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It’s morning. A new day in my new room. Is it my new room? How long can you live in a place before my new room simply becomes my room?

Time has begun to blur. I don’t know what the date is since they took away my phone. Although technically, that was my fault for misbehaving. The rules were clear. I should’ve known better.

I rise out of bed and check out at my reflection in the mirror. Someone I barely recognize stares back at me. How long had it been? Months, at least. Somehow, I went from being Ben the boring accountant to a sex worker named Britney. I’d traded my luxury apartment for a pink frilly room. My short brown hair to a long silky blonde style that I was considering putting into pigtails.

“Britney hun, are you getting ready?” The woman in the other room asked.

“Yes. I’m just doing my makeup,” I called out in my new feminine voice.

It was odd. That voice was slowly becoming my natural voice. Could I even talk how I used to anymore? The thought that I couldn’t scared me and so I refused to try. I could feel the masculine version of myself slipping away. Day by day, being Britney became more normal and Ben felt more alien.

I sat down and applied my makeup like I’d been doing it my whole life. Six months ago, I probably wouldn’t have been able to even name some of these products. But that was my old life. Being Britney is the only thing that’s keeping me safe. It’s not as if I like it. She’s just a necessary evil. A temporary mask I have to wear in order to stay hidden. Once everything blows over, I’ll be able to go back to being Ben.

I finished my makeup and got ready to leave. A swell of excitement rose within me. I was wearing the cutest new pair of underwear and I can’t wait for my partner to see them.

I shook my head. This isn’t who I am. I must be getting lost in this persona. I’ve got to find a way to stop this and get out before I lose myself for good.


Chapter One

A few months earlier

“Have you considered how this makes me look?” My girlfriend Amy asked me in the apartment we share but that I pay for. It’s currently my day off work and all I want to do is lay on the couch that I bought and watch the game on TV. This was supposed to be my day off. A day of relaxation.

“Hello? Am I talking to myself?” She asked.

To be honest, she kind of was. If I focused on the TV, then I could tune her out. You might think I’m being too harsh or that I’m a dick, but she’s been complaining about the same thing for the last three weeks and I’m rapidly approaching my limit.

Before that, everything was fine. I work as a junior accountant for a waste management company. It’s not glamourous, but the pay is exceptional. About a month ago, Amy and I had planned this huge trip. We were going to take a few months off and tour cities in Europe. I’d even been thinking of proposing to her while over there. I mean, we’d been living together for a year and there had been no problems until now. But three weeks ago, that all changed.

My boss and his boss called me into the office. They questioned me about the trip. At first, I thought it was a joke, but they grilled me pretty hard about it. I even had to show them receipts and plane tickets to prove I was legitimately going. Eventually, they believed me, but I was told to cancel the trip and under no circumstances was I to leave the city.

My boss and I walked out of their office together. I took him aside and asked him what was going on. He said the less I knew, the better.

And so I went home and told Amy that the trip had to be canceled. She got upset, telling me I should quit that place. Which wasn’t a bad idea. I’d put a lot of good years into that company and maybe it was time to move on, considering the shady way they’d acted in that meeting. Of course, it didn’t take long before Amy made it about herself.

“Seriously, it makes you look poor. Like one of those guys who makes big promises but can never actually afford anything. Talk to me. Tell me I’m wrong,” she said.

I finally sat up and looked at her. She clenched her fists and looked like she was about to throw something at me if I didn’t respond.

Amy was a fashion model I’d met at a party that one of my co-workers had invited me to. We’d hit it off right away, but it was also immediately clear that she came from money and had certain expectations. Now I could see the doubt in her eyes. She thinks I’m lying about my boss canceling the trip. She thinks I just don’t have the money for it.

I felt torn between throwing money around to prove her wrong or making another permanent change in my life. But the unknown scared me too much. Instead, I settled for the familiar.

I switched the channel off the game and to the news. I muted the tv and turned to her. “The trip isn’t canceled, it’s just postponed,” I reassured her. “We’ll still go to Europe. I’ve just got to ride out whatever’s happening at work right now and then we can go. Alright?”

Amy unclenched her hands. “It’s just that you work so much. I barely get to see you and now your boss is saying you can’t even take a vacation.”

“I know and you’re right, maybe I should start looking at other places.”

“Yeah that’s… hey what’s that on TV? Isn’t that your office?” She pointed.

I turned in horror to see news crews outside the place I’d worked for the last six years. There were police cars outside. Men and women wearing windbreakers that said FBI on the back were coming in and out of the building. Frantically, I scrambled for the remote and hit unmute.

“We’re outside Union Waste Management today,” said a newscaster. “As the FBI is conducting what appears to be a raid. Rumors are swirling that the company has ties to organized crime.”

“Honey, what are they…?” Amy stuttered.

“Not now!” I yelled while grabbing my phone.

I called my boss first. It rang and went to voicemail. Then I started going through my list of contacts that work at the company. Finally, I try Peter, a supervisor in another department who’d given me his business card at last year's Christmas party. I barely knew him. We’ve probably only spoken a handful of times, but it was worth a shot.

The phone rang and then a voice picked up. “Who is this?”

“Peter? It’s me, Ben. What the hell’s going on? I just turned on the news, and it's crazy.”

There was a pause. “Ben who?” Peter asked.

“Ben from accounting. We spoke at the Christmas party last month.”

“Oh right. Listen to me carefully, Ben. Pack a bag and get out of there. They’re coming for all of us. You need to ditch this phone and run.”

“But sir…”

I was cut off as the line went dead. I thought about the times things didn’t add up at work. All the conversations I pretended not to hear. The money I moved for them. If my boss or one of my co-workers talked, then I could go away for a long time.

I dropped the phone and ran to the bedroom. Amy followed me with a barrage of questions. I ignored them and threw a random assortment of clothes in a duffel bag. Then I found my passport and threw that in too. Finally, I considered putting on a hat and sunglasses but decided that was too conspicuous.

I moved to leave, but Amy was there blocking the door.

“You can’t just run out of here. Tell me what’s going on?”

“I can’t right now. I’ve got to go,” I said.

“That’s not good enough. This is scary. Especially what the people on tv are saying. Is it true? Are you a criminal?”

“No. Now I need to go.”

I brushed past her.

“If you don’t come back here, then we’re through,” she shouted. 

I ignored her and kept walking down the hall. Hopefully, none of our neighbors come out to see what was going on. I pushed the button for the elevator. It was too slow. Meanwhile, my heart was racing. Standing still felt physically painful.

They’re coming for you.

The words bounced around in my head. I couldn’t wait. Instead, I ran for the stairs. Running down them as fast as I could. My bag jostling in my hands. Every breath was loud and heavy. God, I hadn’t run this fast since college.

Eventually, I got down to the lobby. Great, now all I need to do is get to my car and get out of the city. It wouldn’t be for long. I’m sure they’re not after me anyway. The dangerous criminals are the ones they’ll focus on.

I stop cold at the entrance. Police sirens were everywhere.

I spun away from the entrance and headed towards the back exit, which lead into an alley. But the police were there too. They had their backs to me and it looked like they were setting up some kind of barricade on both sides of the alley.

Damn it.

I go back inside and start running up the stairs. Maybe I can jump to the next building from the roof? It sounded insane, but I didn’t have any other ideas.

Pain shot up my right leg as it cramped. Going up the stairs was a lot worse than going down. I made it up to the third floor with no one seeing me. But then I heard a sound above me and stopped. Someone had opened the door on the floor above. They’d be down the stairs in the next few seconds and I couldn’t afford to be seen right now. Panicking, I ducked into the hallway for the third floor while looking back over my shoulder.

That’s when I collided with a woman and her basket full of laundry. Clothes flew up in the air and the woman fell back onto the ground.

“Oh god, I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine,” she said.

I held out my hand to help her up, and that’s when I noticed it. This woman was gorgeous. Tall and curvy, with long red hair. She smiled as she stood up and casually brushed her hair back.

A big part of me desperately wanted to stay and keep talking to her. But the cops were closing in. And nothing was worth going to prison for.

“Sorry I’ve got to go,” I said.

“Is it because of the police?”

My body froze as I struggled to formulate a lie. In the end, all I could come up with was a pathetic “no.”

“They were just saying on the news that you’re worth a lot.”

“You have me confused with someone else.”

“Your face was just on the news. Ben from some waste management company?”

I threw my hands up in surrender. “Okay fine. Just please don’t tell anyone. I never hurt anybody. I was just an accountant.”

“I believe you. Where were you heading anyway, didn’t you know the cops were already outside?”

