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In part one, Annabelle finally forced Chris to submit to his feminine desires. It turned out that Chris was a very willing subject for Annabelle to turn on to the softer side of life. The problem with Chris's new awareness about his feminine desires is that being feminized doesn’t feel like it has gotten Chris any closer to his goal, which is a dream prom night date with Samantha. Samantha is the only girl for him, he is certain about that. Annabelle is supposed to be helping him land her. Only, he feels further from his goal than ever. He has no other path forward than to trust Annabelle's plans for him.




First things come first, Chris needs money to pay for the prom, and he needs it fast. His best friend, Annabelle, convinces him that online chat rooms can be a good source of business for them to invest in. Annabelle turns Chris on to displaying his goods online. Nothing dirty, just a little PG-13 trapping of very willing clients. Chris soon finds out that on the Internet the trapper can easily become the trapped. Soon, Chris is inside the house of a wealthy young girl named Riko. She likes him a lot. Perhaps, Samantha isn't the only girl in the world for him. Who needs prom night when the lovely Riko is there for the taking? Only who gets taken when the moment arrives is very much an open question. This is part two of a lovely little adventure.


Chapter 1

The bathroom was not a very romantic place. It was indeed a very awkward place to be made over by your girlfriend. Particularly if you were pretty sure she was planning on making you her sissy. That was a concept that Chris was only beginning to grasp. He was not accepting of his newfound fate. What had happened between them the other day was just one of those things. He had let her get carried away. Yes, he had let her go too far for her own good. He hadn’t really liked it. Only maybe that wasn’t one hundred percent true, or he wouldn't be back again for more.

Annabelle asked Chris, “Are you going to sit still for me or not?”

Chris complained, “I’ve been sitting here, still, for at least an hour now. I don’t know how you women can stand this grooming. I’m about to go stir crazy. Every man has his limits, you know?”

Annabelle put down the eyeliner. She said, “The point of all this is that when I’m done with this grooming, as you call it, then you won’t be a man anymore to have limits.”

“Come on, Annabelle, you can’t make me not a man. That isn’t physically possible.”

She snickered underneath her breath, which made him shift uncomfortably. She knew he had gone a touch sissy the other day. It was hard when she knew she had had him under her thumb. She added, “Forget all about your man-limits and sit, the fuck, still. It’s taking longer than usual for me because I’m not used to doing a makeover on someone else. I’ve spent years learning how to apply this makeup shit on my own face. It’s different working on someone else’s face, particularly your face.”

Chris insisted, “Makeup or no makeup, I’ll always be a boy.” Annabelle nodded and pretended she agreed, which only annoyed him more. Chris continued, “What I mean to say, I admit to liking this crossdressing stuff a little bit, but I’m still all man. I’m not a g…”

Annabelle put her finger over his lips to shut him up. She studied Chris intensely. She announced, “I think we’re just about done now, my all-manly Chris. Nothing makes the man like them taking to panties and makeup.”

“Really?”

“Trust me.”

Chris relaxed. Wearing panties wasn’t really that big a deal if you wore them for her. He was pretty sure about that. Her being almost done was the best news he had heard in days because sitting still on a stool in your best friend’s bathroom while she does a makeover on you was the closest thing to torture, he’d experienced so far. He wondered how those women in those makeup stores managed to stand all the plucking and smearing for hours on end. Those makeover stores called it getting a treatment which sure seemed like slang for torture to Chris. Chris didn’t ponder more about it because Annabelle turned Chris around on his stool so he could see his new face in the bathroom mirror. It was a wonderful sight that stared back at him. Now he could see how a woman could stand the torture when the results were so totally worth it. His face lit up immediately. He looked lovely. He said to her, “I can’t believe it’s really me. I look perfect.”

Annabelle put her face next to his. She said, “Yes, you look like my perfect little cute trap. We’re nearly an exact match now. It’s a good thing your complexion is so close to mine as we didn’t really have the budget to run out and buy more makeup targeted just for your complexion. I just used my makeup and stuff bought to match my complexion and hoped it would be good enough. I have to say, or rather boast, I’m not that half-bad a makeup artist when it’s all said and done because I made it work. You look so girly all made up like that, that you would even turn me on, and I am a lesbian.”

“Ah, about that . . .”

She interrupted, “My lovely Chris, I’m the thinker in our partnership. Your job is to be the girl, look pretty, and do what I say. Your thinking will just muck up the works. I got just one more piece to add to your makeover, and then we’re ready to set the world on fire.”

She bent over and opened a cardboard box. She took out a wig from the box. She explained, “My mom’s been using wigs for years. I just borrowed one of her old ones. Its hairdo is a little out of date fashion wise, but men like long hair on their bitches no matter the style. They really are simple-minded animals, unlike us girls.”

Annabelle carefully started to attach it to Chris’s head. Chris was conflicted. He liked his new look, but he didn’t want to be Annabelle’s girl. Still, just one day ago his friend Annabelle had helped him transform. She was treating his newfound fetish as no big deal which she should since she’s the one that set him down this path. It still seemed like a big deal to him. What if people at school found out. An eighteen year old guy was in for a lot.of hard times if other students knew you wore panties and had a girl put makeup on you. He wanted to talk about his worries with Annebelle, but it was hard. She was so damn determined this was right for him and it did feel so right. Yet he had so many questions to ask her about rights and wrongs when it came to acting like a girl. He had even more questions if acting wasn’t the correct word and he really wanted to be a girl. But . . . But he didn’t want that, no matter how much that face in the mirror looked happy. She looked so, so happy.

He sighed. He would tell her a little of his doubts. He said to Annabelle, “Last night I dreamed about, ah . . . A boy.”

“Oh?”

He continued, “Patrick Fullbright to be exact. You know the star running back on the football team. It was a, well, it was a weird dream. I woke up, put on my panties because I needed to touch myself last night after that dream and then I came. I didn’t even need to touch myself to do it. The excitement of just putting those panties on was enough. That’s not, well, you know, a gay thing is it?”

Annabelle was busy placing bobby-pins in his hair, so she took a long moment to reply. Finally, she replied, “It must be nice to be able to get off so easily.”

Chris said, “But you don’t think you’ve accidentally turned me too far and I went gay.”

“I’m gay, so what is the big deal?” she replied.

“But . . . My crush. This all started with you saying you would help me land the girl of my dreams. Now if I’m gay, how is that helping? I mean, I must be some bit gay if I’m digging this crossdressing and dreaming about men so much, right? If I’m gay, then I can’t land Samantha. We started all this to help me land Samantha.”

“And?”

“And,I’m growing concerned about your plan!”

She waved off his concerns. She replied to him, “Now is not the time to worry about my foolproof plan, now is the time for playacting. Right now, I’m gping to be Sam and you are going to be you. The question is, makeup and wig on, do you still want to fuck the shit out of me right here on the bathroom floor?”

“Well, yeah.”

Annabelle smiled. She replied, “Then you’re not totally gay. You just got a slightly gay fetish. People have them. Sam probably has one too. Not the same one, but she probably has one. Only fools think people’s sex fantasies are doing it the missionary position once a year while listening to a Pat Boone album.”

“Who is Pat Boone?” asked Chris.

“It doesn’t matter, since no matter how gay I make you, you will never be Pat Boone style gay,” she assured him.

Chris asked, “But if, I mean when Samantha sees me in makeup and a dress, I can’t see how …”

“Stop stammering like a little girl!” ordered Annabelle. “There I’m done. Do you like your total makeover once I’ve added the wig too?”

Chris tried tossing his new hair. The long auburn hair went down to the middle of his back. Combined with the makeup he could pass anywhere as a woman. He’d prefer a better style to the wig, but beggars couldn’t be choosers. It would have to do for now.

He said, “I think that I love it. Can I put some panties on now?”

A day ago, he wouldn’t have been caught dead naked in Annabelle’s bathroom. He certainly wouldn’t be begging her to wear her panties. But after that intense sexual encounter they had yesterday, it felt like no big thing to be naked in front of her. They were just two girls doing each other’s hair and talking about boys. Well, talking about other girls, Samantha to be exact, but it was similar in most ways to what other girls gabbed about when alone in the bathroom doing their hair.

Annabelle replied, “Not yet. I need you to stand up.”

“Why?”

“Just do as you’re told!”

Chris did what he was told. Annabelle said, “We can do this one of four ways: I got strips, I got wax, I got chemicals or I could use a blade.”

