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Chapter One

The ball that’s going to decide my future is flying at 120 miles per hour straight for me. Did you know a tennis ball moves faster than almost any other ball on the planet? It requires countless hours of training to counter one that’s hit by a pro. Fortunately, I’ve been practicing my entire life.

My racket slams into the ball with a devastating forehand. The ball goes spinning back over the net. My opponent chases it, reaching out with his racket, but he’s too slow. The judges call it and the crowd erupts into applause. I’ve done it. I’ve won the world championship. People in the audience start chanting my name. I close my eyes and just drink in the moment, trying to savor it. They’re all cheering for me.

My opponent gracefully walks across the court and offers me his hand. I shake it, trying to appear magnanimous. “good game,” he said.

I nodded, “good game.”

Alongside the cheering crowd came a high-pitched whine. I spun around, looking for the source of the noise. The noise grew louder as my search became more frantic. It surrounded me, drawing ever closer. There was a shout behind me. I turned in time to see a tennis ball to slam into my face.

I shot out of bed with a jolt and crashed my hand down on the whining alarm clock. My wobbly bedside table shook from the impact. I groaned and forced myself to get up. There’s just something about being rudely awoken suddenly that makes going back to sleep impossible. You also know that even if you fell back to sleep that you’d never get back to that dream.

Why did I even set an alarm today? It’s not like I’ve got somewhere to be. But that’s the problem. I’ve got nothing to do and a dwindling bank account that can’t support me like this for much longer.

The dream stuck to me like gum on my shoe. I couldn’t shake it.

I walked past some old trophies, back when I was a rising star. When I was eighteen people used to say that I’d go on to win the US Open or Wimbledon. Now nine years later nobody says anything because no one remembers me.

My phone beeps, reminding me of a missed call. The number is my landlord's. I sighed it was never good news when he called. Unfortunately, he’d left me a message. I force myself to press play.

“Hey Steve, listen we need to talk. You’re two months late on the rent and I can’t keep pushing this off for much longer. If you don’t pay me soon, I’m going to have to evict you. Now I don’t want that but you’re not leaving me with much of a choice here. Call me back as soon as you get this.”

I glance at my old trophies. Maybe they’re worth something? My phone buzzes. I guess I’m Mr. Popular today. Caller ID says it’s my agent Barry.

I answer.

“Hey, Barry tell me you’ve got some good news.”

“As a matter of fact, I do. Do you remember when we talked about coaching opportunities?”

God that’s right. He’d floated the idea of training some rich family’s kids on the east coast. It was the sort of thing the B list athletes do after they retire when they’re too old to compete anymore.

“I thought we talked about this. I’m looking for sponsorships not babysitting.”

“Have you seen your rankings? What kind of sponsorships do you’ll think you’ll get now? Look, I know things haven’t been going well lately. Think of this as an opportunity, you can still make money doing what you love.”

I gripped the phone so hard I thought it might crack. There was a second of silence as I fought to keep my voice calm. “What I love is competing.”

“Yeah and the sponsorships and all the fame that comes with it. It’s time to face reality kid. Those days are over. When are you going to accept that you’re not your sister?”

“I told you not to mention her!” I shouted.

“Don’t yell at me Stephen. I’m just trying to help you. If you won’t take a coaching job, then maybe ask her for a position in her company. Just until you’re in better shape.”

I had to keep calm. I needed Barry a lot more than he needed me right now and we both knew it. I forced a smile and said, “I’m in great shape. Besides you know Stephanie and I don’t talk.”

“Well, I just figured, considering what day it is.”

“What…” I stopped myself and looked at my phone. It’s the 12th. Dad’s birthday.

“Hey Steve, you still there?”

“Yeah, tell me about the coaching thing,” I sighed.

“A wealthy property developer has a son back home; he wants you to fly over and train him three or four times a week. The pay is middle five figures but they’ll cover the cost of accommodations.”

“Wait fly over? Fly over where? And fuck you middle five figures. That’s a joke of a paycheck.”

Barry sighed, “Look if it was five years ago I’d agree with you but things have changed. The son lives in Budapest, you’d be looking at six months of work, maybe more if they like you.”

“Let me get this straight. You want me to move to Hungary for half a year or longer for 75 grand?”

“It’s closer sixty but with the exchange rate…”

I hung up on him.

How did I let it get to this point?

That’s it. It’s time I’d started taking things more seriously. No more slacking off or feeling sorry for myself. I’m going to train harder than ever before. I’ll work my way through the rankings and rebuild my name. Everyone thinks I’m finished. That I haven’t got what it takes. I’ll show them.


Chapter Two

After that phone call, I cleaned myself up starting with the whole apartment. I’ll find some kind of coaching position myself to cover rent. There has to be something local that would work. But that’ll have to be later because today is dad’s birthday.

I threw out all the beer I’d been keeping in the fridge and then changed into a suit and tie and drove over there.

I got halfway before realizing I should get flowers and pulled into a gas station. I topped up the car and then went inside. On my right was a wall of magazines. My sister’s face was on several of them. I clenched my teeth and marched on, grabbing a bouquet of flowers and putting them on the counter.

“Nothing else?” The guy behind the counter asked.

I shook my head. “No thank you.”

It was just starting to rain when I got there. Every year I’d come to the same spot on dad’s birthday with some flowers. I’d get all dressed up out of respect and come visit. The cemetery was quiet, probably due to the weather. Twelve years ago I’d beaten my ultimate competitor in the under 17’s in a torrential downpour. So this was nothing to me.

I reached his grave and laid the flowers down next to it. The rain was coming down harder now but I ignored it and stared at the gravestone. Desperately, trying to remember some of the good times I’d had with him.

A pair of heels clicked and clacked on the stone path behind me. It could only be one person. I sighed and waited. A woman of my height, wearing a long dark coat and large black hat came to stand next to me.

I glanced at her and scowled. “You couldn’t wear something low-key for this?”

A flicker of irritation passed over her face. “The paparazzi are following me. I can’t afford to look bad right now. Besides father would approve. You know how media-savvy he was.”

I shook my head. “It’s still disrespectful. Trust you to find a way to make money off of this.”

“You’re just jealous,” she huffed.

I eyed her outfit again and realized that she was probably wearing what amounted to several months of my rent. It was getting drenched in rain too but she didn’t even care. In fact, she’d probably never wear this outfit again after today.

I needed to get out of here before things got ugly.

“Well, see you next year,” I said and began walking away.

“Barry told me how you’re doing,” she said sounding concerned.

I stopped and without turning around said “he had no right.”

My sister Stephanie walked over to me and grabbed my hand. She leaned close and in a tight voice said, “people are recording us. If you want to argue then we can do it in private unless these are the kind of headlines you want?”

I frowned but said nothing. Stephanie continued.

“Look there’s a lot of stuff we should talk about. Stuff that we… I’ve been putting off. Come to Dad’s house with me. I’ve still got my key. We can look at old pictures and just talk this whole thing out.”

“Talk what out?”

“Everything,” she said letting go of my hand.

I watched her go and finally noticed the photographers that were following her. Some of them swung their camera lenses to follow her movements but alarmingly a few stayed pointing at me.

I flipped them the bird before stomping off to my car.

****

The house I grew up in was just as I remembered. A six-bedroom behemoth with enormous walls surrounding the property with a private tennis court and swimming pool at the back. Our father had been a pro player in his day and was able to retire wealthy. He encouraged both Stephanie and me to follow in his footsteps. We did, and I’d like to think we made him proud. He passed away five years ago in a car accident and I haven’t been back to the house since the funeral.

It had stopped raining by the time I’d got there. The sun was peaking out of the clouds and shining down on the house, making it look even more majestic. For me, it was just a reminder of losing him. He’d left us the house and a little money after he’d died. At the time, the thought of selling the place was unthinkable. Now, with my current financial situation, it was necessary. Convincing Stephanie to sell, however, wouldn’t be easy.

