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Josh - Chapter One

I checked the dating website again. It was a foolish decision but one I couldn’t stop myself from making. I hit refresh and unsurprisingly get zero hits. Why do I do this to myself?

“Why do you do this to yourself?” Jesus is there an echo in here. I look over my shoulder to see my co-worker, Marie, looking at me with some combination of confusion and pity. I hated that look but I could also understand it. Marie worked out every morning before work. She ate a small salad at lunch and probably something equally healthy when she got home. And it showed. She looked good and there were always guys who noticed that she looked good. She was also completely and utterly out of my league.

Me? I was the fat best friend. The one who always went home alone to check his dating profile. Being alone was one thing but being constantly reminded of it was something else. Calmly I ask “what do you mean?”

“You’re never going to find someone on there,” she said. Anger starting to build. Must not yell at co-workers. “Oh?” I ask.

“Yeah, no decent girls use those sites. You should come out with me later.” The anger receding. “Yeah ok.”

So, if it’s not clear by now I may be a bit bitter and jealous of Marie. I mean I’m not gay or anything but the ways guys fall all over themselves for her. I’d kill to have that just once with girls.

We continue to do our work until our boss, Mr. Richards comes over. Both Marie and I inwardly groan. Kevin Richards was fifty years old, balding, and morbidly obese. The reason we were both so annoyed by him is that he would always come over just to leer at Marie.

She was wearing a low-cut top today which invited Kevin to stare at her cleavage. We both tried our best to ignore him and continue working. Kevin cleared his throat and said, “uh Marie?” This made her turn around which is what he wanted so she was facing him. Obviously, he had to say something else though. “How’s the Adamson report going?”

“Fine” she replied curtly.

“Good. Good” he said and turned away.

I was just grateful that he didn’t berate me again. Ever since I’d started working there it was like Kevin had it out for me. He would always set stricter deadlines with me and always be angrier if I ever did anything wrong. I guess he just didn’t feel like doing it in front of Marie this time.

Marie looked at me. “So now that that’s over. Are you doing anything tonight?” My heart stopped and I stared at her. “What me?” I asked.

“Yeah we should hit the town together and I’ll help find you a girl.”

Oh. Unfortunately, prior plans involved finishing last night’s pizza and watching whatever was on television. So of course, I said the only logical thing. “Sure!” Why I wasn’t more excited about Marie’s help is simple though. This is not the first time she’s done something like this. In fact, we’ve gone out together several times and she’s tried to introduce me to people. The girls would always reject me though and it was especially painful when I had Marie as a spectator. Still, she never gave up and saw something in me that even I couldn’t see.


Josh - Chapter Two

My phone buzzed. I reached across the couch for it. Marie said she was on her way. It would take her at least twenty minutes to get to my apartment. Resolutely I stood up and went to go change out of my sweatpants.

Pre worn clothes were strewn across my bedroom floor. I picked my way through the chaos. First, I checked my wardrobe for a clean unwrinkled shirt. After having no success there, I started going through what I’d left on the floor. Eventually, I settled for a semi-clean and only partially wrinkled shirt. I doubt anyone would notice. Or care.

Even so, I checked myself out in the mirror. The shirt didn’t seem too tight which was a relief. Maybe I could fool someone into thinking I was skinnier than I actually was. My hair was the kind of short and flat brown that only the cheapest kind of hair cut could create.

Hunting around the apartment for shoes was the next thing. Marie had gotten me a nice pair of brown dress shoes that I always wore when I went out with her. They were probably the nicest thing in my apartment. Once I’d checked all the obvious places for them, I started looking under the bed before nearly tripping over them. They were partially buried under a pile of clothing.

As I put them on my buzzer rang and Marie's voice came through. “Hey, I’m here.”

“Come on up,” I said and buzzed her in.

I then decided the look around the apartment and to my horror finally saw it for how messy it was. I couldn’t let Marie see it like this. Frantically, I started collecting all the rubbish that I could see. From today’s empty pizza box to last week’s Chinese takeout.

A knock at the door came. I gave my apartment one more look over. It was the cleanest by any means but at least it no longer looked slob like. Opening the door revealed Marie wearing a stunning tight black dress. I had to strongly resist the urge to impersonate Kevin by openly staring. Just look at the eyes.

A few seconds pass. “What are we waiting for?” she asks.

“Oh right.” I lock the door behind me and we head downstairs to hail a cab. Both of us planned on drinking tonight. One of us probably more so to compensate.

“Are you excited about tonight?”

I gave a weak smile. “Sure,” I said.


Josh - Chapter Three

We roll up to the club as it’s starting to get lively. People were lining up, waiting to go in. Marie casually strolled to the front with me in tow. “Hey Jim,” she said to the bouncer. Jim, the bouncer smiled and let us through. Marie seemed to know everybody. Jim’s attention turned to me with a look of surprise and then pity. I avoided eye contact with him as I walked past. He probably thought I was her brother or something.

The club itself was full of attractive people dancing and drinking. Lights flashing over the dance floor and the music boomed. Marie noticed I’d been distracted. She grabbed my hand and dragged me over to the bar. She ordered a beer for me and some brightly colored fruit-infused cocktail for herself.

We drank and made idle chatter at the bar. After five minutes a guy showed up and introduced himself to Marie. He ignored me and I pretended not to notice. Marie then handed me her purse so they could go dance.  I turned away so as not to stare awkwardly at them.

A girl further down the bar throws me a glance. She’s short and a bit overweight but I doubted anyone else would show any interest in me. I down the rest of my beer and head over to her.

She’s chatting with another girl. Probably her friend. Her backs to me and so I’m standing awkwardly behind her not realizing that she hasn’t noticed me. I tap her lightly on the shoulder. “Hi I’m Josh,” I say. She looks annoyed, probably because I interrupted her conversation. “Alice” she mutters. She’s about to turn around back to her friend.

“Uh, can I buy you a drink?”

Alice gave her a friendly smile. “Sure, but get one for my friend too,” she said.

The barman came over and I ordered drinks for the three of us. Alice and her friend resumed conversation without me. I was hoping when the drinks arrived that they’d include me. The drinks did soon arrive and before I could say a word, they took their drinks and left.

Screw this I’m going home. I knew this was a mistake. Part of me wanted to cry and another wanted to scream at them. Marie suddenly appeared at my side looking concerned. “Are you okay?” She asked.

“Yeah” I muttered. “Um, I’m going home.”

Her face darkened and she stormed over to Alice and her friend before I could say anything. I didn’t follow her and so I could only make out bits of the conversation. “What the hell is wrong with you?” Marie said. Then I heard the words that made my heart stop.

She giggled and replied “not in a million years. He’s way too fat.”

I think Marie might have thrown a drink at them at this point. I wasn’t sure though. I barely heard anything. There was a taxi outside and I took it.

Marie text me a few times and when I didn’t respond she started calling. I didn’t want to talk to her though. After all, Alice was right. I am a fat lazy slob.

As soon as I got home, I took off my tight shirt and jeans, swapping them for sweat pants and a baggy t-shirt. The TV goes on and it’s some generic crime show but I don’t care. There’s ice cream still in the freezer which I’m consuming. Finishing off the ice cream made me guilty and even more upset which was when I started drinking.

I’m not going to lie and say this is a good plan but right now I don’t care. I just want to forget this night ever happened.


Josh - Chapter Four

A loud bang suddenly woke me up. It was Sunday morning and I was still feeling depressed over last night. The banging resumes and I realize that it’s someone knocking on the door. Each bang ripped through me. My head is killing me and all I want is for the noise to stop.

Bleary-eyed and without thinking I open it. Marie’s arms wrap around me before I could blink. “Oh my god, are you alright. I can’t believe what that bitch said to you” she said. She kept talking but I couldn’t hear since we were still hugging. Eventually, she let go of me long enough for her to come inside.

Her eyes moved over my messy apartment. Clothes were thrown on the floor and empty pizza boxes back where they didn’t belong. I think she wanted to say something but she knew I didn’t want to hear it. Instead what she said was “I know exactly how to help you.”

“What?”

“I’ve hired you a trainer,” she said smiling sweetly.

“A what?”

“A trainer. You know to get you into shape.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea besides its too much money.”

“Well tough because he’s on his way over here,” she said.

“What!” I was starting to sound like an echo. “How could you do that and how much did it cost you?”

“Nothing. His first session is always free for new clients.”

“Where did you even find this guy?”

“My friend Amy told me about him. Now go get dressed he should be here soon.”

Reluctantly I went into the bedroom to put on sweats and a baggy t-shirt. Marie was leaving soon to go backpacking for six months. Clearly, she hoped that when she returned it would be to a different me. While we waited Marie talked about her new friend and how she raved about this guy. Sure enough, there was a knock at the door. 

Marie shot up to answer it. She was more excited about this than I was. My trainer looked like he should be modeling rather than visiting dirty apartments. He stood at six-four with short blonde hair and had a body that looked like it was carved from a statue.

“Hi I’m Paul,” he said to both of us.

Marie just stared open-mouthed and I tried my best not to look envious about it. “I’m Josh and this is Marie who was just leaving,” I said. If I was going to try this out, I at least wanted to do it without embarrassing myself. Marie thankfully left us to it.

“Okay, so what I gathered over the phone with your friend is that this wasn’t your idea and that she forced you into it.”

“Yeah pretty much” I replied.

“Now all I ask is that you give me a chance as this session will be free and we don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.” He was so friendly that I don’t think I would have said no even if I’d had to pay. “Do we have to go anywhere?” I asked purely because the few times I’d exercised in public I’d hated it.

“No, we can stay right here,” he said.

