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Chapter 1

It was almost noon when I decided to run away. This was the right call. I could feel it. A wave of relief hit me. That’s not to say this was an easy choice. After everything that had happened, followed by a series of sleepless nights chewing over the problem, it became clear to me that it was my only option.

Now I was sitting in a chair with a book in front of me, pretending to read it while I contemplated my next move. My Chamber maid, Beatrice, a matronly woman in her fifties stood in the corner with her eyes downcast. She was awkwardly fidgeting with a letter she held in her hands.

For a commoner, speaking to a royal without being spoken to first could have severe consequences. I knew she wanted to say something. Inwardly, I suppressed a sigh before walking over to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. Despite the rules around commoners and nobles, Beatrice took this as an opportunity.

"We should begin preparing princess," she said.

I nodded and took a look in the mirror, admiring my long golden hair against my soft pale skin.

"You should be excited about the winter festival. I hear your betrothed is going to be there."

I frowned. This was why I had to run away. I wasn’t ready to marry, let alone to a man I’d never met before.

"That's exactly why I don't want to go" I reply in my feminine voice.

"And cut!" A male voice suddenly shouts.

I open my eyes. The royal bed chamber shifts into an audio recording studio. My body transforming from a curvaceous blonde woman into that of a scrawny man with short dark hair. The fine silk dress becomes a plain t-shirt and jeans. Suddenly I was no longer the princess of the northern realm but back to being Liam, the voice actor.

The casting director sat behind the glass in another room. He pushed a button to make his voice transmit through a speaker and said “okay that was great. We’ll get back to you.”

My stomach tightened into knots but I kept my face neutral and politely thanked him for the opportunity before leaving. I strode quickly through the building with my head held high. It was only once I got out onto the street that my composure broke.

“Damn it!” I shouted.

A couple of people walking across the street stopped and looked at me. Red-faced, I ignored them and stomped off to go get a drink. It was only 2 pm but what did that matter? It’s not like I had somewhere better to be.


Chapter 2

The bar I decided to go to was just around the corner from my apartment. It was a little too upscale and pricey for me but I was having a bad day. It couldn’t hurt. The place was surprisingly busy given the time of day. A few men and women sat in little groups at the bar and tables. Judging by their clothes, they were all wealthy. Trust fund kids and rich wives with nothing better to do.

I ordered a drink and gave the bartender my credit card. He swiped it, frowned, and then swiped it again. My heart rate sped up. I know I paid the credit card bill last month. I know I did.

The bartender gave an apologetic shrug and said, “sometimes the machine doesn’t work. Do you have cash?”

I nodded and handed him my last twenty, only to receive far less change in return than I’d wanted. I grabbed my drink and moved to the furthest corner of the bar where it was the quietest. I didn’t want to be around people right now. I couldn’t go back to my apartment because my girlfriend might be there and all she’ll want to do is talk about the audition.

The ‘thank you, we’ll let you know’ is almost always code for ‘you’re not what we’re looking for.’ Damn, another failed audition. How many more of those do I have left in me before things get really desperate?

I nursed my drink and checked my phone for new auditions. Out of nowhere, a tall muscular guy in a dark shirt sat down opposite me.

“It didn’t go so well huh?” He asked.

“Am I that obvious?” I replied without looking up.

“Dude it’s written all over your face.”

I glanced at him. My best friend James was the polar opposite of me. While I was short for a guy at five foot six, James towered over me at six foot four. I was a skinny theatre nerd with long hair and he was a muscular athlete. We’d met as roommates in college and hit it off playing video games together. Now we’d been close ever since.

“Ugh, I don’t want to talk about it” I groaned, before resting my head on the table.

“Come on it’s not that bad. You’ve still got Cheryl.”

I groaned again. I couldn’t keep relying on my girlfriend to support me. It wasn’t fair.

“I’ll figure something out. What about you? What brings you here at three pm on a Tuesday?”

He grimaced. “My dad’s been talking about visiting. It’s got me anxious. I had to get out of the apartment and go somewhere with other people. You know, to try and get out of my head.”

“How’s that going?”

“It was fine until you asked.”

“Sorry. How about we make this a problem-free zone?”

“Sounds good. I’m going to get a drink. Also, it’s more like four pm than three.”

“Four? Fuck. I was supposed to be back home by then to talk to Cheryl. She’s been stressed about things. I know I said we’d hang out…”

“It’s okay. Go. We can hang out some other time.”

“Great.”

“Let me know how it goes.”

“Sure thing.”

I rushed out of the bar while texting Cheryl that I’m sorry for being late and that I’m almost there. Luckily, that part was true. Though I’d be lying if a part of me didn’t wish I was further away. Things get unpleasant when Cheryl is angry. Hopefully, she was in one of her better moods.

When I reached my apartment building, I stopped to appreciate it. Much like the bar I was just in, the apartment was very up-scale. A lot of wealthy doctors and lawyers lived in the building. A year ago, this place was a comfort but now with my finances getting tighter I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d be saying goodbye to this place. The thought twisted inside me like a knife.

As I pondered this, my neighbor Daniel walked out. He was a lawyer in his mid-thirties wearing an immaculate grey suit. A handsome guy with his short carefully maintained beard. Daniel winced when he saw me.

“Good luck,” he said as he walked past me.

“With what?”

Daniel paused and said, “I could hear her from my place. She was yelling on the phone to someone. It didn’t sound good.”

I nodded. “Okay thanks.”

He left without another word, leaving me with the impression that I’d inconvenienced him just by asking the question. Daniel was a strange one. There were several times when I’d invite him over or to hangout with friends but he’d always decline. I figured he was just a private person who wasn’t interested in getting to know his neighbors. Although this was the longest conversation we’d ever had, maybe he cares more than I’d thought?

I went inside and got in the elevator while thinking about what he’d said. Yelling on the phone to someone? Probably her mother. Cheryl loves to talk to her mother about stuff. There were many days where I’d come home to find her on the phone complaining about something that had happened at work. But she’s never complained to her about me. Cheryl has only ever said nice things about me. At least as far as I know. Okay, I’m overthinking things. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Let’s just take things as they come.

The elevator doors opened on my floor. I took a cautious step out into the hallway and listened. There was only silence. I pulled out my key and nervously paced down the hallway, trying to not look as tense as I felt. The key went into the lock but when I tried to turn it the door handle wouldn’t budge. I glanced up at the room number. Yep, this was the right door. I jangled the key incase the lock was stuck but nothing changed. Every instinct told me to walk away and text her but I forced those feelings aside and knocked on my own door.

I waited. A minute passed. And then another, so I knocked again. This time I heard soft footsteps approach the door but then nothing.

“I can hear you on the other side of the door. Come on Cheryl, talk to me. What’s going on?”

The door opened. She wasn’t how I expected her to be. I figured she’d be in sweatpants with minimal makeup considering she’d been home all day. Instead, I found her all dressed up. She wore a dress and her long dark hair curled at her shoulders. At my height, I wasn’t particularly tall for a guy but I still usually had to look down to speak to her. This time she wore heels so we were the same height. It made her glare that much more intimidating.

“Can I come in?” I asked.

“No,” she said quietly.

“What is this about? What happened?”

“How did the audition go?”

“Fine. They said they’d call me back.”

“They probably won’t though will they? I mean that’s what you said the last four times and none of them ever did.”

“That’s not fair. I’ve told you the business can be fickle. Things will pick back up. I just need to keep trying.”

“And have me continue to pay for everything? You said you’d pay me back. That was two months ago, and then today I see you sitting in a fancy bar drinking. Somehow you found the money for that.”

“Hey it’s not like that. It was just a rough day and I went there to blow off a little steam.” I took a step towards her. “Come on we can talk about this.”

She took a step back and shook her head. “No. I’m done. Your clothes are packed in the two bags on the couch. I’d like you to take them and leave.”

“After everything we’ve been through? You want to end it like this?”

“I should have ended it months ago. You don’t have to pay me back. Just take your things and go.”

She turned to the side to let me pass. There was a pit in my stomach a mile wide as I brushed past her. My eyes started to mist up as I reached for my bags. I swallowed those feelings, grabbed the bags, and walked out of there as fast as I could.

Only after I heard the door close behind me, did tears start flowing.


Chapter 3

With no family and no money, my options were limited. So, I went to the one person I knew would help me.

James opened the door to his place and helped carry the bags inside. While my apartment had been upper middle class, his was beyond extravagant. The living room was surrounded by high glass ceilings with a great view of the city skyline.

I shook my head. “I can’t believe this is your place. You know, I just realized that we’ve never hung out here. You always insist on hanging out at my place. Not that I’m not grateful for you taking me in. But what’s up with that?”