I looked down, embarrassed. “The roof. I was going to jump across to the next building.”

“Wow, I don’t know if that’s brave or stupid, but it wouldn’t have worked. The door to the roof is locked. It’s some health and safety thing.”

That was it then. It was over. Tears started to fall. Normally I’d feel self-conscious, but I didn’t care. Anyone would tear up at the thought of prison. “I’m finished,” I cried.

“Not necessarily,” she said.

I looked up. “Huh? What do you mean?”

“I could hide you in my place until the cops leave for ten percent of the money you’ve got stored away.”

“How did you know about the money?” Then I answered my own question. “The news.”

She nodded. “They said it went through some shell companies and then vanished. A large sum slowly over years. You were one disloyal employee.”

I snorted. “Yeah, well they were the mob. Not exactly nice people. Hide me and I’ll give you five percent.”

“Twelve.”

“Twelve?! A second ago it was ten percent.”

She smiled. “Now it's fifteen. Take it or leave it.”

“Fine, fifteen percent. But I can stay at your place for as long as it takes. That might end up being a few days, but you’ll be well compensated for it.”

“Alright follow me.”

I had no choice about the money. Even inside her place, she could call the cops if she changed her mind. I had to keep her happy and calm.

Her apartment was an identical layout to mine. Albeit designed with a woman’s taste in mind.

“Put your stuff in the spare room,” she said. “You can sleep there later if it comes to it.”

“Hopefully, the cops will just check out my apartment and then leave,” I said as I went to the other bedroom.

I poked my head in the door. Everything in the room was in pink and white. A large bed sat in the center with a bunch of lights and camera equipment packed in one corner. This must be some kind of studio space.

I dumped my bag and came out to be greeted by a cup of hot, steaming liquid.

“Tea?” I asked.

“It’s chamomile. It’s meant to be calming.”

I thanked her and went to sit down in the living room when something occurred to me. “I just realized that I don’t even know your name.”

“Oh, it’s Jessica.”

Curious about the camera stuff, I had to ask. “So I noticed there was a camera in the other room. Are you a photographer or something?”

“Actually, I shoot porn in there. That doesn’t bother you, does it?”

I shook my head. “No, not at all.”

We stayed together on the couch making idle chit-chat. As I calmed down, I became more interested in Jessica. Once the cops go, I’ll have to leave the city and maybe even the country. As soon as she accepts my fifteen percent, she’d become an accessory if the cops ever found out. Maybe she’d want to join me instead.

A few hours passed, and I was feeling restless, constantly peaking outside Jessica’s window. The cops were still there. She saw my concern and said, “maybe I should check it out and see what’s happening?”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea.”

She took her laundry with her. Was it a prop, or was she seriously going to do laundry at a time like this? The second she left, I instantly regretted telling her to. Any minute now, I expected the cops to kick down the door, screaming for me to get on my knees.

Jessica was frowning when she returned. “We’ve got a problem. The cops got a tip that you’re still in the building. When they saw your apartment was empty, they started going door to door.”

“So it’s only a matter of time before they find me.”

Jessica realized something and her eyes lit up. “I’ve got an idea. It’s pretty out there but it will guarantee the cops don’t catch you.”

“What is it? I’ll do anything.”

“How do you feel about disguises?”


Chapter Two

She led me back into the pink bedroom. My mind had gone to a fake beard or some old Halloween costume. Instead, she opened a closet and pulled out a long blonde wig. Then she told me she was going to turn me into a woman. A part of me had wanted to argue, since I’d been bouncing from one insane plan to the next. Jessica had said we had maybe an hour or two before the cops reached us. She swore that with her makeup skills that I’d be unrecognizable. With great reluctance, I sighed and said yes.

“First things first,” she said, handing me a razor and some shaving cream. Then I was told to go into the bathroom and shave my body.

“Can’t I just do my arms and upper chest or something?”

“I’m not risking it and you shouldn’t either,” she replied.

“I should have just hidden in a closet or something,” I mumbled to myself.

Shaving my body was an awkward and uncomfortable experience. I kept rushing because I didn’t know how much time I had left. Though Jessica assured me they had several floors of apartments to check first and they’d be awhile.

Eventually, I was done. After all the running earlier, I thought a shower was in order. The hot water felt amazing as it cascaded down my newly smooth body. I grabbed some of Jessica’s flowery soap and covered myself in it. It was way more feminine than anything I’d usually use, but I guess that’s the point if her plan was to work.

When I got out of the shower, I wrapped a towel around my waist and opened the door. Jessica was waiting on the other side. She grinned when she saw me. “You’re going to look so cute when I’m done. Let’s get you into some clothes.”

I followed her back into the room. She opened a drawer and pulled out a pair of black panties. I immediately recoiled and calmed myself. Don’t get angry. Just keep her happy.

Instead, I politely shook my head. “That’s unnecessary. I packed some clean underwear.”

I opened my duffel bag. Huh, that’s odd. There’s no underwear in here. I could have sworn I packed some. Jessica continued to offer me the panties. Feeling out of options, I took them. At least they were only plain cotton ones and not something Amy would wear on a date night.

“The more real it feels for you, the easier it will be to fool others,” she assured me.

I had to stop myself from rolling my eyes. But time was of the essence, so I asked her what was next.

Jessica opened the closet and handed me a black crop top and a pair of skin-tight gray yoga pants. Before I could respond, she put a black bra and fake boob inserts onto the bed, along with a blonde wig that was sitting on a bust.

Okay, this was going too far. All of that stuff is far too revealing.

“Seriously? There’s no way I’m wearing that stuff,” I stuttered, struggling to find more words.

“We need them to avoid looking at your face as much as possible. I’m not just going to turn you into a girl. I’m turning you into a beautiful, sexy one. That way, you can distract them with your new assets. Unless, of course, you have a better idea?”

I didn’t.

“No. Just give me some privacy.”

Jessica nodded. “Let me know if you have trouble with anything,” she said before closing the door.

Okay, I can do this. It’s just like acting. It’s a temporary costume I need to wear in order to play a role. I took the panties and slid them up my smooth legs. My ass immediately swallowed them, giving me a slight wedgie. Past girlfriends had always complimented me on my butt. Now looking in the mirror, clad in panties and smooth-shaven, it looked even more feminine. The front was a different matter, as there was a clear bulge that would show up even through the yoga pants.

I explained the problem to Jessica.

“There’s some tape in the drawer. Use that to help tuck it up. The tape will hold it in place and give you a smooth front.”

“You sound like you’ve got experience with this sort of thing,” I said.

“I had a roommate before. They were a crossdresser, and they left all this stuff behind when they moved abroad.”

I guess that makes sense, especially given the idea of dressing as a woman was her first thought.

I found the tape and tucked everything away until my front was smooth. Next were the yoga pants. If I thought the panties made my lower half look girly, then the yoga pants made that a certainty. They clung to my legs and ass like a second skin.

The bra took me a minute to awkwardly clip on. It felt a little tight across my back, but I tried to ignore it. The breast inserts wobbled in my hands. I inserted them into the bra I was wearing. Now it looked like I had large C-cup boobs.

I glanced at the clock. I’m taking too long. I hurried and put on the crop top that left my stomach bare. Luckily, I hadn’t been eating much lately due to stress. My skinny body, combined with these clothes, had turned me into a convincing girl. At least below the neck.

I told Jessica I had finished.

“Wow, look at you. Give me a twirl girl,” she said.

Reluctantly, I spun around.

“Damn, you look hot,” she said.

Suddenly, I felt her hand squeeze my butt. My dick twitched in my panties against the tape. Was this turning me on?

There was no time for more foreplay. Jessica ordered me to sit down before pulling out an array of cosmetics. I knew nothing about makeup, but luckily I didn’t have to. Jessica noticed my concern and told me she’d do all the work. All I had to do was sit still.

There was no mirror in front of me, so there was no way to know if this was going to work. The shaving and all the clothes were pointless if my face gave me away.

After what felt like forever, she had finished my makeup. The final touch was the wig that she placed on my head. I touched the hair, amazed at how real it felt.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

I swallowed and nodded. I stood up and turned towards the mirror. My eyes widened. The reflection in the mirror shocked me. My eyes couldn’t help but roam over my body. Jessica was right. I look hot. My lips were plump, I had a little eyeshadow with longer eyelashes. If I’d had a sister, then I would have looked a bit like her. She had transformed me into a passable woman. It was odd, but I felt a little disappointed that my face wasn’t more beautiful.

Jessica noticed my frown and took my hand. “Come on. You can stare at yourself later. Let’s go over your backstory on the couch.”