So we began the session. It started with weighing me. He’d brought his own scale which read 285lbs. I thought he might say something about it but he just wrote it down. Next, we started doing some floor exercises. He showed me how to do all of them first and then watched me do them. Push-ups, sit-ups, squats and so many others that I started to lose track.

After about twenty minutes I collapsed on the floor. I couldn’t do it anymore. I thought Paul might be upset but he just smiled and said “good job today.” He was about to go when he handed me a CD. “Here I find that it helps motivate people. Listen to it while you sleep.”

“Oh… er…”

“It’s free,” he said and left it at that.

As nice as Paul was I don’t think I’ll hire him. I mean he showed me all the exercises. All I need to do now is repeat what I did today.

It was getting late and I really wanted to sleep. Empowered by that workout with Paul I decided to clean up my apartment. Now all I wanted to do was sleep. Before crashing onto the bed I remembered the CD he’d given me. I shrugged I mean why not?

The CD began playing and Paul’s voice appeared and started telling me about how great weight loss is and how much energy I’d have. Slowly I drifted off to sleep.


Josh - Chapter Five

Tomorrow morning, I got up early and called Paul for another session. I hired him out every day for the month. I don’t know why I changed my mind but I knew I had to take this seriously. I never wanted to experience what I’d felt at the club ever again. If I committed to myself and stuck to my workouts with Paul then I’ll finally lose this weight.

Paul came and we worked out together. He didn’t weigh me this time. He said he’d only do it at the start of every week. Eventually, the numbers on the scale started to go down, and then I noticed some progress in the mirror. Even Marie noticed one day when I came in for work. She was so happy for me.

Six months flew by and the weight just melted off of me. The scale read 185lbs and Paul said “congrats man. Your progress has been amazing.” I was happy with what I’d done but I wanted to be muscular like Paul. I said as much to him.

“Well, I’m glad you said that because that means we can start phase two.”

Before I could ask what phase two was he pulled out a huge container of protein powder. “Take two scoops with water at every meal. This along with our exercises is what is going to build your muscle” he said. He even gave me a new tape to listen to. I followed his instructions to the letter. After everything he’d done for me, how could I not?

The protein powder tasted better than I expected. It had a sweet chocolate taste to it and I found myself drinking a couple of extra shakes here and there. I was drinking one at work when Marie noticed.

“Wow I’m so glad everything’s going so well with Paul,” she said.

“Well, I’m glad you contacted him for me. He was just what I needed to kick me out of my rut and get me to lose all that weight.”


Josh - Chapter Six

After a couple of weeks, I began to see more changes. My weight was slowly creeping down but I was losing it in the weirdest ways. My stomach was shrinking but it almost looked like my butt, hips, and thighs had gotten softer and thicker.

I was probably just seeing things. I took a shower and shuddered as the water hit me. My skin felt different. I looked down. I was shocked. There was no hair on my body at all except for my crotch. Amazed I ran my hands over my arms and legs. Rather than freak, I realized that it felt kind of nice.

The hair on my face was getting finer and less frequent which meant not shaving as much. Although something was off about my face. Staring at myself in the mirror it was hard to pin down exactly what was different. I just looked sort of softer.

More time passed and I had to throw away most of my pants. My butt had gotten rounder and looked like a woman’s. Paul reassured me that it was just the muscle I’d built toning up and that the fat would go away soon. My legs also pressed together now so when I walked it made my hips sway back and forth.

My nipples were starting to itch and would hurt after a while rubbing against my shirts. When I was home alone, I went topless. Another concern I raised to Paul. He explained that all the extra protein was creating more testosterone which would make my nipples sore.

Paul would be over soon and I had a new concern. When I first lost the weight, I had lost my man boobs. Recently it seems they’ve come back and even worse. I couldn’t explain it. My workouts were stronger than ever and my diet was rigorous. Yet as I stared in the mirror it was undeniable that I was growing boobs.

If I was a woman then they’d be A cups right now. I had to tell Paul. Soon enough he arrived and I explained my concerns. “What are you kidding you look totally buff right now,” he said and all my concerns melted away.

Was it just me or was Paul more attractive all of a sudden. Every time he’d touch me to adjust my form, I found myself yearning for him to touch other places. When we ended the session, he explained to me that I need to get rid of some of my clothes. “They’re your old clothes from your old life. Don’t worry I’ll come by with some new things but I’ll need to measure you first” he said.

I tried not to look pleased. He pulled out a tape measure and went to work. His hand moving up my thigh, caressing my round ass and around my chest. As soon as he touched my nipples it felt like a shockwave ran through. I did my best to hide it but I had the hardest erection that I’d had in months.

As soon as he left, I started masturbating. Thoughts of his chiseled body drove me wild. My other hand went to my nipples to play with them. I don’t know why but it felt right for some reason and it resulted in the biggest orgasm ever.


Josh - Chapter Seven

My hair was getting longer much longer in fact. It hung down to my shoulders now. Alarm bells rang quietly in my head but I repeated back what Paul would always say to me. “I look sexy and buff” and the worry vanished.

Paul did come with clothes. It was lots of pink and white. Looking closer I realized they were women’s clothes. Paul just said “they suit you better” and then helped me put my first bra on. The bra itself was a C cup so I assumed that’s what I was.

“Okay today we’re going to do something different,” Paul said. I was so excited. “Today we’re going to do some yoga to improve your flexibility” he continued. I got up and he demonstrated the first pose. It was called the warrior’s pose I think he said. I wasn’t sure though since he’d taken his shirt off and I was barely listening.

“Okay now, your turn,” he said.

So, I tried to copy what he’d done. Both arms straight out. One behind me and one in front. Then one forward leg bent and the other stretched out behind me. Paul frowned “no no like this,” he said and got right up behind me. I could feel his hot breath on my neck and his musky scent nearly made me dizzy.

I froze up. I knew the things I wanted to do were inappropriate so I just didn’t move. That didn’t stop Paul, however. He adjusted my arms then his hands ran down my legs, stretching them out further. His hands grabbed my waist and he leaned forward. “How does that feel?” He whispered. I was trembling now. Not from the yoga but from the sexual tension.

“Take off your clothes,” he said.

“What?”

“You look so sexy and buff. Now take off your clothes” he said.

I did as he asked without further questions. The last piece of clothing was the bra which I struggled to unclasp. Paul ended up having to help me. I shivered as the cool air hit my nipples. He grabbed both breasts and gently squeezed them. “Hmm these are coming along nicely” he muttered to himself. He looked me over frowning at my shrunken penis. “Have to fix that” he said.

“Do you want me to fuck you Jen like the slut you really are?”

“Jen?” I asked nervously.

He pointed at my reflection in the mirror. “Let’s face it, Jen suits you far better than Josh now don’t you think?” Alarm bells started ringing. He’s turning me into a woman! He could see the worry on my face and said “you look so buff and sexy right now.” A calm swept over me and then my desire for him was renewed.

“Fuck me!” I shouted.

He pounced on me without another word. His warm tongue slipped into my mouth. His hands grabbing and squeezing my generous curves. Paul got behind me and made me bend over the table. “You’ve only got one hole to fuck. For now” he added. I could see him lubing up his thick erect cock before he shoved it in my ass.

I moaned as soon as it went inside me. I thought that was it but he kept going, pushing deeper and filling me completely. Then he started thrusting slow and hard. I whimpered the first time he hit my prostate. He began to go faster and I could feel my breasts jiggle and bounce in front of me. I grabbed them and started playing with my nipples.

Paul noticed this. “Do you like your new tits?”

“Oh yes,” I moaned.

“I get you your own tight pussy soon. Would you like that?”

“Yes!”

“Another hole to be filled. Right slut?”

“Another hole to be filled” I breathed.

I was so close. He was too. He started to slow down to last longer. I cried out as the orgasm rocked my body while he grunted as his warm cum squirted inside me.

Afterward, he laid down on the floor and I curled up next to him. Eventually, he got up and started getting dressed. “Where are you going?” I asked concerned.

“Other clients to see.”

He looked disapprovingly at my apartment. “Clean this place up. No slut of mine should live like this.”

I nodded eagerly already thinking about what shade of pink I should paint my room. He left without another word and as soon the door shut I already missed him. Looking down I noticed there was a card. It turned out to be a postcard from Marie. It said she’d be back home soon. I realized that she’d have no idea about of any this. It was an exciting prospect and I couldn’t wait to show off the new me. She’s going to be so jealous.


Elliot - Chapter Eight

The boredom was killing me. I know I'm supposed to care but I just couldn't bring myself to. The lecturer's voice was just this constant drone in the background. What was even worse was that I wasn't doing too well in this class. Trying to focus, I made some half-hearted attempts at writing down what he was saying. My gaze started to drift away from the pages and to Samantha Hill who was sitting a row down from me. She could arguably be considered the hottest girl on campus. I watched as she absently twirled a lock of her blonde hair.

Many times I'd fantasized about going up to her. I'd start off talking about the class or our professor then I'd say something like "hey you wanna grab a coffee and compare notes?" I could never bring myself to actually do it. For one thing, my notes were laughable at best. The second thing is that Samantha was acing the class and everybody knew it. Now it wasn't because she was one of those smart kids who liked to rub it in our faces, in fact, she tended to be the opposite and downplayed her intelligence. No, it was our professor Heller who always liked to pick on Samantha for the answer and would go on and on about how great she was. The third and final thing was that I doubted she'd say yes. I wouldn't call myself ugly but most would say average at best. A short skinny kid with soft features couldn't compare to the tall muscular athletes she usually dated.

Still, in boring moments like these, my mind always tended to wander into 'what if?' territory. What if I got in better shape and had muscles like her last boyfriend Steve did?

"And that was how the battle of Waterloo ended," said Professor Heller.

