
  
    
      
    
  


   Roommates


   Chapter One

   Dakota Lang sat on the edge of the bed, his fingers tracing the curve of Eden’s back. Naked, she lay on her stomach, looking back at him, a slight smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. Her blonde hair spread out around her, framing her cherubic face, her blue eyes twinkling. Not for the first time, Dakota found himself wondering how he could’ve gotten so fortunate that someone like Eden could not only give him the time of day, but to actually love him. It was surreal, considering that he knew he was no great catch.

   “What are you thinking?” Eden asked, her voice piercing through his wonderment. “You’ve got that luck again.”

   Dakota, his hand resting on the small of her naked back, shifted a little, then said, “Just thinking about how lucky I am.”

   “I was thinking the same thing,” Eden said. Dakota couldn’t help but think it was a lie. After all, a girl like Eden could have any man she wanted. Dakota had to see the evidence of that every day, when, wherever they went, male – and sometimes female, too – eyes followed Eden’s every move. He’d seen the jealousy in their eyes. The questions. What was a woman like her doing with a guy like him? Dakota didn’t know.

   The mismatch was glaringly obvious. Where Eden was just about perfect, a true picture of the gorgeous girl-next-door archetype, Dakota was small, thin, and more nerd-in-an-eighties-movie than jock-who-gets-the-girl. Certainly, he wasn’t bad-looking. In fact, if he had one true strength, it was his handsome, almost pretty, facial features. But that wasn’t enough to justify Eden’s interest, at least as far as he was concerned.

   “We need to talk about what we’re going to do,” he said. “Your parents aren’t going to keep accepting your excuses. You know how it was last year when you didn’t go.”

   He was referring to Eden’s family’s tradition of summering at their vacation home in the south of Florida. For the last two years, ever since he and Eden had been dating, she’d made excuses for why she wasn’t going, but her family wasn’t in the habit of taking no for an answer. Soon, she’d be forced to go. That was all well and good, but it also brought up a host of problems, most of which concerned Dakota. Her family, it seemed, were quite conservative, and they would not approve of the couple living together. So, during Christmas one year, when Eden had accidently let slip that she was living with Dakota, she had tried to mitigate the disaster by taking advantage of Dakota’s androgynous name, calling him her female roommate.

   On the surface, it had been something of a joke between them. But it also meant that, each time they had a family function, Dakota was invited as well. And given that he wasn’t the girl they thought he was, that had been out of the question. However, they’d grown insistent over the years, never more so than when they’d invited Dakota to stay with them for the summer.

   “I know,” Eden said, rolling over and sitting up. She propped her arms on her upraised knees, continuing, “It’s just that I don’t know what to do. If my dad finds out you’re a guy, he’s going to freak out.”

   “It can’t be that bad,” Dakota said. He’d grown up with a decidedly different set of values, and he saw absolutely nothing wrong with a couple living together before marriage. “Are you sure you’re not blowing this all out of proportion?”

   “I’m sure,” she said. “My cousin, Angelica – she started living with her girlfriend during college, and the whole family disowned her. They didn’t care she was a lesbian – they’re not a bunch of bigots or anything. It’s just that they’re kind of old-fashioned about the order things should be done in. Like, you date, you get engaged, you get married, and then you live together. That’s it. That’s how it’s supposed to be done.”

   “Calm down,” Dakota said. “It’s not worth getting worked up over.”

   Eden sighed. “Yeah, I know,” she said. “It’s just that I’ve got two more years of school. If they found out about us, they’d cut me off. No more tuition. No more living expenses. I can’t let that happen.”

   Dakota frowned. There was a part of him that was more than a little jealous that Eden’s parents subsidized her entire life. She had a brand-new car, an enviable apartment, and a completely funded tuition. Certainly, Dakota benefited from some of those perks – he would never have been able to afford an apartment as nice as where they lived on his own, for one – but he’d always had to work for everything he got. It was a sharp reminder of just how different their lives were.

   He pushed his jealous aside, saying, “So, what’s the answer? How do we get past this? You could just say I’m busy or something.”

   Eden shook her head, saying, “Won’t work. Last time I talked to mom, I accidently told her you were looking forward to a couple months off from your research assistant job.”

   “Shit,” he said. The fact was that he had been looking forward to a break. He’d finally completed his doctorate in bioengineering and gotten a real job. That meant he had to quit the job that had carried him through his post-graduate years. More, his boss, Dr. Anders, had even let him use his pool of vacation and sick days to give him nine weeks off, all paid. It was a great benefit, and one he was understandably excited about. Eden had been as well, and she’d almost immediately let it slip during one of her conversations with her mother.

   He wanted to chastise his girlfriend for running her big mouth, but he kind of liked the idea that she and her mother were so close. They had a relationship more akin to a friendship than what one would expect between a mother and a daughter. Growing up in a series of foster homes, he’d never had anything like that, and if he was honest, he very much envied her loving family situation.

   “What do we do?” he asked. “Just come clean? I mean, I know it’s not ideal, but in a few months, I’ll have a real job. It’ll be tight, but I think my new salary will cover the apartment. Maybe your car note, too. If you got a job, we could –”

   “It’s not just about the money,” she said, interrupting. “I mean, that’s part of it. I’m sure we could probably make it work, but do you really want to live like that? Paycheck to paycheck? Besides, I’m not as worried about money as I am about my relationship with my parents. If they find out I lied to them, they’re going to… I mean… maybe they’ll understand. Maybe they’ll forgive me. But everything I’ve seen from them makes me believe it won’t be so simple as all that.”

   “What’s the alternative?” Dakota asked.

   “I… I don’t know,” she admitted. “Maybe we could trick them or something.”

   “Trick them? How?” was Dakota’s next question.

   “You remember Halloween two years ago?” Eden asked.

   Dakota’s stomach clenched, and his heart jumped into his throat. Of course he remembered it. How could he forget? After what had happened? He could never forget that. So, he said, “I thought we weren’t going to talk about that anymore. It’s supposed to be in the past.”

   Or at least, that was what they had agreed. It was one of the few speed bumps in their relationship, and Dakota wanted nothing more than to forget what had happened. However, even more than two years later, he sometimes found his mind wandering to what had happened on that fateful night.

   It had started out as a joke where his and Eden’s costumes would be gender flipped. She would go as the Joker, while he went as Harley Quinn, from the Suicide Squad movie that had come out a couple of years before. However, almost as soon as Dakota had donned the costume, he’d realized that he actually made for a passable girl. More than passable, really – especially with how seriously Eden took it. Still, he had been completely unprepared for what had happened at the party they’d chosen to attend.

   It probably wouldn’t have happened if Dakota had known anyone there. But there were a few years between Dakota and Eden, and it was at the very beginning of their relationship. So, he’d had few chances to meet any of her friends. So, it shouldn’t have been very surprising that no one recognized him. In fact, everyone there just assumed he was a girl who’d chosen an outdated costume.

   That night had been an eye opener for Dakota. Not only had he been forced to contend with more than a dozen potential suitors, but he’d also gotten a wakeup call about his own appearance. His slight build, along with his prettier-than-handsome face meant that his costume wasn’t just believable. It was almost perfect, so long as nobody looked too closely. And given that the vast majority of the party-goers were drunk, mistakes were easy to make. He was offered one drink after another until he couldn’t see straight, and the moment Eden disappeared to talk with one of her friends, Dakota found himself being led upstairs.

   In his drink-addled state, Dakota’s inhibitions were nearly nonexistent. It wasn’t an excuse, but rather, a reason he didn’t resist. And soon, Dakota and his new “friend” were making out in one of the bedrooms. Thankfully, they weren’t up there long before Eden found him and dragged him away from the party.

   That night had nearly ended their relationship before it even began. The only reason Eden had chosen to give him another chance was because he’d obviously been out of his mind. Maybe even drugged. That, combined with all the novelty of being treated like a woman, was enough for her to give him the benefit of the doubt. But Dakota always remembered the night he’d almost lost the best thing that ever happened to him.

   “I remember,” he said, his voice calm even though his mind was whirling with a host of conflicting thoughts.

   “Well, what if you… I mean… you could pose as a girl,” she said. “We could give them what they expect.”

   There was a piece of Dakota that had expected the suggestion the moment she’d mentioned that Halloween disaster. However, that shard of realization had been smothered by a blanket of denial. Now, a veritable tidal wave of various emotions crashed down upon him, twining together until he had no idea what to think. Shame, because of what he’d done at the Halloween party. Disbelief that he could do it. His masculine pride, insisting that he could never be a passable girl. Anger, that Eden would drag one of the most humiliating experiences of his life into the light. And a thousand other thoughts, all telling him that he couldn’t do it.

   But overriding them all was a simple fear. If he didn’t do what Eden wanted, he was terrified of losing her. Not only would he lose the very best thing that had ever happened to him, but he wasn’t blind to the fact that he was lucky she was even in his life in the first place. It would hurt, certainly, but that pain would be exacerbated by the simple fact that he would never be able to replace her. She was too perfect, and he was too average.

   So, he said, “Do… do you think that would work?” he asked. “What about when we decide to get married? What would happen when they finally find out that I’m not… you know… a girl?”

   “I do think it would work. You underestimate how good you looked at Halloween that year. And bold of you to assume I’d ever want to marry you,” she said with a wink. He knew she was kidding, but even so, Dakota felt his heart clench. “And when we get married or whatever, we can say that you’re my old roommate’s twin brother or something. I don’t know. I haven’t thought that far ahead.”

   “I… um… I guess,” he said. His mind was already flashing forward to making his girlfriend’s suggestion work. When it was all said and done, he could start going by his middle name. That would work. “But doing it for three months? I don’t know if I can do that.”

   Eden grinned, knowing that his still-pending agreement was only a formality, at this point. She had him. “Well, we’ve got about six weeks to get you prepared,” she said. “I think that’ll be plenty of time, so long as you’re committed. So, what do you think? You want to be a girl for a few months?”

   Dakota wanted to scream that he didn’t. What man would? But his own insecurities about his relationship with Eden were more than enough to silence his refusal. Terrified of what would happen if he said no, he just nodded, saying, “If you think this is the way we need to do it, then I’m onboard, I guess.”

   Eden’s smile widened, and she threw her arms around him. “Thank you so much!” she said. “This is going to take such a weight off my shoulders.”

   Dakota was happy to help her, but he couldn’t help but feel vast rivers of anxiety coursing through his mind. He knew it was only going to be for the summer, but he found himself thinking that, with a single decision, he’d changed everything about his relationship with Eden. But so long as he got to stay in her life, it didn’t matter. He would make any number of sacrifices for that privilege.


   Chapter Two

   The next day, Dakota found himself staring into his bathroom mirror, wondering whether or not he’d made the right decision. Certainly, his desire to retain his relationship with Eden was still there. He knew he’d go to just about any length to keep her in his life. However, it was one thing to agree to her crazy plan, and another thing altogether to actually put it into action. So, looking at his own reflection, he couldn’t help but hesitate at least a little.

   “Do you need some help?” asked Eden, leaning against the bathroom’s doorframe. She was wearing a tee-shirt emblazoned with their college mascot, and a pair of shorts, her hair was messy, and she didn’t have on any makeup, but she was still as beautiful as ever. In fact, there was a part of Dakota that thought she was even prettier like this than when she got all dressed up.

   “No, I can do it,” Dakota said, glancing at the inconspicuous pair of tubes on the counter. Together, they could be used for hair removal, and he’d spent the past few minutes reading the directions over and over so he didn’t make any mistakes. “Do I get rid of all of it? Or just… you know… in some places?”

   “Use it all over,” she said. “The first stage, it’ll just thin everything out. You know, soften some stuff up. It won’t remove everything, but it’ll make it a little… I don’t know… girly, I guess? But then we’ll use the second tube on the places girls shouldn’t have hair. Like your chest, your back, your face – that kind of thing. Don’t worry – I’ve used it before, and it works great.”

   Dakota wasn’t so sure, but Eden said she’d used the stuff before, and he wasn’t going to dispute her answers. Instead, he asked, “How long will it last?”

   “Six months or so,” she said. “You know my friend Katy?”

   Dakota nodded, saying, “The Armenian girl, right?”

   “Armenian descent,” Eden corrected. “But yeah. Poor girl has hair all over the place. She found this stuff a couple of years ago, and she’s naturally way hairier than you are.”

   After only a little more discussion, Dakota stripped down and started smearing the contents of the first tube all over his body, stating with his face. Eden helped him to make sure it got into every crack and crevice, and soon, he was completely coated in the stuff. Anywhere below his eyebrows that had even a follicle of hair was covered with a thick paste.

   “What now?” he asked. “I just wait for fifteen minutes?”

   Eden double-checked the tube’s directions, then nodded. With a smile, she added, “You look ridiculous right now. You know that, don’t you?”

   Dakota cracked his own smile, saying, “I feel like somebody smeared putty all over me, so I kind of feel ridiculous, too.”

   “Is it tingling, yet?” she asked.

