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WELCOME TO CHEZ FEMME

The ladies and I wrote a series for you! Download these books to learn all that goes down at Chez Femme!

Kenzie McKay: The Perfect Girl

Ava Hayes: The Good, The Bad, and The Sissies

Lilly Lustwood: Diamonds are a Gurl’s Best Friend

Sophie Pert: Girly Getaway

Ursula Lovelace: Hotel Masquerade

Nikki Crescent: The Secrets of Chateau Femme


STARSTRUCK

Famous Soccer Player Feminized by Woman

(Chez Femme)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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“Here’s the key to your room, Mr. Blaine.”

A woman with long, wavy brown hair handed me a key. I glanced over my shoulder, making sure nobody heard the woman say my name. I never knew when someone with a camera would be lurking around the corner.

“Thank you,” I said in a rough voice as I snatched the key from her hand. She chuckled, most likely at my jumpiness.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Blaine, the patrons here at Le Grande will respect your privacy. We have celebrities pass through these halls all the time. If you have any problems, you can call me directly,” the woman said and slid a business card across the counter. Her name was Cynthia.

“Thanks,” I said in a softer voice as I took the card. “Sorry, I’m being weird. I just want to spend my time here relaxing and forget about the world.”

“I understand, sir. There are trails, and the beach is only a short ride away. You could sit by the pool. Enjoy the casino. One of our many eating establishments. Relax and forget about the world, Mr. B,” Cynthia said with a wink.

I felt silly for making such a big deal about Cynthia saying my name, but it was rare to go a day without seeing at least a dozen people pull out their phones to take a picture of me, as though I were a painting in a museum. Their faces were the worst, looking like they would die if they didn’t get that picture of my face.

I desperately missed the days when I could walk around without anyone recognizing me. It’d been years since that happened, and let’s be honest, I didn’t hate being famous, but everyone needed a break.

“Would you like someone to show you to your room?” Cynthia asked as a woman with short, blonde hair walked behind the counter.

“I’d love to show you to your room,” the blonde said.

“Please, Ms. Camille, would you show Mr. B to his room?” Cynthia said to the blonde.

Ms. Camille pressed a few more keys on the computer before lifting her eyes to mine and smiling brightly without a hint of recognition. I sighed, relaxing a little. I slid Cynthia’s business card into my back pocket and followed Ms. Camille to the elevator.

“What are you here for?” she asked.

“Relaxation,” I said.

I didn’t want to get too personal with the hotel staff, but I was also meeting my girlfriend. Everyone thought we were in love, but we had an open relationship and only saw each other at red-carpet events. Our quasi relationship was even more distant now that I’d moved back to America to join the growing soccer league in the United States.

My girlfriend’s name was Liliana Pratt. She was a Spanish-English supermodel who’d taken over the runways of London and Milan. Now her eyes were on New York and Los Angeles since I’d moved back to the states. She wanted to marry me for my American passport.

I was playing for a Spanish soccer team when Liliana and I met at a party. We hit it off and talked all night. Some paparazzi took photos of us walking home together at three in the morning, which sent the tabloids into a frenzy.

Supermodel Liliana Pratt with American Soccer Sensation Otto Blaine

Liliana took to the headline and said we should fool the world into thinking we were together. I went along with it because what man wouldn’t want to claim that he was dating one of the hottest women in the world? What man wouldn’t want everyone thinking he was fucking emerald-eyed beauty Liliana Pratt?

The elevator doors opened. Ms. Camille stepped out first and told me to follow her.

“You’re in one of our nicest suites on the tenth floor. It has excellent views.”

“Perfect,” I said.

Ms. Camille smiled as she swiped the key over the lock and opened the door. She exhaled as a waft of air smacked us on the faces.

“Here’s your room, sir. Call us if you need anything. We’re happy to help,” Ms. Camille said.

“Thank you,” I said and stepped into the room, grabbing the key from Ms. Camille’s outstretched hand. She turned and left down the hallway, switching her hips like Liliana on the runway. I closed the door after watching her a few seconds, wondering what it’d be like to wear heels on my feet.

I shook the thought away as quickly as it came. I couldn’t wear heels or dresses or anything else I really wanted! I was a world-famous soccer player! I was dating a supermodel! What would people think if I put on a pencil skirt and heels and strutted down the hallway like Ms. Camille had?

I fell against the closed door, clutching my heart. The view was spectacular, but I couldn’t even concentrate on the lush vegetation and distant shore. Maybe I needed to take the shuttle down to the beach to clear my mind of those feminine fantasies, even though trips to the beach had never worked before.

I’d see all the sexy women dressed in bikinis and wonder what it would be like to have men watch me as they watched those girls. Could I ever fool a man into thinking I was a woman?

I was a famous soccer player, but I was also on the thinner side. I never overworked my arms, even though my legs and ass were thick. Dressing up as a woman was always a fantasy I kept in the back of my mind.

It was a fantasy I wondered if I could turn into reality before Liliana arrived in a couple days to meet me at the exclusive resort where nobody seemed to recognize me. I’d seen over a dozen people since arriving, and nobody gave me that oh-my-goodness-I-need-an-autograph look.

Liliana didn’t know about my feminine desires. Nobody did. All of my friends were soccer players, and I’d never been brave enough to experiment in college, so I was just left watching videos online, wishing I could experience what it was like to dress up like a girl and seduce a man.

There were plenty of men who checked me out, but I didn’t want to have sex with other men as a man. I wanted them to see me as a girl. I wanted to be their submissive, feminine slut. It was a dream I’d never realized, which was why it always killed me whenever Liliana and I had sex.

She expected me to be an alpha. She wanted to be my submissive slut, and it wasn’t fair! Deep down, I wasn’t an alpha at all.

Maybe coming to a resort wasn’t the best idea. I was usually so busy that I could ignore my urges, but now transforming myself into a pretty girl was all I could think about. There was nobody around to stop me. Nobody around to shame me. I paced in front of the window with a gorgeous view, wondering how I could make my dreams come true before Liliana arrived.

I had some panties in my suitcase, so I threw those on after a quick shower. I always kept my body shaved. Told people it made me run faster, even though I couldn’t have cared less about my speed.

Shaving my body hair and keeping my skin moisturized were some of the few girly things I could do without arousing suspicion.

I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing one out as I stared at my hairless, pantie-clad manhood in the mirror. My member hung out the side of the black lingerie as I stroked it.

The fabric hugged my balls and made my entire package look irresistible. I bit my lip as I kept rubbing, wishing I had more clothes to feminize myself, but I’d never been brave enough to order more than a few pairs of panties. They were still hot and took off the edge of my desire.

I wouldn’t last long. I raced over to the sink seconds before shooting my load. There was another mirror. I watched my thick cum coat the sink as my body jerked. My skin turned three shades redder as I unloaded, grunting like a fool.

I grabbed a tissue to wipe off my tip before tucking my hardness back into the black lingerie. I needed a drink, so I put on my jeans, a belt, and a t-shirt. I grabbed my room key and headed downstairs to the restaurants and entertainment.
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I sipped on a double whiskey, feeling like my life was going nowhere. What did it matter if I was a world-famous soccer player if I couldn’t even be myself? What was so wrong about wanting to dress up as a girl and have sex with a man?

I watched pornos where crossdressers did it all the time, and I knew deep down in my heart that I wanted to be one of those boys who could get dressed up and pass as a girl.

“Are you okay? I just want to paint your face right now, and I’d name it ‘death’.”

A woman slid onto the stool next to me, sipping a clear drink from a martini glass. She had long brown hair that was held at the back of her head with a clip. She was pretty, but I wasn’t looking for company.

“Not interested,” I said.

She laughed and sipped her drink without leaving. “Why are you so tense? This is a resort.”

“I’m trying to relax.”

“Relax? How can you relax with that attitude?” she asked in a playful voice.

I hated how she was toying with me as though I were a mouse, and she was a cat. “Can’t you just leave me alone, lady?”

“Yes, I could, but where’s the fun in that? What happened? Trying to escape an expensive divorce?”

“No,” I said and narrowed my eyes when I turned my head toward the woman. “Why would you think that?”

She shrugged. “You’re wearing an expensive watch, and you’re here. It’s not the cheapest hotel in the world.”

“Yeah, I was paying for privacy, which you aren’t giving me.”

“I hate seeing people who look as sad as you,” she said.

“Lady,” I said in a harsh voice, finally looking into her eyes. She smiled, and I knew she didn’t recognize me. She was just a woman on vacation who was trying to strike up a conversation, and I was being an asshole. “Sorry, I’m not sad. Maybe lost.”

“Woah,” she said and threw up her hands. “I’m going to have to charge you by the hour if you keep talking like that.”

I laughed and shook my head, feeling a little more at ease. She reached forward and placed a hand on my knee, sending waves of warmth over my body. “I’m just kidding.”