Broken out of my daze I could see people begin to put away their notes. I started to do the same when I noticed Professor Heller was making his way over to me. "If you wouldn't mind staying behind a bit," said Heller. As if there was any choice in the matter.

"So what do you need to talk about?"

Heller stared at me for a moment. Should I repeat myself? Thankfully he broke the silence and said "you realize that you're failing my class." Terror gripped me. I knew things were bad, that I was slipping academically but I'd never have thought I was failing. I told Heller as much.

"No, you're definitely failing. The last assignments I got from you were abysmal and those are the ones you bother to turn in. That doesn't even cover the way you act during my lectures."

"The way I act?" I asked.

"Yes, it’s obvious to anyone with eyes to see you staring off into space. If I looked at your notes for this lecture how many would I see? Most of my students fill three pages easily. Would you be willing to show me yours?"

He was completely right. I was too embarrassed to show him the measly four sentences I had written. Instead, I nodded and said "you're right. It's just things are tough with my job and every..."

Heller cut me off, "Things are tough for plenty of us. Do you think that's an excuse? Every other student can manage their commitments. If you don't sort yourself out and start working harder then you will fail my class. If that happens then well, I can imagine dropping out of college altogether to be next on the list."

I was struck dumb. Heller expected a better response from me but I couldn't give one. Another awkward silence before he said, "well I have a faculty meeting to get to." I took the hint and left his classroom.

Once outside, I took out my notebook to see just how bad it was. I hadn't looked at it at all during the lecture. The four sentences I'd thought I'd written were more like two followed by garbled nonsense and some doodling.

I sighed and walked hopelessly back to my dorm.


Elliot - Chapter Nine

Back at my dorm was my roommate Jack watching funny videos on Youtube. He pulled off his headphones. "Hey what's up man?" he asked. I might as well tell him the truth.

"Heller said I'm failing his class," I said.

"Really how come?"

"He said I always daydreaming and staring off into space."

"Well, you do do that you know."

"Really?"

"Oh yeah I've seen you zone out all the time, maybe you've got a disorder?"

I snorted, "God I wish that were true. I could just take a pill and suddenly fix everything."

"Well you know you could take some anyway. I know plenty of people without disorders who need a little extra help focusing."

The thought of failing his class and spiraling into dropping out entirely terrified me. I didn't have anything to lose. "Sure, I might as well try it. It's not like it could hurt my grades" I joked.

He smiled and went back to his videos. Meanwhile, I decided to be productive and spent the next few hours working through the textbook Heller had provided me at the start of the semester. It was pretty enjoyable though I'd always like history which was why I'd picked it originally. Maybe Heller was just a boring professor? One could hope but I didn't honestly believe it. My assignments would need more work in the future just as he'd said. It was too bad he had given one today. I felt like I could have flown through it. Sheer terror is a good motivator for me.

"So are you going to the party tonight?" Jack asked.

I looked up from my book. Damn it was late. How long had I spent on this thing? The party? Oh, right there was a party tonight. I hadn't given it much thought and part of me didn't want to go. There'd be tons of people I didn't know and of course, Jack would abandon me to talk to some friends of his that wouldn't talk to me. I'd find the nearest wall and stick my back to it.

Despite all this, I said "Sure."

The party was in full swing when Jack and I got there. It was being thrown at some rich kid’s house who was a friend of a friend to Jack. Being his roommate allowed me to tag along. Parties weren't my thing but it beat sitting alone in my dorm room feeling sorry for myself.

With the utmost importance, Jack said "First things first, alcohol." We both grabbed a beer and there was a moment before he said "hey there's someone I recognize. I'll see you later" he said and walked out of the room before I could say anything. Not that I would have stopped him anyway and trust me when I say following him would have been worse. I'd tried it a couple of times but it had always resulted in me being excluded. There's nothing worse than standing next to a group of people in conversation and not be included. I don't think it was done to be intentionally hurtful either. Jack just never introduced me to them and people tended to ignore me anyway.

I dutifully found an empty piece of wall that I could lean my back against just as I had predicted. Maybe Jack didn't even like me that much. He did leave awfully fast as soon as he got a beer. We were roommates so we had to get along to some degree but we probably would never have become friends if we weren't forced to share a dorm. A part of me began to wonder if we even were friends now. No, I think he's definitely trying by inviting me to go with him and he always listens to my problems and offers advice.

No, I'm just in a bad mood because of Heller and my own poor academic performance. I should go talk to someone. Looking around there was no one I immediately recognized. Wandering around the house I looked for Jack. My thoughts about him were too harsh. I resolved to make more of an effort to be sociable once I found him.

The house turned out to be even bigger than originally thought and it was filled with people. Jack didn't seem to be anywhere though. Reluctantly I gave up and headed upstairs for the bathroom instead. Damn it if Jack had brought a girl back he better text me before I get there. That's on him.

The most beautiful girl on campus walked out of the bathroom. She gave me a funny look. "Hey, don't we have a class together?" She asked.

"Uh yeah, we both have Heller. I'm Elliot by the way." Oh my god, I can't believe this is finally happening.

"Oh, man is that guy the worst. It's Samantha and it's nice to meet the other student Heller picks on." Picks on?

"But Heller loves you," I said.

"Yeah in the worst possible way" she replied.

"What do you mean?"

"Well think of us as two sides of the same coin. Heller likes to instill the fear of God into you after class and pick on you for not being the best in class. I on the other hand have the opposite problem. Heller always picks on me for an answer. He expects me to get A's for all my assignments and even when I do it's almost as bad. See when I get a right answer he rubs it in everyone's faces."

"I'd never thought about it like that," I said.

"Yeah, I think he's trying to make me into his teacher's pet or something."

"Heller has a point with me though. I mean I am failing his class."

"Hmm well, maybe I could tutor you and or at least share my notes with you. There's no reason with both have to suffer from Heller."

"Yeah that would be great actually," I said. It was a far better solution than some suspicious Adderall from Jack.

Feeling confident, I said, "so do you want to grab a drink and compare Heller horror stories?" As soon as I'd started saying it a door opened and a guy towered over me. It was Justin Lock, star football player and exactly the type of guy Samantha would... date.

"Nice try little guy," Justin said sarcastically. "Come on babe, let's go get a drink," he said. "You don't have to be so mean," she said but went with him anyway until I was left alone in the hallway.

Screw this, I've had my limit. I'm going home.

Luckily Jack wasn't back at the dorm with a girl. I don't think I could have handled it after everything else. Inside I was seething over what Justin had said. It brought back memories from childhood of being teased for being so skinny and short. My mind went back to my fantasy during Heller's lecture about getting in shape. I could finally stand equal to people like Justin.

I'd already fulfilled part of the fantasy since I'd technically asked Samantha out and it wasn't like I'd gotten a hard 'no' from her. I should talk to her about tutoring the next time I see her. At the very least we could become friends.

The next part would be tougher. I had no idea how to get into shape. I've never stepped foot into a gym and was clueless about weight lifting. I started looking online for advice. One thing that kept catching my eye was the people who talked about how much success they'd gotten with trainers. Should I hire a trainer? I wasn't sure if I could even afford it. Regardless, I searched for local trainers until I found one that offered one free session. I clicked on it.

His name was Paul Teller and his website said he had years of experience. I didn't doubt it as the guy looked like a Greek god. The website said he operated out of a home gym with his clients. I took a deep breath and signed up for a free session. At the very least I could get some valuable advice from it.


Elliot - Chapter Ten

The clock hit 7 am and started to beep loudly. Jack muttered a curse and rolled over in his bed. I quickly turned it off and got dressed. It was time to go to my job. The same one I'd tried to tell Professor Heller about although I doubt he'd have cared.

I walked in the cold across campus although at 5 am it's always cold no matter the season. My job consisted of working in a warehouse moving boxes which with my skinny frame was tough. I was able to do it but would usually finish exhausted. It didn't help that it started so early. The job forced me to constantly choose between a social life or sleep. I'd sacrificed sleep to go to that party although I'm not sure I could say it helped my social life.

My boss Frank nodded to me as I walked in the door. We didn't talk much. Usually, I just get straight to work. It was very menial work moving boxes one place to another. The forklifts took them most of the way but then they need a person to individually unload them and sort them into certain piles. It was very simple and I could have done it in my sleep by now.

Daydreaming at such a job was inevitable. Most of it was centered on Samantha although some of it was getting an A from Heller. Some might say these daydreams were boring and that I should dream about being a superhero or something but I found the closer to reality it was the easier it was to get lost in.

The time passed quickly when I zoned out. It always did. The opposite of focusing on the time and being present always slowed time down to a crawl at least from my perspective.

Frank and I shared another nod in passing as I left. He's not one for words and I was too tired for a conversation. The plan for the rest of today involved a long nap and chilling out. It wasn't until I got near my dorm that I remembered what I'd done last night. I'd arranged that free session with the trainer today. Thankfully I had a few hours left and he wasn't too far away.

My room was empty again. Jack had likely gone to class. I set my alarm and drifted off back to sleep.

What felt like only moments passed before the alarm beeped. I hate this thing. Getting up and changing into workout clothes I opened the door and nearly ran into Samantha. We both looked flustered.

"Oh hey, I just wanted to stop by to see if you were still interested in tutoring."

"Yeah, I definitely am. It's just that I was heading out" I said.

"Well let me give you my number and we can sort something out," she said.

I can't believe I was turning her down even if it was only for a tutoring session and even if it was only just this once. We exchanged numbers. I saw Jack round the corner as Samantha left.

"Dude who was that?"

"New tutor."

"Damn, nice work," he said.

I couldn't disagree but I was running late now that I'd run into Samantha. So I told him I'd see him later and took off running down the hall. I jogged at a steady pace across campus and down some side streets. Occasionally I had to stop and pull out my phone to check the map. Finding the place didn't turn out to be too much trouble.

