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Jake needs money for rent, and he needs it fast. His parents are helping out as best they can, and he and his roommate are already working side jobs, so prospects feel limited. Luckily, his girlfriend, Lisa, has the perfect solution: become a dog sitter. He can watch a dog and do his homework in his spare time. Lisa has just the woman in mind who is in need of dog sitting, too. She's the type with too much money and a dog that needs a lot of watching. Jake agrees to watch her dog, particularly for the amount she is offering. There's one little catch: this woman's dog is afraid of men. To watch the dog, he needs to look and act like a woman. Jake feels that's a deal breaker, but Lisa convinces him to give it just one try and see how it goes.

	Jake quickly discovers that he just might be the dog that needs the most watching after he gives it a try. If he learns to be a good dog, he might take his relationship with Lisa to a whole new level.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	Jake sat at his kitchen table, looking at his bank account displayed on the screen of his laptop. The amount on the account hadn't grown, no matter how long he kept staring at it. There was a fact he was going to have to face because, no doubt about it, he was going to need some additional source of income. Inflation had eaten up the last of his mad money months ago. Now it was making just his monthly operational expenses too hot to handle. Yeah, making his monthly rent check was feeling like a hill too far to climb right about now. Only that wasn't correct. Hills were high, not far. Maybe it was a long, high hill that he was facing.

	He slapped himself on the forehead. You are engaged in crazy thoughts,

	Jake, he scolded himself. Focus, he ordered himself.

	"Does hitting yourself help?" asked Jeff, his roommate.

	"Not really," said Jake.

	"Maybe we can just move to a cheaper pad," suggested Jeff, looking over Jake's shoulder, examining the bad news on display on the computer laptop.

	Jake frowned at the idea. The only thing worse than giving up and moving apartments would be giving up and asking their parents for more money. Mom and Dad expected big things from Jake when they sent him off to college. The only big things they weren't expecting were all the bills. Jake knew that he had just about tapped his parents out. Yeah, asking the home front for more cash was the absolute last resort, and even if he did, there might be no more money there anyway. It wasn't like Jake was pissing cash away on stupid things. Jake had done the sensible thing right from the start and gotten a roommate. It really shouldn't have had to come down to this moment. Only the economy had conspired against him. Well, both of them, as Jeff was nearly as screwed as Jake, if not worse.

	He looked at Jeff, who was staring back at him with his typical dumbfounded look. Jeff has been Jake's roommate since freshman year. They were in some sense inseparable by now. It was a three-year relationship at this point. The longest relationship Jake had ever had with anyone he wasn't related to. Granted, it was strictly a business relationship. In this case, a complete lack of business sense in either one of them.

	"There's no way we can find a place this close to campus at a cheaper price, so forget moving," explained Jake.

	"We could move further from campus," said Jeff.

	That was true, but that was also easier said than done. The further from campus they were, the more they'd need a travel plan that involved a car. The upkeep involved in owning a car costs a person even more money than they'd likely save on rent, which, if they had that kind of cash already, then they wouldn't need to move. Sure, Jake's girlfriend had a car, but could he count on his girlfriend? There was doubt there. That was frustrating because Lisa sure felt like the one for him. But there was that one lingering doubt about her. Yeah, he couldn't rely on Lisa for rent or a car. Jeff knew all this already, so there was no need to hash it out yet again.

	Jake asked, "Between asking my mom and dad for more money that they probably don't have or moving, we're fucked? I just know my parents don't have more to give."

	"Mine neither," agreed Jeff.

	"What then?"

	"How about more student loans then?" added Jeff.

	"I'm tapped out on credit," replied Jake.

	"Me too."

	"Then why did you suggest it?" asked Jake.

	"l was just giving moral support," explained Jeff.

	If that was moral support, then they were screwed. Only, Jake wasn't a quitter. He'd think of something. He was sure of it. "l am not locked into any plan that includes giving up this place or begging or debt or..."

	"So, we rob a bank?" asked Jeff.

	"We just need a side job," said Jake.

	"Another side job, you mean," said Jeff.

	Okay, that was accurate. Jeff already worked two side hustles, and Jake was working as a bartender. Between school and work, there wasn't much time to do much of anything that could generate cash. Not every job took a lot of time to do. He just needed an easy side hustle. Something that barely took up any time, or he could do while studying. Something that paid just enough to cover the rent. Okay, that sounded too good to be a real thing.

	The doorbell rang in the apartment. Ah, saved from thinking about their doom by the bell. Just about anything else in this world was better than thinking about his finances, particularly since they were so bad. Jake hurried to his door because he expected the person ringing the bell to be worth the distraction. Lisa beat him to the punch. She opened his door and came inside. Lisa was a bright spot in his life. They had met three months ago while he was bartending. She was nearly perfect. The nearly part came from her apparent lack of funds. Indeed, if not for her poverty, Jake would have asked her to move in. Only, you can't live with your art student girlfriend that had zero income of her own and your roommate, Jeff. Particularly because Jeff would want to split the rent three ways, so unless Jake was suddenly willing and able to pay two-thirds of the rent, Lisa was not going to be a live-in girlfriend. There was also that one other thing about Lisa . . .But it didn't matter at the moment. Yeah, he needed to focus on his finances over his love life right now.

	"How are my two favourite members of the opposite sex?" asked Lisa.

	"We're fucked, completely fucked," replied Jeff.

	Jake added, "Let's not bore Lisa with our financial problems."

	Lisa rolled her eyes. "As if I didn't know your problem already." She finished that sentence by pulling a sheet of paper from her pocket. She then proceeded to unfold it.

	Jake asked, "What's with the paper?"

	"It's a solution to all your financial problems," Lisa explained.

	Jeff snatched the sheet from her hand. He scanned it over quickly and then gave Lisa a look like he wasn't exactly buying her solution. All that got Jake more interested in Lisa's plan. He snatched the sheet from Jeff. On that sheet of paper wasn't so much a solution to his problem as an advertisement. The advertisement was for a dog sitter. Jake understood Jeff's lack of interest already. He gave the advertisement back to Lisa. He explained to her, "Thanks, but our apartment doesn't allow pets."

	Lisa shoved the advertisement back into his hands. "You don't need the dog to come here. You can go to the dog," she explained.

	"l don't have time to babysit a dog at someone else's place," said Jake.

	"Dog sitting is easier than babysitting," insisted Lisa.

	"How much easier?" asked Jake.

	"l don't know exactly."

	"Then no thanks."

	Lisa snatched the paper back from him. She said, "Then I guess you beg your parents for more money."

	It really did come down to that, didn't it? He would feel like a complete loser begging Mom and Dad for even more cash they didn't have. Still, if he didn't, he'd have to move. He imagined his parents' disappointed faces. They didn't have more money, so they'd sell something off to give him more money. Then he would feel guilty.

	"Okay, tell me about everything you know about this dog sitting business," said Jake.

	Lisa explained, "Not much to tell. I saw a tall blonde in a yoga outfit putting up fliers all over my neighborhood. She looked rich. Judging by the address listed on the flier, she lives in the hills, so her finances match her looks. All that is good news for you, right?"

	"How did her dog look?" asked Jake.

	Lisa shrugged. "She didn't have it with her."

	"l wouldn't do it," added Jeff.

	"Jeff, you and Jake are two of the biggest dogs I know. You will be a natural at this," replied Lisa.

	"l guess it doesn't hurt to call her number," suggested Jake.

	"You call, we will listen in," said Jeff.

	"That's the spirit. I just know we're going to love it," said Lisa.

	"We?" questioned Jake.

	"You, I meant you," added Lisa.

	She sounded suspicious, but what could be suspicious about a dog-sitting job? The answer seemed like nothing. Jake couldn't see the harm in calling. Chances are, this woman would be paying peanuts, so Jake could reject Lisa's suggestion easily without upsetting her.

	Jake dialled his phone. The line answered. "Yes?" It was a female voice.

	Jake cleared his throat. "My name is Jake; I'm calling about a dog sitting job. You do need one, right?"

	"l will text you the details. I have to screen everyone. Thus, you will be screened." The phone went dead.

	"Thus, you will be screened," echoed Jeff, mocking the caller.