“My name is Otto,” I said and reached out my hand.

“Natalie,” she said and took my hand, gripping it more firmly than I expected. “Nice to meet you, Otto. So, why do you feel lost?”

“If I told you, I’d have to kill you.”

“Are you really going to use that line?” she asked and threw back her martini. She snapped her fingers at the bartender and pointed at her empty glass.

“You want another one, Natalie?”

“Yeah, and don’t make it weak with all that ice this time, Henry!” I swallowed, unable to believe how Natalie was talking to the bartender. She laughed when she turned back to me, probably reading the revulsion on my face. “Don’t worry, Otto. Henry is a pal. I’ve been here all summer.”

“Really? Isn’t that expensive?” I asked, even though I could afford to do the same, but I couldn’t escape my humble beginnings. Playing soccer was the only thing that kept me out of trouble and off the streets when I was a teenager, and it’d also made me a fairly rich man through a multitude of endorsement deals.

Natalie placed a finger against her lip. “Shh, don’t tell anyone, but I’m rich!” she hollered with a hoot of laughter.

“Here you are. I put extra gin in this one.”

“You’re the best, Henry. Don’t let me leave without giving you a big tip.”

“I never do,” he said with a wink and walked away from the counter.

I didn’t know what to think about them, so I asked Natalie what she was drinking, feeling happier that she hadn’t walked away. She didn’t come off as needy or weird at all. What was so wrong about talking to a stranger? I needed a distraction.

“A gin martini. What about you?”

“Whiskey on the rocks.”

Natalie made a sound of pleasure before taking a sip from her drink. “We both like our drinks strong. I wonder what else we have in common,” Natalie said with a voice that hinted on flirtatious.

“That’s a good question,” I said. “What do you like?”

“Art,” she said. “I’m a painter. A photographer. I’ve dabbled in sculpting and some other 3D forms as well. Art is my life.”

“Wow. You must be famous if you can afford to stay here.”

“Something like that, but who’s really famous in the fine arts anymore? At least I can find people to pay me millions for my work.”

“That’s incredible!”

I’d never met an artist like Natalie and was completely amazed. I wanted to ask her a million questions and for pictures of her work, but she had questions of her own.

“What about you, Otto? What do you do? Businessman?”

I shook my head. “Guess.”

“Oh, you’re going to make a lady work for her answer. How naughty! Let’s see,” Natalie said and tapped her lips. “Are you an influencer?”

“Closer,” I said with a laugh. Most of my money came from product endorsements, so Natalie wasn’t far off, but I considered myself more athlete than influencer.

“Tell me! Don’t make me work so hard, Otto! It’s not fair!”

“I’m a soccer player. A pretty famous one, actually.”

“Outstanding! No wonder you have such an amazing body. It all makes sense now,” Natalie said with a wink. “I don’t follow sports, but I’d love to paint a nude portrait of you.”

My cheeks reddened as I thought about standing naked in front of Natalie like I’d seen those models for painters in movies do.

“I don’t know. My manager probably wouldn’t like that.”

“I bet you’re right. Agents and managers are the worst, am I right? Mine always tell me I should be doing this or that, and it’s like, hello! I got famous without you people! I don’t need you telling me what to do!”

I laughed, feeling like Natalie understood me. “Yeah, I hear that.” This trip was also a break from my agent and manager, who flew me around the world and squeezed money out of me like oranges for juice.

“So, Otto, do you have a girlfriend? Are you gay? Bi? Tell me about yourself,” she said.

My mouth opened and closed. There was a confession on the tip of my tongue, but how could I tell a stranger a secret I’d kept hidden for so long? How could I confess that my only fantasies involved me getting dressed up as a girl?

“What’s wrong? You have that look of death again,” Natalie said.

I shook my head, feeling silly. Feeling like I was crazy for even considering confiding in Natalie. “It’s nothing.”

“Ha,” she said and slapped the bar. “I would bet my life that you’re lying. What are you hiding? Mr. Soccer has some secrets.”

“Shut up,” I said.

“I’ll be,” Natalie said in a dramatic voice as she placed a hand on her chest. “Is that any way to talk to a woman?”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head, feeling guilty. “I’m tense is all, and you’re, I don’t know. You’re not like the people I usually deal with.”

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“Good, I guess, but there are things nobody knows about me.”

“Ooh,” Natalie said and scooted closer. “I love a good secret.”

I looked around, wanting to tell Natalie, but saying the words felt impossible. “Not here,” I said. “Can we go back to my room? Or yours?”

“As friends, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“We can go to my room,” Natalie said. She glanced around before lowering her voice to ask a question. “Do you want to smoke a joint?”

My eyes widened. I hadn’t smoked weed since I was in college, and I’d only done it a few times then, but the team hadn’t tested me since I signed my first contract, so I figured why not.

“Sure, do you have some?”

“No, but Henry does.” Natalie made a hissing sound at Henry, waving him over. He smiled and shook his head.

“Don’t tell me you need another drink already.”

“No, asshole. I was wondering if had more of the good stuff.”

Henry’s eyes widened as he glanced over his shoulder. “What did I tell you about asking me at the bar? You and Leticia are going to get me in trouble one of these days.”

Natalie fluttered her eyelids at Henry. “Don’t act like you don’t have any. You always come prepared. Just put it in a box and write how much I owe you on a separate piece of paper when you give me the receipt.”

Henry narrowed his eyes before putting up a finger and running away from the bar.

“This is so crazy,” I said.

My afternoon would have been a lot more boring if Natalie hadn’t stopped by to say hello. I was feeling lighter and more alive than I’d felt in ages. I couldn’t wait to smoke the joint and just let go. Life was always so serious for me, and I wished it weren’t. Why did I have to pretend to care while everyone else got to have fun?

“Henry loves it. He just likes to play difficult. Don’t worry,” Natalie said with a wave of the hand. “We’ll pay and head back to my room, and you can tell me your deepest, darkest secret.”

Nerves crept across my body, but why shouldn’t I share my truth? Maybe fate had brought me to this hotel to meet Natalie, so she could be the first person to discover my secret.

Henry returned with a to-go box sitting atop the receipt tray. Natalie opened the box. A strong odor filled the air, but neither of them seemed to mind or notice.

“Did you put my friend’s drinks on the bill?”

“No, did you want me to add them?”

“Yes, Henry,” Natalie said. “Should I come back there and do your job for you?”

“Don’t be a bitch, Natalie, or I’ll cut you off.”

“You’ll never cut me off with the tips I give you.”

Henry smirked and slapped the new bill on the counter. I thanked Natalie as she pulled out her wallet.

“You’ll get dinner,” she said and winked. She threw back the rest of her martini after dropping two hundred-dollar bills on the bar. “See you later, handsome.”

“Bye, Natalie.”

Natalie grabbed my hand and dragged me toward the elevator. We stepped into the elevator, and she hit a button for the seventh floor.
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Natalie’s room wasn’t as large as mine, but it was still plenty nice. She had a sofa. There was also a table with some chairs. There was enough space between the ‘living-room’ area and her king-size bed to lay out a yoga mat. Natalie had one propped up against the wall.

She opened her mini-fridge and pulled out two little bottles of wine. “I don’t usually drink like this, especially not when I’m in the city working.”

“Where do you live?”

“New York,” she said. “I’ve been here most of the summer, though, so it honestly feels like a home away from home.”

“Like a vacation home?”

Natalie snapped her fingers. “Exactly like a vacation home. Honestly, it’s cheaper than any vacation home I’d want, and I don’t have to worry about maintenance.”

“So true,” I said, understanding better why Natalie might spend so much money to stay here for as long as she had. “Can you paint or anything here?” I asked, looking around the room for her supplies.

“I rent a studio in a small town near here. I try to go once a week at least, but I always have my camera to take pictures around the property,” Natalie said and opened a drawer to pull out her camera. “I also have sketchbooks and other supplies,” she said as she glanced down at the open drawer.

“That’s cool,” I said and took a sip from the little bottle of wine.

“Will you play soccer while you’re here, Otto?”

“Probably not,” I said with a laugh.

I was sitting on the sofa. Natalie pulled out the chair from the desk and turned it toward me. She sat and took a drink of her wine. I knew what she was going to ask, but I wasn’t ready to answer.

“So, what’s this secret you’re hiding, Mr. Soccer?”

I chewed on my lip. “You promise you won’t tell?”

“Who would I tell?”

“The world?” I asked to remind Natalie what was on the line. I wasn’t just some regular guy. I had millions of followers. “Nobody can know, Natalie!”

“Otto, few things can surprise me. I’m an artist. My ex-husband is an artist. I live in New York. Your secret is probably my Tuesday morning. Just spit it out before I get bored.”

“You promise you won’t tell?”