I pulled up next to her gleaming silver Mercedes but couldn’t get out yet. She was going to give me a speech. It would be about personal responsibility and hard work. It would be something like my father used to say when we were little. God, she became so condescending the second her career started doing better than mine. I didn’t want to go in there. Rehash the past and hear a lecture but I had no choice. It was either this or Hungary.

I got out and went to knock on the door. That alone angered me. Having to knock for a house I co-own. That Stephanie gets to decide whether to let me in or not. Of course, I have a key back at my apartment somewhere. It reeked of yet another power play. She always has to be the one in control.

The door opened. I glowered expecting to find my smug sister. Instead, it was her personal assistant Alice. For a moment, I was stunned by just how beautiful she was. With long red hair, milky white skin, and green eyes that held me in place. Searching for the reason I was here.

I sighed. “Let me guess. She didn’t tell you I was coming?”

“No, she didn’t. Will you be staying long?”

“I’m not sure yet,” I said walking past her, catching a scent of her perfume.

Part of me wanted to stay in the foyer and talk to Alice. But I had problems that could no longer be ignored.

I found Stephanie in the living room going through an old photo album.

“So, what did you want to talk about?” I asked her.

She wouldn’t look at me. Just kept staring down at the photos. “A lot of things,” she said finally. “We haven’t spoken in over a year. I figured we could catch up before getting into heavier topics. You know, talk about what we’ve been up to.”

“The entire world knows what you’ve been doing as we just saw at the cemetery. And as for me? Well, you’ve spoken to Barry so you know how it’s been for me. Look I’m just going to cut to the chase. It’s time we sold this house.”

She shook her head. “If you need money. I can help you out.”

“I don’t want a handout. Half of this house is rightfully mine.”

“And the other half belongs to me. I’m not selling our family home because you’re too proud to take a coaching job.”

The rage that I was holding back boiled over. “Let’s not pretend that you know anything about my life. Just because Barry told you some things.” I had to get out of here before I started yelling. “This was a mistake. If you’re not going to sell then there’s no point in being here.”

I turned to go when she called out. “Wait! What if we played for it?”

“Played for it?”

“One match on the court. If you win, I’ll agree to sell the house. If I win, you have to take the job Barry offered you.”

I shook my head. This was ludicrous. “I knew being famous has gone to your head. I might not be at my peak right now but that doesn’t mean you stand a chance against me.”

“So let’s go outside and find out.”

I laughed. “Alright, we’ll set up a day…”

“No, I mean right now.”

“I don’t even have clothes or a racket.”

“Our old stuff is still here. It should suffice for our friendly wager.”

She’s actually serious about this. “Okay then you’re on,” I said.

I went up to my old childhood bedroom. There were some workout clothes and equipment from my early twenties that I’d never bothered to come back for. The t-shirt and shorts I grabbed were snugger than I remembered. Note to self, definitely go on a diet after this.

There were a bunch of tennis rackets in the back of the closet. I took them all out of their cases and laid them on the bed. Even though I physically outmatched her, she’d been training regularly. I can still win this thing but I had to take it seriously. I selected the racket that looked the least worn down. A blue and gray one that I’d taken with me to the US Open back when dad was still around. I used to think it brought me good luck.

When I got out to the court, Stephanie and Alice were already there. I raised an eyebrow at Alice who had also changed out of her dress into a white tennis outfit.

She shrugged. “What? I wanted to get into the spirit of things.”

I smiled as I took up position. Stephanie was one of the most famous female players on the planet. A match between siblings like this would be massive. The press would go insane if they knew about it. I probably could have found a way to make some money off of it. But that’s okay. When I beat her, she’ll know who’s the better player, and that’s worth more than years spent in eastern Europe.

Alice pulled out a coin and looked from me to her. “Uh who’s calling it?” she asked.

“Stephen can,” Stephanie replied.

My grip tightened on the racket. “Heads,” I said.

Alice flipped the coin.

“Its tails” she called out and threw a ball over to Stephanie.

My sister got ready to serve, crouching low before launching the ball into the air. Her racket knocked it to my far right. The ball bounced once on my side of the court; I lunged forward with a backhand swing, sending it back over the net.

The ball hit inside the lines and then sailed off. She sprinted to reach it but was too slow.

“15 love,” I said.

Stephanie kept her face neutral as she got back into the starting position. Is she going easy on me or trying to act cool? No! I can’t think like that. I’ve got to focus.

I took two deep breaths and then served the ball.

We continued like this for another fifteen minutes. I held a slight advantage but Stephanie would always be right behind me on points.

It suddenly came down to the last point, and it was my serve. Sweat was pouring off of both of us. I hit the ball; it went over the net and bounced. She ran for it and slipped. I heard a loud crack and then she screamed in pain clutching her leg. Alice and I rushed over.

“Alice call 911,” I said.

“No! Call Dr. Peters,” said Stephanie.

Alice nodded and ran inside.

I kneeled down beside her. “I can’t believe you’d fake an injury just to get out of losing to me,” I joked.

Amid the tears, she laughed. “Please. I was just getting warmed up. You don’t think you won?”

I put my hand on her shoulder. “Let’s not worry about that now,” I said softly.

Alice returned, and we helped Stephanie hop inside until the doctor could get here.

Chapter Three

Once the doctor arrived, Alice and I were forced to wait outside. He’d brought a nurse and several bags of equipment with him. Stephanie made us both swear not to call 911 or tell anyone about this. We agreed and then we were told to wait outside.

I took to pacing around the living room while Alice sat staring at the coffee table.

“It looked bad. Maybe it’s not as bad as it looks though,” I said.

Alice murmured something I couldn’t make out.

“What?”

“I said we’ll just have to see what the doctor says,” she replied.

I nodded and continued pacing. God, how long do we have to wait before somebody tells us something?

Alice reached for the photo album that Stephanie had been looking through. I sat down next to her.

“Open it up,” I said.

The album started with baby pictures of both of us. Some with our father holding us or when we first learned to walk. The first time we each held a racket. Then as we got older, it was us winning tennis tournaments. Alice flicked over the page and laughed.

“Is that you?” she asked, pointing.

“One of them is.”

It was a Halloween from when we were twelve. For some reason, we’d gotten the idea to dress up as spooky identical twins from a movie we’d watched where two little girls terrorized the main character. I thought it would be fun. So we hired a professional makeup artist that works on movie sets. I sat in a chair and held perfectly still while this woman applied the makeup and long dark wig to turn me into a little girl. The finishing touch was the frilly light blue dress I got to put on.

I shocked both my father and sister when I came out of the changing room. I looked identical to Stephanie. I even mimicked her voice to throw people in the neighborhood off when we went trick or treating.

“So which one were you?” asked Alice.

“You really can’t tell?”

She shook her head.

I smiled and said, “it’s a secret. I remember afterward, dad would pull out this picture and tell the story of how it happened, and after he’d want people to guess who was who.”

“Was anyone able to?”

I shrugged. “Some. But it always seemed like luck.”

“I just can’t believe how similar you two used to look.”

The doctor stepped out of the room and cleared his throat. “She’s ready to see you now,” he said.

We both shared a look that said prepare for the worst before going in. Stephanie was in bed with her left leg propped up on a pillow and wrapped in bandages. Her eyes were red, and it was clear she’d been crying. Now her face looked relaxed. It was probably the painkillers the doctor prescribed her. Who I noticed hadn’t come in with us. You could cut the tension in the room with a knife.

Alice spoke first “so what did the doctor say?”

“So and so fracture. Lots of bed rest for the first couple of months and then lots of physical therapy. But the worst part is that he said it would take me at least a year to fully recover.”

Alice went to her bedside and rested her hand on top of Stephanie’s.

“That’s not so bad. You said you weren’t going to compete next year. That you wanted to focus more on sponsorships and modeling. A couple of months of rest doesn’t sound so bad.”

“No, you don’t understand. Those modeling and sponsorship deals are contingent on me being a competitive athlete. If one whisper of this injury got leaked to the press, then all those deals go away. You know how superstitious the sports community is. Every injury is seen as that player’s end and permanent retirement. Nobody is going to honor any deal in which it doesn’t look like I can play. This isn’t just millions down the drain, it’s tens of millions and maybe even my entire career.”

