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Sissy Situation
‘Fuck!’ Chris thought as he sprinted down the street, ‘fuck, fuck, fuck!’. 
Every couple of minutes he glanced around and over his shoulder; his adrenaline high and blood pumping as he ran to his girlfriend’s place. She’d know what to do. He could always count on her in a crisis. 
He burst through the doors to Becky’s apartment building and headed straight for the stairs, breathing heavily as he pounded the steps to the second floor, skidding to a halt outside of her apartment and hammering on the door. 
‘Come on…’ he muttered under his breath, looking around anxiously and urging Becky to answer the door. He hammered again. 
“Becky?” he hissed through the door, “you there?” 
There was no answer. 
Chris tore at his hair, trying his phone again. Still no power. Just as he turned to leave, he heard a click at the door and Becky opened it a sliver. 
“Chris?” she asked, confused, opening the door fully. 
He pushed through the door and into the apartment, startling Becky. 
“What the hell, Chris?” she demanded as he paced the living room. 
He tried to piece it all together so that he could explain. But came up short. It was all a blur. Becky was watching him, not speaking. It was clear something was wrong; he just needed a minute to process. 
Finally he sighed deeply and slumped against the arm of the couch. 
“I fucked up, Bex,” he said, remiss. 
“What do you mean?” she asked, concerned. 
“I was out last night with Daryl,” he said, gravely. Becky didn’t follow, until he added, “Tony’s little brother.” 
“Tony’s brother?” she questioned, “I didn’t think he was old enough to drink?” 
“He’s not,” Chris said, “he’s eighteen. But he was in the bar anyway; he had a fake ID, and so we got talking and had a few drinks.” 
“So?” Becky shrugged, “I don’t think Tony’s going to hold that against you. I’d be pretty damn surprised to hear Daryl didn’t get that fake ID from him.” 
“It’s not that,” Chris shook his head, “I’d had a couple of drinks already. So after a couple of hours, I was pretty drunk,” he explained, “and this guy shoved into me and spilled my drink and I just kind of lost it,” he said, his head bowed, “I hit him and he went down and we got out of there.” 
Chris rubbed his eyes, trying to recall the details. 
“Before we could get away, some guys this dude was with came outside and ran after us. They caught up with Daryl and…” he trailed off. 
“Is he okay?” Becky asked. 
“I saw on Facebook this morning that he had to go to hospital and had three stitches,” Chris said, ashen, “I didn’t even remember until I saw it,” he said. 
“Wait,” Becky said, “this morning?” 
“I just kept going,” Chris shook his head, ashamed, “I mean, there were three of them. I couldn’t have stopped it,” he said, uncertain. 
He pulled his phone from his pocked and held it up to show it had no battery. 
“I also had about a million missed calls and texts from Tony,” he said, “he was calling again when my phone died; so I couldn’t read them,” he laughed sombrely, “but I don’t think he’s too happy.” 
Becky understood. She liked Tony; so did Chris. They knew him much better than his brother, Daryl. But they also knew his reputation wasn’t without merit. He was an MMA fighter with a hot temper and was quick to anger, and they'd both seen him fly off the handle for less. 
As much as Becky wanted to reassure Chris about what he was implying, she knew he was probably right. Chris had left Tony’s brother to get his ass kicked and she didn’t doubt that Tony would be looking to return the favour. If Chris had stayed and tried to protect Daryl, Tony would almost certainly be on the warpath to get back at the guys in the bar; but that wasn’t how things played out. 
“Maybe you should try and talk to him,” Becky tried, “you could explain that you were drunk and weren’t thinking clearly?” She tried.
“Yeah,” Chris scoffed, “you know Tony; do you really think he’s going to care?”
It seemed as unlikely to Becky as it did to Chris. 
“So,” she started, “what’s your plan, then?”
“I need to hide out,” Chris said, “give him some time to cool down. I’ve got some vacation time; I’ll take it and maybe get out of town for a while,” he said, contemplating, “but I’m going to need a couple of days to make arrangements. Do you think I could stay here?” He asked, half pleading.  
“Of course you can,” Becky said softly, “but, babe; don’t you think the first place he’s going to look for you is here?”  
Chris didn’t respond. He simply stared at the ceiling, finally nodding in acceptance.
“But hold on a minute,” Becky said, starting to pace herself now, “what if you were here, but not here?”  
“What do you mean?” Chris asked, not understanding Becky’s formulating plan. 
“Don't they say that hiding in plain sight is the best way to hide?” she said, a grin spreading across her face.  
“I don’t know,” Chris said, still confused, “probably?” 
“Stick with me here,” she said,running out of the room. 
Chris stood and watched after her, at a loss, until she returned giddily, carrying a baby pink dress in her hands.
She held it up to Chris and smiled widely. 
“Perfect,” she said. 
“Bex, what are you doing?” Chris asked.   
“Stick with me,” she repeated, “I still have a bunch of clothes that Sam left behind when she moved out. She was about the same size as you and…” 


“You want me to dress up like a girl and you think Tony won’t recognize me?!” Chris interrupted, incredulous, “do you have any idea how fucking crazy that sounds!” he said in disbelief. 


“Do you have a better idea?” Becky snapped. 


“I don’t know,” he said, meekly, “I thought I could hide in a closet or something?” 
“Chris…,” Becky said softly, “imagine you’re looking for someone you know is ducking you and probably hiding. What’s the first place you look?” 
“Under the bed,” he said with a weak smile. 
“Okay, the second, then,” Becky replied. 
“In the closet,” Chris said after a pause, “but, let’s say I humor you and dress up like a girl. I’m a guy and Tony knows me. There’s no way he’d buy it.” 
“Do you trust me?” Becky asked. 
“You know I do,” he said sincerely, “that’s why I’m here.” 
“Then just go with it,” she said tenderly, “we probably don’t have a whole lot of time before Tony shows up here; so we had better get to it.” 
Chris shook his head as though he were resigned to his fate, but without any other option he could see; he finally nodded his head in agreement. 
Surprisingly, Becky excitedly clapped her hands when she saw Chris’ acceptance and grabbed him by the arm, dragging him behind her as she skipped to the bathroom. 