   Dakota nodded. The tingles had started while they were still applying the stuff to the rest of his body, and it hadn’t taken long for the rest of his body to follow suit. After a couple more minutes, the slight tingling sensation had begun to increase in severity, soon bordering on actual pain. By the ten minute mark, it had become uncomfortable, and by the time he’d stepped into the shower to rinse it off, it felt like bees were stinging him all over his body. But he gritted his teeth and bore the pain as stoically as he could until, at last, the paste was sloughed off by a cascade of warm water. With it went quite a lot of hair, but some remained. However, as Eden had predicted, what was left was softer and wispier than it had been before.

   “Ready for the next stage?” Eden asked.

   He sighed, saying, “I guess.”

   It wasn’t that he was having second thoughts. He was, but he’d long since suppressed those. Rather, he wasn’t terribly keen on revisiting the pain that had come with the last stage of hair removal. He pushed his misgivings aside and began applying the next coat.

   There were two key differences between the first stage and the second. While the first cream had been milky white, the second was a fiery red. It should’ve been a warning, because the second difference soon made itself known: it skipped the tingles and went straight to the stinging pain. Luckily, this compound wasn’t intended to coat his whole body. Instead, it went on his face, chest, stomach, and back. Any more, and Dakota was certain that he wouldn’t have been able to take it. Still, he managed to endure for the entirety of the fifteen minutes, but he couldn’t keep the relief off his face as the miserable stuff was washed off his body. When it was finished, and after a few minutes just standing under the soothing shower, Dakota stepped out, and he immediately saw the results.

   He still had some body hair, but aside from the bit at his groin, it was wispy and soft. If he wanted to be completely smooth, he’d have to shave his legs, groin, and under his arms. However, there wasn’t a single hair left on his face, his chest, or on his back. And while he’d never been particularly hair, he could still feel the difference.

   “Not bad,” Eden said, running her finger along his mostly smooth bottom. The hair there was all but invisible. “You won’t have to shave any of this. Just your legs and underarms, like a normal girl.”

   “Great,” he deadpanned.

   “Ready for a crash course? Or is your skin still too sensitive?” she asked.

   Dakota shrugged, saying, “It feels fine, I guess. Might as well get it over with.”

   Eden laughed, saying, “You haven’t even done it yet, and already you hate shaving your legs. Sounding more like a girl every minute.”

   After that, Eden showed Dakota how to shave his legs and underarms without accumulating knicks and cuts. It wasn’t terribly difficult, so long as he used a sharp razor and paid even a modicum of attention, and soon, his legs and underarms were perfectly smooth.

   “Now, the bikini line,” Eden said. “You want to go full Brazilian? Or you want a little landing strip?”

   “Can’t I just… you know… leave it?” Dakota asked. “You do.”

   “I trim!” she said. “But more importantly, we’re trying to go above and beyond, here. The way I see it, you can probably pass pretty easily, but at least for the next few weeks while we’re getting you ready, you need to make sure there are absolutely no cracks in your disguise. You need to be perfectly girly.”

   “And that means I can’t have pubic hair? That’s ridiculous,” he said.

   “I think so, too,” Eden said. “But the standards are there. They might be a bit weird and misogynist, but we’re not here to rewrite cultural standards of feminine beauty.”

   Dakota gave a dramatic sigh, but he didn’t argue. After a few minutes of further conversation, they both decided to leave a bit of hair – maybe a square inch – above his genitals.

   When they were done, Dakota found himself looking in the full-length mirror hanging on the bathroom door. His body hadn’t changed at all, really, but the hair removal had still done a number on its appearance. Suddenly, his narrow shoulders and slim frame didn’t look so pitiful. Rather, there was a hint of something undeniably attractive about it. It wasn’t the first time he’d experienced that feeling. He’d felt much the same thing the first time he’d looked at himself in costume on that Halloween two years before.

   “C’mon,” Eden beckoned from the other room, where she was already setting up in front of a vanity. It had been a gift from her mother, and it was a simple table with a mirror that had a series of lights encircling it. There was a padded chair before it, behind which Eden stood. “If you keep staring at yourself in the mirror like that, I’ll start to think you’re one of those narcissistic girls I went to school with. You know, the ones who never passed a reflective surface without checking their makeup.”

   Dakota pulled his gaze from the mirror, saying, “Ugh. Those kinds of people are the worst.”

   “Most of the girls I went to school with were like that,” she said, pulling the chair out. “Insufferable.”

   Still naked, Dakota sat in the chair. “What now?” he asked. “You going to teach me all about makeup?”

   “In a minute,” she said, standing behind him. “But first, we need to do something about those eyebrows.”

   Dakota’s eyes flicked toward his girlfriend’s reflection. “Seriously? I’ve seen lots of girls with busy eyebrows,” he said. “And what happens when this is all over? I do still have to go back to living my normal life.”

   “We can reshape them to something more masculine when we get back,” she said. “Besides, it’s not like you couldn’t use a little attention up there anyway.”

   Dakota knew that any argument would be a losing battle. And in any case, he’d always been a little self-conscious about his busy eyebrows. However, cultural norms being what they were, he’d never even considered shaping them. That was about to change, considering Eden had already picked up a pair of tweezers and was looking at his eyebrows with undisguised glee.

   What followed was a half hour of torment. Each pluck wasn’t the most painful thing in the world – more like a stronger than average pinch – but it seemed unending. However, he stoically endured his girlfriend’s ministrations, and when she was finished, his eyebrows had been cut down and shaped into a gentle, feminine, and subtle arch. Just that small change had completely transformed his face. His heavy brows had been the only thing that gave his face even a semblance of masculinity, so with them so heavily altered, his appearance had been pushed into the realm of girlishness.

   Eden was impressed. As her fingers traced along his jawline, she said, “You don’t even have to wear makeup, really. You could pass just like this.”

   However, the fact that makeup wasn’t strictly necessary for his role didn’t mean that Eden was willing to let that facet of womanhood slide. Instead, almost as soon as she’d finished with his eyebrows, she started working on applying various cosmetics. It didn’t take long, though – Eden had never been one for wearing a lot of makeup, and she opted for a more natural look. All the normal components were there, but rather than glob on layer after layer of makeup, Dakota ended up with only the bare minimum. But what was there undeniably accentuated his burgeoning femininity, and when Eden had finished, he couldn’t deny that he’d gone from merely pretty to stunningly beautiful.

   “Might have to use some of that over-the-counter lip plumper,” Eden said, stepping back. “But I think you turned out way better than I expected. Now, we get to the fun part.”

   “Fun part?” Dakota asked. “What fun part?”

   “Well, before I asked you about this, I talked to one of my friends,” she said. “You remember Johanna?”

   Dakota did, mostly because Johanna worked in a very similar field to his own. But while they were both bioengineers, he’d concentrated on the academic side, while she’d chosen to go into more practical functions, ending up at a biotech company that specialized in cosmetic applications.

   “Yeah,” he said, just skipping over the fact that it seemed like Eden had planned everything out ahead of time. “What about her?”

   “She gave me this stuff,” Eden said, reaching into a bag beside the vanity. As she pulled out a plastic case, she went on, “It’s not on the market yet, but it’s already been approved by the FDA.”

   “O-okay,” he said. “That doesn’t sound ominous at all.”

   Eden smirked, “Just preempting your inevitable complaints. I just wanted you to know beforehand that this is all safe, because it honestly sounds a little science fiction-y.”

   “Just tell me what it is,” he said.

   “Fine,” was her response. “So, here’s how it works. It’s a series of injections that cause your body to… kind of… swell in certain places. It’s going to be marketed as an alternative for women who want to get plastic surgery. Like, you remember that article I was talking about a few weeks ago? The one about the butt lifts?”

   Dakota nodded. The gist of that article had been that those surgeries were wrought with danger, and that they often ended up with complications. Some of those issues were due to a lack of regulations in foreign, third-world countries, but other problems were caused by the nature of the surgery itself.

   “Well, this stuff is supposed to be a much safer alternative,” she said, brandishing a needle.

   “Woah,” Dakota said, leaning away from her and holding up his hands. “Okay, so it’s safe. I get that. But before you start jabbing me with needles, is this permanent?”

   “No,” she said. “It lasts about six months. Maybe a year. Unless you get the second application, and then it’ll double it up. By the third or fourth, it becomes more or less permanent.”

   Dakota had a few other questions, mostly concerning the safety and permanence of the injections, but when it came down to it, he really wasn’t willing to refuse Eden anything. So, it was with a little trepidation that he bent over and let her do her thing. All in all, it took seven injections on each butt check, as well as a couple in his hips, before she moved to his chest. Ten more injections there, and she announced that she was finished.

   “How long’s it supposed to take before it takes effect?” he asked, massaging his left buttocks. It was already feeling a little sore. “And how… um… big am I going to get?”

   “A week before it takes full effect,” she said. “Johanna made that batch according to my specifications, so you’re not going to be walking around with double-D’s and a J.Lo butt. You’ll be respectable, though.”

   “So,” he said. “What’s next?”

   Eden smiled broadly as she said, “Well, now we wait until it finishes. In the meantime, you need to learn how to act like a girl. You ready?”

   Dakota sighed. He’d never been much of an actor, his experiences limited to when he’d taken drama in high school. He’d usually been cast in a non-speaking part because of his abysmal skills. However, he had never had as much riding on his performance as he did now. So, knowing that everything depended on him passing as a girl, he bent his will toward learning how to be a girl.


   Chapter Three

   Over the next two weeks, Dakota’s body underwent a startling transformation. It started out with a bit of swelling, but soon, it became clear that it was something else entirely. It was like his body’s fat production had kicked into overdrive, albeit only in those very specific areas where he’d been injected. And while it wasn’t necessarily painful, Dakota couldn’t stop a feeling of discomfort – mostly mental – that enveloped him as the days went on. However, in the end, it went the same way as the rest of his issues; he forced himself to ignore it, just like every other complaint.

   “You okay?” asked Eden, standing nearby as, once again, Dakota inspected the changes in the mirror.

   Dakota wasn’t certain how to answer the question, considering that every time he looked at his transformed body, he experienced a wave of existential terror. He had never been a particularly manly guy, but as his breasts, hips, and bottom had swelled, whatever hints of masculinity had survived the depilation, the makeup, and the subsequent two weeks of learning how to act like a woman, had been quickly smothered.

   His breasts weren’t huge. Barely more than B-Cups, which meant they were smaller than Eden’s, but not by much. And his hips and bottom weren’t that big, either. However, on his already slim body, everything looked that much more prominent. His breasts jutted from his chest, proud and looking at least a cup size bigger than they were, and his widened hips and plump buttocks gave his body the kind of hourglass figure most girls could only dream about. In fact, his measurements were precisely the ratio that most people considered ideal, coming in at 35-23-34.

   “I think it’s going to take me a lot longer than two weeks to get used to this,” Dakota said, gripping his breasts. “I don’t even think a few years would be enough, honestly.”

   “At least you turned out well,” she said. “Better than well, actually. You look like a freaking model. I’m actually a little jealous.”

   Dakota rolled his eyes, but he couldn’t really deny her assessment. Discounting his still-short hair, he wouldn’t have looked out of place on a runway. By contrast, Eden looked more like a traditional bikini model. Or at least, that was how he saw it.

   “You don’t have to do this if you don’t think you’re ready,” Eden said. “We’ve still got two weeks before we’re supposed to head down to Florida. That’s plenty of time to –”

   “No,” he said, resisting the urge to clear his throat. Hopefully, the tickle in the back of his throat would soon fade away; according to Johanna, it would, but, as someone who’d spent most of his life fending for himself, Dakota had a little trouble putting his faith in anyone else. In any event, the throat spray had done wonders on his voice, raising the pitch considerably. It was still a bit husky, but well within the range of femininity. “I think the changes are finished, and there’s no sense in delaying any longer than necessary. Besides, I think I’m going to need a few trial runs before I’m ready to face your family like this.”

   Eden shook her head, saying, “I think you’re underestimating the amount of progress you’ve made. I bet you could fool just about anyone right now. And in two weeks, who knows…”

   Dakota wasn’t completely convinced, but, on the other hand, he knew precisely how much work he’d put into his disguise. Not only did his body pass the test, but his mannerisms had changed considerably as well. It wasn’t perfect, but his near-constant work had paid dividends, and while he hadn’t quite reached the point of it being second-nature, he wasn’t as far off as he thought he’d be.

   “This doesn’t freak you out, though?” Dakota asked. Wearing one of his old tee-shirts, his breasts were incredibly prominent, and his boxer shorts looked more than a little out-of-place. “Because it’s definitely freaking me out.”

   “It’s only for a few months,” Eden said.

   “I know, but… I mean… never mind,” he said. Eden had taken everything in stride, but he suspected she was suppressing her own feelings in favor of making him feel more comfortable with it. Either that, or she was far more flexible than he was. “Let’s just get dressed and go. I’ll lose my nerve, otherwise.”

   After that, Eden helped Dakota get dressed. The outfit she’d picked out wasn’t bad – just a pair of blue jeans and one of Eden’s tops – but it didn’t fit perfectly. Eden was a lot curvier than Dakota, so the fit wasn’t ideal. But given that they were going shopping for Dakota’s new wardrobe, it would’ve looked extremely strange if he’d donned his own clothes. And besides, it was supposed to be something of a trial run.

