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Chapter One

My best friend was about to turn me into a beautiful girl. Someone so sexy that guys would let them get into any party. I didn’t want to do it. I’m a man. The whole idea felt embarrassing and scary, but I had no choice.

“A promise is a promise,” said Ellie as she forced me into her bedroom. We were at her sorority house, which as a guy made me even more nervous, but not as much as what Ellie was proposing.

“You promised,” she repeated, indicating that I should sit down and accept it.

I did promise. I’d asked her for a huge favor. A favor so big that it could have gotten us both suspended or expelled if we were found out. A few months ago, I’d overslept for an exam. I called my best friend for help and Ellie had covered for me with this whole elaborate backstory and gotten me an extension on the assignment. Without it, I would have failed the class. So when Ellie had stepped up, I knew that I would owe her big time. She’d held onto the favor for months until Brad had broken up with her. Ellie had decided that she wanted revenge on her ex-boyfriend. Brad had suddenly and unceremoniously dumped her in front of her whole sorority. People had been gossiping behind her back for over a week, either with pity or thinking that she deserved it somehow. After a week of plotting, she had finally come up with a plan to get back at him. Apparently, I was an integral part of that plan. So when she approached me and said she was calling in the favor, all I could say was, “how can I help?”

Little did I know, the descent into the world of feminine, girly things that awaited me.

She merely grinned and dragged me up to her room in the sorority house. There she explained the idea she’d gotten from one of her theater plays. We were going to sneak into Brad’s frat house undercover during a party and steal his trophy.

“The man can’t stop staring at it or polishing it,” she explained. “It used to creep me out how obsessed with the thing he was. Now I can only imagine how upset he’s going to be when he finds it gone.”

“Okay, so the undercover I get. But where does the wig and other stuff come into it?” I said, pointing at the dubious pile of clothes and accessories that Ellie called ‘my disguise.’

“He knows what you look like, and he knows all of his frat brothers. You won’t even make it past the front door as yourself or some random guy. I’ve seen them turn away guys before. But if you looked like a girl? They’d maybe let you in. But if I made you into a hot girl? They’d be falling over themselves to let you in.”

I understood her logic, and I knew how these frat parties operated, but I still had my doubts. “That makes sense. Not saying I think you can turn me into a hot girl, but if I did look like one, then yeah, they’d let me in. But how do I get upstairs into Brad’s room?”

“You just act drunk and lost. If anyone glances in your direction, they’ll just assume you’re some guy's girlfriend. Believe me, plenty of those frat members have a new one every week. No one will blink twice.”

“And not to harp on this point, but the transformation? It seems a little farfetched to pull off.”

Ellie took a good look at me and turned me to the mirror, and I looked at myself. I was shorter than the average guy at five foot six. Skinny too. With Ellie and me side by side, I could actually see myself fitting into some of her clothes. But that wouldn’t suddenly turn me into a woman. I’d just look like a man in women’s clothes.

Still, Ellie insisted it would work as she shoved me into the bathroom with a shaving kit. I don’t know why she insisted on having me shave my whole body and I told her as much.

“It’s because you’re going to be showing some skin,” she explained. “You have nice legs and the dress I’ve got picked out for you will help show them off, but only if you shave.”

I took off all of my clothes, gave myself one last look in the mirror, and sighed before shaving my whole body. It didn’t take as long as I’d thought it would. I guess I should count myself lucky that I didn’t have much body hair to begin with. With my body now completely smooth, I was ready for the next part of the transformation. I put my clothes back on and found Ellie impatiently tapping her foot.

“Come on. I’ve still got your makeup to do. Here.” She dumped a pile of clothes into my hands. “Let me know if you need help getting zipped up at the back,” she said before shooing me back into the bathroom.

I put the clothes on the counter next to the sink to inspect them. The first thing I noticed were some frilly lace pink panties.

“Is the underwear really necessary?” I asked.

“Yes,” she called out.

“Don’t you have anything a little more basic?”

“I haven’t done laundry yet. Those are one of my only clean pairs. Now hurry up and make sure you use the tape.”

The tape? I looked through what I’d been given and eventually found it. It took me a moment to realize what it was for. If I was wearing a tight dress, then I needed the tape to hide my equipment.

“Do you need any advice to…” she hinted.

“No. I got it,” I said.

I tucked my cock and balls up inside and used the tape to hold them in place. It gave me a flat, smooth front that would effectively hide who I was. The panties were next. I slid them up my legs and felt the material nestle into my ass. They were snug without being tight. It was actually kind of a pleasant feeling. I turned around to check myself out in the mirror. They framed my ass in a way that gave it a more feminine shape already, albeit a small one.

After that were the corset and butt pads. The butt pads went over my ass and attached around my waist, so that once I’d put the dress on, I’d definitely have a girl’s butt. I’d gotten pads on okay, but I needed help with the corset.

Ellie clapped her hands together when she saw me in her underwear. “Oh, you already look so pretty. Here, let me help.”

I turned around, and she tightened up the corset until it was uncomfortably tight. But she told me that I’d get used to it and that as long as I could breathe that it would be fine. She also corrected me and explained that it was more of a waist trainer since it didn’t reach where my boobs would go.

Moving or bending felt difficult.

“Is this really needed?” I asked.

She nodded. “I’m being thorough. Besides, if you get found out while you’re there, what do you think they’re going to do to you?”

I knew instantly what she meant. They’d kick my ass. Multiple angry guys twice my size would punch me into next week. I shuddered and mentally told myself not to question Ellie’s powers of transformation anymore. There could be no measure that was too much in order to avoid that fate.

She bade me to sit down on a stool and pushed together my pecs. More tape was used and then a pink C cup bra with some breast inserts. Finally, she added a little of makeup in between my ‘boobs’ to make the cleavage more pronounced.

“Huh, so now I’ve got breasts,” I said, wiggling them about. In the mirror, they looked quite convincing as I turned to check out my side profile.

“Yeah, just don’t dance with them. We don’t want to break the illusion,” she told me.

Finally, the dress itself. It was a pink cocktail dress and inwardly I suppressed a groan. Pink? It took everything I had not to question the color choice, considering I was meant to be going undercover, and this was like wearing a neon sign around myself.

But I put it on. Felt it hug my new curvaceous behind, wrap around my hourglass figure, and settle around my breasts. I couldn’t deny it. The dress fit me like a glove.

“It’s perfect,” I murmured.

Ellie smiled. “I’m glad you approve. Now sit still while I do your makeup.”

The makeup was the most boring part. I just had to not speak or move for the next half an hour. She had told me to close my eyes as well, so it left me alone with my thoughts. Inevitably, I worried about the plan. If you ignored my face, then Ellie had done an amazing job. My body looked like the body of a genetically blessed girl with amazing curves in all the right places. A body that I and many of the guys at the frats would drool over. But changing a face was a whole different matter.

Eventually, Ellie had said she was almost done. I felt her grab my hair and pull it into some kind of tight cap, and then I felt the wig settle onto my head.

“Okay, I’ve finished my masterpiece. You can open your eyes now.”

I did, and a stranger greeted me in the mirror. A beautiful blonde girl in her early twenties stared back at me. She could have been a cheerleader or a model. I was blown away. It didn’t seem possible. But no matter which way I turned, there she was. An incredibly stunning woman that almost took my breath away.

“I can’t believe it,” I said, staring eyes wide.

“I truly am gifted,” Ellie bragged. “The final touch is your new name. I can’t call you Daniel. Oh, what about Danielle to keep it simple?”

I stared at my reflection. Danielle? It fit. I liked the sound of it. It looked like the name I’d have. That she’d have.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me. I’ve got to get ready myself,” she said.

It was a relief to know that she’d be coming with me. I watched her get ready and appreciated that I had a hot friend who knew what she was doing. While I was pale, Ellie was tan and athletic with dark hair. She chose to wear an equally revealing red dress that I struggled not to stare as we walked across campus to the frat house.

“I’ll do all the talking,” she said. “You’re my friend from Paris who doesn’t speak English.”

I nodded, relieved at not having to try to fake a voice.

The frat house was alive with activity. Music boomed out of the windows and small clusters of people stood on the porch and front lawn, drinking and laughing with one another. Ellie ignored them and grabbed my hand. We strode up to the entrance, where a bored freshman stood looking down at his phone.

“Let us in,” said Ellie.

The freshman yawned and was slightly irritated to have been forced to look up from his phone. “You’re not on the…” He didn’t finish the sentence as he stared at me.

I felt a rush of power tingle through my body as he openly desired me. His gaze then flicked to Ellie and suddenly he nodded. A brief wave of regret passed over his face as he realized a simple truth.

“You can go in,” he said morosely. Upset that he couldn’t join us and that he wasn’t brave enough to ask for one of our numbers. That as freshman, he was the lowest man on the totem pole and so they forced him to stay outside, watching other people have fun.

I gave Ellie an inquisitive look once inside. She cackled and said “oh that’s nothing. You can make these guys do far more than that with your looks.”

I smiled and nodded. Excitement bubbling just beneath the surface. More eyes stared at us as we made our way deeper into the party. Ellie took me to the kitchen and got us both a beer each. I felt too wired to properly drink it, but I took a polite sip, anyway.

The waiting was hard. I wanted to get up there and get this thing over with. Ellie noticed my eagerness and whispered to me that we needed to give it a little while first.

As we talked, two senior frat brothers engaged us in conversation. They towered over us and looked like they played sports. Maybe they did? I’d never really paid much attention to sports. They introduced themselves as Adam and John. John was brown-haired with a short beard. He inched closer to Ellie, putting all of his attention on her. If he knew that she used to be Brad’s girl, then he gave no indication of it. Adam looked more like a swimmer. Muscular while still lean. He gave me a mischievous grin and I couldn’t help but smile back as Ellie introduced us and spoke for me. Any time Adam would ask me a question, I’d have to nod or let Ellie answer. She was a pretty good liar and came up with convincing responses just on the spot. Apparently, we’d become pen pals in high school and I was here on vacation to spend time with my American friend. 

Despite Ellie’s best efforts, it wasn’t much of a conversation, and my eyes kept wandering off. I wanted to go upstairs. Adam must have sensed something was off because he said, “come on let’s go dance.” His friend John agreed and took Ellie’s hand. Panicking, I glanced at her for help. She simply nodded and followed John into the other room. With no choice, I plastered a smile on my face and went with Adam.

A few people were dancing in the living room where the music was coming from. As I entered, I noticed Ellie point to the stairs. I looked and saw another freshman standing guard at the bottom and not letting people up.

Adam followed my gaze. “Oh yeah, we use some of the pledges for security,” he laughed. “Otherwise, people tend to wander into our rooms during the parties. Upstairs is off limits for party guests unless they’re with us,” he grinned suggestively.

I felt another tingle of pleasure as I felt his desire for me. It was confusing, but I didn’t have time to think about it before Adam, a man twice my size, suddenly pulled me onto the dance floor. His large hands grabbed my waist pulled me towards him. It felt nice. I leaned into the feeling. We danced together. The outline of Adam’s cock could be felt through his jeans. Occasionally, I felt it press against me, but I didn’t mind. It was just confirmation that he wanted me. For some strange reason that I couldn’t name, that felt intoxicating.

After the song was over, I pointed to the stairs. Adam’s eyebrows rose. I nodded and gave him my best seductive look. It was all the confirmation he needed to take my hand and pull me upstairs. I glanced back over my shoulder and Ellie gave me a thumbs up before John pulled her away to meet some friends.