“Do what?” asked Chris.

“Making you smooth.” She pointed to his midsection and explained, “Your pubes, they got to go. I got nothing against them, but we want money, and those hairy suckers will cost us. From now on you’re going bald as the day you were born.”

Chris said, “But you got pubes.”

“I shave too.”

“But you left a happy trail.”

Annabelle explained, “A woman like me can afford to leave a happy trail. Traps like you need to be smooth. Your clients will expect it.”

Chris asked, “Ah, yesterday we didn’t talk about traps or clients, what is going on? You’re making me sound like a whore.”

“It’s nothing like that. Okay, it is a little like that . . .”

“Annabelle!”

“Calm down my little trap in heat. We’re just making some money by using men’s greedy lust against them. There’s no petting, sucking, or penetration involved in this trapping game.”

“I’m not sure that relieves my worries.”

Annabelle said, “Look, lover girl, do you want to fuck Sam on prom night or not?”

“I do.”

“Well, so do I and to get us into the right mood and situation to let the love juices flow, we need money for prom dresses, limos, makeup, shoes, flowers, and such and such. I know how to make it. You don’t need to do anything at all but sit around and look cute. When it comes to the hard-dirty work like shaving you, I’m doing all of that. Really, when you think about it, you should thank me.”

Chris frowned. He didn’t like the sound of any of this. Still, busting his nut inside Sam meant everything to him. He had been mooning over her since puberty hit. She probably didn’t even know he was alive. Annabelle sounded so sure of herself that he had to trust her. He said, “Okay, you can shave me.”

Annabelle took out a small razor. She gelled him up. It was too cold, and it made his skin tingle a little as well. She warned him, “Hold still or you’ll be the only eunuch going to the prom.”

Chris said, “Come on, don’t joke like that.”

She was fast and furious with the blade. When she was done shaving, she cleaned him off with a hot towel. He was smooth now. Now those panties would feel twice as lovely against his soft skin once Annabelle allowed him to wear them.

He begged, “Can I have my panties now?”

Annabelle held a pair of black thong panties up to his face. She said, “Yes, you’ve earned them.”

Chris stood up. He eagerly slid on the panties. He tucked his package carefully inside those lush panties. It was a tight fit to squeeze him all in. Thongs left less room for error compared to boy shorts. He pulled them up tight. The back of the thong rode up his ass. He reached around and tried to pull it out. He asked Annabelle, “How do girls wear these things? It feels like I’m flossing my ass.”

“And that’s a bad feeling?”

“Well, no I guess.” He could feel his dick stir under his panties. Yeah, no was an understatement. The thong rubbing on his anus rim wasn’t that bad a circumstance at all. The panties were turning him on. His erection poked its head out of the top of the panties. He stroked his dickhead. He groaned. The panties were so smooth on his silky skin. They were getting him off.

Annabelle slapped his hand away from his dick. She ordered, “Stop that! Today is about making money for the prom and not about your sexual satisfaction.”

“I don’t think I can stop. I’m too jacked up to concentrate. I need at least one throw. Don’t get mad at me, you’re the one that hooked me on this fetish,” said Chris.

Annabelle replied, “True. Now that we’ve graduated from best friends to best friends with benefits, we better benefit a tad together. If we don’t, then you might ruin our business prospects. Let’s squeeze one out fast so the money making can begin.”

She took up his cock with both hands and guided it into her mouth. Chris had thought himself the champ of deepthroating after taking in Annabelle’s dildo the day before. He had nothing on Annabelle’s ability to suck a cock. It seemed like a weird skill for a self-confessed lesbian to perfect, but Chris wasn’t complaining.

She took it all in with one gulp. He could feel the head of his shaft rub the back of her throat. She worked the bottom of his shaft with both hands.

Since she was bent over working his lap, her yoga pants were showing off a lot of butt cleavage for Chris to enjoy viewing. The thought occurred to him. Why should he be the only one having fun? Chris subtly moved his hand down her back. He shoved it through the waistband of her yoga pants. She didn’t have panties on. He started rubbing her anal rim. With each rub he went further south. He reached around her bottom to find her promised land. He felt the dampness of her mound. He worked her clit with his fingers. Then one just slid inside her vagina.

Chris said, “Annabelle, I didn’t fuck you last night, but I want your box today. I want to lose my virginity to you. Let me slide it in you.”

She stopped sucking. She said, “I’ll let you know when you’re ready for vaginal intercourse, my little trap. Until then keep working your fingers.”

Her hand went between his thighs. She started working his anus. This time it was more than a rim job she was giving him. Her middle finger went in all the way to the knuckle. Chris winced.

She asked, “Do you want me to stop?”

“No.”

“Aren’t you worried an anal finger bang will make you gay?”

“No, you’re a chick so it can’t be gay, right? Let’s finger bang each other.”

“Good. Keep working me as hard as I work you.”

“Oh, Anna, I think I’m going to cum.”

“Good, because I’ve climaxed once already,” she replied. “Don’t let up fingering me, though. I can always climax again.”

Chris let up anyway. He could feel his load working its way out and lost concentration for anything else. Annabelle took his dick into her mouth again. He blew his load deep inside her mouth. As he came, she yanked her finger out of his ass.

She worked his dick now to remove every last drop. Only after he was licked clean, did she pull his shaft out of her mouth. She pinched her nose and tilted her head back. She swallowed his cream in one gulp. She said, “I might have turned lesbian, but you never lose your ability to taste it. I like the taste of it more when it squirts from a girl’s penis like yours, though.”

Chris asked, “What’s it taste like?”

“You’ll know when the time is right.”

He pulled his hand out of her pants. He licked her taint off his finger. He said, “I like your taste too.”

“I never doubted it,” she replied. “The important thing is you’ve climaxed cleanly because we’ve got business to do, and you can’t do it soiled. I’ve knocked the edge off your cock so you can concentrate on our business for the rest of the night. We have got to make money, honey.”

“About that . . .”


Chapter 2

Annabelle walked off into her bedroom. She wasn’t gone long. She returned holding a few articles of clothing. She said, “I got a padded sports bra for you to wear. That and this stretch half white t-shirt.”

“And a skirt?” asked Chris.

“You won’t be needing a bottom for our business plan.  Get dressed and then follow me to your office.”

“Office? You mean we’re leaving me half-dressed and going out in public?”

“Chris, dear, we don’t have time for jokes.”

Jokes? He wasn’t joking. Dressing fetish style for Annabelle was one thing, but he was not going to be seen in public like this. No way, no how. He drew the line there. She might be in charge, and he was just her little sissy, but . . . He had a hard time thinking of a but to concluded that thought. He had to face facts, once he surrendered his manhood to her, he sort of had to do what she wanted. She hadn't been wrong yet. Everything she had turned him on too, he had liked. Chris had to trust her. She was his best friend and sort of sissy guide.

He dressed quickly. It seemed silly to get all made up like a beauty queen and then put on clothes more suitable for a sleepover, but he wasn’t the boss. After quickly dressing, he followed her into her bedroom.

“Do I look okay in this?” he asked.

“Bitches, you always need compliments. We have no time for that.” She ordered him, “Take a seat at my computer desk.”

He felt a bit of relief. He didn’t need to be seen in public. The office was inside the house. He went over and sat down as she wiggled the mouse. The screen went from blank to showing a shot of her bedroom. She adjusted the computer’s camera until it was pointed straight at Chris.

Chris asked, “Am I finally going to get to try out your new gaming computer?”

“In a way, yes.”

“Good, I’m getting sick of you beating me all the time. It will be nice to have the faster processor for once.”

She explained, “Those aren’t the type of games I want you to play. I didn’t buy this new computer just for fun and gaming. I bought it to do live chat room cams as well. The business deal that we’re going to do is one I’ve been working on for months. The way it normally works is that I sit where you are and play video games while people watch me live in a chatroom via my computer camera. I do this all the time when I’m gaming. Guys are into watching women play video games. They like it best when you livestream your gaming while giving them a glance at the goods. Once in a while they will pay for a private chat room session. I don’t do nudes, but I’ll take off the t-shirt and show the bra for ten bucks. Flash the panty on their screen for twenty and such and such. I don’t get rich, but it pays for my makeup and clothes. I was going to play games anyway, so it’s not that big a deal for me to get paid to do it.”

“You mean that when we’re gaming online together on Saturday nights you’ve been up here in your panties flashing strangers?”