“Like you said,” she started, turning on the shower, “Tony knows you; so we’ll have to do a really good job. We can’t just put you in a dress and a wig and call you Christine,” she laughed, not unkindly. “So get in and shave head to toe,” she said, holding a pink disposable razor out to him. 
“Okay,” Chris said, bargaining, “that’s going too far,” he protested, “I mean—I get your point, but this seems unnecessary. I can just shave my beard; I don’t need to shave everything!” 
“Chris,” Becky said firmly, “you either need to jump into this with both feet or not at all. The way I see it, you don’t have many choices here, babe,” she said a little coldly for Chris’ liking, given the circumstances. She thrust the razor out to him again and this time, he took it. 
“On second thoughts,” she said as Chris started to undress, “here’s the whole pack. I don’t think one is gonna cut it. Use my nice jasmine soap; it smells really good.” 
Chris blushed as he took the pack of razors and shrugged out of his male clothes. He dropped them to the floor with a sense of farewell, knowing that he wouldn’t be wearing them again for at least the day. 
“Oh,” Becky said as she left the bathroom, “practice your girly voice while you’re in there!” 
‘My girly voice?’ Chris thought as he stepped into the shower. 
“Hi,” he said as femininely as he could, “nice to meet you.” 
He let the water fall over him, washing away the sweat from his run and the traces of his hangover, saying the same sentence over and over, recognising his voice less and less. 
When he lathered the fragrant purple soap into his body, he couldn’t help but think how good it smelled. It was familiar to him but different; he’d never really thought about it before, but he really enjoyed how Becky smelled. It was an innately feminine scent that he loved. 
The contrast to his own body wash was notable, but… nice. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been in the shower enjoying the way he now smelled until Becky called from the other room reminding him that she was waiting. 
“Hi, nice to meet you,” he said again in his rapidly improved girl’s voice as he removed the guard from a razor. 
Taking a deep breath, Chris ran the razor over his soapy legs. He took a second to note how odd the path of smooth skin he had just cleared through the otherwise hairy leg looked and resolved that there was no going back. 
With a focused eye, he shaved his legs until the razor was dull and grabbed another to give himself a second pass. Once he was satisfied that his legs were completely smooth he traced his fingers across the sensitive skin, shuddering slightly at the electrically pleasant sensation. 
His chest and arm hair seemed easier to remove, and although he struggled a little with his ass by the fourth razor he was done and completely smooth from head to toe, just as Becky had instructed him. 
He stepped out of the shower and wiped the steam from the mirror. Staring at himself for a moment, as though trying to memorize his masculine face and imagine what it might look like when was fully feminized. 
Chris shook his head, not believing he would be able to pull any of this off. He would just end up getting his ass kicked, or worse, while wearing a dress. 
He foamed up some shampoo and rubbed it into his wet beard in place of shaving cream and with a sigh began to shave. This was something, at least, he was used to; and before long his face was smooth and fresh. 
It had been a couple of years since the last time he had no beard and for a brief second he didn’t recognize himself in the mirror. He looked maybe a little younger, but still undoubtedly male. 
Chris wrapped himself in a towel and walked through to the living room to meet Becky. On the coffee table, she had laid out all kinds of make up and was sat on the couch waiting for him. 
“All done?” she asked, brightly. 
“Yeah,” Chris said sombrely. His mind flashing back to how good the touch of his fingers against his smooth legs had felt. 
“Let me see,” she said, standing with her hands on her hips. 
Chris unwrapped his towel and set it aside. He and Becky had seen each other naked countless times, but somehow he felt exposed and vulnerable under her scrutinizing gaze. 
“Good job,” she finally said, smiling widely, “come on.” 
Becky led the way through the apartment to her roommate Sam’s old room. On the bed she had laid out some lacy white stockings and a matching set of baby blue silk thong and bra. Chris blushed again at the thought of wearing such things. 
She grabbed him by the now soft and smooth arm and pulled him over to the bed excitedly. 
“Put these on,” she said, presenting the panties to him, “they’re mine but they have some stretch in them. They should fit until we can get you some of your own.” 
“What do you mean ‘some of my own’?” Chris almost spat. He thought this was supposed to be a last resort, not the start of a new wardrobe. 
“Well, who knows how long you’ll need to hide out,” Becky said. She sounded sincere, but he curl of her lips and the glint in her eye made Chris even more suspicious that she was somehow enjoying all of this. 
He knew there was little point in arguing at this point, though. Better to just get ready and work out the details later, he decided, taking the silken panties from Becky with gritted teeth. 
He pulled on the delicate little thong, adjusting his cock. He’d expected them to be uncomfortable; that he was prepared for. What he wasn’t ready for, however, was the shimmers of arousal he felt as the silk brushed over his manhood, caressing it softly. 
Becky noticed the confusion on his face and smiled knowingly, “how do they feel?” she asked. 
“Fine,” Chris murmured noncommittally, not wanting to admit the fact that he loved how they felt on him, or that his cock was stiffening at the sensations he’d never felt before. 
“Well you look great,” Becky said, somewhat earnestly, “I actually think they suit you.” 
“Are you enjoying this?” Chris asked, accusingly. 
“Maybe,” she replied quickly and slightly sultrily, “are you?” 
“Absolutely not!” Chris defended, “I’m just willing to do whatever it takes to avoid having my face caved in!” 
“Okay,” she smiled with a hint of scepticism, “be careful putting the stockings on. I forgot something; I’ll be right back.” 
Becky rushed out of the room, leaving Chris stood naked but for the baby blue thong barely concealing his still hardening cock. 
He felt completely and utterly humiliated; not able to imagine a more absurd scenario if he tried. But God, the feeling of the material against his cock. He reached down and rubbed his shaft through the panties with one hand and ran his other up and down his newly shaved leg, only snapping out of the trance like distraction for fear of being caught by Becky. 
Heeding her advice, he sat on the edge of the bed and cautiously pulled the stockings on, sliding them up his now smooth legs to the thighs as Becky returned. 
