, I lowered myself down.

Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. It’s happening. I’m going to get fucked. We’re going to get fucked. Thank you. I never thought… I’m going to feel a real cock inside me, fucking me, cumming in me, and she’s so fucking hot. Thank you! Alice was practically babbling, delirious with lust and excitement.

She was only adding fuel to my fire, and I felt as if I were about to burn up. I'd never felt anything so amazing, and Leah's cock wasn't even inside me yet.

And then the tip of her prick touched my entrance.

The tip of her throbbing, warm, flesh and blood cock touched my virgin hole, and my whole body shook. It was all I could do to control myself, the sudden urge to impale myself on her almost overwhelming.

I wanted to savour it though. I wanted to savour all of it.

I teased the tip of her cock around my entrance, her precum wetting my ass, and then I pressed my weight down slowly. The tip entered me, but only just, and I paused, holding myself still, allowing my body to adjust to the girth of her. I could feel the pulse of her heart through my body as her cock throbbed.

“Scared?” Leah asked.

I nodded. There was fear. She was so big.

“Just go slow. You can do it.” She said. “Want me to help?”

I nodded again and she shifted. She reached up to grip my hips and as I held her cock at my opening she began to work her hips. She thrust her tip barely into me, then eased it almost out.

My heart skipped, belly fluttering, as Leah began to fuck me with just the tip of her cock. My virgin hole began to relax, stretching, and I sat more of my weight down, taking her deeper.

“So tight. So fucking hot. Sexy little slut.” Leah said.

Her words spurred me on. I sat more of my weight down, took more of her cock into my ass. I felt my entrance stretch, gaping. There was pressure, pain, but brighter was the overwhelming pleasure.

Fuck. Yes. I want it. I need it. Please.

I could hear Alice's pleasured babbling. My whole body ached with need and lust. Leah thrust as I forced myself down, her cock slipping deeper, and there was an awful moment where it seemed almost to stop, my ass too tight, her prick too massive.

“Fuck… please…”

I was desperate. Leah gripped my hips tight, pulled me down as she thrust up, and then I felt it…

My ass opened. She forced her cock into me, stretching me, the thickness of her popping past my tight entrance, filling me. I was no longer a virgin. I was being fucked.

“Oh gods…” I moaned, writhed, ground my hips.

Leah pulled me down, fucking into me, and she worked the entire length of her cock inside of me as I sat my full weight down on her. She filled me utterly, her thick cock stretching me, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside of me, and I squeezed my hole down hard as I worked my hips to feel more.

“You really are a natural. Fuck that feels good.” Leah said.

Her words made me smile. I felt a swell of gratitude towards Alice, the ghost of my apartment’s former owner. It was the gift of all of her knowledge, her skills, that had enabled my adventure, and sure I was helping her undo her regret, but I also knew that she was giving me something more valuable than anything I’d ever received before.

She'd set me free. She'd set Chloe free. Without her, I'd still have been trapped by fear and doubt, would still be lost, but she'd saved me, just as I was saving her. She had given me more than I could have ever dreamed. She'd given me a life worth living.

“Thank you.” I said, speaking my words to Alice and Leah at the same time.

I looked down at Leah, the beautiful goddess whose cock was inside me, and I felt her throb, pressing on the bright spots of pleasure within my ass, and could feel the warmth of Alice’s emotions. I could feel her happiness, her gratitude, her joy.

“Now, what was it you said about riding back?” I said, teasing.

Leah chuckled.

“How about I just show you, instead of explaining?”

I blushed, nodded, and before I could speak, Leah began to fuck me.
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The first thrust made my body throb. The second made my head spin. The third knocked all sense from me.

Leah was pounding me, thrusting into me, slamming her cock deep, pulling back, slipping her cock almost entirely out of my tight ass. I could feel her throbbing inside of me, her prick teasing over the sensitive spot of pleasure inside of me, a knot of radiant bliss tightening in my gut.

“Fuck!”

I moaned in delight as she gripped me, using me. I worked my hips in time with her thrusts, riding her, clenching my hole down on her cock, milking her prick. I could tell from her moans, how hard she was breathing, and the expression on her face, that she was enjoying herself.

The way her cock throbbed, so hard and fat and good inside my ass, was evidence of what a good slut I was.