We sat down and she told me I should impersonate her roommate, since it still listed them on the lease. “You look a little like her. No one will question it.”

“What’s her name?” I asked.

“Britney.”

“And what did she do?”

“She was a sex worker like me. We both shot porn together in the house. Then she got married and moved to Spain. It’s unlikely the cops would dig that far and discover that though. If they ask for ID, I’ll tell them you left that stuff at your boyfriend’s place. It’s going to be hard, but under no circumstances should you say anything. Your voice would give you away in a second. Let me do all the talking. If they wonder why you don’t talk, it's because you have a throat infection.”

I agreed. That sounded plausible, and with my new appearance, I was finally beginning to feel confident that we could pull this thing off.

Eventually, we heard a knock at the door. Jessica answered it. Two police officers stood there looking grim.

“Afternoon. We’re searching for a dangerous criminal that lives in your building. Have you seen this man today?” One of them asked while showing her a picture.

Jessica shook her head. “No sorry, I haven’t.”

“We have strong evidence to believe he’s still in the building and we need to search the premises. May we search your apartment?”

“Of course, come on in,” she said.

The two officers entered. Both men are in their forties. They noticed me on the couch and one of them checked their notes.

“Jessica and Britney of apartment 3b?” he asked.

“That’s correct,” said Jessica, while I silently nodded.

One of them began searching rooms while the other stayed with us in the living room. I caught him throwing glances my way. His eyes would dart down to my chest before he looked away. I pretended not to notice and just stared at my phone. The other officer returned and said, “it’s clear.”

“We’ll be maintaining a constant police presence outside the building for the foreseeable future. If you see this man, don’t hesitate to call 911.”

“I won’t,” she said.

They left, and I let out a tremendous sigh of relief.

“I can’t believe that actually worked. You’re a genius,” I said.

“Thank you. Did you see how that cop was into you?”

“What?”

“He totally wanted to fuck you.”

“I think he’d be disappointed once I took my clothes off. Speaking of which, I’m going to go take this stuff off and then head back up to my place till this thing blows over. The cops would have left it by now,” I said, heading to the bedroom.

Jessica shot to her feet. “Wait! You can’t.”

I stopped and turned to her, frowning.

“They might still be up there cataloging stuff or whatever it is they do,” she explained. “Or the cops might come back here. No, it’s too risky. Just stay as Britney for now.”

My frown deepened. “You want me to stay like this all day?”

“Just for the next few days, until the cops leave. Those two saw us. There are now witnesses that can prove I aided and abetted a known fugitive. I’m not going to prison just because you don’t enjoy looking cute.”

As soon as she called me cute, I blushed.

Damn it. What is going on with me? I’ve got to get a handle on things. Clearly, Jessica’s panicking. So I tried a different strategy.

“How about we get your money right now?” I asked. “This outfit fooled those two, so it stands to reason everyone else will be fooled. We can leave right now.”

But no matter what I said, she stood firm. “No way. Like I said, it's too risky. We just have to wait until the cops leave.”

“But that could take forever!” I pouted.

She shrugged, and that was that. If she wouldn’t agree, then I couldn’t go.

I trudged back to the pink room to be alone and sulk.

This is crazy. How long could I do this? I took a few deep breaths to calm myself. It’s only a few days, I told myself. Just keep Jessica happy till then.

I went to check the rest of my stuff and found the duffel bag was empty. I knew the answer, but I had to ask. “Hey, where are my clothes?”

“I threw them away. I didn’t want the cops to find anything suspicious.”

“And my passport?!”

She laughed, “relax. I hid that in a drawer in my room. It’s fine.”

“It’s not fine. You threw my clothes away.”

“So what? You can buy new ones when this is over. Now it’ll be easier for you to keep being Britney while you’re here.”

I gritted my teeth and went back to my room. She threw the clothes away on purpose, but I couldn’t say that to her face. That would just escalate things. Despite what she said about aiding and abetting, they’d probably go easy on her or cut her a deal if she turned me in. Without any evidence that I paid her off, she has all the leverage. Hell, she could even make up a story that I threatened her or something. No, for the next few days, Jessica has all the power here. I just have to keep calm and I’ll get through this.


Chapter Three

I woke up surrounded by pink. I’d slept in nothing except the black panties I’d worn the day before. The pink sheets had felt amazing against my skin. I guess there’s at least one upside to shaving my body.

There was a lilac robe hanging behind the door. I threw it on and stumbled out in search of coffee.

Jessica was in the kitchen, fully dressed, looking like she’d been up for hours. With no phone or clock in the room, I had no idea what time it was. So I asked her.

“It’s ten. You slept for a long time.”

“Yeah, it took me a while to fall asleep.”

“You also went to bed with your makeup on,” she pointed out.

Oh right, duh. I’d seen my girlfriend take off her makeup a million times. “Sorry, I forgot I was even wearing any.”

“It’s fine. You’re going to make mistakes but I’ll teach you how to avoid them.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I still have to live my life and work. I can’t just drop everything because you’re here. So today I’ll teach you some stuff so that you can apply your own makeup.”

Great, I thought sarcastically.

“Great!” I said, faking a smile.

Jessica first taught me how to use the coffee machine. I felt a little better with some caffeine in my system. Then I got ready while Jessica walked me through the makeup. She seemed to enjoy teaching it to me, but she also couldn’t stop glancing at her phone.

“Okay, here’s a good YouTube video that you can follow along to,” she said.

“Wait, that’s it?”

“A lot of it is just practice. You’ll get the hang of it. Just take your time with the video and go slowly. If you make a mistake, then use the makeup wipes and start again. Alright?”

I nodded.

“I’ll be in my room filming. Don’t bother me unless the house is on fire or the police are back.”

It was day two of appearing like a woman and suddenly I was left all alone with a bunch of makeup and women’s clothes to figure out. I guess I could wear whatever of these I wanted. Maybe there’s something more unisex in here? I pondered as I searched the room.

Unfortunately, everything in the closet was revealing in one way or another. I guess the previous Britney really liked to show off her body.

I picked the same type of clothes as yesterday and went to work on the makeup.

If I thought shaving was frustrating, then makeup was on a different level. Jessica was right. I made a lot of mistakes. Sitting in front of the mirror for what felt like hours until I had it right. But in the end, I could only reach what I deemed to be a passable job, especially in comparison to Jessica’s skills. Still, it was enough. Pleased with myself, I wanted to go show Jessica until I remembered her rule. And then a thought occurred to me. With her busy filming, I could explore the rest of the apartment.

I started with the computer in my room. The name Britney came up on the screen. I pressed enter, and it logged me in. Thank God, she didn’t password-protect.

I searched through her files. A massive amount of video files came up with Jessica in the thumbnail. Each one featuring her in various racy clothes. This must be the work she was talking about. This is all the porn Jessica makes.

Against my better nature, I clicked on one of the videos. Jessica appeared first. She was talking to a man who was off-camera. Then another female voice chimed in. Jessica started to get undressed, and I turned the video off.

Even if Jessica was a little strange, it felt weird going through her stuff or seeing her like this. She’s taking a risk with me here. The least I can do is respect her privacy.

I shut off the computer and went into the kitchen to make coffee. It was a struggle to remember how to use the machine. I kept pressing buttons until I found the right one. Lost in my own thoughts, I didn’t hear anything when, all of a sudden, a hand grabbed my ass. Shocked, I glanced out of the corner of my eye. It was a man. How did he get in here?

At six foot four, he towered over me. Before I could say anything, he came up behind me and kissed me on the neck.

“I’ve missed you, Britney,” he whispered.

A shiver ran down my spine while my face flushed red. His voice and body pressed against me. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. The man’s other hand wrapped around my stomach, pulling me tight. I could feel his enormous erection rubbing against my ass.

I let out a few shaky breaths before I uttered, “I’m not Britney.”

The man let go of me and took a step back. I turned around and finally got a good look at him. He was incredibly handsome, with a chiseled jaw and muscular frame. His eyes sparkled and the hint of a smile on his lips told me he wasn’t sorry.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Carter, Jessica’s boyfriend. She didn’t tell you I was coming over?”

“No. Do you always sneak up on people and grab them like that?”

“Only the beautiful ones,” he grinned.

I blushed and turned back to the coffee to hide it. Jessica needs to talk to him. To find a way of getting him out of here. I can’t have him blow my cover. But I also need to find out what she’s told him.

“Jessica didn’t tell you I was staying here?” I asked.

Carter shook his head. “Nope, and in my defense, you do dress a lot like Britney. What is your name anyway?”

I didn’t want to come up with another fake name and I didn’t know what Jessica would tell him. So I replied, “Britney.”

