
        
            
                
            
        

    
SWITCHING TEAMS

A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY


BY

NIKKI CRESCENT


KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy!

Email me at:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com


COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

Published By Honey Wagon Books

Copyright © 2015 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Ollyy Sanderson (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License Yoko-Onos-Balls (Shutterstock Inc.)

Cover by Fleet Lebowski

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


NAVIGATOR

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Newsletter

Copyright

About the Author


TABLE OF CONTENTS

NAVIGATOR

-

SWITCHING TEAMS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


DEDICATION

To all of my readers

You have made everything possible

Thank you.


SWITCHING TEAMS

Tanner finds himself kicked off of the boys baseball team after being caught getting it on with the coach’s daughter, the star of the girl’s team. Now, not only is his love affair over, but so is his baseball career.

Or is it? After a nasty flu sweeps across the town, a spot opens up on the girls team, and Tanner might just fill it—as Trisha.


CHAPTER I

I was kicked off of the baseball team for losing my virginity beneath the bleachers at the baseball diamond. Coach Jones caught me under the stands with his beautiful daughter bent over a long metal beam, her ass beet-red from my hard pelvis slapping it over and over again. It was one of the best moments of my life and also one of the most traumatizing. As Coach Jones yelled out my name, I had just started to come and I couldn’t stop. Beth, the coach’s daughter, tried to pull away but I held her in place—I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t let that incredible orgasm to go waste.

So yeah, the coach watched me nut in his daughter’s pussy. Suffice to say, I was off the team after that.

It wasn’t like I was the first guy to be caught with one of the baseball girls. I just made the mistake of getting it on with the coach’s daughter. You see, we had a little challenge to see who could get with more girls from the team. Each girl was worth a different amount of points (I know, I know, we were horrible kids). Beth, given the fact she was a bombshell and given the fact she was the coach’s daughter, was worth the most points—though, that’s not why I picked her. I was obsessed with her. I had no intention of getting down with anyone else. I’m also proud to say that I was the only one to get with her, despite the efforts of the other guys.

Worse than being kicked off the team was the fact I wouldn’t get to see Beth again. She was the reason I was one of the best hitters on the team. She was my motivation, my muse. She would sit in the stands during my every game, cheering with her pretty little friends. She was on the local girls’ team, which was a lousy team, I should point out—lousy but the girls were hot, so no one really cared how lousy they were. Beth was the star of the team (which wasn’t saying a whole lot, but still). The real star of the girls’ team was whoever designed their outfits—red and white skirts with long white leggings. Those outfits sure beat the hell out of those pinstriped white pants the other teams wore.

After that day beneath the bleachers, I had to watch the girls play from the chain-link fence, out of Coach Jones’s line of sight. It was tragic. From that far away you couldn’t see the bust of their perky butts when they would run and their skirts would lift up into the air. You could hardly see their tits bouncing up and down. From that far away it was just lousy baseball, and nothing more. After a week of squinting to try to make out my beautiful Beth, I gave up and started staying at home instead, getting updates from my sister who played third-base on the team.

“We lost again,” was the usual update, and it was far from a surprise. Come to think of it, I’m not sure I’d ever seen them win before. Though, their luck was starting to turn around. After I stopped showing up to games, they started winning the odd game. Then they started winning some more. Soon enough, they were actually, for the first time ever, in the running to make state playoffs (though I don’t think my absence had anything to do with the big shift). Even the guys weren’t in the running to make playoffs.

“What about the guys?” I asked.

“They lost,” she said. After my removal from the team, the guys were losing a lot, which admittedly gave me a big confidence boost, because it was rare that we lost when I was hitting. I thought after a month or two, Coach Jones would ask me to come back, but he never did. I guess he was happier losing than seeing my face—the face of the boy who bare-backed his baby’s virginity beneath the bleachers.

I tried to reach out to Beth, to meet her in private, outside the field, but her dad was too much of a hawk to let her out of his sight. Did I mention he was also the reverend at our town’s church? Did I mention that we lived in a very small town where everyone knew everyone? I missed Beth so much it hurt. In my head I could still hear that soft moan she made while I gently fingered her warm pussy, the soft comfort of her butt cheeks nestled against my nose as I ate out her asshole. I could still feel her plump tits in my hands, her nipples hard and erect. She wore her red cap while I fucked her, her hair tied up into a long ponytail that hung over her left shoulder. There was something so sexy about the way her ponytail swung from side to side with the motion of her head, gently swaying in her euphoria. My God, do I wish I could relive that moment over and over again for the rest of my life.