   When they had finished dressing him, Dakota fingered his jaw-length, brown hair, saying, “I can’t believe how quickly it’s growing. Are you sure that stuff Johanna gave you is safe?”

   “Perfectly,” Eden said. “It just speeds up hair growth. It’s one of those products that doesn’t have a ton of use, you know? I mean, if it could cure baldness, it’d be huge. But being as how it only makes hair grow a little faster, it doesn’t have a ton of applications. They’ll release it eventually, but they’re not in any hurry. And quit messing with it.”

   Dakota rolled his eyes, but he quickly removed his hands. He’d always kept his hair fairly short, and it was longer than it had ever been before. So, it was almost as distracting as the changes in his body. Or the fact that he was wearing his girlfriend’s clothes, right down to her panties.

   “Are you sure you want to pay for everything?” Dakota asked. “I have some money saved up, and I feel kind of bad about taking your money like this.”

   “It’s fine,” Eden said. “Daddy gives me a pretty big allowance, and I’ve got a lot saved up. I can afford to splurge a little. And besides, my clothes don’t really fit you.”

   Dakota had asked the question before, and though he was still uncomfortable with how much money Eden had allocated to filling out his wardrobe, he knew she wasn’t going budge. He only lamented the fact that they were going to spend so much money on what would be a temporary thing. Maybe they could sell the clothes when he went back to normal.

   After Eden helped Dakota fix some of the mistakes he’d made when applying his own makeup – he was getting better, but despite spending hour after hour practicing, he still hadn’t mastered the skill – the pair of them left the apartment and boarded Eden’s car. It was an almost-brand-new BMW, and it was further evidence of just how different their upbringings were. Dakota couldn’t even afford to buy a clunker, instead relying on public transportation, while his girlfriend drove a luxury car that cost more than some people’s homes. It was almost enough to elicit a feeling of jealousy, though he suppressed it as best he could. Eden couldn’t help that her parents were wealthy, and she’d never rubbed it anyone’s face. In fact, she lived a mostly restrained lifestyle, rarely spending more than a typical college girl, aside from her expensive car and the apartment where they lived.

   While they drove to a nearby mall, Eden and Dakota talked about mundane things, mostly so Dakota could practice his speech patterns and mannerisms. He was getting better, but he still hadn’t fully mastered the act. Still, it was a remarkable accomplishment after only two weeks, and they both thought he stood a very good chance of completely mastering the role by the time they went to Florida.

   Eventually, they arrived at the mall, and though Dakota felt extremely self-conscious, he distracted himself by fully focusing on keeping up the charade. To his surprise, it mostly worked, though he noticed every stray glance, thinking that they all saw through the act. When he voiced his concerns to Eden, she only laughed, saying, “They’re looking at you because you’re hot, not because they think something’s wrong.”

   That opened Dakota’s eyes. In his life, he’d never really been the center of attention. It was one of the reasons he’d been something of a loner, and it was definitely why he constantly questioned his relationship with someone like Eden. So, suddenly having people looking at him with definite lust in their eyes – that was something he was going to have some difficulty getting used to. Still, Eden’s statement settled his nerves a little – which was good, because his discomfort definitely went up a few notches the moment he saw where she was leading him.

   “It’s just a lingerie store,” Eden said, tugging him along. “It’s not a big deal.”

   If Dakota had been a real girl, that might’ve been true. Women wore lingerie. That was normal, and he probably should’ve been prepared. In fact, he’d thought he was. However, there was a distinct difference between mentally preparing yourself at home and actually being confronted with a store full of the sort of lacy, frilly things that just screamed femininity. So, it was with more than a little trepidation that he let Eden drag him into that store.

   Almost immediately, his misgivings were confirmed when she went to a rack full of multicolored panties. Most were thongs, and almost all sported various degrees of lace. Certainly, he was already wearing a pair of panties, but the ones he’d worn so far weren’t so different from men’s briefs. They were cotton, with a full bottom, so it was easy to convince himself that they weren’t what they so obviously were. But the ones on the rack? Those were different.

   Eden, for her part, ignored his obvious discomfort, selecting one pair after another. They’d already established his size, so it was just a matter of picking the styles. When Eden asked him whether he liked this pair or that, he only gave one-word answers. He didn’t think he was capable of anything else.

   After the panties, they quickly went to the bras. Never before had he realized just how many different styles there were, but by the time they’d finished, they’d picked out more than a dozen different bras, with none of them being even remotely similar. Cotton, lace, or other, less-identifiable fabrics – it scarcely mattered to Dakota. But it sort of felt like Eden was going a bit overboard. When he gave voice to that concern, she only laughed, saying, “Variety is the spice of life. And besides, you’re supposed to have been a girl all your life. You’ll have a lot of different types of lingerie.”

   So, with his concerns shut down, Dakota could only stand passively by while his collection of lingerie grew. After that, they collected a couple of pajama sets before they went to a different section altogether. Dakota’s stomach tied itself into knots as he looked at the racks full of lacy, racy underwear.

   “W-what do I need this stuff for?” he asked, his voice trembling as Eden took a silky teddy from the rack.

   “Every girl needs some extra-sexy underwear,” she said. “It’d be weird if you didn’t have anything like this for special occasions.”

   Dakota remained silent as Eden bought no less than five risqué lingerie sets. One was a red, lace-trimmed teddy, another was a matching bra-and-panty set that included stockings and a garter belt, and yet another was a white babydoll with an open back. They all made Dakota distinctly uncomfortable, but Eden was clearly uninterested in hearing his complaints. So, he remained silent as they took the bundle of lingerie to the front counter and paid for them.

   That trip to the lingerie store definitely set the tone for the rest of their outing. For most of the trip, Dakota was far too uncomfortable with Eden’s purchases to think about the fact that it was his first time out and about as a girl. Even when they absconded to the various dressing rooms, he could scarcely think about anything but the clothes she wanted to buy. However, something happened at some point near the end. They’d just left one boutique and were looking at dresses in another when Dakota said, “I think I like this one.”

   Eden looked a little surprised, but she hid it well. Instead, she looked at the classic, white sundress in Dakota’s hands. “Oh, a classic. I think that’d look fantastic on you.”

   He gave her a little smile, saying, “You think? I was a little uncertain…”

   “No, definitely,” Eden said. “Let’s pick out a few more, then we’ll have you try it on.”

   Not long after that, Eden’s words proved prophetic as Dakota looked at himself in the mirror. The sundress did indeed look great on him, perfectly complimenting his figure. But more importantly, it was the first time he’d volunteered his own opinion, and up until then, he’d simply gone with whatever Eden had suggested. It was a big first step, and it definitely changed the rest of their shopping trip. In the end, they bought an entirely new wardrobe, a full half of which Dakota had picked out for himself. It was a big step, and even Dakota could recognize that something deep inside of him had changed. It was like he’d finally accepted that, for the next few months, he’d be a woman. And that acceptance represented a shift in his attitude. Before, he’d simply been playing a role because he didn’t want to disappoint Eden. But now? He’d truly embraced it. And that made all the difference.


   Chapter Four

   “Do you think I’m ready?” asked Dakota, standing before his girlfriend and wearing the sundress he’d picked out. If he was honest, wearing that garment and feeling the hem swishing around his thighs made him feel more like a woman than even the dramatic transformation he had undergone over the past three-and-a-half weeks. There was just something so feminine about wearing it that made him forget about being a man. Or at least push those thoughts to the back of his mind. “You think I can fool them?”

   Eden looked him up and down. “Honestly, I thought you were ready last week,” she said. “But if I didn’t know better, I would never in a million years think that you’re really a guy.”

   Butterflies fluttered in Dakota’s stomach as he took in the compliment. He knew it wasn’t just empty flattery, too. One look in the mirror was all it took to dispel that notion, because almost all of his masculinity had disappeared. There were hints, like in his slightly husky voice or the rare moments where he found his old, masculine mannerisms rising to the surface, but for the most part, he looked, talked, and acted just like any other girl. And that was a little scary, considering that that wasn’t his true identity.

   The previous week-and-a-half since their shopping trip had been much like the time that had preceded it, save for the fact that his acting ability had become all but second-nature. Not only had he mastered his new mannerisms and speech patterns, but he’d also come to display a real talent with makeup. That, in addition to his steadily increasing comfort in feminine attire, meant that he was rapidly approaching a nearly perfect disguise. And it was just in time, too, because their flight was in only three days. After that, he’d have no respite.

   “Mom and dad are super excited about finally meeting you,” Eden said.

   “About meeting the me they think I am,” Dakota corrected. “I wish we didn’t have to lie to them.”

   “Me, too,” Eden stated. “But it is what it is, right? But look on the bright side – it’s fantastic down there. Paradise, really. You’re going to love it.”

   Dakota wasn’t so sure. He’d only been to the beach once in his life, and he hadn’t exactly enjoyed it. Of course, that had been with one of his foster families, and though they had tried to treat him like family, there had been a distance between them that prevented him from having a good time. But maybe it would be different with Eden’s family.

   “You’ll also get to meet everyone,” she said. “I think you’re going to really get along with everyone.”

   “Yeah,” he said. “I hope so.”

   But in the back of his mind, he was terrified of what would happen if they found out the truth. Certainly, they wouldn’t be happy to find out that their daughter had violated their morals and was living with a man out of wedlock, but they’d almost definitely be even angrier to discover the lie they were planning to tell. If that happened, he knew he could forget about his relationship with Eden. And even if Eden chose to stay with him, it would be at the expense of her family, who meant a great deal to her. So, in that event, he was doomed to either lose the girl he loved, or live a life with a girl who would probably grow to resent him. It was a lose-lose situation, and he could only hope that he was up to the task of preventing it.

   Over the next few days, they made preparations for the trip. Because they would be gone for the better part of three months, they didn’t pack lightly, and by the time they were finished, they each had a series of suitcases they planned on taking. In addition to that, the couple made a point of going out as much as they could afford, mostly so that Dakota could get used to being out in public in his feminine persona.

   And it worked, after a fashion. He didn’t think that he’d ever get used to people staring at him wherever he went, but at least he managed to conquer the feeling that everyone was judging him at every moment. However, he couldn’t help but feel self-conscious when, for the first time in his life, he was asked out by a man.

   It was a day before they were scheduled to leave, and Dakota and Eden were having coffee at a local café. They were sitting outside, engrossed in a conversation about one of Eden’s friends, when one of the men at a nearby table approached them. Dakota barely heard what the man had to say, but he still got the gist – he was asking for Dakota’s number.

   Dakota was so surprised that he could scarcely stammer his way through a response, not even thinking before he said he had a girlfriend. The man gave him a curious look, which made Dakota realize he’d just implied that he was a lesbian. However, the damage was done, because the guy gave him a little smile, handed Dakota his business card, and said, “Well, if you ever decide to try the other side, give me a call.”

   Once he was gone, Eden couldn’t help but burst out into laughter. Between guffaws, she said, “Oh, my God! Your face! You looked like you’d swallowed a bug or something!”

   “Shut up,” Dakota muttered.

   Certainly, Dakota had acknowledged that he made for quite a good-looking girl. In fact, Eden often said he was beautiful. But until that moment, he hadn’t even considered the repercussions of the way he looked. In retrospect, it was silly that he hadn’t. After all, he knew, at least better than most girls, how men thought. It wasn’t that surprising that, given how he looked, he would be the subject of male attention, especially considering how, when he came into a room, men definitely noticed. Still, though, he hadn’t really planned for this eventuality, regardless of how predictable it was.

   “What’d you expect me to say?” he demanded when Eden didn’t stop laughing at him. “I have no clue how to deal with that kind of situation.”

   “Well, you definitely should get used to it,” she said. “Because it’s not going to be the last time a guy asks for your number.”

   “What do you suggest?” he asked.

   “The lesbian thing might work,” she said. “But my parents are kind of old-school. Not so sure they’d be okay with us sharing a room if you said that.”

   “I thought you said they weren’t that kind of conservative,” Dakota said. “I thought they didn’t care about people’s sexuality or whatever.”

   She sighed. “They don’t,” she said. “It’s more about putting people who might be sexually attracted to one another in the same room. To them, a lesbian sleeping in the same room as another girl isn’t so different from a man and a woman doing the same. Does that make sense? I know it’s weird, but they’re kind of… well, they’re strange like that. But it doesn’t come from hate or anything. It’s just how they were raised.”

   Dakota sighed. “Yeah, I guess,” he said. “I’ll have to think about how I’m going to respond guys, though. I guess I could just say I have a boyfriend back here. That would be enough to dissuade most guys.”

   “Yeah,” she said. “That would definitely work.”


   Chapter Five

   Dakota checked and re-checked his bags, terrified that he’d leave something important behind. Seeing this, Eden said, “Jesus, can you calm down? If you forget something, we can always go to the store and replace it. It’s not like we’re going to be in the middle of nowhere or something.”

   “Sorry,” said Dakota. “I’m just a little nervous about everything.”