His grin widened. “Well, that’s convenient.”

I need to talk less about myself and learn more about Carter, so I changed the subject.

“And you and Britney were…?”

“Jessica and I have an open relationship. So, if you’re interested?” He hinted.

“I’m not,” I said.

“I think your body begs to differ,” he said, glancing down.

I followed his gaze to see the throbbing erection in my yoga pants. I politely excused myself, but Jessica suddenly appeared.

“Carter, I see you’ve met the new Britney,” she said.

“Is she joining us?” He asked, hopeful.

“Of course. I just need to talk to her about it.”

Carter nodded and went into the pink bedroom.

“What is he talking about?” I asked.

“So, here’s the thing. If you’re going to be Britney, then you need to do her job and earn your rent.”

“What?!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Especially after all the money I’d promised her.

“This place doesn’t pay for itself,” she explained. “Do you know how expensive an apartment this big in the city is? Of course you do, but I don’t have the luxury of a salary. I’ve just got to keep working and while you live under my roof, so do you. I know you’ll pay me my share once this is over, but I need to keep earning money today and not just wait for some far-off future.”

I didn’t like her insinuation that it would be a long time before I got the money, but I had to admit her logic was sound. We didn’t know how long it would take before the cops leave. But there was absolutely no way that I was going to put myself on camera.

“When you say earn rent?” I asked.

“I need you to hold the camera and film Carter and me having sex.”

I felt an immense wave of relief. If this is what it took to keep her happy, then I could do it. I’m going to be uncomfortable, nervous, and completely out of my element, but I could do it.

“I’ve never shot a video before,” I said.

“It’s fine. Carter and I will walk you through it. During the shoot, we’ll pause in between scenes to give you directions. Don’t worry, you’re going to be great. The last Britney had never even held a camera before moving in and she became a pro before she left.”

I nodded. Only a few more days till the cops leave, I told myself.

We went into the pink room. Carter had already arranged the lights on tripods so that they pointed at the bed. He was also in his underwear. I tried to avoid looking at his bulge, but it magnetically drew my eyes to it.

I snapped back to reality when Jessica handed me the camera. Carter grabbed his phone and got on the bed while they gave me some basic instructions on how to use the camera.

A minute later, Jessica called “action,” and suddenly I was shooting porn while dressed as a woman. If you’d have told me a week ago that this is what I’d be doing, I’d have laughed in your face.

For the first thirty seconds, I filmed Carter playing on his phone.

“What are you doing?” Jessica asked.

I swung the camera to her. She was standing in the doorway frowning while wearing nothing but a large baggy t-shirt. I moved the camera back to Carter.

“I’m not feeling well today. I think I might be sick,” he said.

“I know a way to make you feel better.” 

She coyly sidled over to his side and he put the phone away. Jessica leaned over and kissed him while her hand began rubbing his cock. I moved the camera with her, following her hand before showing a close-up of them making out. They let out a few soft moans between them as their tongues danced together. After a couple of minutes of that, Jessica took off her t-shirt. A perfect lean body with curves in all the right places. She got on top of Carter to continue their kiss.

Occasionally, they would pause everything and one of them would tell me to change angles or to get a closeup of her ass when Carter grabbed it. Silently, I followed every instruction with a calm demeanor. But inside, I was getting extremely turned on. There was a part of me that longed to join in. That wanted to feel Jessica. During the filming, my arousal became obvious because of the yoga pants. Though all of us were too distracted by the shoot to care.

Halfway into the shoot, they paused for a moment to change positions. Carter moved so that he was lying on the edge of the bed. Jessica said “action” and I resumed filming him. She pulled off his underwear, revealing Carter’s huge cock. I moved round to the side, just in time to see her put her plump, juicy lips around the tip. She swirled her tongue around it and licked the entire length of his shaft like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted. I eagerly followed her every move before she began sucking with great enthusiasm. Carter moaned, as her head bobbed up and down, deep throating all of him.

The more she sucked, the more he moaned. The more he moaned, the more turned on I was. The camera was quickly forgotten. I was still filming, but it felt like I was on autopilot. My entire focus was on her lips and that cock. As my arousal grew, I became tense. Almost like I was on the edge of my seat waiting for him to cum. Hoping for it.

Then suddenly, they stopped.

I wanted to ask why, but we were still filming. Instead, I waited to see Jessica get off of him while Carter looked directly at me.

“Come here Britney,” he said.

I froze. Should I stop filming? Unsure of what to do. I did nothing until Jessica came to my rescue. She took my empty hand and guided me to his cock. Both of my hands shook as we got closer to Carter, who stared into my eyes with complete desire. I could feel his hunger for me. His need for me. It felt like fire and sparks.

“Put your hand on his cock,” she said.

Trembling, my hand reached out. Carter made an encouraging noise when I touched his cock. My small hands making it look even bigger in contrast.

This was gay. I was touching another man’s cock. Does that make me gay or bi? No, I’ve only been with women before. Only wanted women. I’m just confused because of Jessica. She’s the one I’m turned on by.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “I know you’ve been wanting to play with it. Make him cum.”

An electric jolt of arousal washed over me. She was right. I wanted to touch his cock. I’d wanted to since I first saw it. Since I first felt it rub against my ass. Carter was so hot and he had such a beautiful cock. I stopped thinking and followed my instincts. Wrapping my hand around it, I began rubbing his cock slowly up and down. Playing with it. Enjoying his moans of pleasure that I was causing.

Carter and Jessica continued to voice words of encouragement. Every word turned me on even more.

“That’s it, baby. Yeah, faster,” said Carter.

Jessica took the camera out of my hands and kept filming. She put the camera on a tripod but kept my face out of frame. The rest of my feminine body was still on display and you could clearly see my dick throbbing in panties. Not content to simply watch, Jessica came up behind me and started rubbing my dick and playing with my ass.

“Harder,” she whispered. “You love playing with big cocks, don’t you?”

I found myself nodding while my eyes laser-focused on his cock. Carter told me to go faster, and I knew he was close to finishing. As my speed increased, so did Jessica. It was like we were in a race to see who could make the other cum the fastest.

I clenched my teeth while my whole body trembled. God, I was so close.

Then Carter gave one final moan and his cock exploded as he came. I kept the hand job going, milking shot after shot. The first one hit my face and then the next my clothes.

Another man just came on me and I loved it.

“Good girl,” Jessica said.

That was all I needed to finish. I came right then. Heat rushed through my body as I shot my load into my panties while Jessica played with my ass. I came harder than I ever had before with Amy or with any girl. It felt indescribable. I didn’t want the feeling to end.

But a few moments after my orgasm, Jessica suddenly yelled, “cut.”

She switched off the camera before turning to me. “Britney, you were amazing,” she said.

I nodded and stood there, still feeling dizzy. Like I was drunk on pleasure.

Meanwhile, Carter cleaned himself up and got dressed. I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or shame, but I couldn’t look at him. It was too hard. I didn’t know what had just happened. Everything suddenly felt so confusing.

Before he left, Carter kissed me on the cheek and said, “you did great baby.”

Another electric thrill shot through me. It turned me on for him to call me baby.

What is happening to me?


Chapter Four

Things were different after that night. Jessica seemed to have changed. Whenever I brought up leaving or checking on the police, she would simply change the subject. Instead, I was told that I needed to be an even more realistic version of Britney now that I had agreed to go on camera.

The first part of that involved a home workout routine and special diet shakes. When I pointed out that all of the exercises focused on my core, legs, and butt. She shrugged and said that was what Britney did. The first workout left me covered in sweat and sore for the next couple of days. Jessica did it with me the next time to prove that it wasn’t that bad. In the end, I was drenched in sweat while she was as cool as a cucumber. To add insult to injury, she then told me she was going to the gym. I wanted to ask about going with her, but of course, that was out of the question. Slowly, I found myself becoming more submissive to Jessica. There was this growing feeling that I needed her permission to do things, and I always felt the urge to ask.

The diet shakes were odd too. I mean, they tasted fine, but Jessica told me not to freak out if they did anything.

“Like what?” I asked her.

“They might make your skin softer and you might gain a tiny bit of weight, but don’t worry, it’ll go to the same places as Britney’s body. Eventually, your bodies will be identical and once that happens, we can leave, even if the cops are still here.”

I was a little put off about gaining weight, but it wasn’t too worrying. Looking more like Britney didn’t bother me much either. I mean, Jessica said she was a man who cross-dressed. Temporarily looking like another guy in women’s clothes wasn’t a big concern.