But if her dad had anything to do about it, I wouldn’t see her ever again. It was already a pain in the ass being dragged to church by my parents, having to sink down in the pews so he wouldn’t spot my face in the crowd. One time we sat a few rows behind Beth and her mom. She never turned back to us but she didn’t need to in order for me to get a half-chub. Just a glimpse at the back of that head brought me back to that day, my cock deep in her warm cunt, sliding in and out, making her moan and clench and reach back and dig her nails into my thighs while she came more than once. I probably should have controlled those thoughts while in church, but shit, I couldn’t help it.

I thought I would never get to talk to her again, and then a nasty flu bug started making its way around town. Let me just say quickly that the flu was the best thing to happen to our little town. I know that sounds bad, but you’ll understand soon enough. You see, it put half the town out of work, out of school, and out of baseball. Games were cancelled for the guys. They were three men short of having a full roster, and doctors were saying “at least a few weeks,” that’s how nasty this flu bug was. The girls were only down one player, but you only needed to be down one to not be allowed to play. That’s where I came in—that’s where my story begins.

It was the last game of the regular season, the last game before playoffs. The girls were tied for the final wildcard spot, and they were due to play the very team they were tied with: the Springfield Tigers. The stakes were simple: win and make the post-season, or lose and their season was over. And it was looking like a loss, seeing as they were one girl short of having a full roster of players. Word got around town: “We just need one girl so we can play in the game!” They weren’t even looking for someone who could hit—just a benchwarmer would do. But no one stepped up. No one was healthy enough to step up. They tried to drag one of the sick girls out from her home, but that plan didn’t pan out. Someone snitched. Apparently there’s a rule saying if you have any kind of contagious illness, you aren’t allowed to play, no exceptions. I suppose the rule made sense, but it didn’t help the girls. They were running out of options.

And then my sister knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said, and then she opened the door and stood in the doorway, hands clasped behind her back, silent, twiddling her fingers awkwardly. “What is it?” I said, but she hesitated. Her nose was red and her cheeks were pale. She was one of the sick ones, one of the infected, told she wasn’t allowed to play in the game. She could hardly walk in a straight line; she was so sick.

She explained her team’s situation, as if I didn’t already know. I think she told me about three times how her team was just one win away from making the playoffs.

“I know,” I said. “What do you want from me?”

After another moment of reluctant silence, she brought her hands forward. She was holding her red and white outfit, skirt, leggings, and a brunette wig. She didn’t have to explain for me to clue in what she was asking. “No way,” I said instantly, and then she stepped into the room and began to beg. I wasn’t really listening to her various pleas and bargains. I had no interest in putting on that skimpy little outfit, slapping on that wig, and letting her do my face up with her makeup—no way in hell. I’d just about tuned her out completely, turning around to face my computer, when she said, “Beth will be there.” Now she had my attention.

And for a moment I considered it, the chance to see Beth once again, face to face—her beautiful, gorgeous face. Then I thought about her father, and all of the horrible things he would do to me if I came within fifty feet of his daughter. Would he even recognize me with the wig and the skirt and the makeup? How could he not? Every detail of my face was probably burned into his memory. He probably had fantasies about stabbing me to death as he went to sleep every night. Not to mention, if I did go out to play and I did get to see Beth, face to face, would she recognize me? Would I be able to tell her my secret? No way—how humiliating would that be? If the first time Beth sees me in months, I’m in drag, doing a stupid girl’s voice, legs shaved…

“No way,” I said again.

“Please,” my sister continued to beg. “You’re the only one who can do it.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, but I knew the answer. I didn’t need her to tell me, and she knew it, so she kept her mouth shut. I was one of the smaller guys in town—maybe the only small guy who wasn’t sick. I was the only one who would be able to fit into that little outfit and pass as a girl. The other guys on my team would have looked downright ridiculous with their broad shoulders and their five-o’clock shadow. My sister was right, I was the only one who could do it. But there was no way I was doing it.

At least I thought there was no way I was doing it. Apparently, there is a lot of power in annoying persistence. Considering how sick my sister was, she sure was able to stand in my room and go on and on and on and on, begging non-stop. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I said, “Fine, I’ll do it,” and she ran to get her makeup kit.

“Go shave your legs and get dressed!” she said running down the hallway. Reality started to sink in. I was about to dress up as a girl to play in a baseball game.