She was holding a sizeable silicone breast form in each hand. She tossed them to Chris who caught them against his chest, staring at the forms with disbelief. Again he considered arguing, but decided there was no point. 
“Are you sure you’re not enjoying being dressed like that?” Becky asked, with an amused lilt to her voice. 
“Of course I am!” Chris shot back as convincingly as he could; no longer entirely certain. 
Becky slid to her knees in front of him and ran her hands up his stockinged thighs, causing his already treacherous cock to harden further. Chris tried to hide it, but it was no use; the this fabric of the panties couldn’t contain his now bulging erection and Becky was looking straight at it. 
Before Chris could try and pass it off as anything else – a hangover boner, perhaps – Becky stroked his engorged cock through the panties, just as he had a few moments earlier. 
“I don’t think I believe you,” she purred, “not with this” she said, squeezing his rock hard cock gently to emphasise her point, before continuing to stroke him. “Doesn’t that feel good?” She teased. 
Chris sighed as she caressed his cock and balls through the silk thong, not wanting her to stop, but not wanting her to force his confession that he did love the way it felt. 
“We have to do something about it,” Becky said, matter-of-factly, slipping his aching cock out from beneath the panties, “girls don’t tend to have erections like this,” she joked, licking the tip of it and tenderly sucking on the sensitive head. 
Chris moaned in pleasure as she sucked him further into her hot, wet mouth; sliding her lips further down the shaft, inching back and forth until he slipped fully into her throat. Becky had always given incredible head, especially when she was as turned on as she seemed to be in that moment. 
“Mmm,” she moaned as she slowly withdrew his wet cock from her mouth, “come on, baby,” she cooed, “there’s nothing to be ashamed about,” she said as she barely stroked him denying him any real pleasure. 
“Okay,” Chris relented, willing her to take him back into her mouth, “it feels great,” he admitted reluctantly. 
Becky squealed with pleasure and plunged him back into her mouth, sucking him hard and fast as she rubbed him balls with one hand and his stockinged leg with the other, as she expertly forced him closer and closer to orgasm. 
Chris had completely forgotten his predicament; what had led him to be wearing women’s underwear in the first place and what was going to lead to him masquerading as a girl pretty soon. He was lost in the intense pleasure of his girlfriend’s throat around his cock, struggling to hold back from coming and ending this amazing blowjob. 
As though sensing how close he was and how desperately he was trying to hold back, Becky pulled her lips from his cock with a loud pop and rapidly pumped his cock with her hand, gently squeezing and rubbing his balls with the other. 
“That's it, baby!” She encouraged breathlessly, jerking him against her tongue until he couldn't take any more and with a grunt began to come into her waiting mouth, as he filled it with cum. Chris stared down at the image longingly, thinking how sexy she looked, smiling and staring up at him, as his load flooded her mouth. 
Satisfied that he had finished, she closed her slips and gulped it down, then raised up, throwing her arms around his shoulders and kissing him. Chris’ chest heaved with exhaustion and he parted his lips to meet her kiss. 
As he did, Becky pushed a small mouthful of his cum from her mouth into his. 
Chris recoiled and spat the cum onto the sheets. He didn’t have a problem kissing Becky after she’d blown him, but she had never tried to make him taste his own cum before! 
Becky tutted with disapproval and slapped his chest playfully as he glared at her, indignant. 
“Good girls swallow,” she pouted. 
“I’m not a girl!” Chris said hissed, returning to reality – or what had become his version or reality – once more. 
Panic flashed across Becky’s eyes as she swore, “crap!,” she said, “yeah—we need to get back to work!” 
Chris didn’t want to ‘get back to work’, he wanted to tell her it wasn’t okay to spit cum in his mouth! But he didn’t have time to argue. It was probably late morning by now, and if Tony wasn’t already on his way over, he probably would be soon. 
He sighed heavily and tucked his now soft cock back into the panties, adjusting them to cover himself and immediately relishing the now familiar heavenly feeling of the silk against his cock. 
Becky picked up the bra and held it out for Chris to put his arms through, and helping him to fasten the straps behind his back. The bra felt strange, tight at the bottom – though not uncomfortable – and loose at the top with nothing to support. 
Becky snapped the strap playfully, surprising Chris, and then stepped back in front of him, inserting and adjusting the breast forms into the bra until she stepped back to admire her work. The bra undoubtedly felt better with something to fill it out, even if it would take some getting used to. 
“How does that feel?” she asked, seeming proud. 
“Strange,” Chris admitted, “why do you even have these?” he asked, squeezing what were now his breasts. 
Becky shrugged, “some of my ‘special occasion’ dresses look better with bigger tits,” she said, “don’t you feel sexier?” 
Chris couldn’t explain it, but somehow he did. He looked over at the mirror on the closet. If he didn’t from the waist down he was surprised by how feminine his body looked. For the first time since starting down this bizarre path, he was actually looking forward to putting on some feminine clothes; to seeing what the finished product looked like. 
“What about clothes?” he asked, trying to keep his tone measured, not wanting to seem too enthusiastic. 
A knowing smile spread across Becky’s face and she moved past Chris to the closet, throwing several items out and onto the bed. There were some shorts, a couple of skirts and a pair of jeans, along with a blouse, some tops and tiny red dress. There was also the baby pink dress that Becky had brought out earlier. 
Chris eyed the clothes warily, not sure they would fit; they all looked kind of small and tight. As a man, Chris had appreciated the way that Sam dressed and she’d caught him staring more than once. Now that he was faced with the prospect of wearing her clothes himself, he wasn’t so sure about their appropriateness. 
He hadn’t necessarily expected a choice. He’d just assumed that Becky would pick something out for him. She wasn’t helping, though. She was cleaning against the closet waiting for him to pick something. 
Eventually, he settled for a red plaid skirt and white halter-top. Becky seemed to approve of his pick and watched carefully as Chris slid the skirt on and slipped into the top. 
‘It’s a good thing I run track rather than lift weights’ Chris thought as he zipped up the skirt. Becky had been right, the clothes fit—just. 
With Becky in the closet, he couldn’t see his now fully dressed reflection in the mirror, he noted with disappointment. He wanted to see what his increasingly feminine body looked like fully dressed. Partially to vet whether or not he had a chance fooling Tony, partially out of a desire to see how he now looked. 