The website said he had a home gym and I believed it. His house was huge and must have cost a fortune. There's no way he earned that as a trainer. I pressed the doorbell and waited. He looked exactly as he did in the picture, early thirties with short dark hair and deep grey eyes. Those same eyes stared at him with a strange intensity.

"I'm Elliot. I'm here for the free session that was advertised on the website."

"You're two minutes late. Come in" he said.

I did and the house looked just as grand on the inside as it did on the outside. I told him as much. "Thanks, I inherited it from my parents," he said. Oh, that made sense. "Come to the gym's downstairs." I followed him down into the basement into what appeared to be a large state of the art gym.

"First things first I'll need you to fill out this form. Just put your contact details on there along with things like height, weight etcetera. Then put your signature at the bottom of the second page. It's a consent form that prevents you from suing me if an accident happens. Not that one ever has happened or is likely to. It's all pretty standard really."

I'd begun filling in the boxes as he'd been talking. I got the feeling he'd said the same thing a million times already. I handed him back the forms. "Okay, so this is a free session. It runs for an hour which, don't worry hasn't started yet. I just need to know what your goals are."

I didn't need to think of an answer. "I want to get stronger and put on muscle." He nodded and wrote something down in a notebook. "Okay simple enough. Let's get started" he said.

We began by talking about various weight lifting movements. He demonstrated the movements himself and had me repeat them without any weight to them. We then slowly added weight until I found a number I could just about manage. This took up half of the session. I made some minor mistakes but Paul was patient in correcting them.

The latter half of the session was much easier. It consisted of various bodyweight movements, stretching, and some Yoga. Paul said it was important for flexibility and I took to it very quickly. He even complimented me on how flexible I was. 

As we were wrapping up the session he handed me a small bottle of pills. "It's a vitamin supplement. I usually sell them but clients get them for free. Take one a day but don't expect anything immediately. It takes a while to feel the effects."

"But I'm just not sure if this is for me especially with the costs involved," I said.

"We'll think about it and if you decide to come back then we can work out a payment plan."

I looked at pills he'd given me. "You'd be surprised what's missing from most people's diets," he said. I nodded and followed him back upstairs. "You know where to find me if you decide to get serious about changing yourself."

"Thanks for today. I learned a lot" I said as I left.

I meant what I'd told him but I didn't want to rush into anything. Once back at the dorm, I took one of the pills Paul had given me and decided to give Samantha a call. She picked up on the second ring. "Hey Elliot, did you change your mind about today?"

"You're still studying?"

"Yep, I'm in the library right now."

"Okay I'll meet you in there," I said.

A quick shower and change of clothes and I was good as new. Samantha turned out to be easy to spot even with her face in a book. I was always a little surprised and impressed by how smart she is but it looks like she works hard for it.

We exchanged greetings and then we got right down to work. In a way, she was my academic trainer and seemed to take my mental training as seriously as Paul did. She pulled out her notes and she explained parts of them while I took my own notes down. Once again I was a little out of my depth but Samantha was nice about it and remained patient with me. At one point she asked to see one of my past assignments. I pulled out my laptop and loaded up one of the better ones that had gotten me the equivalent of a C. Her eyes quickly skimmed the pages.

"Okay, so some of your points are incomplete. You didn't back up your analysis with evidence in certain places and you’re missing a few sources as well." She stated it as a matter of fact but these were pretty big errors. I was starting to understand why Heller read me the riot act the other day. I made a note of what she said and then Samantha showed me one of her past assignments so I could compare. Samantha's phone buzzed while I was reading. She glanced at it, frowned, and then put it away.

"Problem?" I asked.

"Just someone that won't take the hint," she said.

"Justin?"

"No, ex-girlfriend actually but, look you don't need to hear about my problems when we're here to study."

"Well, we've been here a couple of hours. Why don't we take a break and grab some coffee?"

She agreed but was firmly against going to the cafeteria. "The coffee there is awful. Come on I know a place." We walked to a small boutique coffee shop and found a quiet corner to sit in.

"So do you want to talk about it?" I asked.

She sighed, "it was a text from my ex-girlfriend Brianna. She was this girl I dated for a couple of months but I ended it. Brianna turned out to be a little crazy and too high maintenance for me. Every once in awhile she'll send me an innocent text to meet up but that's just so she can try to convince me to go back to her."

Wow, I didn't know what to say to that. Samantha's a bisexual with a crazy ex. It's unexpected but I could deal with it. "Did you know she's banned from Justin's frat too?" She asked and I shook my head. "She went off on him and made this huge scene when she found out we were dating. Now she's not allowed to set foot in the house."

"Have you thought about talking to someone like the Dean or something."

"I have but I'm not sure if I want all that hassle. I looked into it and it would mean a lot of meetings, a tribunal, and stuff. Besides she's backed off after the whole frat incident."

"Couldn't you just tell her to leave you alone."

"Believe me I've tried. Now I'm trying to just ignore her. Hopefully this time she'll get it and finally leave me alone."

I took a sip of my coffee. It suddenly felt awkward. Samantha smiled and said, "I guess you weren't expecting all that from the star pupil."

"Yeah, I guess I wasn't, though it's not like any of it's your fault. Your ex is the one with the problem."

Her phone buzzed again but this time she didn't even look at it. "Look there's no reason to freak out," she said. "But before the frat incident, she kinda stalked a few of my friends. If you see her just stay out of her way and don't talk to her."

I agreed and we shifted the conversation to friendlier topics. It turned out that we both loved romantic comedies and a couple of hours passed quickly. "This was nice. Feel like doing it again tomorrow?"

"Sorry I can't. I've got a full day with classes and then Justin's taking me on this date."

"Oh well let me know when we can do this again."

"Definitely," she said.

We both went in opposite directions back to our dorms. Hearing about Justin taking her on a date just reminded me again of what I didn't have. After all, there's no way he has more in common with her than I do.

As soon as I got back I contacted Paul to set up a training schedule. We settle on three days a week and a reasonable payment plan. "In 3 months you'll be a completely different person," said Paul.

"I hope so" I replied.


Elliot - Chapter Eleven

Training sessions passed quickly with both Paul and Samantha. I became better friends with both of them too. My grades were making leaps and strides better. Heller had even backed off a lot too after I got a B on my last assignment. Physically not a lot had changed though it had only been a couple of weeks. Paul said as much when he told me I needed to be patient and take those supplements he gave me. I did as he asked and after a while, I did feel a little happier strangely.

In the gym, we focused a lot more on Yoga than weight lifting which disappointed me at first. Paul said I'd get to it eventually when I was ready. I stretched my arms out into a pose. "No no like this," Paul said and moved my arms higher up. He smelled faintly of sweat and iron. It was quite a nice smell and my face grew red as I realized I'd lost myself for a moment.

"Okay so this next movement is a little tougher," he said as he brushed up against me, moving my body into the right position. My cock twitched and started to harden as he grabbed my hips. No, not now. This can't happen now. I started thinking about Baseball which seemed to have the desired effect. My erection disappeared before Paul noticed.

Once the session was over I practically ran out of there. What the hell was that? Pent up sexual frustration probably. I mean it's been a while since I'd last gotten laid. Yeah, that's probably all it is. Back in the dorm I swallowed another pill and took a nap.

A few more weeks passed and I wasn't sure whether Paul's training sessions were working for me. My mood had dramatically improved but my body less so. In fact, looking at it in the mirror most would say the opposite had happened. For the first time in my skinny life, I had gained weight. Nobody would ever accuse me of even being chubby but I was certain that I looked... softer.

My ass was a little rounder and I could even feel it jiggle when I jumped up and down during my workouts. My hips and legs looked a little thicker. I had a lot of baggy clothes so it was easy to hide. My nipples were feeling oddly sensitive too and I think my chest was getting puffy. I'd have to ask Paul for some diet advice next time I saw him. I'm clearly eating too much.

I met Samantha in the library again but this time another girl was talking to her.

"Hey Samantha," I said and the girl talking to Samantha whirled on me. I took a step as this girl towered over me. She must have been at least six feet tall.

"Is this the dweeb you've been tutoring?" The girl asked.

"Don't insult my friends Brie. Besides, that's none of your business. We're not together anymore."

Brianna was about to respond when she realized that people in the library were starting to stare at us. She huffed and shoved me out of the way. "Out of the way little guy," she said.

"Bitch" Samantha muttered. "Hey, are you okay?" She asked me.

Before I could say anything I started crying. Samantha pulled me into a hug while I continued sobbing. "Sorry I don't know what's come over me" I whispered.

"Look maybe we should do this another time," she said.

"Yeah okay. I must be sick or something and it's messing with my emotions."

She nodded but I don't think she was convinced. Hell, it wouldn't have convinced me if I'd seen it happen to someone else. We left it at that and I think both of us had silently decided that we wouldn't talk about it again.

I prayed that the dorm was empty and it was. Jack was usually out anyway but with my emotions running so high I couldn't deal with him. I took another pill and along with some deep breaths to calm down.

Suddenly the image of Paul popped into my head. His body glistening with sweat from a heavy workout. My dick hardened instantly. It must be that pent up frustration again. I pushed Paul out of my mind and focused instead of Samantha as I started stroking my cock. I thought about her with those long lean legs, my hands grasping those perfect breasts and watching them bounce as I imagined fucking her.

Something was different though. Normally this would be all I'd need to get off but something was holding me back. I thought about Samantha staring into my eyes, she pulled me into her embrace and whispered: "I love you." My body tensed before I came explosively, harder than I ever had before. The intensity left me in a daze. My hand brushed one of my nipples and I realized it felt kind of pleasant.