She continued lamenting in a monotone way how her whole life was coming crashing down. But through the medication, I could tell she was incredibly depressed.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “We… I should have waited until the court was dryer. An injury like this was waiting to happen. If there’s anything I can do for you, just let me know.”

I meant it too. No one was more familiar with the bitter sting of losing that one thing that made them great more than me.  Stephanie’s eyes lit up. “There is something, actually. If we scaled things back to just one photo shoot and a couple of brief media appearances, then it might work.”

“You wouldn’t be able to hide your injury,” Alice pointed out.

“I’m not talking about me. I’m talking about Stephen. You could pretend to be me for those appearances while I recover from the injury.”

“That doctor has given you way too much medication. You’re being crazy right now.” I looked at Alice. “Come on, tell her”

But instead of agreeing with me, I found Alice staring at my face and looking me up and down.

“Maybe it’s not the craziest thing ever.” She said. “I mean, you’ve done it before.”

“Yeah, when we were kids. This is insane.”

I turned to go.

“Fifty million dollars,” Stephanie said.

I stopped. “What?”

“That’s your share if you do it. I’ll pay you fifty million dollars if you pull this off.”

I shook my head. “Talk to me when you’re sober,” I said and left, slamming the door behind me.

She must think I’m a complete idiot to fall for this. This is probably her way of getting revenge for the injury. Trick me into dressing up as her, take lots of pictures, and then use them to humiliate me. And then to dangle that absurd figure at me. As if there was even the slightest chance that she’d pay me that.

This house is only worth five million total, and she’s been fighting tooth and claw over it for years.

Alice came to join me outside.

“I just wanted some fresh air before I left,” I explained.

“Me too.”

There was a pause and then she said, “you know the offer isn’t that crazy.”

“Which part? The fifty million dollars or dressing up as her for it?”

“Both. I’ve gone over the figures. She’s got photoshoots and sponsorship deals lined up that amount to her making a hundred million dollars. If you stand in for her, then it makes sense that she’d give you half. Think about what you could do with fifty million dollars. That’s not just retirement money, that’s incredibly wealthy retirement money. Unless you were excited about moving to Hungary?”

I snorted, “that was never going to happen. My agent has just gotten lazy since I stopped raking in the money. I would have found something local. There’ are plenty of wealthy parents that want to hire an ex-pro for their kids.”

“Is that what you want to do for the next thirty years? Coach kids?”

I sighed, “I don’t see a realistic alternative.”

“Listen to me. You are the same height as Stephanie, the same hair and eye color. Going through puberty changed your appearances, but that’s just hormones.”

“So what are you saying?”

“I’m saying there’s a way to do this. A way for you to earn fifty million dollars, but that doesn’t mean it will be easy. You’ll have to stay here with Stephanie and me for months. The first photoshoot isn’t for four and a half months. We can use that time to train you how to walk, talk, and look like Stephanie. But the changes will have to be intense.”

“So more than a wig and makeup?”

She shook her head. “We’re talking plastic surgery and hormones but as intense as that sounds, all of it is reversible.”

“Reversible?! You’re talking about fully transitioning into a woman.”

“It’s the only way this will work. In two years, the only lingering effects will be the occasional testosterone shot.”

I didn’t know what to say. Every word she said terrified me, but then I thought about the money. Just one year of my time for more money than I’d ever make in a lifetime. In the end, the money won me over.

“Alright, I’ll do it.”

“Great! Is there anything you need from your apartment? With the press circling it's best that you stay in the house from now on until you’re ready as Stephanie.”

“Uh, just some clothes,” I said.

“We need to start getting you into the mindset of Stephanie. That means from now on wearing her clothes and sleeping in her bed.”

“This is my dad’s house, not Stephanie’s. Plus, look at me.” I gestured. I must have like thirty pounds of muscle and some fat on my sister.

“Hmm, good point. I’ll call her personal shopper and rush order some clothes in bigger sizes.”

I groaned, “can’t we start tomorrow?”

She shook her head. “Every day counts.”

“I bet Stephanie’s just loving this,” I muttered.


Chapter Four

Stephanie’s old bedroom was exactly as I remembered it. The entire room was a mixture of white and bright pink. It felt alien being here. As kids, Stephanie would never let me inside.

Just remember the money I thought as I went over to her or I guess I should think of them now as my drawers. I opened them up, expecting them to be empty but instead, they were full panties and bras. Is this what I’m going to be wearing?

I gulped. I’ll cross that bridge when I get to it. Instead, I emptied her drawers and replaced it with my old clothes. I may not be in peak physical condition but at least my weight didn’t change much.

My phone buzzed. It’s a text from Alice. It read “Stephanie keeps the house stocked with supplies. There should be a razor and other supplies in the master bathroom. Go get them and shave your whole body. Take your time and when you’re finished, I should be back with the clothes.”

Fifty million dollars I reminded myself. It was quickly turning into my mantra.

I retrieved the shaving supplies and got to work on shaving everything. I’m not the hairiest of guys so going over my whole body didn’t take as long as I thought it would. I knicked myself a couple of times on my legs and put a Band-Aid over it to stop the bleeding.

There was a knock on the door.

“Hey it’s me,” said Alice. “I’ll leave the stuff on the bed. Good thinking taking out Stephanie’s old clothes. I’ll move them into a guest room. That should give you enough space.”

I waited until I heard her close the door before walking out naked. There was an assortment of clothes from sportswear, to casual wear, to formal dresses. Packs of underwear bulged out from the sides.

Damn, I guess I’m really doing this. I grabbed a white pair of cotton panties and pulled them up my smooth legs. I shivered as I felt the fabric glide over my smooth legs. The bra was next. I looked at the size and it said they were an A cup. Stephanie is not an A cup so these were bought for my benefit. I put the bra on next. A matching white one that seemed too feminine but it would sensible to have it match my underwear. Every girlfriend I’ve had in the past wore matching underwear.

Looking over the rest of the clothes, I decided to stick with white going with a tennis polo shirt and a mini skirt. It looked exactly like the sort of thing Stephanie would compete in.

I stepped out of the room to find Alice waiting for me. She looked me up and down and whistled “nice legs.”

My face turned bright red. “Yeah yeah. So, is this okay?” I asked gesturing at the outfit.

Alice nodded. “It’s something she’d wear to practice in. I’ll walk you through her wardrobe later. Right now, she wants to see us.”

We made our way to the master bedroom. The doctor was there again. Peters, I think his name was. A muscular guy in his forties. He looked more like a college football coach than a doctor. Dr. Peters was waiting outside and reviewing some notes on a chart.

He glanced up at our approach. “Hmm? Oh, you two can go in” he gestured with his pen.

I gritted my teeth and repeated fifty million dollars in my head as we went inside. I wasn’t a big fan of being ordered around or being “allowed” in my own home.

Stephanie was still in her bed though her eyes looked clearer. She stared at me the whole time.

“I don’t know if this is going to work,” she said.

“It was never going to happen overnight,” said Alice. “We need time to get ready.”

“I’m just not sure if Stephen can pull it off. He’s never had much of a work ethic.”

“Um hey, I’m right here.”

“He’s always been that way,” said Stephanie ignoring me.

“He’s always been that way,” I said, mimicking her voice.

Both of them turned and stared at me in surprise.

“What?” I asked.

“If you’re certain that you can pull this off then I trust you,” she said to Alice. “But I can’t stay here. It’s just too weird. I’ve got a place in the countryside that’s nicely secluded. I’ll slip away quietly now and check back in every once in a while.”

Alice looked relieved. “That’s probably for the best. It would be weird to call you both Stephanie when you’re both in the same room.”

Alice put Stephanie’s arm over her shoulder and helped her limp to the car.

Before I could leave doctor Peters entered the room. Now that it was just the two of us, I was struck by how much taller he was than me.