Fuck her harder, more, fuck that fat cock. I need more. Make it cum inside you. I want to feel it. Fuck fuck fuck…

Alice was babbling, drunk on the joy of it all, finally getting to feel what she had longed for. I could remember clearly how her toys felt, how fingers felt, but this… this was better. Nothing could compare to a real, flesh-and-blood cock. I was hooked.

“Fuck me harder. Break me. Ruin me.” I said, meaning it.

Leah smiled.

“As you wish, slut.” She said.

And she redoubled her efforts. She slammed her hips up as I sat my weight down, fucking her cock deep into my tight hole, stretching me, gaping me. The pleasure shot through me, my dick throbbing in my panties.

I could not believe it. It all seemed so impossible. Even more impossible than the ghost possessing me.

That such a beautiful, stunning woman would choose me, want me, would take me, made my heart swell and flutter. But then… I was still thinking like Caleb.

And I wasn't Caleb. Not anymore.

I was Chloe. And Chloe was hot. Chloe was a slut. This was Chloe’s life, and I was glad to be living it.

Eager, wanton, fuelled by lust and desire and pleasure, the pent-up frustrations of two people who'd lived lives trapped by fear, I fucked Leah back. I worked my hips, my hole, riding her fat prick, and her grip on my hips tightened, shifted round to grip my ass.

"Fuck… you are so fucking hot. Your ass is so tight and hungry. Keep going like that and you're going to make me cum." Leah said.

That thought spurred me on. I wanted it. Alice wanted it.

I worked my hips, hole, riding hard, and I chased the pleasure within me, unravelling, coiling around my spine, radiating out. Leah’s cock grew fatter, longer, harder, throbbing. I knew she was close. I wanted to feel her cumming inside of me.

“Do it. Cum in me. Cum in my ass.” I said.

I wanted it. I wanted the goddess I’d just met to claim me. I wanted her to cement my transformation.

There was no going back to Caleb, not after the wild night I’d had. Alice had opened the door for me, helped me through, but it was Leah who was going to nail Caleb’s coffin shut.

“Cum in me. Please. Cum in my ass.”

I wanted to be a slut. A hot, sexy, pretty slut.

Leah’s grip on my ass became so tight it was painful. She pulled me down, thrust up, and I ground my hips. Her cock throbbed, hard, and then…

She was cumming. Cumming hard, Cumming inside me.

I could feel the pulse of her cock. I could feel the hot creamy sticky wetness of her cum flooding my ass.

That was all the push I needed. I clenched my hole tight, milking her prick, and then I too was cumming.

I was cumming, hard, my dick throbbing into my panties and Leah filled my ass with her cum. I could feel my mind unravelling, the joy of it all.

Fuck… oh gods it’s better than I ever thought. Alice said.

“Thank you.” I said, voice hoarse from pleasure. “Thank you.”

I was talking to Alice. I could feel my joy, my happiness, by euphoria blossoming. I was free. I was utterly free, and I had my whole life ahead of me.

If not for her then would I ever have found my way? Alice had let her fears and doubts hold her back, but she had given me the gift of her experience, her knowledge, her wisdom, and in exchange, I had let her feel, just once, what it was like to be bred like a slut.

You're welcome, Chloe. It’s the least I could do for you helping me. Alice said, giggling.

I could feel her joy, her happiness. Her regret was undone. She was free. I could feel her fading, even as Leah was still inside me, my ass full of cum, the fat cock softening only slowly.

Thank you. Alice said. Don’t forget me. And live bravely.

I smiled, nodded, a swell of sadness at the fringes of my joy. I was going to miss her. She’d given me so much, and now…

She was gone.

I looked back to Leah and smiled. I was alone.

“That was amazing.” Leah said.

I blushed, giggled, squirmed.

“Thank you.” I said.

Beneath the latex of my dress, I was sweaty, heart racing. Everything had changed, and everything was better. I was determined to do as Alice had said. I was going to live bravely. Which meant…

I wiggled my hips, grinning.

“Ready for round two?” I said.


Epilogue

As I pulled on my dress I couldn’t help but smile, my heart racing with excitement. I’d been looking forward to wearing this dress for weeks.

With the zipper done up, I turned to check myself in the mirror, smoothing down the clinging black fabric. My dress was short, low-cut, tight, and perfect—the way it clung to my curves, my hips, ass, waist, even my larger breasts, made me smile. I looked amazing.

"Who could have imagined that a new apartment would have led to a whole new me." I said to my reflection.

I was breathtaking.