“Yup.”

“And you still beat me despite all the distractions!”

“Yup.”

“Oh.”

“Do you think it makes me sound like a slut?” asked Annabelle.

“No, I think you’re an economic genius.”

“Thanks,” Annabelle replied.

Chris added, “But I’ve detected a slight problem with your plan. I don’t know how ten bucks at a time is going to pay our way to the prom. Only like two or three guys are going to pay me, seeing that I am a guy.”

“Don’t worry men are all pigs.”

“Come again?”

Annabelle explained, “Men are pigs. They all claim to be hetero and yet they will all pay through the nose for just a chance to gaze at a cute trap. They’ll pay much more to see your panties than they’ll pay to see a hot girl like me flash them a panty shot. You’re a rare commodity, Chris. We’re going to clean up.”

“Are you sure hetero guys get off to guys dressed as girls?” asked Chris.

“Chris you are a girl, and most guys love girls, girls with wands they pay extra for. It is a waste of time for me to do any flashing of my panties with you around. We’ll make so much more money with you trapping full time. Here are the keys to this chat room gaming, so listen up. Rule number one, put your legs up on the computer desk and play video games. Men love a good free leg shot.”

“Showing a bit of leg sounds okay.”

“Good. Rule number two, talk some shit while gaming. The microphone will pick up your voice. People loved to watch sassy sissy gamers.”

“You know I’m always talking shit when I game.”

Annabelle replied, “Actually I don't know that because I’m usually the one winning, but we’ll skip that part so never mind that and move on to number three. This counter here below your image shows how many people are watching you. Screw trying to please the lurkers because you don’t make jack from them. Which leads us to number four, when you hear a ping then it means someone wants a private chat. I set up the credit card payment method for them already. All you need to do is, when you see a pop-up screen asking to accept the offer either ignore it or accept. Ignore any offer under fifty and don’t take bitcoins and other bullshit currency. We don’t have time for bullshit exchange rates.”

“Ah . . .”

“Finally, we have number five, when in private chat take off the shirt and flash a bit of bra, possibly point your ass at the camera from time to time. The viewer will do the rest.”

“The rest?” questioned Chris.

“Exactly and continue gaming as before. That's really all there is to my plan.”

Chris asked, “Wait, that’s it?”

“Yeah, some girls go nude, but that costs way more than these creeps’ money is worth to us. We’re not hoes . . . Well, yet, but we certainly don’t want nude pictures of us out there, right?”

“I don’t want people in public to know I dress like this at all.”

“That’s the spirit! Keep it hidden and do your exposing where it pays.”

“That wasn’t exactly what I meant.”

Annabelle ignored him. “A little leg, a touch of bra, and panty shot or two and most guys cum within five minutes anyway.”

“Cum!”

“Jerk off, it is what they are paying you for. You are jerk off material if I ever saw it,” Annabelle explained.

“I guess that is a compliment.”

“Just remember a little chit chat over the microphone with them is okay. Just don’t look at the computer screen right here if they start jerking because that is where their webcam image will show up. Trust me, you don’t want to know what they’re doing.”

Chris agreed one hundred percent on that thought. He added, “I have got one more question for you Annabelle. How will they know that I’m a trap? I don’t want to brag about this, but I do look pretty feminine. They won’t offer me more than just any old girl because they’ll just think I’m just any ole girl. Look at me, I’d pass easily for a woman.”

Annabelle replied, “I put it in your username.”

Chris said, “It’s not really trapping if they already know the truth.”

“Trust me. It doesn’t matter that they know, it matters that they care.”

“Oh,” replied Chris, not one hundred percent convinced about any of this. He was about to go public in a private way about his little fetish. He thought about the prom. Taking Samantha to the prom meant everything to him. Annabelle was way dirtier than he ever imagined. But she also seemed to know her stuff on this subject. He had to trust her. She seemed to know him better than he knew himself.

Annabelle asked him, “Are you ready?”

Chris nodded. She turned on the video game and loaded the chatroom. She said, “We’re now live. Good luck, my little bitch.” She left him alone in her bedroom.

Okay, this is completely normal. There is nothing to overthink, Chris thought. Chris focused on gaming. That was the least weird part of the plan. He kept a keen ear out for a sound that indicated someone wanted a private chat, but nothing sounded, which was good. Although also bad. The truth was he wanted money for the prom, but not like this. This was . . . Insulting! He was so cute. Someone must think so too! He slapped his forehead. He was not going to be vain about this. Focus on playing video games and don’t be insulted if no one pays. It was easier said than done. He was cute. He knew it. He was oh so cute.

He was playing a first-person shooter. He’d invested four months of his life into this online game already. He had the biggest gun available, fully upgraded. There was nothing like the feel of a big gun in your hands. He was picking off newbies left and right. He lived to be ganking some big talking newbie. The best rush came from sneaking up on a soldier, with your big gun in hand, and ganking them in the back. He could do that over and over again and never tire of the experience. Chris would freely admit he was totally addicted to this video game.

He had just unloaded his gun into the back of some loser when the game board went into reset. He’d have to wait a few minutes until a new battleground loaded up. That gave him time to look over at his viewing statistics. He had one hundred and thirty-three people watching him play now! He blinked and rechecked that number. See, he was cute. His vanity was satisfied. Then again, wow, he never expected to be that popular with the ladies, or guys or whomever lurked on sites like this chatroom.

He noticed that there was a message scroll under the statistics screen. He read a few of his viewers’ comments. He soon understood why Annabelle told him never to look at their live link. These people were offering to do things to Chris that weren’t programmed into video games. Some stuff involved his mouth, but most involved his delicate bottom. They wanted to shove things down there that should never be shoved down there. It was a long scroll of text messages begging for free nude pics, free dick sucks, and free . . . Well, worse than that. The thing was, they were all talking big, but not one of these fucking pervs were putting up the money. That annoyed Chris. He didn’t come cheap. He was hot stuff! He was a class act, and these people should appreciate it. He yelled into his microphone, “Enough free lurking in chat, someone show me the money, bitches!”

That ought to get someone’s engine humming. He then went back to gaming. He wasn’t going to waste more time on these cheap bastards. He wasn’t playing his game long before he heard a beep. Oh shit, there was a fish on the line. He studied the offer. Fifty bucks for a private chat. It felt low given the price Chris valued his dignity at. Still, they needed money, and they needed it fast. Prom night was getting more expensive every year. He blamed inflation. These days, daddy’s little princess could drop as much dough on prom night as people did on their weddings twenty years ago. It was clearly a gen-Z problem. Fifty bucks wouldn’t go a long way, but it was a start. He sighed about the whole dignity thing and then he completely swallowed it as he clicked okay. He took off his shirt to show his just like Annabelle told him to do, and then he went back to work at gaming again. Given he had zero breasts, flashing bra felt pointless.

His client spoke over the private chat audio. He said, “Come on baby don’t do me like that. I paid good money. Let me see some more.”

More! Indeed, how much more did he want? Chris was in his underwear at the moment. Well, he was in Annabelle’s underwear, but it felt so good to wear that he wished it was his own. Now Annabelle wasn’t keen on Chris engaging in too much conversation with these people, but they did need more money, so maybe he could work this guy up in price. Sometimes you need to take risks if you’re going to get paid in life. He was gambling here and at stake was a chance to sink deep into the pussy of the girl of his dreams on prom night. Prom night came only once in a man’s lifetime, even if Chris was less a man than he used to be. Every man knew that if you had game, you might cum more than once on prom night. ‘Oh shit, I want to fuck Samantha so bad I am totally going to hook this fish!’, thought Chris. He better try to upsell this cheap-ass and make some money, if that was going to happen.

Chris turned up the volume on his microphone. Chris replied, “It’s seventy-five total for me to stand up and let you see more of me. You only paid fifty, so you watch me play games in my undies and like it.”

The man asked, “Will you turn around and show dat ass for that price?”

Damn, the tone of his voice was practically begging for it. Chris didn’t see why not. Was his ass all that? He didn’t actually know. The only negative to the suggestion was that he couldn’t game standing that way. If the guy wanted to peek at his thong covered ass for seventy-five bucks, it felt worth it. Chris replied, “Yeah.”

The computer pinged. It was raining money at last. Chris accepted payment and turned around. The man ordered, “Wiggle that booty for me. Twerk it, twerk it.”