“Relax, Stephanie has told me everything. I’m here to help you get started. I just need to draw some blood samples and give you an injection.”

“What’s the injection?”

“It’s an accelerated cocktail of hormones. It will help kickstart the transition process. Now your emotions might be off for a while like they’re on a rollercoaster. That’s completely normal and they’ll level out eventually.”

He took several blood samples and then pulled out a vial of clear liquid. That’s it? That’s all it is. Still, I looked away when he injected me.

“Okay all done. Here’s a bag with all the supplements you need. Take two in the morning and two in the evening. My card is also in the bag so you can call me day or night if you’re feeling sick.”

I nodded and then got up to move around. I didn’t feel any different. Maybe it takes a while.

When Alice came back, she suggested we use the home gym.

“You’ll be going on a diet to lose weight. Stephanie exercises twice a day five times a week and so you’ll need to do the same.”

We did a series of lightweight strength exercises, running on a treadmill and what Alice called butt exercises.

“What? You’ve got a modeling shoot next year and Stephanie has an ass. You’ll need to make yours bigger. Hopefully, the hormones will start to help with that.”

After the gym, we did some tennis drills. This time I checked the court thoroughly before starting.

Once the drills were done, there was a small salad waiting for me in the kitchen. Alice was working on her iPad and ignored all my pleas for more food.

“What are you working on?” I asked.

“A plan for you. I just find it easier if I lay everything out.”

“Can I see?”

“You might find it intimidating. Let’s just take things day by day for now.”

Glumly, I nodded and went back to my meager salad.


Chapter Five

It’s been a month now living as a girl in this house. I haven’t seen or spoken to another person other than Alice. No matter what, she always refers to me as Steph or Stephanie. In fact, she’d make an effort to, so that as soon as I heard it, I’d respond.

It took a few weeks but I finally got used to waking up surrounded by pink. It was nice. I’d never really appreciated color until now. My clothing options as a girl had also expanded dramatically. At first, I was very conservative in my fashion choices until Alice encouraged me to be bolder.

“You’re not trying to blend into the background. You’re a beautiful woman that wants to be seen. Wear something more provocative” she said.

So I did. I wore bright summer dresses and tight revealing clothes. I wanted to get back at Alice to try and prove a point. But one day I came down the stairs wearing a tight pair of shorts and a tank top. Alice could barely take her eyes off my body. Ever since then I’d get a special thrill out of dressing sexy and appreciating Alice’s long looks.

I was working up the courage to ask her if she had any feelings towards me when she knocked on my door.

“Get ready, we’re going to have guests today.”

I stumbled out of bed. All of my muscles felt sore. It wasn’t enough to look like Stephanie, I had to train like her too. Still, my skills on the court were sharper than ever. Which was surprising given my body. I stared at my naked reflection. Since this whole thing had started, I’d made an effort to avoid mirrors as much as possible. But strangers were coming over. I needed to know what I looked like.

I started at the top. My blonde hair that had been a little too long and shaggy before this whole thing had started, had grown even more. It fell down past my ears, all the way to my chin. My face still looked mostly the same. Maybe my features looked a little softer? I pondered as I examined my reflection.

My body was a different story. Whatever hormones I’d been given were doing their job. I’d lost fifteen pounds according to the scale. The muscles in my arms and shoulders had shrunk. My stomach was flat but Alice’s booty growth regimen was clearly working because my butt exploded in growth. I’d watched it go from a relatively flat man butt into a round juicy feminine peach of an ass. My hips had widened along with it which had changed my walk too. Now, whenever I went anywhere there was a sway in my hips and I could feel my ass gently bounce up and down as I walked. Alice told me she loved it and ensured I only wore the tightest yoga pants or shorts to do our workouts in.

My legs had gotten toned and my pecs had softened. She’d told me the hormones would cause me to grow breasts but the doctor couldn’t say what size I’d be. Still, my nipples had become more sensitive and there was a slight jiggle to them when I ran now.

The only big downside was that my cock had grown smaller and was now only four inches. This was one thing I hadn’t shared with Alice. Though she’d probably only say it was a good thing because it makes it easier to hide. I’d been adamant about not having it removed surgically and she’d assured me that it wasn’t necessary.

I step out of my room in a white summer dress. Alice is there waiting for me, looking tense. I think she’s worried about how I’ll react to others in the house. We head down the stairs and find a woman in her fifties with short red hair in the foyer. She’s setting things up on a table.

The woman turned at the sound of our approach. “Is this her?” she asked.

Alice nodded and encouraged me to step forward.

“Okay have a seat and try not to move. I’m Angie by the way” she said.

Angie got to work on my makeup and hair. She used hair straighteners to make it long and silky. Then there was the makeup. I kept my eyes closed for most of it. My mind swirled with doubts. Was the makeover going to make me look silly? What if I look terrible and this ends up being a whole waste of time? I’ll have taken the hormones for nothing. It didn’t help that Angie and Alice were silent during this whole thing.

Finally, I heard Angie take a step back. “Okay all done” she declared.

I opened my eyes. At first, I was confused and then my heart leaped into my throat. I looked like Stephanie’s gorgeous sister. It was remarkable. I turned my face from side to side, looking for any sign of Stephen but he was completely gone. You’d never know I was a man.

Alice's hand rested on my shoulder. “A few more months of hormones and you’ll look exactly like her,” she said.

Part of me felt sad at hearing this. I wanted to be my own person and not my sister. Just think of the money I reminded myself. My hair had been tamed and transformed into golden curls that framed my face beautifully. Emotions started to well up and my eyes misted over.

Alice noticed immediately and handed me a tissue. “Hey don’t cry, you’ll ruin your makeup okay. We still have one more visitor.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Your sister’s agent, Trevor, she’s sent him to check on your progress. This is why I had Angie come over. I thought that you’d want to look your best. Do you like it?”

“Yes. It’s incredible. Thank you.” I smiled and squeezed her hand.

Alice moved closer. “You smell wonderful,” she said. One of her hands trailing down my back.

I made an agreeable sound. Is she finally making a move? Suddenly the doorbell rang.

Alice sighed, “that’ll be Trevor.”

She went to go let him in.

I’d never met my sister’s agent before. My fall from sports stardom had happened before she became the celebrity she is today. In walked a man in his late thirties wearing a dark suit without a tie. He had slicked-back hair and sunglasses hiding his eyes. I sensed disapproval the second he entered the room. Trevor took off his sunglasses to reveal a hard set of eyes to match his frown. His gaze roamed over every inch of my body.

“We were hoping for a bit more time before you showed up but as you can see we’ve made tremendous progress,” said Alice.

Trevor didn’t respond. Instead, he walked around me.

“Say something,” he said to me.

“Hi my name’s Stephanie,” I said in my best attempt at a feminine voice.

Trevor frowned. “Stephanie is more confident than this. This one is too meek and shy.”

“She just needs time. It’s only been a month.”

“My client is paying for results and has a lot riding on this. She expects more. And did you think a long flowy dress would work to hide your body? Take it off” he ordered.

What? My eyes widened and looked to Alice for help but she simply nodded. My hands shook as I unbuttoned the back of my dress and let it fall to the ground.

Luckily I was still wearing underwear. A set of pink and white bra and panties that I thought looked pretty. Trevor circled around me like a vulture. He shook his head, turned on his heels, and walked out without saying a word.

As soon as I heard the door close, I burst into tears.

Alice rushed over and hugged me. “It’s alright. Hey, it’s going to be okay.”

“This can’t be for nothing.” I sobbed. “I don’t care what he or my sister thinks. I’ve sacrificed too much for it to end now.”

“I’ll talk to them both. They’re just being impatient. You are going to blow everyone away in a few months. You’re already so beautiful.” She said.

I looked up at her. “Really, you think so?”

That was when she made her move. Her soft lips locked onto mine and her probing tongue danced in my mouth as I fell into her arms.

Alice immediately became the dominant one, leading the whole way. I wasn’t used to being the submissive one but it felt nice. After our kiss, she took my hand and we went upstairs to her bedroom.