	"She didn't sound too friendly," said Jake.

	"You didn't call her to make friends, you called her to make money," added Lisa.

	The phone buzzed. Jake looked over the woman's text. He tapped his fingers on the screen of his phone. The dog sitting details didn't sound all that rough, and the price sounded absolutely just about right. You will be screened echoed in his mind. He texted back, wondering about the screening.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Lisa had given Jake a lift to the top of the hill in her car. For someone who claimed to be terminally broke, Lisa always kept her car in top condition.

	How she managed to afford to do that, Jake didn't know. The main point was that Lisa had a car, which made her slightly better off than Jake. The McMansions up here on the top of the hill looked out on the whole basin. No doubt when the sun went down over the bay, it was quite a view. Not that the daylight hour view was bad from up here either. Nah, this whole place looked expensive for the simple reason that it was expensive. People with money often overvalue their costs, like dog sitting. Meaning, maybe Jake could earn a few bucks on the easy here.

	Yeah, he was starting to come around to this dog-sitting thing. The price, though, was key. There's what a woman texts a man, and the price they offer in person. Advertisements don't always match the product being advertised in Jake's experience.

	The car pulled to the curb in front of a white brick two-story place with a lawn large enough to play croquet on. The lawn was flawlessly cut, and the flower beds bordering it were bursting with colour. Suddenly, Jake was feeling a touch out of place here. The woman who lived here was named Bella LaRue. She sounded desperate for a dog sitter when Jake had talked to her on the phone, but she wanted a screening. It sounded easy enough to pass a screening. He would just meet her, confirm the job, and most importantly, confirm the price.

	"Are you getting out of the car?" asked Lisa.

	That was a good question. Okay, Jake was a little worried now that they had arrived. Sure, Bella was likely to overpay for his service, but this place was beyond Jake. It was a whole other world up here on the hill. Jake suddenly wasn't sure he wanted to be part of that world. He wouldn't fit in, and this dog owner would know it.

	"This isn't the type of place where a person like me just goes to the front door and knocks," he explained.

	"Nonsense, she said to come up and knock on the text," said Lisa.

	Sure, people like this Bella say anything on a phone. Then they stand their ground and shoot your ass when you go to their door in person. Yeah, rich people panicked easily when poor people were on their property. It was like they could sense the cheapness. Okay, that was his paranoia talking, but his paranoia was wondering why someone who lived in a house like this needed a dog sitter. They had to have people for everything already. He repeated to himself, this is easy, confirm the job, the price, and then leave.

	"Kiss me for good luck," requested Jake.

	Lisa leaned over and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. It was about as affectionate as she got. They had been dating long enough to have gone all the way, and yet they hadn't. That was the other problem with Lisa. She just wasn't acting all turned on by him. It was weird to date someone so long who didn't flash bedroom eyes your way eventually. He was worried she was saving herself for marriage. He couldn't wait that long. He had urges. The lack of physical stuff was the other reason she hadn't moved in with Jake. Maybe it was the only real reason. Jeepers, he knew she liked him, but not even a handjob in all this time. There was something left unsaid between them. It would be weird for your girlfriend to move into your apartment and yet not put out. Maybe she wasn't the one for him. Only he really liked her. She was . . .

	"Now go!" she ordered.

	She was demanding when she wanted to be. His kiss had been received, so he got out of the car. The walk to the front door across the lawn. It felt like the journey of a thousand steps. He needed this dog-sitting gig. Mostly because the dog owner made it sound like he just showed up, fed the dog, and left a couple of times a week. Come on, let the price be correct. Don't bait and switch him, he wished. As he approached the front door, it popped open. A tall blonde of around thirty with plastic parts in all the inappropriate places came out on the porch. Her frame said she worked out. Heck, looking pretty was likely her full-time job; he could guess that easily enough. She was wearing a little red silk robe that showed off plenty of her legs.

	Jake waved to her. She waved back. He assumed this confirmed she would not shoot him for being on her property, so he stepped on the porch and introduced himself. "I'm Jake, we spoke on the phone yesterday."

	"Yes, you will twirl for me now," Bella replied. She had an accent that sounded vaguely European without being specific to any country. He was taken aback by her voice as she sounded perfectly normal on the phone. The accent had thrown him for a loop, so it took him a second to realize how weird the contents of what she had said had been.

	"You want me to twirl?" he replied, hoping he had mistaken her.

	"Yes, you are exactly as Lisa described you would be, but one must check out the goods to be sure," she said.

	"You know my girlfriend, Lisa?" he asked, as he looked back toward the curb.

	Lisa and her car were long gone.

	"She is my Godchild," explained the woman.

	Jake felt like a dope. She had "found" an advertisement on the street. Yeah, that part of Lisa's story was starting to sound unbelievable. This was a setup. He was rather okay with that fact because it meant Lisa cared about him. More than that, it meant this dog gig would be his if he wanted it. He could relax.

	"I'm ready to meet your dog," he assured Bella.

	"Nyet," she replied.

	"Your dog's name is Nyet?" he replied.

	She pinched his cheek. She added, "Silly boy. My dog's name is Bitch. Bitch only likes women, you understand?"

	"I'm not sure I do," he replied, going with the idea that honesty is the best policy.

	"It is simple, you will twirl now," she replied. Jake shrugged. He spun in a circle. Apparently, that wasn't the right thing to do. She added, "Slower. I need to be sure." He could do slower twirling. He could do it, but he doubted he could understand why he needed to do it. The rich, they were weird, though. Sure, she didn't plug him on the walk to her front door, but she was weirding him out just the same. He thought of the money, and he twirled more slowly. "Yes, that is very nice," complimented Bella.

	She planted her hand on his ass. Needless to say, he stopped twirling. Her other hand went to his mouth. She was trying to force it open. Jake was weirded out by the moment already, so this didn't aid things. Suddenly, he was unsure of the situation. The dog gig was his if he wanted it, but that if sounded so doubtful.

	"Open up like a good boy," instructed Bella. Jake opened his mouth. She pulled his lips back. "White teeth, straight, good gum line . . ." She paused and squeezed his face. "High cheekbones, excellent!"

	"Does any of this have to do with dog sitting?" he asked.

	"Do you prefer yellow, red, or pink?" she replied.

	"You have a pink dog?" he asked, confused.

	"Then it is decided," Bella said, as she turned from him and went back into her place. The front door slammed shut.

	"Is that it then?" he asked. There was no answer. He was okay with that.

	There were worse things than being gunned down. You could be a dog sitter for a weirdo's dog. He felt relieved that he'd been rejected. He pulled his cell phone out to call Lisa for extraction. He didn't dial. Bella knew Lisa. This was a setup. That meant Lisa would not be happy that he had blown the assignment. Well, she had to know how weird Bella was. She had to be prepared for this not working due to her wackiness.

	The front door opened. Bella returned carrying a bag. She handed the bag over. Jake did the natural thing and looked inside the bag. There was a pink dress inside. It had matching panties. It must be a gift for Lisa. Only Lisa hated pink. She was more of a black on black type of girl. Not that this would be his problem.

	"Thanks for the gift for Lisa," he replied.

	Bella explained, "Now Bitch does not like men. She does not like them in any form. However, she is easily fooled by a man wearing a dress and a little makeup. Understand?"

	"A little makeup," repeated Jake, not sure he was following the conversation.

	It was almost as if Bella was implying the dress was for him.

	"Now on Mondays and Wednesdays, I come home late. Bitch needs attention. I am told you are available to feed, walk, hug, watch TV, and generally be there for my Bitch until I get home," explained Bella.

	That sounded like a lot more work than what she had said on the phone. Jake thought about the dress. Yeah, a lot more work and weird work at that. Jake said, "l don't know if Lisa explained my availability .

	"She said for three thousand a month plus expenses, you would make yourself available to my every need," interrupted Bella.

	"You said three thousand dollars?" he asked, in disbelief. That was more than she'd text on the phone. Good ole Lisa had done some negotiations behind his back.

	"Yes, is there a problem? Do you need more?"

	"Well . . . Ah, I mean . . . No. And the dog wants me to wear a dress?"

	"That has been explained."

	"Yes, I guess it has been."