Chris didn’t know how to twerk it. He’d only been a girl for about twenty-four hours. Chris wiggled his ass in front of the camera. The guy was probably happy with any backfield in motion. Chris wiggled his rear and thought about how his online character was doing while his back was turned. He’d gamed pretty hard to get to the level he was at, and he was dying a little inside at knowing some newbie asshole was fragging his virtual ass while this online perv jerked it to an online live shot of his real one. Hopefully this guy finishes himself off and quickly. Chris put a little extra wiggle in hoping to stimulate an end game for this man’s trap fantasies.

The man said, “I want to see pink.”

“What?” replied Chris.

“Pink, I need to see pink. You’re so femmie that you must be a girl posing as a trap. Fucking stealing my money, lying bitch!”

“I’m not!”

“I want proof. Show me some pink!”

Chris was pissed off now. He was losing precious online gaming experience points while this cheap asshole played games with him of another nature. Then it hit on Chris. The perv must know Chris was, well, different. God, he must see his bulge in these thongs. His balls were practically squirting out the side. Nah, the perv just wanted to see Chris naked for a jolly. He wasn’t getting that, though, not for seventy-five measly bucks.

Chris stayed calm. He replied, “Nope. I don’t show pink. I have class.”

The man begged, “Class, please bitch. How much, how much for some pink? Two hundred? Would you show it all to me for just two bills?”

Chris hesitated. That kind of cash went a long way toward their prom goals. It wasn’t like he was fucking this online perv. He was merely conducting business in slightly less clothes than he had on now. Chris took a deep breath and replied, “Three bills or no pink for you. And boy do I want to show it.”

The man replied, “Three! Fucking bitch. You’re up gaming me. Slut! I won’t pay that much. No way.” Then The computer beeped. The man was angry, but he was also horny. The needs of the perv’s dick won out in the end over this man’s sense of sound economics. He had paid!

Chris turned around and accepted payment. He grabbed the thong with both hands. Somehow, he couldn’t face this stranger while dropping them, so he turned around. He dropped them.

The man ordered, “I like you bending over and showing me that pink asshole. I bet you love it in that pink hole!”

Chris was glad his back was to the camera, so the man couldn’t see him make a face. Yeah, he wanted nothing up his pink hole thank you very much. Chris wasn’t that kind of boy . . . For other boys. It was different if Annabelle anally stimulated him. It wasn’t gay or anything if a girl did it. He shoved his ass toward the camera, hoping this guy got sloppy fast.

The man said, “Jeepers, you got a cute trap dick hanging down between your legs. And those shaved balls, like little round pearls. Oh, I’d suck your balls and jerk that trap dick. Gape that ass for me and take in all of my fourteen inches!”

Chris was just hoping this dirty talking client would finish the fuck up. He could hear the man breathing hard. Chris knew that this perv was working his dick. He was working those fourteen inches . . .Wait, what? No way this dude had fourteen solid inches of cold hard steel between his legs. That isn’t possible. Guys with fourteen the hard way don’t need chatroom circle jerks. They go into porn or circus freak shows. Chris turned his head and peeked at the screen. He’d violated Annabelle’s advice, but he was glad that he did. Oh fuck, the dude was enormous! Chris could only see him from the waist down, but he saw the best part of this perv. Mother nature gave the wrong men gifts like this magnificent cock to all the wrong men. The perv was working his oversized meat with his left hand. Chris was starting to become entranced. Chris wasn’t gay, he reminded himself. He never longed for dick before. Maybe in a dream, but in dreams all kinds of fucked up things happened. He once dreamed he was an ice cream sundae. That didn’t make him a dessert so dreaming about men from time to time didn’t make him gay. Still, this dick on the screen was huge and it was no dream. Suddenly, a little real meat inside his backside didn’t seem like such a raw deal. He tried to shake off that thought. He wasn’t gay, he liked girls. Oh, boy girls that anally stimulated him were his favorite. Annabelle had turned him on to that. Why was he such a sissy boy now? The man must have noticed Chris examining his cock. He said, “Do you want it, do you want it, do you want it, you fag?”

That was a good question. Has Chris transformed that fully? Was he thinking about men in a sexual way now? He was afraid to realize answers to those questions. They beat up fags at school. Not all the students, but some of them. The ones that secretly like fags too, no doubt. Fucking piece of shit closeted bullies made even the label of queer a thing to fear. He never wanted that label. Then again, he never dressed as a girl before yesterday. If he was just a girl, then he wasn’t a fag. He was just a girl. He liked the sound of that. There was a lot to learn about being just a girl. High school only lasted three years, and then those bullies ended up working the seven eleven and dreaming of not being a piece of shit nothings for the rest of their lives. If you lived in fear of those assholes your whole life, then you never became who you were meant to be. You became what those worthless assholes dictated you be. Chris needed to embrace the new Chris and ignore the assholes in his life. He could learn to love real dick and not just Annabelle’s magic dildo. Fourteen inches down under made for a good teacher. Man, he wanted to at least touch it. The giant cock mesmerized him. The man just kept talking dirty and jerking as Chris watched with hunger in his eyes.

Then the man’s mighty cock erupted with a load. It splattered all over his camera lens. It was slowly dripping down the image displaying on Chris’s screen. Chris lost his sound senses of dignity. He went over to the screen. He started to lick it. No matter how hard he licked, all that he tasted was the cold electronic screen. Then the screen went blank. A message box came up. The computer wanted to know if he wanted to enter the public forum again. Fuck no, he wanted that perv’s huge cock. Chris felt a dry hunger inside. It took him a few minutes to recover. He didn’t just go gaga for penis, he didn’t. It was . . . It was just a phase. He didn’t feel convinced and without that cock in his asshole, he certainly didn’t feel satisfied. This is probably how all girls felt from time to time. Men, they squirt and go. They were all bastards.


Chapter 3

Finally, he shook the disappointment he was feeling off. He didn’t go gay just now and that was at least a good thing. It didn’t count if you only licked ones and zeros on a computer screen. No, that didn’t count at all. He’d just gotten too into his role, he reminded himself. He liked getting into his role when his role was being a chick. He wasn’t even ashamed of that, so long as only Annabelle knew the truth. Being her private sissy was fine and sort of erotic.

He pulled his panties back up. Then he put on the t-shirt. He looked back to his computer game. His character died fifteen times while he wasn’t paying attention. That sucked, but on the bright side he was now three hundred dollars closer to his goal of the best prom night ever. He hadn’t really whored himself out that much either. He just flashed a little booty to some perverted guy. Hell, he’d done that unintentionally for nothing in the gym showers before now that he thought about it. He sat down and reset the trap. He placed his feet on the computer table. He made sure the folks jerking off back home got a good display of his silky-smooth legs. Now he was ready and entered public chat.

He played for a good solid half hour until he’d regained all the experience points that he had lost fooling around with his client. He glanced over at his audience numbers. He had sixty-two watchers, but not one was willing to spend real cash. He could talk more shit on chat and hope one of these feeble-peckered-fools bit. The thing was, he wasn’t into it at the moment or maybe that wasn’t it at all. Maybe he was too into it. The thing was, he really wanted to see more dick. He couldn’t get the sight of those fourteen inches out of his mind no matter how many newbies he pwned. He wasn’t gay, though, he reminded himself. He just needed to be a woman. He needed to be one right now in the worst possible way. He needed to be one to cleanse the gay out of him. If he was a girl, it wasn’t gay. It was wonderful instead. Only the odds of him being a female seemed slim. He went back to gaming. When all else failed in life you could always feel-good fragging idiots online.

The computer beeped. Oh shit, he had another client. Would he do it again? Well, yeah. He needed money or he’d never score on prom night. He went to see the offer, but no offer was there. That was funny. It must have been a wrong number. He returned his attention back to his game, but didn’t get to play more because he heard another beep. There were still no offers there on the computer screen.

Then he realized that it wasn’t the computer making the noise. There was a third beep. It was his cell phone. It beeped when he had incoming text messages. He’d left it on Annabelle’s bed while changing and it was still there buzzing away. He walked over to see who was texting him.

The phone number wasn’t anyone on his contacts list. The message was the same one, text to him three times in a row.

It read, “You’re so lovely.”

Chris shrugged. Must be a wrong number. Some poor guy wouldn’t get laid tonight because his would-be girlfriend had given him a bad number. Chris tossed the phone on the bed and headed back to his position.