There she told me to get on the bed.

I frowned. “Things down there Haven’t been working normally since I started the hormones.”

“We’re not having sex like you’re used to. Remember you’re a girl now. It’s time you learned how to have sex like one.”

Alice went to the closet and retrieved a vibrator.

I unhooked my bra and let, what I’d started thinking of as, my small breasts free. Alice grabbed some lube from her drawer and I watched her rub the vibrator up and down like it was my cock.

“Turn around,” she said

I got on all fours with my butt in the air facing her. My heart was pounding I was so nervous. Her hand massaged my ass.

I shivered in arousal.

“Mhmm, look at this juicy ass you’ve built. Are you proud of it?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Tell me.”

“It’s so round and firm. I love how big it is. I love feeling it bounce when I walk. It makes me feel some girly.” All these thoughts I’d been having for the past few weeks just kept tumbling out. “I don’t care what my sister or anyone else thinks. I’m beautiful. I’m a beautiful girl.” I said.

Her hand grabbed one ass cheek and shook it. “God, I love this ass,” she said.

Alice pulled aside my panties. I jumped as I felt a finger covered in lube probing my hole. I’d never really been into ass stuff before but I’d never been this close to Alice either. My cock was still flaccid but as her finger found my prostate, it generated this jittery excitement in my lower tummy when she touched it.

She took her finger out only long enough for the main event. The vibrator was a lot bigger than a finger. It looked like it was too much. I wanted to protest. But Alice kept pushing and slowly my asshole stretched and took it.

“Breath,” she said. “Try to relax. This is a big boy. Not the biggest I’ve got but still big for a virgin like yourself.”

She kept going until it filled me completely. It felt good. I wanted more. Suddenly I got my answer. She turned on the vibration.

“Oh yes!” I moaned.

It pulsed inside of me and in my mind's eye, I pictured a real thick cock pounding my tight hole.

Alice left it inside me and slipped out of her black dress. Underneath was some sexy black lingerie. She unhooked her bra and freed her juicy d cup breasts. I felt desire and jealousy at the same time, wishing mine were as big as hers.

I was still on all fours when she directed me to turn over. The vibrator still inside me working my prostate. I lay on my back and Alice got on top of me. We resumed our kiss with her taking the lead. I was the submissive one. I was her girl.

Her hands roamed down my body before settling on my little starter boobs. She squeezed them and I felt a jolt of pleasure run through me.

I squealed and cried “more. Please more. Play with my new tits.”

Alice obliged and it wasn’t long before an orgasm rocked through me. After the orgasm, I wanted to stop but she kept going. Kissing my neck and moving down to suck on one of my nipples. As she did, new little sparks of pleasure hit me, the sparks grew bigger until my body was inflamed once again. My whole body shook as another orgasm hit me. But she didn’t stop she kept going until I had another and another after that.

Only after five orgasms did we pause our lovemaking.

“That… was incredible” I breathed trying to catch my breath. “I had no idea that was possible.”

Alice grinned, “now you’ve had sex as a girl. How did it compare?”

“It doesn’t. I’m still feeling it now.”

I reached down to check my panties. Aside from some precum my cock was still flaccid.

“I didn’t ejaculate,” I said.

“That’s common with prostate orgasms. Do you want more?”

“Absolutely.”


Chapter Six

Another week has passed since Trevor’s visit. Alice says my sister won’t pay for a hair and makeup stylist every day, so I’ve had to learn how to do my own hair and makeup.

Alice gave me some tips and watched me do it but the biggest help was finding makeup videos on Youtube and following along with them. While I don’t think I’m an expert, I did manage to master the basics.

Alice and I are officially a couple. We spend every night together. Sometimes in her bed and sometimes in mine. I prefer it when we sleep in my room though. There’s just something so comforting about starting my day with pink. It’s become my favorite color.

Alice poked me out of my daydream.

“Hey!” I groaned.

“Hey yourself,” she said smiling.

“So?”

“I’m thinking that today is going to be a little different.”

“No training or workouts?” I asked hopefully.

“Maybe later. No today we’re going to go out. You need to get used to seeing other people and them seeing you. Trevor was right about one thing. You need more confidence. So today we’ll head to the mall where there are lots of people. We’ll go shopping as well. You can explore the different styles they have.”

“But what about the paparazzi or my sister’s fans?”

“The paparazzi believe that Stephanie has the flu and is in her summer home in the countryside. There’s nobody outside these gates waiting to take your picture. And as for random fans at the mall? Well, that just means the plan is working and you’re that much closer to the fifty million dollar payout that’s waiting for you.”

I bit my lip. “Do you think I’m ready?”

“Honey you look amazing. Honestly, you should expect people to stare because you’re gorgeous.”

Everything she said made sense. It felt scary but also like it’s the right thing to do. “Alright let’s do it,” I said.

“Excellent. I’ve got some busy work to take care of downstairs. Pick something casual to wear.”

I went to my closet and settled on a pair of jeans that hugged my figure and a black top. Ever since my boobs had grown to a B cup, I’ve been wearing tight clothes that show them off. I couldn’t wait for them to get bigger. I figured since this whole thing is temporary why not enjoy it?

The drive to the mall was surprisingly quiet. Despite Alice’s assurances, I couldn’t help but keep checking the rearview mirror for cars and wondering if any of them were following us.

Alice found a parking spot and pulled into it but made no move to get out.

“Have you changed your mind? Is it too early for me to be away from the house?” I asked nervously.

Alice sighed. “I was hoping we wouldn’t need this but I brought them anyway just in case. Open the glove compartment.”

I did and inside found a pair of large sunglasses.

“Wear those. They’ll cover up a big part of your face and hide your eyes. Hopefully, with some practice, you’ll be confident enough to go out in public without them.”

“Sunglasses? Really?” I had to admit I was skeptical.

“Just try them” she urged.

I slipped them on and we got out of the car.

“Oh, and stop looking over your shoulder. It’s making me nervous” she said.

I nodded and let Alice take the lead into the mall. It was teeming with people. But that’s what you get when you go on a Saturday afternoon. A few of them glanced at us as we walked past. She was right. The sunglasses were a big help. Still, my heart was pounding and when Alice suggested going into a clothing store, I accepted immediately. The tension in my shoulders melted away as I got away from the crowds.

That tension came back when I realized we were standing in a Victoria’s Secret. Heat rose to my face. “Remember we’re here to have fun” she whispered taking my hand and pulling me into one of the private dressing rooms.

There was a young guy, covered in tattoos, who looked to be in his early twenties off in the corner going through the inventory. Alice gently shoved me into a dressing room and closed the curtain behind her.

She took off my sunglasses and kissed me. My body felt warm, I ached for more but she pulled away and then whispered in my ear, “wait here. I’ll go find some sexy things for you to try on.”

I took off my shoes and waited. Then I waited some more. It got so bad that the guy I’d spotted earlier, knocked on the wall of my dressing room and asked “Is everything okay?”

“Yes. I’m just waiting for my friend” I replied sheepishly.

“Oh okay. Let me know if you need any help”

“Will do.”

Alice returned with a bundle of fabric under her arms.

I frowned. “I’m not sure if all of that is me… or you know… her,” I said lowering my voice.

“We won’t know that until you’ve tried it on. Here’s the first one” she said handing me a pink negligee. The kind that you’d go to sleep in.

Alice waited outside this time, leaving me all alone. I took off everything and stared at my naked body.

Changing clothes now served to emphasize how my boobs had developed into a perky set that liked to bounce whenever I made the slightest move. Just getting dressed was now starting to turn me on.

I found a pink push up bra that would help emphasize them nicely. Next, I turned around and checked out my ass. Both Alice and I were particularly proud of how round it was. Keeping with the pink theme, I chose a pink thong that was able to hide my tiny cock. Finally, I grabbed the pink negligee Alice had suggested. The material was sheer enough to be see-through but I suppose that was rather the point.

I grabbed the edge of the curtain and threw it open. “Well?” I asked.