The upstairs was empty and quiet. I knew that Brad’s room was the one at the very end of the hall on the left and, as luck would have it, Adam’s was right next door. As we got to his door, I was relieved to see that he didn’t use a key, which made it much more likely that Brad didn’t either. The plan was to get Adam inside and then explain with sign language that I needed to use the bathroom first. Then I’d slip out, sneak into Brad’s room, grab his obnoxious trophy, and get out of here before Adam even realizes I’m not coming back.

Wham! His lips suddenly smash against mine. I froze, unsure of what to do. Adam presses me up against the wall. His tongue began massaging mine, and I felt the tingles in my body increase tenfold. This man was kissing me and I didn’t want it to stop.

One of Adam’s hands was around the back of my neck while the other rested on my hip. It felt amazing. I wanted more.

Somehow, my hand had found its way to his dick and began rubbing it over his jeans. He was so thick and his tongue felt amazing in my mouth. It was like I couldn’t get enough of either.

But then suddenly his hand drifted lower down my body and I remembered Danielle was only an illusion. Only pretend. I panicked and pulled away from him. Adam understandably looked upset and confused. I did my best with my hands to point around to the public hallway as if to say ‘not here.’ He seemed to get it and finally opened the door and let me inside.

As soon as the door closed, he immediately wanted to resume our lovemaking, but I held up my hand and pulled out my phone. I typed bathroom into a translation app and held it out for him. He told me it where it was but then thought I wouldn’t understand and gestured for me to give him the phone. It forced me to wait as I watched him type out a message on my phone.

It read ‘go left to the other end of the hall. Hurry back, sexy.’ Such a brief message shouldn’t have taken him so long to type, but he was cute and I suddenly felt bad for ditching him, even if I was straight. With another seductive look, I gave him a shove onto the bed and made a ‘wait right there’ face.

Once back in the hallway, I went into Brad’s room. It was a generic college room, aside from the fact that it was far bigger than what most college students had. It occurred to me in that moment that I had no idea what Adam’s room looked like. I’d been so focused on him and finding an excuse to leave that I’d never even noticed the room.

The trophy that Ellie had described was right on his desk. It was unmistakable. I groaned. Ellie had neglected to mention that the thing was massive. Where was I supposed to hide this thing? Did she really think I was just going to waltz out of here carrying with this under my arm? Okay, new plan. I looked around until the idea was staring me in the face. The window.

I opened the window and peered out. Every partier was either out front or in the backyard. This window being on the side of the house was perfect for my needs. I picked up the trophy and was shocked at the weight of it. Man, I’ve really got to start working out if lifting a trophy is giving me trouble. With a grunt, I hefted it over to the window and dropped it outside. The trophy felt into the bushes without much noise. Still, I looked around to see if anyone had heard. But with the music and alcohol flowing, no one noticed a girl throw a huge trophy out of a second-story window.

With my part of my plan complete, it was time to make a speedy exit. I went down the stairs and walked out of the frat house. I texted Ellie, telling her we were even and where she could find the trophy. I then went back to my place feeling triumphant, but also a little off. I’d thought about taking off all of my girly clothes and makeup, but for some reason, I didn’t. Even though I was alone, I stayed in the costume for the rest of the night. I told myself that I just didn’t want to ruin Ellie’s hard work. Yeah, I’m sure that’s all it is.   


Chapter Two

5 years later

It has to be here somewhere. It has to be.

I desperately search my tiny dingy apartment that I can no longer afford for my phone. In a place so small you wouldn’t think it would be this easy to misplace things. Enraged, I grab the couch cushions and throw them aside. Nope, not there. Truth be told, I’ve always hated this place. Not just the apartment, but the entire city. I’d moved to LA right after college with a dream of working for a movie studio. I wasn’t really the creative type, but I loved movies and had always wanted to work in an office to help make them.

Years of rejection, student loan debt, and a penchant for poor gambling choices had left me in debt to some very bad people. Namely, one Carl Stanton. A bookie with a lot of unsavory connections. The first time he’d come to collect the money I didn’t have, I’d managed to convince him to give me an extension. The deadline for that extension ended yesterday and of course I don’t still don’t have it. So now I’m running because if they find me, then they’re going to kill me.

My bags were packed and sitting by the door, ready to go. All I needed was my phone and then it was a new start for me in a new city. Well, preferably in a new state too, just to be safe.

The couch was empty. I became more frantic in my search. The truth was, I’m running out of time and places to look. I should have left this place days ago. Hell, even when I’d begged for the extensions, I’d known deep down that I wouldn’t be able to pay it back. Two hundred grand? Instead of being a hot shot studio exec, I’d flitted between low paid assistant roles fetching coffee for people and supplementing that with work as a waiter. I know a waiter in LA. I’d become a cliché. But now wasn’t the time to judge.

Suddenly, I had the brilliant idea to call my phone. Thank God for landlines. I called my phone and heard ringing from behind the couch. I pulled it back and there was my phone. Success! I could finally leave.

Before I can pick up my luggage, my front door gets kicked in. Three scary looking guys enter my apartment. They wore suits but with the visible tattoos around the neck and hands plus the pale skin, made me think they’re eastern European gangsters. The third one I’d met before. His name was Elliot, but I’m pretty sure it was a fake name. He was wearing a shiny gold Rolex and looked positively cheerful to see me.

I turned and made a run for the bathroom. One of the guys tackled me from behind and dragged me over to the couch. He forced me to sit, which let the three of them loom over me menacingly.

“Where’s the money?” Asked Elliot.

Elliot is one of Dean’s chief enforcers. The one he always sends to retrieve money from difficult clients. Terrified, my mind swung between lies and excuses. I couldn’t decide which sounded better, so I started babbling both.

“Yan, hit him,” said Elliot.

The big guy who’d tackled me slapped me hard across the face. It stung and made my eyes water, but I knew that was only the beginning, so I stopped talking and waited.

“The money?” He repeated.

“It’s not here,” I said.

Elliot frowned and then turned to his friends. “Start tossing the place.”

They nodded and began going through my meagre possessions. I didn’t have much, and it wouldn’t take them long to figure that out. I had to think fast.

“So where is it?” He asked me calmly.

“At my bank. I haven’t had time to withdraw it yet.”

His eyes hardened. “You’re telling me you’ve got two hundred K just sitting in your bank account? Show me on your phone.”

Panic spiked as I looked across the floor to where I’d dropped the phone. I moved to get up, but Elliot stopped me and got it instead. He handed it to me with a frown. I’d badly cracked the screen when dropping it. I tried to turn it on, but nothing happened. Yes! Finally, some good news.

“It’s broken,” I said. “I’ll need to go to the bank in person.”

Elliot grimaced, but agreed with me. “Okay, but don’t try anything. We’ll be waiting outside the entire time. There’ll be nowhere for you to go.”

I nodded and checked my mouth. There was a hint of blood on my lip from the guy’s slap. One of his rings must have caught me.

“Mind if I get cleaned up first,” gesturing to my face. His mouth tightened. “It’ll look suspicious otherwise,” I explained.

“Fine, but make it quick.”

I forced myself to walk at normal speed to the bathroom. This was the hardest part. Making myself look defeated and hopeless. Once there, I closed the door and turned on the water in the sink.

What they had managed to overlook was the window in the bathroom that was over the shower. I pushed it open but found that it got stuck halfway. Putting my strength behind it seemed to do nothing. Whatever, it was good enough. I grabbed the edge and hiked myself up, climbing out headfirst. I felt lucky that I was still so skinny. And that I lived on the ground floor.

I dropped down into the bushes in nothing but jeans and a t-shirt. A few people walking by glanced in my direction. I ignored them and took off running. There was no way of knowing how long I had until they figured out that I was gone. Every car could have had them behind it. Paranoid, I found a hiding spot behind a dumpster in an alleyway and waited for over an hour.

When my patience ran out, I crept back to the apartment complex, only to find police cars outside and my door still wide open. I couldn’t go back there and with no money, I couldn’t just stay out on the street. I didn’t even have shoes. No, I needed help. But I couldn’t call anyone in LA. Everyone I knew here was connected to Carl in some way.

I checked my pockets and felt a few coins jingle. There was a payphone not too far from here that still worked. I put the coins in and dialed a number to someone hadn’t spoken to in years. It rang and then a woman’s voice answered, “yes?”

“Ellie? It’s Dan… you know, from college?”

Her voice brightened. “Oh, dan. Hi how are you?”

“I’m actually in a lot of trouble right now and I could use your help. Are you still dating that NFL player who gives you tons of money?”

She laughed.

“Oh no, I’m doing even better than that now. So, what’s this about trouble?”

I told her the complete story and didn’t leave out any details. When I finished by explaining that I was standing on the street barefoot, she interrupted me. “What do you want from me?”

I swallowed. This was the moment that could make or break me.

“Like I said, I need help. If you could give me a little money just for some clothes and a plane ticket to a new city. That’s all I need and then I’ll be out of your hair.”

“We haven’t spoken in nearly five years,” she said bluntly.

“I know, and I regret how things ended between us. But we can't go back and do it differently. I’m sorry if I’m being rude by asking an old friend for money like this, but I really don’t have any other options.”

There was a moment of silence. It stretched on until it worried me. “Are you still there?”

“Here’s what you’re going to do. I’m going to wire you enough money for shoes and a jacket. Then you’re going to go to the airport. You’ll be on a plane bound for Miami by tonight. I’ll pick you up at the airport and you can crash at my place for a while until you figure out your next move.”

I could cry right now. This was a far better offer than I’d expected and certainly better than what I deserved.

“You got it. Thank you, Ellie. I’ll see you soon.”

I gave her the details to make it all possible and then I went to my bank. Let me tell you, going in barefoot without a form of ID caused quite a stir. But I’d dated one of the tellers and she vouched for me long enough to keep me from getting kicked out. Another call from Ellie to them allowed the funds to be released. Now I had a couple hundred bucks. I walked out of there feeling like a king.

There was a modest clothing store around the block. I walked there and bought some new sneakers and a jacket. Nothing fancy, but after walking around cold and barefoot for a few hours, they felt incredibly soft and comforting. After that, it was an Uber to the airport where I was shocked to discover that the ticket Ellie had purchased for me was first class.

In the span of a few hours, I’d gone from being homeless and chased by gangsters to reclining in a large leather chair while a stewardess offered me champagne. Which I gladly accepted, by the way.

The waiting area in the Miami airport was crowded. It struck that I might not have any idea what Ellie looked like now. People can change a lot in five years. But it turns out my fear was misplaced as she’d spotted me first. She whistled and called my name. I turned and saw the beautiful brunette that I’d been best friends with in college. She wore huge sunglasses, grinning while holding a sign. The name on the sign read ‘Danielle’ and I suppressed my irritation. She’s doing me a favor. Just let it go, I told myself. 

Her grin slipped. She’d sensed my mood anyway. “Sorry, I thought you’d find it funny. You know, since it’s been so long?”

“I get it. Thank you for doing this. It’s good to see you,” I said, dodging the elephant in the room.

We hugged and then went to Ellie’s car, which turned out to be a sleek and expensive black Bentley.

“How did you afford this?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “My friend gave it to me.”

So, she was still doing that. It had started late into college and was another reason we’d drifted away. Ellie was a sugar baby. She dated rich older men who, in turn, showered her with gifts and money. They ended up paying for everything: clothes, cars, and even where she lived.

“It pays to have good friends,” she told me.

Ellie drove to her place. After seeing the car, it didn’t surprise me when her place was a huge three-bedroom apartment that overlooked the beach. Once inside, I couldn’t help but stare out the window.