After cleaning up my mess, I started getting changed. Just then Jack walked in the door as I was bent over. He whistled and said "nice ass." I blushed and told him to shut up. "Woah didn't realize it was you, Elliot. I thought you'd finally brought a girl over with an ass like that." Before I could turn around he playfully slapped it. I bit down on my tongue before I could moan and tried to hide that I'd enjoyed him touching me.

"You should try and work out more," said Jack. If he only knew. "I mean you're starting to look like a girl especially with an ass like that." I know it was meant as an insult but a strange part of me seemed to treat it as a compliment. I just nodded in agreement so that he would drop the subject and I could continue getting dressed in peace.

Elliot - Chapter Twelve

A few more weeks passed.

"Okay he has to be fucking with me" I muttered to myself. My underwear drawer had been completely emptied and replaced. Jack was doing it to mess with me. It was probably his idea of a practical joke. Instead of my usual boxer briefs, the whole drawer was filled with women's panties and thongs. They varied in style and color. I couldn't wear my old underwear again. I sighed and selected the least feminine pair I could find which was a simple black pair of satin panties.

They felt cool and smooth gliding up my legs. For some reason, all of my body hair was gone. It definitely gave my legs a more feminine appearance. Once they were on I caught my reflection in the mirror. Damn, I'd have a great ass if I were a girl. I slapped it and watched it jiggle. Jack probably wouldn't be able to keep his hands off it now. Wait where did that come from? I mean it's nice to be desired but I was seriously starting to wonder if I was gay.

Taking in the rest of my body wasn't what you'd expect either. I'd probably gained at least five more pounds with most of it going to my chest. I now had what looked like small breasts. Of course, I noticed the changes but with everything going on I somehow ignored what was happening. My face looked softer which gave me a much more androgynous appearance.

I couldn't keep staring into the mirror. I had a session with Paul and then I'll go to the doctor to figure out what's wrong with me. I swallowed another pill on my way out.

Paul welcomed me into his house. "You're looking nice today El," he said. El? He'd never called me that before. No one's ever called me that but he seemed so sweet so I didn't say anything. "You look good yourself," I said. We went downstairs into the home gym.

"Today's going to start a little differently," he said.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I want to review your progress. Take off some of those baggy clothes and get on the scale."

My heart started racing. I felt embarrassed and didn't want to do it. He put a hand on my shoulder and smiled. "It'll be fine," he said. Reluctantly I started to take my baggy hoody off. Damn, I should have bought new clothes weeks ago. I was wearing a tight white t-shirt and sweat pants with the panties on underneath. My new chest was visible sticking out for everyone to see.

"Okay now on the scale," he said. I got on but didn't look at the number. "Hmm someone's doing well." My head snapped to him.

"What?" I asked shocked.

Paul moved closer. I was practically shaking I was so nervous but he kept inching closer and closer. He reached out and grabbed one of my breasts. "How do these new additions feel?" He asked as his thumb rubbed one of my nipples. In response, I let out a moan. My cock grew hard instantly, straining against those satin panties for freedom.

Paul put his hands on my waist before he pulled my pants down. His eyes widened when he saw my panties with my erection. "Wow El, you're further along than I thought, or are you more of an Ellie now?" He asked as he grabbed my ass. He pulled me into his arms. His lips roughly brushing against mine with his tongue meeting me. I melted into his arms. I realized that I wanted this. That I wanted him inside me. His own sizeable erection was asking for freedom too.

I unzipped his pants and grabbed his cock. Fuck, it was huge and I wanted it inside me. "Fuck me" I begged. He turned me around and I bent down over his desk that sat in the corner of his gym. Paul gripped my panties and tore them off with one hand, leaving my bare virgin ass ready for him. He pulled some lube out of his desk and I cooed as I felt his slick cool fingers slip inside of me.

Next his cock rubbed up against my ass. "I want you to beg," he said.

"Please. I need you to fuck me."

"Who are you?" He asked as his cock rammed inside of me. I writhed in pleasure but I didn't understand what he meant. "Who are you?" He asked and thrusted again hitting my prostate. He repeated this several more times until I screamed out "I'm yours!"

He started pumping harder and faster. My new breasts bounced up and down with each thrust. I grabbed both of them, rubbing my nipples and grinding my hips back against his. "What's your name?" He shouted and I could tell he was starting to get close to cumming.

"El... Ellie" I stammered.

"Who's Ellie?" He asked.

"A girl who likes to get fucked" I whispered. Small waves of hot pleasure were building inside of me. He grunted and shouted "louder" as he kept pumping.

"A girl who likes to get fucked!" I shouted as I came. I felt Paul's hot juices shoot inside of me as mine did all over his desk. My cock exploded, with my cum shooting across his desk. I cried out in joy.

I couldn't believe I'd just done that not to mention how amazing it felt. What did this mean for me or my chances with Samantha? Hell, maybe I'd never really had a shot with her but she is bi and I do make an attractive girl.

"Daydreaming?" Paul asked which brought me back. I didn't know what to say to him. It was now that I realized he'd been responsible for all of my changes.

"Why?" I asked.

"It seemed to be what you wanted," he said. Well, that was cryptic. He didn't give me a chance to press further. "Go home and get yourself cleaned up. We'll continue with our sessions. I want to see you here Friday afternoon and be on time."

"You want to continue?"

"You've made great progress Ellie but you're not finished yet." He handed me a cd and said "listen to this every night when you go to sleep. Now go I've got another client coming soon and I need to get myself cleaned up."

"Another client like me?" I asked.

"I don't discuss other clients. Now please leave" he said.

Numb, I did what he said walking home in my dirty clothes. In a way he was right. I did like the changes but they also scared me. What would Samantha or Jack say when they finally realized if they didn't already? How long would it be before the changes were unmistakable? More to the point did I want them to continue?

Do I want to be Elliot or Ellie?


Elliot - Chapter Thirteen

I took the long way back to my dorm. I needed to think and walking usually helped with that. It didn't seem to be working this time. Over the past 10 weeks, my body had been changing. It all started when in a fit of lonely desperation I hired a personal trainer. I'd been a skinny guy my whole life and Samantha, the girl I had a crush on, only dated these huge muscular athletes. At least that's what I thought until she confessed that she was bisexual after I ran into her psycho ex-girlfriend. I'd hired this trainer Paul who turned out to be gorgeous and he was supposed to help me put on muscle so I could compete with the type of guys Samantha dated. Obviously, that never happened. Paul gave me supplements that he said were vitamins but were in fact estrogen pills. 


I started to put weight on my skinny frame but it all went to my butt, legs, hips, and chest. I grew small breasts and my body hair disappeared. Looking in the mirror, I could tell that my face had gotten softer making me look more androgynous and even feminine in the right light. It became even more obvious when I let my long blonde hair down and out of my usual ponytail. 


Just a few hours ago Paul had made his intentions known. I had never been attracted to a man before these changes but I wanted him. He knew it as well and when we had sex he called me Ellie instead of Elliot. Considering I looked like and was getting fucked like a girl it seemed appropriate. Paul was a little cold towards me after sex and brushed me off. I wouldn't go as far as to call it rude but it hurt a bit. 


Back at my dorm, I was relieved to find it empty. My roommate Jack was almost always somewhere else. After sex with Paul, I badly needed a shower. I took off my soiled clothes including some women's panties I had worn. It might have been daring had it been my choice. Jack, as a prank, decided to remove all my underwear and replace them with women's underwear. I don't even know how he got so many but my drawer was filled with thongs and panties in various colors. 


The door opened as I was coming out of the shower. Jack was back from his classes. He saw me before I could cover myself with a towel. We stared at each other and I realized he had seen everything. I closed the door between us and finished drying off. When I came out with the towel wrapped around me he was sat down playing with his phone pretending not to notice me. Inwardly I sighed and went to look for some underwear. At this point, I didn't care and just grabbed the first pair I saw. It was a pair of white and pink. Slipping it on, I wondered if Paul wound find it sexy. At least someone did. I noticed Jack was staring and he had an erection. 


Without even thinking about it I walked over to him in nothing but my panties. His eyes didn't leave my bare B cup sized breasts until my hand grabbed his cock. Jack's head snapped down to his crotch and then my eyes. "Wha...?" He stuttered. 
I shushed him and undid his pants. All of Jack's 9 inches stood hard and to attention. I kissed his tip gently before rolling my tongue lazily over it. I did this a few more times and then opened wide to take the whole thing in my warm wet mouth. I was surprised by how thick he was. Without saying anything Jack grabbed the back of my head and pushed his cock deeper down my throat. I got the message and started deep throating him. My mouth moved up and down his shaft as I sucked. A few times I was worried I'd taken too much and hit my gag reflex. His cock twitched in my mouth and I realized that turned him on even more. 

Eventually, I developed a rhythm with my dick sucking. My other hand grabbed his balls to play with them. Jack was breathing heavily. It wouldn't be long. I started sucking faster and harder, begging for him to cum. His body tensed then exploded as his hot semen hit the back of my throat. I continued sucking and swallowing as he loudly groaned. Only once he'd finished squirting and I'd licked him clean did I let go of his cock. 


"That was amazing," he breathed. I giggled, feeling pleased with myself as it was my first time although my jaw ached. That would probably fade with practice though. Wait did I want to get good at this? It did feel really good but I didn't want to be in a relationship with Jack. We barely got along as roommates. We'd probably murder each other if we got together like that but I was jumping the gun a bit. It was just a blow job among friends. 