But there was nobody there. Alice must have gone to get more clothes. Embarrassed, I went to close the curtain when a male voice said “it looks good on you.”

It was the guy who was checking inventory. He was wearing a plaid shirt with the sleeves rolled up. My eyes fixated on his arms. He looked strong and there was something behind his smile. A hunger that I recognized.

“Thanks. I’m not used to wearing stuff like this but my friend insisted I try some on. She should be back soon.”

He closed a box and stepped towards me. “Actually, it sounded like she got some kind of urgent call. She might be a while. But if you want my opinion, then I’d say you look incredible.”

My heart thumped so hard I wondered if he could hear it. I smiled and he took another step and then another. I didn’t stop him when his hands ran down my sides or when his lips pressed roughly against mine. Time was too short for games.

After we kissed, he nudged me to get on my knees. A cocktail of fear and excitement swirled inside me as I unbuckled his jeans. He took over and pulled out the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Before I could even think, his cock pressed against my lips.

I opened wide, like a good girl, and accepted his thick member. I felt it fill my mouth and touch the back of my throat. I sucked on slowly to start, still unsure of myself. But when he moaned, I felt a surge of pleasure run down my spine and my enthusiasm doubled. I sucked harder and faster. I wanted more. More of his moans and to feel him shoot his load inside me.

He groaned again this time louder and his cock erupted. Load after load shot into my mouth. I made sure to swallow every drop.

Before he pulled away, I caught my reflection in the mirror of me as a girl on my knees, sucking cock. It thrilled me. As Stephen, I’d never been the most sexual person. But becoming a girl had awoken something inside of me.

The guy whose dick I just sucked managed to pull his pants up just as Alice returned. His face turned red. “Excuse me” he murmured, pushing past her.

Alice stood there smirking.

“Stop it,” I said.

“How was it?”

“Stop.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine, I’ll get the details out of you later.” She eyed me up and down. “Looks like I got the sizes right. Come on. I got a call from your sister. She’s requested a meeting.”

“With me? Isn’t that risky?”

“It is but she’s already at the house. So, what’s done is done.”

I shrugged and got dressed. We left the store but this time I didn’t wear sunglasses. Instead, I watched to see who would glance my way, and rather than be frightened, I enjoyed their stares.


Chapter Seven

We found my sister sitting in a chair next to the pool, sipping an iced tea. It was a startling sight. That after several months there was my reflection sitting across from me. My sister, it appeared, was having an even harder time with it. She wouldn’t look me in the eye. Instead, she turned to Alice for all of her questions.

“Has Doctor Peters seen her yet for a checkup?”

Alice shook her head, “not yet.”

Stephanie grabbed her phone. “I’ll schedule an appointment. How’s everything else going?”

“Everything is going fine” I replied and watched her wince slightly at the sound of my voice with some satisfaction.

Stephanie slammed her hand down on the table.

“No, it isn’t. What’s this I hear about you blowing some random guy in a dressing room?”

I turned to Alice. “You told her?”

Alice at the very least looked ashamed. “I had to. I still work for her and she wants daily updates.”

“Well, it’s none of her business. I can do whatever I want” I replied.

“Actually, it’s literally my business and no you can’t. Not while you’re walking around with my face and name.”

“Ladies please,” said Alice. “It’s not a problem. She wasn’t recognized and we got out of there quickly. There’s a lot of new hormones coursing through her system right now. We all knew there would be an adjustment period. Now getting back on track, I think we should have the photoshoot for next month here if the magazine agrees.”

“You want the magazine to come here?” asked my sister.

“The less travel, the fewer complications. Having them here simplifies things.”

Stephanie thought it over. “Yes, that could work. I’ll tell Trevor to get it done. Make sure this one is ready” she said before leaving.

Once she was gone, I grabbed her empty glass and threw it against the wall. It shattered into a million pieces. “That bitch!”

“You know we fired all the staff right. No maid is coming to clean that up.”

I waved her off “I’ll do it. I just need a minute. She’s always been like this.”

“I know.”

I turned to her. “You know you never told me about the updates. I mean I knew you were in contact every now and then but I thought that was just stuff about how I looked.”

Alice avoided my gaze when she said “The agreement I signed was thorough. I had to report everything or there’s a risk she just decides to shut everything down and go public with her injury. While she wouldn’t enjoy losing fifty million dollars, she is wealthy enough to still live very comfortably without it. You and I on the other hand are not.”

“Did you tell her about us?”

“Yes.”

“Maybe you’re right. I know how my sister can be. But if we move forward together then I want to see every update before you send it. No more secrets. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

Alice handed me a broom and left me to clean up. I’m upset over what happened but I still care about her.


Chapter Eight

The other side of the bed was empty when I woke up. More often than not Alice and I were sleeping in separate rooms. She claimed it’s because she needs to wake up early and doesn’t want to disturb me. I think it's more than that. We never argued over her reports to my sister. She just immediately conceded that it was wrong. It felt like she took the argument away somehow. Maybe that’s why I’ve been more distant with her lately.

The magazine people are coming today for my big photoshoot. I need to bury the hatchet before they arrive. I can’t have my focus split in two different directions.

It was early, so she’s likely still in her room.

The house was cold and quiet as I padded down the hallway. Her door is slightly ajar and I can hear water running. I knock and ask “hey can I come in?”

There was no answer. I nudge the door and peek my head inside. The water running sounded like it was coming from the bathroom. I’d never really spent much time in her room. Now, I found myself studying it. The room was neat and tidy. She kept it clean but empty. A color palette of greys and whites with no mementos. It was as much a guest room as when she moved in. Alice had been living here for nearly six months but there’s nothing to show for it. Was she always planning on this being a temporary living situation? We’d never talked about the future. Our focus was always on building me into a girl to match my sister.

The shower turns off and Alice steps out of the bathroom a moment later wrapped in a towel. I’m laying on her bed wearing that pink negligee she bought me and with my long blonde hair falling my breasts I make quite a sight. Alice tenses up when she notices me.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

She sighed. “Nothing. I just wasn’t expecting you here. Look, I’ve got a lot of prep to do for today. Do you mind giving me some space?”

“I’m sorry about how distant I’ve been lately. I know that when it comes to my sister you don’t have a choice. It was wrong of me to hold it against you. Not only were you doing your job but you were helping me. You’re the most important person in my life and I don’t know what I’d do without you. Can you forgive me?”

Alice sat on the bed beside me and pulled me into a hug. “Of course, I forgive you,” she said. “I was worried that you hated me or something. I know how intense the sibling rivalry between the two of you got. But I want you to know that I feel the same way about you. You’ll always come first to me.”

Happy tears leaked out of my eyes and I kissed her. The towel wrapped around her gave way and fell to the floor. Alice’s naked wet body pressed against mine as we continued our embrace.

Only when my hand moved to her pussy did she stop me.

“What? I thought everything was fine now?” I asked.

“It is but I do need to get ready. Some of the magazine people are going to show up soon. We’ll continue this tonight though.”

“Looking forward to it” I grinned.

I left her to get dressed and make arrangements while I tried not to think of all the strangers traipsing around my house in a few hours.

A few hours later, Alice is knocking on my door saying that it's time. I’m dressed in a casual t-shirt and jeans look, trying not to feel nervous as we head downstairs. Alice holds my hand for support. She leads me down the final few steps as I start seeing people moving in and out of the house. There were dozens of them carrying equipment or doing various tasks.

My heart started to race. Unfamiliar faces swarmed past me. Alice’s grip on my hand tightened as she pulled me into a storage room that was serving as a changing room. A man and woman were setting up as we came in.

“Can you guys give us a few minutes?” asked Alice.

They both nodded and left without a word.

I clenched my fists and started pacing around the room, my heart thundering. “I don’t think I can do this. Did you see how many people there were out there? And what’s this?” I ask finding my wardrobe. It was a small red bikini. “This was supposed to be a sportswear photoshoot!”

“Well, the magazine changed their minds when we changed the location. We wanted to do it from home by the pool and they wanted you in a bikini.”