“One more thing before your makeover,” she said, producing a long redhead wig from the closet and brandishing it with pride as she wiggled her hips, “I guess we’re lucky Sam was such a slut!” she said throwing it at him. 
Chris snatched the wig out of the air, surprised by how realistic it felt and looked. 
“Maybe it was for Halloween or something?” he murmured, still amazed by the authenticity of the hair, not sure why he was defending Sam. 
Becky laughed, “it was, yeah,” she said, “but she kept it because she said she could be a total whore because guys wouldn’t recognise her when she took it off. It’s kind of genius if you think about it,” she said with a hint of respect. 
Chris looked at the wig in his hands one last time and flicked the hair back over his head, putting it on. Becky helped fix it into place and gave it a quick to be sure it was firmly attached. 
He was now stood dressed entirely as a woman, complete with a convincing wig and fake breasts and was growing increasingly impatient to see how he looked, but the closet door was still open and he couldn’t see the mirror. 
Becky grabbed his arm and led Chris back out to the living room, as he tried to catch a glimpse of himself in a mirror as he was dragged away. 
“Come on, sit down,” she said excitedly, practically pushing him down onto the couch. 
She perched herself on the coffee table and smiled reassuringly at Chris before starting work, applying his make up with a practiced hand. She brushed his hair away and lightly flicked a soft brush over his face. It seemed strange to Chris that she wouldn’t just take the wig off to do his make tup. Although he guessed the hair helped her ‘visualise’ him as a woman. 
Her brow was gently furrowed and her eyes narrowed as she worked, using different articles and brushes; considering momentarily before each stroke as though deciding where to place it, like an artist creating a masterpiece. 
Chris did feel like a work of art as she painted his face. Something that he really couldn’t wait to stand back and admire. 
Becky certainly seemed to be pleased with the results as she applied the finishing touches, culminating with a shade of bright red lipstick that he had never seen Becky wear before. She painted his lips and showed him how to pout to finish the job. 
“I wish you wouldn't bite your nails,” she said absently, rubbing them with a pad and sticking false ones over the top, which she then varnished with a similar shade of nail polish to the lipstick. 
“Are these yours?” Chris asked, as Becky worked on his nails, not recognising the colour.. 
“Yeah,” she replied, concentrating, “I don’t think I’ve every worn some of it though,” she said thoughtfully, “like the lipstick and nail polish; it’s a bit overt for me,” she said. 
‘Overt?’ Chris thought, ‘so she thinks that it’s too over the top for her, but just right for me? I’m supposed to be hiding out!’ 


“Voila,” Becky said, interrupting his thoughts as she screwed the cap back onto the nail polish and leaned back, happy with her work, “wanna see?” she asked, brightly. 
Chris’ throat seemed tight as he tried to answer ‘yes’; more than anything he wanted to see what he now looked like—as a girl. He was nervous, though; nervous that he would still look like ‘Chris’, like a man. 
Becky took his expression as confirmation and giddily grabbed his wrists, careful not to smudge the newly painted nails on his hands and skipped back toward Sam’s old room, with Chris in tow. As they reached the closet, she covered his eyes with her hand. Chris could hear the closet door closing. 
“Ready?” she asked, with as much excitement as was stirring in Chris. 
When he nodded, she took her hands away, allowing him to look into the mirror at his transformation. Chris couldn’t believe that the image looking back at him from the mirror was his own reflection. ’This has to be a trick?’ he thought as he looked, awestruck. 
Chris wasn’t necessarily vain, but he wasn’t modest either. He had always thought he was a pretty good looking guy. Maybe not a model, but decent enough. The reflection before him now, however, was beautiful, he thought. 
The wig was indistinguishable from natural, or at least dyed, shimmering red hair, cascading over bare and shapely shoulders. His face was pretty in the make-up, with luscious cherry lips and long, alluring lashes. He felt certain that if he were to post a selfie looking like this, it would get a lot more likes than when he looked like a man. Almost certainly more lurid comments, too. 
Tracking down the mirror, Chris was stunned by how feminine his body actually did look in these clothes; trim, with curves in the right places. His legs looked slender and smooth, with thick thighs and wide hips, tapering to his slim waist and full breasts; enhanced by the forms and with the baby blue bra showing just slightly through the halter top, they looked real and drew plenty of attention- even without showing any cleavage. 
“Hot, right?” Becky said, draping her arms over his shoulders and playfully squeezing his breasts. 
“Yeah,” Chris was forced to admit, unable to take his gaze away from the stranger in the mirror. 
“So, what do you think your new name is?” she asked. 
Chris hadn’t given it any thought, “I don’t know,” he said after a moment, “what do you think?” 
Becky considered for a few seconds then asked, “what do you think about Tanya? Or Carla?” 
“Let’s go with Tanya,” Chris agreed, actually quite liking the name. His mind was stuck on ‘Christie’, which wouldn’t work when the whole plan was to pretend he wasn’t Chris; not to remind Tony of him! 
“Tanya’s good,” Becky smiled, “the only thing is…” she started, but was interrupted by a loud knocking at the apartment door, as if someone were banging on it with an open hand. 
‘Tony…’ Chris thought. 
His heart tripled its beat and Becky shot him a glance which showed she was scared, too. She looked like she wanted to say something but the banging came again, reminding her of the urgency. There was no time, not anymore. It was make or break. 
“Just remember to stay in character,” Becky said as she rushed to the door, “no matter what happens, just go with it. They might not even pay any attention to you.” 
Chris was hit with wave of shame. He’d been a coward by hiding from the consequences; but that was his choice. Now Becky was involved though, for trying to help him. He knew what she’d meant by ‘no matter what’. Tony wasn’t likely to hit her, but that didn’t mean he was going to be nice to her if he thought she knew where Chris was. 
Chris sat on the bed and strained to hear as Becky answered the door. 
“Oh hey!” he heard her say, feigning pleasant surprise. 
“Good to see you, Bex,” he heard Tony say, “like what you’ve done with the place. You know where Chris is?” 