My phone on the table buzzed. It was a text from Samantha wondering where I was. Crap, we were supposed to meet in the library to study. She was the girl I'd had a crush on all year and I hadn't had a girlfriend the entire time I'd been at college. Now I'd had sex with two men on the same day. Apparently, Ellie was a lot more successful than Elliot in the seduction department. I needed to finish getting ready. "Check the other drawers," Jack said. I did and groaned. Inside were more women's clothes including more bras. Not all of it would fit me as some of it was in various sizes. I find a pink and white bra that would match my panties and tried it on. Too big, apparently it was meant for a C cup. I went a size down and it fit my breasts perfectly. 
  

I turned to Jack. "Why did you do all this?" I asked him. He shook his head. 


"It wasn't me. Some older guy said he was your uncle and that you were transitioning into a woman. He said you'd asked him to get you some new clothes for your new look and also to call you Ellie now." He smiled and I thought he was enjoying this but I realized he was staring at my cleavage. 


The older guy he was talking about must have been Paul. Apparently, he was determined to have me dress as Ellie too, and not just fuck like her. Looking at the rest of the clothes for something gender neutral was tough. I settle on some jeans which were a little on the skinny side and hugged my ass tightly. There were no complaints from Jack though as I felt his hands grasp it. "Do you have to go?" He asked. This was a first. Usually, as Elliot, I would have been the one following him around and he would casually dismiss me whenever he'd felt like it. It had always felt like he was in charge. He was always the more confident one and now the shoe was on the other foot. I kissed him deeply and pulled him tightly towards me. I could feel his dick stirring back into action. Once I was certain he was hard enough I pulled away and said "I have to go." 


A simple white top was next but it didn't completely cover me as it ended at my bellybutton. "I'm taking one of your hoodies," I said and grabbed it before he answered. Habitually I swallowed another pill and walked out of there knowing he had blue balls because of me and that he would be furiously masturbating at the thought of me to get off. That image made me smile as I went to meet Samantha in the library. 


Elliot - Chapter Fourteen 


The library was quiet. It was almost empty except for Samantha who looked annoyed. "Look I know your grades have been improving but I think you still really need these sessions," she said. Samantha was right on both points. With her help, I had gone from failing to a solid C sometimes B student. She was convinced that I could get A's if I continued applying myself. I joined her and pulled out my books. "Aren't you a little hot with that hoodie on?" She asked. 


"No I'm fine" I lied. The truth was Jack's baggy hoodie hid everything and with my hair pulled back into a ponytail; I could look more like Elliot than Ellie. Samantha shrugged and we started going over my latest assignment. It was difficult to focus though. Every time she leaned close to me I smelled her perfume and my mind kept picturing her naked. I shifted forward more toward the table to hide my erection. It was kind of a relief in a way that not only was I still attracted to women but also the girl of my dreams. She had revealed to me in confidence that she was bisexual and her last relationship was with a girl but that had ended horribly. Now she was dating an athlete called Justin. Would she want to date a half man half woman? The half-man part was probably up for debate at this point as well. 

"Elliot?" 


"Yeah?" 


"You were zoning out again. Come on you can't afford to do that in class anymore. It's the main reason you've been struggling. You don't pay attention." 


"Sorry. I'll try to do better" I said. 


"I need you to more than try" she shouted and burst into tears. 


Where the hell did that come from? Samantha started shoving books into her backpack. "I can't do this right now," she said and ran out of there. After a stunned moment of silence, I decided to follow her. She had gone back to her dorm. I knocked on the door and said "it's Elliot. Can I come in?" 


"Yeah," she said quietly. She was on her bed trying not to cry. As I sat down she hugged me and explained everything. Justin had dumped her for one of her friends Samantha's ex-girlfriend Brianna had gotten wind of it and gloated about it. Gave some speech about how stupid she was to go after a man. Somehow she tried to turn that into an attempt to get back together. Samantha refused her and Brianna had nearly hit her but the door was open and the hallway was filled with people. Then Samantha had pulled herself together and gone down to the library to meet me. I being ten minutes late was just the final straw and she couldn't take it anymore. 

I let her keep talking and just listened. After a while, she had calmed down and said "why do I keep ending up with shitty people?" 


"It's not your fault. You see the good in everyone but some people take advantage of that" I said. 


"Wow, that might have been one of the nicest things someone's ever said to me." 

"You're welcome." 


"Now are you going to stop being silly and take that hoodie off? You must be cooking in that thing." 


It was hot and I could feel myself start to sweat but for very obvious reasons it had to stay on. I couldn't drop what had happened to me on her now, plus I had no idea how she'd react. It was a very strange situation that even I was struggling to handle. My libido had been doing most of the thinking today and I needed to take a minute and think this all through. 


Samantha lunged at me and pulled the zipper of my hoodie down before I could say anything. This time I didn't try to hide my body. It wouldn't have been possible anyway. Samantha was shocked by what she saw. It was over a solid minute before she said "I didn't know you wanted to be a woman." 


It was at this point that I suddenly burst into tears. I told her everything except that I had a crush on her. I started by saying that I wanted to get in shape for a better love life but kept that part vague. Then I talked about Paul and how well things had started off before they'd taken a turn. "Now I'm like this," I said. I'd also left out the parts about having sex with Jack and Paul. 


Samantha was angry. "I can't believe he fucking did that to you without your consent. We should call the police and get him arrested or something" she said and pulled out her phone. "Please don't call anyone" I pleaded. 


"Why the hell not?" 


"Because... because I like these changes." Finally saying it out loud for myself like this gave me a strange sense of relief. The only other time I'd said it was when Paul had pressured me to during sex. 


"Really are you sure because you know he can't do anything to you if we call the cops." Samantha wasn't fully convinced. 


"No, look yes its weird and confusing being Ellie but people treat me differently. I feel different, better even, and I... like the way I look." I struggled to meet her gaze as I said it. I got up and threw the hoodie aside and stood up so she could see everything. "You do look good," she said as her eyes roamed over my body. This was a critical moment and I needed to be honest. I took a deep breath. "I think the name Ellie suits you. It's nice" she said. My heart fluttered. Emboldened I decided it was time to tell her how I felt. "Samantha, I'm in love with you," I said. 


We had both been on such a rollercoaster of emotions that I wasn't sure if she could feel surprised right now. Samantha said something I never expected her to say. In all the times I had played this moment out in my head she'd never given this answer before. "I know," she said. I felt like crying all over again. Part of me wanted to run away but I knew that would solve nothing. I stood my ground. "You knew?" 


"I didn't know what to do about it," she said sounding flustered. "We were becoming such good friends and making such great strides in your tutoring sessions. I didn't want to jeopardize all of that." 


"Is that the main reason?" I asked because I knew what was coming now. This was familiar territory. "No. You weren't the sort of person I'd date Elliot. Call me shallow or whatever but I just wasn't attracted to you" she said. 


"I don't think you're shallow. I'm going to go now. I need some time by myself" I said and headed towards the door. "Wait" she called out. I stopped. "Ellie is the sort of person I'd date," she said quietly. My chest was warm and it felt like my heart was going to burst. I swept her up in my arms and kissed her. She responded differently than how Jack and Paul had. They were faster, rougher while Samantha was gentle. We moved slowly to the bed and took our time feeling each other with our tongues. I gently directed her to the bed and got on top of her. Her hands started to wander down to grab my ass. Everybody seemed to be doing that. It must be my best feature. 


Meanwhile, I took my top off. "A bra?" She asked. 

"Are you surprised at this point?" 


"I guess I shouldn't be," she said and reached up to unhook my bra. It was nice to go braless and feel the cool air touch them. I took off the rest of my clothes except for my panties which were sporting a huge erection. I wasn't sure how to proceed or how she'd react. Luckily she seemed to understand what was stopping me. "I'm not a lesbian Ellie. I have no problem with cocks, especially big thick hard ones like the one you're carrying there." That was all the incentive I needed to tear off her clothes. She had huge double D breasts that bounced and jiggled at the slightest touch. My hand grazed her thigh and she cooed softly. It continued further up until I felt how wet she was. I was about to enter her when he hand reached up behind my back. She tugged on my hair and pulled it out of its ponytail. My long blonde hair fell past my shoulders. 

"I love your hair" she smiled. It was an odd but very sweet thing to say. I entered her slowly, my hips grinding deeply against hers. I moved slowly and rhythmically while looking into her eyes. Our bodies felt connected like we were one person. This was different from before. It wasn't fucking but making love instead. There was no rush. It wasn't a race to get to an orgasm. Instead, we felt each and embraced as I continued slowly thrusting. I watched almost hypnotized as her wonderful breasts bounced with each thrust. I finally took them in my hands while Samantha played with my ass. She would rub it then squeeze it and then slap it. I picked up the speed a little bit and we both moaned. The pleasure was building up inside of me. I was so close now. Samantha's legs were quivering and I knew she must be too. "Oh, Ellie!" She cried out and my cock jerked as I shot my load. Samantha's body shivered with pleasure as it jolted through her. She moaned so loudly but I didn't care who heard her. My head swam dizzily with stars as we collapsed into a sweaty blissful heap together. 


Elliot - Chapter Fifteen

Another week had passed. Samantha and I were officially dating. Since we'd slept together I hadn't heard anything from Paul and Jack had stayed away from me when I made it clear that I wasn't interested anymore. Everyone called me Ellie now which is what I want. Teachers and classmates didn't seem to care especially since my grades were up thanks to Samantha's help.

Habitually I swallowed a pill. Damn, I was starting to run low. There was about a handful left and I didn't know what would happen if I stopped taking them. Hell, I didn't even know what was in them. Who knows how dangerous they are? Paul did of course but I wasn't sure if I wanted to see him. Even though I love the fact that I became Ellie I still didn't trust him. The other reason I didn't want to see Paul was because there was this animalistic lust between us last time. Somehow he lowers my defenses and I do whatever he wants. Still, I wouldn't be able to ignore this problem forever.