CHAPTER II

Once my legs were shaved and I was in the outfit (which, unfortunately, fit absolutely perfectly) my sister sat me down in a chair and she started to do my makeup for me. “Keep your eyes closed,” she kept saying, so I did, not that there was anything to look at anyway. She didn’t sit me down in front of a mirror or even the television—just in the middle of the room where there was nothing to see or do while I awaited the results of my transformation.

I knew I could still back out of the crazy proposition—and I was totally ready to. I’d made the decision that, if I looked in the mirror and thought there was any chance I’d be recognized, I would back out, wash my face, tell my sister too bad, so sad. I was only going to go through with it if I looked like a completely different person, totally unrecognizable.

My sister told me my new name was going to be “Trisha,” and that I was an old friend of hers from Hazelton, the next town over. I thought the name Trisha sounded silly, but I didn’t bother to argue. She’d already told her friends that she was going to “ask Trisha if she could play,” so the naming already done and over with. If I was going through with this, I was going to be doing it as Trisha.

“Let’s practice your voice,” my sister said. I could feel her makeup pen gently glistening over my eyelid—a peculiar sensation. I was terrified to open my eye and end up with mascara or whatever the heck it was in my eyeball.

“What should I say?” I said.

She fed me a few generic sentences, including “Hi, I’m Trisha. Nice to meet you.” We did that one about five times before moving onto a new one. She kept giving me pointers like, “Keep pressure on the front of your throat,” and “Speak softer and slower,” “Try to smile while you speak.” I tried all of her little tips, feeling like an idiot the whole time. To me, my voice only sounded like it was getting worse, like I was slipping even further from a realistic sounding girl’s voice. But my sister kept assuring me it was spot on.

“You owe me big time,” I said.

“Don’t break your character,” she said.

After a sigh, I said it again, and I could feel her smirking. “Good,” she said. “I think this is going to work.” My heart skipped a beat. She thinks? I was hoping for a little bit more certainty than “I think”.

“Okay, open your eyes,” she said.

I was hesitant. A part of me didn’t want to see what I looked like as a woman. Maybe I had too much respect for myself—though would I really have agreed to such a ridiculous proposal if that were true? I opened my eyes.

My sister was holding up a mirror, and there was Trisha, staring back at me. And Goddamnit, she was a looker. My sister had done some sort of makeup magic to my face, because I was totally unrecognizable. Even the shape of my face looked completely different. “That’s called contouring,” my sister said when I pointed it out, and then she smacked me on the arm for breaking character. But I couldn’t help it—it was too incredible. “Oh, and one last thing,” she said, and then she put a red cap on my head to complete the outfit, squashing down my long brunette wig.

A warm, fuzzy feeling in my body was suddenly replaced by a cold shiver. I looked too good. It was almost disturbing. I looked better as a woman than I did as a man. Most disturbing of all, something about it just felt right. For whatever reason, I felt strangely comfortable. I’d always been a quiet guy, shy around people I didn’t know. But now I felt like I wanted to go out into the world and be seen by everyone. I wanted to show off this newfound trait of mine—my ability to look incredibly feminine (and incredibly sexy). There was no way anyone would ever know my real identity, unless I slipped and let my male voice out, or accidentally pulled off my wig. Coach Jones wouldn’t recognize me in a hundred years, and thankfully, neither would Beth.

My sister was giddy with joy. There was now hope that her team was going to make the playoffs. I laughed at the thought of beating a bunch of girls on the diamond. It didn’t even seem fair. I almost felt bad for the girls from Springfield—they stood no chance. The more I thought about it, the more I realized I would have to go easy to avoid any suspicion. I would have to purposely miss a few hits, try to avoid blasting the ball out of the diamond. I would have to flub a catch or two. I didn’t want to be the star of the show.

My sister checked her watch and then her face lit up. “Oh my God, you’re going to be late. C’mon, you need to go.” She rushed me up and out the door, not giving me any time to reconsider the mess I’d gotten myself into. Because, let’s be honest, had I had time to really think about it and consider what I was about to do, there was no way I would have gone out to do it. I never even stopped to consider the fact that all of my friends (the healthy ones, anyway) would be there, watching from the stands. I never even stopped to think that, while putting on my helmet and taking it off again, I could easily screw up my wig, or that if I broke a sweat, my makeup could wash away and I would be left in the middle of the diamond, in front of everyone, looking like a disgraced clown.