James grimaced and set my bags down. “Well, you know my dad pays for all this stuff. Everything is covered by him or by my trust fund. But my dad is a strict guy and has certain rules about things. It’s just been easier to go to your place.”

“Wait I’m not getting you into trouble by staying here, am I?”

“No, usually it’s just me being paranoid about dad stopping by. But he’s been in Asia working on the company’s expansion for the last month and it looks like he’ll be there for a few more at least. So you can stay here as long as you like.”

“Thanks. You’re a life saver.”

He nodded and gave me a mini-tour of the place. Past the living room was the kitchen slash dining room where everything from the long dining room table to kitchen cupboards was made of metal and glass. It was a modern if slightly cold look but I’m not one to complain.

He pointed to one door on the left and then the one on the right. “My room and your room. The bathroom is in the hallway, you walked past it on your way in.”

I nodded. “Got it.”

James watched me awkwardly struggle to carry my bags for a minute before taking them out of my hands. Embarrassed by how easily he held them, my face burned as I muttered “thanks.”

All my worldly possessions sat condensed into two duffel bags on the floor. James left me to get settled. I closed the door and sat on the edge of the bed. Part of me wanted to be productive. To go through and unpack everything. But every bad thing that happened today broke through my composure and overwhelmed me. Another job slipping through my fingers. My girlfriend breaking up with me and leaving me homeless. Now instead of relying on Cheryl’s charity, I had to have my friend bail me out.

There were no tears this time. Just a deep empty pit sitting in my stomach that wouldn’t go away. I laid down on the bed, closed my eyes, and deeply wished I was someone else.


Chapter 4

Suddenly, there was a loud knock at the door. I jolted up out of bed and then looked around in confusion. Where was I? Did I get a hotel room? Suddenly it all came back to me along with a crushing weight of disappointment.

I opened the door to see James. His smile turned into a frown. “Are you okay?”

I tried to play it off as grumpiness from not being a morning person. “Yeah, I just woke up.”

“Oh sorry. I ordered dinner. There’s enough for two if you want some.”

“Dinner sounds great. How much do I owe you?”

James shook his head. “It’s on me.”

I was about to protest until he said, “you can pay me back later.”

My finances being what they were, it was cheaper to swallow my pride and accept help from a friend.

There was some pizza on the dining room table. He grabbed a slice and went into the living room to sit in front of the tv. I took a piece for myself and joined him on the couch. There was some boring football match on. I’ve always hated sports. Ever since I was a kid, I’d be the weakest one in the group. Watching it seemed even duller than playing it. However, as the guest, I should be polite and just let him watch whatever he wants. I’m lucky he agreed to let me stay at all.

“You know this is just temporary right?” I asked him.

“Sure.”

“Once I land a gig, I can get back on my feet.”

“It didn’t seem like it was going well from what I saw in the bar earlier.”

“That was just me moping. I put all my eggs in one basket and got my hopes up. Next time I’ll be more tactical about the whole thing.”

“More tactical?”

“Getting a part is down to being in the right place at the right time. I’m going to start going to as many auditions as I can, do my best, and then forget about them. If one calls me back then great. Otherwise, I’ll move on.”

James gave me a look. “You do seem more motivated now.”

“I took a nap. Plus, I’ve already used up all my crying and sulking for the day.”

“But what about the audition you had today? Do you know why it didn’t work out?”

“Nah. They never explain why.”

“What was the part?”

“Some princess for an animated show. They almost didn’t let me audition at all until I did the voice.”

I paused and waited for him to ask.

James sighed sarcastically. “Alright, I’m intrigued. What’s the voice?”

I took a breath and then in my feminine voice said “I’m never going to marry the prince of the Everlands. I will decide who I’m going to marry. Perhaps I’ll marry that cute knight Sir James who’s having me as a guest in his castle.”

James's eyes were wide. “Dude that’s insane. I never knew you could do that.”

I giggled in the same voice. “I’m not a dude, silly.”

He stared frozen with his face turning red. Before I could make fun of him for it there was a loud rattling noise coming from the front door.

“Is someone trying to break in?” I asked in my normal voice.

James got up and strode forward. “Get behind me while I call the police.” He said it in such a commanding way that I immediately did as he asked.

The rattling ceased. Neither of us moved as we strained to hear. Someone knocked on the door, followed by an older male voice calling out “James? The doorman said you were in.”

“Damn. It's my father,” James hissed.

“What do we do?”

He thought for a moment. “Hide in the bathroom and lock the door. I’ll tell him it's not a good time and try to get him to leave. Damn, he’ll kill me if he finds out you’re living here.”

“Why?”

“He’s old-fashioned and conservative. He thinks two guys living together is gay. Plus, I’ve never brought a girlfriend over to meet him because he’s too intimidating. If he thinks I’m gay then he might disown me. Just hide and don’t make a sound.”

I nodded and got in the bathroom, locking the door behind me.

James could be heard opening the front door.

“Why doesn’t my key work?” A gruff male voice asked.

“Oh, I had to get a new lock a couple of months ago when the other one broke. My bad. I should have told you.”

“You know this is still my apartment.”

“I do. It was a mistake.”

I heard footsteps as they moved further into the apartment. “Here you go,” said James, presumably handing him a spare key.

“Thank you. Well, I stopped by to tell you that I’m going to be in town for a while and I thought we should spend some time together. Not now, of course, I’ve got a meeting uptown but we’ll schedule something in the week.”

“Of course, that sounds nice.”

The footsteps drew closer again. “I’ll just use the restroom and then be out of your way.”

Suddenly the bathroom door handle rattled.

“Is your bathroom lock broken too?” His father asked.

“Uh…yeah…I think…” James stammered.

Damn, he’s going to lose it. Time to put my acting talent to good use. In my girly voice, I called out, “sorry it’s occupied. I’m not feeling well.”

“Oh, I’m sorry miss” his father replied. “You should have told me you had a guest over,” he said to James.

“Uh yeah. My bad. It’s just I know what the rules are. I didn’t want to jump the gun.”

“Well since she’s here and there’s a large duffel bag in the other bedroom, I assume she’s living here.”

“Well…uh.”

“James wanted it to be a surprise” I interjected.

“Yes, that’s right,” said James. “I didn’t want to distract you while you were overseas. Li…Lara and I met nearly a year ago and have been dating ever since.”

“And you brought your girlfriend to live in my apartment without telling me?” His father's voice growing colder with each word.

“Actually…we’re engaged. She’s my fiancé.”

What?! This is getting out of hand. All of this just so I can crash at a friend’s place? I should try and patch things up with Cheryl if this is what living with James is going to be like.

“That’s very good to hear, James. I’ve always hoped that you’d start a family of your own one day. Lara, I’m sorry we met under these circumstances. How about dinner on Saturday?”

“Sounds great,” said James.

“Yes, we’d love to,” I said.

I heard the sound of footsteps and then the door open and close. A few moments of silence pass. I didn’t dare be the first one to speak. Not that I didn’t want to. His excuses were absurd. Would he really have lost everything if we’d just been honest about the whole thing?

“Okay he’s gone,” James said.

I came out of the bathroom scowling.

“Seriously, fiancé?”

James shrugged. “I had to tell him something.”

“So I’ve got like five days until Saturday rolls around to find a new place?”

“That’s one possibility,” he said.

James had this look in his eye that I didn’t like at all. It was part mischievous and part I know something you don’t know.

I sighed. “What is it?”

“My father is sixty-two and has poor eyesight but he’s too embarrassed to wear glasses and he hates contacts.”

“But how does he do stuff? Wait what does this have to do with anything?”

“He can see enough to walk around places and read things if the font’s big enough. Plus, my father hasn’t driven his own car in like ten years. He has people for that as he likes to say. But that’s not the point. The point is that your voice sounds exactly like a woman’s voice. Your body is also skinny enough.”

“You can’t be suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

“That we get you some women’s clothes, makeup, and a wig. You come to dinner with me posing as my fiancé Lara.”

I shook my head. “You’re crazy.”

“Am I? I think you can pull it off. But the important thing is to consider your options. The first is trying to find a place to live with no job or money. Which is highly unlikely to work given the no money part. The second option is that you somehow beg Cheryl to take you back. Also unlikely. The third is we try my idea out. I’ll buy all the clothes, accessories and even hire a professional makeup artist. Once we’re finished, if you’re not convinced of the results then you can just leave before Saturday comes. All you have to do is spend a few days dressing like a woman and doing that voice. If it doesn’t work then you’ve lost nothing. If it does work then you’ve got free room and board for at least a year and a half.”

“A year and a half?”

“As I said before, my dad likes to make these surprise visits but they’re rare. The last time I saw him before today was like two years ago.”