Tony was being polite, but already it sounded forced; like his patience was exhausted right from the go. 
“Chris?” Becky played dumb, “no, I’ve not seen him for a while. Have you checked his place?” she asked. 
“We just came from there,” Tony said, sounding irritated. ‘who’s we? Chris thought. 
“Sorry,” Becky said, “no idea, then.” 
“Mm hm,” Tony said, not sounding convinced, “you don’t mind if we have a look around?” 
“I guess not,” Becky said, sounding irritated herself now. Only a second later the door to Sam’s room swung open, suggesting that Tony’s pals had already started looking before Becky agreed to it. Chris’ heart stopped as he looked up at Shaun, one of Tony’s gym buddies that he’d only met once. 
Shaun was at least six two, black and built like an SUV. Chris stared up at him with baited breath, waiting for him to call out to Tony that he’d found him, and he was dressed like a girl. 
Instead, Shaun stepped into the room and looked around, opening the closet for good measure before nodding to Chris, his eyes scanning the length of his body, settling for a split second on his exposed stomach, then saying “come on with me, honey.” 
Chris had no words. He’d bought it. He may not have known Chris well enough or recognize him in passing, but he’d been convinced that he was a girl and hadn’t even considered that there may be any more than met the eye. 
‘Maybe this plan might work’ Chris thought. 
Chris followed Shaun back through to the living room, where Becky was sat on the couch with her hands folded in her lap. She looked scared, Chris thought, but also somehow excited; as though the danger was some kind of thrill for her. That might have explained why she had been so strange while helping him get dressed up. 
“Hey T!” Shaun called, “got another girl. No sign of the guy.” 
Chris caught Becky’s eye at the sound of being called a girl out loud and they both smiled to each other. He suspected that Becky was smiling because her plan was working, but for Chris it was more than that. It was delight at being accepted as a girl. He sat on the couch next to Becky, when Shaun pointed at it. 
“I ain’t got nothing, either,” another voice Chris didn’t know called back from within the apartment. 
It occurred to Chris that he’d left his man’s clothes in the bathroom when he was showering and shaving and he felt foolish for thinking that the plan would work. He was sure that either Tony would instantly recognise him, or he’d find his clothes and know Becky was lying about not having seen him. 
“He's not here,” Chris heard Tony say as he entered the living room. “Danny,” he called, beckoning the guy Chris didn't know but guessed was another one of Tony’s gym friends, judging my his muscles, to join them in the room. 
Any one of them would be able beat him to within an inch of his life. Three of them together? Chris wouldn't stand a chance. He definitely wouldn't be able to stand afterwards. 
Again, Chris’ heart stopped and fear welled up in his throat as Tony looked him dead in the eye, his eyes roaming over his feminine body. But he didn't recognize him. Tony smiled and then dragged the coffee table closer to the couch, sitting on it like a stool and sighing. 
“When was the last time you saw Chris,” he asked Becky, staring at her unblinking. 
“I don't know,” she said, sounding confused, “maybe a few days ago,” she said, “why?” 
“When are you going to see him again?” He asked, ignoring her question. 
“Maybe never,” Becky replied flatly, surprising Chris. He knew she was trying to protect him though. 
“What do you mean?” Tony asked, suspicious. 
“We broke up,” Becky shocked Chris again by saying. They hadn't had time to come up with a cover story and he was amazed by how quickly she was thinking. It was a good lie if Tony bought it. It would stop him from dropping by without warning again. 
“Really?” Tony said, still sounding unconvinced. 
“Really,” Becky lied again, “he's a loser.” 
Chris knew why she was saying it, but it still hurt. Tony seemed to like that answer. A shit eating grin spread across his face. 
“I'm not gonna argue with you there,” he said, looking to his buddies for a laugh. “So you're single again, huh?” He asked. 
“Yeah I am,” she said with a smile, “Tanya’s staying with me to keep me company,” she said playfully, gesturing to Chris with her head, “we’re gonna get drunk and do Alanis Morrisette karaoke,” she laughed. 
Tony laughed too, holding out his muscular arm to Chris. 
“Tony,” he said, winking. 
“Nice to meet you,” Chris said in his girl’s voice, surprising himself with how authentic it was. “Are you a friend of Becky’s?” He asked, pretending not to know. 
“Oh we go way back,” Tony sneered, “isn't that right, Bex?” 
Becky laughed and, if Chris didn't imagine it, blushed a little. “That's right,” she said. 
“At least today isn't all bad news,” Tony said, undressing Becky with his eyes, then giving the same devouring gaze to Chris’ legs, as though trying to lift his skirt with his eyes. “You should give me a call some time,” he said to Becky, “I'll try and help you move on,” she said with a self satisfied smile, “for old times’ sake.” 
‘What?! Chris thought. He and Becky both knew Tony before they met, through different friends. But was Tony saying they’d had a thing? 
Becky blushed again, but smiled. It seemed like a genuine smile; a fond memory. She playfully slapped Tony’s thick chest and giggled. 
“That was a one time thing,” she said, “and it was years ago!” This last part she said to Tony, but looked at Chris as though trying to reassure him. 
“Too long,” Tony said, “it's a shame you were with that fucking weasel for too long. I bet you've missed having a real man,” he said, reaching out and stroking Becky’s thighs with his enormous hands. Chris looked on with hidden incredulity as Becky didn't protest. 
Chris wanted to jump up and lay him out. To tell him to get his fucking hands off his girlfriend. But he couldn't break character. He trusted Becky to have things under control. 
“You could say that,” Becky said, stunning Chris, “but I've got stuff to sort out at the minute.” 
Tony eyed Becky for a second and then Chris. “You're not thinking about getting back together with that son of a bitch are you?” He asked, the hint of suspicion returning, but his hands remaining on Becky’s thighs. 
“No way,” She said, certainly. 
“Then how about I see you later tonight?” Tony tempted. 
“We have plans tonight,” Chris interrupted in his girl’s voice. 
Tony seemed to have forgotten Chris was there; he’d been too busy fucking his girlfriend with his eyes. Becky and Tony both turned to Chris. 