	"Good, then I will see you tomorrow at 6 0'clock. You are now dismissed," said Bella. She then went into her house and slammed the door.

	"But shouldn't I see your dog?" he asked. The door remained shut. He stared at the front door, trying to understand the conversation they had just had. It was not understandable, so he gave up pretending he could ever truly understand it.

	He heard the familiar sound of Lisa's car pull up. Lisa had set him up! He should be mad, only there were three thousand dollars at play. That made her lying okay. He headed down the driveway carrying his dog sitting supplies. He reached

	Lisa's car door and climbed inside.

	"Well?" Lisa asked.

	"You set me up," replied Jake. "With a good offer, right?"

	"Yes, and no," he replied.

	"Come on, it's a yes, and you know it."

	"Bella is a bit weird. Where did you ever meet her?" asked Jake.

	"Oh, a lesbian bar," replied Lisa, starting up the car.

	"Excuse me."

	"l used to waitress there and she used to . . . Well, probably still does . . ."

	"l get the picture," said Jake.

	"What's in the bag?" asked Lisa.

	"My official uniform," replied Jake, pulling the dress out of the bag.

	"Oh, that's going to look so cute on you!" exclaimed Lisa.

	"Of all the ways you could have responded, that's the response I was most afraid of," lamented Jake.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 3

	Jake stood on a stool as Lisa worked at altering the dress. Why she had to pin up the dress while he wore it, he didn't understand. She just explained it as how girls do things. Guys, on the other hand, don't alter clothes, because they're guys. She was making the hemline higher. She insisted that it would show off more of his legs, as if the dog cared about how much leg he was showing.

	"You are looking so good," assured Lisa.

	"l get the dress part of this, but why shave his legs?" asked Jeff, watching

	Jake make a fool of himself.

	"You can't go around in a pink dress and hairy legs," replied Lisa.

	"And you shaved his chest, why?" asked Jeff.

	"You can't go around with a hairy chest, armpits, or . . ."

	Jake interrupted Lisa, "l think he gets the point."

	"No, my friend, you got the point, the razor's edge had never cut so deep," laughed Jeff.

	Jake could hold that statement against his friend, but his friend was likely correct. He was probably more than likely correct. This was a damnable situation that Lisa had put him in. The fact that she'd seemed so pleased to shave him only . . . Ah, only it was sort of the good part of all this. That is the most she'd ever put her hands on him. It sort of turned him on. He just hoped it didn't show with the dress being so short and all. The last thing he wanted was to pop a boner while in a dress.

	"l think we're just about done here. We better put some panties on this girl," said Lisa.

	"Come again?" replied Jake.

	Lisa opened her skull-shaped purse and pulled out a pink pair of panties with a little heart on them. She took out a bottle of perfume and hit the panties with a few blasts, then she handed them over to Jake. Jake didn't take them. "Go ahead, you can't wear male jockeys under a dress like this," she explained.

	"l damn very well can!" he replied.

	"What if the dog looks under your skirt and finds male underpants. Poof, there goes three thousand the hard way," Lisa explained.

	"She has a point, the dog wants you in panties," agreed Jeff.

	"Do you want to wear the panties then?" Jake asked Jeff.

	"Hey, I'm not the one with the sweet gig. I am, however, very grateful for your sacrifice," explained Jeff.

	Jake grimaced. He looked at those panties. Well, he wanted to get into Lisa's panties for months now, and here was his chance. Only, this was obviously not how he wanted that to happen. It didn't matter. This appeared to be the only way he was getting in them for now. The dog had to believe he was a girl. Only, couldn't dogs tell by his scent that he was male? Dogs had excellent noses and stuff. He was probably overthinking the situation again. The dog probably didn't give a shit what gender he was. It was just a dog. Bella was just plain nuts. She is the one who cared if he wore a dress. Yeah, the dog couldn't give a crap. Bella was just a nut. He relaxed. And then Lisa reached up his dress and grasped his jockeys. His heart went into maximum overdrive. She yanked his underpants down. She did that in front of Jeff of all people! Then she pressed the panties into his hand.

	"Turn around, you two!" he ordered. It was one thing to have to wear panties. It was a completely different thing to have to put them on in front of those two.

	"You're taking all the fun out of this," complained Jeff.

	"Fun!" scoffed Jake.

	Jeff and Lisa relented. He shimmied the dress up and put his legs through the loops in the panties. Then he pulled them up. There was something to say about women's underthings. They were sort of soft and frilly on a man's business end. His cock wasn't hating it. It was a fact which no one should ever know.

	"Okay, they're on," said Jake.

	Lisa turned around and inspected him. She said, "l say we do just a little makeup to feminize the face and call it that."

	"That's exactly what I was thinking," added Jeff.

	"Jeff, you're not helping," grumbled Jake.

	"Never mind him, Jeff, I want a man's opinion when I'm done," said Lisa. She then opened her purse and took out a small bundle of cosmetics. For a girl who barely wears any color in the rainbow, she sure had a lot of girlie-girl stuff. She squirted his face and started spreading something all over him.

	"l don't think the dog cares about my foundation," said Jake.

	"Shut up and hold still, or you're going to look like a cheap whore," said Lisa.

	"And dogs hate cheap whores," assured Jeff.

	Jake shot him a glance with more than a hint of evil eye mixed in. Jeff didn't seem to care, though. The whole situation was damnable. This dog better appreciate the sacrifice Jake was making. He was sacrificing . . . Well, something. I mean, in theory, a real man doesn't wear a dress and makeup, so his whole self-identity was on the line. Did the dog care about that? No, it bloody well likely didn't give two shits.

	Lisa was standing so close to him that he could reach out and kiss her. Only, he'd likely smear his face if he did. He could see the intensity in her eyes. She was an art student at heart, and today Jake was her canvas. He sort of liked that idea.

	"Okay, I think we're done," said Lisa.

	"Thank goodness," said Jake, relieved not to have to put up with more.

	"She doesn't look half-bad," said Jeff.

	"You mean he," scolded Jake.

	"Oh shit, I mean he," corrected Jeff.

	Jake was now a little curious. Maybe curious was the wrong word. He wasn't curious at all. Not in the sense that men dressed as women wearing makeup were told they were curious. He just wanted to know how good an artist his girlfriend was. He went into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. If his hair were longer, he could pass as a girl. Right now, he passed, but he'd look better with longer hair. Not that he was going to grow his hair out. But . . But nothing, this was stupid.

	"Do you like it?" asked Lisa.

	Like it! She asked if he liked this humiliating situation. How dare she ask him that? Because now he had to answer, and he couldn't tell his artist girlfriend he hated it. She'd be pissed. And worse, she had done a good job. He was screwed. He came out of the bathroom. "l think I can safely fool the dog," he replied. It was a safe reply that didn't say anything he was worried might be said about how much he sort of liked being a girl. It was a good answer, he was sure of it.

	"l will have to find a wig somewhere for the next time," said Lisa.

	"Do you think Jake here is a blonde or a brunette?" asked Jeff.

	"Now stop that, both of you!" Jake ordered.

	"He's too sassy to be a blonde or a brunette. I think Jake here is ginger all the way," said Lisa.

	"l am not ginger, I can assure you of that!" said Jake.

	Lisa burst out laughing. Jeff went along. Jake threw up his hands. He gave in to the ridiculousness of the situation that they had put him in. Still, he wasn't happy. Only he wasn't hating this. He was sort of confused. He did look good as a girl. That didn't mean anything. Yeah, it didn't mean anything at all. He was not a girl. He liked Lisa. No, girl was into girls like that, right?

	"Shall we meet the dog?" asked Lisa.

	"l guess," replied Jake, happy to have his mind focused on something other than his situation.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	The car pulled up to the house. He was sitting in the passenger seat of Lisa's car, looking lovely if you went by the comments Lisa had made after dressing him. He wasn't exactly feeling lovely. He was feeling a bit strange. He couldn't put his finger on the exact feeling he had. He knew, though, that he didn't like wearing a dress, but that couldn't be the strange feeling he had.