“And you’re fine with that?”

“My dad is a cold guy. We’re not very close but he supports me financially and he cares in his own way about me.”

“And you want to trick him into letting you have a roommate by having your best friend cross-dress as your fiancé?”

“Well, when you lay it out like that, it sounds silly. But look, all I’m asking is to try it for the next few days. If you don’t pass convincingly as a woman then we’ll cancel the whole thing.”

I tried to think of a reason to say no other than saying it was crazy for the third time but I couldn’t come up with one. Instead, I said, “give me some time to think about it.”

“Okay but don’t take too long. What I said about canceling if it doesn’t work wasn’t just for your benefit. If you can’t pull it off then I’m not going to risk it either. My father would be humiliated and who knows what he’d do then.”

I nodded and just went back to my room. I felt tired again. I’d gone from finally feeling like I was getting my footing back to having the rug pulled out from under me. Once the door was closed, I immediately texted Cheryl with just a ‘hey can we talk?’ message. Half an hour goes by with no response. I try calling her. The phone just goes straight to voicemail. How long is she going to keep avoiding me? I had to think of something. James's plan was insane. But he was right about one thing. If Cheryl doesn’t take me back, I’m screwed.

Then my mind asked the question. How much was half of the rent and utilities at Cheryl’s place? I remembered the figure and multiplied it by a year and a half and whistled. Being able to stay here for free would actually save me a ton of money, especially once I get another job. But am I really going to do this? My mind kept going back and forth on it. Sure, I’d played a female character in the studio before but that was just my voice. On the other hand, how hard could it be to wear a dress and put on makeup? I mean having a convincing voice is the hardest part and I’ve already got that down. Plus, if his father’s eyesight is as bad as he says it is then maybe it wouldn’t take much to convince him.

The more I thought about it, the more the idea appealed to me. I got up and went to the other bedroom. I knocked on the door before opening it. James was lying on the bed in nothing but his underwear.

“Hey sorry…” I stopped as my eyes flicked down. He had his cock out and I could hear porn in the background. I backed up and quickly shut the door. Fuck, I’d just walked in on him masturbating. Damn, his cock was massive too.

“Hey sorry about that,” I said through the door.

“Yeah, usually when someone knocks, they wait for an answer before coming in.”

“I know I know. I was too in my own head, thinking about what you said. I just wanted to let you know that I’m in. Let’s see if we can pull this thing off.”

“Great, I’ll make the arrangements. Goodnight… Lara.”

I shook my head and went back to bed while trying not to think of how much bigger James was compared to me.


Chapter Five

The next morning, I woke up to the sound of footsteps and strange voices. I yawned and checked my phone. Zero messages. No missed calls. Great. I guess I really am doing this. Huh that’s weird. The floor was empty. I could have sworn I brought my duffel bags into the room last night. I get up and look around the room but they’re not there. Neither are yesterday's clothes that I’d thrown on the floor before going to sleep.

James did this. He must have snuck in and taken my clothes. I can’t believe I didn’t even hear him. At least I still had the boxers that I slept in so I wasn’t completely naked. But it was enough to prevent me from leaving the room until the other voices had left. It sounded like a couple of guys but their voices were too muffled for me to make out anything they were saying.

I waited until it sounded like all the voices had left. There was going to be a loud conversation about boundaries and personal space. I found James in the kitchen.

He smiled when he saw me and asked, “I’m making coffee, do you want some?”

I tried to keep calm and my voice neutral. “Where are my clothes?” I asked.

“Over there,” he said pointing to a stack of delivery boxes.

“No, I mean my clothes.”

“Oh. I put them in storage. Don’t worry you can get them back later.”

“Why?”

“Because we’re going to be spending an entire evening with my father. You need to be convincing which is why we begin today. I’ve had delivery guys coming all morning with everything we need to pull this off. First, you need to use your girly voice until this is over. We can’t afford any slip-ups. It needs to be second nature. I can’t have a waiter asking what you want to order and suddenly Liam’s voice pops out. Second, you need to start getting used to women’s clothes and makeup. We’ve only got five days to practice.”

“Fine, I get it,” I said in my feminine voice. “But what am I going to wear?”

“I picked out an outfit for you to wear today. I’ll leave it by the door while you get ready. After that, you can go unpack everything and choose what you like. Sound good?”

I nodded.

“Great. Now take that small box on the table to the bathroom. It has everything you need to shave your body hair.”

Right. Body hair. I’d never even thought of that but it made sense and I was committed to the plan. There’s no point complaining now, especially after James had bought all this stuff for me.

I took the box to the bathroom. Inside was a women’s razor, cream to help remove body hair, and some scented shampoo that smelled like flowers. Once in the shower, I began lathering the cream on my legs. I figured I’d start at the bottom and work my way up. It didn’t take long before quickly realizing that this was going to take a while. Luckily, I didn’t have much body hair to begin with which made shaving my upper body a lot easier.

After I’d finished shaving, I used a soap that smelled like peaches. It felt good to feel the sensation of my soapy hands gliding across my smooth hairless body. Maybe this whole thing wouldn’t be so bad after all?

As I got out of the shower, I grabbed a pink towel and wrapped it around my waist. Outside the bathroom door was another box. I peeked my head around the corner but couldn’t see James. I took the box back into the bathroom. Inside it were the clothes he wanted me to wear today. Beginning with a simple pair of white cotton panties with a hint of pink around the edges.

I swallowed my pride and put them on. I could complain about it later once this whole thing was over. The panties slid up my smooth legs with the soft material giving me goosebumps. I wasn’t the most well-endowed guy, so the front of the panties covered everything and left me with a small but noticeable bulge. The back of them rode up into my butt. I twisted to see them in the mirror. It was like the panties were framing my ass and making it look rounder and more feminine. Looking at myself from the waist down, I’d swear that I was looking at a girl.

Next in the box was a pink and white bra that matched the underwear. I looked at the label and it said 36A. I cracked open the door and called out, “a bra? Really?”

“You’ll need to wear one for dinner. We should start now so that you get used to the feeling” he called back.

The bra was tricky. It fit well enough but I struggled with hooking it up at the back. After a few more minutes of trying, I gave up and called for James to help.

When he saw me, he tried to play it cool but I could feel his eyes roaming over my body.

“Okay turn around” he instructed.

I did and felt the bra tighten as he did the hooks. Once he’d finished, he slapped my ass and said “looking good, babe” before disappearing.

I tried to respond but I was stunned and blushing fiercely.

Finally, there was a yellow summer dress that stopped mid-thigh. Is that it? I thought after putting it on. There was nothing else in the box but with my shoulders and legs bare, I still felt underdressed. 

When I stepped back into the living room, James looked up and said “you look beautiful.”

To my horror, I blushed again.

“Whatever” I muttered.

He got up and excitedly rushed over to some of the boxes. “There are some socks in this one I believe,” he said pointing. “And your wig I think is in this one.” He said pointing to another.

“Wig?” I asked raising an eyebrow before answering for him. “I know, I know. I have to get used to it.”

“That’s right. The more real we make it now, the more natural it will look on Saturday.”

“Does this mean I have to practice kissing you too?” I asked nervously.

James laughed. “No, don’t worry. My father is not big on public displays of affection. Holding hands, a few hugs or a kiss on the cheek is the most you’ll have to do.”

“You as well.”

He looked confused. “Huh?”

“You also have to let a guy pretend to be intimate with you.”

He nodded. “I see what you mean but you’re going to look like a girl. It’ll be easier for me” he said handing me the wig.

I put it on and marveled at how I now had long blonde hair. “It looks and feels so real,” I said, turning my head side to side and feeling the hair move with me.

“I’m glad you like it.”

I stopped and my smile faltered. “I don’t like it, I’m just relieved that it looks convincing” I pointed out.

James nodded and left me to pick out socks. After his comment, I didn’t want to even think about it so I just grabbed the first pair I saw. They were white with little strawberries on them. I slipped them on and joined James on the couch.

“Sports again?” I asked.

He handed me the remote, “It's yours too. You pick something to watch until my friend gets here to help teach you about makeup.”

“I thought she’d just be coming on Saturday?”

“A client ended up canceling so she’s got some free time today to walk you through the basics and let you try it for yourself.”

“Alright,” I grumbled. It was one thing to dress like this for one of my closest friends but strangers were a whole different matter. Still, there wasn’t much choice at this point but that didn’t mean I had to like it.

I settled in on the couch and picked some crime drama that Cheryl and I used to watch in the evening. As it got colder and later, she would snuggle into me and I’d put my arms around her. That didn’t happen here, though James did keep his arm on the back of the couch behind me. His arm being there made me feel self-conscious. I kept waiting for him to put it over me so that I could tell him to stop but he never did.