   That was an undeniable understatement. While Dakota thought he’d grown comfortable enough with his femininity to meet Eden’s family, the prospect of actually doing it was almost enough to make him break out into hives. As he prepared to leave, he couldn’t stop himself from thinking of all the ways it could go wrong. Despite the knowledge that his disguise was nearly foolproof, there was a part of him that thought that his ruse would be uncovered the moment he stepped off the plane. And that feeling persisted, regardless of the fact that Eden kept trying to reassure him that he was worried for no reason. In the back of his mind, though, he couldn’t help but think that it was easy for her to say. All she had to do was be herself, while he had pretend to be someone completely new, while at the same time, meeting her parents. It was a nightmare situation, no matter how he looked at it.

   Eden patted him on the arm, saying, “Just take a deep breath. In and out. You’ll be fine. You’ve prepared for this.”

   “I know,” he said. And in a vacuum, she was right. He could pull it off. But doing so while feeling the pressure of meeting her parents? When failure meant more than just being outed by a bunch of strangers? That was different, and it made him feel so incredibly anxious that he had a hard time keeping himself from descending into a panic attack.

   Thankfully, Eden’s phone went off, alerting her that she’d received a text. It was the car she’d hired to take them to the airport, and soon, a burly man with an unidentifiable foreign accent showed up at their door. Over the next ten minutes, he lugged one suitcase after another out to the van, somehow managing to get all eight bags inside.

   Once everything was loaded up, Eden and Dakota gave the apartment one last run-through to make sure they hadn’t left anything on, then followed the man outside and boarded the van.

   “You ladies going on a trip, huh?” the man said, once they were on their way to the airport. “Where to?”

   “Florida,” Eden said. “We’re staying there for the summer.”

   The driver scratched his beard, saying, “Lucky. I’d have given just about anything to have a vacation like that when I was your age.”

   Throughout the drive, Dakota remained silent as Eden and the driver made small talk. And despite his lack of participation in the conversation, Dakota was forcibly reminded of just how good his disguise was. Not once did the man indicate that he thought Dakota was anything but exactly what the pretty, twenty-something girl he appeared to be. That soothed some of Dakota’s nerves.

   Once they reached the airport, the driver helped them unload their baggage and wheel it to the bag check, where everything was taken off their hands. Dakota gasped at the amount of money Eden had to pay to transport that much luggage, but she simply shrugged and dismissed his concerns. Soon enough, they’d gone through security and were boarded their plane.

   The flight itself was uneventful, save for the fact that the man sitting across the aisle from them kept trying to flirt with them. Both Eden and Dakota tried to shut him down, but some men didn’t know how to appraise such a situation. Eventually, they both resorted to putting on headphones, which finally drove the point home. It was a good, if unpleasant distraction, but as soon as Dakota put the headphones on, he was forced to remember what awaited him at the end of the flight.

   Despite it being a fairly long flight, Dakota’s nervousness made it feel incredibly short, and soon, they felt the plane begin its descent. It was a reminder that, in no time at all, his disguise – and subsequently, his relationship with Eden – would be put to the test. He could only grip the armrests as he hoped that everything would work out like it was supposed to.

   But what was he going to do? It wasn’t like he could suddenly back out. For one, his body would remain as it was for months more. And what’s more, the situation hadn’t exactly changed. His reasons for doing it were still there. His nerves didn’t change a thing. So, though he was almost shaking with anxiety, he numbly disembarked the plane and followed Eden through the terminal to the baggage claim. There, they spent almost an hour gathering everything, and when they’d finished, they had a veritable mountain of luggage around them.

   “Let me call my brother and see if he’s here to pick us up yet,” Eden said, pulling her phone out of her pocket. “He’s always so unreliable.”

   Over the next few minutes, Eden spoke to her brother, who was, indeed, at the airport to pick them up. After a little back and forth, Eden hung up and said, “He’ll be in here to help us in just a minute.”

   As they waited, Dakota couldn’t help but feel like every eye was on them. The obnoxious guy from the plane tried to talk to them again, but Eden shut him down pretty quickly. He sulked away, obviously angry. Or maybe it was disappointment. Either way, she dealt with him pretty easily. And it provided a distraction so that Dakota didn’t have to think about how many people – mainly men – were looking at him.

   After about fifteen minutes, a tall, broad-shouldered man who was obviously Eden’s brother strolled through the airport straight toward them. He wore a pair of shorts and an untucked, button-up shirt. On his feet were a pair of flip-flops. As soon as he saw Eden, he broke into a wide grin and spread his arms out. Eden squealed, then threw her arms around her brother, obviously happy to see him.

   “And you must be Dakota,” the man said when he broke away from his sister. He gave Dakota a broad smile, adding, “I’ve heard so much about you. I’m Eric.”

   Dakota extended his hand, distinctly aware of just how small and feminine it looked – especially next to Eden’s brother’s. However, instead of taking it, Eric declared that Dakota was “practically family” and wrapped him in a hug. To Dakota’s surprise, it felt surprisingly good. But then again, he’d never really been much of a hugger, mostly because his childhood had been mostly bereft of any sort of positive physical contact. He’d developed a bit of an aversion to it over the years. But with Eric? It just felt good, for some reason. Right in a way that he couldn’t really explain.

   “You can let her go, Eric,” said Eden, giving her brother a light punch in the arm. “You’re practically suffocating her.”

   Eric released Dakota, giving him a sheepish smile as he said, “Sorry – bit of a hugger.”

   “It’s… um… it’s okay,” Dakota said.

   After that Eric loaded their luggage onto a trolley, and when Dakota tried to help, he brushed him away, saying he could handle it. Meanwhile, Eric and Eden continued to talk, mostly about family and what Eric had been up to. As it turned out, Eric was a lawyer who’d just made partner at his firm. He’d only been able to make the trip because he’d been banking his vacation days for the past three years.

   After everything was loaded up into the cart, he wheeled it out of the airport, and they made the trek to where he’d parked. Soon enough, everything was loaded up into his SUV, and they were on their way to the family’s beach house. As they drove, Dakota was mostly silent as he took in the scenery. For someone who’d only been to the beach once, most of it was a completely novel experience. From the way the air smelled of salt to the sight of the pristine beaches, he couldn’t help but feel impressed.

   They drove for nearly a half hour before they arrived at the beach house, and Dakota couldn’t help but be impressed. On stilts, it would probably have qualified as a mansion, if for no other reason than its size. The apartment Eden and Dakota shared was nicely sized, but the house he found himself looking up at was probably ten times bigger, and that was being conservative with the estimate. In addition, it had an enormous deck and was right on the beach.

   “Impressive, isn’t it?” Eden said, noticing her boyfriend’s expression as they got out of the car. “Dad got it on the cheap during the recession.”

   “It wasn’t that cheap,” came a deep voice.

   Eden turned and, once again, she squealed in delight as she rushed the nearby stairs, where a middle-aged man stood. He was clearly her father, because he looked a lot like an older, tanner version of Eric. He wore a pair of boat shorts and a Hawaiian style shirt, left open to expose his barrel-like chest.

   “Daddy!” Eden said, hugging the man. “I haven’t seen you in so long!”

   “And who’s fault is that?” the man said, hugging his daughter. “I never liked the idea of you going to school so far away from the family.”

   “Please don’t start this again,” said Eric. “She’s not going to transfer, just because you start harping on it.”

   “Fine, fine,” Eden’s father said, pushing his daughter out to arm’s length. “You seem skinnier than I remember. Have you been eating enough?”

   “Dad, stop,” she said. “Let me introduce you to Dakota, my best friend.”

   After that, it was a bit of a blur as Dakota was introduced to Jack, who was Eden’s father, and Edith, her mother, who came down the stairs soon after they’d arrived. However, after they were shown to the room Eden and Dakota would be sharing, only one thing went through his mind: everyone had bought it. They had accepted him as a girl. Now, he just had to keep up the ruse.


   Chapter Six

   Dakota stared at the item in Eden’s hands. He knew what it was. After all, he wasn’t some prude who’d never been on the internet, so he could certainly recognized a strap-on dildo when he saw one. However, given that it was probably the last thing he expected to see, he was more than a little taken aback. So, he couldn’t help but just stare at the thing, unsure of how he was supposed to react.

   “You can say something now,” said Eden. “You not talking like this is kind of freaking me out.”

   Dakota shook his head, then pushed his shoulder-length hair out of his face. It was their first night in the beach house, and everyone else had already gone to bed. After they’d arrived, the entire family had a seafood dinner that Eden’s mother had prepared, and they’d gotten to know one another. It had actually been a fantastic time, the sort of family meal he’d never really had the opportunity to experience. In fact, he’d even managed to forget – albeit briefly – that he was lying to everyone there. Eventually, though, everyone started going to bed, and he and Eden followed suit.

   Now, he was looking a dildo square in the face, and he didn’t know what to say, much less what to do about it.

   “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I just… you just surprised me with that thing.”

   “Oh,” she said. “Sorry. I guess I just thought that since we’re both girls now, we could maybe experiment a little. But it was a stupid idea. I see that now.”

   Immediately, she started to put the toy away, but Dakota stopped her. “Wait,” he said. “I’m not saying I won’t do it. I’m just saying I’m surprised. Let’s talk about it before we decide one way or another.”

   It wasn’t so much that he wanted to incorporate that strap-on into their sex life, but rather that he hated telling Eden no. That feeling probably stemmed from the fact that he felt lucky she was even in his life, and he was perpetually afraid that she would someday decide to leave him. Or maybe he was just a people pleaser who didn’t like to refuse anyone anything. Either way, he’d decided to at least talk about it before making a decision one way or another.

   “Really?” she asked. “You’d consider doing it?”

   He shrugged. “Lots of guys enjoy that kind of thing, so there’s got to be something to it,” he said, trying his best to sound open and enlightened. “I just don’t know if it’s something I’d actually like, you know? What about you? Have you ever done anything like this?”

   She shook her head. “I’ve been with a couple of girls before,” she admitted. “Back in high school, there was my friend, Lori. We did it a couple of times, kind of like an experiment. And it was fun. Not as good as… you know… but still okay. Then there was a girl I met at a party about a year before we got together. I was drunk, and… I mean, one thing led to another, I guess. We actually dated for a few weeks before it became clear that neither of us was really a lesbian. So, I guess I like girls sometimes, but I’m not, like, romantically attracted to them. Does that make sense? It’s just about sex. But with guys, it’s different. It’s both.”

   “I think… I think I get that,” he said. “But you’re saying you never used one of those things before?”

   “I haven’t,” she said. “But there’s a part of me that’s always wanted to see what it’s like. And I thought… you know, we have kind of a fun opportunity here. You’re a girl for the time being, and it’s kind of natural that you’d… you know… do that kind of thing. Anal, I mean. I kind of really want to fuck you in the ass.”

   To put it lightly, Dakota was a bit surprised at his girlfriend’s excitement. The glint in her eyes, the way she wrapped her fingers around the toy, the slight upward curve of her lips – she clearly wanted to do it. And though it felt like one more in a long line of assaults in his masculinity, Dakota knew he couldn’t really refuse her. Even if he ended up saying no this time, he’d eventually cave, if only because he desperately wanted to give her everything she could possibly want. There were other factors – most notably, his insecurity about their relationship – but they fell a distant second to the simple desire to please her. And if that meant letting her use that toy on him, then that was what he’d do.

   Still, just because he’d all but decided to give in, it didn’t mean that he wasn’t afraid of doing it. In fact, he was terrified. For one, it would almost certainly hurt. They’d experimented with fingers a few times, but even that had been a little uncomfortable at first. And a finger was a lot slimmer than that dildo. But for another, the familiar fear of further losing himself in the role he was playing asserted itself. Sure, he looked like a girl. He acted like a girl. He even talked like one. But if he got fucked like one, too? Would that be a step too far? Or was it something he could manage? Lump it with all the rest so it could be discarded when the time came? Maybe. But then again, maybe not. He wasn’t even certain if he could fully rid himself of the femininity he’d nurtured so far, at least not quickly. If he took one more step, then it would only be more difficult.

   However, despite his misgivings, Dakota made his decision. He nodded, saying, “Okay. But if I say to stop, we stop, okay?”

   Eagerly, Eden nodded, grinning ear to ear. She really, really wanted it, it seemed. And that made his consent a little easier to stomach. Even if he didn’t like it – and Dakota was certain he wouldn’t – at least she would be happy. That was enough to turn the tide, so far as he was concerned.

   “Okay, so – let me get ready,” she said, before disappearing into the bathroom attached to their bedroom. She didn’t close the door, so Dakota heard her very clearly when she said, “This is going to be so much fun! I’ve never been the boy before.”

   Inwardly, Dakota groaned, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he tried to put himself into a more feminine mindset. It wasn’t difficult, considering he was wearing a pair of women’s cotton shorts and a tank top that left his breasts swinging free. It was remarkable just how real they felt; they didn’t look or feel like they were implants, which was a far cry from what he would’ve expected. According to Eden, not even a doctor would be able to tell a difference without performing a mammogram. In any case, putting himself in the proper frame of mind proved far easier than he thought it would be, and he quickly undressed. The only thing marring his feminine appearance was the wad of medical tape holding his manhood in place. He slowly pulled it off, freeing himself from its restrictive confines. That felt good. Better than good, really. There were few things more satisfying than untucking after a long day.