	Speaking of strange, Bella was standing on her porch waiting for him to arrive. She was dressed in an inappropriate workout outfit that was so tight that her every nook and cranny was out there for the viewing. Well, she wasn't shy that much, was certain. Jake, though, was shy. Jake frowned at the stupidity of his situation. The things a woman had to do to keep her apartment in this city. Well, the things a man had to do, he had meant. This whole situation was confusing. The best way to end the confusion was to get it over with. He stepped out of Lisa's car.

	"Knock 'em dead," encouraged Lisa.

	Jake had no idea how that phrase applied to his situation. The only good part of this was that no one would ever know about what he was doing. Okay, Jeff knew, and Lisa knew, and Bella knew, but almost no one else knew. Well, and the dog would know too. The dog didn't count because it couldn't tell another soul.

	Okay, so a few people knew about this, and it was totally humiliating, but on the bright side, there were three thousand bucks at stake. Money like that paid off a lot of humiliated feelings. His apartment would be saved, and the dress he was being forced to wear did flatter him, at least.

	Jake headed for the porch. Lisa's car revved up and took off behind him. He was alone with Bella and her dog. Only the dog wasn't around to be seen. That made him hard to watch.

	"You have almost exceeded my high expectations," greeted Bella. She then pulled out a pink bow and proceeded to tie it on his head.

	"Is the bow necessary?" he asked.

	"When a woman dresses, it is not a process limited by only what is necessary. It is often what is unnecessary that lends the most value to the naked eye," she assured him.

	"So, your dog likes bows?" he asked.

	"All men do," she replied.

	Okay, Jake had now reached the complete humiliation stage of this. Since he was already this deep into humiliation, the bow stayed on. Bella stood back and praised her work, "That is perfect."

	"Could we go inside and meet the dog?" he asked while eyeing the road. Please, no one pass by the house right now and notice me dressed like this, he thought.

	"This is your leash," said Bella, pulling out a bright pink collar and leash.

	"How far should I walk the dog?" he asked, reaching out to take it.

	Bella scowled at him. "What are you doing?"

	"Taking your dog's leash," he explained.

	"This is your leash, not the dogs," Bella scolded. She then whipped Jake across his bottom with the leash.

	"Ouch!" he bellowed.

	She pinched his cheeks. "If we do not want to be spanked like a bad bitch, we shall need to learn obedience," explained Bella. She placed the collar around Jake's neck. Jake let her do it. Why did he let her do it? He wasn't sure. He must have been overwhelmed by the moment. She then held the leash firmly in her hand and gave it a yank.

	"I'm pretty sure I am here to take care of your dog only, so whatever it is you think you're doing, I assure you I didn't sign up for it," he said at last, overcoming his initial reaction.

	"How can I trust you with Bitch if I haven't seen you in action?" she replied.

	"Ah . . ." was all he could say before she interrupted him again.

	"We shall have an outing; once around the block." She then started jogging. Well, that explained the workout clothes. When you're dressed up like a girl, an outing is the last thing a straight guy like Jake wants. Jake had no choice but to follow her or get choked out by the collar. It wasn't all bad. She had the type of ass a man would gladly follow around a block, perhaps farther. Not that he was here for spectating. He was here for . . .0kay, that part he was drawing a blank. One did need a dog to dog sit, right? Bella was weird even for weirdos, but that ass was keeping his feet moving while he wondered if there really was a dog at all.

	The sidewalk on the top of the hill was very busy tonight. It felt like they'd passed the entire neighborhood after only five minutes. Bella naturally greeted everyone by name. No one replied to her. They all just gave her looks. Probably because she had a guy on a leash dressed in a pink dress and bow in his hair trailing behind her. But, you know, maybe that was normal activities here up on top of the hill. Who was he to know how the better half lived?

	They stopped at a corner waiting for the light to change. Another stacked blonde came up to them. "What do you have there, Bella?"

	"Jennifer, I haven't seen you in ages," greeted Bella.

	"And I haven't ever seen before this gorgeous creature you have with her," said Jennifer, uncomfortably pawing at Jake.

	"This is my new dog sitter," explained Bella.

	"What's her name?"

	Jake replied, "I'm Jake."

	"Funny name for a dog sitter," replied Jennifer.

	Bella corrected him, "She is a work in progress. I have not come up with a good name yet."

	"Dare I suggest the name Sofia?" offered Jennifer, while pinching his bottom.

	"l do like that name," said Bella, in contemplation.

	Jake protested, "l don't think . . ."

	"Which is as it should be," interrupted Bella. She tugged on his collar. "Come along my non-thinking, lovely creature named Sofia."

	Jennifer let them depart. She added a little wave in Jake's direction as she let them leave. They were certain strange people up here on the hill, but lovely to look at. They didn't go further on their jog. Instead, they headed back to the house. Their arrival came as a relief to Jake. This day could not end soon enough. If this was what he had to put up with for three thousand dollars, she could stuff it up her ass. Only, the damage was done at this point, so he might as well stick it out to the first payday, right?

	"Did you see how Jennfer fawned over you?" she asked.

	"See it, I felt it," replied Jake, rubbing his bottom.

	"Yes, you were a bit vulgar back there. We're going to have to work on that,"

	Bella said.

	"But she touched .

	Bella added, "Won't you come inside?" She then opened the front door.

	Finally, an offer he couldn't refuse. He gave up protesting her suggestion. Bella was clearly the type of chick a man didn't get a word in edgewise that she didn't want in. It didn't really matter. Soon she'd be gone, and it would just be him and the dog. That soon couldn't come soon enough. He hurried through the open door before anyone else saw him. He found Bella's taste in decorating was a bit one-track. Everything from the wall art to the knick-knacks appeared to be dog-themed. The one thing missing was the living, breathing dog.

	Bella strolled over to an animal cage situated in the middle of the floor. She said, "This is Bitch's crate. She loves being crated. She just loves it. Every bad dog likes to be put in the crate, know what I mean?"

	"The dog likes the crate then," he said, not knowing what she meant.

	"Naughty little dog, aren't we?" she replied.

	Jake gave the cage on the floor a good, hard stare. He couldn't help but wonder if Bitch really loved the cage so much, because he certainly wasn't in it. Not that he'd ask a fruit loop like Bella about it.

	"Are we going to meet your dog?" he asked.

	"Every moment has a place and time," replied Bella.

	"It is hard to dog sit without the dog," he pointed out.

	"Yes, and this way in the kitchen you will find Bitch's bowl."

	Bella headed toward what Jake assumed was the kitchen. She was good at beating around the main topic at hand. He didn't know what to make of it. He wasn't disappointed when he entered a large kitchen complete with said dog bowl on the floor.

	Bella explained, "Bitch likes water in the pink bowl and food in the brown bowl. Please, try to remember that."

	"Pink bowl water, brown food, got it," he replied.

	She didn't seem to care about his response. She opened the pantry door. The pantry was filled to the brim with dog food. It wasn't cheap stuff either, but top-of the-line food. Bitch ate better than Jake. Well, price-wise. Jake was pretty sure the best dog food was still below the worst human food.

	"Is there a can opener?" asked Jake.

	Bella turned and pinched him on his cheek. "What a fresh little dog you are.

	There will be plenty of time to open your can another time, I assure you."

	Jake picked up a tin of dog food. "l will need a can opener for the dog food," he clarified.

	"Yes, true," she replied. She didn't show him a can opener. Instead, she opened a sliding glass door and exited.

	Bitch must be in the backyard, assumed Jake as he followed her. Only that turned out to be a bad assumption. Bella handed Jake a wet ball. "Bitch loves to play ball. She also likes to play fetch with her special stick."

	"Where is this stick?" asked Jake.

	"It doesn't matter," replied Bella.

	"Okay, can I ask again where the dog is then?"

	"No," replied Bella.

	"l need to meet the dog I'm sitting. It is sort of vital to the whole dog sitting thing that you're paying me to do, isn't it?" explained Jake.

	"Sofia, I do not want you worried about such matters on your first day,' replied Bella.

	His name wasn't Sofia, and anyone not worried around Bella had Jake's immediate suspicion. Bella didn't seem to care about the sitting job that lacked a dog. She went back into the house. Jake shrugged and followed her. Bella was making good time, and Jake rushed to keep up. They ended up going upstairs to a master bedroom.