I didn’t think of any of those possibilities until I got down to the diamond and saw all the guys sitting up in the stands and all of the girls huddled near the dugout, awaiting my prophetic arrival. I stopped within ten feet of them, afraid to get any closer. I thought I made a convincing woman (as did my sister) but what would they think? Would they be able to see through my guise? I waited silently as they chatted amongst one another, unaware of my presence. Every time I considered stepping forward to introduce myself, a wave of crippling fear washed over me and I froze, hardly even breathing. Finally, Coach Jones turned to me and looked me in the eyes. It was the first time he’d seen me since that day I railed his daughter from behind. It was the first time I’d seen him from up close since there was a fire of vengeance in his eyes. He was silent for a moment, looking me up and down. All I could do was hope that he didn’t clue into my heavily padded bra or the bulge that was dangerously being held in place under my skirt.

“You Trisha?” he asked.

I nodded my head, too afraid to unleash my voice. I figured I would test one aspect at a time—my looks first.

“And you’re not sick?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“Thank God—looks like we can play.” The faces of the other girls all lit up. I’ll admit, it was a nice reminder as to why I was doing this crazy stunt. I noticed Beth in the crowd of them, with a big smile on her face. She was looking right at me, into my eyes. I looked away quickly, terrified she would recognize me.

One of the other girls came up to me. “Can you hit?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. “Yeah,” I said in my uncomfortable girl’s voice.

She smiled. “Great. And can you catch?”

“Sure,” I said.

A yellow bus pulled up—inside were the Springfield Tigers, the girls from a few towns over. It was game time. My disguise was, so far, a success. Now I just had to win the game for the girls to make it all worthwhile. A loss would have meant it was all a giant waste of time and risk. The girls would have been eliminated just as if I hadn’t showed up at all.

We started on the field. The visiting team always hit first. Our pitcher wasn’t so great. I could have thrown the ball twice as hard, but I pretended to be impressed. I was put on third base, where my sister usually was. A part of me hoped the ball never came my way. I didn’t want to show off my skill and raise any eyebrows. And for the first few innings, the ball didn’t come my way. The Tigers struggled to get past first base, and they had a tendency to hit to the right, far away from me. When it was our turn to bat, they didn’t put me out, unsure of my ability, just happy to have me on the bench so they could play at all. I was fine with that. Though we weren’t scoring any points either. The score was 0-0 for the first three innings. So for that first chunk of the game I got to stand away from the action and admire all of the girls in their little skirts, their perky tits bouncing graciously as they ran and jumped and played the game of baseball.

Finally, in the fourth inning, the batter hit the ball right towards me. The girl on first made a run for second, and the girl on second made a run towards me. If I failed to catch the ball, those visiting girls would have made their runs and we would have been down by three—and the way our girls were playing, that would have been the end of us. I had no choice, I needed to catch.

Not that it was a tough ball to catch. It was straight up and down, right into my glove. I spun around and launched it to second on pure instinct. The girl on second hardly caught my rocket of a throw, and then she lobbed it over to first. The guys in the crowd went nuts. Three outs in a few seconds, and we were headed back to the bench.

“Nice catch, Trisha!” Beth said to me as she passed by. My heart melted and my legs went weak. Just the sound of her voice was enough for me.

“Can you hit, too?” one of the girls asked, as if they didn’t believe me the first time I told them I could hit. Now they’d seen that I wasn’t just some girl my sister pulled off of the streets. Now they were curious. It was what I’d been trying to avoid—but I didn’t really have a choice.

“I can hit, sure,” I said softly, still afraid my voice wasn’t on point. Coach Jones put me out first, hoping to ride out my momentum. I felt suddenly tense, knowing all eyes were now on me—and there were a lot of eyes at that baseball diamond: two full rosters of girls, all of the parents who came to watch the game, the whole guys’ team—pretty much our entire town was there, staring down at me, wondering if I was the real deal. I felt the sudden need to adjust my top, make sure everything was in place. I tugged down my skirt, afraid it was riding up. Could you imagine? If everyone saw the bulge of my cock? They would have crucified me in the middle of that ball pit.