“It looks even better during the day,” she said.

I could imagine. Though I kept that to myself. There was another small elephant that needed to be addressed, which was how long I was staying here for.

“I’ll head out and look for a job tomorrow,” I told her, despite knowing that nothing I qualified for would even allow me to pay half the rent on a place like this.

“Well, I had another idea,” she said, giving me a look that I recognized from our college days.

“No. No way. It’s not happening,” I said.

“It wouldn’t have to be anything serious. You could probably make more money in a single night than you have in the past couple of years.”

“I won’t do it.”

This was why we’d drifted apart back in college. Ellie had so much fun with Danielle that night that she wanted to do it again. At first, I was reluctant, but she’d keep pestering me until I gave in. So I’d dress up as a girl, but then she’d want to go out together, which ended up with guys constantly coming onto me. I kept telling her I was straight and that it made me uncomfortable, but she would just laugh. Then she’d point out that it always looked like I was having a good time. The whole situation came to a head when one guy had figured out which dorm room I was living in. He knocked on my door in the morning after I’d taken off all of my makeup off. It shocked the guy when I answered as Daniel, but I managed to convince him that I was Danielle’s boyfriend. He seemed to believe me and left, but it was too close for comfort. I told Ellie that I was done with Danielle. She couldn’t accept that. She’d argue with me but how happy I’d looked and then I’d yell back at her to let it go. Eventually, we just stopped talking and avoided each other until graduating.

Now she was asking me to step into that world again after all the pain it had caused me. Well, I refuse.

Ellie coughed awkwardly and then said, “there’s something else I haven’t told you. When I said you could crash here, I wasn’t being entirely honest. My current boyfriend Joseph is the insecure type, which is usually great for me because they spend the most money. But when he heard I was letting a friend stay over, he went ballistic at the thought of it being a man. So I told him that my friend Danielle was staying here.”

“And if he comes over, he’ll be expecting two women,” I said, finishing her thought.

“Not to sleep with,” she added quickly. “I told him you weren’t into that stuff and that you’re purely a friend in need.”

“A friend who will get kicked out if this guy comes over?”

I took a moment to collect myself. Today had been a rollercoaster that I’d been wanting to get off since it had started. I needed to breathe and try to let go of some of this tension. Ellie mistook my silence and kept talking.

“Look, I’ll do all the work. I can dress you up as Danielle, and then we go to the hottest club in Miami. I’ll find you a rich guy. Then all you need to do is smile and dance with him for a bit while getting him drunk. After he takes you back to his place, he’ll pass out. Then you just charge his credit card while he’s sleeping or steal his watch. Nothing bad will happen after he wakes up either. Guys like that will be way too embarrassed to call the cops, plus they won’t even miss the money since it's so little to them.”

“You sound like you’ve done this before,” I accused.

She shrugged. “I have. I stole a guy's watch once. Do you know how much I sold it for?”

I shook my head.

“Fifty grand. I then ran into that same guy two weeks later at another bar and he just pretended that he didn’t know me. Just walked right by without a second look.”

“It’s that easy?” I asked. Against my better judgement, I could feel myself warming up to the idea.

“Incredibly. You won’t have to say anything. The music in the club will be so loud, plus a lot of these guys don’t even speak great English to begin with. All they need is a pretty face to get enticed by and then they’ll show off by ordering bottle service for everyone. That’s when you encourage the drinks.”

I frowned. It sounded too good to be true. But I was desperate.

“Fifty grand for one night as Danielle?”

She nodded.

“Okay, but I don’t want to hear anything about it after tonight. No, asking me if Danielle can come out to play or anything like that. Just this one night and then maybe once in an emergency if your boyfriend suddenly drops by. But fifty grand should be more than enough to help me get set up in my own place.” 

“So, is that a yes?”

“It’s a yes,” I confirmed.

Ellie clapped her hands together and pulled me over to her bedroom. It should have troubled me more than it did that she already had clothes laid out ready for me, including a wig.

“Did you always have that?” I asked, pointing at the wig.

“No. I bought it once I knew you were coming,” she said, looking a little embarrassed.

I sighed. “Fine, let’s just do this.”

The transformation followed the same steps as back in college, although this time she didn’t add any padding to my ass.

“Some of these guys can get a little handsy. It will be more convincing if we focus on just enhancing your natural figure for tonight.”

She gave me a smaller B cup bra with smaller inserts and my natural pecs taped up. Another tight cocktail dress that hugged my body, this time in silver. It had been years, but the entire process felt familiar even down to the makeup which Ellie helpfully applied for me. She then handed me a small silver clutch with a new phone in it and a pair of high heels.

“I’m not sure about the shoes.”

Ellie waved off my concerns. “We’ve got a few hours to practice in them. But it will really help exaggerate your figure.”

I thought about going through all of this only to end up crawling back with no success. How many nights would I have to keep doing this for? No, one night only and I get the money.

She handed me the blonde wig. My hands shook nervously as I put it on. But just like magic, Danielle reappeared in the mirror. She was as beautiful and captivating as ever. I got a tiny rush just thinking about all the attention I was going to get at the club. Ellie told me to take that energy and channel it into practicing with my heels while she got ready.

I took a few unsteady steps, careful not to lose my balance. After a few minutes, I made it across the hardwood floor of her living room without wobbling. Then I pictured guys watching me walk by them and I cocked my hips more. Swaying my ass and trying to make the walk as girly as possible.

“Damn, you look sexy,” said Ellie, standing in the doorway.

I blushed. “Thanks.”

Ellie took me to a club called The Electric Room. I wasn’t really the club type, so I didn’t know what to expect, but there was a long line of people waiting to get in that suggested we were in the right place. We hopped out of the Uber right at the entrance. Before I could stop her, she walked up to the doorman with me in tow.

“Can we come in?” she asked.

The doorman took one look at us and nodded, letting us cut past the entire line.

“See, not everything has changed since college,” she told me with a wink.

I smiled and followed her past the coatroom.

Loud music and flashing lights were the first things to hit me as I stepped inside. It was almost overwhelming. Ellie held out her hand and I took it. Just like that, we’d fallen back into our old patterns.

We moved around the crowded dance floor to the bar, where she ordered two martinis. I eyed her as she handed me the drink. Getting drunk seemed like a bad move, given what I was here for.

“It’ll loosen you up,” she told me.

I rolled my eyes but tried it anyway. Taking a sip burned the back of my throat, but it did help me relax a little. From the bar, we surveyed the rest of the club. There wasn’t much I could do here. I had to simply rely on Ellie’s experience to find someone with money and then follow her lead.

Before that could happen, a pale skinny guy in a white V-neck approached me. He was in his early twenties and bursting with overconfidence. His eyes sparkled as leaned against the bar.

“Hi” he said while trying to sound casual.

Ellie saved me the trouble. She leaned across and said, “she’s not interested.”

The man scowled and walked away. Though not far enough as I watched him to retreat to a group of friends. He pointed at us and they laughed.

“Ignore them,” she said. “He’s just upset we turned him down. Remember that he came to talk to you. He wanted you.”

I nodded. She was right. We both looked amazing and there would be more opportunities after that one. “Besides, I could tell he didn’t have money and isn’t this the whole reason you’re here in the first place?”

It was. I desperately needed my own place. Still, it was impossible to discount the pleasant butterflies I’d felt when that guy had approached me. That little of rush of power when you know they want you. It was invigorating. I started to loosen up more.

Ellie kept me engaged in conversation while she’d look over my shoulder for a potential mark. The way she told it was that we couldn’t just go over to a guy and introduce ourselves. No, that would have been too obvious. It would put them off. We instead needed to be more subtle. To throw a few hints their way until they end up deciding to come to us. Ellie told me she was throwing off said signals, which didn’t sound like much to me. Playing with her hair and a few flirtatious glances might have been too subtle for any guy to notice.

“Look over your left shoulder up there,” she said.

I looked. There was a set of stairs leading up to the VIP booths. One of which was filled with a group of guys and girls who seemed to be having a good time. I shrugged as if to say, ‘so what?’

“That’s Christian Dors up there. He’s a legit billionaire. You could probably steal the man’s socks and pay off that debt you owe.”

Alarmed, I looked around to make sure no one had heard her. There was no reason she needed to talk so loudly about these things.

Ellie laughed. “Relax, no one heard me. Anyway, Dors is your white wale. If you land him, then all your troubles are over.”

The question was how to do it. I couldn’t even make out any of their faces from down here, and none of them were looking in my directions. To make matters worse, there was another bouncer standing in front of the VIP entrance, turning people away. And even if I managed to make my way into the VIP area, I still had no idea what this guy looked like.

Her next thought was interrupted as two guys approached. This time, they were a bit more subtle than the V-neck one had been. They ignored us for a moment and ordered drinks for themselves. After talking quietly amongst themselves for a bit, one of them then casually glanced in my direction and asked, “you come here often?”

I was about to frown and shake my head when Ellie said, “this is our first time, actually. I’m Ellie, by the way, and this is Danielle. You should know she’s French and doesn’t know a word of English.”

I smiled politely, but I had no idea where this was going. The guy introduced himself and his friend, but the music was loud enough that I couldn’t make it out. Regardless, it seemed like Ellie had a plan, and that plan seemed to involve these two. After a bit more back and forth that I barely followed, the four of us finished our drinks and went out onto the dance floor.

We danced together but the whole time, I kept throwing glances towards that VIP section. Eventually, I spotted a handsome man in his mid thirties up there. He leaned against the railing and looked out over the club. Was that him? He looked the type. Powerful and in control. The center of attention for his group. As he surveyed the club, our eyes met. A ghost of a smile touched my lips before I felt my dance partner pull me away. When I turned to look back up at the railing, the handsome man was gone.

After the song had finished, Ellie and I regrouped at the bar. Our dance partners had followed us and while Ellie didn’t outright dismiss them, I could tell that she wanted to. They hovered around us like eager bees. One of them wanted to buy us drinks. Ellie said something, but I wasn’t paying attention. I was too busy staring at the VIP area. The bouncer who was guarding it had walked away. This was my chance.

Acting with more confidence than I truly felt, I held my head high and walked purposefully towards the VIP stairs. I went up to them without looking back and felt relieved when I saw that Christian’s group was still there. There was still time to pull this off. The handsome man from before was sitting in the center, listening to someone tell a story. He noticed me as I approached. His smile beckoned me to come closer. My stomach was a bundle of nerves, but I kept moving forward, praying that I’d picked the right guy. I only made it three more steps before a large hand clamped down on my shoulder.

I turned to see the bouncer glaring down at me. “Name?” He asked in a tone that suggested I wasn’t on the list, no matter what I said.

“Uh,” I stuttered intelligently.

“It’s alright, she’s with me,” a voice cut through.

The bouncer let go of my shoulder like it was on fire. “Sorry Mr. Dors,” he said to the handsome man.

I felt a wave of triumph as Christian Dors had just saved me from getting kicked out of the club. I couldn’t have asked for a better opening. This was my moment. I can’t screw it up.

He stood up to greet me. I took a step towards him, but my left heel wobbled and suddenly I was falling. Christian rushed forward, closing the distance between us, and caught me.

“Are you alright?” He asked, looking concerned.

I nodded and smiled.

He led me to his table and offered me a drink. I made a sign that said I didn’t understand English. It took him a moment, but then he seemed to understand. He turned to the others and began telling a funny story about some embarrassing moment at a party. I tuned it out, both because I found it boring, and because I didn’t want it to look like I knew English.