A few hours later and there was a knock at the door.

“Hey Lara, go see who’s at the door.”

It still felt weird being called that but I did as he asked. I got up and opened the door. A short woman in her early fifties with short dark hair and glasses was standing there holding a suitcase. She peered at me like I was some kind of experiment.

“Um hi,” I said.

“You have remarkable skin,” she said.

“Uh, thanks.”

“And such delicate features. This won’t be hard at all. You’ve already done most of the work for me.”

“Okay, I’m Li…Lara,” I said.

“Kim,” she said before strolling past me. “Where do you want me to set up?” She asked James.

“Next to the dining room table. There’s more space there.”

She nodded and pulled out a chair. “Lara sit here for me.”

I sat in the chair and watched as she opened the suitcase and fumbled around for some items.

“Okay now sit still and try not to move your face,” she said before taking off my wig.

Kim then set to work on me. She would stop every once in a while, to explain what she was using and what its purpose was before continuing. Foundation, lipstick, mascara. It all became a kind of a blur and it was even harder to concentrate on her words because I could still see the tv behind Kim. But I tried to make a good faith effort to pay attention though, both James and I had a lot riding on this.

Finally, she stopped and retrieved my wig. Kim set it gently back on my head and said to James “I’m finished. What do you think?”

He got off the couch and turned around. His eyes widened when he saw me. “Holy shit. Kim, you’re a miracle worker.”

She shrugged. “I just helped reveal what was already there. It didn’t take much. What you’re looking at is all her.”

“What are you guys talking about. It’s just makeup” I said.

“See for yourself,” Kim said, handing me a mirror.

A stubborn, childish part of me wanted to say no. I was afraid of what I’d see. How ugly was I going to look? Would people stare or laugh at me when I go out for the dinner on Saturday? This whole thing was starting to feel like a bad joke. I should never have agreed to this. Why are James and this woman being so fake about it?

My stomach was churning and my hands shook as I raised the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was unrecognizable. She had plump red lips, perfect soft skin, and long eyelashes that made her bright blue eyes pop. She was in a word, gorgeous. Other than her shocked expression, she could be a model that had just walked off the catwalk.

The nervousness in me turned to excitement as it started to sink in that this was me. The fact that I looked this beautiful felt wonderful.

“You were right James. Holy shit” I said.

“I knew you’d approve once you saw.”

“We can do this. We can really pull this off” I said.

James coughed, “yeah true. Anyway, thanks for everything Kim. Your payment has already been sent.”

Kim collected her things and James tried to rush her out the door without trying to be rude about it. “Thank you,” I said to her as she was leaving.

Once she was gone, I asked James, “What was that about?”

“Nobody else knows about the plan. It’s better if we keep it that way.”

I agreed, that made sense. The fewer people who knew about this the better.

“So, there’s something else I want to run by you. Don’t shoot it down immediately but I think we should go for a walk in the park today. You can get some experience being a girl outside and…”

I jumped up, excited. “Yes. Let’s do it!”

He seemed taken aback. “Just like that?”

I laughed. “No one is going to recognize me like this so there’s no problem. Besides I look good, why waste Kim’s work by staying in?”


Chapter Six

I glanced out the window while I waited for James to get ready. The sun was shining and the sky was clear. It was the perfect day for the summer dress that I was wearing. There was also the matter of footwear. I dug through the pile of boxes until I discovered a cute pair of sandals that would be perfect for walking in the park. After I put them on, I was stuck waiting for James who was in his room.

“How long are you going to take? I thought the guy is always supposed to wait while the girl gets ready” I said.

He chuckled as he came out. “I’m sure that’ll be true next time. Alright let’s go for a walk” he said holding out his hand. I took it and instead of feeling self-conscious about how small and dainty my hand was compared to his, it felt normal.

The public park near the apartment contained a long winding circular path surrounded by trees and patches of green with a small lake in the center of it. Plenty of families and couples could be seen out enjoying the sunshine.

I would have been able to enjoy it as well except for the people who would stare at me as we walked past. At first, I thought nothing of it but it kept happening. After the fifth guy, I asked James “I look okay right? I mean I checked myself before we left the apartment but I’m still okay, aren’t I?”

“Of course.”

“So why do people keep staring at me?”

He leaned in and whispered “because you’re so hot, every guy here wants to fuck you. You’re making them hard. I don’t blame them, I had to jerk off before leaving just so that I could think clearly.”

Ah, so that’s what he was doing in there. I guess I should have been shocked that my best friend just said he’s attracted to me. But after seeing my reflection it made sense. Thanks to Kim’s magic, I was beautiful. It made perfect sense that other guys would feel the same way. James was just falling too deeply into the role he was playing as my fiancé. As long as it didn’t go further than the occasional look or word then I wouldn’t complain.

We continued walking and when the next guy stared, I tried to enjoy the attention instead. I thought about how much he wanted and desired me. From then on, it gave me a little thrill of power every time another guy looked my way.

When we reached a bridge that went over part of the lake, we stopped to admire the view. I leaned against the railing and stared out across the water.

“It’s beautiful out here,” I said.

I felt James move next to me and put his arm around my waist. He gently pulled me close to him. I nestled into his larger warm frame. I wasn’t complaining. With all the problems I’d had with Cheryl over the last few months leading to our break up, it was just nice to be held. It wasn’t a romantic type of nice. I didn’t feel aroused by my best friend but we had a comfortable dynamic and him pulling me into a side hug was nicer than I’d expected. We stayed like this for a little while until I heard a voice that stopped me dead. My stomach turned and I resisted the urge to look.

“James is that you?” Cheryl asked.

Of all the places and times. Why did I have to run into her now? From the sound of her voice, she was over to my right past James. From this position, she wouldn’t be able to see me yet but James couldn’t ignore her.

“Yes, it’s me,” James said. His hand around my waist squeezed me gently as a show of support.

She moved closer and spotted the back of my head. “Oh, I didn’t know you were with someone. Hi, I’m Cheryl. I used to date James’s best friend.”

Used to? Ouch. Even though it was true, hearing her say the words out loud was like a knife inside me.

James turned around and motioned for me to do the same. Just smile and remember the girly voice.

“Hi, I’m Lara,” I said, praying that this would work.

A flicker of something ran through Cheryl’s eyes before she smiled and said “I’m Cheryl. Well, I heard from Liam that he was staying with you. I hope that’s not a problem for you or your girlfriend. I had no idea kicking him out would make him go running to you. I’d hoped he’d make a change and sort his life out.”

James's hand slowly slipped down my back and to my ass where he grabbed one of my cheeks. I tried to give no reaction but my heart was racing.

“Oh don’t worry, he’s definitely making some changes,” said James.

“Well, I’m still sorry if he’s inconveniencing you.”

“He’s not. I like having him around.”

Cheryl looked skeptical. “And you don’t mind either?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “No, it’s not a problem.”

“Well, that’s good to hear.”

That might have been the end of the conversation, had my former neighbor Daniel not jogged up to Cheryl and put his arm around her.

“Hey honey who’s this?” He asked her.

Oh god. If James hadn’t been holding onto me then my legs might have given out. Cheryl’s dating our neighbor. It’s only been a day and he’s already calling her honey? No way. That is way too intimate for a first date. She must have been cheating on me. It’s the only thing that makes sense. Fuck. And to think I thought he was a nice guy. I was always polite to him whenever we’d run into each other in the halls. He must have known I was getting kicked out that day we met.

“Man, it’s such a beautiful day isn’t it,” Daniel said. 

Cheryl agreed and then leaned in to kiss him. I had to look away. It was just too much. James noticed and asked quietly if I was okay.

“Just feeling a little tired. It’s been a long day” I said hinting that I want to go.

James nodded and said, “Well we should start heading back before it gets late.”

Daniel agreed. “It was nice meeting you, maybe we should do this again like a double date.” He held out his business card to James, who took it and shoved it into his pocket.

“Sure,” he said.

James and I left. He knew better than to say something when I was in one of my moods. We walked back to the apartment in silence. Once we were back inside, I breathed a sigh of relief. I felt free here. Even though I’d only been here two days, it was already starting to feel like home.

“Do you want anything?” James asked.

“No. I’m just still so angry at Cheryl. I know I relied on her a lot for financial support and we had the occasional argument but I can’t believe she was cheating on me. That she wouldn’t talk to me first and try to work things out.”

“Maybe you didn’t know her as well as you thought or maybe she’d changed? Either way, you’re better off with her out of your life.”

“Oh yeah until she starts pushing for those double dates,” I said sarcastically. “She doesn’t have many friends. I can guarantee she’ll text you later about setting one up.”