“Sorry, Tanya,” he said, not sounding at all sorry, “I was just catching up with Bex.” He said. 
Chris held his gaze for a few seconds longer. Too long. 
“Have we met somewhere?” He asked, sounding curious, “you look familiar. I don't think I'd have forgotten a face like yours though,” he said. 
Chris was at once flattered and fearful. ‘Why did I have to open my fucking mouth?’ Chris thought. 
“She's not from around here,” Becky interjected, trying to change the subject, “we went to school together.” 
“Just my imagination I guess,” Tony said, standing abruptly. “We’ll take off, then,” he said, to Chris’ relief. They’d gotten away with it. He couldn't believe his luck. Apparently Tanya was a convincing girl! 
“Tanya,” he said, “real nice to meet you, I hope I’ll see you again before you go,” he said, smirking. “Bex, think about giving me a call,” he said brightly, “but I don't want to find out that you've lied to me and you're still with that piece of shit, or worse, know where he is,” he warned, his tone changing. 
“I told you,” Becky said exasperated, “we’re done!” 
“I know you did,” Tony said, his tone measured, “all I'm saying is, I'm really interested in talking to him. I’d hate to find out you lied to me.” 
“Look,” Becky said, “I can prove it.” 
Before anyone could ask how she intended to prove it, least of all Chris, Becky reached out and grabbed the waistband of Tony’s tracksuit and yanked it down along with his boxers, exposing his cock which even soft was easily bigger than Chris’. 
“Becky!” Chris shrieked, remembering to use his girl’s voice, as his beautiful girlfriend seized Tony’s cock and leaned forward, licking the underside of it like it was coated in honey. 
Tony looked in disbelief at his friends, as if to say ‘well that was unexpected!’ 
“Don't freak out,” Becky giggled, blushing at Chris who was gaping open mouthed beside her, “he seems stressed out,” she said, stroking Tony’s growing cock against her tongue, “what kind of friend would I be if I didn't help him take his mind of things,” she drawled, opening her mouth wide and greedily took his entire cock into her mouth. 
Chris had no response, no words of any kind; all he could do was stare in shock as Tony, the man who wanted to kill him, stroked his girlfriend’s hair, holding it away from her face. 
Becky’s throat bobbed as she wiggled her mouth around his cock, until she pulled back, letting Tony’s now doubling in size prick fall from her lips, wet and growing still. 
She jerked his impressive cock as she kissed his balls, coaxing him to full hardness in no time at all and engulfing him once more, tightly wrapping her lips around his girth and sliding them up and down his length, making Tony sigh with pleasure. 
She slid off of the couch without letting the cock leave her mouth and sunk to her knees before Tony, roughly pulling his pants all the way down and grabbing his hips tightly with both hands, urging him to thrust into her throat. 
Chris was mesmerized; he knew just how good Becky’s throat felt, and a combination of the memory of those knee shaking feelings, and the display of his girlfriends incredible oral talents sent shivers down his spine and to his own cock, which was rapidly hardening. 
“I'm right here!” Chris protested, willing her to stop. 
Becky pulled herself away from Tony’s cock and turned to Chris, there was a strand of spit connecting Tony’s cock to her lips and her face was a mask of pure lust. 
“She’s shy,” Becky explained to Tony with a giggle, “do you wanna share?” she asked Chris, pointing Tony’s huge cock in his direction, as though she were offering it to him. 
“No!” Chris cried, his girl’s voice shrill. 
“Come on,” Becky urged, reaching for his wrist and pulling him toward her, and toward the cock she was sucking, “show him what a good girl you are,” she purred. 
Chris slipped down on the floor next to Becky, struggling to comprehend what was happening. ‘what would Tanya do? he thought to himself. He felt pretty sure she'd scream and run out of there, but then he’d be outside by himself, as a girl. Besides, he didn't feel like Becky was giving him much of a choice; like she wanted this. He owed her. 
Becky seemed to notice Chris’ acceptance, just as she had earlier, and guided his hand to Tony’s cock. Chris’ heart skipped a beat as he took another man’s cock in his hand for the first time and Becky’s face lit up with enjoyment. 
The hand Chris saw wrapped around Tony’s cock didn't look like his hand, with long red fingernails making his hands look smaller and more delicate. But he knew it was. He could feel the weight and warmth of the thick, hard cock and the skin moving as Becky slid his hand up and down, making him stroke Tony’s dick as she sucked it back into her mouth. 
Chris was transfixed, not even noticing that he was stroking Tony’s cock without Becky’s help until she placed her hand on his back. 
“He tastes good,” Becky said, “you should try.” 
Without needing further convincing or encouragement, Chris edged closer to Tony’s cock, parting his lips. 
“Be gentle,” Becky said to Tony, playfully, “I don't think she's had as much practice as me.” 
“Oh, don't worry,” Tony said, softly, “I won't hurt you, baby,” he said. 
Chris couldn't hide the amusement as Becky guided the cock to his lips until they were touching it. He opened his mouth wider, tentatively taking the head into his mouth and licking it, tasting the salty precum that Becky had teased from Tony’s throbbing cock. 
He tried to mimic Becky, to suck Tony’s cock how he liked his own cock sucking, sliding it further into his mouth and back out, bobbing his head as Becky stroked his red hair, whispering encouragement in his ear. 
To Chris’ surprise, Tony moaned softly; clearly enjoying the first blowjob Chris had ever given. 
Just as he was getting used to the rhythm, he felt Becky’s hand on the back of his neck and head, gently, but firmly pushing him down, forcing him to take more of Tony’s cock into his mouth until he could feel it at the back of his throat. 
She pushed him further and Chris tried to take more of Tony’s gigantic cock, but gagged and coughed, unable to manage. He pulled away, spluttering and strangely disappointed in himself for not managing to take it all the way down, as Becky had. She made it look so easy. 
Becky laughed, but not cruelly. She scooped Chris’ hair up and held it out of his face as he regained his composure, waiting for him to be ready to try again. Chris wasn’t sure he wanted to, but Becky held Tony’s cock in place for him and pushed again on the back of his head, forcing him down on Tony’s hard cock again. 