With no one paying much attention to me, I looked down to check on Ellie. She noticed me and give me a thumbs up. I pulled my phone out of my clutch and texted her to start sending drinks. It wasn’t originally part of the plan, but Christian didn’t seem like a big drinker and I couldn’t order them myself. For once, Ellie agreed without complaining.

A few minutes later, one of the waitstaff appeared with a few bottles of expensive champagne.

Christian frowned. “Who’s it from?”

“Anonymous friend,” one of the waitstaff replied.

“Okay, bring them over and thank this friend. I bet its Ocean Associates, trying to get into my good graces,” he told his friends. He laughed and then they laughed. I didn’t get it, but I smiled and played the role of the embarrassed foreigner who doesn’t know what’s going on.

Drinks were served and whenever he wasn’t looking, I’d refill his glass. Unfortunately, whenever he’d pick it up, he’d want me to drink too. I didn’t get drunk, but I was feeling a slightly tipsy. By the time I noticed Christian was beginning to slur his words, I knew it was time to get him home.

Throughout the conversation, I stayed physically close to him. But once he’d gotten drunk enough, my hand touched the tip of his before moving onto his leg. Christian got the message and soon I was being whisked out of the club with his hand around my waist. The moment we stepped outside; his driver pulled up in a Bentley. Christian opened the door for me like a gentleman. This time, I didn’t have to fake a smile. Nobody’s ever been nice enough to open the door for me before. Must be the champagne talking, but even drunk, he appeared quite charming and handsome. I realized that I was actually going to feel bad about robbing the guy. But it was desperate times and Ellie’s charitability would only extend so far. I squashed whatever empathy I had when his driver took us to his house. Or should I say his estate, since he seemed to live in a huge gated mansion right next to the beach. This man has probably lost ten grand down his couch cushions and never even noticed that it was gone.

He eyed me as we stopped. So far, he’d been respectful, but I wondered if that was because of the driver. Christian stared at me with a longing and hunger that made me jealous. It had been a long time since a woman had ever looked that way at me. But the illusion of Danielle seems to evoke it in men everywhere with ease. It didn’t feel fair.

As we stopped, Christian insisted on getting the car door for me, and I felt conflicted. Part of me was flattered and enjoyed the attention. While another part of me just wanted this to be over as quickly as possible. Reluctantly, I let him do it. He’ll be more comfortable and susceptible if we do things his way. Christian offered his hand and helped me out of the car. He didn’t let go of my hand afterwards as he led me to the house.

We entered the foyer, and I was momentarily taken aback by the size of it. High ceilings punctuated with a giant chandelier gave way to black and white marble floors. The place was so grand that it made me feel like I was with royalty.

So this is how the rich truly live. Suddenly, Ellie’s lifestyle was starting to make more sense if it meant spending a lot of time in places like these.

Christian patiently let me gawk before gently leading me up the stairs. Only pausing briefly so that I could admire the artwork hanging on the walls. His hand never leaving mine for even a moment. Strangely, I could feel myself becoming more comfortable this way and again I felt bad. But again, I suppressed those feelings.

Eventually, we made it to his bedroom. A place with dark ornate furniture and black silk sheets over a king-size fourposter bed that dominated the center of the room.

I felt a gentle pull towards the bed from him and I panicked. If Christian discovered the truth, then this was all over. For the first time since arriving, I slipped out of his clutches and gently shoved him back onto the bed. Just like old times, I thought to myself.

He invited me to join him. I smiled and gestured for him to wait before going into his bathroom. Now, the troublesome part is waiting for him to pass out. If he stays awake too long and sobers up, then I’m screwed. The entire night will have been a bust. If that does happen, then I’ll just have to signal to him that I want to leave. That is, if he’ll let me leave. I shook my head. No, Christian doesn’t seem like that. He’s been nothing but kind this whole time. It sucks that I have to rob him.

I waited in the bathroom for forty-five minutes before peeking my head out. As I’d hoped, Christian was fast asleep on the bed. Taking more of Ellie’s advice, I crept along to his walk-in closet and felt a pang of jealousy. The closet was almost larger than my old apartment. But now’s not the time. I have to focus. In the middle of the closet lay a set of drawers. Gently, I opened the first one and found what I was looking for. A tray that contained thirty expensive watches of metal and gold. My eyes roamed over them greedily, but my tiny clutch would only have space for one. Besides, the less I took, the less risk there is of the theft being stolen. In the end, I grabbed a metallic one that had the most expensive brand name that I’d heard of and put it in my bag.

I called an Uber on my phone and went to leave. Out of the corner of my eye, Christian moved. I froze. A few seconds ticked by. I looked back and felt a wave of relief. He’d simply rolled over in his sleep. Eager to get out, I left as quietly as I could. There was no sign of anyone else in the house when we’d entered and so I could only hope that was the same when leaving.

The hallway appeared empty. I took a tentative step and winced as my heels audibly clicked on the hardwood floors.

Quickly, I slipped my heels off, hurried along the hallway, down the stairs, and out into the night. My heart raced as I ran barefoot down the path with heels in one hand and my purse in the other. But I dared not stop until I’d left the property. Once past the front gate, I put the heels back on and walked a block away. My Uber was waiting for me, just as I’d planned. For the first time in a long time, it’d felt like I’d won. It felt like a victory.

I got back to Ellie’s and saw I’d missed a message from her. She wasn’t there, but she’d left me a key to get into the place. Much like before, I curled up into bed in women’s underwear, telling myself there’s no point in taking it off.

Just like old times.


Chapter Three

Ice cold water hit me and I sat up with a jolt. A group of blurry figures stood around me. Was this Ellie’s boyfriend? I wiped my eyes and realized it was worse. Christian Dors stood over me with a scary heavy set bald man behind him.

They’d made no sound in entering and the worst occurred to me.

“Is Ellie okay?” I asked, forgetting about my voice entirely.

“Your friend isn’t here,” Christian said.

They must have picked the lock. The man he’d brought wasn’t the kind that needed to kick in doors, though he certainly looked capable of that too.

Christian gave me an inquisitive look and so I decided to play dumb.

“I thought we had a good time last night. What’s with all the drama?”

“I have security cameras installed in my house. In every room. Did you really think you could steal my father's watch and get away with it?”

Damn it. Of all the watches to take, I had to grab the one he was sentimental to. Wait a minute, cameras? That means he’s got footage of me stealing a five-figure watch. Oh god. I can’t go to prison.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. The watch is fine. It’s in the silver purse on the desk over there,” I pointed.

“We know. Alfred here, already retrieved it for me. That’s what he does. It took him less than two hours to find you. Did you really think you could steal from me?”

I said nothing because there was nothing I could say. And because I was scared.

“Who do you work for?” He asked.

I narrowed my eyes. There was something there. Yes, a man this wealthy would have enemies, perhaps even powerful ones. Would pretending to work for one give me more security or less? In the end, it felt like too complicated a scheme, so I simply told him the truth.

“I don’t work for anyone. I went to the club looking for a rich guy to steal from. I have no money and I was desperate. That’s not an excuse. What I did was wrong and I’m sorry.”

Christian turned to his man. “Alfred, can you give us a moment?”

Alfred nodded and went outside.

“You look like you’re doing alright for money,” he said, gesturing at the room I was in.

I shook my head. “I’m penniless. This place, the clothes I wear and everything else was just loaned to me by a friend. I have nothing.”

Christian's eyes softened. “Then perhaps I can help. I need a task to be performed and it just so happens that you are well suited for it. If you do this thing for me, then I will erase the tape and press no charges against you.”

“What task?”

“I cannot say until you’ve agreed, but it will involve being Danielle for a considerable length of time. If everything goes well, then I will even reward you with the monetary value of the watch.”

It took all my restraint not to ask how much that was. I considered his offer, though I had little a choice. If I refused him, then I’d end up in prison, but if I played the role of Danielle, then I’d walk away with my freedom and the money to start over. There was just one final concern.

“How long is a considerable time?” I asked.

Christian considered for a moment. “Eighteen months should do it,” he said. “But you’ll also need to stay at the beach house you ran away from last night.”

A year and a half as Danielle. I didn’t know if I could do it. The longest I’d managed it before was an entire week back in college. With all the constant partying and Ellie’s encouragement, I’d gotten carried away with it. Then, when I tried to go back to normal, Ellie and I had gotten into an argument that led to us falling out. However, there was no choice this time. I have to do it. So I will find a way to make it work.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

“Excellent, grab your things. We’ll be leaving in ten minutes.”

It took me less than five since I’d arrived in Miami empty handed. Instead, I borrowed a few outfits from Ellie that I doubted she’d miss, then got in the car.

Christian explained the plan on the way. It sounded absurd, but he held my life in his hands, so I simply nodded along and agreed. The plan came to him this morning when he’d realized I’d not only disappeared, but that I’d stolen his watch. You see, he’d been courting a business partnership with another company for years, but they had always rebuffed him. The head of the company was an old-fashioned family man who didn’t want to do business with a young, single playboy. Christian realized he needed a woman, and fast. But he couldn’t just get a girlfriend. It needed to be more serious than that. He needed a fiancé or perhaps even a wife. But even with a prenuptial agreement, there was no guarantee that a judge wouldn’t toss it out if this wife chose a divorce. Then he saw me on the security tape and it occurred to him that he had a woman that could never betray him.

It made perfect sense. I couldn’t betray him without risking prison. He told me we wouldn’t have to be together for real. That we would sleep in separate rooms. All I had to do was act like a loving partner in public.

Christian explained that he’d use his connections to create all the paperwork for a real Danielle. Then social media profiles would be created that were filled with pictures of us together. Christian was famous enough that people would try to dig into my background, but by the time they do, the identity will look official.

He made it sound so easy. Just a few pictures here, a few public dinners there, but I worried about what it would take to do this. I asked if we’d end up getting married for real.

He laughed. “It’s unlikely, but if we do, it would only be temporary. A couple of months at the most before a quiet divorce and your old identity is given back to you. No one will ever know what you did or who you are.”

I nodded, and we drove the rest of the way in silence.

Inside the beach house, a blonde woman in her forties was there to greet us. She reminded me of a yoga instructor and dressed like one too.

“This is Emily,” said Christian. “She’s going to help rough out those edges with the identity.”

“Rough out the edges?” I asked.

“He means your voice,” Emily said. “And your posture, makeup, and everything else you’ll need in order to look like someone that should be Christian Dors’s fiancé.”

“Listen to Emily. She’ll be your teacher and help you with anything you need while you’re here.”

“You’re not staying?” I asked, feeling alarmed.

“No, not yet. I have business in New York. Besides, being here for too long will draw too much attention to this house. No, I’ll come back when Danielle is ready.” He then leaned in close and whispered, “And remember, Emily knows everything that I do. She has my full authority. If she tells you to do something, know that it is the same as me telling you.”

I nodded. So Emily had a copy of the tape as well. That was good to know. Though right now, I had no intention of backing out of the deal.

Emily and Christian then hugged each other like old friends and spoke together in lowered voices, smiling. I stood off to the side, watching them. Then, without a word, he turned around and left. No goodbyes or anything. Suddenly, the place felt a lot emptier.

“Come on, let me show you to your room,” said Emily.

We went upstairs. The bedroom was covered in pink and white and while not as large as Christian’s; it had its own bathroom and walk-in closet, which was currently empty.

“Don’t worry, we’ll soon start filling this closet soon enough. First with the things that I choose, but once you’ve got the hang of it, you’ll be picking out your own clothes.” She said it like I should be excited, but I didn’t really care.

“Why should it matter if I know about fashion?”