After that first meeting, I was never called Ben again either, even when I asked her to. She’d just say it was easier to stay in character. Instead, other than my name, she’d call me Brit, cutie, baby, honey, and other pet names. It was like we were dating and it wasn’t long before I stopped asking her to call me Ben and just embraced being Britney.

Jessica told me that the second part of my training involved my voice. She said that through practice, I could learn to sound like a girl when I talked.

I agreed to do it, which made her happy, which made me happy. Doing it meant more training exercises and videos to watch. Sometimes it would feel tiring or frustrating, but Jessica encouraged me to be patient. She said that I would get it, eventually.

It might have seemed weird with me agreeing so easily with all this stuff. Other than making Jessica happy, there were two factors in play. The first was that I was afraid. Ever since that first day when I ran, I’ve been scared that the cops will finally come and take me away. And no matter what, that fear stays with me. The only thing that helps is a distraction. All the exercises, vocal training, or even Jessica introducing me to new makeup or clothes, helped to take my mind off of my fear.

The other factor was boredom. I couldn’t access the internet from the computer in my room and Jessica told me I’d only freak out over the news if I saw it. She said it was better to avoid everything and keep my head down. There wasn’t a lot else to do in the apartment and if I was finished with all the training, then I’d watch whatever Jessica wanted to watch on TV. Usually, that was some reality dating show where she’d ask me who I thought the hottest guy or girl was.

That was what we were doing right now, with Jessica sitting next to me on the couch.

“So which guy do you think is the hottest?” She asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t think about stuff like that,” I said, avoiding her gaze.

Jessica pushed me for an answer and started listing names. “Blake, Daniel, Jeff, Adam.”

When she said Adam, I blushed and turned away from her.

“Oh, so it’s Adam,” she teased. “Well, he is very cute. There’s no need to be embarrassed. Lots of guys find other guys attractive.”

I looked up at her. “They do?”

“Sure. Now, I’m going to grab a cup of tea.”

“Can you make me one too?”

Jessica folded her arms. “Only if you can use the voice.”

She had wanted me to talk like Britney all the time. Always saying how she had the perfect girly voice and that she never stopped using it. So far, I had struggled to even get it right when I practiced and I would always forget about it later. Lapsing back into my regular masculine voice.

“Can you…” No, that wasn’t right. I stopped myself and focused. “Can you please make me a cup of tea as well?” I asked.

It sounded like a perfect girl’s voice. If you’d have heard it on the phone, then you would have never doubted for a second that it belonged to a woman.

Jessica clapped her hands. “Babe, you did it. You finally nailed the voice. This is great. We’re going to celebrate and to that end, I got you a present.”

“A present?” I asked, careful to maintain the voice.

“God, you look sexy when you talk like that.”

My pulse quickened and my heart shined. I loved when she gave me compliments.

We still hadn’t touched each other since that night with Carter. Jessica would instead shoot solo stuff in her room. I didn’t know why and was worried it had something to do with me. So I never asked her about it.

The tea was forgotten as she scurried off to her room and came back with a gift box. I had no idea what it could be, but I was excited to open it. I took the lid off. Inside was a white face mask designed to go around the eyes. It was covered in silver glitter, which made it sparkle in the light.

“Now you can be on camera with me,” she said.

Carefully, I put the mask on and checked myself out in the mirror. It covered the upper part of my face while leaving my mouth uncovered. Although with lipstick on, I doubt anyone would recognize this mouth.

“It’s wonderful,” I told her.

Jessica smiled and led me back into the pink room. We were going to shoot something right now. This was great because I’d wanted to be intimate with Jessica since the first moment I saw her. Now I was finally getting that chance.

“First things first, a change of wardrobe.”

I’d mostly dressed myself after my first day living here, but Jessica was adamant that she pick the clothes. It didn’t matter much to me. I was content with the fact that we were going to have sex, even if it was on camera and in women’s clothes.

Jessica selected a pair of lacy pink panties with a matching bra.

“That’s it?” I asked.

She nodded. “That’s it. Don’t worry, it’ll be perfect.”

I took off my clothes in front of her. We were about to have sex; I couldn’t be weird about being naked now. But when I got down to my underwear, I felt nervous. I hadn’t masturbated much lately and I could swear my dick had gotten a little smaller.

“Don’t be shy. You look amazing. Do you have any idea how cute you’re going to look on camera?”

I gave her a smile and finished getting changed. The breast forms and push-up bra gave me a lot of cleavage. I looked at my reflection in the mirror and jiggled them. Enjoying how they looked and felt.

Jessica set up the lights and put the camera on a tripod. She then gave my makeup a quick touch-up before declaring I was ready.

The scene was going to be like this. I would lie on the bed, watching porn. I would rub my cock over my panties and then Jessica would enter the scene to help me finish. It sounded simple enough, but I was still worried.

“Are you nervous?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“That’s okay. It’s normal. It goes away with practice.”

Before I could answer, she said “action” and started filming.

The camera was positioned to capture me on the bed and the monitor. So all of Jessica’s fans would see the porn I was watching. As soon as she called “action”, a video began playing on the computer monitor.

A blonde trans woman stepped into the frame. She had natural C cup breasts and wore nothing except the same underwear I was wearing. Then Carter entered the frame. The girl squealed in delight when he picked her up and threw her on the bed. My dick stiffened and I began to rub it over my panties.

Carter got on top of the girl and they made out. I watched how his hand would glide down to her panties. How he would massage her little cock. I watched and imagined it was his hand on my cock.

Jessica entered my room. She looked at me and tutted. “No, not like that,” she said.

There was something in her hand but I couldn’t make out clearly what it was. She told me to get up. Once I did, she placed a lubed-up dildo in its place. My eyes widened. There was no way she wanted me to use that thing, right?

I looked at her, concerned. Trying to signal that I didn’t want to.

“Keep your eyes on the screen,” she said.

I stared at the screen while she positioned me over the dildo.

“Imagine it’s Carter’s,” she whispered, before lowering me.

At the same time, Carter was getting ready to fuck the woman on the screen. I felt the tip push against my ass. There was some mild resistance, but then my hole widened and accepted it. Slowly, I sat all the way down. My ass taking it all. It felt kind of good.

I watched as Carter entered her. How she’d moan and cry while he fucked her. I started moving up and down, letting the plastic cock fuck me. Pretending that it was his cock inside of me.

Jessica helped me, and it wasn’t long before I let out a girlish groan.

“That’s it, baby. You love getting fucked, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

There was a pleasure building inside of me. I’d felt nothing like it before. I could feel it growing. It was tense. I needed to release it. To feel all of it.

I could feel my boobs jiggling to my movements. His cock was pumping inside of me. Then suddenly, Jessica’s lips pressed against mine and her tongue went into my mouth. That sent me over the edge. I cried out. My cock, that I’d long forgotten, now came, squirting into my pretty pink panties. The pleasure that had been building inside erupted and a powerful surge of bliss washed over me.

“You’re Britney forever now,” Jessica whispered.


Chapter Five

More time passed. I wasn’t sure how long. Jessica now included me in a ton of her videos. Every time there was either a dildo or butt plug inside of me. It wasn’t long before I craved it. Soon I couldn’t have sex at all unless there was something in my ass.

Watching porn was now just as encouraged as making it. I never saw Lesbian porn. It was always muscular men having sex with femboys, crossdressers, or trans women. I never used to watch such porn before, but now it drove me wild. Watching these ultra-feminine cuties with their tiny cocks getting dominated by a real man. Seeing how much they enjoyed it. I started pretending that I was the girl who was getting fucked. Jessica didn’t even have to tell me. It was just hotter to imagine it that way.

Those special shakes were changing me too. Jessica warned me and the changes had been slow at first, but one day I looked in the mirror and it shocked me. I stopped growing body and facial hair, so my skin remained completely smooth, which was something that I had grown to love. My skin had become softer and nicer to touch. But it was my face and body that had changed the most. Somehow, my face had become more feminine. I remembered the first time I saw myself in the mirror wearing makeup. That feeling of disappointment that I looked like a slightly masculine woman. Now that feeling was over. I had transformed from a plain Jane into a gorgeous Barbie.

Because of the workouts with Jessica, I now had a slight hint of abs. But I had gained some weight and all of it went to parts that made me look more like a woman. My hips had grown wider and my ass had rounded out into what Jessica described as a thick, juicy peach. Even if I had access to my old man clothes, there was no way to hide an ass like this. The final bit of weight had gone straight to my chest. I’d worried when I’d first discovered them and went to tell Jessica. She became excited and told me I was growing my own proper pair of breasts. I asked how big would they get? But she didn’t know. She did however, insist on feeling and measuring them. Jessica told me that I was now an A cup, but if I was anything like Britney, they’d grow into large C’s or even double D’s. I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. Wearing breast forms that could be taken off was one thing, but growing breasts felt pretty permanent. My concerns vanished when Jessica started playing with my new real boobs. Tweaking and sucking on my nipples. I was so turned on that I forgot about my concerns.