“Slowly,” she whispered quietly to him as Chris sucked Tony to the back of his throat again, “breath through your nose and ease him in,” she encouraged, in a siren like voice. 
Chris did his best, revelling in the sounds of Tony’s enjoyment, the sensation of his cock swelling with each suck and swallow; an exhilarating lust which made Chris’ own cock stiffen. Each time Becky pushed his head down and he thought he would gag again, he pulled back, until finally he felt Tony’s cock slip into his throat, filling it up. 
Chris was inexplicably elated, proud of himself and wanting more. He tried to catch Becky’s eye, to see if she was pleased with him, but she was still behind him. Her moan of glee told him what he needed to know, though. 
Now that he had taken Tony into his throat, Becky decided he was ready for the next level, moving his head more forcefully, pushing him further, until Chris could feel his nose against Tony’s well toned stomach. 
Becky pressed herself against him, he could feel her breasts against his back and feel her breath on his hair as she let go of his head and grabbed Tony by the hips, pulling and pushing him away, making him fuck Chris’ throat. 
After a few seconds of this, Becky relented, allowing Chris to pull Tony’s cock from his mouth and gasp for breath. Becky immediately took Tony’s cock in her hands and pumped his cock with both hands as she sucked the head. 
Tony moaned loudly in pleasure as Becky sucked him. 
“How did she do?” she asked between sucks, her breathing ragged with carnal desire. 
“One of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had,” Tony managed, breathlessly. 
Chris couldn’t help but smile at the compliment he never imagined he’d ever receive. 
“Mm,” Becky moaned, “not better than me though,” she said, proving her point by swallowing Tony’s cock, “I guess it’s a good job you brought friends for her to practice with,” she said. 
Chris hadn’t noticed Shaun and Danny close in on them. To tell the truth, he had forgotten they were even the room; he’d been so focused on sucking Tony’s cock. 
Shaun was closest, his shorts already down and his cock in his hand, stroking his hard cock. Shaun’s was even bigger than Tony’s. He stepped closer toward Chris and offered his cock to him. Chris didn’t hesitate this time, licking Shaun’s cock up and down as he’d seen Becky do. 
He could hear the wet sounds of Becky sucking Tony’s cock behind him and tried to match her pace, sucking Shaun deeply and rapidly. Shaun’s thick, black cock made his jaw ache as he sucked and jerked the big cock with intent. 
The size difference between Shaun and Tony’s cocks wasn’t much, but it was even harder for Chris to take into his throat. Chris forced himself down further, ignoring the gagging sensation and trying to follow Becky’s advice until he had swallowed Shaun’s immense cock and was able to take it deeply into his throat. 
Shaun moaned and bucked his hips, more forcefully fucking Chris’ throat than Tony had, even with Becky’s encouragement. 
“That's it,” Shaun hissed, “right there, honey.” 
Chris allowed Shaun to thrust in and out of his throat and mouth until he couldn't breathe any more and reluctantly pulled the thick cock from his mouth, pumping it with his fist and looking round for Becky. 
She had stopped sucking Tony’s cock and was lay on the couch squeezing her now exposed tits with her legs wrapped around his waist as he fucked her. Chris watched Tony driving his cock into his girlfriend, not with the appertaining rage he would expect, but with fascination and arousal, imagining how it would feel to be penetrated by such a large cock; to be made to moan and writhe, like Becky. 
She saw him watching and smiled broadly, staring into Chris’ eyes; somehow knowing that he wasn't angry with her. 
Chris’ thoughts were interrupted by Danny, who had also dropped his pants and come to stand next to Shaun. 
“Suck it, you sexy little slut,” he said. Chris didn't object. 
He devoured Danny’s cock as he continued to jerk Shaun, lost in the moment and alternating his mouth between the two hard cocks. They were hard for him, and the heavy, strained breathing of the men they belonged to was because of how he was pleasing them. 
“I'm gonna blow,” Shaun said, as Chris buried Danny’s cock in his throat. This time he hadn't struggled; he was getting better. 
He wanted it. He wanted to feel Shaun come, to make him climax with his mouth. He took his aching, used mouth from Danny’s cock and returned to Shaun, making sure to keep stroking Danny’s cock. 
He could feel Shaun’s cock tensing and pulse and implicitly knew that any second his mouth would be filled with cum. His earlier repulsion at Becky making him taste his own cum was gone; this was different—it was from the source. More than that, though, it wasn't a nasty surprise, it was his prize. 
With a loud grunt, Shaun orgasmed. Chris shuddered a moan of delight as he felt the hot fluid fill his mouth, tasting the salty load as more and more pumped into his mouth until it splashed through his lips and down his chin. 
‘Good girls swallow’, he remembered Becky saying and gulped it down, swallowing again as Shaun filled his mouth a second time, moaning gutturally as he did, until he was spent and softening. Chris kept sucking until Shaun pulled away and laughed. 
“Thanks honey,” he said, high fiving Danny, “that was amazing.” 
Chris brimmed with pride, but he wanted more. He turned back to Danny’s cock, feeling Shaun’s stray cum dribble down his face, desperate for another mouthful. 
Danny had other ideas, though. He leant down and lifted Chris by his waist, making him feel weightless in Danny’s strong arms. Allowing Danny to make him stand and push him over to the side of the couch. It was then that Chris realised what Danny wanted and he wanted it too. 
Chris sat in the arm of the couch and rubbed Danny’s cock, suddenly remembering what was hidden in his panties, hard but somehow still hidden. 
“No!” he cried in his girl’s voice, pushing Danny away, “you can't!” 
Confusion flashed across Danny’s face, but he backed off. 
“I…,” Chris struggled, “it’s my time of the month,” he said morosely, but pleased he’d thought of an excuse that wouldn't expose him, “let me just suck you off,” he said, almost pleading. 
“How about from behind?” Becky said, breathlessly from the couch as Tony continued to fuck her. Chris looked at her in disbelief and longing. 
Danny’s eyes lit up at the prospect, “even better,” he said, smugly. 
“I don't know,” Chris said. Danny's cock wasn't as big as Shaun or Tony’s, but the thought of it in his virgin ass still intimidated him. 