There was a knock at the door. "It's probably your girlfriend," said Jack who couldn't keep all the disappointment out of his voice. He'd made another play at me after I got together with Samantha except for this time I rebuffed him. Jack didn't take it too well and he'd been cold and distant to me ever since. Truth be told I didn't care. He would either get over it or he wouldn't. Our time as roommates would be over soon anyway so whether or not we remain friends lies entirely up to him. I ignored Jack when he was like this and instead opened the door for Samantha.

"Ready to go?" She asked.

I nodded and took some satisfaction from noting that Jack was staring at my ass as I closed the door. Samantha had decided it was time I go shopping. Part of it was simply that I had never been and she talked about how fun it would be and also because my wardrobe was limited. Yes, Paul had dumped a ton of female clothes in my room to hasten along with my development into Ellie. What he had neglected to do was take accurate measurements of my body. So the sizes of everything varied wildly and only a select number of them fit me well. I'd consciously decided to wait an extra week because I wasn't certain if the changes in my body had stopped. I kept taking the pills but the changes seemed to have slowed down or stopped completely. Not that it mattered, I looked like a woman in every way except for my dick which I was keeping for the time being. Samantha had no complaints about that decision either.

Finally, Samantha and I had talked about it and we wanted to be out in public together more. For the last week, we were either in my dorm when it was empty or in hers having sex. Sure there was talking involved before and after but we hadn't had an official date yet.

I noticed Samantha was giving me a funny look and I realized that I'd kind of zoned out again. "Sorry, what were you saying?" I asked.

"I was saying that there's going to be a big party tonight and I think we should go."

"Hmm, I don't know." I had only been actively dressing and being a woman for a week now which meant I was still getting used to being out in public. Just going shopping at the mall felt like a big step for me and now she wanted me to go to a party.

"How about instead we find you the hottest dress to wear for the party. You look at yourself in the mirror and tell me then that you don't want to go."

"Okay then, that sounds more than fair," I said. Going to the mall as Ellie was a completely new and foreign experience. As Elliot, I would enter knowing exactly which store to go to and for which purpose. Once in the store, I would grab what I needed and leave as quickly as possible. Taking my time, trying things on, and just enjoying the experience of browsing was alien to me. Samantha was adamant about it though, certain that I would enjoy it if I gave it a chance.

It turns out she was right. Shopping was fun with her. We talked and constantly bounced ideas of what looked good for us. It wasn't long before Samantha had handed me at least ten outfits to try on and marched me over to the dressing room. "Hang on there's a couple more I want to get you. Just try the first one while I'm gone" she said as she raced off.

I was about to try the first dress on when a hand touched my shoulder. "That was fast," I said turning to see a hand slap me across the face. Brianna shoved me against the wall. Even back when I was Elliot I was weak and unsurprisingly the estrogen hadn't made me any stronger. In fact, I was probably a bit weaker as Ellie because of it. Normally I wouldn't mind it. Samantha often liked to take the lead during sex and it was quite the turn on for her to overpower me and get on top. Now I would have given anything for some of that strength back.

"Who the fuck are you?" Brianna growled. She didn't recognize me. Obviously, the transition from Elliot to Ellie was more than dramatic than I thought. Thanks to Samantha and I spend all of our time behind closed doors she wouldn't have seen me recently either and has no idea who I am. If she did she probably would have tried to kill me. "A friend. Just a friend!" I said.

Damn it, where the hell was Samantha anyway? "I know all of her friends. I don't know you" she said. Well, that's kind of creepy I thought.

"I'm a new friend," I said. She didn't look too convinced.

"What's your name?"

I didn't get the chance to answer her. There was a knock on the dressing room door. "Miss is everything okay in there?" A man asked.

"No there's..." Brianna shoved me into the wall again cutting me off. The door slammed open and a security guard rushed in. He grabbed her and dragged her away from me. Brianna went crazy. She kicked and screamed as she was being taken away. I could see Samantha talking to another security guard. Brianna saw her too. "Sam!" she cried but Samantha ignored her. Instead, she walked over and gave me a huge hug.

"Do you want to go?" She whispered.

"No she didn't get to me and leaving would just give her what she wants," I said.

Samantha and gave me a once over. "Wow," she said.

"What?"

"Look for yourself." She pointed to the mirror behind me. I turned and saw what she meant. The dress I had fit me perfectly. I looked amazing aside from the red mark on my face that Brianna gave me.

"This is the one," I said.

"Do you need it though; I mean when are you going to even wear it?" She smirked.

"We're going to that party," I said.

Samantha moved to take the other clothes back. I stopped her and said "well there's no sense not trying the others on. I mean now that they're here and all."

"Looks like someone's enjoying shopping," she said.

I had to agree even with Brianna's abrupt appearance it was fun trying on all this stuff. I didn't want it to seem like she'd gotten to me either. This was technically our first date and first time out in public together. Our first date will be of fond memories and not crazy exes.

"Are you going to try anything on and shall I just keep modeling clothes for you?" I joked.

"Well you do have the figure for it" she murmured before caressing me. Samantha slipped the dress off of me and kissed the back of my neck. I sighed and let her mouth roam over me.

We stayed for nearly an hour before leaving with that first dress.


Elliot - Chapter Sixteen

The party started in a couple of hours and I was nervous. Samantha had agreed to help me with my make-up since I hadn't quite gotten the hang of it yet. I'd watched some video tutorials online and Samantha had given me tips but I still needed to practice. Tonight was about looking my best though which was something Samantha knew something about.

I knocked on her door and nearly swallowed my tongue. She was dressed in a tight black cocktail dress. "Are you going to just stare?" She asked arching an eyebrow. Instead of answering, I kissed her, my hands roaming over that dress. Samantha stopped me. "Not in the hallway," she said. "And not before the party", she added as I followed her inside.

Her roommate was absent once again. Come to think of it I'd never actually met her. In all the times I'd visited Samantha she'd been absent. I asked Samantha about it once and she just said she was always working her job or studying. I'd accepted it, I mean Jack was barely in the dorms either but I was starting to wonder if his roommate even existed.

Samantha began to work on me or at least that's how I thought of it. I sat in the chair, in front of a mirror watching as she worked her magic. Her hand brushed through my hair a few times. "I think you should keep it down. It looks so good like this" she said and I nodded.

While she was working, she distracted me by talking about the party. She'd warned me that her ex-boyfriend Justin would probably be there. Thankfully, Brianna was banned from the house so she wouldn't be. Unsurprisingly I heard she'd made quite a scene at the last party she went to. There's no way anybody would let her in now.

I'd warned her that Jack would probably be there and that we'd once had sex but it meant nothing. Jack was still a little distant to me but he seemed to have gotten over it. Still, it was better she knew in case we ran into him.

The one other thing I didn't tell her was that I'd swallowed my last pill today. I didn't know what that meant or what would happen to me in the future. I was going to have to see Paul again to try and get some answers. Samantha didn't need to know all that right now and I didn't want to dampen her excitement for the party. She was eager for us to be out in public as an official couple and she wanted me to meet her friends.

Samantha had asked to meet my friends and I had to tell her that Elliot was kind of a loner who didn't have any friends. "Well you'll just have to make some friends as Ellie," she said. "Besides I think you'll like them." I just nodded. I could only guess what her friends had thought of Samantha's exes like Brianna or Justin. What would they think of me? An even worse thought was what if they had liked Brianna or Justin. That was the sort of friend I could do without.

"Okay you're ready," she said.

I looked at my reflection. She was right. The tight red dress I had chosen showed off my legs and a hint of cleavage. Along with my long blonde hair, I looked like a knockout. "Get ready to be the center of attention," she said.

"What do you mean?"

"You'll be the prettiest girl in the room. All eyes will be on you tonight."

I swallowed and didn't know what to say to that.


Elliot - Chapter Seventeen

Elliot had always shied away from crowds. He felt nervous in large groups and it got worse if that group was all looking at him. As Ellie, I was starting to feel the same way but as Elliot, I'd had the luxury of being invisible. Being Ellie was like wearing a neon sign. Now what that sign said might vary person to person but most would have things like 'hot' or 'beautiful' on it.

Samantha squeezed my hand. "Don't worry" she whispered as we stepped up to the house. The party was kicking off and the house was filled with people in various states of inebriation.

A drunk guy stepped up to us. "Heyyyy what's your name?" He slurred.

Samantha ignored him and grabbed my hand. We shoved past him. Once out of earshot she whispered to me. "That’s one thing I should have told you. When I said all eyes would be on you that also meant some of those eyes will want to fuck you. Just try to brush them off or ignore them."

"Okay."

"It won't happen much once we find my friends. Strength in numbers and all that" she smiled.

We walked down some stairs into the basement. A beer pong match was being played between two teams. On one team were two girls and on the other were two guys. It looked like the girls were winning. One of the girls, a brunette, was about to throw the ball when she saw us on the stairs.

"Hey, Sam" she waved. We moved over to her and watched her throw the ball. It landed perfectly in the cup of beer. The guy didn't seem too upset as he downed the beer in one.

"Oh my god is this her?" the brunette asked. Samantha nodded.

"Hey," I said quietly.

"Aww you didn't tell me she's shy," the brunette said. Samantha poked her.

"Be nice Jess" she said.

"I just meant that I find it cute. So, Ellie, Samantha tells me your new here?"

"Yeah," I said.

Samantha and I had agreed beforehand that telling people that I used to be a dorky guy named Elliot would just be too weird. I didn't like being reminded of who I used to be either. Pretending that I was a new student who'd just arrived was just easier to tell people than the truth.

Behind Jess stood a tall girl who had stepped up to throw the last ping pong ball.