   For a moment, he studied his manhood. It had never been particularly big. At best, it was adequate. However, he’d always been what was known as a grower, meaning that it never really reached its potential unless it was erect. Flaccid, it looked positively tiny – a couple of inches, at most. Erect, though, it was a respectable five-and-a-half inches. Not huge, by any stretch of the imagination, but big enough that he’d never gotten any complaints. However, ever since he’d started regularly tucking the thing, it seemed to have gotten even smaller. He supposed it was from lack of use, considering that Eden hadn’t really touched him since he’d started preparing for the summer.

   That was another reason he was so desperate to give Eden what she wanted. Over the years, he’d gotten used to a certain amount of physical affection, and suddenly being cut off made him desire it all the more. So, now, he was willing to just about anything just to get whatever she might offer. So, kneeling naked on the bed, he waited for Eden to finish getting ready.

   She emerged from the bathroom not long after, and he had to admit that she looked as amazing as ever. Her curvaceous body was still slim, her breasts were prominent, and even the dildo jutting from between her legs, held fast by a leather harness, looked like it belonged. She gripped it at its base, saying in a husky voice, “You ready for me, girl?”

   Dakota almost rolled his eyes. Roleplay was not his strongsuit, and when they’d tried it, he always felt a bit silly. That was kind of ironic, given that he’d committed to being a girl for the duration of the summer. But the last thing he wanted to do was to ruin the moment, so he leaned forward on all fours, and crawled to the end of the bed, where she stopped. His face was even with the toy, and he got an up-close-and-personal look at the thing.

   It was actually a bit intimidating, if he was honest. Not just the size, though that was part of it. Rather, there was the fact that it was, for the most part, anatomically correct, right down to the bulging veins and the pair of testicles at the base. But most of all, it put his own manhood to absolute shame, making it absolutely obvious how poorly he stacked up to the masculine ideal.

   Dakota pushed his insecurity aside. He knew what was expected, so, with his heart beating out of his chest, he leaned forward, wrapping his lips around the thing. He could scarcely open his mouth wide enough to accommodate it, and it tasted like plastic and smelled like latex, but there was a certain feeling that came with getting his mouth around it. Excitement? Arousal? Pride? A bit of shame? There were many more emotions, and they all coalesced into some unidentifiable feeling that he couldn’t even begin to understand. It only got worse when he looked up into Eden’s eyes as he descended further, taking a couple more inches of the thing into his mouth.

   “That’s it, baby,” Eden cooed, her fingers snaking through his hair. “Suck momma’s cock.”

   And Dakota did. At first, he was tentative. Unsure of himself. And nervous. But as his head bobbed up and down, he grew more and more comfortable to the point where he felt like a porn star. Certainly, he couldn’t take the whole thing into his mouth, but still, he couldn’t stop imagining how he looked from Eden’s perspective – and it excited him to the point where he felt his cock tingling with an impending erection. His hand soon found it, and with his thumb and forefinger, he began stroking it. It didn’t get completely hard, but it didn’t firm up a bit, which was a lot more than he’d had in a long while. He almost thought he could even go all the way, if only he had a little more time.

   But foreplay can’t last forever, and it wasn’t long before Eden decided she was ready for the main event. So, she pulled away, a trail of saliva briefly connecting the tip of that rubber cock to Dakota’s lips. On all fours and breathless, with his lips slightly parted, Dakota gazed up at her.

   “Turn around,” she ordered. “And scoot up a little so I can get behind you.”

   Dakota didn’t hesitate to do as she’d asked. To his surprise, he found himself looking forward to the next part. He’d gotten into the blowjob, and the excitement had bled over into what was coming next.

   Eden slowly circled the bed, gripping her cock the whole time. Her eyes never left him, even when she reached the nightstand and retrieved a big bottle of lubricant. She squirted a bit onto the dildo, coating the latex surface. But she wasn’t finished, because, in only a few more seconds, she climbed onto the bed behind him and shot a generous dollop of the stuff right onto his asshole. Then, she slowly traced along the outside, teasing him with her finger until, finally, she slipped one inside him.

   Dakota let out a surprised gasp. They’d experimented with fingers before, but it had never felt like that. Gradually, she worked her finger in and out of him, no doubt preparing him for something much more substantial. Dakota bit his lip, burying his face in one of the pillows as one finger became two, and two became three.

   “I think my girl’s ready,” Eden said.

   Dakota wasn’t so sure. The third finger had put a bit of pressure on him, and he could only imagine how the big toy might feel. But Eden wanted it. And if he was honest, he did, too. So, he arched his back and pushed his ass further into the air, muttering, “Give it to me… please…”

   Eden didn’t respond. Instead, she pushed his cheeks apart, making sure she had the access she needed. Then, without further hesitation, she briefly nestled the head of that huge toy against his asshole before pushing it inside him.

   He let out a trembling whimper as the pain nearly brought tears to his eyes. He thought the fingers had prepared him, but he’d been completely and irrevocably wrong. It felt like the toy was ripping him in two, and he half expected to be bleeding. But Eden would’ve stopped, if that was the case. Besides, he knew it would hurt. Perhaps it was his masculine pride, or maybe he just wanted to give Eden what she wanted, but in that split second of agonizing pain, he decided to push through. He wouldn’t cry out for her to stop. He didn’t dare. After all, nothing good could come of refusing to give her what she wanted, whether it was because he wasn’t man enough to take a little pain, or because he simply didn’t think her desires were worth a bit of discomfort.

   So, as the dildo entered him, inch by agonizing inch, he pushed his face into the pillow, hiding his tears and muffling his pained whimpers. By the time he felt her pressing against his bottom, the faux cock entirely inside of him, his resolve had nearly been shattered into a thousand pieces. But he held firm. The worst was over.

   “Are you okay?” Eden asked, her voice filled with lust.

   He picked up his head, saying, “I’m fine. Keep going. Slow, though.”

   Dakota was proud of how untroubled he sounded, though he knew it was a façade. However, the longer the toy remained nestled inside of him, the easier it was to bear. Even before Eden started to withdraw – slowly, and with great care – the pain had lessened a little. And it only got better with each passing second. So, by the time she thrust into him a second time, it had regressed from a terrible agony to simple pain. A few thrusts after that, and the pain had become discomfort. Still further after that, and he crossed some threshold where the discomfort started to morph into a satisfying, full feeling. That, in turn became pleasure, and eventually, the pleasure became something far more all-encompassing.

   Eden had been fucking him for a few minutes before he felt a jolt of ecstasy, right at the peak of her thrust. It was like she’d hit some hidden button, the result of which was an electric feeling of pleasure; until that point, he’d been too distracted by the pain to notice it. But each time she pushed that cock all the way inside him, he could feel it. And slowly, it began to accumulate. Bit by bit, it felt like a bubble was expanding inside him. And just when it felt like it would be too much to bear, it popped.

   “Oh, fuck!” he moaned. “Fuck me! God, yes!”

   The orgasm ripped through him like a tsunami, a giant wave of unadulterated pleasure that made his every muscle contract. His toes curled as he wrapped his fingers around the sheets in a death grip, burying his face in the pillows, and wave after wave of pleasure arced though his entire body. It was beyond anything he’d ever felt before, and for a brief moment, he lost his mind to the ecstasy.

   Meanwhile, Eden’s pace only increased, her body slapping against his as she jackhammered in and out of his now-well-fucked ass. She gripped his wide hips, her fingers digging into his plump bottom as she fucked him mercilessly. No doubt, she was experiencing her own orgasm, and just from how the base of the dildo ground against her own sex.

   After only a handful of seconds, Dakota reached the peak and began to descend. The pleasure didn’t stop altogether, but rather, it slowly petered out. However, aftershocks continued to assault him, well after the orgasm had played itself out. Soon, though, he collapsed onto the bed, exhausted and wholly satisfied, his legs splayed out behind him.

   Eden pulled out, the act eliciting a wet plop as his ass released her cock. Then, she lay on top of him, breathing hard. Eventually, she managed to say, “I guess that was good for you, too, huh?”

   Dakota could only give a weak laugh.


   Chapter Seven

   The next morning, Dakota awoke to a feeling of soreness that made it impossible to forget what had happened. As if that was even possible, given how everything had gone. He was a little embarrassed at how much he’d enjoyed it, but to her credit, Eden hadn’t made a big deal out of it. Instead, the pair had cuddled for almost an hour before retiring to their separate beds on either side of the room. And as much as Dakota would’ve preferred to sleep next to his lover, he was also grateful for the separation, if only so he could wrap his mind around what had happened.

   There was certainly a healthy degree of self-loathing afterwards, and he spent the better part of an hour just trying to sort through it. If he was supposed be a man, didn’t that mean he shouldn’t enjoy that sort of thing? Certainly, he knew that there were plenty of men who loved anal sex, and he also knew that that didn’t affect their manhood. It seemed silly to even consider it. However, what had transpired between Eden and him was not sex between a woman and a man, but rather, he’d been fucked like the girl he was pretending to be. And that made all the difference, so far as he was concerned. As a result, Dakota lay in the bed, shame infecting him as he stared at the ceiling. Thankfully, Eden wasn’t going to let him just sit around and mope all day.

   “C’mon and get up,” she said, sitting next to him. Her hand found his leg, and he almost flinched away. “Somebody’s jumpy. What’s up?”

   “Nothing,” he said. “Just processing.”

   “Yeah – last night got pretty crazy,” she said. “But it was fun, right? Nothing wrong with that.”

   He nodded, but he didn’t immediately respond. So what if he’d acted like a girl? That was the whole point of his disguise. He had breasts, for goodness’ sake. Something like getting fucked in the ass by his girlfriend’s strap-on shouldn’t have mattered – not in the face of how much he’d changed. Not considering that he was poised to spend the better part of three months as a woman.

   “Anyway, no time to waste,” she said. “Mom’s taking us for a girl’s day, so get dressed.”

   “A girls’ day?” he asked. “What exactly does that entail?”

   “Just shopping, mostly,” Eden said. “But there’s this brunch place she likes, too. We’re going there first.”

   Dakota stifled a groan, but he sat up. His bottom was still sore, and when he rose to go to the bathroom, he couldn’t help but walk a little funny. That prompted a laugh from his girlfriend, who said something about really “tearing it up” last night. Dakota pointedly ignored her and quickly got into the shower. After bathing, he stepped out and went through his daily skincare routine before wrapping a towel around his chest and stepping back into the bedroom. Eden immediately disappeared into the shower to follow in his footsteps, leaving Dakota to get dressed.

   After a little perusal, he chose a white pair of shorts over a lacy, white thong, and a blue sleeveless top. It was modest, but cute enough for that not to matter. Capping the outfit off was a pair of wedged heels. He was busy doing his makeup when Eden emerged from the bathroom.

   “Oh, I approve,” she said. “Your fashion sense is getting better every day. I could just eat you right up.”

   Dakota smiled in response before going back to his task. Once he’d finished his makeup, he started in on his hair. He didn’t choose an elaborate style, but rather kept it mostly loose as he arranged it in a more casual style. When he’d finished, he certainly looked the part of a young, twenty-something girl on a beach vacation. Eden chose a similar outfit, but in different colors and with a strapless top. She also chose to wear flats instead of heels.

   After that, they met her mother, Juliette, downstairs. The older woman was blonde, just like Eden, and was clearly the source of her daughter’s good looks. She was more mature, obviously, but her age didn’t really detract from her appearance in any meaningful way. In fact, she looked a good deal younger than she probably was, which was a good sign for Eden’s genes.

   Juliette gushed over her daughter and Dakota for a few minutes before they set off for the restaurant, which turned out to be an extremely popular brunch spot, and for good reason. They were seated at a table, and after the server took their orders, the gossip started.

   “You know Nolan’s coming down next week, right?” Juliette said.

   Eden rolled her eyes, saying, “And why would I care?”

   “Oh, come on – you two were so cute together!” Juliette insisted. “And you never forget your first love.”

   “First love?” asked Dakota, clearly surprised. “Who’s this Nolan guy?”

   “Oh, you didn’t tell your friend about your high school boyfriend?” Juliette asked. “For shame.” Then, to Dakota, she said, “Eden and Nolan were quite the hot item back then. When did you two get together? Middle school, right?”

   “Yes, mother,” Eden said, her brow stitched in obvious annoyance.

   “Right, well – they were together until about a month into college,” Juliette said. “I’m not certain what happened because someone won’t tell me, but they broke up right after that. Eden’s been a spinster ever since.”

   “A spinster? Really, mom? Who talks like that?” Eden asked. “And besides, it doesn’t even mean that. A spinster is –”

   “So, why did you break up with him?” Dakota asked. “I’m assuming you were the dumper instead of the dumpee.”

   In fact, Dakota couldn’t imagine anyone ever breaking up with Eden. She was just too perfect. And he should know, because he’d been with her for a few years, so he’d seen every facet of her personality.