Emily frowned. “Didn’t Christian explain it all to you? This is going to be a complete transformation. When I’m done with you, you’ll look, sound, act, and even think like a woman. There’ll be no need for scripts or for you to come up with lies on the spot. You’ll say and do the right things instinctively. Which brings me to the medicine cabinet in your bathroom.”

She opened the cabinet and held out several bottles. “This is your medication regimen,” she explained. “Everything a growing girl needs.”

“Hormones?” I asked, aghast.

She nodded. “No more padding your bra with fake boobs. Trust me, men prefer the real thing, anyway.”

“I can’t grow breasts! Christian told me this is only temporary.”

“And it is. Once this is all over, you can stop taking the medication and we can remove the breasts with plastic surgery at our expense. But none of this should concern you now. The important thing is that you throw yourself into this transformation with dedication and focus. A lot is riding on Christian to make this deal happen and you would not do well in prison. The sooner you embrace all this, the easier it will be.”

She held out the bottle of pills. My hand shook as I took it and swallowed a pill.

Emily smiled. “Thank you, Danielle. Now get changed into some workout gear. The woman we’ll be creating loves to workout and how it enhances her body.”

I nodded. “Uh, what sort of clothes should I pick?” Everything in the closet looked confusing and alien to me.

“It’ll be just us in the house today, so it’s up to you. But I’d pick something sexy. There’s no reason you shouldn’t look hot at all times, even at home.”

She left to wait downstairs for me. It was frustrating. Being Danielle in college and at the club yesterday had been fun and exciting. Now that it was being forced on me, it felt more like a burden. Still, I had to keep Emily and Christian happy. Embrace Danielle and then when the time comes, I’ll be collecting a lot more money from them than a measly fifty grand. See, Emily had given it away. Christian had a lot riding on this, she’d said. This means I’ll have an opportunity to ask for more, but not yet. Not until we’ve officially become a couple and the public knows about us. Until then, I just have to do what they say.

I selected a pair of gray yoga pants that clung to me like a second skin but stretched with me when I moved. The tightness of them helped show off my butt and legs, my two best assets, so I figured Emily would approve. Then I added a turquoise tank top that left half of my stomach exposed. Checking myself out in the mirror made me feel better. I do make a convincingly attractive woman. Though I’d almost forgotten one detail. I took off my wig and set it aside before joining Emily downstairs.

She pursed her lips in irritation when she saw me. “Your hair is a mess.”

“Well, I couldn’t work out in my wig now, could I?”

“True. It’s fine. We have enough time to let your hair grow out.” She picked up a tablet off of the side and started typing. “I’ll add some more hair care products to the list. Even with that current ugly man’s haircut, we can make some improvements.”

“Sounds good,” I agreed.

Emily finished her notes and then began our workout. It was a series of body weight exercises and yoga poses. At times she’d work alongside me doing the exercises as I did them, but then at others she’d stop to correct my form. Despite being a bit older than me, she was still vibrant and beautiful. It felt good when she was near me. I could smell her sweet perfume and feel her hands on my body. Once she had me squatting and told me to squeeze my butt every time I raised up. She’d test this by grabbing my ass to check. I became hard instantly, though she pretended not to notice. Too embarrassed to say anything, I kept doing the body weight squats.

“Okay, that’s enough,” she said.

I almost collapsed. Sweat was pouring off of me and I was breathing heavy.

“You did well. Would you like a reward?” She asked me.

I didn’t understand what she meant, but I nodded without thinking. Emily crept up behind and wrapped her hands around my waist. I looked over my shoulder and she kissed me. Warm and sweet. Her tongue danced in my mouth while one of her hands went into my pants and found my hard cock. I moaned as she started stroking me. We broke off our kiss and stared into each other’s eyes. Both filled with lust and hunger. I didn’t want it to stop, but there was doubt in the back of my mind and so I had to ask her. “Did Christian ask you to do this?”

She shook her head. “I like men, women, and everything in between,” she whispered before kissing my neck.

Emily sped up the stroking. “Are you going to cum for me like a good girl?”

I nodded, gasping as I felt myself get closer to the edge.

“Then say it.”

“I want to cum like a good girl,” I moaned.

“Keep going,” she instructed.

Oh god. I was so close. My body tensed as I tried to hold out. To prolong the moment. But I had to keep talking, and it was sending me over the edge. “Cum like a good girl… like ahh girl,” I cried out as my cock exploded. Shooting load after load out onto the floor.

It’d felt incredible. I tried to say as much, but Emily kissed me again. It was strange, but even with another woman, I still didn’t feel like a man. Maybe it had something to do with Emily being slightly taller than me, or maybe it was the fact that she was in charge. That she had made me the submissive one, but when she was jerking me off, I’d felt feminine and girly. I’d felt like a girl and it had felt amazing.


Chapter Four

A few months passed by in the house. At times it was wonderful and at others it was hell. In all that time, I never left the house. Not once. I wasn’t allowed to. Attempts were made, but thwarted by either Emily or Alfred. They were the only two people I had contact with in all that time. I hadn’t seen or heard from Christian since the day he dropped me off. Though Emily assured me that they were in regular contact and my progress was excellent. It wouldn’t be much longer, she told me, knowing how hard it’s been for me.

Emily and I would be intimate again, but it was never more than momentary pleasure. She was still my teacher and the person who threatened to have me arrested if I left the property. Which, to be honest, didn’t diminish our sex life as much as you’d think.

Though the sex itself did change. As promised, the hormones altered my body and mind. My skin became softer and my voice rose to a slightly higher register. Small budding breasts grew until after a measuring session it was declared that I officially had A cup boobs. Emily and I celebrated with copious amounts of alcohol. Which was probably one of the best things about this place. It was always kept fully stocked with the best stuff.

The very next morning, bras were added to my regular wardrobe, and I began experimenting with different styles. Emily said to remain aware of how they feel because it’s entirely possible that I might outgrow them. She said there’s no way of knowing how big my boobs could get.

When I’d first heard that I’d be taking hormones, I’d understandably freaked out. But now it all seemed kind of fun. My nipples had become incredibly sensitive, and I loved when Emily would play with them. There were other changes too. My facial features had softened somewhat. Even without makeup, my face looked more like a woman’s than a man’s, especially as my hair grew longer. It still wasn’t as long as the wig I used to wear but I’d dyed it bright blonde to match and it hung down past my ears in a pixie cut style.

Clothes now felt amazing to wear or see myself in too, as my body changed. Emily’s workouts mixed with the hormones caused me to lean out in some places while others got bigger. Along with my chest, my ass became rounder and more pronounced. Tight-fitting jeans or yoga pants that showed it off soon became my favorite clothing choices. Alfred never spoke to me, but I enjoyed and craved his and Emily’s stares as I’d sashay past in some revealing outfit. Being beautiful as Danielle had always given me a rush, a sense of power, but now it was my sole outlet.

Every idea Emily had for me, I adopted without question. Even if it meant hours of feminine walking practice, vocal training, or makeup tutorials.

I woke up feeling excited. Today was going to be a great day. Today was going to be my first time outside of the estate since I got here. Emily had told me a few days ago that she was going to take me to a salon, since my hair had grown long enough. It was my chance to reconnect with the outside world, and I couldn’t wait.

Slipping out of my pink sheets, I padded downstairs in a nightgown that stopped mid-thigh. My two other housemates were already up. Alfred sat at the kitchen table reading a newspaper while Emily was making coffee. I danced into the room, humming part of a song I’d heard from one of my favorite makeup artists. Alfred’s eyes left the paper as I walked by. I could feel them being hypnotically drawn to my ass. Without thinking, I put a little extra sway into my hips as I went past, hoping that Emily would notice too. Victory was mine when I went to grab a bowl of cereal and I caught her sneaking glances as I reached up to the top shelf.

Both of them were wise to my games, however, and pretended to ignore me whenever I looked at them or tried something. Emily never showed much interest when I started flirting with her. Things always had to happen on her schedule and on her terms. So the sex or intimacy always felt like it was happening out of the blue. Alfred, on the other hand, was a rock. Well, a rock-shaped man anyway. He never spoke to me. Not one word. I’d seen him murmuring to Emily before in a low voice, so I knew that he was capable of speech. Perhaps Christian had ordered him to ignore me? In the end, it didn’t matter since it made teasing him all the more fun.

I sat down opposite him with my cereal, staring at him as I took bites. His eyes were now glued firmly to the newspaper.

“What are you reading?” I asked, leaning forward.

Alfred’s gaze flicked from my face, down to my chest and then back to the paper in under a second. Emily rolled her eyes at me. I grinned, leaning back, feeling secure in my victory. 

“It’s a big step today,” said Emily. “I need you to be on your best behavior. That means being ready for any Danielle related conversation and responding in the right manner.”

We’d be over all this already and it was irritating to be reminded of it. For one thing, I’d only been referred to as Dani or Danielle now for months. It had become ingrained in me to respond to it as if it was my name. Hell, with all the clothes, makeup, and body changes, it felt a lot more like my name than Daniel did these days. The other thing she was talking about was my backstory. Danielle had a whole life fabricated that I was expected to know by heart. It’d seemed excessive, but Emily was quite insistent.

I sighed. “I know. I remember it all. Now, will you please help me choose an outfit?”

Emily’s eyes lit up. “I’d be delighted to.”

Upstairs, my closet had been rapidly filling up. With Emily’s encouragement, I became more interested in women’s fashion and making myself look good. It only occurred to me recently that every purchase request was granted without question. That I basically had unlimited credit for anything fashion or beauty related. Needless to say, buying new shoes or clothes became one of my other main hobbies.

Emily eyed my wardrobe with a slight frown. “This isn’t your official debut, so there’s no need to go all out. Ideally, it should be casual while still looking cute. Do you have any ideas?”

I nodded and immediately picked out five outfits. It’s all I’d been thinking about for the past couple of days.

She examined each one silently before declaring number three the winner. It was a pair of white shorts, open-toed sandals, and a pink tank top.

“Isn’t it a little too casual?” I asked her. “I thought the point was to stand out.”

Emily frowned. “Oh, honey, you’ve been cooped up here for too long. We could put you in a sack and you’d still stand out. You're gorgeous. Christian is a lucky man.”

Let’s hope so, I thought to myself as I got changed.

I was more nervous than I’d imagined I’d be when we left the estate. Those big wrought-iron gates shutting behind me. I kept glancing back as if this was some kind of trick. It made sense though since the last time I’d left, it had been with a dream of selling Christian’s watch and getting my own apartment as Daniel.

The salon was a small, tucked away place off the main road. There were only a handful of other cars parked here. My immediate impression was that this was a sketchy unsafe area to be in, which made me wonder if the driver had made a mistake.

Emily saw my expression and laughed. “Don’t worry. You’re about to enter one of the best kept secrets in Miami.”

I nodded and tried to keep my racing pulse in check. Emily led the way while I meekly followed.

Inside was a brightly lit space with pink walls. The color was comforting. It reminded me of my room. There was only two other women here. One behind the counter, likely the hair stylist, accepting a credit card and a paying customer.

“Thank you for coming,” said the hair stylist, handing back her card.

“Thanks for the great work,” said the customer.

Wait a second. I recognize that voice. The customer turned, saw my face, and stopped. Our eyes widened in shock.

“Ellie?!” I exclaimed.

Then I was swept up into a tight hug. Ellie cried softly on my shoulder.

“Hey, it’s good to see you too,” I said.

“Your voice?”

“Yeah, I’ve been Danielle for a while. I kinda figured I should have a voice that matches rather than be a mute this whole time.”