"I'm Grace," she said and threw the ball. She'd made the last shot. A few people watching cheered. We moved away as a group to talk. This part made me nervous. I was worried they'd ask a lot of questions that I wouldn't know how to answer. The conversation thankfully stayed remarkably light. In fact, it was so light that I was quickly growing bored. They seemed like nice people but it didn't seem like we had a lot in common because of this I ended up doing a lot more listening than talking. My gaze started to wander until Samantha noticed and nudged me.

"I'm going to go grab a drink," I said. Samantha gave me a look that said we'd talk about this later but her friends didn't notice it.

I left in search of alcohol. It was probably just nerves that were making it difficult for me to relax. Luckily the beer was nearby. I took one and stood alone in the corner drinking it. This felt like familiar territory. It was exactly the way I had acted whenever Elliot went to one of these things. I wasn't sure if acted like Elliot was a good thing or not.

"Hey what's your name?" A guy asked.

Well, Samantha did give me fair warning that this would happen and especially so if I left the group. I guess I deserve it for not giving her friends more of a chance. I looked at the guy and realized immediately who it was. It was from Justin. Well, he was a lot better looking than the last guy that had hit on me and not as drunk by the sound of it either.

"Ellie and I are not interested," I said.

"I'm Justin and its fine. You just looked kind of lonely all by yourself here."

I took a sip of my beer. You know looking at him now I could see that he was kind of hot in the typical jock kind of way.

"I saw you come in with Samantha. Are you one of her friends?"

"Her girlfriend actually," I said. It felt nice saying it out loud. Justin grimaced.

"So she's back to that, is she? Well, you seem saner than the last one but eventually, she'll get tired of you and go looking for a man."

"You don't know me as well as you think," said Samantha striding into the room. "Come on Ellie," she said. I could see Justin shaking his head as we left.

"Lovely guy," I said sarcastically.

"Yeah" she muttered.

"Look I'm sorry about your friends. I guess I was just nervous. I'll try to do better."

We went back to her friends and made more of an effort to be a part of the conversation. It turned out Grace and I had more in common than I'd originally thought. I'd written her off at first glance since she was an all-star track runner but she'd taken a few of my classes the year before as she was a year older than me.

The night wore on and we were all getting pretty drunk. Samantha and I went to get another drink. We spotted Justin again but he didn't see us. I whispered an idea to Samantha, she smiled and nodded.

I approached Justin and realized that he was a lot drunker than he had been a couple of hours ago. I tapped him on the shoulder. "So I think we got off on the wrong foot," I said.

"Sure" he agreed with me.

"You want to go somewhere quieter to talk?"

He nodded and we went upstairs. I pulled him into an empty bedroom. "Get on the bed," I said. He did as I asked. Samantha who had quietly followed us handed me something from the hallway. Justin couldn't see who it was though.

"Hey who's your friend?" He asked with a lazy grin on his face. I didn't answer him. He'd find out soon enough. Instead, I used the toy Samantha had given me. A pair of handcuffs. Justin's eyes widened when he saw them. "I'm not sure about this," he said. I shushed him and leaned over giving him a good look at my breasts. "Don't you want to play?" I asked and affected a fake pout.

"Yeah okay," he said and offered his hands.

I cuffed both hands to the bed and said "you can come in now." Samantha walked in, took one look at Justin, and laughed.

"Hey what the hell?" He shouted.

"Shush," I said and beckoned Samantha closer. She closed the door and locked it behind her. Meanwhile, I grabbed Justin's shirt and ripped it open exposing his muscular abs.

"Unzip me," said Samantha. I unzipped her slowly while looking at Justin. She did the same for me. We approached him from either side of the bed and slipped out of our dresses. His dick hardened at the sight of us in our underwear. Our bras went off next. I grabbed my breasts. "Do you want these Justin?"

He nodded and I moved closer so he could reach them with his mouth. Justin kissed them and began to suck on one of them. I moaned and could feel my cock get hard. Justin didn't notice. At the same time, Samantha was rubbing his crotch over his jeans.

Once Justin groaned I pulled my breasts away from him. Samantha and I leaned over Justin's body. We started to make out. Our tongues meeting and massaging one another's while Justin watched. He was into it at first but as it went on he began to get restless.

I leaned further forward and without realizing it my erection poked Justin's side. "Hey what the... You're a dude!" Before I could respond Samantha stuffed her fallen bra in his mouth to gag him. I took off my panties freeing my huge erect cock. Justin whined and look scared now. Samantha and I ignored him.

We turned to the side of Justin so he could get the whole show without us being forced to stare at him. She bent over the bed and I entered her. Samantha gasped as I started grinding into her. I caressed her ass before slapping it which made her moan. I picked up the pace with my thrusting and enjoyed the feeling of my supple breasts bounce up and down. I glanced at Justin who appeared confused and aroused.

"Want to join in?" I asked him. I wasn't expecting a response but he nodded.

I pulled out of Samantha long enough to uncuff him and then went back to fucking her. Justin took the gag out of his mouth and got up. I seriously expected him to run for the door which wouldn't have bothered me at this point. Instead, he came up behind me and slid his cock into my ass. I groaned as his hips slammed into mine and mine into Samantha's. We continued like this with Samantha and I getting fucked doggy style.

He grabbed my hair and tugged on it. I shuddered against his thick cock. The heat started to build up in my lower abdomen. My heart was racing. I was breathless when Justin grunted. I could feel his sweat dripping down onto me. He rocked back and forth. Justin was going faster and faster until he cried out. His dick shooting his hot juices inside of me. I kept thrusting into Samantha. Our legs quivered and my cock exploded. A shock wave of pleasure ripped through us as we both came.

In a daze, we fell onto the bed together. I was in the middle with Justin on one side of me and Samantha on the other. I put an arm around each of them and we lay embraced against each other.


Elliot - Chapter Eighteen

Three days after the party. I was going back to my dorm to study for an exam. I expected to see Jack in there either studying or procrastinating about studying. Instead, I found Paul sitting there. He gave me a warm smile. "You took to the changes very well," he said gesturing to my body.

"I ran out of those pills you gave me. What happens to me now?" All I wanted was the answer to that one question though I think I already knew the answer.

"Without the pills, your body will begin producing larger doses of testosterone again and you will slowly look more like your old self. You'll become Elliot again."

I suppressed a shudder at the thought. I didn't want to go back to being Elliot. I couldn't. "Please I need more. I'll do anything" I said suggestively.

"There's no need for that," he said and handed me another bottle of pills. "The second cycle of pills will make you a woman permanently."

I immediately opened it and swallowed one eagerly. He gave me a look. "I ran out a couple of days ago" I explained.

"Fair enough, try to take these every day though."

He stood and went to leave. "Wait!" I said. "I need to know. Why did you do this?"

"Because it's what I do and because you needed it." Paul left without saying another word. He was a little hard to read at the best of times but he'd seemed kind of distracted while talking to me. It was like his mind was somewhere else. Maybe it was because he was finished with me or maybe he was thinking about his next client. I wonder how many other people he'd helped. I couldn't dwell on it though. Samantha was teaching me not to get lost in my thoughts too much and I'd come back here to study. I thought about how proud my girlfriend would feel if I passed this exam and then I hit the books.

Life was pretty easy afterward. Samantha and I continued dating. Occasionally Justin would join us and he became much more accepting of my dick. He didn't tell anyone and we never felt like sharing. I never saw Paul again after that. I even went by his place once just to see him again but he'd moved. His website was down and his number went out of service. It was like he'd vanished.

Still, though I have to admit he did help me get what I wanted. He got me into great shape and it allowed me to get the girl I always wanted.

The End 
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Turning Femme: A Sissy Feminization Romance

Ryan's life is going nowhere. Just a low-level paralegal with an empty social life. But everything changes when a co-worker invites him out to a bar.


There he meets and starts a relationship with the beautiful and seductive Erika. Ryan is captivated by her but starts having doubts when she suggests he dress up as a sexy girl for a Halloween party. Transforming into a woman stirs up emotions and desires that Ryan didn’t even know he had. He falls deeper into his new feminine role, becoming more submissive while Erika becomes more dominant. But when she introduces a handsome man to join them in the bedroom, Ryan has to decide just how far he’s willing to go to be a good girl for Erika.
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The Sissy Ring

Connor is looking forward to having the house all to himself when his gorgeous stepsister Caitlyn has left to go to college. Once gone, he searches through her room and finds a mysterious golden ring. He puts it on and instantly transforms into a beautiful, busty nineteen-year-old girl. Only when he checks his reflection does he realize that the ring has turned him into a perfect copy of Caitlyn. 


It amuses him to pretend to be a girl and when he catches the eye of a handsome young neighbor who asks him out, how can he say no? But the ring changes more than just his body. It changes his mind. Suddenly he feels uncomfortable as a boy and feels relief when he can become Caitlyn again. His sex drive as a girl becomes insatiable, and he never wants the pleasure of being a sexy girl to end. But how long can he juggle being both Connor and Caitlyn before somebody finds out? And what happens when the real Caitlyn comes home to visit? 
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Hypno Girl: A Transgender Erotic Romance

Adam becomes Alice in this Feminization adventure


When Adam gets into a fight with his roommate Josh over who's doing the dishes, his life will change forever. 


Josh has always claimed to know hypnosis but refuses to show anyone. Adam dares Josh to hypnotize him into cleaning up the apartment. He does and to his amazement, Adam quickly finds himself wanting to cook and clean.


But delving into the subconscious can have severe unintended effects. Emotions and desires that Adam has been suppressing his whole life start bubbling up to the surface. Suddenly, Adam is experiencing urges to dress like a sexy girl and be with men. 


Adam has always thought of himself as a straight man. But exploring his girly side is going to make him question everything he thought he knew about himself. 
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