But her voice saying you’re Britney forever continued to rattle around in my head. In those quiet moments when I was alone, I did nothing but worry and think. How I used to be Ben, the accountant. A man who wore suits and fucked his girlfriend. Now I had fantasies of men in suits fucking me. Now I wanted to be the girl. This drastic shift in thinking frightened me. What would happen when this was all over? Who would I be? Would I go back to being Ben? Did I want to?

The answers eluded me, but I started to blame Jessica. Everything I did was her idea. Maybe that meant my thoughts were coming from her too. It’s possible that if I got some space from her, things would become clearer. But I couldn’t just leave the apartment to go for a walk. There was still a police car outside the building. If I wanted space from Jessica, then that meant leaving for good.

Was I ready for that?

I woke up horny. Which was now an everyday occurrence since my sex drive had come back with a vengeance. My desire to think about myself and the future was being constantly interrupted by sexual thoughts. So I did what I always had to do to clear my head.

I put on sissy porn and rode my favorite toy. 

The pleasure gripping my body felt comforting. As the orgasm hit, I settled down on the bed and resumed contemplating my life.

Is this me? Is this who I am now? Someone who can’t cum unless they’re getting fucked.

Masturbating had only kept the thoughts away for a brief time. Now they were back. You’re Britney forever. It sounded ominous. Jessica was wrong though. This is just temporary. But maybe it was time to finally move on from this place. From being Britney.

I got dressed and glanced at myself in the mirror. Not only did I now look nothing like my old self, no one would see me and think I was a man. My natural breasts and girlish figure would put any doubts to bed. I could walk past the cops right now and they wouldn’t even blink. Well, some of them might stare. Jessica was right about one thing. I was hot.

There was one problem with leaving. Jessica. If I just suddenly walked out the door, she’d probably call the cops. The best time to leave would be when she wasn’t around. That proved tricky, since she almost never left the apartment. Food was delivered weekly. The only time she left was to go to the gym or down to the building’s laundry room on the ground floor. It would be three days before she next went to the gym. I couldn’t wait that long. Already, the thought of leaving terrified me. Not just because of the cops, but also with this new body. If I waited too long, I might never leave at all.

But maybe the laundry room is the way to go. If I convince her to let me do the laundry, then that would give me enough time to get away. Once I’m away from the building, I could take some of the money I’ve got stashed away and get my own hiding place.

Letting Jessica give me the laundry might be tough though. She still wouldn’t let me go to the gym with her, and that was right around the corner. If I was going to convince her, then I really had to sell it.

I selected some of the sluttiest clothes in my wardrobe. A bubble-gum pink crop top that left my stomach bare while showing plenty of cleavage, and a tight pair of white booty shorts. After I did my makeup, I gave myself another once-over in the mirror. This is one of the most revealing outfits I have that I could still leave the house in without being arrested for indecent exposure.

But this wouldn’t be enough. She’d need more. I had to convince her that I wanted to stay here. I also couldn’t make my intentions too obvious or Jessica would get suspicious.

I left my room and found Jessica in the kitchen making a smoothie. She eyed me appraisingly.

“Somebody looks good today,” she said.

I giggled and said, “I had an amazing sex dream. This gorgeous guy picked me up like I was nothing and fucked me right on the kitchen counter. He was massive too,” I sighed.

“It sounds like you’re craving for the real thing,” she smirked.

“Uh, as if,” I replied, playing dumb. “Speaking of which, do you want to watch Real Island Stars today? The new season just started.”

“And this has nothing to do with your sex dream?”

I looked away and said nothing.

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Okay, we can do that. But first I gotta do the laundry because it’s been piling up.”

“But you hate doing laundry.”

“Hence the pile-up,” she gestured.

“I could do it for you.”

Jessica frowned. “I dunno. Leaving the apartment is risky. I’m just not sure if it's safe yet.”

“You let me live here rent free. I owe you so much already. Besides, no one is going to think of Ben when they lay their eyes on assets like these,” I said, hefting my boobs.

Jessica’s frown softened. I turned around and bent over. “Come on, does this look like the ass of an accountant to you?”

When she didn’t answer. I wiggled my butt and pushed it towards her. I felt her hands grip my sides. “Well, does it?” I asked again.

“Okay, fine you win,” she laughed. “But we’re doing a shoot later because now you’ve got me all worked up.”

“Thanks,” I said and beamed my widest smile at her.

“Yeah, you’re lucky that you’re so pretty and adorable.”

I grabbed the basket of laundry and flew out the door. As soon as it closed behind me, I felt free. Freer than I ever had before. This was finally happening. Mentally, I rehearsed where I would go once I left the apartment building. There was a copy of a storage key that I’d hidden in my old childhood bedroom. My parents lived in the suburbs, but it wouldn’t be too hard to get to. The only problem was my current appearance. But today was Sunday so there’s a good chance that they’re going to church today.

I felt excited and nervous. This was finally happening.

As I made it to the ground floor, I opened the door and almost swung it in to the police officer that was standing in front of it.

“Woah, hey!” he yelled.

“Oh, gosh. I’m sorry,” I said.

His anger vanished the second he got a good look at me. Instead, he smiled and said, “that’s alright. Just watch where you’re going next time.”

“I will. Did something happen?” I asked, gesturing at his presence.

“Oh no. Just routine security in case a fugitive comes back here.”

“A fugitive used to live here?” I asked, shocked. “I had no idea.”

“You can never be too careful. Which reminds me.” He handed me his card. “If you see or hear anything suspicious, don’t hesitate to call. That includes my personal number. Or if you want to get drinks sometime, I’d love to take you out sometime.”

I glanced at him. He wasn’t bad looking. In fact, he was the first real man I’d interacted with since Carter. As I eyed him up and down, I felt the familiar tingle of arousal. My mind began to wonder what he’d feel like inside me.

No. I can’t.

Get a hold of yourself. I have to escape. Stick to the plan.

“I’ll think about it,” I told him before leaving.

I went into the laundry room to dump the clothes where Jessica would find them. Although I guess technically some of them are mine now too. Still, I discarded them without another thought and went to the backdoor. The same one I’d used when I tried to escape before. Now, it was just a convenient route to avoid that cop from hassling me.

I opened the door and then stopped. Snow was beginning to fall. Damn. I’d never make it in shorts and a crop top. I needed better clothes.

So I went back to the laundry room. Somebody had left some clothes spinning in a dryer. I turned it off and rifled through, looking for a coat or anything warmer to wear.

The first thing I found was a blue woman’s shirt. Hmm, maybe this could work? I held it up against my body. If I don’t find a coat, I can at least add a couple more layers to keep the cold out.

A woman coughed awkwardly behind me and then said, “I think that’s mine.”

I spun around, embarrassed, only to find myself staring at Amy. My ex-girlfriend.

I froze. But my mind raced a mile a minute. Does she recognize me? What could I even say to her after so much time? The sad truth was that I hadn’t thought about her much since I left that day. As soon as she started treating me differently for canceling that vacation, I began to drift away from her. Now, I had temporarily become a completely different person. Someone that has come too far to quit now. I decided at that moment to commit to the lie, no matter what. 

Amy stared at me with confusion the entire time, and it took me a couple of seconds to realize that I was still holding her shirt.

“Oh sorry. My roommate must have taken ours already,” I said, putting the shirt back with the others.

She smiled and said, “It’s no problem. I always forget which dryer I’ve used as well.”

Wow, she really doesn’t recognize me. It worked.

I went to leave when she said, “hey isn’t this stuff yours?” Amy pointed to the basket of laundry I’d taken down here with me.

Reluctantly, I nodded and apologized. “I’m spacing out today.”

Amy laughed. “It’s no big deal. I’ve had days like that myself.”

I put the laundry in the washing machine while Amy collected hers.

“You been in the building long?” She asked.

“A few months,” I replied.

“Do you like it here?”

“Yeah, it’s nice. I’m sharing the apartment with a friend but we get along pretty well.”

“That sounds good. I’ve been all alone since my boyfriend left. Maybe I should look into getting a roommate.”

I always assumed she’d move out, considering I was expected to pay for everything back then.

Amy’s phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen and then burst into tears.

“Damn, I thought I was over it,” she said.