“Say it already, Otto!”

“I want to dress up as a girl!” I said it so quickly that I couldn’t take back the words. I covered my mouth, feeling like it’d been violated. How long had I been holding in those words? How long had I been hiding from my truth? Since sophomore year of college when I slipped on those panties that a hookup left under my bed?

Natalie stared at me a long moment before putting a hand over her mouth as a giggle slipped from her lips.

“It’s not funny!”

“Sorry,” she said. “It’s really not a big deal, but it certainly wasn’t what I was expecting.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I chugged the rest of my wine to steady my burning nerves. I couldn’t believe I’d actually let my secret slip! At least I was able to keep the part about wanting to suck dicks and take them up my bussy a secret.

“Shit, dude,” Natalie said when I stopped drinking the wine. “You need to loosen up. Hanging around all those jocks has really messed up your head, hasn’t it? I can’t tell you how many straight guys I’ve seen wear dresses or skirts. It’s really not a big deal anymore.”

I scowled at Natalie, thinking she was the craziest woman in the world. How was it not a big deal? The tabloids would have a field day with me if they caught me dressing up as a girl, which was exactly what I told Natalie.

“Then you have to look so convincingly feminine that they’ll never know it’s you. I bet you could pass as a girl with the right wig and makeup. Your arms aren’t too thick, and your shoulders aren’t too wide. What do you think? Should we try?” Natalie asked.

“Try? What? Have you lost your mind?”

“No,” Natalie said in a serious voice. “I’m only trying to help you make your dreams come true. If I never took risks in my life, I wouldn’t be as successful as I am, that’s for sure. Why don’t you let me dress you up? I have tons of dresses and wigs,” Natalie said and pulled on her hair.

I gasped when she removed it. She had short brown hair beneath the wig.

“That was a wig?”

“Yep,” she said. “I fell in love with wigs while going through chemo a few years back and haven’t given them up since. It’s much easier keeping my hair short and switching out my styles as I please.”

“Fuck, I’m sorry. You had cancer?”

“Yeah, but I’m in the clear now! Between my ex-husband’s bitchy attitude for selling more art than him and the cancer, I decided to live my best life! We can’t let all those mental shackles hold us down. We have to live while we have the chance! If you want to dress like a girl, then fucking dress like a girl, Otto!”

My heart fluttered, and my body got all tingly like it did when I heard an inspirational speech from our coach. Natalie was right! I couldn’t spend my entire life not living my fantasies! If I wanted to dress as a girl, then I should put on a fucking dress like Natalie said!

“You’re right!” I hollered and hopped to my feet. “I shouldn’t wait until I’m on my deathbed to do what I want! Let’s do it!”

Natalie stood next to me and smiled. “You mean it? You really want to try?”

“Yeah! Fuck it! You have a wig I can borrow?”

Natalie grinned as she slid her tongue across her top lip. “I have more than a wig.”
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“Do you have a mirror?” I asked, feeling weird with a layer of makeup caked on my face.

“Wait, you can’t see yourself yet. You haven’t even put on the clothes yet.”

Nerves tingled across my body. Natalie plopped me down in a chair and got to work on my makeup after I told her that I kept my body shaved. It’d been fifteen minutes since she checked my legs for hair, and I was really starting to question my decision.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said.

“Shut up and close your eyes. I’m almost finished,” Natalie said.

I sighed and closed my eyelids, wondering if it’d all be worth it, but then I reminded myself that I was at a secluded resort. I was miles away from my teammates and coaches and somewhat girlfriend. When else would I have the chance to let a crazy artist woman doll up my face with makeup?

Natalie hummed along to the music playing in the background as she did something to my eyes. It was weird thinking I was only a few steps from making my dreams come true after all these years. Why wasn’t I more excited? Why wasn’t I feeling like I needed to shout from the rooftops about how wonderful it’d be to pass as a girl?

Pass.

That was the definitive word. I still wasn’t sure if I’d be able to pass. I was still too worried that everyone would just see me as some dude trying to dress up as a girl, which I really didn’t want.

“Are you almost finished?” I asked with my eyes closed.

“You really aren’t patient, are you?”

“I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “You’re looking fabulous. I still can’t believe how cleanly shaved you keep your body. It’s remarkable.”

I grinned, feeling proud of myself. “It’s the only thing I can do to make myself feel girly. There are some other guys on the team who shave too, but I don’t think they want to dress up as girls.”

“You never know,” Natalie said in a seductive voice. “Now, hush up so I can finish this makeup.”

I folded my lips, and it was only a couple more minutes until Natalie stopped touching up my face with whatever makeup she was using. I heard her take a step away from me and took that as a cue that I could open my eyes.

The room seemed brighter when my eyes opened, but the makeup didn’t seem as heavy. I was getting used to it and really wanted to see myself, but Natalie refused to let me stand.

“No, not yet. We have to get you dressed first. Don’t you want to be completely transformed before you see yourself?”

My answer was no, but Natalie wasn’t giving me much room for argument. If it weren’t for her, I’d be sitting in my hotel room, wishing I had more than a pair of panties to wear, which I had yet to tell Natalie I was wearing them at all.

She came back with a loose fitted gray dress and a bra. She also had some gel cups to slide into the bra to give me some real-looking breasts.

“Put these on,” she said and set them at the edge of the bed. “I’m going to grab some more stuff from the closet. You’re lucky I love to wear flowy dresses and skirts.”

I nodded as I pulled the shirt from my body, careful not to mess up my makeup, which I had yet to see. I unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down, revealing my girly panties. They stole Natalie’s attention.

She clapped and jumped in place before cupping a hand over her mouth. She pointed at me. “You’re already wearing panties! I thought we’d have to buy you some for sure, but I should have known better! You’re such an onion, Otto! I bet nobody in your life would suspect that you’re a pantie-loving stud.”

My body flushed with embarrassment. I wanted to run out of the room, but then I remembered that my face was covered in makeup, so that would mean running around a resort in nothing but panties with a dolled-up face. I couldn’t leave. I had to stay right where I was.

“Oh, don’t be like that, Otto! I think your panties are sexy, and you’ll look even better once you put on that dress.”

Natalie grabbed the bra and stepped forward. She told me to hold out my arms before putting the bra on me. She stepped behind me to hook it into place. Natalie grabbed the gel inserts after and slipped them into the bra.

“Now, put on your dress, beautiful.”

I nodded as I picked up the gray dress and pulled it over my head, letting it slide down my body. It fit surprisingly well and made my ass seem much rounder than I ever thought possible. I placed my hands on my hips, already feeling a million times more womanly.

I stepped toward the mirror, but Natalie stopped me.

“Let’s put a wig on you first.”

“Okay,” I said. “What colors do you have?”

Natalie stepped over to the small closet. She opened it, and there were several mannequin heads at the top with wigs donned on them. She had red, platinum blonde, dirty blonde, and a few shades of brown.

“Let’s go with something that matches your natural color. This dark-brown wig will make your blue eyes pop.”

I nodded and watched as Natalie grabbed the dark-brown wig with long, flowing hair and came over to me, slowly placing the wig over my short hair. Natalie was grinning like crazy when she took a step back to admire her work, which was me.

“What?” I asked, feeling worried I looked insane.

“Nothing. It’s incredible what a wig and makeup can do to a man. I’d love to take pictures of you but understand you need your privacy.”

“Yes, no pictures!”

“Don’t worry, beautiful. We’re friends now, and I don’t cross my friends. Ready to see yourself?”

“Desperately,” I said, feeling as anxious as I had when I first tried out for a European soccer team.

Natalie nodded and walked over to me, grabbing my shoulders before leading me to a mirror. “Close your eyes,” she said in a whisper.

I did, reaching out with my hand, even though we were in a hotel room. How far could I really go? It was only a few seconds before Natalie told me to stop, and I knew my life would never be the same once I opened my eyes.

“Are you ready?” Natalie asked while holding my shoulders.

“No, but this is what I’ve always wanted.”

“Open your eyes. Tell me what you think.”

I held my eyes closed for several beats before slowly opening them, feeling more nervous than I’d ever had, but those nerves were needless.

I looked fabulous!

“What? How is this—” I wanted to speak, but I felt tears forming in my eyes and finally understood why women hated crying after doing their makeup. “Shit,” I said and waved a hand in my face.

Natalie set her chin on my shoulder as we stared into the mirror. “Don’t you look amazing?”

“Yes,” I said. My voice sounded so strange coming from the girly lips I saw in the mirror. “How is it possible?”

“Women and men aren’t so different after all, huh?”

I stared at my reflection, trying to find traces of my masculinity, even though they’d all but vanished. I could still see myself in the reflection, but it was a girly version of myself, as though I were my own sister. It was by far the strangest sensation I’d ever felt, and I absolutely loved it!