The phone received another text. Damn. That would get annoying fast. He’d better block the number. He picked up the cell phone again. The message read, “Don’t toss me away on the bed like that, baby. Meet me now at 213 Pinewood St.”

Now how’d they know he tossed the phone away. Chris looked over at the computer. Oh shit, one of the people watching him knew who he really was, they knew his phone number! The dread of humiliation waiting for him come Monday morning at school overwhelmed him. The crossdressing had all been fun and games so long as only Annabelle knew about it. Now someone else knew the truth. His heart sank into his chest. He was having a heart attack; he could feel it. You can die of shock, right?

Another text came in. Chris didn’t want to see what it said. Someone knew the truth and he was fucked. He had to know who knew the truth. He looked to see if they sent a name. Only what they sent was a photograph. The picture was a selfie of a striking Asian girl in front of her computer screen which also showed Chris’s live shot in the background. The girl texted Chris again. She said, “Love the thong. Please, come over to see me. Love, Riko.” She then sent him another picture. It was a glamour shot done at the beach. She was dressed in a white bikini. She looked, in a word, smoking hot, which was two words, but fuck it. It was okay if another girl knew, right? He couldn’t cheat on Annabelle, though. He couldn’t, could he? 

Chris relaxed. He didn’t know her. He was safe come Monday morning back at school. God, a trap’s life was full of fear due to shithead bullies. Chris headed back over to the computer. He had work to do. Only . . . Well, that work was so gay. He wasn’t gay. He wanted to believe that. He thought, if you believe that, then why are you not texting that hot Asian girl back. Don’t give me that shit about saving yourself for Samantha. Damn, his inner voice was pretty convincing. He knew that trapping online was sort of gay. Seeing girls, dressed up as a girl, was not gay. If he passed up that smoking hot girl and went back to trapping tonight, then he was just giving in to that urge for dick. He could fight that urge. He went back to his cell phone. He sent a text back, “Be right over.”

Riko texted back, “Don’t dare change clothes. You’re too cute just the way you are.”

“I have to at least put pants on,” he wrote back.

“If you must, sigh,” she wrote back.

Oh wow, she must be another lesbian like Annabelle that could handle girls like Chris. His lucky day. He should tell Annabelle that he was leaving now, but, well, then she’d talk him out of it. No, he was doing this meeting on his own. Riko wanted him to come as he was, but he couldn’t go around town in a black thong. His t-shirt was casual, so he’d find something feminine to match it. He went into Annabelle’s closet and took out a pair of pink leggings. They were a tight squeeze, but then he was learning to love tight squeezes. Leggings hugged a girls backside showing off every curve. They were feminine, casual, and perfectly showed off Chris’s best feature, his thigh gap. That would lure Riko in for the kill nicely, he figured. Ha, he was about to lose his virginity and that would mean he could please Samantha better on prom night. He liked that idea, because it made this act sound more dignified.

He snuck out of Annabelle’s house and made it to his car. Chris had a 2006 used Prius. It was a total turn off car. Every guy his age wanted a muscle car or a truck. All Chris could afford was this embarrassment. He wouldn’t have worried about his wheels, but for the fact Riko’s address was in the upscale part of town. Shit, she’ll blow me off for arriving in this piece of crap vehicle. What other choice did he have? Chris climbed in. He was risking a short trip across town dressed as a girl. Luckily, no one examined the driver of a 2006 Prius. Piece of shit cars had their advantages too.


Chapter 4

Chris examined the house from the safety of his car. The house he had parked at must be four thousand square feet. Riko had it made or at least her parents did. Why she was interested in Chris weighed heavily on his mind. He turned the station on his satellite radio to play some boy-band music. He needed to amp himself up before finding the courage to ring the front door. He’d been turned down by women so many times before. This current situation was a test of his manhood. Annabelle claimed transforming him into a femboy gave him a better chance with women, Chris had to know if that was really true. There was no point of trying to steal Samantha’s heart on prom night if he was a total turn off to women. At least, all this was a good excuse for coming here. There was also the fact Chris was turned on by Riko’s pictures that she had sent. She’d be a great fall-back option if things with Samantha fell through.

He took a deep breath and then got out of his car. He went up to the front door. He reached his finger out ready to touch the buzzer, but he discovered that he didn’t need to ring the bell. The door opened. On the other side of the door was a five-foot one Japanese spinner. Her height was enhanced by the pair of high-heel white platform boots that she was rocking. Riko’s hair went down to her knees. She had it dyed light blue, with pink tipped ends, and placed into two long braids on either side of her head. She was wearing a Japanese school girl outfit. Not one that any girl would dare ever go to school wearing given its lack of length, though. The outfit was decked out for cosplay with a miniskirt that was so short Chris could see the cusp of Riko’s white panties and ass cheeks peeking out and saying hello to him. He couldn’t see everything down below, but he got enough of a view to know that he liked what he saw. He wanted what was inside those panties and he hadn’t even said hello to her yet. Yeah, Chris wasn’t a total fag at all. He liked a pretty girl like Riko just fine.

Riko asked, “Why were you waiting in your car so long? I don’t bite…Much.”

“I was just thinking things over,” replied Chris.

“Can I ask what you were thinking about,” she said, as she twirled one of her long braids of hair with her left hand.

“How you got my phone number for one.”

Riko smiled, she then replied, “I made some calls. I’ve just moved back to town. We were in school together two years ago, but then I moved away. I was two classes ahead of you.”

“Oh, I don’t remember you at all,” confessed Chris. It didn’t feel like a fatal confession given not many girls dated guys two years younger than them in high school.

“I remember you,” she replied. Reaching out and pressing her finger on the tip of his nose. “And I’m back from the military academy.”

“Military academy!” exclaimed Chris.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t stick there for some odd reason. I guess I wasn’t fit for service. Anyway, I learned an awful lot while I was in the academy, and then after traveling the world for a while, I came home. I’m back in town for good. I saw you in the chatroom and thought, oh it’s little old Chris from school. Oh my God, has he changed for the better, he’s so much cuter now. I called around and got your number from an old friend. Don’t worry, I never said why I wanted it or should I say, wanted you.”

“Me?”

“Phone numbers are useless to know if the person that owns them isn’t worth the text,” Riko explained.

Chris said, “So, you knew I was a trap all along and don’t mind.”

“Trap,” Riko echoed, and then she laughed. “Of course, your gender bending is part of your chat room name. I’m not a moron.”

Damn, Chris was too thick at times. Annabelle told him she had advertised the fact. The good news was, Riko liked traps like him, so who gave a fuck. Chris studied Riko’s face. He couldn’t place it. Granted, he wouldn’t normally waste too much time on an older woman. No girl two grades ahead of him would bother to give him the time of day normally. Until now that is. Annabelle was right, his transformation was showing signs of success. It occurred to Chris that he wasn’t saying anything impressive to Riko. He needed to say something suave and do it quickly before she remembered why she didn’t date younger men. He said the first thing that popped in his mind. He said, “I love your dress.” He said that mostly because he wanted to wear it himself. His legs would pop in a dress like that. Particularly with those high-heeled boots.

“Thanks, do you cosplay too?” asked Riko

Chris replied, “Yeah, I always dress up for comic conventions.”

Riko bounced in the air in excitement. Her breasts heaved as she jumped. “Goody, we can go together sometime. What did you go dressed up as last time?”

“SpongeBob,” replied Chris. He instantly regretted that reply. It was the truth, but he should have lied. She’d think he was a total loser now.

He hadn’t scared Riko off, though, because she asked him, “Won’t you, please, come in?”

Hell yah! he thought. Chris nodded his head. She guided Chris to her living room. He’d rather it was her bedroom, but he was jumping ahead of the game. She was as lovely to watch from the back as she had been from the front. He wished she was a little taller, so he could get a better glance up her skirt. That wasn’t the most noble thought he’d ever had. It was an honest one, however. She sat him down on a black leather sofa. She asked him, “Would you care for a drink?”

“Sure, I’ll have a soda.”

She giggled. “You will have a soda, how cute. I’ll go get you one.” She touched a computer pad and soft violin music started to play. She left him alone. The rest of the living room was all modern, all expensive stuff. From the nicknacks to the furniture, Riko’s parents didn’t spare a dime buying top brands. Chris was feeling slightly out of place. He had not been considered a top brand item before now. Good ole Annabelle, she was right about this transformation stuff. It sure felt.like the best way to meet hot babes.