In the weeks and months since moving in so much had changed. I’d taken up regular exercise to help give myself the body I wanted, and I’d started hormones, relishing the way my body and my mind had changed.

I’d been lucky. The changes Alice had left me with, the memory of her body and her experiences, had given me a head start on my journey, but now I was on my own, and things had only continued to get better.

With her push, that initial flurry of excitement and adventure, it had been easy to accept the truth. I had never been Caleb, I was just too scared and uncertain to admit the truth. Now though… now I knew.

I was Chloe. And I was determined to live bravely. I was not going to live a life full of regrets.

My figure had flourished on the hormones and with regular exercise and diet. My make-up skills had only gotten better with practice, and my hair was grown out now, a messy tangle of loose curls that came down to my chin, shaggy and wild and pretty—I loved having my own hair grown out, if only because it meant it was easier to grab and pull.

And that thought made me blush, made my body throb, made me think of tonight. My date. Our anniversary.

My make-up was flawless, my dress tight, sexy, and I was ready, dressed simply, with bare legs, heels, and only a few delicate pieces of jewellery.

In the beginning, I'd made good use of the things Alice had left behind, more of her gifts to me, but over the months I’d filled out my wardrobe with my own clothes, my own underwear, heels, accessories. I’d even begun redecorating, finally.

It wasn’t that I wanted to forget her, but… I wanted to be my own woman. I wanted to live boldly, bravely, in the way she’d taught me. I knew she’d be proud of me.

I was proud of myself. I was finally living free, living happily, and it felt like I was living the life I was meant to live.

And then a knock at the door snapped me from my reverie. I turned to check the clock, the time, and I knew it was Leah, arriving to pick me up. I smiled, blushing already, excited for what she had in store for me—she'd been teasing me about her plans for the evening for weeks, and I was on edge and squirming already.

I turned to the photo next to my mirror, pinned to the wall, an image of Alice in a pretty summer dress, smiling, a selfie taken just before her accident. She was beautiful. I wished I could have known her for longer, but I knew I would never forget her.

“Thank you.” I said, smiling. “For everything.”

I was doing it. I was living bravely, without fear, and it was all thanks to the ghost who had possessed me for pleasure. It was all thanks to Alice.

THE END
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BECOMING BAMBI
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Jack is struggling. He’s terminally single, his life is a mess, and, worse, he’s stuck in a dead-end job struggling to make ends meet.

But then his friend asks him if he’s heard about the Bambi Challenge, a simple online contest. Only… none of the people who’ve tried it have made it through without giving in, and they’ve all changed…

Is Jack really that desperate, or that brave?

It was just another night playing online games with his friends, Brian, George, and Lee, but Jack’s mind was on other things. His life feels out of control, and he’s feeling trapped, struggling to cope with the rigours of being a functional adult with responsibilities and bills to pay. And then his friend Brian asks him if he’s heard of the Bambi Challenge.

It seems simple enough on the surface of it. Watch a few videos and survive them unchanged to win a massive payout. Only… no one has survived unchanged.

Fascinated, the friends dive into the new internet sensation, discovering numerous streamers, content creators, and influences who have tried the challenge only to either quit or succumb to the will of Bambi.

And the outcome of succumbing to the will of Bambi is both fascinating and unnerving.

Male or female the result it always the same. They become hyper-feminine bimbos who end up giggly, girly, and overtly sexual. But… it’s all just an internet meme, a performance, a joke, right?

That’s not possible…

The friends think it’s safer not to risk it. Only Jack is fascinated and in desperate need of cash. If he were to make it he’d become not only rich, but famous too. And just one video won’t hurt, will it?

So starts Jack’s journey, a roller-coaster ride of feminization and submission, as he becomes yet another Bambi…

But what will his friends think when they find out?


SIZE QUEEN
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Ryan’s new neighbours, Madelyn and Terry, are the very definition of a hot couple, and he can’t help but feel a little intimidated by them, especially given how awkward and shy he is.

But when Madelyn knocks on his door unexpectedly Ryan feels a sense of excitement. But the excitement soon turns to fear when he realises the very private package he’s been waiting for has been delivered to her by accident. And, worse, she’s opened it...

Ryan has a very special, and very private hobby. He collects toys, private toys for his pleasure. He’s not hurting anyone, and he has fun, so there’s no harm, right?

And what does it matter if his collection features many strange, bizarre, and monstrous toys? They’re fun, and he enjoys them.