She laughed. “It suits you.”

Then she punched me in the shoulder. “You asshole. I thought those guys from LA had found you. I’ve been worried sick.”

Damn, I hadn’t even thought about that. To Ellie, I’d just vanished without a trace. No wonder she was upset. I wanted to tell her everything. Unfortunately, I could also feel Emily silently hovering behind me. Waiting to see what I’d do.

Meanwhile, the hair stylist told us to wait a moment before she went into the backroom. Now that it was just the three of us, I figured it was safe to talk more freely.

“This is Emily,” I said, bring her into the conversation. “I’ve been staying with her these past few months.”

“Nice to meet you,” Ellie said.

“Likewise.”

Ellie glanced at her watch. “Damn, I’m going to be late. You must tell me everything,” she said to me. “I mean it. No disappearing.”

I nodded. “I swear. We’ll get lunch this week,” I promised.

Ellie hugged me again and rushed out to her car.

“Is this going to be a problem?” I asked Emily.

She shook her head. “We’ve known about Ellie Peters since the morning after you stole the watch. Christian is friends with the owner of the club you were and Ellie paid with her card, which left an easy trail to follow. But you should know that if she does say anything publicly, then the consequences will fall on you.”

“She won’t say anything.”

“Good. Then there’s nothing to worry about. Now, try to enjoy your time here. This is meant to be fun.”

The hair stylist returned and directed me to take a seat. I was expecting some kind of chatty Kathy, who was eager to talk my ear off. Instead, this stylist worked in silence. Utterly focused on her work. The quiet boredom was getting to me, so Emily and I talked about my future dinner date. We discussed different dress ideas and shoes before we deciding that we needed to go shopping again. She promised that this time we’d go in person instead of just having clothes delivered to the house. It felt exciting talking about the prospect of shopping for a dress. I almost shook my head, much to the annoyance of the hairstylist. Being Danielle for so long was clearly getting to me. It had only been around three months. What was I going to be like six months from now? I tried not to think about it and instead focus on the huge payday I’ve got coming my way once this was over.

The hair stylist ended up creating an incredible result. My hair looked amazing and I couldn’t stop staring in the mirror.

“You were right,” I said to Emily. “I’m glad we came.”

Emily smiled but, in her eyes, I could tell that she was holding something back. I didn’t push, though. I was too happy to ruin the moment. On the drive back, that feeling merged into contentment. For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t rushing around trying to put out fires. Not bouncing from one low-paying job to the next to urgently cover my impending debts. Nor was I desperately flirting at bars with women out of my league. Now, I was driving back to a mansion with a beautiful woman at my side. I didn’t feel lucky, though. As Danielle, I knew my worth and, if anything, Emily was the lucky one.

The closer we got to the house, the tenser and quieter she became. I didn’t know what to say. It didn’t seem related to meeting Ellie or anything I’d done. I just had to hope she’d open up about it in her own time.

When we finally reached the house, Emily turned to me and looked me up and down. “You look wonderful,” she said, before getting out of the car and heading inside.

Okay, that was weird.

I went inside and stopped. Christian was there. His eyes lit up when he saw me. I smiled back, feeling flattered by his reaction.

“You look wonderful,” he told me.

“Thank you. I didn’t think you’d be back so soon.”

“Emily says you’re ready and I have to agree. Our first public appearance will be tonight. I’ll be taking you out to dinner. There’s also a present waiting for you in your room.”

He turned away and went into another room, signaling that the conversation was over. Feeling rebellious, I peeked into the room and saw a small team of people huddled around computers. One of the screens had a picture of me as Danielle on it. They must be the people forging documents for my new identity. With Christian’s money, those things will probably be foolproof.

I left him to it and went upstairs to check out my present.

A large box was sitting on the bed and inside was a gorgeous flowing silver dress. I couldn’t wait to try it on. I held it up against my body and watched my reflection. I’m going to look so good. Christian will definitely get a hard-on when he sees me. Wait, why am I thinking about his dick? I shook my head. I’ve been watching too much girly content where they talk about boys. It’s starting to mess with my head.

For the rest of the day, I kept to myself in my room. Christian was busy juggling business responsibilities with my new identity. Meanwhile, Emily had disappeared to who knows where and wasn’t responding to my texts.

I tried to distract myself, but I kept getting horny. For some reason my sex drive had increased like crazy. It didn’t take long before I started looking for porn to watch. The hormones had made my penis shrink a little, but it still worked just as before. My porn search history, however, had started to change. Being Danielle so much got me interested in similar porn. So, I started watching men crossdress as women and then that led me to watching sissy bimbo porn.

One time, I’d gotten so horny that I’d ordered sex toys to be delivered to the house. Luckily, everyone else was busy when they’d arrived, so I was able to sneak them upstairs into my room.

Now it was time to get my favorite toy. A thick ten-inch dildo that I lubed up and slipped inside me. Then I put on my most watched sissy porn video and began riding the dildo. Feeling it fill me up inside. Feeling the small twinges of pleasure as it hit my prostate. It was incredible. I bounced up and down while my eyes were glued to the screen. It featured girls with small hard cocks like mine. Some rode dildos too, but others were getting fucked by real men. The video erratically switched between them along to techno music. Words would flash on the screen.

You love his cock, don’t you? I read. You want it all inside you. That’s all you want. Just a dumb hot bimbo. All that matters is looking pretty and getting boys. You want them to stare at your luscious tits and your round ass. It gets them excited. You love making their big cocks hard. 

I bounced harder on my dildo. My small hard cock straining against my panties to be free. The excitement grew stronger and stronger until the orgasm hit. I moaned as I came. Riding until every last drop left me. The pleasure was like nothing I’d ever felt before. I guess that’s one more benefit to being a girl that I can add to the list.


Chapter Five

I got ready for dinner alone. With my outfit already selected, Emily trusted me to be able to handle the hair and makeup by myself. I’d certainly gotten enough practice at it over the last few months. But it had never felt like work. The result was always in making me look hotter, sexier. It made the learning fun and encouraged me to get better at it.

When I was ready, I strode out confidently down the stairs in my high heels. Christian waited for me at the bottom, wearing a suit without a tie.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

I blushed. “You look nice too,” I stammered, suddenly feeling nervous.

He took my hand and pulled me close. The first thing that I noticed was the subtle scent of his cologne and then I felt his hot breath on my neck as he whispered to me, “you’re going to do great.”

A small shiver ran down my spine as he led me to a car that was waiting for us. It always felt a little bit like magic. Wherever Christian was, suddenly the right person appeared when he needed them to. He never seemed to wait for a car to show up. Everyone was always on time for him. Now I was swept up in that vortex too.

Christian took me to an exclusive restaurant that he assured me that I’d love. When we arrived, he got out first and opened my door for me. I smiled and took his hand. It was hard not to look around. He’d told me that there’d be paparazzi photographing us tonight. I wanted to see if I could spot them, but Christian had said that that would be a bad idea. Instead, I focused on those deep blue eyes of his.

The restaurant itself was quiet, but not empty. Everyone looked wealthy in their dinner jackets and designer dresses. More than a few of them stared at Christian, but then I noticed some of the men staring at me too.

I ignored them too and focused back on Christian, who seemed to never pay attention to anyone unless he was speaking with them.

Throughout the dinner, I was a nervous wreck. We’d never prepped for what I’d actually say once we were on a date. I had no idea what to talk about. First, I’d tried asking questions about his business. I feigned interest, but the answers seemed incredibly boring. Christian, to his credit, noticed this and tried to ask me about my life, but that just made me feel worse. So much time had been spent on the physical transformation that there hadn’t been room for anything else. I had no hobbies or interests besides fashion and makeup. I was starting to feel self conscious.

Christian reached across the table and took my hand. He smiled and said, “hey it’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with just wanting to look pretty. Embrace it.”

Heat rose throughout my body and I was sure that I was blushing again. He kept his hand on top of mine and I let him. It was a comfort, but it also made me feel something else. A stirring of desire.

The rest of the dinner flowed smoothly after that. Christian was right. I didn’t need to prove myself with boring conversation about hobbies or business. I was the prize. He wanted me here and judging by the continued glances I received from other people, it was clear that they wanted me too. So I let him do the talking. I laughed at his jokes and by the end of the night, my head was buzzing from all the positive attention. Everything was going so well that I didn’t want it to end.

But it did.

As we left the restaurant, Christian stopped me. Before I could say anything, his hand was around my waist and he kissed me. It only lasted for a few seconds, but it felt like forever. Once it was over, he whispered, “I think they got the picture.”

My heart shattered, and I felt like an idiot. Of course, this whole thing had been an act. He’d told me that himself from the beginning. Only I was dumb enough to get fooled by it, anyway.

I smiled. Pretending everything was fine until we got inside the car. Then we rode back to the house in ominous dead silence.


Chapter Six

This whole thing was a lie, and I hated it. Christian had moved in full time now, though I hardly saw him. He’d wake up at five am and be gone to the office by seven. I opted to wake up at eight to avoid seeing him as much as possible. Still, more pictures of us were taken together, sometimes by the pool or the beach. There were more dinner dates and a few lunches around town. Word had quickly gotten out about the billionaire’s new girlfriend. Christian seemed pleased and would say as much. In public, I faked the enthusiasm as best as I could but it was always harder to pretend behind closed doors. So when he told me that the moment had finally arrived and I was apathetic, he became concerned.

“I thought you’d be more excited,” he said. “This is it. Don has finally agreed to meet with me. We’ll be heading up to his place in Aspen to meet him and his wife. If we play our cards right, then I might be able to get a handshake deal there and then. I’ll make a killing and you’ll get your life back. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Yes. I just want this over with,” I said pointedly.

Christian nodded and appeared satisfied with my answer. “It’ll be cold in Aspen, so dress appropriately. We’ll leave in a couple of hours.”

I wanted to argue. To fight with him and say that I wasn’t going. It felt petty, but I wanted to feel in control for once. But it would go against everything that I was working for. I’ve come too far to stop now.

Christian took my hand. “I promise you that we’re close. I just need you to hold on a little bit longer.”

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding and leant against him like we did in a previous shoot. This time, it was just the two of us. No cameras. No acting. He put his arm around my waist and held me.

After a few moments, we broke apart. “It’s going to be okay,” he murmured. “I have some work to do. Are you going to be alright?”

I nodded, and he went into his office to make business calls.

I packed a bag for cold weather and met him out in the back.

“Aren’t we taking a car?” I asked him.

He shook his head and checked his watch. “Should be any minute now,” he said.

“What is…” I cut myself off as I saw it in the distance slowly growing closer. We weren’t taking a car, we were taking a helicopter. I guess with Christian here, I was getting to see how the rich truly live.

The helicopter landed in the backyard on a flat piece of land. We kept our heads low as we approached. The pilot got out and opened the doors for us and helped us into our seats. Once secure, we took off, and I watched the place I’d lived for the better part of a year just fall away.

Two things surprised me about the helicopter. The first was that they were surprisingly comfortable and, much like with planes, it didn’t feel like we were flying. The second was just how loud they were. I tried to say as much to Christian.

He shook his head and pointed to a pair of headphones on the side. We both put a pair on.

“Tell me this doesn’t beat driving,” he said into the microphone on the headset. I nodded in agreement. “Look to your left,” he said. I did and watched as we flew over perfect blue water. I stared transfixed by it and then noticed something.

“Aww dolphins,” I shouted in excitement, pointing down. Christian leaned over and we watched together as a pod of dolphins skimmed along the surface of the water. “This is amazing,” I said, smiling at him. He agreed and smiled back. Our hands met. I don’t know which of us made the move, but we held hands all the way to the airport.