“I guess not. I never thought this would be possible,” I said, suddenly realizing Natalie was the one who’d made it happen. “How can I repay you? What do I owe you?”

“Nothing,” she said with a light laugh. “Well, maybe you can buy me a martini with dinner. After we smoke that joint?”

I’d forgotten all about the joint the bartender gave us, but it sounded like fun. “Where can we smoke it?”

“There are trails right outside the hotel. Come on,” Natalie said and grabbed my wrist, pulling me toward the door. I had to tell her to stop, so I could pick up my wallet and room key.

Natalie led me outside. Some guys checked us out, but now I was confident that absolutely nobody would recognize me as I walked around the hotel’s property. We laughed as we walked further along the trails, getting deeper and deeper into the nature.

“Do you come out here often?” I asked through a giggle.

“All the time,” she said in a bright voice. “Well, whenever I have a joint, which is about every other day.”

“You’re crazy,” I said.

“You love it.”

“I do.”

Natalie glanced over her shoulder before skipping ahead along the trail. It wasn’t long before we made it to a little clearing with several rocks. I noticed there were a few ends of smoked joints at the base of one rock, right where Natalie sat.

“So, this is where you come?” I asked as I sat next to her.

“Yeah.” She pulled the joint from her ear and placed it between her lips. She reached into her bra for a lighter, igniting a flame to spark the joint. “I’m normally alone, though, so it’s nice to have a friend.”

I nodded, sighing as I felt the long brown hair of the wig along my back. Wearing a dress was so much different from jeans or shorts. It felt liberating, especially when the fresh breeze blew up between my thighs.

Natalie passed the joint my way after taking a few puffs. I inhaled once and went into a coughing fit. My lungs hadn’t felt anything so intense since my college days. Natalie laughed as she patted my back, encouraging me to breathe more easily.

“Don’t die over there, tiger.”

“Here,” I said and passed her the joint, already feeling the first tingles of a high creep across my body.

“So, what will you tell people your name is if they ask? Some boys might come up and try to buy us drinks if we hang around the hotel as girlfriends.”

“I hadn’t thought about it,” I said.

“You should choose a name and work on a girly voice if you really want to pass. One word from those lips, and everyone would know you’re a man.”

I nodded. Natalie was right. I might have looked like a woman, but I sounded all man. “How can I make my voice more girly?”

Natalie shrugged. “I guess you could try speaking more softly.”

“Like this?” I asked in a breath of a voice.

“Yeah,” Natalie said with a laugh. “That actually sounded pretty feminine. Keep practicing.”

“Shit,” I said in the same breathy whisper. “It’s going to take a lot of concentration.”

“Yeah, but you’re already killing it, girl!”

I grinned, taking the joint as Natalie passed it. I coughed less the second time. Natalie and I sat there for another twenty minutes as I practiced my girly voice. My desperate attempts to sound feminine gave Natalie a lot to laugh at, but I was getting rather good at my girly voice by the time we returned to the hotel!

“Should I buy you a drink?” I asked in my new voice as we approached the entrance.

“Yes, but have you decided on a name?”

I’d been thinking about it and came up with two names that I really liked, but one seemed to stand out as we stood outside the hotel’s entrance.

“Diane,” I said.

“I love it,” Natalie said. “Come on, Diane! Let’s spend some money in the casino!”

Natalie pulled me toward the door, and we had a wonderful evening at the hotel as girlfriends. Natalie and I gambled, and we made enough for a fancy dinner at Le Grande Bistro, one of the hotel’s fanciest restaurants. Some guys even offered to buy us drinks, but we were having much too fun just us girls!

Natalie and I stumbled back to our rooms after parting ways around eleven at night, and it was honestly one of the best days of my life.
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I woke up the next morning feeling refreshed. I’d fallen asleep in my bra and panties and wig, feeling womanly and on top of the world as I sat up in bed and stretched out my arms. It was like I didn’t have a care in the world until I saw my phone.

Liliana: Can’t wait to see you tomorrow afternoon *kissy face*

It was my supermodel girlfriend. The woman who was everything I secretly wanted to be, and I was nothing she wanted. I wasn’t an alpha. I wasn’t one to take charge anywhere besides on the soccer field, and that was only because my desire to win triumphed all.

Now I wanted to win at being a girl before Liliana arrived and poured cold water all over my party. I couldn’t wear panties and a bra around her! She’d freak! I needed to do everything I wanted to do as a woman today.

Me: I can’t wait to see you either!

I held the button on the side of my phone to power down the device, not wanting to hear another word from Liliana before tomorrow. I got out of bed and went to the shower to freshen up my shave. It was already eight, and I was supposed to meet Natalie at her room by nine.

It was half past eight by the time I got out of the shower with my legs smooth. I lathered them with lotion as I sat on the edge of the bed with my towel tucked under my shoulders and wrapped around my chest. The weather channel was playing, and it was supposed to be a sunny, cool day. Perfect weather for wearing a dress!

I didn’t have any other dresses, so I slipped on the gray one. It was comfy, but I couldn’t go around all day wearing the same dress I’d had on the day before. There were five minutes until nine when I finally walked out of the door all dolled up and ready for the day.

Natalie opened her door a few seconds after I knocked. She squealed when she saw me.

“You look as fabulous as last night, but we need to put some makeup on you and get you a new dress!”

“Please,” I said in my girly voice. I’d been practicing it since I opened my eyes in the morning. It wasn’t perfect, and I’d have to practice a lot more to control it, but I honestly sounded pretty feminine. “This dress isn’t doing it for me.”

“Don’t worry, girl! I already called the concierge to arrange a taxi for us. There’s a small beach town not far from here, and they have some cute boutiques.”

“Perfect,” I said in an excited voice. “I’ve always wanted to go shopping for dresses.”

“Get that credit card ready because we’re about to do some swiping!”

“Okay,” I said. “I’m ready.”

“Excellent. Let’s go.”

I grinned and followed Natalie out of the door, feeling beyond excited for the day. My phone was off, and I was completely focused on enjoying this taste of womanhood before it was gone, even though I had a feeling I’d never be able to ignore my true desires after today.

I would return to dresses and panties, even if I stayed with Liliana. It was something we had to discuss because I’d honestly never felt more like myself as I stood next to Natalie in her gray dress, waiting for a taxi to take us to the beach town nearby.

“There’s something I should tell you,” I said to Natalie as we were riding in the taxi.

“What?”

“I have a girlfriend,” I said.

The taxi driver looked into the rear-view mirror, meeting my eyes, but I honestly didn’t care what he thought. He was probably just imagining a bunch of lesbian sex.

“Okay? So, what?”

I glanced at the taxi driver through the mirror before scooting across the backseat and cupping my hand around Natalie’s ear to whisper.

“I want to find a man before she arrives. It’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

“When is that?” Natalie asked in a normal voice.

“Tomorrow,” I whispered before pulling away from Natalie’s ear and sitting upright. The taxi driver looked at me like he desperately wanted to know what I’d said.

“Sounds like we have some work to do then,” Natalie said with a wink.
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Natalie and I spent two hours going between the different boutiques after she put a light layer of makeup on my face. She had a makeup bag in her purse and worked her magic in a few minutes.

I tried on more dresses than I could count but only ended up buying four. We also picked out some extra bras and panties for me. Natalie even convinced me to get tights and stockings and a few other womanly treasures I’d have to hide from Liliana once she arrived.

I slipped into a red dress that stopped a few inches above the knee. I had on lacey white panties with a matching bra. Natalie had some red lipstick in her purse and ran it over my lips before we left the store, making my face pop when I checked myself out in the mirror.

“This is incredible,” I said as we walked down the street. It was still unreal seeing myself look so womanly. I never would have thought it was possible, even twenty-four hours before. A man passing as a woman was only something I’d seen on film. Now I’d experienced it in real life, and the only thing I wanted to do was seduce a man.

“You think guys will come up to us today?” I asked as I adjusted the dress in the mirror, making sure my chest looked incredible.

“Those guys came up to us yesterday when we were at the casino.”

“I know! We should have gotten their numbers,” I said as we stared into the mirror at the boutique store. “Why didn’t we?”

Natalie laughed and patted my shoulder. “Don’t worry about those guys. There are others.”

“They were hot, though! Stupid weed making me all nervous.”

“It’s okay, Diane. Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” Natalie said.

I sighed, wishing we could go back in time to get those guys’ phone numbers. I wanted a dick in my mouth, stat! Before Liliana arrived and ruined all my fun. It wasn’t fair that I had to pretend to be some alpha, macho soccer star for the world when my natural desires went against all that.

“Let’s grab a cocktail by the beach before we head back to the hotel! Maybe that’ll lift your spirits.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

Natalie hooked her arm with mine and pulled me down the sidewalk, all dolled up and ready to find my man!