	Bella informed, "Bitch sleeps here on her pillow only."

	Jake assumed she meant the dog bed at the foot of the four-poster bed. The bed was another place Bitch was not. Jake was looking at the dog's bed when Bella took off her top. She tossed it onto the bed. She turned to face him. Her perfectly round store-bought orbs hung in the air as naked as the day they were created. Those two beauties had Jake's full attention. A guy like Jake didn't see breasts like that unless staples were through them.

	"You may squeeze my breasts now," said Bella.

	"Excuse me?" he replied, in a state of confusion.

	"l already have excused your dainty hands rubbing my willing breasts, so why aren't they rubbing my nipples?" she replied. Jake was a little unsure what to do. His hands, however, seemed to get the picture. They reached out and firmly grasped those peaches. "You have very smooth hands. Bitch will love to be petted by such smooth hands."

	"l try to please," said Jake, his voice cracking.

	"That's the right attitude, my Sofia. Care to eat out of my bowl like a good little dog?" Bella asked.

	She pushed Jake away. Then she pulled down her bottoms. Bella was bald and beautiful down below. Jake had a feeling the dog sitting part of the day was over. There wasn't a dog in this house, but there was a cougar, and she was on the prowl for him. Had Lisa put out just once, maybe he wouldn't have fallen for what Bella was offering. Only Lisa hadn't, and Bella was the kind of cat a dog chases. A dog just can't help himself, right?

	He dropped to his knees. That shaved salad was too good not to try. Any man in his situation would do it, he thought. He dove in. Bella tasted like strawberries. He sniffed around her labia before letting his tongue get to town. He'd never gone down on a muffin before. Bella's muffin wasn't fresh, but it tasted top shelf, and that's what mattered.

	"Such a good dog," praised Bella. Her thighs tightened around his head. She had a vice grip. The only way she was going to let him go was to get her to pop. Not that he minded the circumstances. Suddenly, this dog sitting had an upside. Indeed, he was up about as much as he could go. That boner he was popping was rubbing hard on his panties.

	"More tongue, bitch," Bella ordered.

	He thought he was giving as much lip and tongue action as he could give. He tried to double his efforts.

	"A bitch isn't trying until she's smothering herself," said Bella. Jake had a feeling Bella was an expert in this subject, so he didn't doubt her one bit. The fact that he was barely getting any air crushed between her thighs didn't seem to matter.

	"Finally, you hit the spot. Lick that bean, lick that bean!" Bella ordered.

	Jake licked and licked. He wanted to rub his wood against her leg, but he wasn't in a position to do it. Shit, this was both hot and weird. Bella was a turn on, and she'd gotten him easily. He should be ashamed to be pushed into sex so fast, but he was too into the salad to think about it.

	"Yes, yes, yes!" exclaimed Bella, and then she released her grip. He sucked a few gasps of air. Then he looked up into Bella's eyes. Bella patted him on the head. "That was a good bitch. Yes, you were. Do you want a treat for being such a good little bitch for your master?"

	Jake nodded his head. He wanted a treat down below, and he wanted it badly. He wanted what every dog wanted: a bone. Well, to bury his bone, to be exact. He knew Bella was wet enough to bury that bone quickly. Only what he wanted, he didn't get. Bella stood up and went to the closet. She opened it and retrieved a bag. She informed him, "l have your outfit for your next visit." She then handed the bag over to him. He peered inside. It was another dress. It was a little light blue sundress with matching panties, bow, and bra. The weird part wasn't that he was unhappy to get this bag. The weird part was that he wondered how good he would look in the dress. That wasn't a normal thought, right? He had allowed himself to go down this Bella's fetish path, and now he discovered he liked it. It was their little secret. If Lisa found out he'd cheated on her, she'd dump him.

	"Sofia, my dear, you are dismissed," informed Bella.

	"Yeah, ah, thanks," he said. He stood up, his wood poking hard into his panties. He was a touch embarrassed by it. He was more embarrassed by the fact that Bella watched, her eyes firmly gazing as his erection tried to burst through those panties. She didn't do anything about the fact, though. She let him leave blue balled and confused.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 5

	 

	Jeff was staring at him over the pizza box on the kitchen table. He probably thought it was weird that Jake hadn't changed his outfit since getting home.

	Jake couldn't explain to Jeff that he found it hard to take the dress off.

	He looked so pretty in it. More than that, he had gotten to . . . Ah, whatever base it was you got to when you muff dove on a girl. Not a girl, even, but a real woman! It probably wasn't home plate, but it was at least rounding third base. He wanted to be driven home today so badly. His cock was still raging inside his pretty little panties. The whole situation at Bella's house was too much to explain to anyone. He certainly didn't want to tell Jeff. If Jeff knew, Lisa would find out quickly enough, because Jeff couldn't keep a secret.

	"Good pizza," said Jake, changing the subject. Not that there was a subject out there being discussed, but, you know, the topic of the dress was written all over

	Jeff's face, so why mention it at all?

	Jeff eyed him. Finally, he replied, "How was the dog?"

	"The dog?" replied Jake.

	"The dog that you just sat," added Jeff.

	"I'm not sure, I haven't met the dog yet," explained Jake.

	"But you got all dolled and dressed up .

	Jake interrupted, "It was sort of an extended interview today. You know, to see if I had what it takes to sit the dog."

	"l thought you .

	"She is very thorough and needed a second interview," interrupted Jake again.

	Jeff looked over at the bag Jake had brought home. "And you need a second dress, apparently."

	"Yeah . It is three thousand bucks that she is offering me and the dog hates men, I've been told," replied Jake.

	"l know, but it is sort of gay," replied Jeff.

	Clearly, he didn't understand how a man in a dress could turn a cougar like Bella on. Munching salad was absolutely not gay. Maybe a bit lesbian adjacent, but lesbian and gay were not the same thing. He was pretty sure about that. There was a gay bone in Jake's body.

	"Bella is eccentric. That's all," shrugged Jake.

	"Yeah, that is one word for it," replied Jeff.

	"l guess I should take off my makeup and take a shower," said Jake.

	Jeff shot him a glance, then went over and turned the TV on. Jake took one last slice of pizza and downed it fast. Being a rich cougar's plaything worked up an appetite. He then headed toward the bathroom. A guy's bathroom always smelled funny. Two guys living together meant the bathroom had a lot of funk. It never bothered Jake before. Huh, maybe he was getting in touch with his feminine side now. There was nothing wrong with that, right? Yeah, chicks loved a guy that understood how chick's thought. This whole dog-sitting thing was going to make him a chick magnet in the end. There was an upside to that.

	He turned the water on. It always took five minutes to warm up. What could he do while waiting? The answer was obvious. He was so jacked in these panties, he needed to work that failed expectation out. He didn't release his beast at Bella's house, but the beast needed to be satisfied. He didn't want to do that while wearing his pretty dress, as it might get soiled. It would be a shame to stain a dress like this with man juice. He pulled the dress off. He carefully folded it. There was something hot about the sight of a cock covered in panties. The sight in the mirror of his raging hard on trapped inside those pretty panties turned him on. He started rubbing the panty fabric onto his cock. Oh fuck, this felt good. Oh yeah, who was a good girl today? Who deserves to cum? Sofia does. Err . . . Jake does. Only, with the makeup on, he was sort of still Sofia. He liked that name. It fit him. It fit her. Yeah, it was okay to be her while at Bella's house. It was only acting. It was only playing around. He worked his cock harder. Those panties felt so good. He liked that soft feeling and the friction of rubbing them against his hard-on. Faster, Jake, faster. Sofia wants to know how good a boy feels to cum. She's never seen a man blow his load. But she was about to. She was a good girl.

	He busted his nut into his panties. He didn't think he ever dropped a bigger load. Shit, the stain on those panties would ruin them. He had just been a bad girl.

	Being a bad girl felt too good not to go bad, though. So, he had soiled his panties. His mind raced to his new bag. He sighed in relief. Oh well, he had a spare now. He tugged his soiled panties down. He squeezed his breasts together. His new outfit had a bra. It would be nice to fill it out. He didn't have fake golden tan orbs like Bella had. He wasn't half the woman as Bella.