“It feels great—you don't need to be afraid,” she said. 
“Okay,” Chris said, unsure. 
Danny wasted no time in turning Chris around, pressing his hand against his back and bending him over the side of the couch. Chris quickly reached to his straining cock and adjusted it, hiding the fact that he only had one hole with his hand, just in time as Danny pulled his panties to the side. 
Chris felt the big head of Danny’s cock, still slick with his saliva, against his puckered asshole. Excited and afraid of how it was going to feel. 
It didn't take long to find out, when Danny pushed firmly against his asshole, spreading it with his dick until he was partially inside him. He pushed further, stretching Chris open, making him inhale sharply in pain. 
“Relax,” Becky soothed, adjusting her position so that her face was beneath Chris’, pulling him down to her and kissing him deeply. 
“That’s so fucking hot,” Tony said as he thrust into Becky. 
Chris tried to focus on Becky’s tongue in his mouth as Danny pressed his cock further into his ass, the head slipping past his ring as Chris sighed into his girlfriend’s mouth. 
“Fuck,” Danny hissed, “you're so fucking tight,” he said. 
He pushed his thick cock further and further into Chris’s ass until Chris could feel his hips against his ass and, more prominently, the length of his cock fully inside of him. 
At first, the pain was agonizing as Danny began to thrust. He felt as though he were being torn open, split in two by Danny’s cock. He kissed Becky more deeply until the pain lessened and Danny’s pace increased as his ass become accustomed to the size. 
Before he realised it was happening, Chris was moaning softly in pleasure and backing his hips against Danny to meet his thrusts, rellishing in the sensation as he was fucked with increasing intensity, feeling the waves of pleasure wash over him. 
He felt himself edging closer to climax with every stroke of Danny’s cock, spurred on by Becky’s own screams of pleasure as she neared her own orgasm, until Chris felt his cock shiver and erupt, soaking his hand and panties with cum. 
Danny had a tight grip of Chris’s hips, breathing heavily as he rhythmically drove his cock in and out of his stretched asshole until the strokes became more shallow and rapid, he knew that Danny was going to come before he said it. 
“I'm coming,” he announced, starting to with draw just in time for Chris to press back back against him, impaling himself on Danny’s cock as he began to pump his cum deep into his ass. Chris could feel the warm nectar flowing into him as Danny collapsed over him, breathing heavily until his soft cock slipped from Chris’ used asshole. 
Chris’ head spun and buzzed with pleasure, even as he heard Danny and Shaun high fiving again and muttering about how good and how much of a slut Tanya was, cum running down his legs and soaking into his stockings. 
“Fuck,” Chris heard Becky say, pulling him from his daze, “come on, baby, come for me,” she cried, stroking Chris’ face as her tits bounced with the force of Tony’s pounding. 
Tony grunted his acknowledgement, speeding his thrusts even more as he slammed his cock into Chris’s girlfriend. 
“Where do you want it?” he asked through gritted teeth after a few seconds. 
“Here,” Becky said, pulling Chris to her. Chris shakily slid down on the couch next to her and accepted her kiss, exploring each other’s mouths, feeling Becky rock as Tony kept fucking her until he withdrew and stepped over to their faces. 
Becky grabbed Tony’s cock and rapidly stroked it as she maintained their kiss until Chris felt a hot strand of cum splash across his face, then another as his girlfriend jerked Tony’s spewing cock over both of their faces, breaking the kiss to face Tony with her mouth wide open. 
Chris did the same as gushes of man juice shot into their open mouths and over their faces until there was none left. Without being prompted, Chris leaned up and sucked Tony’s still hard cock, lapping up the final traces of cum. 
When Tony pulled away from him, Becky rounded on Chris and licked cum off of his face, kissing him again and moving a mouthful of their delicious reward between their mouths until Chris finally swallowed it. 
He was starting turn into a really good girl. 
“Wow,” Tony laughed, dressing himself, “I guess I should come see you more often,” he said. 
“I guess you should,” she replied, with a knowing smile, nor breaking eye contact with Chris, her hair dishevelled and her face streaked with cum. 
“Come on, guys,” Tony called to Danny and Shaun, “let's get back to it. Leave these girls to their plans,” he winked. 
“Sure thing,” Shaun said with a chuckle, “thanks for the fun,” he said, looking at Chris with a grin. 
“Yeah,” Danny agreed, “maybe we’ll see you around?” he said, hopefully. 
“Maybe you will,” Chris said in Tanya’s voice, smiling back. 
Becky walked them to the door, her bottom half naked, hiding behind the door as she closed it. She pressed her ear against the door for a second, to make sure they'd left then ran over to Chris, leaping on him and kissing him deeply and passionately. 
“Oh my GOD!” She giggled, happily as she broke their kiss, “that was so naughty and so fun!” she said, emphasising her words. “You really did a great job of being a slutty girl—they had no idea. They were just turned on by you!” 
“Yeah,” Chris admitted, suddenly very tired; there didn't seem to be any point in pretending he didn't enjoy it, “it actually was great.” 
“You looked so hot sucking and being fucked by those big cocks,” Becky said, “you made me so wet.” 
“You looked amazing too,” Chris said, meaning it. He never thought that he would ever suck another man’s cock, or get fucked in the ass, let alone while watching the girl he loved getting fucked by another man. Much less that he would enjoy it. 
“I'm sorry I let Tony fuck me,” she said softly, “I just didn't want him to have any reason to suspect anything, and seeing you look so pretty had me pretty worked up.” 
“Don't be,” Chris said, smiling warmly and kissing her cheek, tasting Tony’s cum again, “it all worked out.” 
“So,” Becky said, suddenly more serious, “what next?,” she asked, “I mean, Tony’s still going to be looking for you. When do you want to leave town? Can we go somewhere near the beach?” 
“Actually,” Chris said, “maybe we don't need to leave town right away. We can give it some time and plan it properly. I'll just hang out here for a little while, if that's okay?” 
“Of course it's okay,” Becky said, confused, “but what if Tony comes back when he doesn't find you?” 
Chris smiled widely, “maybe he’ll bring some more friends to meet Tanya.” 
***
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