   “He broke up with me, actually,” she said. “We just weren’t right for each other, okay? It didn’t work out. Most high school romances don’t, so it’s not that big of a deal. I’ve moved on because it was almost four years ago. You know – like a normal, sane person moves on.”

   “And this guy’s coming into town?” asked Dakota.

   Juliette answered, “Oh, yes. His family owns a house only a mile or two away from ours. We’re practically neighbors. He and Eric are best friends, too, so he’s always around.” She gave her daughter a pointed look, saying, “Maybe you can reconnect. You know he’s already graduated and started working for his father, right? A man like that won’t stay single for long. Mark my words – some lucky girl’s going to snatch him right up, and then you’ll be stuck sitting in that apartment of yours and wonder how you lost him.”

   “Can we please talk about something else, mom?” asked Eden. “I’m sure Dakota doesn’t want to hear about my love life.”

   Dakota said, “It’s fine. This is a side of you I never got to see, so I’m okay with it.”

   “See? Your friend doesn’t mind,” Juliette stated. “She’s probably thinking about stealing Nolan out from under you.”

   Dakota almost spat his mimosa out at that, but he managed to conceal it with a cough. Luckily, the server arrived soon after to fulfil their orders, which naturally turned the conversation to other things. However, Dakota couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous of Eden’s first love. What’d that guy have that he didn’t?


   Chapter Eight

   Dakota was sitting on the deck enjoying the view of the crashing waves, when the inevitable happened. His girlfriend’s ex-boyfriend had arrived.

   Nolan turned out to be everything Dakota had never been. Even before the transformation, Dakota had been a pitiful excuse for a man. Or at least that was how he increasingly saw his old self. Not only was he short and slight, but there was nothing masculine about him, save the thing between his legs. Never were his inadequacies more apparent than when he first looked at Nolan as the man pushed past the sliding glass doors and onto the deck.

   He was tall – taller than Eric, even – with broad shoulders, a rugged face with just a hint of stubble, and a piercing gaze that made Dakota feel like he was staring into his soul. More than his looks, though, there was something about the way the man carried himself. It was like a predator was suddenly in their midst. A true alpha who knew he was in charge of any situation that presented itself. It was no wonder that he’d already made great headway in his career. The man just screamed leadership ability with every single movement.

   But there was something else there that Dakota had difficulty really pinning down. He was handsome, sure, with a square jaw, straight nose, and a body that spoke of years of athletics. However, there was more to it than that. An indefinable quality that could only be described as rugged manliness. This was a man who, in more primal times, could’ve gone out into the wilderness, armed only with a crude spear, and come back with the carcass of some animal. Dakota’s burgeoning femininity almost melted the moment they locked eyes.

   How could he ever compete with that. He was too soft. Too weak. Too… feminine. He’d never felt more inadequate in all his life, and that was before the man even opened his mouth. What would happen when he actually spoke? Would Eden simply spread her legs right there and submit to him? Dakota was on the verge of doing just that, and he wasn’t even a real woman.

   “Edie!” he bellowed, as if everyone obviously needed to hear his every inflection, as he spread his arms out wide. “So good to see you! What’s it been? Four years, almost?”

   “Something like that,” she said, rising from her chair right beside Dakota. “How have you been?”

   “Good, good – you know how it is,” Nolan said. “Working hard, mostly. Not a lot of time for much else, if I’m honest. But dad’s getting up there in years, so he’s depending on me to take on more and more responsibility.”

   The pair exchanged a few more pleasantries before Eden gestured to Dakota, saying, “This is my friend, Dakota. Dakota, this is Nolan, the… friend of the family mom mentioned at brunch yesterday.”

   “Oh, gossiping about me?” Nolan asked, shooting a smile toward Juliette, who blushed like a schoolgirl. He pretended not to notice as he focused in on Dakota. If his presence was powerful before, it only got worse when his eyes locked onto Dakota. He’d never felt more like a girl than he felt in that moment. It almost took his breath away, and his heart started beating out of his chest. “Dakota, nice to meet you.”

   “N-nice to meet you, too,” Dakota said.

   After that, everything turned into something of a blur as Dakota fought against the feminine instincts he didn’t even know he had. They were screaming at him to flirt, to make certain that this man knew he was very much available and extremely willing to… no. No, he wasn’t. He didn’t even like men!

   But if that were true, why was every though in his mind flowing in the direction of pleasing Nolan? He’d already proven he could take the strap-on, so was the real thing that much different, really? It shouldn’t be.

   Thankfully, Nolan didn’t stay long. He’d only come by to pick up Eric so they could take out the boat. So, once he was gone and Eden and Dakota were alone, Dakota couldn’t help but say, “What did you ever do to make him leave you?”

   “Do you really want to know about my old boyfriend?” she asked.

   “Kind of,” Dakota admitted.

   “Why?” she asked.

   He shrugged, answering, “I don’t know. Morbid curiosity, maybe. Humor me?”

   She let out a dramatic sigh, then said, “I cheated on him, okay? You remember the girl I told you about? The one I met my freshman year in college?”

   “Yeah,” said Dakota.

   “Well, Nolan came by my apartment to surprise me, and he kind of caught us together,” she said. “It was a whole big thing. We tried to keep things going for another month or two, but it was clear that it wasn’t going to work. So, we parted ways.”

   “Does anyone else know?” Dakota asked. “The details, I mean.”

   She shook her head. “Honestly, that’s kind of what sealed it for me,” she said. “When he caught me, I was more worried about whether or not he was going to tell my parents what I did than about how my cheating affected him. It just… I don’t know… it showed me that I had my priorities messed up. So, when he finally broke up with me, I didn’t even try to fight it. I just told him it was for the best, and we went our separate ways.”

   “Do you regret it?” Dakota asked, dreading the answer. “He seems like a good guy.”

   “He is,” Eden said. “A great guy, really. And I’d be lying if I told you I didn’t ever think about it anymore. If I hadn’t met you, I’m sure Nolan and I would’ve probably gotten back together at some point. He’s made it clear that’s what he wants. And I’ve made it clear that I don’t.”

   “I’m not sure if that makes me feel better or worse,” Dakota said.

   And it was true. On the one hand, the fact that Eden had turned down a guy like Nolan so she could be with him was incredibly gratifying. He might not be the caliber man Nolan was, but Eden obviously didn’t see it that way. On the other hand, though, having a man like that waiting in the wings was nerve-wracking, and Eden’s admission that she still had feelings for him only made things worse.

   “This doesn’t change anything between us,” Eden pointed out. “You know that, don’t you?”

   “I do,” Dakota said. “Still, I can’t help but wonder why you’d make a choice like that. I’m not into men, but even I can tell he’s different.”

   “Yeah,” Eden said. “It’s always been like that. But just remember – I chose you. That has to matter.”

   And it did. A little, at least. In any case, Dakota was going to have to be satisfied with that, because it was the only reassurance available.


   Chapter Nine

   “Absolutely not,” Dakota said, glaring at his girlfriend, an expression of incredulity writ large on his face. “There’s no way I’m doing it.”

   Eden sighed. “I’ve already tried to make excuses,” she said. “I’ve told them everything but the truth, and they’ve kept going. It’s as much your fault as it is mine.”

   Dakota looked away, running his hand through his hair. Eden wasn’t necessarily wrong with her assertion of blame. But in Dakota’s defense, he’d just been trying to be friendly. He hadn’t intended for things to go so wrong so quickly.

   It had actually started off so innocently. Just a boating trip with Eden, Nolan, and Eric. But it had quickly started to get out of hand when he noticed Eric’s wandering gaze kept settling on Dakota’s bikini clad body. At first, he’d been terrified that he’d let something slip, but the tape between his legs had remained steadfast. His secret was safe. But it immediately became clear that Eric’s attention was far more easily explained. After all, Dakota made for a good-looking girl, and Eric had obviously noticed. And just as obviously, he’d decided to do something about it.

   That boating trip had kicked off Eric’s pursuit of the person he thought of as his sister’s friend, and regardless of how often Dakota squirmed out of his reach, it only seemed to encourage him. Meanwhile, Nolan did the same with Eden, clearly trying to rekindle their past romance.

   It had been going on for almost three weeks, and Eden had obviously run out of excuses.

   “Just tell him I’m not interested,” Dakota pleaded. “I’m not.”

   “Then you should tell him yourself,” Eden said. “And stop flirting with him.”

   “I haven’t been!”

   “Sure,” she said. “I believe you. But if you want my advice? Just do it. Go out with him. It’ll be a double-date, so I can look after you. Chances are, the novelty will wear off, and he’ll move onto someone else. That’s how Eric works.”

   “What? Really?” asked Dakota.

   “Yeah,” she said. “He’s always jumping from one girl to the next. He’s not, like, a player or anything. He just loses interest pretty quickly. If you want him to leave you alone, just play into that.”

   “But what about you and Nolan?” Dakota asked. “You expect me to be okay with you going out with your ex-boyfriend?”

   What he left unsaid was that the man was an Adonis, and that he was very much afraid that if Eden started walking down that road, she’d never look back. Dakota wasn’t sure even he could resist that urge, and he didn’t even like men. How would it affect someone like Eden, who certainly liked him enough to have dated him for years?

   “I can handle Nolan,” she said, her voice dripping with confidence.

   “I don’t doubt it, but –”

   “Look, this is bound to happen sooner or later,” Eden said. “This could be a good thing, even. Maybe we should… I don’t know… be a little more open while we’re here. You know, experiment a little with other people. I’m not saying I want to sleep with Nolan or anything, but I think you understand it when I say I don’t not want to do it, either. I mean, I have certain needs that playing with a strap-on won’t meet.”

   Dakota’s heart sank. His erectile problems had continued unabated. Even when he was clearly aroused, his manhood barely twitched. And so, their relationship had devolved into something akin to lesbianism, with a lot of tongues and toys. It was satisfying on both sides, but it was also clear that Eden needed something a little more substantial. Nolan offered that opportunity, and if Dakota was honest, he didn’t blame Eden for jumping at it.

   “Are you saying you think I should sleep with your brother?” Dakota asked. “Because that would present all sorts of problems.” He quickly added, “Not to mention that I’m not into guys.”

   “Sure, yeah – I get that,” she said. “But how do you know if you never tried? I mean, you really, really like the strap-on. Is it crazy to think you might like something a bit… um… fleshier?”

   Truthfully, Dakota had been thinking the very same thing. Over the previous couple of weeks, Eden and Dakota had used the toy almost every single night, and each time was better than the last. It had gotten to the point that he could scarcely imagine a sex life that didn’t feature the thing. But more than that, he’d begun to wonder if a real cock might not be even more fun. And even though he hadn’t revealed that line of thinking to Eden, she obviously knew what was going on in his brain. Clearly, she’d been thinking much the same.

   “So, your solution is for us to go on a double-date,” he said. “I’m not saying I’m into it or anything, but let’s say I do go through with it and, one thing leads to another. What will he think when he figures out I’m not… you know… a real girl? What happens then?”

   “He’s been with transgender girls before,” Eden said.

   “He… he has?” Dakota asked.

   “A couple of times,” she said. “I don’t think he knows that I know, but he brought some girl over for a party once, and it was pretty clear to me that she was mid-transition. I’ve seen a couple more that were suspect, too. Not that I care about that kind of thing – people should be who they want to be – but I think it’s pretty obvious that Eric doesn’t care what’s between someone’s legs.”

   “You… you really think we should do this, don’t you?” he asked.

   She shrugged. “I think it could be fun,” was her response.

   He sighed, looking away. “Think about how this makes me feel, though,” Dakota said. “I mean, you bring me here like this, and then there’s your ex-boyfriend here. And you suddenly want to go out with him. You see how that could affect me, right?”

   “It’s not about you,” she said. “It’s just about fun. That’s what a vacation’s supposed to be, isn’t it?”

   Dakota knew he was fighting a losing battle. And while he wasn’t necessarily enthusiastic about it, he finally agreed. When he did, Eden said, “I’ll take care of everything.”

   ***

   Dakota walked next to Eric, the other man’s hand on the small of his back as they traversed the carnival. It felt good, which was something Dakota didn’t exactly expect from their double date. He glanced to his right, where Eden was similarly engaged with Nolan. However, she seemed much more at ease than Dakota, a situation which should’ve probably been expected. After all, she was an actual woman. This was nothing new to her.

   The same couldn’t be said for Dakota, whose heart was beating out of his chest. And it had been like that for most of the date. It was a frustrating turn of events, because Dakota thought he was mostly comfortable with Eric. After all, they’d been staying in the same house for week, and they should’ve been accustomed to one another’s company. However, this was obviously different, and that fact was exemplified by Eric’s hand on Dakota’s back. Such a casual touch, but it meant so very much.

   “You want a funnel cake?” Eric asked, nodding toward a nearby vendor.

   “Um… sure,” Dakota said. “I guess.”

   After Eric bought a huge pile of fried dough, which was coated in powdered sugar, the pair sat down at a picnic table. Meanwhile, Eden and Nolan wandered off alone. Dakota stared after them, debating on whether or not he should follow. After all, how else was he supposed to keep an eye on his girlfriend. But then again, what was he going to do if things progressed? He’d already agreed to let it happen. In fact, he’d agreed to let the same happen with Eric. And now there was no going back.