“We don’t have to do it if you’re not comfortable but remember one thing, Liam doesn’t have to ever see her again. Lara on the other hand, handled herself remarkably well today. Your first day as a woman and you were already out in public getting looks from all the men who find you drop-dead gorgeous and you stared your ex-girlfriend in the face. She had no idea who you were. Being Lara gives you a chance to reinvent yourself. You don’t have to be tied down to the same ideas that Liam was.”

“Okay but that’s just for this week. Once the dinner with your father is over, I can go back to being Liam and wear my old clothes again.”

James shrugged, “if you want. It just seemed like you were having a lot of fun today before Cheryl showed up.”

“I’m an actor. There’s nothing more fun for me than playing a character. That’s all this is. A character to help pay my bills” I assured him.

“Alright, enough heavy talk. What do you feel like for dinner, Indian or Chinese?”

“Chinese,” I said.

“I’ll order, you go pick a movie to watch.”

I nodded and sat on the couch, flicking through movies. A horror one popped up that I hadn’t seen before. Some slasher flick where he attacks a bunch of college students in the woods. Could be fun.

James came and sat on one end of the couch.

I settled in next to him and let him put his arm around me. Just like on the bridge. It felt so comforting. Plus, it’s exactly the sort of thing a character like Lara would want which means it’s perfectly natural for it to feel good.


Chapter 7

The next few days passed in a remarkably similar manner to the first though I didn’t go outside to the park again. James and I spent our days together reading, watching tv or we’d be in our rooms doing our own thing. Every day I wore some new girly outfit and James would smile at the sight of me and praise me on the choice. It made me happy and I would blush every time which he seemed to love even more. We’d then end our days snuggling on the couch with a glass of wine.

Finally, it was Saturday. The big day. I’d lived as Lara for nearly a week now but I was still nervous. I couldn’t help but worry about what I’d do if his father didn’t like me? We’d never really considered that part. I shook my head. Now I really do sound like his girlfriend. Getting all worked up over meeting the family.

There was a knock on my door and James entered holding a box.

“What is that?” I ask.

“A present for my beautiful fiancée.”

“A present?”

“Well, several actually. Beginning with this.”

He opened the box revealing a long red dress. “I figured with your blonde hair you’d look amazing in this.”

My hand ran over the material, enjoying the feel of the fabric. I then lifted the dress and held it against my body.

“It’s incredible,” I said.

I meant it too. I couldn’t wait to see what I looked like while wearing it. James went and grabbed another box. “How many boxes do you have?” I joked.

“Just two more.”

I opened the next one. Inside were a pair of double d silicone breast inserts. I glanced up at him with an eyebrow arched. “I figure they’d help sell the image besides if I’m going to have a hot fiancée, I want her to have nice boobs.”

I rolled my eyes and playfully hit him on the arm. 

“And the final gift?”

He pulled out a tiny box and I could tell immediately what it was. James then got down on one knee and opened it to reveal a diamond engagement ring. “Lara Saunders, will you agree to be my fake wife?”

“Yes. A million times yes. You’ve made your fake fiancée the happiest girl in the world.”

Even though we were joking, I felt a pleasant tingle shoot through my body as he put the ring on my finger. It felt significant like he was making me his.

There was a pause where neither of us said anything. I think neither of us knew what to say. Fortunately, the alarm on my phone started beeping. It was there to remind me of when I needed to start getting ready. I shooed James out of the room and began my girly preparations.

I went into my panty drawer and selected a pair of sexy red panties that would match my dress perfectly.  Next, were the breasts. I found that they came with glue to help stick them onto my chest. I was excited to test them out. Once they were on and the glue had dried, I went to the mirror. The color of them matched my skin exactly.

Diving back into my underwear collection, I found a red bra that would fit my new breasts. Once the bra was on, they really did look like the real thing. I stared at them in the mirror and jiggled them. Then I moved my body quickly side to side to see how they’d move. I liked the weight of them. There was a comforting heft on the front of my chest now. 

My small cock strained against my panties. Having my own pair of breasts was turning me on. So much so that I had to throw on a robe and go masturbate in the bathroom in order to settle down. As I jerked my cock, my other hand alternated between grabbing one of my boobs and grabbing my ass. I pictured Cheryl coming up behind me, caressing and squeezing parts of my girly body. My arousal increased but then the picture changed. Suddenly in my mind, it was James hulking muscular frame behind me, whispering in my ear about what he’d do to me. His huge throbbing cock rubbing against my ass and those large masculine hands grabbing my tits.

I came harder than ever before.

Suddenly, James knocked on the door to ask if everything was alright. Breathlessly I told him not to worry. But I still needed a few minutes alone to recover before I felt comfortable leaving.

This wasn’t a problem I told myself. It was just me getting too deep into character. It was sort of thing actors could fall into all the time. After today I can be Liam again, start going to more auditions, and eventually save enough money for my own place.

I went back to my room without seeing James and continued getting ready. When I slipped on the red dress, I couldn’t help but pose in the mirror. It hugged my figure perfectly, showing off my thin waist and slightly wider hips. Of course, my boobs took center stage, displaying more than a little cleavage. If James wanted me to look sexy then mission accomplished.

Once I’d finished getting dressed, Kim was in the other room waiting to do my makeup. I had made some solid efforts since we’d last met but a few days of practice wasn’t enough time to master everything. I felt relieved when I saw her as I trusted her to make me look as incredible as before.

“James sure is a lucky man,” Kim said when she was finished.

“He better never forget it,” I said.

“I won’t,” he replied, before coming up behind and pulling me into a hug.

James had become more intimate with his touches lately and I wasn’t sure how to respond to all of them. “Stop it,” I said half-jokingly, even with Kim here I couldn’t hide the fact that part of me was enjoying the attention. I especially liked the way he looked at me. Like a goddess, he couldn’t wait to worship. With his help, I’d turned into the girl of his dreams, and to be honest, I was the girl of my dreams too. Kim’s assistance had taken me to the next level where I was hotter than any girl I’d ever dated or even met in real life.

Being beautiful felt invigorating. For the first time, I wasn’t some meek, shy, small man. I was the center of attention. I was the one who mattered. These realizations gave me a power and confidence that I’d never had before.

This epiphany was short-lived as James's phone beeped. He checked it and frowned before turning to Kim.

“Okay thanks again, I really appreciate this but we’ve got to head out soon,” he said to her. Kim nodded in understanding as she packed away her things.

When her back was turned, I leaned in close to James and whispered, “you should pay her extra. The work she does is amazing.”

“I did,” he whispered back. “I paid double her asking fee. I don’t like kicking her out like this but my father just announced he was five minutes away.”

I nodded and then we said our goodbyes to Kim. I then turned to James and asked, “do you have any advice for dealing with your father?”

“Be as honest as you can. Say you’re an actor and everything. I’ll handle how we met and how I proposed to you. He’ll probably only ask a few questions about it. Truthfully, he’s never shown much interest before. Although you’re the first girl that I’ll be introducing him to.”

“I guess that makes me special.”

“It sure does,” he said leaning in to kiss me on the lips.

I was too taken aback to move. I stood there, letting this man, my best friend, kiss me. Eventually, he broke away and coughed awkwardly. He looked like he was about to say something when his father unlocked the door and walked in. 

His father was exactly how I imagined him. He was the same height as James with salt and pepper hair. He looked closer to fifty than the sixty years old he actually was. The man walked in with confident ease, wearing a dark suit. His sharp piercing grey eyes swept over the room, taking in every detail before they landed on me.

A week’s worth of training and a professional makeup artist had all led to this one moment. I smiled and strode forward extending my hand.

“Hi, I’m Lara,” I said.

His father took my hand warmly and replied, “my name’s Arthur. It’s a pleasure to meet you. James has told me absolutely nothing about you.”

I laughed. “Well you know James. He’s not much of a talker.”

“That’s alright, that’s what this dinner is all about. The car is waiting for us downstairs. Have you been to Gannoli before Lara?”

I shook my head.

“There have some of the best food in the city. I can’t believe James hasn’t taken you there before.”

I let Arthur take my arm as we made our way down to the car. He continued to talk about the restaurant. The topic then shifted from the food here to the food in other cities, to him complaining about his job and the travel it entailed. All of the issues he had to face when running an international conglomerate. I politely listened while James trailed along behind.

I glanced over my shoulder to check on him. He was tense with his shoulders hunched. It looked like James was more nervous than I was and I’m the one in the spotlight.

Outside, a man in a chauffeurs uniform stood by a silver Mercedes SUV. As we approached the man opened the door for us.