The helicopter touched down on a private landing zone with the private jet stood ready to go just ten steps away. If I’d thought the helicopter was comfortable then the private jet was on another level with spacious leather seats to sink into, a bar and even a bedroom in the back. I said nothing and tried to look cool but I think Christian noticed all of the staring.

Almost as soon as we arrived, did we take off. No in-flight briefing, no waiting for other passengers to stow away their luggage and sit down. We just got on the plane and that was it. Once in the air, a male flight attendant came out from cockpit and asked us if we’d like a drink. Christian asked for water while I ordered a martini.

“I could get used to this,” I said when I took my drink. Christian eyed me. “What?” I asked. He shook his head and then said, “just go easy on those. We have to make a good impression on Don and his wife.”

I nodded. “Right, but my part in that is just being myself though? That shouldn’t be hard for me to do.”

Christian frowned. “It might be more than that. His wife Sheryl might want to talk to you alone and if she does, she’s going to ask questions about us. About you and your background.”

I shrugged. “So? My background is the same as before.”

“True, but she might want specifics about where you worked. Don will know people in the entertainment industry. If you tell her that three years ago you were a PA on Shark 4, then she might try to ask some other people who worked on the movie about you. Not in a malicious way but people like this often like background research, especially with a big deal on the line.”

“Okay, so you're saying that since Danielle didn’t exist until now that I should keep things vague. If she presses, I’ll try to change the topic. After all, I am playing the soon to be trophy wife. If she asks about work, I’ll just say I’ve been lucky enough not to have to.”

He nodded. “That’s good. The vaguer the better. Instead, try to shift topics to either me or Don. She’ll probably have plenty say there.”

I finished my drink to calm my nerves.

“Relax, you’re going to be great,” he said.

I know he meant well, but the fact that he kept saying that only made me more nervous. It was something of a relief that I’d never asked him just how much money was on the line with this deal. I don’t think I could have handled more stress by knowing the actual amount.

We flew to another small private airport, where a black SUV was waiting for us. Everything was all pre-arranged through Christian's team of assistants, he told me. All he had to do was say that he wanted me and him to go to Aspen and suddenly people made it happen.

Our driver, who had been silent the entire time, suddenly received a phone call. He spoke on a Bluetooth device. When he hung up, he addressed us for the first time. “Sorry folks, I just got word that your property has suffered severe roof damage. Something about a tree during a storm. The property is unsafe right now.”

“How long to fix it?” Christian asked.

“Could be at least a couple of weeks, they said. It’s going to take time to get people out here and then they have to assess the structure. It’s a whole process. The good news is that Mr. Wyndham is offering to share one of his rooms with you.”

“I don’t know if that will be necessary.”

“Mr. Wyndham was quite eager, Sir. Plus, the windy creek property has seven guest bedrooms that are all unoccupied at this time.”

“Mr. Wyndham?” I whispered.

“It’s Don. He’s offering to host us,” he murmured back.

“We should say yes, right?”

“It would mean sharing a bedroom.”

I thought about all the exercises, the hormones, the fashion and makeup lessons. All the acting in front of photographers and strangers at restaurants. Sharing a bed seemed easy in comparison.

“I can do it,” I told him. “You should agree unless you’re uncomfortable sharing a room together?” I held my breath and studied his face. Looking for any sign of discomfort. Ever since agreeing to his plan, Christian had always been friendly and accommodating, but I’d never been able to get past his armor. Never learned how he truly saw me or felt about me. His face remained a blank slate until he turned back to the driver. He smiled and said, “we’d love to have Don and Sheryl host us!”

The driver took us to their home. Well, their vacation home in Aspen, anyway. A huge lodge set against the snowy hill while facing the mountains. We were twenty minutes away from the city and I knew it as soon as I stepped out of the car.

“Do you hear that?” I asked Christian.

He paused for a second and then said, “I don’t hear anything.”

“Exactly. Just complete silence. It’s wonderful.”

Christian smiled, happy that I was happy. The driver took our bags and escorted us to our room. He gave us his card in case we needed a ride into town or anything. Christian tipped him. It must have been a lot, because he looked surprised. He thanked us profusely before leaving.

Christian glanced at his phone.

“It’s a message from Don. Says they’re running a little late.”

“Fine by me. It gives us time to explore.”

The house was essentially a large log cabin built around a living room with a high ceiling. There, the entire backwall was a window that displayed the breath-taking countryside. Past that window was a deck with a jacuzzi.

“You don’t think they’ll…?” I pointed suggestively.

Christian shook his head. “Traditional family values, remember? I couldn’t get Don to give me the time of day until it looked like I was settling down. Look, don’t pout. There’s a hot tub in a bathroom. After we’ve spent some time with them, had dinner, then it’s all yours.”

Satisfied with that answer, I took his hand and insisted we kept going until we’d seen every room. By the time we’d finished, Christian wanted to sit down while I wanted another drink.

“Just grab a water and sit down for a minute, would you?” He said.

He appeared nervous for the first time since we’d met. Once I’d joined him, he said, “look I know this is all very impressive to you. And to your credit, this is a nice house. But these are serious people. I need you to play it cool. That means no drinking unless Sheryl drinks and no more than whatever she has. You need to treat places like this as if they’re normal. Like I’ve taken you to a million of them.”

“But you haven’t though,” I blurted out. “I’ve been cooped up in that house in Miami that I can’t help it.”

He took my hand. “Hey, this is almost over. You can go anywhere soon.”

Without thinking, I leaned in and put my head against his chest. Christian put his arm around me and we stayed on the couch until Don and Sheryl arrived.

They were both fit looking people in their late fifties. They looked like they had run marathons together. Don was bald and wore a shirt and sweater combo that betrayed him as the Silicon Valley tech businessman that he was. Sheryl had bright blonde hair that reminded me of my own. As I stood up to greet them, I was shocked by how much she looked like an older me.

“It’s good to finally meet you,” I said.

“Likewise,” said Sheryl. “I must say you’ve been a bit of a mystery to us. The both of you, I mean.”

Don laughed. He pointed at Christian. “This one’s been trying to get my attention for the last four years. What was it last time?”

Christian’s smile never left his face. “The Ocean club about a year ago,” he replied.

“That’s right. Truthfully, I always thought you were a bit of a character. Not in a bad way, mind you. Seeing you constantly in the papers coming out of clubs with a new girl on your arm must have been fun. But when it comes to business, safety and seriousness are my number one concerns.”

“I can appreciate that,” he said. “The moment I met Danielle here was the moment I realized that I wanted to settle down. That there were more meaningful things out there than just having fun.”

Don turned to me. “That must have been quite a moment.”

“The most important one of my life,” I said.

“And now you're engaged,” said Sheryl. “Do you have a date planned yet?”

“Not yet, but we’re close. We’re just waiting for the perfect moment,” I said.

“Well, don’t wait too long,” she said.

Don clapped his hands together. “Well, my chef is on his way to make a dinner you two won’t forget. I think we’ll go wash up and get settled in. See you at seven in the dining hall.”

“Looking forward to it,” said Christian.

Once they were gone, he turned on me. “What was that about? We’re close to a date?”

I shrugged. “They needed to know that we were serious.”

“No. They need to know that I am serious. I’ve got too much riding on this. Don’t blindside me with these improvisations again.” 

He left before I could respond, leaving me in a room that felt even emptier. I threw on my jacket and went out onto the deck. It was chilly, but it felt gratifying at the same time. Like I was punishing myself. It was silly of me to think of ourselves as some kind of team. Sure, we wanted the same thing, but for very different reasons. He must have also never intended to marry. The comments about being a playboy and then saying we’re close to a date must have freaked him out. Considering how air-tight my new identity is, if we did get married, then an eventual divorce could get very expensive. Still, he didn’t have to be such a dick about it.

Ever since he caught me stealing that watch, I’ve done everything he’s asked of me. There’s been no mistakes, no complaining, and certainly no free time for myself. Now I’m here in the middle of nowhere. Performing for him again. The second I try to help him in a way that he hasn’t thought of and suddenly he loses it? Well, forget it then. I’ll stick to the script and act like a trophy wife. He can experience what it’s like before he goes back to his empty life of partying. I’ll take his money and then I’ll never have to see him again.

I felt good. Like I’d just made a resolution to myself, but it also scared me. What am I going to do once this is all over? I guess with the money I could get my own place as Daniel. Christian had assured me that he’d provide all the necessary medications and surgeries to being a man again. And if there’s one thing I trust Christian Dors on, it's when he gives someone his word. Still, the idea bothered me. What would I do for work since I couldn’t live forever on the kind of money he was paying me? Then another thought hit me. It was a picture of me as Danielle, moving in as Ellie’s roommate. Continuing to be a woman. Going shopping together and wearing cute dresses out to the club or getting our nails done together. Suddenly, I felt excited. That that was a future that I could look forward to. 

But could I do it on my own? After all, there’s a massive difference between living with Christian for free versus trying to start a whole new life.

I stayed out in the cold a little while longer. Just staring at the mountains. Hoping that some definitive answer would come and give me clarity. But it didn’t happen. Every choice seemed fraught with potential problems whether that was the fear of the unknown or going back to a familiar life that made me miserable. Eventually, I felt worn down by my thoughts. I needed a break.

Back in our room was Christian, sitting on the bed reading something on his phone. We passed each other without a word as I went into the bathroom to test out this hot tub. There was some complimentary bath soap nearby. I added it to the running hot water. Once it was ready, I slipped into the sinfully hot water and soon after fell asleep.

A fist banged on the door.

I bounced up, afraid that the bookies guys had found me. That they’d come to finish what they’d started in LA. Everything up until now had been a dream.

I started to cry but when I opened my eyes, I realized where I was.

There was another bang on the door. “Are you alright?” Christian asked, sounding concerned.

“Yeah. I just fell asleep,” I replied, feeling embarrassed.

“You’d been in there for a couple of hours and I was starting to get worried.”

“A couple of hours?! Oh god, did we miss dinner?”

“No, it’s only four thirty.”

I got out of the tub and went looking for a towel, but there were no signs of one.

“Hey are the bath towels in the bedroom?” I asked.

A few moments later. “Yeah, there’s a linen closet here. You want one?”

“That would be helpful,” I said.

I unlocked the bathroom door and pulled it open wider than I’d meant to. Christian’s eyes widened as he took in my naked body. The towel in his hand seemingly forgotten. I stood frozen, unsure of what to do. My wet body was supple and curvaceous after all the workouts and hormones. Except for my downstairs equipment, I had become a beautiful woman. Someone that other men and women lusted over. Despite this realization, I’d never intentionally thought about trying to seduce Christian for real. Firstly, because I’d never been with a man before and I wasn’t sure if that was something I wanted to explore. Secondly, considering that was how we met in the club, I couldn’t be sure how he’d react to another attempt. It seemed safer for both of us if we kept things professional. Now I was offering something new.

I closed the distance between us and looked up into those dark eyes of his and asked, “well, are you going to give a girl her towel or did you want something else?”

He dropped the towel and took me then and there. Big strong hands grabbing by the waist to pull me closer. His lips met mine with a passion. There was a hunger inside both of us that I didn’t know existed until now. My small dick grew hard as his tongue massaged mine. I grinded up against his crotch and felt a thick, hard monster down there, desperate for release. We continued kissing like this for some time. Each moment ratcheting up the tension until neither of us could take it anymore.