	He puckered his lips into the mirror. Then he blew himself a kiss. He was a naughty girl. He could feel it. Not that it mattered. He took the makeup remover Lisa had left him and started to remove his face. The more he removed, the sadder he got. It was like he was erasing a person. That was silly, though. He was Sofia, and she was him. It was just a character he had to play to please a dog. She didn't disappear due to a lack of foundation. He paused on that thought. Maybe she never disappeared. Maybe this was more than dirty sex at Bella's place. Maybe this was a whole new thing for him. He had liked it. He had liked it a lot. He glanced at those soiled panties. Yeah, he had liked it and gotten off to the thought of it.

	His heart raced at the very notion of that idea. No, he couldn't have liked it that much. That would make him gay. Okay, guys were gay. It would make him a girl. That wasn't the same thing, right? He had a cock, so he couldn't be a girl. He had to be having gay feelings. No, he wasn't gay either. He liked Lisa and Bella. "Girls don't have dicks!" he shouted. Then he covered his mouth. Shit, Jeff would hear that. What the fuck was he doing?

	He was going crazy. He needed to wash this all off him. He stepped into the shower. He loved the feel of the water on his now smooth skin. He reached for the moisturizer. Lisa had warned him not to let his skin dry out. He needed to keep it soft. Yeah, soft and smooth was the new him. He would just have to accept it. No one would know how much he liked it. He was sure about that.

	He turned the water off. He stepped out of the shower, and his eyes immediately fell on those soiled panties on the bathroom floor. He picked them up. He ran them in the sink, working the stain out as best he could. He knew now he needed to wear a pair of panties to bed. Nothing else could satisfy this new urge inside him.

	Sofia liked being a girl, and he liked Sofia. She was his type of thing.

	He ran the blow dryer over the panties until they were dry enough to slide on. Then he wrapped a towel around himself. He headed to his room. The long shirt of a man and panties, the best night gear a girl could wear to bed.

	"Are you done in the shower?" asked Jeff.

	"For now," replied Jake. He checked the bathroom. There was no sign of his handiwork. Jeff wouldn't know how big a turn-on being a girl was to Jake now.

	Yeah, Sofia's little secret was safe. This was all to satisfy a dog, right? He didn't know anymore, nor did he completely care. If it made you happy, it couldn't be wrong. That much he was certain about.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 6

	 

	The next car ride to Bella's house was a quiet one. Jake was worried about how much Bella had told Lisa about his real duties as a dog sitter. Did Lisa know or not that he had done sexual things with Bella? Lisa wasn't giving away anything. She seemed happy enough. Jake, on the other hand, was feeling more than a bit guilty. The guilty feeling wasn't related to what he had done, but it was instead due to the fact that he hoped to do it again today. That wasn't even entirely true. He wanted to go further. He wanted to go all the way with Bella. And yet he still loved Lisa. Life, it was so complicated. Life being complicated while wearing a dress to please a dog you'd never met didn't make it feel less complicated.

	The car was parked at the curb. "Is that the weird lady?" asked Jeff. The further complication was that Jeff was with them today.

	"That is Bella," replied Jake.

	"Does she always wear black latex dresses?" asked Jeff.

	Jake frowned. Jeff had insisted on coming along today. Worse than that,

	Lisa had let him come along. There were some things you didn't want to share with your roommate, and your newfound sexual fetish was one of them. Jake replied, "It doesn't matter what she wears. I'm just here for the dog."

	"That outfit does look cute on her, though," Lisa added.

	"Yeah, I was just going to say the word cute," agreed Jeff.

	Cute was not a word Jake would use. He was pretty sure no one ever wore a latex dress that wasn't going for a complete slut look and not a cuteness look. The dress did nothing to dampen Jake's desires.

	"Maybe I should come along and keep you company," said Jeff.

	"The dog doesn't like men, remember?" reminded Jake.

	"Right, and that makes you what now?" asked Jeff.

	"Let's not read too much into this dog-sitting job, Jeff," suggested Lisa. "Exactly, I will see you two later," said Jake, then he opened the car door, hoping to get away.

	"Bye, Honey, and remember you are what you eat," said Lisa.

	Jake shrugged. That comment made no sense at all. Jeff didn't add his own sly comment in reply. Which was good because Jake already knew Jeff's opinion on the matter. Jeff didn't appreciate how much a real man feels free in a light blue summer dress with a matching bow in his hair. Yeah, some things a man just has to try himself to understand. Jake understood now. He understood that he liked it. He was hoping today that Bella would teach him to love it.

	Jake hurried toward Bella. He was eager to get on with whatever dog-sitting activities she had planned. Bella greeted him with, "Sofia, you look perfect. I could just eat you up."

	That was music to Jake's ears. Then he heard a bark. It was followed shortly by a few more. Jake looked toward the front door. Standing at the door was a dog. It was a great Dane. Despite the name of Bitch, the dog clearly had balls. Who names a male dog Bitch? Jake's eyes moved to Bella. The answer was Bella, obviously.

	Bella pulled out the dog collar. She put it around Jake's neck and attached the leash. She said, "Bitch is so excited to meet you. Now remember all of your lessons and be a good sitter for my little Bitch. If you're really good, there may be a small reward when I get back. Now, I am off."

	"When will you be back?" asked Jake.

	"l am the wind. I blow when I blow," explained Bella.

	Jake nodded as if that meant something. Then he eyed the dog. There really was a dog. He had assumed this was all an excuse for Bella to have kinky sex with younger men. The last thing Jake was prepared to do today was actually dog sit. It was a disappointment. On the bright side, he'd not stray from his true love a second time. That would make him feel less guilty about yesterday. Still, he had shaved, put on a dress, and makeup for nothing. Well, not nothing, as the dog appeared happy enough.

	He headed into the house. "Hello, Bitch!" greeted Jake. Bitch jumped around, excited to see him. Bitch was at least two hundred pounds. He was a lot to handle, so Jake needed to stay on his good side.

	Bitch went into the dog cage. Good, maybe the dog would sleep, and Jake could watch some TV or something. Only Bitch didn't stay in his cage. Bitch came out carrying a pink stick. Bitch dropped it at Jake's feet.

	"You want to play fetch?" asked Jake. Bitch looked at him expectantly. That appeared to answer that. Jake picked up the stick. He noticed it was unfortunately shaped. Great, Bella used her dildo as a fetch stick for her dog. It would be weird for anyone else but Bella. For a woman like Bella, a fetch stick dildo was par for the course.

	Jake headed out back. He waited for Bitch to follow, but he didn't need to wait long. Bitch clearly understood his role in the game. Jake gave the dildo a good toss. "Go get it, Bitch!"

	Bitch took off running. She caught the dildo mid-air. Then she ran back. She ran right by Jake and back into the house. Jake trailed after her. Bitch went back into her cage and then exited without the dildo.

	"All done with fetch, huh?" asked Jake. Bitch didn't reply enthusiastically to that statement. Instead, he looked at Jake expectantly. Maybe he was hungry. "Are you hungry?"

	Bitch paced around the cage and looked toward Jake. Jake rolled his eyes. He got it. Bitch wanted to play fetch more. Only Jake would have to get the stick. Jake dropped on all fours and went into the dog cage. He grabbed the dildo. Just as he picked it up, he heard the cage door close. He turned around fast. Bitch was staring at him from the other side of the cage. Somehow, the dog had worked the cage door. Jake shoved it, but it was locked from the outside. Of all the bad luck!

	Bitch barked playfully and then started walking away. "Hey, come back and open this door," demanded Jake, shaking the cage door.

	Bitch seemed disinterested in what he had just done. He walked away and into the next room. Jake frowned. This was going to be embarrassing when Bella came home. He had just been outsmarted by a dog. Maybe he could trigger the door catch from the inside. He eyed the dildo. It was the only thing on hand he could use. He poked it through the bars. He tried angling it toward the catch, but it was no good. Face it, rubber cocks weren't made with lock picking in mind.

	He pulled the dildo back inside the cage. He must have accidentally hit something because the dildo came alive. It nearly jumped from his hand. It wasn't just a fake dick, but a vibrator. He fumbled for it and then tried to find the off switch.