His mind wandered from the room decor to more important things. Well, the most important thing, which was Riko. He wondered how Riko could walk so elegantly in those high heels of hers. It was an element missing from his game. He’d need to learn about shoes if he was going to be a real woman. Not that he was going to be one, but he wasn’t not going to be one either. Oh, it was complicated. The point was that when being Annabelle’s girl, she was going to need nice shoes. And suddenly he was getting shoe envy from Riko’s sporting pair.  When a girl got older, her figure might fade, but a girl could always buy shoes and handbags no matter the age. It’s why they loved them, he figured. Chris loved them now too or at least he was willing to learn to love them. Handbags were easy, walking in high heel shoes, though, looked hard, but he’d have to learn. Maybe Riko could teach him. That way he could try on those lovely shoes. He liked that idea a lot.

Riko came back and handed him a drink. It was poured into a crystal glass and not out of a can. She sat next to him. She let her hair playfully land on him as she sat. She said, “I saw you watch me leave the room. You like to watch me, don’t you?”

“You’re incredible,” said Chris.

She stood up and twirled for him. She said, “Naturally, I know that I’m all that and more. The tits, nose, and chin I had work done on. The rest is real. Are you going to have work done?” Chris frowned at the question. “I didn’t mean to offend,” Riko added, after seeing his response.

“I really haven’t thought about it until now. I mean, I can’t even wear high heels to care about my face or lack of breasts. I’d be a total disaster trying to handle real tits. I’m only just beginning. You’ve been a girl your whole life, so you’re so much further ahead than me. Yeah, I think I’d settle right now for learning about shoes.”

Riko giggled again. “You’re so cute that I could just eat you up!”

Chris replied, “Thanks. My friend did the makeup for me. I’m also wearing her clothes as well. Without her I wouldn’t be half as cute.”

“You sell yourself short. You would still be cute, just not glam. Still, this friend that glammed you up for me, she must be a great friend.”

“She is.”

Chris panicked a little. He didn’t come here to talk about other women. He didn’t want to give off the wrong vibe. Annabelle and him, they were just friends. Okay, they were just friends. Now they were, ah, something else. He was her sissy. That wasn’t a relationship status one saw on social media, though. A person like Chris couldn’t announce it to the world. Besides, he didn’t want Riko to think he had a girlfriend or something like that. His panic was relieved when Riko leaned in and kissed him on the forehead. It wasn’t the area of his body that he wanted kissed, but it was a good start to getting her full ruby red pouty lips to that place. She said, “I want to be your good friend too. Would you like to be good friends?”

Chris shrank on the inside two full sizes of manliness. Crap, friend-zoned already. Still, it could be good friends plus benefits like Annabelle. She was implying that, right? He had too little experience with women to know. He had to think positively even if the news was possibly devastating. He sucked it up and replied, “We can be friends, good friends.”

Riko did an anime worthy leap of excitement. She said, “I’m going to be such a good friend to you. I’m going to help you be more girly like your other friend. Let’s start by teaching you to walk in heels.”

“You don’t think it would make me seem too feminine. I mean, I’m worried. I want to attract women like you and not guys. I’m going for cute and not...I don’t know how to say it nicely.”

“A cocksucker?” added Riko.

Chris blushed. He said, “No, I mean . . . Yes. I didn’t want it said that bluntly, though.”

“There is no easy way to be a fag.”

“I don’t want to be a fag at all.”

“You want to be a girl, right?”

“Yes,” agreed Chris.

Riko said, “Yet you needlessly worry about being too good a girl as if that will make you a fag. It’s so silly of you to think that, that I love it. Yes, you’re too cute for words when you’re needlessly worried. You’re the cutest guy I’ve met in a while. Most men are so busy trying to act all butch that they come off as raging queens. I can’t stand a fag that won’t wag his wag. The harder these fags try to prove to me they’re not gay, the more you know that they totally are. I want a guy that’s into me. I’m a girl, I like girl stuff. I want my guy to like girl stuff too. Walk the walk and wag your swag is my motto.” Riko laughed.

“I like your laugh.” It sounded corny, but it was the truth. Riko was cute. She was cuter than Chris. She was his type of cute. Thoughts of Samantha were fading.

“Of course you do. I’m so lovely that you like everything about me. And you’re so cute too. We’re going to be such great friends!” She touched his nose like he was her pet cat. She added, “I’ll get some shoes, so you can wag that cute panty covered butt for me.” She then wandered out of the room. Chris leaned back and tried to enjoy the violin music. It was supposed to be romantic, Chris assumed. It sounded more like a grasshopper trying to bang a cricket in a back alley. Not a clean back alley at that.


Chapter 5

Riko returned in short order with a shopping bag. She placed it on the coffee table. She pulled out shoe boxes from it. She had a lot of shoes. Chris envied her. She said to Chris, “Flats are so boring. I love femboy’s in high heels so much more.” She paused to remove a pair of three-inch red high heels from a shoe box. She said, “These are a good set of trainers. I need five inches or more because without them I’m really four-foot ten. Boots with high heels are my favorite, though. Here, try these trainers on.”

Chris took them and studied them. They were cherry red with brass accents. The back strap had a little tassel attached. He replied, “They’re so beautiful and delicate. I’m afraid I might break them.”

“No worries. I bought them in Milan last year. I love Italian shoes, but not last year’s model of Italian shoes. I was about to dump those into my charity bin. I’m a what’s happening now kind of girl. By which, I mean to say that I’m a rich bitch with class and ass.” She giggled. “I’d enjoy seeing you inside…My shoes, though. They’ll up market your look a lot.”

“They’re so lovely, but I’m afraid they won’t fit me,” said Chris.

“Don’t worry, I’ve got surprisingly big feet for a girl. You know what they say about the size of a girl’s feet?”

Chris said, “I don’t know. What do they say?”

Riko giggled. “Why, the bigger her bank account, silly dilly.”

Chris laughed and then slipped the shoes on. They fit! He stared at them. They really were him. Nothing said woman like a pair of high heel shoes.

Riko asked, “Will they do for now?”

He nodded and said, “Yes, they’ll do for now.”

“They’re not too small?”

“A little.”

“But they’ll do for now.”

“Yes.”

Chris stood up ready to walk in them. Riko pointed to him and said, “Darling, you must take off those pants. They’re so trashy. I’m marketing you upward and those are so ordinary and down street tramp market.”

Chris looked at his pants. Well, they were Annabelle’s pants. He thought they looked good on him. Oh, but Riko knows high fashion, he would have to trust her.

Riko ordered, “Off they go and don’t be slow. Here, wear this instead.” Riko pulled out a short cosplay miniskirt from her shopping bag.

Chris asked, “Do you have a place for me to change?”

“Chris, my dear, I’ve spent an hour tonight watching you game in your thongs already. Plus, trust me, I’ve seen it all before. Think of me as a doctor. Sort of a love doctor, indeed I’m like the kind of doctor that only makes people feel better, if they let me come inside.”

“Come inside?” asked Chris.

“Your head, silly.”

“Oh, right.” Chris shrugged. It was sound logic in a certain sense. Plus, if a woman wanted to see you undress, how could you refuse her. It’s toward the direction he wanted anyway, right? Chris pulled down his pants.

Riko said, “Yummy, yummy, you have great femboy legs. They are so smooth, so long, so silky on their own. The shoes will make them longer, classier, and hotter.” Riko came over and ran her hands up his inner thigh of his right leg. She stopped just short of his package. She added, “They feel just like silk.”

“Thanks,” squeaked Chris. He was overheating, so he reached for his soda and drank. He placed the glass on a coaster. Then he shimmied the short skirt up his smooth legs. The skirt really didn’t cover a thing or his thing to be exact. Chris had been to countless comic conventions. He knew girls wore dresses like this to get likes on their social media pages. There were no innocent intentions behind a miniskirt this mini. Some girls had it and knew it. They wanted the world to know they had it. More than that, it was fun to flaunt the fact you had it. A solid cosplay costume was all about having it first and flaunting it second. Chris liked having it. If Riko wanted him to flaunt it, he would. He was as vain as any cosplayer!

Riko announced, “Now you’re ready to walk for me. Put on the shoes again and walk to the fireplace and back.”