I broke away first. Kneeling down and quickly unbuckling his pants to pull out his cock. It was beautiful. But so big that I didn’t know if it would fit inside me. Desperate to try, I ran my tongue around the tip. Christian moaned. That was all the encouragement I needed to suck my very first cock.

I put the tip in my mouth and sucked. He felt warm and hard. It made my own tingle with pleasure. I wanted more. Plunging more of that hard shaft inside my mouth until I couldn’t take anymore. I’d managed to get just over half of his cock, which considering his size made me feel proud. I gripped the bottom of shaft and went to work, bobbing up and down on his cock like it was a juicy lollipop. Sucking and working that shaft. Every moan from Christian confirming that I was getting closer.

I looked up at him and we made eye contact. I wondered how I must have looked at this moment. The skinny young man, Daniel, had been replaced with a busty girly slut. One who was on her knees eagerly sucking cock, desperate to feel her man cum inside her. To know that this handsome, powerful man desperately wanted me. No, needed me. It was making me feel dizzy. My head felt numb. There was nothing but his cock and the tingling pleasure coursing through my body.

Without warning, he groaned and exploded in my mouth. I kept sucking, swallowing load after load. My vision swam with stars. It felt indescribable. I didn’t want it to end. My own girl cock got excited and came too.

I felt drained and fulfilled at the same time. Still dizzy and numb, Christian carried me to the bed, where we cuddled for a while. It was bliss having his strong arms around me, feeling his chest gently rise and fall with his breath. No words needed to be spoken. No nagging thoughts about the past or the future. Just him and me sharing this moment together.

Of course. Reality eventually intruded like it often does. This time it was Christian’s phone buzzing with a reminder letting us know that dinner will be in twenty minutes.

I sighed and got up to get dressed.

“We don’t have to go,” he said. “We could just stay here.”

I turned around and looked for some sign that he’d hit his head or maybe there’s was some alcohol on his night stand that I hadn’t noticed before.

“Are you okay?” I asked him cautiously.

“What? It’s not that big of a deal. If they ask, then we tell them that the flight took more of a toll on us than we realized. They won’t be offended.”

“It’s not that big of a deal?” I repeated, struggling to understand who this person in front of me now was. “It’s all you’ve ever talked about. Ever since I met you, it's been like an obsession. So what’s changed?”

He furrowed his brow. “It’s still important to me that we secure this deal, but it’s not the only thing that I care about. This has been hard for me. The first time I saw you, I became entranced. You were so beautiful, and there was this spark within your eyes when you danced. I fell for you instantly. But when I woke up the next day and my security team informed me of what happened, I was furious. You made a fool of me and it made me angry and ashamed. Even then, I found an excuse to keep you close by with this deal. Did you really think I couldn’t have found another woman to get engaged to if I’d really wanted to?”

I didn’t answer. After a brief pause, he continued.

“Despite keeping you close, it was still impossible to tell how you really thought about me. So I kept my distance and remained guarded. But I’m tired of hiding. The truth is that I’m in love with you.”

My heart started doing jumping jacks. I rushed over and put my arms around him. “I love you too,” I said.

I’d been having these recurring fantasies about him for a while, but after actually having sex, there was no longer any doubt. He was so sexy and intelligent. He spoke of being entranced and it was the same for me. He captivated me. Anytime we were together, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of him. Any moment where he wasn’t speaking caused me to ponder what he was thinking.

I knew what mattered to him. “I think we should go to the dinner. This is deal is important and I want to support you,” I told him.

“Are you sure?”

I nodded and went to go get ready.

Don and Sheryl were sat at the table waiting for us when we arrived. They were discussing the weather forecast for tomorrow. It seemed like a particularly boring topic of conversation that I was glad to not be a part of.

Sheryl noticed us first and brightened. “Oh good, you’re here. Don and I were just making plans for tomorrow. Do you two ski?”

Luckily, Christian noticed my panicked look and said, “not good, I’m afraid.”

Sheryl was disappointed, but hid it well.

“I’m sure they’ll find something to do,” Don assured her. “We have excellent spa facilities, for instance.”

“That’s right. Maybe I’ll take Danielle and leave you two to it,” she said.

Christian and Don laughed. I smiled politely but felt relieved when a waiter appeared to take our drink order. The conversation that followed was idle. Don and Sheryl would talk about trips they’d taken before and we’d listen. Occasionally, Christian would interject with his own story if it was somewhere he’d been to. Things seemed to be going well, but I felt completely out of my element throughout the entire meal. Not once did Don or Christian discuss anything even remotely related to work or business.

By the time it was over, I was beginning to think I’d made a mistake by pushing for us to go to this dinner. I was considering saying goodnight and turning in early when Sheryl said, “I’m going to go check on dessert. Danielle, why don’t you join me?”

I nodded and followed her into the kitchen. She pulled a bottle of champagne out of the fridge and offered it to me. “Figured you could use a top up,” she said.

“I wouldn’t say no,” I replied.

“I noticed that you’ve been quiet for most of the night. It must have been hard. Going from a studio apartment in Los Angeles making coffee to being engaged to someone like Christian.”

I gave no indication that I was surprised that she knew about me. Christian had warned me about this. My backstory was still mostly my own. I just had to keep cool.

“It’s definitely been an experience adjusting to everything. As you say, this is all so new to me. You guys had all these amazing stories that I didn’t want to interrupt.”

She finished her glass and then poured herself another. “I used to be like you. Young, inexperienced, and dazzled by all the wealth. Eventually, you’ll find your balance. Besides, soon after you get married, you’ll have your own stories to tell. When do you think that’ll be, anyway?”

I nearly choked on my drink.

This was not a conversation that I had been prepped for. I wasn’t even sure if it was still happening. If things go well during this trip, then there’d be no need to go through with a wedding. Sheryl didn’t need to know that, though. Instead, I thought about what I’d want personally in a wedding and told her that.

“Sometime next year. Maybe in the early summer. Christian is always so busy with his schedule. So when we lock in a date, I really want it to just be the two of us for a while with our phones turned off.”

“Oh honey, guys like Christian and Don can never fully turn off. Their work is so important to them and they have so many people relying on them that work often comes first. That’s another thing you’ll come to understand in time. It’s not that they don’t appreciate us, it’s just that work is vital to who they are. I don’t think Don would even know what to do with himself without it.”

“Christian’s not like that.” I frowned while trying to think of a way to change the subject. The tone in the air shifted to chilly, and we both retreated into our drinks for a moment. I need to salvage this. I can’t look like I’m some sort of nagging partner. That could look to Don and Sheryl like I’m some kind of liability. They need to know that Christian is just business focused as Don while also being serious about settling down and getting married.

“Actually, speaking of work. That was one of the first things that attracted me to Christian and it led to our first meeting,” I said. Technically, not a lie either.

She leaned forward. “I’d love to hear that story.”

“Well, we met at a party. Actually, I had just moved to Miami, and I didn’t know a single person there except for my friend Ellie. She was the one who pointed Christian out to me and encouraged me to say hi to him. I went over and introduced myself. We hit it off right away.”

“And you were interested in his work?” She probed.

“Somewhat. Mostly, I just thought he looked hot.” We both laughed.

“Let’s go see how the boys are getting on.”

I nodded and followed her until we found them in Don’s study drinking scotch. The study was a place of dark wood and rich leather. It smelled of money and I’m sure that some of the pieces of furniture cost more than my last car. Both of them were sat opposite each other on couches. They seemed friendly and Christian's usually reserved demeanor had been replaced with a more jovial one. Sheryl and I slid in next to our partners.

“How did it go?” Don asked her.

“You were right. It was worth making the trip out to meet these two. I’m glad we could get together.”

This is it. We have their seal of approval. The deal has to happen now.

I was overjoyed and judging by Christian's mood, he was too. 

Don and Sheryl claimed they were tired and that they needed to wake up early the next day in order to ‘hit the slopes,’ as they put it. We said goodnight to them and went back to our room.

As soon as the door closed, he swept me up into a hug and said, “we did it.”

I murmured agreement while nestled into his shoulder. Despite this, an anxiety gnawed at me from the inside. Doubts about my future. Our future crept in.

This should be the moment when I ask him how he feels about us. Ask what he’s thinking about the future, but I’m too scared to. He looks so happy right now. Even with my doubts, I too feel good at the moment. I don’t want to ruin the moment. So I say nothing for the rest of the night and climb into bed with him.


Chapter Seven

True to their word, Don and Sheryl were gone when we woke up the next day. There was a note written with excellent penmanship, explaining why. They had not, as they’d stated the night before, gone to hit the slopes. Instead, they’d had a change of heart and wanted to spend some time alone together. The note ended with them encouraging us to do the same and saying we could stay at the lodge for as long as we wanted.

“That’s very generous of them,” I said to Christian.

He hummed in agreement while hunting for the coffee. “We must have a made a good impression on them. Don and I had our handshake deal last night, but it’s always good to know he feels the same way the next day when he’s sober.”

“What is there to do in Aspen if I don’t ski or snowboard?”

“Walks in nature, maybe?”

I shook my head. “Its too cold.”

“What about the spa treatments Sheryl mentioned? I bet there’s a list of people we can call to come over, like that chef from last night?”

“I didn’t even see or hear him. There was just that waiter who barely said anything. It was kind of odd.”

“Some of them are encouraged to act like that. To be seen and not heard and sometimes to not be seen at all. Still, the food was great and I’m sure they’d be willing to be more sociable if I asked.”

I thought about it and decided against it. There had been enough wondering about other people for the time being. I approached with a smile. “How about we don’t call anyone? Let’s just stay here and keep it, just the two of us.”

It would be the first time we’d truly been completely alone together. Even in the house back in Miami, there was always staff in other parts of the house ready when called. This could be a moment to just spend together.

“hmm, that’s a good idea,” he said, kissing me on the lips. “But that means one of us is going to have to cook,” he threatened.

“Oh? Should that be me because I’m the woman?” I mocked in faux outrage.

In response, he threw an apron at me and ducked into the next room. I caught it and put it on while grumbling about this being a one-time thing only. The biggest reason for that being that I had no idea how to cook. A quick search on YouTube gave me the basics for a scrambled eggs recipe. My attempt at it ended up being what I considered to be acceptable. I threw two pieces of toast next to them just as Christian resurfaced.

“Did you really just run away to avoid cooking?” I asked.

“Nah, I just checked in with the team.”

“Any problems?”

“Nope. It’s smooth sailing. We’ve got this place to ourselves, and everyone at the office knows I’m on vacation.”

It was good to know that he wanted to stay here with me. I turned around to find him on one knee, holding a ring. My eyes widened at the size of the diamond on it.

“Yes!” I exclaimed happily before realizing he hadn’t even asked the question yet. “Oh sorry,” I said.

He laughed. “It’s okay. I’m just happy that you said yes.”

I held out my hand and let him slip the ring on. It felt like all my dreams were coming true but one last nagging doubt remained.

“And this is for real right?” I asked him.

He stood up and looked into my eyes. “There’s nobody else here. Nobody to lie or pretend for. I’m asking you to marry me because that’s what I truly want.”

Christian’s powerful arms wrapped around me as he brought me close for a kiss. As soon as our lips touched all doubts melted away and I fell madly in love with my future husband.

The End


Also by Paris Skye
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TURNED SISSY: 8 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

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


BOOKS INCLUDED:


Stripped Bare
Captured in Lace
Caught with Consequences
Turning Femme
Hypno Girl
Captured
Sissy Trainer
The Sissy Ring 


[image: ]

THE TRAP Athlete: Transgender, First Time

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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