The first pitch went straight down the line. I didn’t even swing, even though it went straight through the strike zone. “Strike one!” the umpire yelled out. It wasn’t until he yelled it that the moment processed in my brain and I’d realized what had happened. The Tigers’ pitcher went to throw pitch number two. I made an awkward, straight-armed swing at the ball, muscles still rigid, and I missed completely (I was actually trying to hit the ball, just succumbing to my nerves). A flurry of laughter could be heard from the Tigers, those bitches. Then came pitch number three…

I hit it straight down the middle, just out of the pitcher’s reach (not that she would have caught it anyway, given her slow reaction time). The girl on second tried to catch it but was also too slow. The outfielder wasn’t expecting the hit and didn’t even notice it coming her way until her coach screamed at her. I was already on first by that point, making my run for second. I looked over and the poor outfielder was only making a run for the now-landed ball now. I kept running to third. I slowed down my pace, remembering I didn’t want to be the hero. I let that poor, useless Tiger pick up the ball and toss it to third, making sure I hit the base before the catch. My teammates cheered. Beth cheered and my heart became warm. The girl who took to the plate after me hit the first pitch and made it to first base, buying me plenty of time to make it to home. We were on the scoreboard, 1-0. We ended up winning the game 4-1. The Tigers were out of the playoffs and we were in.

Our team cheered and jumped up and down and I once again found myself transfixed on the bouncing tits and perky rumps poking out from the lifting skirts. Then I realized what the win meant: it meant I had to do it again and again until either the flu bug passed our little town or we were eliminated—or until we won the state championship.

But that anxiety was short-lived. Everyone loved me. They all came up and gave me big hugs—Beth included. As I left the field, the guys in the stands all whistled at me. Apparently I made a good-looking lady on top of a stellar ball player. And I have to admit, the attention felt nice. Even when I was winning games with the guys, I never had that kind of attention. “Nice legs!” one guy yelled out, though I couldn’t pinpoint who the culprit was. Further away from the diamond I caught my reflection in a window, and yeah, I did have pretty good legs. I actually had a pretty good body for a lady. I felt sexy—and it felt good.


CHAPTER III

It was the next afternoon and my sister came to my door, knocking again. The next game—the first game of the playoffs—wasn’t until the next day still. “What’s going on?” I said.

Her cheeks were red and she was biting her lip. “I need you to do me a big favour.” She needed me to get dressed up and go out with the team. They were having a “team building meet up” at a restaurant. Apparently the other girls all asked that I come. But going out as a lady to play baseball was one thing—going out to socialize was a whole other beast. I’d hardly said more than a few sentences with my girl’s voice, and I still hadn’t even heard it for myself (in a recording or anything). I was just riding on faith that my sister wasn’t messing with me when she said it sounded good.

But again, the thought of seeing Beth had me considering my sister’s request. After all, how bad could it be? All I really needed to do was sit off to the side and keep my mouth shut, only speak when spoken to, that kind of thing. It was hardly a departure from what I was used to. I agreed to my sister’s request and she went to fetch her makeup. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t just a little bit looking forward to looking sexy again and getting a few more catcalls from the guys. Plus, this time she was going to dress me up in real ladies’ clothing, not just the old baseball outfit.

Not a lot of my sister’s outfits fit me properly, but we found one piece that did  fit amazingly: a little black satin dress that cut off just above my knees. It hugged the curves of my body succulently, I nearly got an erection staring at myself in the mirror. The only issue was my boxer shorts bunching up in the tight satin number. Even the seams of my tighty-whiteys looked ridiculous in the thing. “You’re supposed to wear it with a thong,” my sister told me, and my heart began to race. She went to fetch me a lacy black thong.

I put it on and, I’ll admit, I loved the way it hugged my cock tightly between my legs. I just loved the way it felt. I excused myself for the washroom as the excitement culminated between my legs—I didn’t want my sister to see me get an erection from wearing her little thong. I quickly beat my cock and came in the toilet before gathering my composure and stepping back out from the washroom. “Feeling okay?” my sister asked.

“Yep,” I said, pretending like I wasn’t excited to see how everyone would react to my new look. I was. I couldn’t wait for the whistles and the catcalls and the gawking eyes.

And I got exactly what I wanted on my way to the restaurant. The highlight of my walk over was the car full of horny teenagers who yelled, “Looking good, baby!” as they drove past. It really made me wonder, if women know how good it feels to be complimented like that, why don’t they go around complimenting men all the time? They should. It’s a shame that warm, fuzzy feeling is only reserved for the ladies.

I was welcomed at the restaurant with open arms. The girls took turns giving me hugs before making room for me at the middle of their table. I was hoping to be sat next to Beth, but I ended up on the other end of the room, able to see her but not close enough to interact with her. Maybe it was for the best, for the sake of keeping my identity safe, no matter how badly I wanted to see her and talk to her and take her into the bathroom and have just one more romp of passion.