“After you dear,” Arthur said to me.

I got in the car followed by James while his father elected to ride upfront with his driver. James found my hand and squeezed it for support. I squeezed back. Everything was going to be fine. I’d wondered for a moment why Arthur hadn’t resumed talking my ear off but then I realized he was on the phone texting someone. The quiet became a relief but it was short-lived as the journey was only ten minutes and suddenly, we’d arrived.

The restaurant turned out to be almost as quiet despite being nearly full. This was a respectable high-end establishment. Nobody was screaming or yelling at each other here. Everyone spoke in low voices while the waiters quietly moved around them. As we were taken to our table, there were a few quick glances thrown my way by several of the men. I couldn’t help but smile and return some of their looks.

James and I sat next to each other while Arthur sat on the other side. That was fine by me. It allowed us to hold hands under the table for moral support.

A waiter appeared with menu’s and Arthur immediately ordered wine for the whole table. James and I shared an uneasy look before accepting. We had to be cautious. Getting drunk was not going to happen. I needed all my wits and senses tonight.

When the wine arrived, I made sure the waiter only poured me a small one. James understood and he encouraged his father to take a more generous pour and even took one for himself.

Arthur took a sip and savored it before setting the glass down. “So you want to marry my son,” he said bluntly.

I felt the room grow colder. The easy smile he’d worn was gone. Part of me wanted to look at James for answers but Arthur held me in place with a hard stare. I was certain that if I looked away then it would be seen as some kind of weakness.

A few seconds of silence pass which Arthur breaks.

“Well?” He asked.

“Uh yes. That’s right. I love your son” I said.

God that sounded unconvincing.

“Tell me about yourself. Who is Lara? You know I tried to look you up online and couldn’t find anything about you. It’s like you’re a ghost.”

“Oh that. Right, well I’m a very private person. I tend to keep a lot of things to myself instead of posting my whole life online. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. Sorry, I’m just a little nervous.”

“Take your time,” he said.

“I’m an actor. Mostly voice acting and the occasional small theatre production. Neither of which you’ve probably run into. Stuff like animated shows for children. I met James in a coffee shop, we struck up a conversation that led to a date. Then we had more dates and suddenly here we are.”

“That’s right” added James.

“How’s the acting going?”

“Okay. It’s been a little while since I’ve had something and recently, I just recovered from feeling under the weather. I actually plan to get back out there and start auditioning again on Monday.”

“That’s good. I like someone who’s career-focused and cares about their work. If only some of that work ethic could rub off on my son eh?”

I felt relieved that I’d passed some kind of test but I didn’t like how the spotlight had suddenly shifted to James.

“Hey if you want me involved in the company, I’ll do it. I’ve said it before but you’ve never given me chance,” James said.

Arthur agreed. “That’s right but if you’re serious about this marriage then that changes things. If you’re going to start a life together then maybe you are ready. But we can talk more about that later after you’re married. When were you thinking for the wedding?”

A nervous look passed between us before James stepped in.

“We…uh hadn’t decided on a date yet. Maybe summer next year,” he said.

“Summer? That’s quite a way off,” said Arthur.

“Lara loves the sun,” said James.

“Hmm. Well, keep me in the loop. I assume I’m going to be paying for it. Not that I’m complaining. Honestly, I’m relieved. I never thought this day would come.”

By the time we’d ordered food, the conversation had relaxed and became more casual. James started telling stories of his childhood. His father would laugh and they would reminisce. I didn’t have much to contribute but I was grateful that the spotlight was finally off of us.

The rest of the night flowed smoothly until we left the restaurant. Then Arthur turned to me and said “Lara, why don’t you wait in the car for a moment? I have to tell my son something.”

I got in the car and watched through the window. They talked for a couple of minutes and then hugged. James got in the car and we took off without a word.

“Wait your dad isn’t coming?” I asked.

“No, he has to meet someone at the restaurant. It’s fine. It happens all the time.”

“What was the conversation about?”

“I’ll tell you when we get home.”

Neither of us wanted to speak openly in front of Arthur’s driver. Still, I was eager to hear the news and I asked him again the second we got into the apartment. James told me.

“He said he’s serious about me joining the company. This could be huge for me.”

His eyes were bright as he spoke about what he could do at the company before pausing and then adding “and the money too. I’d almost forgotten.”

I was confused. “Don’t you already have a trust fund?”

“Yes, but it comes with strings attached. Ironically, working directly for him would give me more independence and control over my life. I could finally get my own place instead of borrowing one of his apartments.”

“Okay that’s good for you I guess,” I said.

He coughed, “uh well you see it's contingent upon getting married though.”

I laughed. I just couldn’t help it. “You can’t be serious. I’m not marrying you. My legal name isn’t even Lara. It wouldn’t work.”

James ignored me and pressed on. “Just think about it. You don’t have to make a decision now. But there wouldn’t be a prenup. We could marry just long enough for me to get the job and you the benefits. Once we divorce, you’d get half of my assets.”

I shook my head. “This is absurd. I agreed to this for a week because I was desperate. I can’t do this full-time for what, a year? Two years? It's insane.”

“My trust fund has twenty million dollars in it. Are you really going to stand there and tell you would turn down ten million dollars for two years of your life?”

I didn’t know what to say. It all looked so crazy. I knew James was loaded but did he really have twenty million stocked away? Would it even be possible? I mean playing a role for a week is very different from a two-year commitment. Although some actors play the same character for years on successful shows. But this isn’t a show, this is my life. To maintain all of this non-stop would be too much.

“I’m sorry, James but I…”

Before I could finish my thought, Arthur walked in the door.

“Oh, sorry am I interrupting?” he asked.

We both said no at the same time.

“What happened, I thought you had a meeting?” James asked.

“Yeah, it got canceled at the last minute. His wife slipped and had an accident, so he had to cancel. I don’t blame him, these things happen. My usual hotel is overbooked. You don’t mind if I stay in the guest room for a night?”

“Of course. This is your place after all. We’re happy to have you” said James before I could respond.

“Excellent,” he said, pulling out his phone.

He phoned his driver to bring up his bag. James and I stood in awkward silence, unable to finish our prior conversation. Once the driver had brought the bag up his father took it into the spare room.

“Lara, you sure do keep a lot of clothes in here,” Arthur said.

I quickly jumped in. “Yes, we were using it mostly for storage. You know we both have a lot of clothes so…”

“Don’t worry, something tells me you two will be moving into a bigger place once you’re married.”

James and I exchanged a worried look.

Arthur returned and said “I’ve got an early flight tomorrow so I’m going to get some sleep. James, it was nice catching up and Lara it was a pleasure to meet you”

“Likewise,” I said.

Arthur went to sleep while we sat on the couch and put the tv on but kept the volume low. I leaned in and asked, “do you think it's safe to talk?”

He shook his head. “Let’s go into my room”

I followed him into his bedroom. There weren’t any chairs so I just sat on the bed. James closed the door and turned on his tv just for good measure.

I was ready to keep arguing but James spoke first. “Look can we not fight? Tonight went great. You were amazing. Let’s just celebrate this victory and we’ll address stuff tomorrow?”

I softened, “okay yeah. We did pull off something pretty spectacular.”

James nodded and went to get a bottle of wine and some glasses. We sat together on the bed, drinking and laughing at some reality show.

As the night wore on, my head was buzzing and I was starting to slur my words. “Jaaammmess. We never decided on sleeping… arrangements.”

He shrugged, “I can’t think of a way to kick my dad out. Plus one of us suddenly sleeping on the couch looks suspicious. We’ll just have to share the bed.”

“Fine but I’m getting out of this dress.”

I stood up and tried to reach the zipper on the back but couldn’t quite make it. I sighed, “would you mind?”

James undid the zipper and then helped take the dress off. I felt his hands glide down my hips and I shivered. My little cock twitched in my panties.

“You look incredible” he whispered; his breath hot on my neck.

I turned around to find him standing over me in nothing but his underwear. His bare muscled chest right in my face. My eyes lowered to the large bulge in his underwear and my mouth watered. I didn’t know what was happening but I found myself moving toward him, I pressed my body against his. James leaned down and kissed me. It wasn’t performative like before. He kissed me with all of his passion. His tongue met mine and shocks of arousal ran through my body. My cock was rock hard and straining against my panties. He was making me his girl I thought to myself. James broke the kiss and said “I’m sorry, you’re just so beautiful”

Before he could say any more, I knelt down and took off his underwear. That huge thick cock of his sprang to full attention in my hand. I started stroking it, entranced by the size of it. How it was all for me. My mouth desperately wanted to taste it. I opened wide, feeling the tip push past my lips and into my throat. It was hard taking all of him. I had to settle for half of him. Once it was inside me, I started to suck. Bobbing my head up and down. Only when I heard him moan did I look up.

