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THIRST TRAP

Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie.Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


One

Marcus sighed as the defeat screen came up, again, and pushed back his chair back away from his desk to step away from his computer for a moment. It was his seventh defeat in a row. He was tilting, hard, and he knew he should give up now and go to bed but he wanted to get at least one victory in before calling it a night. Just one, to break the streak, then he could start again fresh tomorrow night.

As he made his way through to the kitchen to get a drink from the fridge he replayed the last few matches in his mind, reviewing his performance. Was it him letting the team down? Was he just playing that badly tonight?

He shook his head. He couldn’t remember any glaring errors in his play, couldn’t find any major fault with his performance, it was just that it wasn’t clicking.

As he opened the fridge and took a can of his favourite energy drink out, the hiss of it as he opened it was almost comforting, he shook his head. Gaming was supposed to be how he relaxed, his escape from dreary reality, but tonight it had been anything but relaxing. From the very first game, the first loss of the evening, it had been stressful, and each game, each loss thereafter, had only added to Marcus’ feeling of frustration and annoyance.

He just needed one win. That was all. One win and the losing streak would be over.

Yet, he knew the risk. He’d already lost two ranks tonight, and another loss might well cost him his third rank. It was the risk with competitive mode, but that was also the thrill. Win and you went up, lose and you went down. It made the games mean something.

On those nights when you got victory after victory your rank would shoot up, and it felt amazing. But then there were those nights like tonight where the losses just kept coming and your rank plummeted. But he knew he couldn’t give up now.

Taking a deep breath and another sip of his drink he resigned himself to as many games as it took, as many losses as it took. If he gave up now all those losses would have meant nothing, and he’d go to bed unable to sleep feeling worthless.

And Marcus had enough of feeling worthless in his normal life, without letting it invade his one way of relaxing. One win, that was all it would take.

As he finished his drink he crumpled the can up and dropped it into the recycling. His belly gurgled from the sugar and caffeine and fizz.

“First though I need bio-break.” He said to himself.
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As Marcus washed his hands he took a moment to splash his face too, waking himself up, psyching himself up for the game. He was going to win the next one. He was going to break the streak.

He looked up into the mirror, into his pale blue eyes, and he forced himself to smile. With his damp hands, he swept his unkempt mess of chin-length sandy blonde hair out of his face, slicking it back, wishing it wasn’t quite so wild. He needed it cut but he hated getting haircuts.

Looking at his reflection he smiled. Sure, he might not look like an elite warrior, and he knew that on a medieval battlefield he’d have been far from the ideal of heroic masculinity, but his battlefield was digital, and on that battlefield size and strength didn’t count. It was all about wits, and reactions, all about guile and speed.

It was one of the reasons he found such solace in gaming. In games, it didn’t matter what he looked like. It didn’t matter that his face was so soft or that his chin was weak or that his nose was fine, it didn’t matter that his lips were too full or that his cheeks were so sharp. Online it didn’t matter that he was small or thin, it didn’t matter that his shoulders were narrow or his chest slim, it didn’t matter that he was petite. Nobody online made fun of the way he walked, the way his too-wide hips swayed like a girl's or the way his butt was too round.

Nobody made fun of the way he spoke, though that last one was because he never really spoke on mic except to grunt agreement to calls or shout for help when out-flanked. He’d learned that one the hard way.

Online he was just another player. He was just another DPS amongst a sea of DPS, doing his best, trying to rank up with everyone else. Online he could just relax and not worry about what people thought of him.

At least, that was normally the case. Tonight, after so many losses, he couldn’t help but wonder if the others on his team were blaming him. Maybe he really was just a loser?

One more game, one win. That was what he needed…
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As the main menu screen popped up Marcus took a moment to flick through to the character screen. He’d been playing all night as his main, a stealthy DPS that moved quickly and hit hard but who couldn’t take much damage. He’d been playing well, he thought, but maybe he’d not been playing as well as usual.

“Maybe I need to change it up?” He said to himself.

He scanned his gaze over the range of characters, running over his favourite before settling on a ranged DPS who specialised in high precision sniping, clicking on her and grinning as she popped up on the screen, striking a provocative pose with her rifle.

Marcus loved this character, the way she moved as she ran, wiggling her hips, the sound of her heels clicking, the svelte sleekness of her figure, her long hair, her big eyes, her curves, but for some reason he didn’t play her often, despite being pretty skilled as her. Something about playing as a sexy woman always made him feel… odd.

Still, he needed a boost, so why not go with one of the characters he was best with? Change it up to end his losing streak, and… he was sure he remembered unlocking a new skin for her recently too.

So, Marcus hit the button to customise, and flicked down to outfits, smiling as he saw he’d been right. Under new, there was a skin available, a rare one, and without thinking, Marcus clicked, and the sexy assassin’s look changed suddenly.