“I love your dress,” one of the girls said. “And your shoes,” said another. Each and every compliment lifted me up higher, made me wonder why I wasn’t born a woman. It was really starting to seem like women got everything. A couple of guys nearby even bought us all a round of drinks, which Beth’s dad wasn’t terribly impressed with. He went over and let them know who he was, but the guys didn’t seem to care.

Later in the night, my friends showed up—the boys’ baseball team. They were already half-cut. They’d probably been pre-drinking in the parking lot, planning to crash the little celebration party. Unlike the girls, the guys didn’t end up making playoffs (that would have been different had they let me play, but I digress). It didn’t take long for the guys to start mingling with the girls. I was surprised Coach Jones didn’t do anything about it, but I was less surprised when I realized he was a bit tipsy himself. I watched him stumble his way towards the bathroom and I’m not sure he ever came out. It was the first time his precious girls’ team made the playoffs (he’d always been far more fond of the girls’ team than the boys’) so he, too, was in celebration-mode.

One of the guys, Evan, even came up to me. “Hey darling,” he said, “good game, yesterday.”

“Thanks,” I said. The volume in the restaurant had raised to a comfortable level (comfortable, as in it was now loud enough to mask any errors in my feminine voice). He put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed in next to me. I didn’t know Evan very well. I knew he was a mediocre ball player and he was one of the guys who was really into our little game of trying to bang the girls—which was most likely why he was nestled up next to me. Also, last I’d heard, he was currently winning the game, having slept now with four of the girls on the team. “You know, you’re very beautiful,” he said. I couldn’t help but blush.

He was surprisingly charming for a womanizer, but I guess that’s the point, right? The strangest part of it all was that I actually found myself falling for it. Maybe it was the booze, or maybe it was my disguise beginning to bleed into my personality, my DNA. Maybe I was just starting to become my character. Hell, the more I talked to Evan, the more my feminine voice was starting to become second nature—and so was the proper posture, the crossed legs—I even ordered myself a girly, fruity cocktail without thinking twice. He paid for it, inching closer to me, expecting to take me home. His hand found my thigh, and then the most surprising thing of all happened: my hand found his thigh. It was as if some feminine spirit was trying to overtake my body, take control of my every move. My hand began to slowly inch up his thigh, sinking down between his legs. A couple of drinks later (and a few trips to the bathroom to touch up my makeup) my hand was on his cock.

Evan was either well hung or he was holding a cucumber between his legs. It was strangely mesmerizing, warm, and thick. With my hand under the table, I wrapped my fingers around his girth. I could feel it throbbing and growing. I watched his cheeks turn pink as I inconspicuously massaged its length. And then, in a brief moment of sobriety, I realized what I was doing and released his member. What the hell was I doing? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t care for cock. And I sure didn’t want to sleep with Evan—not that I could have even if I did want to. I was really a man, with a padded bra, panties, and a dress. “What’s wrong?” he said, cheeks still a shade of rose.

“Nothing. I should probably be going,” I said, grabbing my little clutch and standing up. He grabbed me by the wrist.

“Wait,” he said. “Stay. Have another drink. The night’s still young.” He smiled and something inside of me caved. It was as if I was suddenly understanding what women saw in men. He was handsome with his blonde stubble and his piercing eyes—and that smile, my God. I wish I knew how to smile like that. It was the smile that had gotten him so many points in our stupid little game, and it was about to get him another one—or more. I wonder how many points they put on my head?

I sat down for another drink—but just one more, I told myself. And then I had another, and told myself it would be the last. Then I had another, and the rest of the night was outside of my control. “I have to play tomorrow,” I said, finally getting up to leave later in the night.

“Let me walk you home,” he said.

For whatever stupid reason, I said “sure”. It wasn’t until we were already five blocks away from the restaurant (and I was nestled under his arm) that I realized that I couldn’t bring him to my home for very obvious reasons. We were in the middle of an empty park, far from the glow of the streetlights. I stopped walking, trying desperately to think of an excuse to get him to bugger off. I couldn’t think of anything.

And then, in my drunken stupidity, I dropped to my knees and started doing away with his belt. I don’t know what came over me. It was the alcohol in control, not my sensibilities. I pulled his cock out and started to pump it right there in the open, right there in that park. He didn’t protest and he didn’t do anything to stop me. Instead, he let his head fall back and he let out a deep sigh. Once he was good and hard, his cock ended up in my mouth. What the hell was I doing? Why was I sucking his cock? It was as if he put some sort of spell on me with his goddamned charming smile.