Our eyes met and I felt the connection. My heart started to race and my cock was throbbing in my panties. I picked up speed. I wanted more. I sucked harder and faster until I heard him moan. His thick cock exploded. Load after load shot down my throat. I swallowed as fast as I could to try and keep up with it.

Once it was over, he helped me up and kissed me. His hands running down my body until he reached my ass. He gave it a loving squeeze before suddenly lifting me up into the air so we were face to face. I let out a little excited squeal as I rose up to meet him.

Once face to face, I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him tightly towards me. Our tongues danced together while we held each other. We stayed like this for a while until I felt his cock come back to life. I could feel him want more of me.

James lowered me onto the bed and said, “get on your knees and turn around.”

I did as he said. My whole body was tingling with anticipation. James grabbed some lube and rubbed it up and down his shaft. Then he pulled my panties to the side. I felt a warm wet finger slide into my hole.

I moaned. It felt so good. His finger became two as he worked me. Once he was ready, I bent my head down and thrust my ass up in the air, presenting it to him.

He stood there for a moment. Enjoying the moment. “Fuck me,” I said.

He moved forward, his thick cock touching my hole. He pressed gently and I gasped at the size of it. Slowly, I felt myself stretch to accept his manhood but it was still a lot to take. He pushed in deeper. I gripped the sheets and moaned. Oh god, that feels so good. Yeah just like that. Once he’d pushed all the way inside, he started thrusting. His thick juicy cock pumping in and out of me. “Yeah, just like that. Fuck me, daddy” I moaned. The sexual tingling in my groin and stomach grew stronger. My little dick was rock hard and bouncing in my panties to his thrusts.

“More. Harder daddy” I cried.

James increased his pace. Pounding me into the bed. I lay there taking all of it. My eyes were clenched shut and my head was spinning. The pleasure was overwhelming. I could see nothing but stars. The pleasure I was feeling kept building. My body started shaking and the first orgasm hit me. It was a little one but still powerful. I moaned but James kept going. Soon more came. Little hits of pleasure crashing over me. I couldn’t believe it. I felt delirious with ecstasy. James slapped my ass and that’s when I came the hardest. My panties filling with my juices as the orgasm ripped through me. It was incredible. My whole body numb and shook with pleasure. James wasn’t far behind me. He groaned as I felt his cock pump his seed into me.

We sighed with exhausted delight and collapsed together on the bed. I lay there with my mind empty. All I could do was enjoy the lingering sensations. Eventually, he got up to clean up while I lay there collecting myself. My thoughts were all jumbled. There were sparks still going off in my head. A mild euphoria continued riding through me.

When James came back, he got into bed. I crawled up next to him and put his arm around me. Feeling embraced by this bigger manlier presence made me feel so comforted and safe. I was his small girl and he was my man. I fell asleep in his arms with a smile on my face.


Chapter 8

I woke up confused. Huh this isn’t my room. I looked around and noticed the sheets and the tv. Wait this is James's room. Suddenly, images from last night came flooding back. I saw myself in lingerie, makeup, and a blonde wig getting fucked by my best friend. My cock started to stir to life. Remembering it was turning me on.

Fuck, I needed to take a shower and to get my head clear.

I peeked outside and noticed the place was empty. No sign of James or his father. That was good. I had no idea what I’d say to him at this point. Was I just drunk? Just too into the Lara role?

I didn’t know how long James would be gone, so I quickly padded across the apartment to my room in yesterday's panties. I went to the drawers where all my girly underwear was kept but then paused. Wait isn’t it over now? Can’t I just wear my boxers? This whole thing is finished, right? But then I realized that I didn’t know where James had put my boy clothes. I also couldn’t be sure that his father was truly gone yet. But if I was being completely honest with myself, I wasn’t that disappointed when I selected a pair of light blue panties and bra. Then I grabbed a pair of jean shorts and a white tank top. Just something cute and casual to wear around the house I told myself.

I took a shower, using all my usual Lara supplies. Once I was done getting dressed, I decided to keep the breast forms on. There was something comforting about the weight of them plus the feeling of how they would jiggle slightly whenever I moved turned me on. Besides, it was better to be safer than sorry if James's father suddenly walked in.

As I left the bathroom, James returned with a bag of what smelled like delicious food.

“Hey I brought breakfast,” he said.

“Great. I’ll make coffee” I replied.

Once the coffee and food were laid out, we both ate in silence. Only when there was nothing left to eat or drink did James speak. “So last night…”

I sighed. “Can we not?”

“We have to talk about it.”

“Do we?” I asked while avoiding eye contact.

“Yes. Ten million dollars is a big deal. You could do anything with that money and I could be free of my father.”

Oh, that thing.

“I still don’t understand why you couldn’t just get a regular girlfriend and then marry her,” I said.

“I’ve never been able to find the right one plus I was always worried that they’d be after me for my money.”

I snorted. “At least you don’t have to worry about that with me.”

“That’s not fair. You’re my best friend. I trust you.”

“A year and a half? Maybe two years? It’s just too much. I can’t do it.”

“Can’t you? You’re still wearing the clothes.”

I shrugged, suddenly feeling self-conscious. “That was just in case your dad came back. I was just being paranoid.”

“You’re still doing the voice too even now,” he said softly.

I felt angry. He was calling me out after doing such a huge favor for him?

“Whatever,” I said.

I just wanted to drop the subject. I pulled out my phone and started scrolling. I’d planned to use today to look for auditions that I could go to next week. James went off to his room while I angrily searched for acting jobs.

We kept our distance until dinner. James had ordered for me as he always did. He never cooked. He didn’t need to since the money his father had given him meant that he could always order out.

“Thank you,” I said quietly when he offered me some food. I knew what I was about to ask made me nervous but I had no choice. “Can I get my other clothes back?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said and went to his room. He came back out carrying my duffel bag with all my clothes in it.

“What about all the stuff you ordered? Do you want it back?”

“They don’t have a return policy. You can keep it” he said.

I nodded and sat down to eat. Both of us at opposite ends of the table, saying nothing.


Chapter 9

I woke up in the guest room feeling that today was going to be a good day. It was going to happen. I would make it happen. It was Monday and I had an audition for an animated comedy. I’d woken up early to try and sneak out before James had woken up but I found that he’d already left before me. Huh. Must have gone to the gym or something.

As I moved to get ready, I found that my clothes now rubbed uncomfortably against me. I hadn’t shaved since Saturday. Now there were these short sharp hairs all over my body. They were distracting. I couldn’t afford any problems with this audition. I needed total focus. I hopped back in the shower and shaved my whole body again until it was nice and smooth. Then I went through my boy clothes to select some jeans and a shirt.

I left the apartment and went out to my audition. Walking outside felt different this time. People in suits were rushing by me on the sidewalk. A couple of them bumped into me without so much as apologizing. It was like I was invisible.

At the audition, the assistant at the front desk ignored me while typing on his computer. When I tried to speak, he would hold up his hand while staring at the screen. When he finally took my name and told me where to go in a dismissive tone, I was boiling inside.

The audition was even worse. The character was a real man’s man character that was a lumberjack. I wasn’t three minutes into the audition before I heard them say thank you. My heart dropped. They’re not even going to let me finish the scene.

My eyes started to mist up and I had to force myself not to cry in front of them. I cleared my throat, thanked them for their time, and walked out.

God, what a waste of time. That was even worse than my last audition.

I drifted through the city, hoping the walk would help clear my head. Much like before I was either at best ignored or at worst considered a nuisance by the people around me. Eventually, all I wanted was to get home, see James, and complain about how shitty the audition process is. I didn’t realize until now how much I appreciated having someone in my corner like that.

It’s only when I’m finally standing outside the apartment that it occurred to me that James had never given me a key. In fairness, I’d forgotten to ask for one as well. I call him on his phone but there’s no answer. Guess I’ll just have to wait until he gets back. Well if I was going to wait, then it might as well be in the park where I could enjoy the sun.

I get to the park and before I can even enjoy it, the worst happens again. As I’m walking along the path, I spot Cheryl and her new boyfriend coming the other way towards me. Perfect. This is just what I need.

As they got closer, I braced myself for the inevitable conversation. I think about saying something first but panic and stay quiet. Both of them glance at me and then look away. They get closer and then… they simply keep walking.

I stop and turn around, watching them continue on their way. They just ignored me. Rather than give me any semblance of respect they just completely ignored me. I was shocked and dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe it. Even her telling me to my face that I was the worst boyfriend ever would have been better than nothing.