“But it’s not me they want” I cried. “It’s her.”

Alice made me stop pacing and said “listen, we’re so close. Fifty million dollars remember? Think of all the things you could do with that money.”

I shook my head. “I’m not her. I can’t do it. You should send everyone home.”

Alice refused. “I don’t accept that. Look in the mirror.”

I turned and saw my tear-stained reflection. “So what?” I asked.

“You’re the most beautiful person that I know. More so than your sister because I know who you are on the inside. But to focus just on your looks some more. I saw all the guys who were staring at you as we came downstairs. How they’d kill to sleep with you. It’s because your gorgeous. You can do this. You just need to believe in yourself.”

I took another look at myself. Trying to step back and see myself as if it was for the first time. The woman staring back at me had a curvy but athletic body with a shadow of a six-pack forming from all of her workouts. She was strong but feminine. Her face contained a pair of soft ruby red lips, a small pert nose, and a wide intense gaze. She was, in one word, beautiful. A woman that others dreamed of looking like and men dreamed of sleeping with.

She was me. If she can do this. I can do this. Alice was right as usual. I wiped away the tears and got changed into the bikini. Taking extra special care to tape away and hide my tiny one-inch bulge. Alice said nothing the whole time. She was probably worried I’d change my mind. But I wouldn’t. I now understood how others saw me and that gave me a new understanding of how to see myself.

I sat down in the chair and said “Send the hair and makeup people back in. I’m ready.”

The team the magazine had sent over were exceptional at their job. Forty-five minutes later I was photoshoot ready. As I got up to leave one of the assistants offered me a bathrobe but I declined. Instead, I strolled out to the pool at an easy pace. Giving all of the workers time to look. Watching their eyes follow my bouncing breasts gave me a thrill.

At the pool, there was a man with dark hair with a tinge of gray at the sides in his early forties directing people. He looked like a former fitness model that had stayed in shape. The man turned to me with a confident smile. He held a camera in one hand and as he closed the distance between us offered his other to shake. “I’m Wayne. I’ll be your photographer today.”

I shook his hand and smiled back. “Stephanie. I’m your model.”

“You certainly are. You look fantastic. I’d heard you’d been on vacation. It looks like it suits you.”

“Well, I still got in the odd gym session here or there.”

Is he flirting with me? Or is this standard model photographer conversation? I wasn’t sure but I couldn’t deny how hot he is.

Once the crew had finished setting up, Wayne directed me to stand near the pool. He then turned on the camera and walked me through a series of poses. Sometimes it was holding my arm a certain way or arching my hips in one direction. Each time he’d tell me how to feel in the moment. Sometimes it would be things like feeling joyous while others were more calm and contemplative. After hundreds of shots by the pool, we moved to me lying on a sunbed. First on my front and then on my back. I had no idea how many of the photos were good or not. Wayne kept encouraging me the whole way through, telling me how great I was. Finally, we ended with a few shots of me in the pool walking up the steps.

There were at least twenty people around the pool but I forgot about all of them. For those couple of hours of shooting it was just me and Wayne.

I was shocked when he lowered his camera and called out “okay we’re done” to everyone.

To me, he said “you were phenomenal” and offered me a hand out of the pool. I didn’t need help getting out but I appreciated the chance to hold his hand again.

“Why don’t we review some of the pictures while the crew is packing up?” He suggested, picking up his laptop.

“Sounds good” I replied, leading him inside to the living room. The loud noise of the crew went silent as Wayne closed the glass doors behind him.

We walked over to the couch and Wayne set up his laptop on the coffee table.

“You want a drink?” I asked at the bar.

“I guess I could have one, now that the hard part of the day is over.”

I poured the whiskey generously for us both and then joined him on the couch. The pictures came up and he started to cycle through them.

“Wow you have a good eye,” I said.

“Well, it helps when you have such a beautiful model” Wayne grinned.

As we continued reviewing the photos, I found myself getting closer to him. The scent of his cologne was almost overpowering. Time quickly got away from us as he walked me through which shots he thought looked best. I mostly agreed with him, I mean I thought they all looked great. Our glasses had gone empty and I refilled them twice while he worked. Wayne just accepted them and kept working.

One of his crew members eventually walked in. “Hey we’re all finished packing up,” he said to Wayne.

“Great. I’ll just be a minute” he said to the crew member.

Once the crewmember was gone, Wayne rose to feet unsteadily. “I should be getting back to my hotel and out of your way. I’m sure you’ve got things to do.”

I grabbed his hand and asked, “what if I want you to stay?”

Alice chose that moment to come into the room behind Wayne. She frowned and then silently walked out of the room.

Wayne gave me another charming smile. “Then I guess I’m staying. I’ll go to tell my guys to go ahead without me.”

Once he was gone, Alice re-appeared and took me aside.

“What the hell are you thinking? He can’t stay here. What if he finds out the truth and exposes you?”

“I just want some fun.” I pouted. “I’ve been cooped up here for too long. Look he’s already had a few drinks. I’ll make sure he has more. If something happens, it will be in a dark room and I’ll be careful.”

“You’ve had a few yourself it looks like.”

“Yeah well, being me isn’t easy. But this is happening.”

“Fine. Then I’ll join you.”

My mind froze as I took a second to process what she’d just said. Alice had always been there for me. Why would now be any different?

“Thank you,” I said sincerely.

“Whatever, let’s just make sure he’s drunk first.”

Wayne returned to find Alice and me on the couch, each holding a watered-down drink and a strong one for him.

“You’re Alice right?” Wayne asked.

“That’s right,” she said, smiling. “Have a seat in between us.”

He tried to play it cool as he came over to join us. But both of us could feel the desire radiating off of him.

The drinks continued to flow, mostly in Wayne’s direction. Alice grew flirtier as time went on and soon, we were both competing for his attention.

With more alcohol buzzing through me than intended, I suggested he see my room.

“Come on. There’s something interesting up there” I winked before taking his hand.

Alice quickly caught on and grabbed his other hand to help pull him up. “Ooh, that sounds like fun.”

Wayne smiled lazily and agreed. I discarded my robe and enjoyed their stares of me in my bikini. I walked ahead of them swaying my hips while Alice steadied him as we went upstairs.

When we reached my bedroom, I went in first to dim the lights and grab some lube out of a drawer to set up. When I invited them in, I found Alice kissing Wayne in the hallway.

His back was pressed against the wall with Alice had her hand down his jeans, stroking him. As I got closer, Wayne noticed me and reached out to grab my ass. He pulled me into his embrace which made me even more aroused. I felt so small, so submissive, so feminine as he took charge.

Alice wasn’t satisfied with just a hand job. She stopped stroking and pushed us into the bedroom. Once inside, I helped Alice get undressed. Wayne took off his clothes, which even in the low light, revealed a tight muscular body. He left his underwear on and sat on the edge of the bed, stroking his tight bulge as he watched us. Alice was down to just her underwear. I helped unhook her bra. Wayne’s eyes lit up as he watched it fall to the ground and then back up to her breasts. I grabbed her tits from behind and squeezed them. Alice let out a moan.

Wayne beckoned us to come closer while still stroking himself. God, he’s so big. My mouth watered at the sight of it. I wanted him inside me. Filling me completely.

Alice and I made him lie down on the edge of the bed. We both stared down at him before she gestured for me to go ahead. My whole body tingled with anticipation as I bent down to unwrap my present. His massive cock sprang to full attention, slapping me gently in the face. I couldn’t help but squeal with excitement. Having his manhood hit me in the face was the girliest, most erotic moment of my life. A little precum was already leaking out of his cock from staring at my hot body. Being a girl is the best.

Alice and Wayne both watched me, waiting for me to make the next move. Staring at cock was almost hypnotic to me now. I could look at them all day but deep down a part of me hungered for more than just a look.  I dashed forward, my lips eagerly wrapping around the head of his cock.

“Not so fast” he groaned.