***

“This drink is delicious,” I said as I sipped a rum cocktail. It was fruity and strong and making me feel better about not having a man.

“Yeah, cocktails are all we need!”

“I wish,” I said in a girly voice that was far too depressing for its own good. “When was your last time? What’s it like having sex with a man? Tell me everything because it’s unlikely I’ll get any!”

Natalie laughed. “You’re so dramatic. I love it.”

“I only have one day!”

“You have your entire life, Diane. Now that you know what’s possible, several doors have opened for you. It might be hard to let go of your past, but is this Liliana girl who you really want?”

I hissed. “Don’t say her name. Someone might put the pieces together.”

“There are plenty of Liliana’s in the world, but anyway, is she who you really want?”

I didn’t know the answer. Sometimes I really enjoyed Liliana’s company, but I hated having sex with her. I hated how she expected me to be a dominant alpha. I did my best but making love to Liliana always felt like a performance.

“I love Liliana but maybe as a friend more than anything.”

“Not every relationship can work, and it sounds to me like you two use each other for promotion more than anything. You can’t spend your life being a business. You have to find some separation from the brand they’ve made out of you.”

I nodded, knowing Natalie was right, but it was hard to separate myself from my life as a soccer star. The past twenty-four hours were the most detachment I’d had in years. All it would take to return to that overbearing life was a plane ride back to the city.

“Easier said than done.”

“That’s true, but look,” Natalie said and lifted her chin toward the door.

I glanced over my shoulder and couldn’t believe what I saw. It was the two guys from the casino!

They were standing by the door with shorts that were dripping wet, leaving little to the imagination. They both had a thickness beneath those wet shorts that looked irresistible, and I didn’t have to feel bad about looking! I was dressed as a woman! Those guys wanted me staring at their bulges.

“Diane, look alive. They’re heading this way.”

I lifted my eyes, seeing the guys as they walked in our direction. They definitely recognized us.

“Nice seeing you ladies again,” one guy said. “Can we buy you a drink today? Maybe join you for lunch?”

I bit my bottom lip, lifting my eyes to meet Natalie’s. We’d already ordered, but why shouldn’t we let the guys join?

Natalie shrugged and smiled at the men. “Sure, guys. Have a seat. I’m Natalie, and this is my friend, Diane. We were a little too intoxicated yesterday to chat.”

“Glad we caught you early today then,” the man said while staring at me like an animal in the wild. “I’m Dwight, and this is my pal, Brian.”

Brian was checking out Natalie when I glanced in his direction. He didn’t even notice me as he sat in the seat next to her. Dwight took the seat next to me, staring into my eyes with nothing but desire.

“What are you drinking, Diane?”

I told Dwight the name of my drink. He ordered another for me and one for himself when the server stopped by our table. I was too busy checking out Dwight’s thick muscles to tell him I still had most of my drink, but it was probably for the best. I would need at least one more cocktail to do to Dwight what was playing through my head.

“So, you guys are staying at Le Grande too?”

“Yeah,” I said in my girl voice and glanced at Natalie, who was already deep in a conversation with Brian. They kept laughing and staring at each other, like they’d fallen in love at first sight, but I doubted there was much love bouncing around the table.

We were all dripping in lust.

“Us too.”

“Natalie and I are in different rooms,” I said. I was trying to keep my voice light when I spoke, but I feared my manly voice would slip past my painted lips. “We met yesterday.”

“Nice,” said Dwight. He told me how Brian was his buddy, and that they went on a trip about every six months.

“That’s lovely,” I said.

Dwight nodded and smiled at me, but I felt like he could see right through my disguise. I worried he’d find out I was just a guy in a dress and dump me or worse.

The server returned with our cocktails, which was great because I’d about finished off my first one trying to tamp down these nerves.

“Cheers,” Dwight said and held up his drink. The four of us clinked our glasses together, but we’d quickly formed pairs. Natalie was engrossed in a conversation with Brian. I was trying to keep my shit together with Dwight and his attractive thick muscles.

“You must work out a lot,” I said to Dwight as I let my eyes travel along the ridges of his muscular arms.

“Six days a week. You’re not too bad yourself, though. I love a woman with some muscle definition,” Dwight said and touched my arm. He ran his fingers along my skin, making me tingle all over. I wanted him to hold me down with those thick arms and plow my hole. I’d never been fucked before, but Dwight looked so sexy.

He watched me as I wrapped my lips around the straw of my first cocktail, sucking up the last of it until it made a slurping sound. Dwight licked his lips as I parted mine and set the glass back on the table.

“Fuck, girl.”

“You like that?” I asked in a slutty voice.

“Yeah,” he said. “I want to watch you do that back at the hotel. You got anyone else staying in your room?”

“Only me,” I said in a voice much more confident than I felt. Could I really have Dwight come back with me to the hotel room? What would he do when he found out I wasn’t really a girl?

Dwight grinned and sipped his cocktail. I was feeling all hot and horny when the server returned with the meals we’d ordered. I got a salad with the dressing on the side and ate it like other girls I’d seen.

I dipped my fork into the dressing before taking a big bite of lettuce and veggies. Dwight focused on me every time I lifted the fork to my mouth.

He had a hamburger and ate it without a hint of daintiness. He bit into the sandwich like an animal, eating most of it in one bite. He popped handfuls of fries into his mouth and kept his legs spread, hitting me every so often with his knee.

I watched Dwight, understanding what women found so attractive about an alpha like him. He looked like he could take what he wanted. Few people probably told him no. I wanted him to hold me down with those thick arms poking out of his shirt and do unspeakable things to my body.

“Should we all share a taxi back to the hotel?” Dwight asked as we were nearing the end of our lunch. He still didn’t seem to know I wasn’t a woman, and I wondered if I should tell him before we went back to the hotel, but I couldn’t find the courage. I at least wanted to feel his dick in my mouth first.

“What do you think, Diane?”

“I’d like that,” I said in a soft voice.

Natalie grinned. She perched on the edge of her chair and reached forward to wrap her hand around the back of Brian’s neck. “Me too. Wouldn’t you, Brian?”

Brian grunted through a wide smile. “Yeah, I’d love that. What are we going to do?”

“I could think of a few things,” Natalie said. She let her eyes sweep across the three of us before winking.

The guys couldn’t stop grinning, and I knew they only had one thing on their mind. Sex was on my mind too, along with many doubts, fears, and worries.

I stayed mostly silent as we finished our cocktails and paid the bill. Brian found us a cab when we got to the door, and then we were on our way back to the hotel. Dwight had his hand on my exposed thigh the entire time, and I noticed the bulge in those swim trunks jump more than once.
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“Let’s meet at the bar later. Two hours?” Natalie asked as we rode in the elevator.

“Sounds good to me,” Dwight said behind me.

“Me too,” Brian echoed.

I watched the two men in our reflections from the elevator door. They looked excited, like they knew they were about to score. I only hoped Dwight would look that excited when he found out I had a dick between my legs instead of a pussy.

“Diane? Two hours? Is that okay?”

“Yeah,” I said in a voice that was a touch too deep. I cleared my throat and fixed my tone. “Two hours is fine.”

The elevator stopped at the seventh floor, and the doors slid open. Natalie grabbed Brian’s hand and stepped onto her floor. “See you then, girl!” She said as she pulled Brian down the hallway. He glanced over his shoulder with an excited smile plastered to his face.

“Just you and me, beautiful,” Dwight said.

“Yes,” I said, feeling more nervous than I’d felt during matches the entire world watched. “It’s just us.”

The elevator didn’t take long to reach the tenth floor. I stepped off when the elevator doors opened. Dwight followed. Our energy wasn’t nearly as upbeat as Natalie and Brian’s had been when they got off at the seventh floor.

“Everything okay?” Dwight asked as I walked slowly down the hallway, feeling like the world might spin into a blur. Feeling like I might pass out and fall on my face, spilling my shopping bags all over the floor.

“Yes,” I said. “No,” I said milliseconds later. “Would you mind waiting in the hall a second?”

“Uh, sure. You want me to grab some ice or something?”

“No,” I said and rushed to my door, swiping the keycard over the lock. It opened, and I slipped into the hotel room. I slammed the door behind me before Dwight could get inside, dropping my shopping bags by my side.

Dwight didn’t knock or anything, but he was standing right around the door when I glanced through the peephole.

I rushed around the room to make sure all my men’s clothing was packed safely away in my suitcase. I made sure my wallet and any other identifying information was also stored in a place that Dwight couldn’t see.

He was still standing in the hallway when I checked a few minutes later. I shook my head and went over to the bathroom sink to stare at myself in the mirror. There was a burly man outside my door, and he could be mine. All I needed to do was open the door and part my lips, and my dreams could come true.