Tears started to flow. The other people in the park were awkwardly trying to avoid looking at me and doing their best to stay as far away from me as possible. I didn’t care. Once I was sure Cheryl and the boyfriend were gone, I turned around and marched right back to the apartment. I tried calling James again but it went to voicemail. I sighed and sat on the hallway floor next to our apartment and waited.

James arrived forty minutes later. Luckily, he was the first person I saw and I didn’t have to explain to some random neighbor why I was sitting on the floor. As soon as he saw me, he looked concerned and asked “what’s wrong?”

I got up and immediately hugged him. “My day was awful,” I said while trying not to cry again.

“Let’s go inside,” he said.

Once inside, I asked, “can we watch a movie, you know like before?”

“Of course. Do you want to get changed first?”

I looked down at my boy clothes before nodding and picking out a simple dress and putting the wig back on. He was right, it just made more sense to dress as Lara for stuff like this. I did my makeup and came back out of the room as a girl, excited to find him waiting for me on the couch. I snuggled up next to him and relaxed. Instead of bitching about my day as I’d envisioned, my mind calmed down and I melted into his embrace. 

During the movie, his hand would gently run across my bare thigh. Just sliding his fingers up and down but never going any further. It was only the slightest touch but I could feel my dick getting harder in my dress. As we watched the movie, I took my own hand and rubbed his bulge gently. I wanted to feel his big thick cock come alive in my hand. I felt it grow in his pants. We stayed like this until we couldn’t take it anymore. I got up and unbuttoned his pants and pulled out his cock.

“Stay there,” I said, hiking up my dress. I lowered myself onto his cock. Feeling all of his girth fill me up inside. Then I rocked my hips back and forth, riding that dick. Bounce. Bounce. Bounce. I moaned. I couldn’t help it. It just felt too good to be fucked. Better than anything I’d ever felt with Cheryl. Better than anything I’d felt with a girl. Now I was his girl and I could feel his thirst for me. His deep burning desire to fuck me. It thrilled me and pushed me to ride his cock even faster.

I rode him until I heard him moan and felt him cum inside me. I kept rocking back and forth, sending little sparks of pleasure through me. They kept building and building. I cried out. My body sweaty and quaking as the ecstasy ripped through me.

Once it was over, I climbed off of him and snuggled back into his arms.

“I really like having sex with you,” I said softly.

“Me too, Lara. Me too.”

And that moment decided everything. We slept in the same bed from then on. I committed to only be a girl from then on. I wore my blonde wig, my fake breasts and practiced my makeup. Every day I got slightly better at being Lara and as the days wore on it became more and more natural to me. 

My real hair started to get longer. I had James buy me a cap to keep it all down so that I could keep wearing my wig. By that point, I knew that I wanted to grow my hair long and dye it blonde. I never wore my boy clothes again either. They just seemed pointless and it wasn’t long before I threw them away. Why would I even want to wear them when I looked so much sexier as a girl? When I was someone everyone would take notice of and pay attention to?

After another month had passed, I told James that I was ready for the next step. I told him we should go through with the marriage.

“Are you sure? This is a big commitment, Lara. We’d have to legally change your name and everything.”

“I know. It’s what I want. I love being like this. I’ve never felt so alive and happy than being with you as a girl. My life before was so dull and boring in comparison. I’m not sure I even want to go back to it even if you gave me ten million dollars right now.”

“So you do want to marry me?”

“You’re my best friend. I know you better than anyone else. There’s no one I’d rather be with.”

“Not even if Cheryl came crawling back?”

I stepped closer and grabbed his crotch. “Cheryl doesn’t have a cock that makes me wet just by thinking about it. Cheryl wouldn’t let me wear cute girly clothes that showed off my ass or wear makeup.” I looked up and stared into his eyes. “I want you,” I said. 

From that point, I went all in by having James start ordering me hormones. I liked the way he grabbed my fake breasts but it wasn’t long before I desired to have the real thing.

We met with James's lawyer who helped with all the paperwork to have my name legally changed. On that day we went jewelry shopping to celebrate and together we picked out our rings for the wedding.

After a few months of hormones, I began noticing changes with my body. I grew less body hair and had to shave less as a result. My skin became softer. But the biggest changes were with my body. Even though I’d started a home workout to lose weight it felt like the weight had just moved. My stomach was flat and toned along with my legs but my hips had widened and grown softer. My ass had grown rounder and juicier. It stuck out behind me and when I walked my hips would sway in this deliciously feminine way. My chest grew softer as I slowly grew my own breasts. Starting at a 30A before they eventually grew into a juicy pair of 36C’s.

James practically became addicted to my new body. He couldn’t keep his hands off of me. And I loved the attention. I always felt desired and special when he was around.

Despite how happy I was, it still felt like something missing. James quickly picked up on it. He caught me staring off into space one time and asked “what’s wrong?”

“Huh? Nothing” I said.

“You know what? I think we’ve been cooped up together for too long.”

“What does that mean?”

“I think you should continue acting as Lara.”

My breath caught in my throat. Continue acting as Lara? Could I do that? Sure, I had my perfect feminine voice for my everyday life but could I act with it? Do I have the same range as a girl than I did as Liam? The thought of it scared me and the prospect of facing more rejection worried me.

“I’m not sure if I can handle it. The business is so cutthroat” I said finally.

“I think if it's something you love then you should continue pursuing it. I don’t think you should give up just because it's hard. That’s why I’m meeting with my father later this week at his office. We’re going to talk about finding a role for me in the company.”

“So you’re finally trading in the videogames for a career.”

“No, I’ll still play games and beat you at them. It’s just that while I’m happy spending so much time with you, I feel like we need to do more. I want a job that can give me purpose too.”

I nodded, I understood what he meant. I thought about being a successful actress, walking the red carpet in a designer dress, my heart soared at the idea. The idea of it excited me. “Okay, we’ll both try to find our careers.”

So we did. I started going to auditions as Lara and he started going to meetings. With both of us leaving for work in the morning, it made us feel like even more of a married couple. James encouraged me to keep trying and eventually, I landed the lead role on a cartoon show. He was so happy for me when I shared the news that we immediately went out to celebrate. Meanwhile, James had received a management position at his father’s company. He seemed to thrive on the challenges and would come home every day eager to tell me about them.


Chapter 10

My toes curled in the warm sand. I closed my eyes and listened to the ocean waves crashing. There was a cool breeze gently flowing through my natural long blonde hair. This was perfect.

I opened my eyes to see the man of my dreams standing there. Muscular and twice my size, I knew that he could carry me effortlessly in his arms as he often had before. I loved it every time, feeling so small and safe. If you’d told me a couple of years ago that I’d end up being this incredibly feminine girl in a white dress ready to marry a man I’d have laughed at you. But together we’d both found better lives as partners than as friends. Now, I could never imagine any other life than as a woman and I wanted to spend the rest of it with the man standing in front of me.

James wore a white shirt, linen pants, and nothing on his feet. Standing next to him was the local priest. Aside from the three of us, the beach was completely empty. James and I held hands while the priest performed the ceremony to marry us.

When the big moment came, the priest turned to me first and asked, “do you take James Quinn to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

“I do” I replied.

He turned to James. “And do you take Lara Saunders to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I do.”

“Then I now pronounce you man and wife.”

I reached up on tiptoes and he bent down so our lips could meet. Everything else melted away with the kiss. There was just him and me, forever. I don’t know how long we stood there, it could have been two seconds or an eternity.

We ended the kiss and thanked the priest before walking along the private beach to our island house. We had the entire place to ourselves for the next few weeks which was amazing. As we neared the doorway, James reached out and picked me up. I yelped as he suddenly lifted me into the air. I burst out laughing as he literally and figuratively swept me off my feet. He carried me into the bedroom and helped me out of the dress. As soon as it fell to the floor, he pounced on me, pushing me onto the bed and laying kisses all over my body. All the way down to my tiny cock.

James then pushed me down onto my stomach and ripped my panties off. As I lay prone on the bed, I felt his big masculine frame come down on top of me with his large cock sliding into my ass. I gasped and moaned as he took me from behind. I especially enjoyed the feeling of him on top of me, all-encompassing. I laid there as he pumped his cock in and out of me, going deeper each time.

“There’s my good girl” he whispered.

My heart fluttered. I loved when he called me that.

“Are you going to cum for me?”

“Yes daddy,” I said.

“I can’t hear you.”

“Yes daddy. Fuck me just like that” I cried.

We came at the same time. Our bodies linked in passion.

In the blissful afterglow, he held me and said “I can’t wait to do that again.”

“Me too. I’m so glad I chose this life instead of the other one.”

“Me too.”

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 Athlete: Transgender, First Time

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

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

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

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

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

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

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