“What is it?”

“My boyfriend… or well… he’s my ex now, but a while back, I found out that he was a criminal. Suddenly the police were looking for him and he just ran. Didn’t say a word or call me. He just vanished. But now there’s a news report saying that there was a sighting of him in the city. I’m sure another cop is going to want to talk to me. Ask me if I’ve heard from him. It doesn’t matter how many times I tell these people I haven’t. They always sit me down somewhere and interrogate me for hours.”

I had no idea. I’d spent so much time thinking about myself and my problems that I neglected to realize how hard this might be for others. Even though they wouldn’t know anything, my family would have gone through the same thing as Amy. It must have hurt when I learned who I was an accountant for and then even more so when I disappeared.

“I’m sorry. He sounds like an asshole,” I said.

She chuckled and wiped away her tears. “Yeah, he kinda was. Although not all the time. Sometimes he could be really sweet. But anyway, I should get this stuff upstairs. I’m Amy by the way.”

“I’m Britney.”

“Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“Sure, that’d be nice.”

Once Amy had left, I threw the basket against the wall. A police alert? Now? After so long? It didn’t make any sense. The timing was too coincidental. No, someone did this. Maybe Jessica put in an anonymous tip? It didn’t matter, this was still my chance of escape.

I opened the backdoor. A sharp icy wind blasted into the room. Nope, that’s way too cold.

I went back to the laundry room to look for options, but found none. Amy had taken her clothes and the laundry I brought down here was now soaking wet in the washing machine.

I sighed.

It looks like this isn’t the right time after all. I wouldn’t get far in these clothes and with this alert out, they’ll be a heightened police presence here and at my parents’ place. I can’t get to the money if the cops are snooping around.

This is fine. I’ve waited for a while. I can wait a little longer. Over time, being Britney had become easier and then it became natural. I didn’t have to concentrate on sounding like a girl when I talked or to walk like one. All of it felt instinctual now.

So I’d bide my time and continue to make Jessica happy. I don’t know if she was the one who sent the alert to the cops, but it seemed likely. I don’t know if that’s because she’s afraid that I’d run off without paying her or because she didn’t want me to leave. We’d grown quite close. I liked her, but I was still a suspicious person by nature.

On the walk back up, I decided I’d talk to Jessica about the alert. Just to feel her out and see how she reacts. Then I’ll move the conversation into setting a date to leave and get the money. Maybe I’ll refer to it as our money to help smooth things over.

I paused at the door and took a deep breath. It had felt like I’d lost a lot of confidence when I became Britney. Jessica’s natural dominating attitude meant it was easier to be more submissive. Well, no more. I’m going to confront her and have a serious talk.

I opened the door and walked through, ready to launch into a speech, when I stopped dead in my tracks. Eyes wide and my mouth hanging open, I can only stare. 

Carter was back.


Chapter Six

He sat on the couch, holding a drink as if he’d never left. Carter smiled at me and adjusted his tight white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. My eyes couldn’t help but linger on his powerful arms.

It had been a long time since I’d seen him. My mind flash backed to feeling his cock in my hands. How we both moaned together.

No. I can’t think about that now.

“Where’s Jessica?” I asked.

“She went out, but she said she’d be back in a little while,” he replied, eyeing me up and down. “Wow, you look incredible.”

I couldn’t help but blush and smile. Damn him. I hated that it felt so good to hear that.

Carter got up and moved towards me. I took a step back, but he continued advancing. I kept retreating until I felt my back touch the wall.

“Why so nervous?” He asked, running a hand down my hair.

“I’m not. It’s just that Jessica never talks about you. I don’t know what the deal is between you two.”

It was partially true. Off-camera, I had no idea what their relationship was like. Considering the fact that Carter had just disappeared for months, I couldn’t imagine it was a great one. The other reason was my heart jack hammering in my chest. I wasn’t sure if I was about to have a heart attack or the best sex of my life.

“Well…” he said, moving in to kiss me on the neck.

His lips touched my skin, and I shivered.

This was a man kissing my body. I should tell him to stop. That’s what Ben would do. But Britney wanted him to keep going.

“We both agreed to share you,” he explained in between kisses.

My small cock stiffened in my panties. Heat swept through my body. I wanted more, but then suddenly he pulled away.

“Let’s take this slow,” he said. “Let me make you a drink. Sit down on the couch.”

I must have looked disappointed because he added, “don’t worry, we’ve got plenty of time.”

I smiled and sat down. He asked what I wanted, and I told him I’d have the same as him. It was a double of some whiskey. I took a sip and coughed. It burned my throat so much I had to put it down. I was never very good at drinking stuff like that, but for some reason, I felt the need to impress him.

Carter asked me about myself. I responded by just summarizing everything that had happened since I’d last seen him. When I got to the part about working out or physical changes, his eyes would wander approvingly.

“Yes, you do look incredible,” he said, as his hand caressed my thigh.

I felt incredibly exposed in these tiny shorts. I looked down, and it was clear that even with my small dick, I was still visibly erect.

“Don’t worry. I’m happy to see you too,” he winked.

Carter then took my hand and placed it over his huge bulge. My face instantly flushed red.

Nervously, I asked him about himself. He claimed to have traveled to the other side of the country to take care of his sick aunt. I had no idea if the story was true or not, but I hung on to his every word. Not only is he incredibly hot with a huge cock, but he also cares and has a sensitive side.

I found myself moving closer. My eyes slid down to his mouth. Carter moved closer too as the conversation wound down.

This is it. This is the moment.

I moved to kiss him when he stopped again. This time, I was visibly hurt.

“It’s not you,” he explained. “I’ve been on the road all day. Let me take a quick shower first.”

“Okay,” I replied, feeling slightly relieved that I wasn’t being rejected.

Carter went into the bathroom while I waited. As the silence stretched on, it dawned on me that this was another opportunity. Jessica wasn’t around and now Carter was out of the way. I could just take one of Jessica’s coats and leave.

I got up and went into her room. I felt bad about leaving Carter. He seemed so sincere. I wanted him, but not if it meant losing my best chance of leaving.

Being in Jessica’s room was a weird experience too. I’d never been in here before. I’d only ever caught glimpses when she’d left the door open or as she came and went. There was more of a bohemian vibe to the style. A lot of wooden furniture and plants with fairy lights strung above the bed. This was definitely a room that belonged to a woman, but it was less overtly girly than mine was.

Quickly, I strode over to the closet and found a thick coat that I’d seen her wear before. This would keep me warm enough to get somewhere else. I might not be able to get all of my money from my parent's place right now, but I could at least get myself another place to stay. The heightened police presence isn’t going to stop me anymore. I’m unrecognizable to the cops. Being Britney is the perfect disguise. Although maybe it worked a little too well, considering my lingering feelings for Carter. But that’s something I could deal with later.

The other thing that occurred to me is that while I’m in Jessica’s room, I could get my passport back. It’s useless at the moment, but once I shed the Britney persona, I’ll look like Ben again and I’ll be able to use it. The search began with her desk draw but it wasn’t there. Next was the closet, under the bed, and anywhere else that I could think of. Eventually, I was reduced to checking the sock and underwear drawers. Underneath a pile of panties was a passport. It had to be mine, but I still needed to check. I opened to the back where my picture was. It was strange seeing my old face staring back at me. Is that what I used to look like? The picture made me look so bland and boring. My skin and eyes looked tired. I wasn’t doing anything with my hair. Looking at it made me uncomfortable, so I closed it and went to grab the jacket.

That was when I heard the door close. I jumped and turned to see Carter. He stood there dripping wet and entirely naked. A bemused expression hung on his face, as if he was happy to find me in here.

“Has someone been a bad girl?” He asked.

“Oh, hey. What? No.” I said, trying not to stumble over my words. “I was just looking for a jacket to borrow.”

“And your passport?”

Damn. He’d caught me red-handed, but it wasn’t any of his business and I told him so.

“Jessica tells me everything,” he said. “Including that it's not time for you to leave, especially when she isn’t here. Since you’re endangering the agreement, I think this calls for punishment.”

“Punishment?”

“You’ll see. Leave the coat and passport.”

For a second, I thought about running or fighting him off. But things had changed. While my body undoubtedly looked better and sexier, it was not made for fighting. The muscles in my arms had shrunk, and I was at the lightest weight I’d ever been. Carter could probably overpower me with one hand tied behind his back.

Head down, I let Carter march me back into the pink room and set up the camera.

“You’re going to record this?” I asked.

“Of course. It will be good content, as long as you behave and take your punishment.”