Gone was the sleek black outfit, replaced instead with a sexy schoolgirl, complete with blonde bunches and glasses and a candy lollipop. Marcus blushed, a fluttering in his gut as he stared at the screen. She was cute, short and slim and petite, with pouty red lips and a round bubble butt.

“Yeah, why not. Who knows, maybe I’ll distract the other team so much in this outfit that we win for a change.” Marcus said, chuckling.

With his character chosen Marcus clicked to join the queue for ranked matches. He did not need to wait long before a match popped up, ready for him to join.

“Time to win one…” Marcus said, hopeful.

And he clicked join.
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The match was going better than Marcus had expected. His team were good players, working well together, and they were actually pushing the objective rather than just running around solo trying to get kills. As he took up a high-ground position in the back to snipe the enemy team’s healers Marcus couldn’t help but smile.

They were winning. The team were working together, almost seamlessly, everything clicking, and as he took aim at the healer in the back and fired he giggled, the joy of his shot hitting a boon after a night of loss after loss.

“Hey guys, I need help.” A voice called out.

A girl’s voice. Marcus frowned. It was pretty rare for players to speak in the lower ranks, and no one had talked so far, everyone just playing their role without needing to be told and without needing to boss others around, yet it was even rarer for girls to speak up in matches, generally for good reason.

“Whoa, it’s a girl.” One of the other players on the team said. “Are you hot?”

Marcus shook his head. That was exactly the reason girls avoided speaking up.

“Really?” She said.

Marcus could almost hear her sighing and shaking her head.

“Yeah, I’m hot. Does that mean you’ll help me now? The other team’s DPS keeps taking me down and I can’t do my job, so if you could just watch my back that’d be great.”

Marcus saw her player profile icon light up as she spoke, and her name, BuxomBelladonna, made him shake his head. Could she be any more obvious? There was a moment of silence.

“I… yeah, I got you.” One of the other players said.

“I’ll be there in a second.” The first player said.

And Marcus could only watch dumbstruck as the other two players, without even speaking, peeled off from what they were doing to rush to help.

“But just don’t abandon the objective to all rush to help me okay? I only need one or two of you, then we can flank while the others push.” The girl said.

The two players in the process of abandoning the objective froze, then went back. Marcus smiled. She was at least giving good advice.

The team kept pushing as two of the other players went to help the girl who’d spoken up, and Marcus was glad she’d told them to stick to the objective because they stood a chance of actually winning, but there was one problem.

With part of the team now focused on keeping her alive and the rest focused on the objective, it left him as the team's sniper completely unguarded and unsupported. As his team pushed on, BuxomBelladonna and her bodyguards flanking as a unit, the others stuck on the objective pushing it forward, the other team grew frustrated with their losing.

And they took that frustration out on him.

As a sniper, he was supposed to stay back and take out high-value targets with precision, but as the enemy team realised they were going to lose they decided instead of fighting a losing battle to have fun. Only their version of fun was hunting Marcus.

His character wasn’t mobile, and at close range she was weak, so as the other team fell on him, again and again, he found himself getting annihilated over and over, his frustration and annoyance returning. There was nothing he could do when he was left on his own.

“Guys, I’m getting butchered back here. Can anyone help?” Marcus grunted, finally deciding to speak up.

It had worked for BuxomBelladonna so maybe it’d work for him. Only… it didn’t.

His team just ignored him, half of them sticking to the objective, pushing on toward the goal, the other half, BuxomBelladonna and her bodyguard, killing any players that came close to it and hunting down any stragglers, while the rest took what little joy they could in killing Marcus over and over and over.

Yet his team were winning, and that was what mattered, right? By the end, Marcus could barely even leave the spawn point before being shot down. He was winning, technically, but he was having a terrible time.

He grumbled as he tried again to get to the objective to support his team.

And then the match was over. The victory screen, finally. His losing streak was done, but it felt hollow.

As the end-of-game stats came up he saw BuxomBelladonna at the top, the most valuable player of the match, and at the bottom… him.

“Great job Bella.” One of his team said.

The other agreed, heaping praises on her. Marcus sighed.

“But check out BigMac.” Another said.

That was Marcus’ username. He felt a tightness in his chest.

“Least he was useful as a distraction.” One of his team said.

“Trash tier got carried.” Another added.

“Aww… be nice guys. He was just doing his best.” Bella said, giggling.

Marcus felt a surge of irritation. He’d played well. Up until Bella called half the team in to be her personal squad, he’d been playing really well. If the rest of the team hadn’t abandoned him for a hot girl then he’d have scored a lot higher. As it was, BuxomBelladonna had used her girly voice to call the team in to help boost her.

But at least they’d won, right?

As the team chatted, flattering Bella and mocking him, he sat in silence. As the screen ticked over to the ranking screen he could only watch as his rank ticked up by only a few points, due to his poor performance in the match, and Bella’s skyrocketed.