I took a deep breath and told myself it was fine. I was in an open relationship that was barely even a relationship, and I was miles away from my reality as a soccer star. Dwight had no idea who I was, and he didn’t need to know, even if he found out I had a dick.

I went to the door and opened it, smiling at Dwight.

“Sorry,” I said. “My room was a mess, and I couldn’t let you see it like that.”

He chuckled. “You didn’t need to clean on my account. We don’t have to you know if—”

I shook my head and grabbed Dwight by the wrist, pulling him into my room. We hadn’t kissed, but I could no longer resist his lips. I pushed Dwight against the closed door and kissed him. Dwight held the small of my back as he kissed me, letting his tongue slip into my mouth.

“You’re so sexy,” I said in my breathy girl voice. My dick was getting hard, and I desperately hoped Dwight wouldn’t feel it beneath my dress, but how could I keep my cock a secret?

“Not as sexy as you,” Dwight said. He squeezed my ass and tried lifting me into his arms, but I squealed and stopped him, afraid he’d feel my hard cock if he pressed my crotch against his abs.

“What’s wrong, baby?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said and tried hiding my face, but it was no use. He placed his hand under my chin and lifted it slightly. He pressed his lips against mine, more aggressive than he’d been seconds before.

“Tell me you want this. I’m not a predator,” he said. “I want my women screaming in pleasure when I fuck them.”

His words made me so weak. It was so weird being on the other side of sex, having a man see me as a woman. I still found women beautiful and knew I could fool around with one, but none of the sex I’d had compared to how I felt at that moment with Dwight as my alpha.

I needed him to dominate me. I needed him to fuck me, but I still hadn’t told him that I only had a bussy to offer.

“Let me suck your dick,” I said.

Dwight grinned, rubbing the outline of his cock. “You have to pull it out if you want to lick it.”

My hands shook as I reached for the waistline of Dwight’s trunks. They’d dried since his dip in the ocean, but I could still smell the saltwater on them. I wondered if I’d taste it on his dick.

Dwight moaned as I pushed his shorts over his ass and then over his cock, revealing his half-erect member. It was thick and long and calling my name. Dwight pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it to the side as I kept pushing his shorts down his legs. Dwight stepped out of them and was completely naked.

“What about you? I want you naked.”

I panicked, but there was no way I could take off my dress, so I ignored Dwight and wrapped my lips around his cock before he could stop me.

That shut him up.

He placed his hands on the side of my head and let out a low, deep moan as he pushed my mouth farther down his cock.

He was too big to fit in my mouth without making me choke. I coughed on his dick, but Dwight kept pushing.

“Take my cock, you slut. Open that throat.”

I breathed through my nose and did my best to open my throat, but Dwight kept making me choke on his thick rod. I coughed and pulled my lips from his member, but Dwight only gave me a second to catch my breath before he shoved his manhood back between my lips.

My cock was throbbing in my white panties, and I wanted to stroke it so badly, but how could I without Dwight noticing? I was wondering how I could temper my burgeoning desires when I remembered all the pornos that I’d watched of girls rubbing their pussies through panties.

I reached up my dress and placed my hand against my thickened cock and rubbed it as though it were a pussy while Dwight fucked my mouth with his cock.

“Fuck, yeah. Touch that pussy. Get it nice and wet for me.”

I moaned on his cock and used my other hand to jack Dwight’s base, desperate to make him cum before he tried to fuck me. I wanted all his thick seed sliding down my throat. All those years of fantasizing for this moment, and the reality was much more magical than I ever could have imagined.

Dwight was completely dominating me, holding my face and using my mouth as though it were a pussy. He kept sliding in and out, getting to his tip. He even pulled out of my mouth at one point and slapped his cock against my cheek, getting spit all over my face with his tip.

“Fuck, I’m getting close. Let me fuck that pussy before I cum,” Dwight said as he slowly slid between my lips. I pulled off his cock and kissed his tip as I stared at him through hooded eyes, feeling more alive than I ever had.

“Cum in my mouth, Dwight.”

“Damn, you’re so fucking hot. Let me fuck you.”

“Please, baby.” I batted my eyelashes and hoped I looked like a dirty little whore. I hoped Dwight would remember that face for the rest of his life. “I want to taste you.”

“Fine,” he said. “Only because you’re fucking hot.”

“Yeah, daddy. Give me that cum.”

“Call me daddy again,” he said and slapped my face with his dick. “Tell me you need daddy’s dick.”

“I need your dick, daddy. Maybe you can fuck me later, but I need to taste your cum.”

Dwight grinned and put his hands into my hair, which was really a wig. I worried he’d pull it off and reveal my hair, but he didn’t. He was holding the back of my head too tightly, forcing my mouth as far as it’d go on his cock.

I moaned on Dwight’s rod as I took him fucking my mouth with everything he had. He was hitting the back of my throat with each thrust, but I’d learned to control my gag reflex. Dwight kept fucking my mouth until he groaned, and then it happened.

A hot, thick stream of cum hit the back of my throat. It was followed by several more until my mouth felt so full that I had no option but to swallow every drop of Dwight’s seed.

He wasn’t finished though. He was still cumming when he pulled out of my mouth. It got all over my face, ran over my chin, and fell to my dress. Dwight gasped and took several steps back until he fell on the bed.

His dick stood erect as he sat at the edge of the bed, and it looked so fucking sexy against his muscular body. Dwight pulled up on his cock once, causing a thick bead of cum to form at his tip. I crawled across the hotel room and stood on my knees to lick Dwight clean.

“Fuck, that was hot. Where did you come from, Diane?”

I said nothing, just smiled and wiped my wet lips. “Excuse me while I go to the bathroom.”

“Go for it, beautiful. I’ll be here.”

I ran off to the bathroom, grabbing my shopping bags. Dwight turned on the TV when I closed the door, which I was grateful for because I needed to release my load. I lifted my red dress and pulled my cock out the side of my panties before spraying my load into a wad of tissue paper.

It took a minute for me to catch my breath after cumming. I flushed the wad of tissue down the toilet and pushed my panties to the floor. I needed a fresh pair, so I plucked one out of the shopping bag and pulled them up my legs. They were cream colored, like freshly polished pearls.

I changed my dress too since the other one was soiled. I thought about brushing my teeth but decided against it because I liked the flavor of Dwight’s spunk on my tongue, but I felt I needed to tell him my truth because I really wanted him to fuck me but thought he should know I wasn’t all girl first.

Dwight was still naked and sprawled out on the bed when I stepped out of the bathroom. I’d washed most of the makeup from my face. The lipstick was still intact, even though it could do with a touchup. I needed Natalie’s makeup bag, but an hour had already passed since we parted ways.

“Hey, beautiful,” Dwight said with open arms. I climbed onto the bed and let him wrap me against his body, but his cock was still a little sticky, and I didn’t want it messing up my dress, so I moved away from Dwight.

“What’s wrong?”

“You need to wash your dick,” I said. “I just put on this dress.”

“I know, and it looks fucking sexy. I’m not sure if I like you more in red or black.”

“Well, black fabric shows everything, so I’d appreciate it if you didn’t put your sticky cock on my dress.”

“It’s only sticky because of those sexy lips,” Dwight said and rubbed his thumb against my bottom lip.

I playfully pushed a hand against Dwight’s firm chest, telling him to wash up in the bathroom. He did as I said and came back seconds later. His dick wasn’t hard anymore, but it still looked surprisingly delicious.

“Should we head down to your friend’s room soon? What’s her name? Natalie?”

“Yeah, that’s right. We can head down there, but there’s something you should know first.” My body flooded with heat as I said the words. Could I really tell Dwight my secret, or should we just leave it as it was? I didn’t even have lube, and I wasn’t about to take a dick up my ass without it, but they also sold some on an adults-only menu at the front counter.

“What? Do you have something?”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head. “It’s not that.”

“What is it?”

I opened my mouth to answer Dwight, but then there was a knock at the door that stopped me cold. Dwight cursed to himself and rolled out of bed, covering himself with the sheet.

“Open the door, bitch! It’s us!” Natalie hollered.

“Just a minute,” I hollered back in the womanliest voice I could.

“Uh oh. I think we interrupted something,” Natalie said and laughed a little too hard.

Dwight pulled on his underwear and trunks. I waited until he was decent before opening the door. Natalie was standing there with Brian right behind her.

“Ooh, someone is wearing a new dress.”

“Shut up,” I said and pushed Natalie on her shoulder.

“How about you boys go to your room and change, so Diane and I can have some time alone? Then we can all meet downstairs for dinner. How does that sound, boys?”

“Yeah, works for me,” said Dwight. Brian nodded and waited in the hallway as Dwight stepped past Natalie. He grabbed my arm to pull me close and kiss me on the cheek. He bent low to whisper into my ear. “You can tell me what you were going to say at dinner, and then we can have some dessert in here.”