	"My, what do we have here?" asked Bella.

	Jake nearly jumped at the sound of her voice. He looked to see Bella staring at him. "Thank goodness you're here. Can you open the door? I appear to be stuck," requested Jake.

	"You don't look stuck yet, but if you want out of that cage, then you need to show Bella you can stick yourself like a good girl does," Bella replied.

	"Come again?"

	"You haven't cum for the first time yet, but you're going to. You're going to gush at just the feel of it," she explained.

	"The feel of what?" he asked, then his eyes fell on that vibrator. "Oh no, I couldn't," he protested.

	"Sofia, my dear, confused girl. I think you will find that you can," said Bella.

	She pulled up a chair to the side of the cage and sat down to watch.

	"Are you just going to sit there?" he asked.

	She reached under her skirt and pulled her pink latex panties down. She replied, "No, but I like to watch. Go ahead and lather her up and then find the appropriate hole to stick it in."

	"You don't understand, I can't," he said.

	"You must. Sofia needs to know how it feels to be a real woman," replied Bella.

	Jake found that vibratory inching toward his mouth. Then it sort of slipped inside. At first, just the head went inside. He sucked on it. It was easy. Indeed, it was easier to down a vibrator than to go down on a woman. Soon, he found himself getting braver. He was shoving that cock down further and further. It wasn't that hard to do. He bet he could deep throat it if needed. Only, that wasn't the hole begging to be penetrated. He couldn't really do that. He looked over to Bella, and she was finger deep inside herself, watching him play. He was a good girl. He would make her so happy. Maybe if he made her happy, she'd go all the way with him. His cock was rock hard and pressed against his pretty little panties. He knew how much his cock liked tickling itself with panties. Maybe this would feel good too. Bella knew what made a man feel good. She hadn't steered him wrong yet. He needed to trust her.

	He shoved that vibrator between his panties and his ass. The buzz felt good. Yeah, it tickled him from the base of his balls to the head of his cock. This was going to feel good. It was going to feel so good. He knew then and there he had to go all the way. He had to be the good girl for Bella. He liked dressing like a girl. He'd

	like fucking like one too. He knew it instinctively. He pressed that vibrator to his anal rim.

	"Press it in deep, Sofia," Bella ordered.

	The pink stick of pleasure pressed against his willing anal rim. Could he do it? Could he sink the pink? He knew if he did, he would never be the same again. That didn't scare him. He was more afraid of not doing it. If he didn't, then he'd never know how good it felt.

	He drove that vibrator home. His ass didn't give it up easily. It fought against the anal intrusion. That only made him more determined. He pressed harder and harder, making his anus gape for joy.

	"That's it, Sofia!" encouraged Bella.

	His anus yielded at last. He felt the pleasure stick tickle his secret zone. Oh, this felt so good. He turned it on to vibrate. His balls shook to the gentle vibes of prostate pleasure. A prostate massage was a secret pleasure only some men understood. He was now a part of the club.

	"Oh my!" he screamed.

	"Ride it like a girl," ordered Bella.

	She had been so correct about everything so far that he couldn't say no. He pressed his ass up against the dog cage. He drove that pink vibrating stick home. Then he rode that vibrating wonder stick. He rode it up and down. In and out it went. Each time it went deeper and deeper until it had no more length left in it to give. He was taking it all in like a champ.

	"What a good girl you've become," praised Bella.

	She didn't know how right she was because at that moment, Jake had his first anal climax. His happy wand shot a load of loads all over the inside of Bitch's cage.

	Bella clucked her tongue. He looked into her eyes filled with disapproval. Had he done something wrong? Bella said, "What a fine mess you've made. Be a good girl and clean that up for me."

	Jake slid the vibrator from his gaped bottom. There was a sense of disappointment, but he knew such pleasure couldn't last forever. It could be experienced again, and soon. Yeah, he'd do that again soon. It felt too good to deny something like that from himself. It wasn't gay if he didn't while a real woman watched. Nah, it wasn't gay at all.

	Jake asked, "Do you have a towel?"

	"Silly girl, use your tongue," instructed Bella.

	His tongue? Yeah, why not enjoy the fruits of his labor? He wondered in the moment what it would taste like. Every girl wondered that before they downed it for the first time. It must taste good, judging by how often good girls do oral. It must taste really good.

	He pressed his tongue against the cum soaked bars of the cage. It tasted better than he could have dreamed. It tasted like a man. No girl could resist the taste of a man, and Jake was such a good girl now. He finished licking up his treat, making sure not to miss a single drop.

	"My, what a good girl you've become," praised Bella.

	When he was done, a wave of guilt overcame him. Had he just done that? It had to be madness. He didn't really want to be a girl. He didn't. But it had felt so good. He was such a knockout as a girl. He had seen how Jeff watched him dressed as Sofia. Jeff had even come today. Yeah, Sofia had it, and men wanted it.

	"Does my girl want out?" asked Bella. Jake nodded his head. Bella opened the cage door. She added, "I'd say Sofia is out already."

	It was true. Jake couldn't deny it. He crawled out of the cage, vibrator still in hand. Bitch darted into the room. Bitch barked at him.

	"It looks like Bitch wants to play catch. Be a good girl and go in the backyard and play awhile," said Bella, smelling her fingers. Apparently, Jake wasn't the only one who had enjoyed the moment.

	"Right, right," was all Jake could say. He straightened his dress and made sure his pretty panties covered his girl wand. He carried the pink stick out to the yard to play with the dog more. He wasn't sure how much dog sitting he was doing, but he didn't care. Something new and wonderful was happening to him. That's all he knew.

	 


CHAPTER 7

	 

	It was a hard night of dog sitting, and Jake was back home for dinner. His mind should be moving on to his schoolwork, which he was supposed to have done while dog sitting. Strangely enough, he had forgotten to do it. His mind was instead wandering about the new set of clothes Bella had sent him home with. It was just a fact now, Jake liked to dress up. The fact didn't bother him. He only worried if he was feminine enough to wear everything Bella thought he should wear. It was silly, though. Why should he care about that? Women were the hardest on themselves.

	"Good night at work?" asked Jeff, breaking Jake's concentration.

	He was giving Jake a hard stare again. It was really very silly of him. There was nothing unusual about things. Dog sitting was a legitimate business. There was even a dog and everything involved. It wasn't like Bella was paying him to fulfill her weird sexual desires. Well, only paying him to do that. Besides, her desires weren't weird at all. They were perfectly natural desires that Jake clearly shared. What woman didn't like to turn men into their feminized sex slaves? Well, he was hardly a slave, come to think of it. Jake was being paid to. . .Ah. . .To watch the dog. Yeah, what came with the dog watching was strictly a coincidence. He didn't want to feel like a whore or anything. He was a dog sitter. He sat dogs. It was all on the up and up. And some things went up places where one wouldn't think they would fit up, but that was neither here nor there. Jeff should appreciate that fact. If he told him, which he wouldn't. Jeff couldn't handle the truth!

	"l asked if you had a good night, cougar sitting?" asked Jeff.

	It occurred to Jake that maybe he had taken too long to reply to Jeff. Jake tossed his hair. "l was dog sitting, and not cougar sitting," corrected Jake.

	"l know what I saw with my own two eyes. That woman is a cougar, and if she hasn't pounced on you yet, she will. Mark my words," said Jeff. "Have you a lot of experience with cougars?" asked Jake.

	"Well, no, but . . 

	"Jeff, I am completely happy with Lisa. There is no reason to start rumors about Bella being some weird fetish cougar or anything. Latex is just a fashion choice."

	"Yeah, what you said."

	The microwave made a ping noise. Jeff lost interest in Jake and opened it. He took out two instant burritos and placed them around the table. He sat down. Jeff said, "They're pretty hot, so you have time to change."

	"Change?" replied Jake.

	"Change your clothes. You're still dressed as a girl. Indeed," Jeff paused and shook a bag. "It appears you have yet another outfit to wear."

	Jake sat at the table. He was ready to eat a burrito and not discuss his clothes. "They're just like uniforms, don't be so curious."

	"l am not curious at all!" protested Jeff.

	"Fine then," replied Jake.