Chris was never good at the balance beam in gym class. It was one of his greatest fears. Well, that and getting inner thigh rope burn from the climbing rope. Why he needed to learn to climb a rope, he never understood. It didn’t matter. What mattered was the fact that he had stability issues. Those issues were coming back to haunt him when it came to fashion. He wobbled while standing on his new shoes. He could feel the high heels’ effects on his body. The shoes uplifted his butt. He could feel his posture meld into a new more feminine form. He always loved the effect high heels had on a woman. He knew he’d like that effect on him. Chris said, “I feel taller. More elegant.”

“Yes, selecting the correct shoes adds levels of class to a girl. Men can’t keep their eyes off the longer legs and uplifted ass of a true lady in high heels. They also can’t keep their hands off that uplifted ass.” Riko lifted the back of her miniskirt and rubbed her panty covered ass. She continued, “Unfortunately I can’t get heels high enough to make me six-foot-tall and land a modeling contract.”

“You’re still beautiful to me at any height,” said Chris.

“And you’re only halfway to the fireplace.”

Chris laughed. “Don’t rub it in. I’m trying my best. I don’t want to fall.”

“If you fall, I will be right there at your side to pick you back up,” said Riko.

It was sweet of her to say. Only Chris didn’t need her help. Chris reached the fireplace at last. It felt like he had won the lottery. He was really getting the hang of these shoes. He turned around. His steps got bolder on the return trip. He started creating that hard clicking sound with his heels upon the floor. As a man Chris was conditioned to love that hard clicking sound because all too often that sound signaled the appearance of a hot girl in heels before she arrived. He wanted to signal to every guy around him that a hot guy was coming their way. Well, not guy, ah, girl. That was it, he wanted to signal to every guy that a hot girl with benefits was coming their way. Only that wasn’t right either. Chris was a girl that liked girls. He was sure of it. He would have to learn to click those heels hard to impress the ladies, though.

Chris was almost back to Riko now. Riko got excited and jumped in the air. Her miniskirt showed everything to Chris as she leapt. Her panty flash caused Chris to lose vital concentration. Just one misstep was enough to send Chris fatally off balance. He toppled over into Riko’s strong arms. Riko was strong, but too light to hold him. She was all of ninety pounds at most. They both toppled together onto the sofa.

Chris said, “Sorry, I missed a step.”

“No reason to be sorry. I flashed my panties to you hoping to produce exactly that effect. I almost have you right where I want you, my cutie.” Riko maneuvered on top of Chris. She straddled his body. Riko started passionately kissing Chris. He let her. As a man, he’d never landed this hot a woman as Riko before. Well, he never landed a woman period. As a girl, he was about to go all the way for the first time. He could feel it. Riko wanted him. Bless Annabelle and her transformation plan.  It had worked!

Riko paused in her kissing. She unbuttoned her blouse. She then unhooked her bra. Chris’s eyes grew wide. There were bare breasts within reach, and he wanted to touch them. She said to him, “They’re a lovely pair aren’t they. So, so round and large for my frame. I was going to make them bigger, but with my frame less is more sometimes. Some girls scar themselves up to have breasts like mine. Never do that Chris. Pay extra, get it done correctly the way a proper lady does it. Don’t go fast and easy like a whore.”

Chris wasn’t really listening. He wanted those fresh peaches. Chris reached up and squeezed her large breasts with one in each hand. They felt real. She must have paid a lot for those breasts. He said, “Money well spent. Every new inch of you that is revealed is better than the next.”

“Suck them!” she ordered. Chris dove in headfirst latching on to her long nipples. She asked, “I have to admit I’m more than a tad turned on myself. Are you ready to fuck a world class lady?”

He let go of the nipple. He was ready. He was so ready to pop his cherry. “Yes, I want to put it in you so bad that I’m as hard as a math test right now. I’m all yours, do what you want with me.”

“I know that you’re excited, as I’m straddling your cock already. I do think, however, that your dirty talk could use a little work, but I’ll teach you some of that too,” replied Riko. “You’re so yummy. I can’t decide what I want to do to you first. Hmm...I guess, I’ve decided.”

Riko unzipped her miniskirt and tossed it aside. She rose up slightly and inched her panties down. Chris swallowed hard. Covered by those panties was a tattoo. There was a Roman numeral twelve stamped on her velvet skin where her pubes should be. On either side of that twelve was a six shooter. They were big guns modeled after the guns in Chris’s online games that he loved to play. Her artwork was no cheap tattoo parlor job, but an expensive piece of art that only got a viewing from the most select of art connoisseurs. Chris was getting to walk around her gallery for a view and he felt privileged for the opportunity. Below that artwork was the main attraction. Riko came equip with a three-inch erect penis and tiny shaved balls. Chris shrank from the sight of it. It literally blew his mind. She’s got a dick!

“I can see by your eyes that you didn’t know,” said Riko.

“I . . . I didn’t know,” he echoed.

She giggled. “I know you didn’t, I trapped the trap.”

He joined in the laughter. He couldn’t help himself. He added, “I guess you did.”

She asked, “It doesn’t matter, does it? You’re ready to burst and something has to give. I’m the same Riko that you were turned on by moments ago. Nothing has changed.”

Was that true? She has a dick. If he liked it, then . . . “But, you see, I’m not gay.” He laid it out there. She had to see the truth. He was a sissy, but not a fag.

Riko replied, “Chris, I hate to break it to you, but you’re well past gay. Don’t panic about it. I’m like you only an enhanced up-market version. I know what you need and where you need it. Go ahead and touch it. I want you to touch it. I want you to rub it in your hands. Do you want to give me a hand job?”

Chris shook his head.

“Do you want to blow me?”

Chris shook his head.

“Do you want…”

Chris turned bright red. He nodded before Riko even finished speaking. He still wanted her. Despite his fears, he wanted her more than anything.

“Good, that’s my specialty. She hates doing boys. She can’t even get it up for them. She loves femboys, though. She wishes she was a twelve-inch gun, but she’s a straight tiny shooter that you’ll learn to love. She can’t wait to poke inside your trap booty, so flip over.”

Flip over! Chris wanted to fuck her. He didn’t want her inside him. He saw that tiny prick. It was so cute. It didn’t scare him at all. What harm could it do? Chris rolled over on the sofa. Riko placed a pillow beneath him, so that his ass was elevated and pointed right at her. Riko reached up Chris’s micro-skirt and slid Chris’s thong down. She left it hanging at the end of his left heel. Riko plunged in. Her long tongue worked his rim. Around and around Riko licked. Then it plunged deep into Chris’s ass. Sufficiently moistened, Riko worked Chris’s hole with a finger. She paused and then Riko said, “I want to warn you. This is going to be a bit cold.” A cool squirt of lube dripped onto Chris’s bare bottom. Riko worked it into Chris’s hole. She went in with one finger, two, and then three. He was gaping.

The fingers felt good. There was a touch of pressure, but they stimulated a part of him he liked being stimulated. There was a fact that girls like Chris have a special spot that stimulated when being massaged. Most men never felt it. They never would know how good it felt to be the girl. But a finger, girls took more than fingers. A good girl took cock and liked it.

“I think you’re ready,” announced Riko.

Chris begged, “Please, put it in me. Put your cute trap dick in my ass. I need to know how cock feels inside me.”

“Are you sure? It might make you gay,” she said with a giggle.

“Yes, you’re right and I’ve been a fool. I’ve denied this pleasure for too long. I won’t keep up by pretending I don’t want dick. I won’t be afraid to be me ever again. Put it in me, put it in deep.”

“Your wish is my command.” Riko worked her dickhead in. Chris’s butt resisted. Riko wasn’t going to stop just because Chris’s ass was hesitant. The lube did its magic and Riko slowly shoved it all the way in. Chris winced with pain.  It hurt, but yet it felt so good. To be made a woman felt unbelievable. No more plastic dildos for Chris, because nothing beat the real thing.

Riko said, “What you’re feeling is me massaging your prostate. The prostate is the most sensual part of the male body. Most men never allow themselves to experience the pleasure of a massage of the male g-spot. Indeed, most don’t even know it exists. Now that you’ve felt what it’s like to have your g-spot massaged by a dick then you’ll never wish for the ass fucking to end.”

Chris agreed, but wished Riko would stop lecturing and start grinding. There was a time to talk and a time to fuck. It was way past time to get it on. Riko started grinding with her little trap dick. It had hurt at first, but now his sphincter muscles had relaxed, and Chris felt nothing but pleasure. He was allowing Riko to slide in and out of him with ease. Riko would pull it all the way out on the up stroke allowing Chris’s ass to gape. Then she’d thrust down compressing Chris’s prostate. Chris could feel Riko’s smooth balls slap against his on that down stroke. Chris longed to feel each down stroke.