I sucked slower, looking up and meeting his eyes. His expression made my heart soar. In this moment, I was his girl.  I kept going, except this time instead of trying to make him cum as fast as possible, I tried to savor the moment by seeing how long Wayne could last with his dick in my mouth.

At some point, Alice had vanished. I hadn’t noticed her leave. I hope she’s not upset with me, not that it would make me stop playing with his beautiful cock.

Suddenly I felt a pair of hands squeeze my ass. Alice hadn’t left after all. She moved from caressing my ass to inserting a couple of fingers inside me. They felt cold and wet. She was using lube to prepare me.

The realization suddenly hit me. Oh god, I’ve never had a real cock fuck me before.

I stopped sucking.

“Hey, why’d you stop?” Wayne grumbled.

“Because you’re going to fuck me, silly.”

I got off the bed and turned around. His cock stood tall and straight, ready for me to mount. Alice's warm lips pressed against mine. After we kissed, she leaned to my ear and whispered “it's time for you to lose the last of your virginity. You’ll never be the same once a real man fucks you.”

I quivered with excitement and began lowering myself. The tip of Wayne’s cock met my hole and I faced resistance. I pushed down harder and felt myself stretch to accept him. Wayne moaned as I kept going, feeling my ass swallow his entire cock. My heart was racing. I now had a cock inside me and it felt wonderful. Alice who as always helped guide me, gestured and said “ride him.”

I nodded and started rocking my hips. Slowly, at first then as I began to fall into a comfortable rhythm, I picked up speed. Every bounce hit my prostate and made my little clit tingle. I couldn't call it a cock anymore. It was too small and soft. Men like Wayne have cocks. Thick bulging meat designed to enter my holes and be used by me.

A tiny splash of pleasure shot through me. This is how a girl fucks. This how I was meant to feel. I kept bouncing on his cock and more tiny splashes hit me. Each one growing stronger than the last. Wayne groaned and I began to panic.

“Not yet. Don't cum yet. Almost there baby” I murmured.

“I'm so close” he breathed.

Neither of us could stop now. We were both right on the edge.

I bounced down on his cock and cried out. Don't stop. Never stop, I said to myself as my whole body shook. A tidal wave of heat and pleasure ripped through me as the orgasm hit. It was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. My entire body radiated this sense of bliss. Wayne moaned, and I felt his cock shoot his load into me. The pleasure intensified and I kept riding him until I felt him start to go soft.

My first time as a girl and it was perfect. Alice said nothing but held a look in her eye that showed she understood. When I got off Wayne and turned around, I found that he'd already fallen asleep.

I glanced at Alice and shrugged. There would be other men. I grabbed Alice's hand and led her back to my bedroom. The pink walls were now a welcoming sight as they matched how girly I felt on the inside.

We fell asleep in each other's arms. My last thoughts being about how lucky I was.


Chapter Nine

After that night, Wayne had tried to slip out quietly in the morning. Alice was already up and offered him coffee before he left. She told me that she'd asked a couple of questions but the night had been a blur for him. He remembered us having sex but the details were foggy. She assured me that my secret was safe.

It didn't bring me much comfort. My secret. It reminded me how temporary this all was. A week later, I got the call that Stephanie had fully recovered. She'd thanked me for the photo shoot and said that I wouldn't have to pretend anymore. That she was ready to re-enter the world.

An appointment was set today for my payment and everything else. I paced around the living room. My sister was five minutes late and it was driving me crazy. The doorbell rang and I jumped.

Alice and I moved to the door at the same time. It opened before we could reach it. An irritated Stephanie stood on the doorstep, chiding her lawyer. “This is my house too,” she told him before entering.

“Sorry” a bespectacled man twice her age muttered before following her inside.

Stephanie avoided looking at me. She nodded to Alice and went into the living room. The old man wore a tweed suit and offered me his hand to shake. "Arthur Mathers, Stephanie’s Lawyer. I'm here to help conclude the contract."

“Let's get on with it” Stephanie's voice came booming from the other room.

Arthur cringed at her voice before rushing off to her.

I glanced at Alice. She sighed. “I can't say I've missed her.”

My eyes widened in shock. She'd been working every day by her side for over five years. For a long time before my transformation, I'd suspected she was in love with my sister.

“My feelings towards her changed a long time ago” she explained. “It also helped that I found the better sister,” she said flashing me a hopeful smile. I returned it with one of my own and held out my hand. “Let's do this,” I said.

The lawyer, Arthur, had already arranged a series of papers for each of us to sign. He walked us all through it. Stephanie looked like she was ready to fall asleep every time he opened his mouth. Alice and I, however, focused on every word. We'd spent the last year preparing for this moment. We weren't going to miss a moment of it.

Our signatures were then required for several documents including the non-disclosure agreement to never speak of this to anyone ever. Even Arthur had to sign one of those. Then we concluded the business contract which awarded me fifty million dollars and the deed to the house. After I'd signed that, I could no longer focus on the lawyer’s words. I stared at the floor thinking about what had just happened.

Another stack of paper fell in front of me. “What's this?” I asked.

“One final agreement that simply states that you agree to never to pose as Stephanie Winter again.”

I signed it without hesitation. It was time to put this behind me.

Once everything was signed, Arthur and Stephanie left without a word. Though she did leave her house key behind.

Alice and I stared at each other. It occurred to us at the same time that neither of us had thought beyond this moment. We didn't know what to do or say. Where would we go from here?

The silence stretched awkwardly. Luckily the phone rang and I was closer, so I seized on it before Alice could.

“Hello?”

“Yes, this is Doctor Peters. I've just been informed that the contract has been concluded. As per the last stipulation, I'm calling to who, I assume is Stephen Winters to set up an appointment.”

I cringed at the sound of my old name. It had been over a year since anyone had called me Stephen. The name sounded alien and uncomfortable to me now.

“Yes, that's correct” I replied.

“Excellent, when would be a convenient date to start the testosterone injections.”

“Injections?”

“Yes, don't worry they're painless. You'll be back to your old self as a man in under a year with my hormone regimen.”

Back to my old self? What would that even look like? Even with Alice by my side, it would mean no more bikinis or long flowing dresses. No more pretty panties to frame my butt. The thought of losing my breasts and their familiar bounce scared me.

I shook my head. “I've changed my mind. I'm canceling all the appointments. Your services will no longer be needed” I said and hung up the phone.

As I put it down, I stared at my long pink nails. I'd just had them manicured the other day. I'd wanted to look as pretty as possible for my last meeting with my sister. Now I could look this pretty every day just for myself. This thought excited me more than the money did.

“Who was that?” Alice asked.

“No one important. But there is something I'm going to need your help with.”

“What's that?” She asked suddenly wary.

“I need you to help me pick a new name. I can't call myself Stephanie anymore and I certainly am never going back to being called Stephen. So will you help me?”

Alice beamed with that beautiful smile of hers and said, “I'd be delighted to.”

The End
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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 
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THE TRAP BOSS: Transgender, First Time

A nervous young man wants to please his sexy well-endowed boss at all costs.


I knew two things when I walked into her office. 


First, I would do anything to keep my job. 


Second, she wanted me to be more than just her employee.


But I should have known a third thing. 


The extra hard equipment hiding under her skirt that hungered to be inside me. 
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THE TRAP Roommate: Transgender, First Time

When Max’s terrible college roommate gets busted for dealing, he thinks all his problems are solved. But now he’s about to get a very different kind of roommate.

A mix up occurs at the office and suddenly he’s sharing a room with Jo. A busty blonde who might be the hottest girl on campus but she’s also hiding a big bulging secret in her pants.

Max desperately wants to get with her but she prefers a different kind of partner. She pushes him to take a walk on the feminine side. In exploring his inner girl, Max is forced to discover things he’d never imagined.


About the Author

Paris Skye is a young writer who’s been obsessed with storytelling since childhood. They spent every waking moment of their free time devouring books, especially romance and fantasy. As Paris got older, they developed an interest in more erotic fiction. With an overactive imagination, reading about it was no longer enough. Paris decided to begin writing and sharing their fantasies with the world.
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