So when Ryan orders a very special, and very large toy to add to his already vast collection, he cannot wait for it to arrive, but it has to be custom-made to his specifications so it’s going to take a while to be delivered.

Ryan is only slightly distracted from his waiting by the arrival of a young, hot couple moving in next door. They seem nice enough, but Ryan is shy and introverted and too timid to really interact with them.

But then one day Madelyn, his sexy new neighbour arrives at his door with a package and an apology. The package was addressed to Ryan and she opened it by accident.

Ryan realises to his horror that his stunning new neighbour has discovered his dirty secret. He’ll do anything for her if she’ll keep it a secret.

But Madelyn has seen what’s inside, and she’s had an idea.

She asks Ryan if he really plays with such impressive toys. Can he show her? Because if he’s that talented she has a favour to ask of him.

Her husband, Terry, has a birthday coming up, and she’d love to surprise him…

Ryan is shocked, but he is drawn to the offer, intrigued. And so he accepts.

So begins his journey of training and feminization to get him ready to be Terry’s gift. Ryan finds himself caught up in a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure as Madelyn prepares him to become her husband’s Size Queen...


SIDE EFFECTS: GONE GIRLY




[image: ]

Callum and Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that just might change the world. The cure for baldness.

But the pair haven’t planned for side effects. Callum, as test subject zero, finds not only is his hair growing, but his body is changing. He becomes softer, prettier, girlier. And then the urges start...

Callum and his best friend Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that will make them both rich and famous, and might just change the world. The cure for androgenic alopecia. The cure for baldness.

But when Callum, whose hair loss inspired the projects, becomes the very first test subject, he encounters some unintended side effects. Not only does his hair grow, but his body undergoes subtle yet undeniable changes.

Initially, the metamorphosis is gradual and minimal, so the pair push on, collecting as much data as they can on their new formula, but eventually, the changes become too much and too many to ignore. Troy, hesitant, wants to pause the experiment. Callum though wants to push on, and he ignores Troy’s attempts to make his stop.

And then the changes become more obvious. Callum becomes softer, prettier, more feminine, he can no longer deny the truth. He’s gone girly, and he can’t deny the exciting allure of his new body, especially with all his new desires.

Troy, reviewing the data, reassures Callum that the side effects are temporary and reversible. They just need to work out a counter formula, and for that, they’ll need to put their heads together and focus. But Callum finds it increasingly difficult to concentrate given how hot his new body feels.

As Callum’s changes become more dramatic, brazen and sensual, and as his urges become stronger, he begins to wonder if there isn’t some useful data to be gathered about his transformation. And if he has some fun at the same time what harm could it do? He just needs to be careful. Especially given what Troy said about the changes becoming permanent.

It’s just a little fun, for science. And it’s not like he’s going to go all the way… is he?


PANTY RAID
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For Brian college is a fresh start, and what better fresh start than joining the biggest party fraternity on campus?

Only to get in he needs panties. Panties stolen from the most intimidating sorority around. All Brian needs to do is make sure he isn’t caught…

Brian has been looking forward to college. It’s the fresh start he needs to kick start his life. And what better way to kick start his new life than to join the biggest, loudest, most brash fraternity on campus? Only to get in he and the other pledges need to prove themselves, and to prove themselves they need to plan and commit the most daring or capers… a panty raid.

Only he and the other pledges are expected to raid the most intimidating sorority on campus, and if they get caught college will be over for Brian before it’s even begun. But Brian has a simple plan. Don’t get caught.

Yet when the day of the raid comes it’s not that easy. The house was supposed to be empty for hours, giving the pledges enough time to get in and out with their loot in hand, but their raid is disturbed, and the pledges need to flee the scene. Only Brian’s attempt to flee is less than successful.

When Brian is caught with panties in hand, he has to face the consequences of his actions. Fortunately, the sorority sisters are more forgiving than he expected, and they’re willing to keep his transgression secret from the campus authorities… for a price. All Brian has to do is submit to being taught a lesson in what it’s like to be objectified, fetishized, and treated like a toy, and once he’s learned his lesson, he has a whole sorority of very intimidating women he needs to apologise to. Women who expect a lot more than just lip service.

So begins Brian’s fresh start at college, a fresh start that’s a lot softer, prettier, and more feminine than he expected. But in the end, it might be just the fresh start he always needed and never knew he wanted...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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