   “You don’t talk much about yourself,” Eric said, popping a bit of the funnel cake into his mouth.

   Dakota shrugged, saying, “Not much to say, really.”

   “Don’t sell yourself short,” Eric said. “Eden says you’re starting a new job, soon. Something in biology, right?”

   “Bioengineering,” was Dakota’s distracted answer. “I’m going to work for a pharmaceutical company as a researcher. I just finished my doctorate.”

   “So, should I call you Dr. Dakota?” he asked, grinning.

   “Suppose you could,” Dakota said. “But that kind of makes me sound… I don’t know. I just don’t want people to think I’m an actual doctor or anything. Can you imagine if someone asked me to save a life or something? Ugh. I’d definitely screw that up.”

   “You’d probably do better than you think,” Eric said. “You seem pretty capable. And just pretty, too.”

   Dakota blushed at the clumsy compliment. “Thanks,” he said. “What about you? Eden says you’re a lawyer, right?”

   “More like a file clerk, lately,” he said. “I’m a junior partner, which means I’m basically a gopher for my superiors. But I’m getting there. In a few years, I’ll be experienced enough to open my own firm. Then, I can make a difference.”

   “Oh, yeah?” asked Dakota. “What kind of difference?”

   He flashed a smile. “Not exactly clear about that yet,” he said. “I just know I want to help people. I was thinking about environmental law. That’s what my firm specializes in, but it being a big firm, they kind of get bogged down with all the peripheral crap. I just want to fight for what’s right, you know? I don’t know. It’s more of an idea than a plan, right now. In any case, it’s a few years off, so I have time to figure it out.”

   “I wish I’d had the freedom to make choices based on what I wanted,” Dakota admitted. “But I had to pick based on what could support me best. Don’t get me wrong – I love my field. I really do. But that wasn’t the reason I picked it. It was all about the money.”

   Eric frowned, saying, “Yeah – Eden mentioned that you were an orphan. I’m sorry. I guess you had it pretty rough, growing up. And here I am with my safety net talking about how I’m going to change the world. I guess I sound pretty idealistic, huh? And kind of dumb.”

   “No, it’s nice,” Dakota said. “More people should be like that, I think.”

   “Hey, you want to get a drink?” he asked. “I’ve never been much of a carnival guy, and I know this bar that serves the best daquiris in the area. Could help us both loosen up a bit. And who knows? You might even have a good time.”

   Dakota was going to refuse. After all, he just wanted to get this over with, regardless of Eden’s plan for him to experience new things. However, there was something about Eric’s earnest honesty that made him rethink it. So, he said, “Yeah. I think that could be fun.”


   Chapter Ten

   Dakota’s eyes fluttered open, and they were immediately assaulted by a ray of sunlight. For a long moment, he stared ahead, mesmerized by the motes of dust, dancing in the light. It was surreally beautiful, though it wasn’t long before the serenity of the scene was shattered by the splitting headache assaulting his brain. That was only further exacerbated by the fact that he didn’t really recognize the room he was in. That alone was enough to make him feel like the panic was close to overwhelming him, and a second later, it overtook him completely when he felt someone shifting next to him on the bed. Suddenly, flashes of the night before laid waste to his mind.

   “Oh, God,” he whispered. “What have I done?”

   He needn’t have asked the question because his memory soon filled in the blanks, and when it became whole, he knew precisely what had happened the night before. He and Eric and gone to that bar, and over the course of a few hours, they’d both drunk far more than was advisable. In their increasingly drunken state, inhibitions fell by the wayside, and the night ended with them sleeping together in Eric’s bedroom.

   “I’m never drinking again,” came Eric’s raspy voice. “Remind me of that next time we decide to go to a bar.”

   For a long moment, Dakota didn’t respond. He couldn’t. He’d finally crossed a line. Getting pegged by his girlfriend was one thing, but actually sleeping with a man? Even though he had Eden’s permission, it was definitely taking things a step too far. Especially considering it was with her brother.

   Making it worse was the memory of just how good it had been. Eric’s playboy past had definitely equipped him with plenty of skills in that arena, and he’d used all of them to make certain that Dakota had a good time. They’d made love three times, and if Dakota hadn’t passed out from overindulgence, he’d have probably kept going.

   “I know you’re awake,” Eric said, resting his hand on Dakota’s hip. Though there was a sheet between his fingers and Dakota’s skin, it still almost felt like it burned. Or maybe that was just the guilt. “You can talk to me.”

   “I… I don’t know what to say,” Dakota admitted. “This was a mistake.”

   “Was it?” asked Eric. “I don’t think so.”

   “Y-you… you don’t know…”

   “I know you’re transgender, and I don’t care,” Eric said. “That doesn’t matter to me at all. Not even a little bit. You’re a woman. I’m a man. That’s what matters.”

   In another life, that would’ve been precisely what Dakota wanted to hear. But he wasn’t transgender. He wasn’t a woman. Not really. And his masculinity didn’t want to be confused for one, despite the fact that he was playing just such a role.

   But was that even true? He’d crossed that line, and he’d liked it. What’s more, he enjoyed being a girl. However, enjoying something and changing your very identity were two very different things, weren’t they? He loved Eden. He loved being a man. That is what he wanted. If only he could make himself believe those things with the fervor he once had, everything would have been fine.

   “Look,” Eric said. “I know this probably wasn’t how you planned this. It’s not how I wanted it to happen either. We were both drunk, but I think there’s something here. I want to see where it goes.”

   Dakota didn’t immediately answer. He couldn’t, because a million things were running through his mind. He’d never been pursued before. Nobody had ever initiated anything with him. Even with Eden, it had only happened because he’d worked up the courage to ask her out. But here was a guy like Eric, who could probably get just about any woman he wanted, and he’d chosen Dakota. It wasn’t just flattering. It transcended that concept. It was almost life-affirming in how it made Dakota feel.

   And besides, he had Eden’s permission, didn’t he? She’d encouraged him to experiment. She’d practically set him up with her brother with this very thing in mind. He’d enjoyed it, too. So, why did he want to resist? Why not just give in? It was what Eden wanted him to do.

   Something in Dakota’s mind broke, then and there. Maybe it was his stubborn insistence that he was a man. Or perhaps it was just his reticence giving way. It might’ve even been the last vestiges of his masculinity. He had no idea, but he couldn’t deny that he wanted what Eric wanted. He needed to see where this would go.

   So, Dakota turned around, his exposed breasts bare, and he said, “I think I should probably head back to my room before your parents realize I spent the night in here.”

   “O-oh,” said Eric. “Yeah. That… um… that makes sense, I guess.”

   Dakota slid off the bed, giving Eric a good look at her naked body. She didn’t try to hide the fact that she had a penis, small as it was. Nor did she hurry to cover herself up. Instead, she languidly dressed, making certain that Eric saw everything she had to offer. And he clearly liked what he saw.

   When she’d finished dressing, Dakota said, “I want to see where it goes, too. We’ll talk later.”

   Then, without another word, she strode from the room, leaving a somewhat surprised Eric in her wake.

   ***

   “I didn’t really expect you to do it,” said Eden, seeing Dakota come into the room they shared, wearing the same outfit she’d had on the night before. “Good for you.”

   “I’m sorry,” were the first words out of her mouth. “I was drunk.”

   “Famous last words,” Eden said.

   Dakota collapsed onto the bed and closed her eyes as she massaged her temples. It wasn’t as if she’d intended to go through with it. But she had, regardless of her intentions. And that night had awakened something inside of her. It didn’t even feel like she was playing a role anymore; in fact, she’d started attributing feminine pronouns to herself, even in her head. It was like a switch inside her brain had been flipped, and suddenly, her femininity was free to roam inside her head.

   “I didn’t mean for it to happen,” she said. “I’m just… we were drinking, and he was so nice…”

   “I get it,” Eden said.

   Dakota sat up, then asked, “Is this going to affect us?”

   Eden shook her head, saying, “It’s the same as it was when we decided to do this. For this summer, we’re both completely free. You can do whatever you want with Eric.”

   “And you can do what you want with Nolan,” Dakota reasoned. “Did you already do it?”

   Eden said, “No. He’s not getting it that easily. But I admit I was tempted.”

   “Tell me this isn’t going to ruin us,” Dakota said. “I love you, and I don’t want to look back at this as the worst mistake of my life.”

   “It might,” Eden said. “But not by itself. We were happy before, and we’d be happy again. But there’s nothing that says we won’t both lose ourselves in this. Maybe you like being a girl. Maybe you like being with Eric. Maybe I find what I used to have with Nolan. Or maybe we get through this and go back home, stronger than ever. I don’t know. But I think we both need to do this. If we don’t, we’re always going to look back on this summer with regret.”

   “I… I think you’re right,” Dakota said, already looking forward to a summer spent with Eric. It was like she finally felt free to do all the things she hadn’t let herself even dream about. “Or maybe I only hope I am.”

   There was every chance it would all blow up in her face, but she didn’t feel like she had much of a choice in the matter.


   Chapter Eleven

   Dakota leaned back, digging her hands into the sugary white sand as she basked in the sun. It was hot – where in Florida isn’t in the middle of the summer – but her discomfort was mitigated significantly by the pink-and-white bikini she wore. The first time she’d gone out wearing a women’s bathing suit, she’d been incredibly self-conscious, wholeheartedly convinced that it was only a matter of time before her secret came out. However, whether it was her obviously feminine body or the efficacy of the medical tape holding her manhood in place, her concerns had been proven completely unwarranted. And now, weeks later, she felt at least as comfortable in her bikini as she ever had wearing more masculine swim trunks.

   Part of that was because, as a man, she’d been entirely incapable of forgetting just how small and scrawny she was. In fact, her stature, combined with the soft contours of her facial features, meant that it wasn’t uncommon for her to be mistaken for someone quite a bit younger. Even when she’d let her whiskers grow out, they had only served to make her look like an adolescent on the cusp of turning into a man. It had made her self-conscious and unwilling to even go anywhere where societal norms might require her to remove her shirt.

   But now, things were different. On the off chance that she ever removed her top, nobody would ever think she was a pre-teen. Her breasts – and the rest of her curves – told anyone who might look that she was a woman. That, almost as much as all the new experiences that had come with her assumption of a feminine role, made everything feel like it was worth it.

   “What’re you thinking?” asked Eric, who sat on a colorful beach towel beside her.

   Dakota didn’t look toward him. Instead, she focused on Eden and Nolan, who were both knee-deep and frolicking in the crashing surf. Eden looked happy, laughing and splashing water toward her former boyfriend. It almost made Dakota like a voyeur.

   “They really do get along, don’t they?” Dakota said.

   “Always have,” Eric said, not needing to be told who Dakota was talking about. “Going back to when we were all kids, they were inseparable. I still don’t know the whole story of why they broke up. It doesn’t make sense. They’re obviously meant to be together.”

   As much as Dakota wanted to dispute Eric’s statement, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it, mostly because she kind of agreed. Nolan and Eden obviously had something Dakota had never experienced with Eden. They were good together, clearly, but the two weeks since Dakota had first slept with Eric had opened her eyes to just how shallow her relationship with Eden had been. They were good together, sure. They got along famously. But even if she couldn’t quite articulate it, it was far inferior to Eden’s relationship with Eric.

   “Do you know what happened?” asked Eric.

   Dakota did, but she wasn’t going to betray Eden’s confidence, even if her jealousy told her to do so. It was a strange feeling, almost like they’d broken up and she wanted to go full-on scorched-earth on the girl. But they weren’t broken up. In fact, they’d both agreed to what they were doing. However, sight of Nolan and Eden together – and knowing they’d already been intimate – brought with it a pang of jealousy that wasn’t easily dismissed. Especially for Dakota, who was less than confident in her relationship, even in the best of times. But with a considerable mental effort, she suppressed that jealousy. It wasn’t a good look, after all, and what’s more, it might reveal that she and Eden were more than the friends and roommates they pretended to be.

   “I do,” she said. “But I’m not going to tell you. She’d never forgive me.”

   Eric sighed, saying, “Nolan always says the same thing. I just wish somebody would tell me so I can help them get through it. They’re obviously happier together than they are apart.”

   That was clear, if the past couple of weeks were any indication. Eden wasn’t just happier; she was less stressed, she smiled more, and anytime she was alone with Dakota, she couldn’t stop talking about whatever she and Nolan had done together that day. It made Dakota want to vomit to the point where she had to keep telling herself, over and over, that she’d agreed to this arrangement. And what’s more, it would all be over in a month or two. Then, they could go back to the lives they’d left behind.

   It was a good idea, but Dakota wasn’t certain it would ever really come to pass. She hadn’t been a girl for long, but even so, she found herself almost dreading going back to her mundane masculinity. As a woman, she was special. Pretty. She got attention, and a lot of it. And what’s more, she didn’t feel inadequate. After all, she had attracted someone like Eric, who was, by anyone’s measure, a catch. And unlike how she felt as a man being in a relationship with a beauty like Eden, she didn’t feel like Eric was doing her a favor. By contrast, she felt like she deserved it.