	Jake took out a knife and fork. A man eats burritos as finger food. But a good girl needs to look out for unsightly spills on her clothes. Jake had just put a bite of burrito in his mouth when Jeff added, "But, if I were curious, it wouldn't be in a gay way."

	Jake spit out his burrito. "What do you mean by that!"

	"Nothing," replied Jeff. He grabbed his burrito and bit it.

	"You're not attracted to me, are you?" asked Jake. He could hardly believe he had had to say that. Sure, he rocked this dress. Even after being caged up for part of the night, he looked purely divine. A lot of girls wished they had what Jake had. Well, Sofia had. Names were like gender; they didn't matter that much anymore to Jake. What did matter was that Jeff found him attractive. Jake was feminine enough! He was slightly embarrassed to be thrilled by the idea. Still, all women are attention whores even if they won't admit it.

	Jeff balked at the suggestion. "l said in a not gay way!"

	A not gay way, huh? Jake stood up. He twirled in his dress. Then he strutted back and forth. He did a quick snap turn and tossed his hair. He added, "If my name were Sofia, would it still be in a gay way?"

	"You have a penis, so yeah," replied Jeff.

	"Like every lovely girl, I have a delicate pink hole and it responds to the right touch," said Jake.

	Jeff was visibly angry now. That only made him look like he wanted Jake more. This was silly. They were roommates. They were absolutely not lovers. Jake had never had a gay thought in his life. Sofia, though . . .0h, that damn Sofia was a bit curious. She knew how good it felt to be the girl. Every girl graduates from vibrators to flesh and blood cock eventually. Besides nuns, maybe. Sofia didn't think she would make good nun material. There were so few nuns that rocked hard-ons. However, Sofia was hard right now. Yeah, turning Jeff on turned her on. It occurred to her, Jeff was a dog and Sofia had been sitting him for free for a while now. Dogs loved to be petted.

	"Jeff, what if we acted on it in a not gay way?" asked Jake.

	"Acted on it?" echoed Jeff.

	"Just a little suck, it won't hurt," suggested Jake, adding a wink.

	"No way!"

	Jake moved toward him. His mouth had said no way, but the bulge in his blue jeans was giving mixed signals. Jake had a feeling Sofia could make that bulge happy. Yeah, Sofia could make that bulge very happy. Jeff didn't exactly retreat from Jake's advances. Jake had never thought of sucking cock before, and now he couldn't think of anything else. He wanted to seduce Jeff and make him understand.

	Jake said, "Call me Sofia from now on."

	"No." "Ask Sofia to kiss you."

	"No."

	Sofia wasn't the type of girl to take no for an answer, nor should she be that type of girl. There was no fun being a girl if a girl couldn't play with the toys girls loved best. Sofia squeezed Jeff and felt how much he was trembling in fear. It would be okay. It would all be okay. Jeff just needed to understand that Sofia was a woman. Sofia kissed Jeff. Jeff's hot lips yielded to Sofia's advances.

	"See, it wasn't gay at all," said Sofia.

	"But . . ."

	"Cock first, butt second," interrupted Sofia.

	Sofia went to her knees. She could eat a woman out just fine. Orally pleasing a man, it felt so much easier. A girl didn't need to find a man's button. Balls, shaft, or head, it all felt good. Men were so suckable.

	Sofia fished Jeff's ample stiffy from his pants. She looked up into Jeff's eager eyes as she kissed Jeff's cock head. Her kisses grew wetter until she lubed it up good and wet. She then slowly sucked. Each sucking cycle slid Jeff's willing member deeper and deeper into Sofia's warm, wet oral hole.

	"This is so wrong," mumbled Jeff.

	Sofia licked his shaft from balls to head and back down again. Then she playfully sucked on Jeff's meaty man balls. Jeff didn't protest about the actions being wrong a second time. Instead, his hands planted forcefully on top of Sofia's head. Sofia went back to sucking. Jeff forced Sofia's head down. Clearly, Jeff wanted Sofia now. Jeff was forcefully face fucking Sofia for all it was worth. It was worth a lot. The thrill of getting Jeff off was overcoming Sofia. She wanted her man to be pleased. And then, Jeff became very pleased. Sofia could feel the eruption of pleasure juice fill her oral cavity.

	"Oh fuck!" Jeff exclaimed.

	That exclamation was followed by Lisa saying, "What the fuck?"

	Lisa! Holy crap, not Lisa at this moment. Could there be anything worse than your girlfriend showing up unannounced just as you've taken your roommate's salty load?

	Jeff darted from the room. His manhood dangling from his pants. It is hard to store the beast when you're still sporting a post cum stiffy. Jake couldn't just run away. He wanted to stand up, but first he needed to ease that load down. HE swallowed hard. Shame, he had wanted that taste to linger. He had worked so hard for it.

	"Lisa, this isn't what it looks like," Jake explained. He didn't sell that line too hard because it was hard to make her think it could be something else. Particularly with love's remains still hot on your breath.

	Lisa walked over with a yellow ribbon in her hand. She said, "You left your ribbon in my car. I was only bringing it back. I guess someone forgot to close the door before blowing their roommate."

	"We weren't . . .I mean, it wasn't me. It was Sofia. She has dirty thoughts. I can't control her. I need to change. I need to get out of this dog sitting girl's stuff."

	"Please don't," replied Lisa.

	"Come again."

	Lisa shook her head. "l can't believe it." "l wouldn't if I were you," added Jake.

	"Bella told me she could turn you into a girl, but I didn't think it would go that fast," said Lisa.

	"Wait, what?"

	Lisa walked over to him. She didn't look angry. She looked quite pleased with herself. She said, "I've been waiting months to do this to you. It took Bella to work up my courage."

	"She worked up your courage to do what?" he asked, hoping the answer was exactly what he wanted.

	She spun him around. Then she tied his hands behind his back with the pretty yellow ribbon. She pulled it tight. She ordered him, "Bend over, lover girl." She didn't need to ask him twice. He felt her soft hands on his panty-covered bottom. She squeezed his buns. Then she yanked his panties to the ground.

	"It looks like you're a little gaped already," she said. "l had a little dog training tonight,' he explained.

	"Practice makes perfect."

	She opened her purse and pulled a strap-on out. She dropped her purse to the ground. Soon he felt her phallic presence nestled against his bare pink bottom treat. She played it around his waiting rim. She slowly thrust her strap-on inside him. As good as it felt to please oneself with a vibrator, it felt so much better to please someone else. It wasn't exactly the real thing, but he knew he was making Lisa happy. To be the girl for your girl was the ultimate high. The fact that his girl could massage his secret pleasure zone thrilled him. "Take it," she said, as she started pumping him.

	"Gladly," he replied.

	She didn't speak again. She was too busy plumbing the depth of his bottomless imagination. She was a good plumber. He knew when this was over, his pipes would be clean. Both ends of his piping at that.

	His nuts burst with happiness. He could hear his pleasure juice decorating his apartment floor. Lisa didn't stop pumping. She was getting off to this. She wouldn't stop pumping until she felt fulfilled. All he could be was the hole for her. He knew it was a role he was set to play his whole life. This was what he really wanted. Sofia was all he ever wanted to be from now on. It wasn't just the wonderful wardrobe; it wasn't the fact he rocked the look, it was the fact that there could be no going back. When you've discovered the real you? What were you going back to?

	"Oh baby at last!" she exclaimed. She pulled out of him. She gave his bottom a slap. "Are those burritos?" she asked. She went over to the table and started to eat. She'd earned her meal, so he didn't protest her eating his burrito. After all, he imagined he'd be eating her taco from now on. There was something perfect about watching your girl eat your burrito while half naked, sporting a solid strap-on. Jeff took that moment to come out of his room. He said, "l just want everyone to know that I am not gay."

	Lisa eyed Sofia. She smiled a wicked smile. She said, "You know, Bella's schedule is so busy she might need a second dog sitter."

	"No way!" protested Jeff.

	Jake said, "Jeff, it wouldn't be gay when we're both girls."

	Lisa laughed. And at that moment, Sofia knew she'd be moving in with them. It was going to be a three-girl pad sponsored by the very generous Bella's bank account.
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