His fingers sunk into my hair. The real question wasn’t why was I sucking his cock, but why, even in my moment of clarity and revelation, was I continuing to suck his cock? I will admit it felt nice in my mouth, throbbing, warm, rock-hard. If anyone saw us, that would have been tragic. If word got back to my sister, what could I possibly say? I would have been devastatingly humiliated. I wouldn’t have been able to show my face around the house ever again. Yet, even though I knew the risks, I continued to suck, stroking his impressive girth with a solid grip. I could feel his cock beginning to bloat up.

And then my drunken stupidity went a step further. I turned around, bent over, flipped up the skirt of my dress, and pulled my panties aside ever so slightly. “Fuck me in the asshole,” I said, probably slurring my words. It was shocking enough that I was able to hold onto my feminine voice.

He didn’t miss a beat. He stepped forward, grabbed me by the sides, and I felt his slobber-covered, warm, pulsing tip press up against my tight hole. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never even had so much as a finger up there before. Yet there I was, about to let what may have been the biggest cock in town slide up in and do away with me. That’s exactly what he did. And I could feel everything, every pulsing vein, everything. His soft ball sack slapped against my ass while he drove himself into me repeatedly. And shit, did it feel good. So good that I got hard—really hard. Had he reached around or even so much as looked between my legs, he would have been able to see without a speck of doubt that he was fucking a dude in the asshole.

But he was too preoccupied grunting and moaning, drunk, driving his cock in powerfully, filling me up fully. I reached down and pretended to rub my pussy (I was actually using my wrist to stroke my cock). Again, I don’t know what came over me—probably the liquor, maybe some sort of evil sex spirit, who the heck knows. All I know is that it felt incredible. I came in under a minute, filling my black lacy thong with hot, sticky cum.

He came deep in my ass. I could feel each and every blast from his cock. Every time, it swelled up and then exploded, filling me deep before going again. I drained him. And when he stumbled back, his whole load ran down my legs, and I adjusted my panties and my dress to hide my erection. He had a big, dumb, drunken smile on his face. “That was fun,” he said.

I smiled back, and then he went on his merry way home. When I got home, I took a good look at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I couldn’t believe my impulse to get down with Evan, to grab his cock, to sink it into my mouth, to let him into my asshole. I thought for sure it was just a consequence of the booze. But the next day, now sober, on my way to the baseball diamond (in my little white and red outfit) I found myself back in that mind-set. I responded to a catcall from across the street with a wink and a blown kiss. I’d transformed. I’d become a whole different person. It was scary.


CHAPTER IV

But despite the persona that was quickly taking over my body, I still found myself obsessed with the thought of Beth, my beautiful Beth. Once I got to the baseball diamond, she was the centre of my world, I couldn’t for the life of me look away from her. I ended up missing an important catch because I was so transfixed on her beauty. Coach Jones yelled at me, told me to “Get my head into the game!” We ended up winning the game by a narrow margin, 7-6. We scored a triple in the final inning, thanks to a howitzer from me, bases loaded. It was a key win for me especially because some of the girls in town were starting to recover from their battle with the nasty flu, and it was looking like my days as a substitute female baseball player were over.

“You really saved our butts this week, Trisha,” Coach Jones said to me with a big, genuine smile. Had he known who he was really talking to, I’m sure his words and his expression would have been much, much different. But I smiled and accepted the compliment.

I was sad to go, sad my lady days were over. And they really were—no matter how badly I wanted to keep on the little gag. There were still so many outfits in my sister’s closet that I was hoping to try on, and I was going to miss the catcalls and the attention from all of the boys. But it was over, and I needed to accept that—accept that my life was about to go back to normal, back to that of a bored teenaged guy who wasn’t allowed to play on the local baseball team.

I didn’t care so much for the baseball, to be honest. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed baseball, but it didn’t define my life. And I would still get to play pickup games on the weekends with the other guys, when Coach Jones was fulfilling his weekend church duties.

Beth came up to me as we were all filing out of the baseball diamond. “Hey Trisha,” she said, tapping me on the shoulder. That’s what I was going to miss: Beth. Without my disguise, I wouldn’t ever get to see Beth again, at least, not so simply. I would see her from afar, at church, from the far fence at the baseball diamond, but never face to face unless her dad had some sudden change of heart.

“Hey,” I said back, forcing a smile through my sad realization that this was probably the last conversation we would ever have.

“I was wondering if you could give me some pointers on my swing.” She had the most adorable smile, the cutest posture, the way she leaned her body weight onto one leg and tilted her head just slightly.