Once everything was set up, He sat on the edge of the bed and told me to come over to him. Carter asked me if I’d been misbehaving. There was a pause while his eyes told me to play along.

I looked down at the ground and nodded.

“Then it’s time for your punishment.”

He grabbed me and threw me over his knees. I yelped and tried to resist, but he was just too strong. Once there, he pulled down my shorts. I knew what was coming next without even having to ask, and I braced myself.

Whack!

His hand slapped my ass with a slightly painful sting. I yelped and then he did it again before pausing and then again. One thing I noticed was that with each slap and yelp, I could feel Carter’s cock get harder beneath me. The pain started to feel pleasurable. I wanted more of it.

I was his bad girl who needed to be punished.

Slowly, my yelps turned into moans. The next time he paused, I cried out, “more. Please daddy. I need it. Punish me.”

He spanked me again and my moans grew louder. He did it a few more times before letting me up to sit on his lap. With his raging erect cock in front of me, it took everything to make eye contact with him.

“Did you learn your lesson?” He asked.

I shook my head, shyly. “Teach it to me again,” I begged.

“How about we move on to the next lesson?”

Carter pulled me onto the bed and we resumed our kiss from earlier. This time, he was in complete control as he straddled me. His tongue danced in my mouth while I lay there. His hands moved under my top to caress my breasts.

But my hunger for his cock was too much. I needed it. It had been so long since I’d felt it in my hands. I smiled in delight when my hands wrapped around that thick monster of his. This is what I’d been waiting for. I eagerly took it back into my hands and stroked. He groaned and I could tell he had missed me. He had missed being with Britney.

We stopped kissing long enough for me to get fully undressed. Carter’s eyes fell onto my soft, perky breasts. His look of hunger sent a rush of heat rushing through my body.

"You want it bad huh?" He grinned.

"Uh-huh," I nodded, smiling.

Suddenly, I yelped as he grabbed me and turned me over onto my stomach. His powerful hands running all the way down my back. All the way to the prize.

I’d been thinking about this moment for a long time. Ever since my first dildo, I’d imagined what a real cock would feel like inside of me. Now that the moment was here, my horniness was almost overwhelming.

The tip of Carter’s cock pressed against my hole and slipped into my perfectly plump ass.

I gasped as he went deeper. “It’s so big,” I moaned.

He kept going until I took all of him. Somehow, it felt better than I ever thought it would. So hard and thick. My heart raced as the pleasure started to build. With his big muscular frame on top of me, I felt so small and feminine. It made me feel safe and aroused at the same time.

Then Carter began to really fuck me. He rocked his hips slowly. That wonderful cock of his pumping in and out of me.

“Oh fuck,” I blurted out as the first orgasm hit.

But he wasn’t done and neither was I. Carter increased his speed and the pleasure inside my ass spread to the rest of my body like waves of heat.

The ultimate orgasm kept building with ever-growing tension. My body started shaking. With one last thrust, Carter groaned as he came. The tension I’d been feeling was released like a tidal wave as the biggest orgasm of my life swept through me.

“Yes… yes,” I cried as he continued to fill me with his seed.

Fireworks exploded in my mind. I never wanted this feeling to end.

At that moment, I made a decision. I’d been experiencing denial for some time, but now that was over. I’d just been fucked like a girl by a man twice my size and the two predominant thoughts in my head are, when can we do that again? And I want to put your cock in my mouth.

That’s when I knew I’d been kidding myself.

I love being Britney. I love my soft feminine body and having my own pair of breasts that jiggle at the slightest motion. I love all the girly clothes I get to wear that make me look and feel so sexy. But most of all, I love being with Carter and Jessica.

I don’t want to leave this life anymore.

I’m going to be a girl forever.


Epilogue

The next day, I was sitting in the living room watching the news. Jessica was in the other room getting herself ready to shoot a scene. Meanwhile, I was all ready to go in my blonde schoolgirl costume. We had settled into a regular dominant-submissive theme for our videos. Jessica this time was going to play my teacher, who hadn’t received the homework. I’d then be forced to see her after class to find a way to make up for it. It’s going to be so much fun. Plus, Carter was due to come over soon to help film and then celebrate my decision to be a girl permanently by taking us out to dinner. He called it date night. My first date as a girl. I couldn’t wait. I was so excited.

That excitement came crashing down when my parent’s house appeared on the TV.

“Oh my god,” I said.

Jessica poked her head into the room. “What is it?”

I just pointed and watched in horror as the news reporter started talking about how my parents had suddenly left the country. They had flown by private jet to Ecuador. The reporter explained that the likely reason for this was that it was a non-extradition country.

There’s no way they could have afforded a private jet. The realization hit me and I went cold.

They must have found my storage key, which would have led to them to the flash drive.

When I first became paranoid about my job, I had taken the key and hidden it under my old childhood bed, where no one would think to look. The flash drive in the storage unit contained a file with all the account numbers and passwords for the money I’d stashed away. It was password protected, but they must have guessed it. They’ve got all the money. Now I’ve got nothing.

“Oh god,” I cried.

Jessica rushed over to comfort me. “Hey, whatever it is you’ll be okay.”

“You don’t get it,” I sobbed. “They took all the money. Now you’re going to kick me out because I have nothing. No money, nowhere to live, and no job prospects as a wanted fugitive.”

Jessica pulled me into a hug. “You have me. I’m not going anywhere. And as for job prospects, you’ve been getting an insane amount of attention on my website.”

I stopped crying and looked at her.

“Really?”

“People love you. They can’t get enough of Britney. You have legit fans now. If you wanted, I could help you set up your own site. Get your subscriptions going and everything. I promise you the money will roll in. More than enough to pay for a place like this on your own if you moved out.”

“I needed to pay rent, huh?”

“Just a little incentive to encourage the real you to come out. You’re not mad at me, are you?”

I thought about it and realized that I couldn’t be. “No, not after everything she’s given me. I love being a girl. I love my feminine voice, my sexy clothes, my long smooth legs, how my butt looks in panties, and my boobs. Plus, I never would have had the courage to try anything with Carter before meeting you. It would have never even occurred to me.”

“You really love that cock, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Well, just wait until you’ve had the next one. There are plenty more guys out there for you to try before you settle on just one. I think it's time we went out together to find someone new to bring back here.”

“Maybe even someone to come on camera with us?”

“That’s the spirit,” she said.

The End
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TURNED SISSY: 8 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

This anthology collection is over 90,000 words long and details 8 journeys into first time crossdressing, sissification and feminization.


BOOKS INCLUDED:


Stripped Bare
Captured in Lace
Caught with Consequences
Turning Femme
Hypno Girl
Captured
Sissy Trainer
The Sissy Ring 
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THE TRAP Athlete: Transgender, First Time

Stephen has never been famous. He’s never gotten seven figure endorsement deals or had people throwing themselves at him. He lives in an overpriced apartment that he can’t afford. His agent is telling him he needs to be realistic and take a low pay training position. Just a below average life that’s only getting worse.

Meanwhile, his twin sister, Stephanie, is a world famous tennis star.

But everything is about to change when his sister sustains a devastating injury during a training session. She gives him an offer he can’t refuse. Pretend to be Stephanie for a year while she secretly recovers and he’ll be paid millions. Stephen agrees because he needs the money and it’s only temporary.

Become a woman for a year? How hard could it be?

Suddenly, he’s thrust into a whole new feminine world filled with makeup, a changing body, and a growing assortment of hungry male attention.

With his new body, comes new feelings and desires. As the pressures of being a girl mount up, the line blurs on what’s pretend and what’s real.

Eventually, he’s forced to make a choice. Go back to being a man or go all the way as a sexy girl.
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THE TRAP BRIDE: Transgender, First Time

As a struggling actor, Liam has hit another dead end. He hasn’t worked in months and his girlfriend just left him. With no job, no money, and nowhere to live, Liam turns to his best friend James for help.

James, the son of a wealthy businessman, let’s Liam stay in his guest room. All seems well until James’s father shows up. His old-fashioned values don’t allow for two men to live together. In a panic, Liam hides in another room and pretends to be James’s fiancé. His father is so impressed with James settling down that he offers James a lucrative job after he’s married.

Liam now has the role of a lifetime. Become his friend’s fiancé for a short time and they’ll both be rich. It’s just a temporary acting role. How hard could it be?

Liam transforms himself from a scrawny guy into a beautiful busty blonde.

But turning into a girl becomes more than he bargained for.

New and confusing desires arise for both James and Liam as he tumbles deeper into life as a sexy girl. Suddenly the choice to live as a man or a woman isn’t so easy, but with the wedding quickly approaching, he’s got to decide fast.
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