Riko said, “You’re getting into it, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You like dick now?”

“Yes.”

“I wish I had twelve inches to give you. My little trap dick isn’t big enough, is it?”

“No.”

“It’s too small?”

“Yes.”

“But it will do for now?”

“Yes, it will do for now.”

Riko slapped Chris’s bare ass. She pulled it out. She said, “I’m ready to climax. Turn around and open your mouth.”

Chris thought of that image on his computer screen of that huge cock erupting and splattering cum on his computer screen back in Annabelle’s room came back to Chris. He wanted Riko’s girl load. He tried so hard to reach that treat on his screen, but it wasn’t real. He’d not pass up a chance at the real thing. Chris turned around and lowered his head to be even with Riko’s member. Riko stroked herself a few times and then stuck it in Chris’s waiting mouth. Chris could taste his own anal taint on her shaft. Then he felt Riko deliver her hot sticky load of love. It came in three bursts. Chris gagged a little on the sticky mess. He wanted to swallow it, but his reflexes got the better of him. He ended up spitting it out all over the leather sofa.

Chris apologized, “Sorry, but I just couldn’t hold it in.”

“Don’t worry, it’s common for a first timer. You’ll be swallowing it in no time at all.” Riko grabbed Chris’s panties and mopped up the mess. Riko said, “My parents would kill me if I stained another sofa. Turn around and face me. It’s your turn.”

“My turn?”

Riko nodded. “My ass wants to be plowed. I bet you’re still a virgin.”

“Well . . .”

“Don’t worry, I’m an easy lay,” assured Riko.

Riko exposed her perfect ass for Chris. She spread her cheeks with her hands, so Chris could see her pink treats. Chris circled around. He was nervous. Riko had banged him like a champ. He didn’t want to disappoint her on his side of the transaction. He was bound to underperform as he’d never fucked anything before, but his hand. That wasn’t totally true. He’d plowed his teddy bear a few times while masturbating, but that probably didn’t count, though.

Riko said to him, “I bet you’re eager. Come on, rub your dickhead against mine.”

“Don’t you want me to fuck you in the ass?” asked Chris.

“No, this will be much more fun for both of us.”

Chris was interested. He had heard of lesbians grinding on each other. Riko and him were sort of like lesbians, when he thought about it. Grinding cock to cock, it was somehow less intimidating an action. Chris slid behind Riko. He slipped his manhood, so to speak, through her legs. He grasped the cocks as he reached around. He gently rocked his hips, sliding the two members together in his hand. Riko was growing stiff again. She was forcing her cockhead up against Chris’s. Chris could feel the hole on his cock find Riko’s cock hole from time to time as they grinded. The rubbing got slimy as Chris’s precum oozed out to meet Riko’s.

Riko said, “Most people think only lesbians can trib. They don’t understand how versatile girls like us can be.”

“It feels different,” said Chris.

“Yes, and I can make you feel something even more unusual. You’re circumcised. You’ve never known the feel of your foreskin against that fully swelled cockhead before, but my member is still all natural.” She slipped out from under him and laid on her back. She ordered, “Press your cockhead against mine really hard. Yes, like that, but harder still. That’s better. Yes, I can stretch it now.”

Riko pulled her foreskin over Chris’s cockhead. Now there were two cockheads crammed head-to-head under one foreskin. Riko motioned her foreskin back and forth with her delicate fingertips. She was careful not to break a nail as she stroked.

Chris said, “I’m getting overstimulated. I might…”

He didn’t finish speaking because he did. He came. Since his cockhead was sandwiched next to Riko’s, so it meant that he shot a load straight into Riko’s opening.

Riko winced and said. “You pack a heavy load for a girl. I could feel it as some of your cream forced its way down my urethra. It’s coming right back at you, though. Watch out because here it comes, right now.”

Chris could feel Riko deliver another hot steamy load for him. Riko jerked herself to drain her dick. Then she placed an open hand under their cock sandwich. Riko pulled back her foreskin now. She allowed their combined load to seep onto her hand. She held her hand to her mouth and licked it.

Riko swallowed and said, “Our love is so yummy. Here you taste us mixed together too.”

Riko offered her hand to Chris. Chris ran his tongue along her cum filled palm.  Riko and Chris together in one salty mix of loads was a great combination. Chris swallowed it with ease.

Riko pushed Chris back down on the sofa. She then curled up next to him. She asked him, “Are you still worried?”

“No, I don’t care if I’m gay anymore. I like dick now. I freely admit it to the world. I like pussy too. If people can’t handle it, then fuck them.”

Riko kissed him. She said, “Some girls like girls, some girls like men, but me personally, I’ve always had a thing for a femboy like you, Chris. Well fuck again sometime soon. Not now, though, two loads and I’m empty.”

An alarm went off. Riko sprang to her feet. She ran over to her purse sitting on the coffee table. She pulled out her cell phone. She said to Chris, “Shit! Parents alert. My parents will be home in five minutes. I’d love to bask in the afterglow with you longer, but you’d better scram fast because my dad will kill you if he thinks we’ve, you know, together. He’s one of those overprotective kinds of fathers.”

Riko tossed Chris his pants. He didn’t have time to gather up his soiled panties. He was going to have to exit Riko’s house commando. The thing about legging pants is, they’re a lot like taking a dick. Things go faster the more relaxed you are. In a panic, Chris struggled to squeeze into Annabelle’s leggings. Riko was shouting, “Hurry, hurry,” at him which wasn’t helping matters. Chris barely got them up as Riko started shoving him toward the door.

Chris asked, “Shouldn’t I help you put things away?”

Riko kissed him again on the lips. She said, “Don’t worry your cute trap head about it. Goodbye, my love toy.”

Riko pushed him out the front door. The front door then slammed shut. Chris hated to fuck and run, but in this case, he had no choice. Chris headed back to his car. He popped the driver’s door, climbed inside, and jammed the keys in the ignition. He was so focused on his escape it took him that long to realize he wasn’t alone in his car. He glanced at Annabelle sitting in the passenger seat. She was beaming from ear to ear. She asked Chris, “How was it?”

“What are you doing here?” asked Chris.

“Keeping tabs on my investment,” she replied. “Tell me, is Riko still one hot chick?”

“I think you know the answer already.”

She nodded. “I watched you from Riko’s online camera system’s local feed. Those live sex shows are how she pays for all her things. Her parents hate her lifestyle and cut her off after she slept her way out of military academy, but she still knows how to get paid. You got me so turned on that I’ve creamed all over your passenger seat. I hope you don’t mind.”

Chris was flabbergasted. He said, “You mean, everyone just saw me…”

“No, she has private clients. They pay big money for her semi-private perverted shows. She was so sure you would bring in the bucks, she paid me in advance for your services.” Annabelle pulled out a wad of hundreds. She started counting them off on Chris’s dashboard. It was a thick wad.

Chris said, “You set me up. It was you that gave Riko my phone number. You trapped me. You whored me out.”

“No, I just paid for our prom dream night date.”

“We made that much?”

Annabelle nodded. She said, “I’ve known Riko for years. She really blossomed after she graduated during her very brief stay at that military academy. Since then, she’s really put together a nice business arrangement. Men are pigs and pigs pay through the nose for a woman like Riko. When she told me that she was home for good and in need of new material for her online artwork, I naturally knew you’d be a good fit. Riko and I decided to jack you up trapping online and once you were horny, we knew Riko could get you to do just about anything. She’s so fabulous that she could get me to do just about anything, so it was a near certainty you’d come here. All she had to do was ask.”

Chris said, “I’m so confused I don’t know what to say or do.”

Annabelle said, “That’s easy. What we do is we start shopping.”

Chris relaxed. He asked, “Is there enough money in that wad to buy me a new pair of high heels?”

Annabelle kissed him. She replied, “Of course, my love toy.”

“Will I see Riko ever again?” asked Chris.

“Almost certainly. She is part of my inner circle of close friends. But remember, we are both after Samantha’s pussy.”

“Right, and I feel more confident I can land her. After all, I’m not a virgin now.”

She pet him on the head. “Poor dear, Riko fucked you in the ass and not the other way around. But it is a start.”

“When is it finished?” asked Chris.

“When your manhood is completely gone,” she explained.
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