“I’d love to,” I said, and we turned around and headed for the batting cage across the street.

It was, perhaps, the highlight of my life, standing behind Beth in that cage as balls cannoned towards us, reaching around her and correcting her stance, guiding her through her swing. I got to press myself up against her warm body, I got to smell her sweet perfume. Oh, my darling Beth, how are you so perfect in every way? I got to feel her soft hair cascading down her back, the satin skin of her arms against my own. The sun was beginning to set and I could tell she was getting tired, but I didn’t want it to end. The best part was when she made a solid hit and then she bounced up and down with excitement, her soft bum rubbing against my cock.

I was inebriated with my lust for her. I couldn’t help myself. I had to turn her around and kiss her on the lips. I needed to hold her tightly, explore her body with my hands. She was rigid at first, taken by surprise. I had no idea how she was going to react but it didn’t matter—I just had to do it. After a moment of tense silence, she kissed back, dropping her bat onto the ground and wrapping her arms around me.

With her tongue deep in my mouth, we stumbled back into the chain-link fence, making it shake and rattle. Now her hands were exploring my body, her touch eliciting sweet elation, a warm buzzing through my bones. I had one hand on her soft breast, another on her firm butt cheek. Her hands were everywhere. But before I could come to my senses, she found it—my rock-hard cock, pushing my skirt out. She jumped back as if she’d grabbed a snake. “Wait—What?” she said, leaving her lips parted as if she had more to say but she couldn’t muster the words to say it.

“I can explain,” I said after my own moment of swirling panic. And then, after another moment of silence, I did my best to explain, telling her who I really was and why I did it. I couldn’t tell if she believed me or not. I tried to go back to my old voice—my male voice—but I’d gotten so used to doing the girl voice that I couldn’t do more than a few words without reverting.

Once I finished my attempt at an explanation, she stared at me in total silence. I waited desperately for her response, but it wasn’t coming. “I love you, Beth,” I said, breaking the silence. I did love her, though I don’t know why I said it. It was hardly the most appropriate time to say it, while I was at my highest possible vulnerability point. And the statement only seemed to make her own inner-conundrum even more complicated. Her pupils were dilated and I’m not sure I saw her blink, though it was hard to tell now that the sun had dipped below the horizon and the town was becoming a dark place.

“I love you too,” she finally said, and then she stepped forward, into my arms. After a good hug, we kissed. And after a good kiss, she sunk down, poking under my skirt. All I could see was the bulge of her head pushing my red and white skirt out, but I could feel her every touch as she shimmied my panties down to my knees, as she stroked the length of my cock, as she sunk the tip of my member in through her warm, wet lips. My legs went weak so I grabbed onto the chain-link fence for support. After a moment she poked her head back out with a smile on her face. “You’ve got a big pussy,” she said before biting her lip. She slipped back under the skirt and continued her magic. It was a miracle I didn’t come within seconds, in her mouth. It was a miracle I held on long enough to get into her own panties. I ate out her wet cunt, sinking my tongue in deep, tickling her clit gently between long strokes of her slit. She came on my face, letting out just a little bit of warm juice down my chin.

My heart was beating ferociously. I needed to have her, I needed to be inside of her. After checking to make sure the coast was clear, I bent her over, just like I had months earlier under those bleachers, and I shoved my cock in deep. I revelled in every one of her little moans and squirms. I can’t tell you how many times she came, or whether she just never stopped coming from the moment I penetrated her tight, wet hole. With a pulsing euphoria, I came deep inside of her. Then I realized I’d fucked her tits right out of her top and her skirt was flipped over her back. It was a good thing no one walked by during the act!

And then she turned around and looked me in the eyes, melting my heart and my soul and making me wish her dad had never found us. I hated that I couldn’t see her again—it was just impossible in a small town where everyone knew everyone. Everyone knew and respected her father, and everyone knew what I did. “Why don’t you come over this weekend?” she asked, as if she’d forgotten about what had happened—forgotten her father wanted my head on a bloody platter.

“But Beth…” I said, unable to find the words to remind her.

“I mean as Trisha,” she said with a smirk. And my heart burst into an excited flurry. Not only did I get to continue seeing Beth, but Trisha would live on. I felt like I’d won the lottery. I was getting my cake and eating it, too.

Funny—a week before, I thought I would never get to see her again, and now, in a weird way, I was going to be her secret lesbian lover. The stars were aligned. Life suddenly seemed complete.

THE END
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