My girly dick twitched at the suggestion. I smiled and nodded as Dwight kissed me again and stepped down the hallway with Brian. Natalie closed the door.

“Dish, girl! Tell me everything.”

I sighed, feeling like I could finally let my guards down again. It wouldn’t be the end of the world if my voice slipped or cracked, and I needed a break! Passing as a girl was hard work!

“I gave him a blowjob,” I said with a wild smile. I couldn’t believe I’d actually sucked a man’s dick. It was like the reality of the situation was finally hitting me. I covered my mouth and laughed.

“See! I knew you could do it! Did you tell him about your dick?” Natalie asked and glanced at my crotch.

“No! I tried, I really did, but I couldn’t get the words out.”

“You have to tell him before you guys do anything else. He’s going to want more than just a blowjob.”

“I know I need to tell him. He was already wanting more, but I convinced him to cum in my mouth.”

“Damn, girl! You’re already so naughty! Let’s go back to my room and get ready for dinner. Grab your bags!”

I nodded and followed Natalie out of the door. We went down to her room on the seventh floor. I kept on the black dress but switched into some matching panties after a quick shower. Natalie did my makeup and styled my wig.

“Do you have any lube?” I asked right before we were about to leave her hotel room to head to the restaurant downstairs for dinner. The guys had texted that they were already there.

“I do! Silicone or water-based?”

“You have more than one?”

“I have tons of those little travel packets. Always keep a few in my purse. Never know when you might need one,” Natalie said with a wink.

“What do you recommend?”

“Silicone if you want to let him up that backdoor.”

I blushed, feeling like such a dirty girl for even thinking about letting a man up my backside, but it was what I wanted most. I wanted Dwight to pound my hole and rob me of the innocence I’d felt for far too long. He’d already taken my mouth, and now it was his time to take my ass.

My bussy.

“Thanks,” I said to Natalie as she handed me the packets of silicone lubricant. I put them into the purse she’d let me borrow. “When should I give you this purse back, by the way?”

“You can keep it. I’m actually leaving tomorrow afternoon.”

“No!” I hollered. “You can’t leave.”

“Aren’t you the one with the girlfriend arriving?”

“Don’t remind me,” I said. “Plus, she’s not really my girlfriend. We just pretend for publicity.”

“You need to tell her the truth. You can’t keep hiding who you are from the world. It’ll eat you alive.”

I nodded. “I know you’re right, but I’m in a fantasy right now. We’re here at this resort where I can hide away from the world. It’s not like this out there, especially not when I’m in Europe. People know me. They take photos of me. I can’t hide from anyone.”

“That’s fine if you keep the world in the dark, but you can’t keep the people closest to you out. If Liliana is really a friend, she’ll understand and keep your secret.”

“What if she doesn’t?”

“Then deny her accusations. You can find a way around anything, and if you can’t, wouldn’t you rather be caught doing something you love than never doing that thing at all?”

I pondered the question, but the answer was simple. “You’re right, but I need to show Liliana. She needs to see me like this. Can you help me get ready in the morning before you leave?”

Natalie nodded. “You have my word. Now, let’s get downstairs before these boys leave us!”

“Yes,” I said and smiled, throwing my arms out for a hug. Natalie pulled me close and hugged me tightly. I would always be grateful to Natalie for saying hello to me at the bar.
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Dinner with the guys was exceptional. We spent far too much money, but it didn’t matter. We all had plenty of it and were on vacation! What did it matter if we ordered three bottles of two-hundred-dollar wine? What did it matter that we ordered every dessert on the menu and left half of them on the table?

We paid the enormous bill and left a generous tip for the exquisite service, giggling like fools as we stumbled away from the table. My voice had even slipped a few times as I got drunker, but the boys didn’t seem to notice.

We had coffee at the end of the meal, so I had my wits about me by the time we got on the elevator, even though I still felt light and bubbly. Dwight had his arms around me, making me feel just like any other girl, especially when I caught a glimpse of my feminine reflection.

The elevator stopped at the seventh floor. “Night, guys.” Natalie said and waved her fingers as she slinked out of the elevator with Brian’s arms wrapped around her waist.

Dwight pushed me up against the elevator wall when the door closed and pressed his lips against mine. He had his hands on my sides, letting them slide to my ass as he kissed me deeply. I moaned, getting hard at his touch.

Dwight broke the kiss as we neared the tenth floor. “What did you want to tell me earlier, beautiful?”

I remembered those packets of silicone lube in my purse and thought about Dwight fucking me and knew I needed it, even if we never saw each other again. I would be a fool to pass up the opportunity to take his thick dick up my backdoor.

The elevator doors opened before I found the words to tell Dwight about the dick between my legs, and why should I tell him? Wasn’t it better to show him?

I grabbed Dwight’s hand and led him to my room. I swiped the keycard over the lock and pushed open the door. Dwight couldn’t keep his hands off me as he kissed my neck and pressed his hardened cock into my backside. He’d cleaned up and put on a pair of jeans before dinner, but his junk still felt huge.

It was definitely bigger than mine.

“Dwight,” I said in a breath.

“What, gorgeous?” he asked as he kissed my neck and touched my thighs, slowly moving his hands north. “Are you going to give me that pussy?” he asked when he was centimeters from my crotch.

“About that,” I said. “That’s what I wanted to tell you.”

“What?” he asked just as his hand landed on my cock. He shouted and released me, stepping back with his hands in the air.

I turned, fearing the worst, but Dwight didn’t look angry. Surprised, maybe, but he still had that animalistic look in his eyes like he wanted to fuck me.

“You have a dick?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I understand if you hate me for lying, but I didn’t know how to tell you. I was afraid you wouldn’t want me.”

“Why would you think that?” Dwight asked and wrapped me into his arms. “You might have a dick, but you’re all woman to me.”

I smiled, feeling soft in Dwight’s arms. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” he said and nibbled on my earlobe a moment before whispering into my ear. “Plus, there’s nothing hotter than fucking a tight ass.”

“You want to fuck my bussy, baby?”

“Your bussy?”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

“I like that. I’m going to tear your bussy up, girl. You’d better prepare yourself.”

“Natalie gave me some packets of lube.”

Dwight grabbed my hand and placed it on the outline of his dick. He was rock hard beneath his jeans, and I knew he was about to give me the fucking of my life.

“Ooh, daddy, you’re hard for me?”

“Yeah, baby. I want to fuck that bussy bad.”

“Mm, daddy, you’re making me hard.”

Dwight lifted my dress and reached into my panties, wrapping his hand around my cock. The touch was so intensely pleasurable that I had to push away Dwight’s hand before he made me cum.

“What’s wrong, sugar? Don’t you want daddy touching that dick?”

“Yes, but I’m sensitive.”

“Okay, you don’t have to tell me twice,” Dwight said and dropped his hand. “I want you nice and horny when I fuck this bussy.”

Dwight grabbed my hand and led me to the bed. He told me to get on my hands and knees. I followed his command as he climbed behind me on the bed. He didn’t take off my dress, but he reached up it to remove my panties. He tossed them to the side as he undid his jeans and fished out his hard cock. He was thick and already dripping precum at the tip.

Dwight lifted my dress and slapped my ass before spreading my cheeks. He moved in close with his mouth and licked my hole once. Then he licked it again before pressing his tongue firmly against my entrance, making me gasp from the pleasure that encircled my body.

Dwight reached between my thighs and grabbed my hard dick, stroking it lightly. I moaned, feeling like I was getting touched for the first time, like I’d never really had sex at all in my life.

“You like that, girl?” Dwight said as he slapped my ass.

“Yes, daddy! I love it. Give me that big dick.”

“Where’s the lube?”

“In my purse. Give it to me,” I said without moving from my hands and knees.

Dwight got off the bed and stripped naked before grabbing my purse and handing it to me. I opened it and pulled out the packets of silicone lube, tossing them to Dwight, who’d returned to his bed. He was standing on his knees and looked so masculine and delicious, and he knew I had a dick but still called me ‘girl’!

This man was making my dreams come true, and I couldn’t wait to feel his cock sliding around in my cave.

Dwight lathered his cock with two packets of lube before emptying one onto my tiny hole. He pushed a finger into me, making me yell out, but I knew his tiny little finger would be nothing compared to his thick cock.

“Have you ever been fucked before, girl?”

“No,” I said.

“Shit,” he said. “You’re fucking tight. You sure you can handle this dick?”

“Yes! Give me that dick! I need it more than you know,” I said with my face pressed against the bed and my ass high in the air. This might be my only chance for a long time to have some dick.

“All right, girl. Tell me to stop if it hurts.”

“Okay,” I said, but there was no way I would stop Dwight from fucking me. I didn’t care how badly it hurt because I was about to get fucked and lose my innocence. My dreams were coming true!