   “Let’s not talk about them,” she said, looking in his direction. He wore a pair of swim trunks and nothing else, which put his lean, muscular body on full display. “Let’s talk about something else.”

   Eric grinned. “Or we could skip talking altogether,” he suggested. “Mom and dad went to the tennis club, so the house is ours for the next few hours. We could… you know…”

   Dakota smiled. If nothing else, she’d found the truth of one thing over her two-week relationship with Eric: she really, really liked having sex with him. So, she said, “I think you read my mind.”

   ***

   Dakota stared at Eric’s cock, a sensation of surreality overcoming her. Only a couple of weeks before, and she’d have been appalled to be in this position, her face only a handful of inches from a man’s penis. But now? Now, she could only feel anticipation, because she knew precisely the pleasure it represented.

   In a lot of ways, it wasn’t so different from the strap-on that had become a huge part of her sex life with Eden. The shape was similar. The size difference was negligible. And other than the color, it looked mostly the same. However, it was impossible to see the obvious differences. As she wrapped her ringers around it, she was assaulted by the sensation of warmth, the velvety feel of the skin, the throbbing, barely perceptible beat of Eric’s heart. It was a living thing of flesh and blood – a far cry from the lifeless toy that had once been the center of her sexual universe.

   But it was more than that, too. The thick tuft of hair at its base, the torso to which it was attached. The slight, masculine musk that seemed completely unique to Eric. Everything told Dakota one thing – she was holding a man’s cock, and not some inanimate facsimile. And she reveled in it, because she knew exactly the kinds of pleasure it could elicit.

   So, without hesitation – and with more than a little glee in her heart – she descended upon it, parting her lips so she could take the thing into her mouth. She enveloped it, wrapping her lips around the cock with more than a little familiarity. In the two weeks since their drunken first time, Dakota had learned to love fellating the man. Nothing made her feel more like a woman than looking up into his eyes and bobbing her head up and down on his thick, hard cock.

   Underneath it all, though, was a significant undercurrent of humiliation. As a man, Dakota had never once considered homosexuality. And if she’d still been one, she would have been disgusted by what she was doing. Some of that remained, regardless of how thoroughly she had committed to the role. But it was easily ignored, and she pushed that to the back of her mind, where it couldn’t hurt anyone.

   After a few minutes of worshipping Eric’s cock, Dakota ended up naked on the bed, her legs spread wide. Her own tiny cock, if it could even be thought of in those terms, twitched a bit, but it remained completely flaccid. That didn’t stop Eric from paying it plenty of attention, though. In fact, he didn’t hesitate to descend upon it, licking, kissing, and sucking. And though Dakota seemed incapable of achieving an erection, it didn’t mean she didn’t enjoy it. However, the real highlight of their foreplay came when he made his way to her asshole, where Eric spent plenty of time tonguing it.

   But foreplay can only last so long, regardless of how enjoyable it is, and after a few more minutes, Eric coated his cock in lubricant before thrusting it inside of her. Dakota moaned with the pleasure of feeling it fill her so completely; it felt like her ass had been made for his cock, like a perfectly fitted glove, and within moments, she felt the familiar jolts of ecstasy as each thrust pushed what she had labeled her “girl-button”.

   There was something altogether different about being fucked by a man. Eden had done her best with the strap-on, and it had been enjoyable enough, especially as an introduction to anal sex. But, not unlike her experience with fellatio, it was nothing compared to the real thing. There was a fluidity, a ferocity to Eric’s thrusts that few, if any, women could really achieve, and Dakota’s body responded in kind. It wasn’t long before she felt the familiar waves of orgasmic pleasure coursing through her body.

   Eric wasn’t finished, though, and before he spurted his cum inside of her, she’d experienced multiple orgasms. But as good as they felt – and they were nearly overwhelming – nothing made him feel quite as womanly as receiving his seed. It wasn’t just the semen itself. Rather, it was the knowledge that she’d pleased her man that sent her over the top.

   And through it all, right in the midst of all that pleasure, she found herself thinking one, simple thought: it was good to be a woman.


   Chapter Twelve

   Clutching her knees to her chest, Dakota sat on the deck overlooking the ocean, sipping her coffee. She wore a simple pair of cotton shorts and an oversized tee-shirt emblazoned with the mascot of Eric’s alma mater. The sun was only barely up, and the heat hadn’t had the chance to become unbearable, so the temperature was mild enough for it to be an enjoyable morning.

   Eden sat nearby, dressed in a similar pair of shorts and a fitted tank top. Her hair was in a messy bun, and she didn’t have a hint of makeup on her face. But she was still beautiful, almost radiant in the morning sun. However, for once, Dakota didn’t feel inadequate next to her girlfriend. In fact, she felt completely at ease, confident and unconcerned with her own appearance. It was a stark difference from what she usually felt, but a welcome change nonetheless.

   “I think we need to talk,” Eden said.

   “Yeah,” Dakota agreed. “I think so, too.”

   Eric and Nolan had decided to charter a boat and go deep-sea fishing for the day, while Eden’s parents had an early morning tee-time. So, the pair were all alone, and would be for the rest of the day. The house felt eerily empty, with the whole family being out, and Dakota couldn’t help but feel a bit awkward.

   “What are you going to do?” Eden asked.

   Dakota had spent the past week or so thinking about just that. She’d been having such a good time with Eric that the days had slipped away, almost unnoticed amidst her burgeoning relationship with Eric, and her time in Florida was soon coming to an end. It felt simultaneously like she’d spent an eternity as a woman and like she’d had far too short of a time to enjoy the role.

   “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Eric wants me to move. He thinks this can work longterm.”

   “Nolan has similar ideas,” Eden said. “But I’m not talking about them. I’m talking about you and me. What do you want?”

   “It’s not just about me,” Dakota said. “Even if I want to let everything wear off and go back to being the old me, do you think we can just turn back the clock and go back to our old life? Our old relationship? Things have changed.”

   “I know,” Eden replied.

   “The worst part is that I have no idea how to even make a decision,” Dakota said. “Everything’s so tangled up. I mean, I remember being happy before. I never had a problem with being a guy. But this summer…”

   “It’s addictive,” Eden supplied. “I know. It’s almost like you didn’t even know what was missing, right?”

   “Yes!” Dakota said. “That’s exactly how it feels. If I’d have never come here like this, I could’ve just stayed the way I was, and I would’ve been fine. Better than fine. I could have been completely happy. But now? Now, I know what the other side’s like, and I can’t help but think that if I choose to go back, there’s no way I could ever feel like I used to.”

   Eden sighed, taking a sip of her own coffee. “It was the same for me,” she said.

   “W-what?” asked Dakota. “You were a –”

   “Oh, no! That’s not what I meant,” she said. “I’m talking about before I hit puberty. Before I developed. I was kind of a late bloomer, you know, and I didn’t grow into my looks until I was sixteen or seventeen. I wasn’t like a cave troll or anything, but I was definitely not prom queen material. But then something kind of clicked into place, and suddenly, everyone was clamoring for my attention.”

   “So, what’d you do?” Dakota asked.

   “Got drunk off it, mostly,” she admitted. “I was insufferable for a couple of years. An unrepentant flirt. I didn’t cheat on Nolan or anything, but I knew I could’ve. He put up with it, though. He’s a good man.”

   “Do you love him?” Dakota asked.

   She shrugged, saying, “Probably. This summer, it’s brought back a thousand old feelings. Feelings I thought I’d left behind a long time ago. I know that if I go back home, and we go back to normal, they’ll fade away again. I know you and me, we could be happy like we were.”

   “But?”

   “But it’s about degrees of happiness, isn’t it?” she said. “Nolan and I, we’re soulmates. I know that. I think I always have. The way I feel when I’m with him, it’s like I’ve found the other half of me.”

   “Which doesn’t leave a lot of room for me,” Dakota said.

   It was something she’d figured out halfway through the summer. Eden didn’t want to fall back into her relationship with Nolan, but her resistance was mostly useless. Eden had described them as two halves of the same whole, and Dakota couldn’t really dispute that assessment. And what’s more, she’d heard them together, through the walls. She couldn’t help but think that she’d never made Eden make those sorts of sounds. If her self-worth was still tied up in her masculinity, she’d have felt lower than low. But it wasn’t. In fact, she almost felt happy for the other girl.

   Or she would have if it weren’t for the stream of jealousy simmering beneath the surface. But was it valid? After all, they’d both been sleeping with and developing relationships with other people, weren’t they? And Dakota wasn’t even certain that she could be happy with sleeping with Eden anymore. While she still craved the closeness of their relationship, it had shifted into something more closely resembling friendship than anything romantic. Would that change when she went back to masculinity?

   She didn’t know, and she wasn’t sure if she even wanted to find out. After all, what she shared with Eric was special. She knew that down to her very core. And she suspected that she’d always regret it if she let something like that slip through her fingers.

   “This is all so confusing,” she muttered. “I don’t even know who I am anymore, so I have no idea what I want.”

   “I know,” Eden said. “But if you want my advice? For whatever it’s worth, if something makes you happy, just go for it. Hug it tight, and don’t ever let it go.”

   “Even if it changes everything?” Dakota asked. “We were happy together, weren’t we? Should we just abandon that?”

   Eden shrugged. “Maybe,” she said. “That depends on how we feel with the new situation. I know what a relationship with Nolan looks like. But only you know how it’ll be with Eric. And for you, it’s more than just who you want to be with. It’s about who you are. I think the question you really need to ask yourself is if you’d be happy as a woman, even if Eric wasn’t there.”

   It was a good question, and one that came with a lot of implications. However, Dakota had no difficulty imagining living the rest of her life as a girl. More, doing so came with a feeling of contentment. By contrast, the only thing she felt when thinking about going back to her life as a man was overwhelming anxiety. That, more than anything, made her choice an easy one.

   “I… I think I know what I’m going to do,” she said.

   “I thought as much,” Eden said. “I’m proud of you.”


   Chapter Thirteen

   “It’s only for a couple of months,” said Dakota, her hands in Eric’s. “Once I take care of some things, I can start looking for a job near where you work. It shouldn’t be hard. I’ve got good credentials and enough experience to qualify for something in my field.”

   Eric looked her in her eyes, which made it all the more difficult for her to go through with her plan. She had decided to go back home, if only so she could get the shots that would make her femininity permanent. More, she had the unenviable task of turning down the job she’d already gotten, even before she actually worked her first day. But what she’d said was accurate. She had in-demand qualifications, and she would have no difficulty acquiring something new.

   “You could just move in with me and be a housewife,” Eric said with a wink. “You could be my eye-candy. All the other guys at the firm would be incredibly jealous.”

   Dakota rolled her eyes, saying, “And waste almost eight years of school? Not a chance. And I’d be bored out of my mind, just mooching off of you. Besides, to be anyone’s housewife, someone would have to propose. And I’d have to agree to marry him. So, let’s not get too ahead of ourselves.”

   He laughed, but there was a glint in his eye that said he fully intended to take that step sooner rather than later. And to Dakota’s surprise, she didn’t have any issues with that. After a few more minutes, the couple ended their lengthy goodbye, and she got into the car alongside Eden, who’d been engaged in much the same with Nolan.

   Once they were on their way, she said, “Are you and Nolan going to try long-distance?”

   Eden nodded, saying, “Yeah. For a while. But I’m graduating in two semesters, so it won’t be for long.”

   “And then we go our separate ways,” Dakota said.

   Eden’s hand found hers, and she said, “But we’ll always be friends. Best friends. And if it works out with Eric, sisters.”

   “I… I like the sound of that,” Dakota said.

   And indeed, she did. It had only been a little less than four months since she’d embarked upon her role as a woman, but in that time, it had ceased to be an act. Instead, she felt more comfortable as a girl than she ever had as a guy. Eric and the feelings they shared for one another certainly had an impact on that, but she couldn’t escape the feeling that she’d always been meant for womanhood. Maybe she would’ve been happy as a man, especially if she had never tasted girlhood, but now that she had? Going back to manhood left a sour taste in her mouth.

   “Are you excited?” asked Eden. “About your new life, I mean. It’s kind of exciting, isn’t it?”

   “Yeah,” Dakota admitted. “I never would’ve expected it, but I feel like I’ve finally found my place. Does that make sense? I didn’t want to be a girl before. I know that. But I feel like if I went back to being a boy, I’d just… I don’t know… it just doesn’t feel right.”

   Eden smiled. “I get it,” she said. “It suits you.”

   Dakota returned Eden’s grin with one of her own. “Did you plan all this?” she asked. “I mean, it all worked out like it was planned.”

   “No,” Eden said. “But I’m glad it turned out like it did. I think I was living in denial. Maybe you were, too.”

   “Maybe,” Dakota said. But she didn’t think she had been. However, she very much was looking forward to the rest of her life, and in a way that she never had before. That, as much as anything else reaffirmed her decision to fully and completely commit to womanhood. And to Eric.

   She smiled, thinking about the rest of her life. It was going to be a good one.
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