Dwight pushed his tip into me, making me holler, but I took it. He sank deeper into my hole, and I took every inch of his cock as he stretched me out.

“You okay, baby?” Dwight asked when I hadn’t made any noise but a few yelps and whimpers. He was balls deep inside me and filling me to my breaking point, but it felt so right. Having him inside me like that was everything I’d always wanted.

“Yeah,” I said. “More lube.”

Dwight pulled out halfway and emptied another packet of the silicone lube onto his dick, and that seemed to do the trick. Dwight had loosened my hole and was moving around with more ease, and it honestly felt magical having his bare cock deep in my ass, pushing against my spot every time he went deep.

“This bussy feels so fucking good!” Dwight hollered and slapped my ass before thrusting all the way to his balls.

“Yeah! Give me that big dick!”

Dwight held my dress and fucked me hard for several minutes, making me yell at the top of my lungs. The rooms next to us probably heard us fucking, but I didn’t care. Dwight was hitting my spot with each of his thrusts and making me feel like the slutty girl I’d always dreamed of becoming.

Nothing else in the world mattered at that moment except having Dwight’s dick deep in my bussy.

“Fuck, girl. I’m getting close.” Dwight pulled out of me. He flipped me over to my back and stepped off the bed, quickly grabbing my legs and pulling me to the edge. He threw my legs up into the air and pushed his dick into my ass.

I loved how he handled me. It made me rock hard and put me on the edge of an orgasm. I grabbed my dick, which was exposed beneath the hem of my dress.

“You want me to fill this bussy, girl?”

“Yeah, daddy! Fill me with your cum.”

“I could fuck this bussy all night long.”

I rubbed my hand along Dwight’s sweaty, muscular chest. We stared at each other as he fucked me, both seconds from cumming. I saw the strain all over his face, and I’d never seen anything more beautiful than my alpha’s face with his dick inside me.

Dwight let out a low grunt and held my legs tight against his body as he pushed deep. I felt his cock jumping within me as he unloaded, and the sensation made my dick rock hard.

I grabbed my girly cock and stroked it. It only took a second before waterfalls of cum were shooting from my dick, covering my pelvic region with a sticky, warm goo.

Dwight held his cock inside me as we let the last bits of our orgasms fade. He slowly pulled out of me, leaving me empty and satisfied. I reached around to touch my soiled hole. It was a little sore, but I’d honestly never experienced anything hotter.

It was a night I’d remember for the rest of my life.

Dwight lay next to me. We climbed up to the head of the bed, neither of us worried about the sticky mess we’d made. Dwight held me and quickly drifted off to sleep. I lay there in his arms, loving how it felt to let go of my celebrity status and live as a girl for a day.

I felt nothing but happiness as my eyes slowly closed, and the world faded to black.
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Dwight and I had a quick morning romp before I sent him on his way. He fucked me while I wore nothing but a bra and the wig, and it was honestly so hot I came twice while he was inside me. Plus, there was no telling when I’d get to have dick again with Liliana arriving in a few hours.

I took a shower and touched up my shaving, leaving my feminine clothes behind. I was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt when Natalie knocked on the door.

“What are you wearing? Where’s my Diane?”

“Liliana is coming in a few hours. She can’t see me like that.”

“Why not? This is your chance to tell her.”

I shook my head. “You’ve lost your mind.”

“No, you’re the one who needs to open your heart. Go put on a dress and a wig. I packed a bag of makeup for you to have,” Natalie said and held out a makeup bag.

“No,” I said with a shake of the head. “I can’t take this.”

“You must. You can’t keep hiding in the dark. I want you to introduce Diane to Liliana. You told me you two were friends more than anything, and she might understand. I’ll be there with you.”

I bit my lip, wanting to do what Natalie suggested, but it seemed so risky. Liliana had turned on some of her friends in the past, so why wouldn’t she turn on me?

Then I imagined my life without telling her. We’d have to continue pretending. I’d have to act like her alpha, and she would have to act like I was actually satisfying her, even though we both knew she had a roster of men she called when I wasn’t around.

“Come on, Otto! If you don’t do it now, when will you?”

“You’re right, Natalie! Promise you’ll stay by my side?”

“I promise, but then I need to leave. I have a flight to catch tonight.”

“Can we see each other again?”

“Of course, but I have to get back to New York for my show.”

I nodded and went to the bathroom to switch from my boy clothes to a dress and panties and wig and everything else that I needed to transform into Diane, the woman inside me I couldn’t keep hiding. It wasn’t fair to me. It wasn’t fair to her.

“Let’s do this,” Natalie said and took my hand when I was transformed and looking womanly. Liliana texted me to say she would be arriving in ten minutes.

I felt like I could vomit as we took the elevator down to the lobby. There was a sofa. Natalie and I sat there as we waited for Liliana to walk through the door.

Natalie took my hand, lacing her fingers with mine. “It’ll be okay,” she said.

I nodded once, even though I didn’t believe her. I thought my life was about to fall apart, like everyone would discover my secret the second Liliana did. She had followers. She knew how to livestream content. I squeezed Natalie’s hand after ten minutes passed.

Then Liliana walked through the door. The wind caught her hair when she did, making her look even more like a supermodel. She glanced in our direction as she stepped into the lobby, but there wasn’t a hint of recognition on her face.

She went over to a table against the wall and pulled out her phone, calling me. My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach, but I’d already come this far. I ignored the call and cleared my throat.

“Liliana,” I said in my best girl voice.

She looked in our direction and squinted, making the face she made when strangers approached for an autograph or photo.

“Liliana, come here,” Natalie said more forcefully.

She waved her hand awkwardly, but Natalie wasn’t having it. She stood and crossed the room. Liliana looked like she was about to scream until Natalie placed a finger to her lips. I couldn’t understand what Natalie said but heard her say a few words.

Liliana walked across the lobby with a curious expression on her face. It wasn’t until she got closer and looked into my eyes that I saw the recognition. She clasped a hand over her mouth. She didn’t laugh. Didn’t scream. She was silent, and I didn’t know what to make of it.

“Otto?” she asked.

I shook my head with a sly grin. “Diane.”

“Shut up! I honestly can’t even tell,” Liliana said and let her voice die as she took a seat next to me on the couch. Natalie stood above us with a triumphant smile on her face. “Is it really you?”

“Yes,” I said in my Diane voice. “This is me. Maybe not full time, but I honestly feel so comfortable and happy as Diane.”

Liliana smiled, grabbing my hand. “You’re so brave for telling me, but can we get a drink? I wasn’t expecting this!”

“Of course,” I said with a chuckle. “Do you want to join us, Natalie?”

Natalie rolled her wrist to check her watch. “I could go for a martini.”

“Perfect,” I said, and then we all went to the bar. I told Liliana everything about what I’d done since arriving at Le Grande, and she was totally understanding. She even confessed that she always thought I might have been more submissive but didn’t know how to ask.

Natalie left early, but Liliana and I kept drinking. I lost her as a romantic interest, but I gained Liliana as a girlfriend. A gal pal I could count on through everything. We agreed to stage a dramatic public breakup for the tabloids, but we’d always stay friends.

I never saw Dwight again over the next few days at Le Grande, but Liliana and I had a fabulous time. We got massages, went to the beach, did our nails, and got to know each other more than we ever had.

Natalie sent photos from her art show in New York, and I felt like a completely different person when I finally had to return to the real world. Everyone on the team said I played better after the vacation.

If only they knew my improved performance was from bringing Diane to life.
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Six Months Later

Liliana and I were still the best of friends. We were packing our bags to head to New York to visit Natalie. She was having an art show and hosting a party where she promised there’d be some sexy boys.

“I can’t wait to get to the hotel, so Diane can come out!” Liliana said as she sat on her suitcase to zip it.

“I know! I’m so tired of being boring old Otto,” I said with a wink. My suitcase was ready, but I wasn’t in a rush to fly across the country. We’d spent the past few days in Los Angeles because Liliana had a fashion shoot, and I had a break in my soccer schedule.

“All right. Let’s go before we miss our flight,” Liliana said after getting her bag zipped.

“I’m ready,” I said.

Liliana smiled and took my hand. There was a taxi waiting for us outside. She placed her head on my shoulder as we rode to the airport. We were flying first class and booked a fancy hotel suite with stunning views of Manhattan.

We both loved LA but were ready to get back to the Big Apple. We wanted to walk around Central Park and have men hit on us at the upscale bars. Some of those rich guys loved a girl with a little extra between her legs, and I loved a man who could buy me expensive meals and designer dresses.

It wasn’t until later that night, but we were finally dressed up and ready to go out. Natalie’s art show wasn’t until the next day, so we had the entire night to be naughty girls, and that was exactly what we did!

Good thing we had a two-bedroom suite because Liliana and I knew how to have a good time!
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