Yeah, they’d won, but his victory counted for a lot less and barely made a dent in the ranking he’d already lost that night. It was okay for Bella, she could lure men in to help her by playing the hot girl card, but for him ranking up was harder.

And then he smiled. Maybe it didn’t need to be so hard…

With the match done, Marcus quit the queue and went through to the options menu, scrolling down to the screen with his user profile details. There was the picture of his avatar, a cartoon monkey with sunglasses on, and his username BigMac666. Maybe ranking up could be easier than he’d ever thought.
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“One more game. Just to see.” Marcus said.

He blushed a little as he spoke. He’d been practising his voice while he’d changed the details of his profile, but he was still nervous. Maybe this was a bad idea?

Yet… he still felt almost compelled to try.

One of the reasons he always kept so quiet in games was his voice. He knew it was soft, breathy, not as deep or as rugged as a man’s voice was supposed to be, but could he really pass for a girl?

Sure, people had mistaken his voice for a girl’s before, but the idea of making it sound girly on purpose, the idea of playing a girl, was something different. And he didn’t know what was worse, people realising he was a boy pretending to be a girl, or thinking he really was a girl.

Still, he’d gone through most of the effort already, so why not at least try it? And if it failed he could just change his profile back and no one would know.

Otherwise, everything he’d done would be wasted, and he’d have done all that for no reason. He blushed, shifting in his seat, deciding that having gone through all that effort was the deciding factor.

It had been easy enough to change his username, BigMac666 replaced with PhatMackenzie, a name he found oddly thrilling and embarrassing, but his profile picture had been more work. There were no avatars that worked with the image he’d wanted to project, so he’d had to take and upload a photo.

That had been the worst bit. Marcus had a bunch of stuff left behind by his last girlfriend, things she’d never collected after they’d broken up, and amongst them was a lipstick. He didn’t know why he’d never thrown all her things away, but now he was almost glad hadn’t.

With the lipstick, he’d painted his lips, and had taken a carefully angled selfie to upload. Just his face from the nose down, his neck, and his bare shoulders and the top of his chest. As small as the image would be he knew what it’d look like. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus loaded up the game and went through to the character selection, picking the sexy schoolgirl assassin again. The sight of her, the act of picking her as his character, oddly thrilling after having just worn lipstick. He smiled, a lightness in his belly, and he joined the ranked queue.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.
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“They’re on me. I need help.” Marcus said, his voice as soft and as girly as he could make it.

He could almost hear his heart drumming in his skull. What were people going to…

“Holy shit is that a girl? You sound hot, are you?” A male voice said.

“Fuck with a name like PhatMackenzie and that profile picture it doesn’t matter if you are or you aren’t, because in my head you’re sexy as fuck.” A second voice added.

Marcus blushed pink. They’d fallen for it. They thought he was a girl.

“Focus on the game meat head. You can jerk off to me later if we win. For now, just one of you come and support me while I snipe their healers. The rest of you stay on the objective.”

“So if we win you’re giving us permission to jerk off to you?” The first voice said.

There were chuckles. Why had he said that? He was just trying to banter, to get them to focus while supporting him so he could boost his ranking at the end of the match. Why had he…

“Yeah, if we win you can all jerk off to the fantasy of me as a hot schoolgirl assassin stamping on you in my heels, now focus.” Marcus said.

There were quiet, sniggers.

“Yes, mommy.” Said the first voice.

Marcus could hear the smile in the person’s voice, but also the willingness to do what he’d said. The team went quiet, and, more importantly, they obeyed.

Most of them stuck with the objective, pushing forwards, but one of them peeled off and slipped back to where Marcus was to support him, helping him stay alive as he sniped the healers, the DPS, and then the tanks, taking them out one after another.

Marcus smiled. It was a joy. With his personal bodyguard watching his back as he switched position to stay hidden, helping take out any players that came to stop him, he scored kill after kill, and he helped his team push forward.

“Keep at it guys, you’re all doing amazing. I don’t think I’ve had a game this good in ages.” Marcus said, making his voice flirty as an extra incentive for his team to make the final push.

“Do we get feet pics for being good boys mommy?” One of the players said.

The others giggled. Marcus shook his head. This was too easy.

“You’ve not been that good.” He said. “But… I’m giving you all permission to think about my feet if you’d like.”

And then… they won. His second win of the night, and it was even easier than the first. The victory screen rolled up and the rest of the team were suddenly complimenting him on his skills and his calls.

“We should play again Mackenzie. You’ve got skills, for a girl.”

“Yeah, add me.” Another player said. “I’d totally let you boss me about again.”

There was laughter, and Marcus too was laughing, chuckling.

“Maybe.” He said in his girl's voice.

The score screen rolled up after the victory screen, and Marcus’ smile went wider when he saw he was on top. With the help of his bodyguard, he’d easily secured most valuable player and with it his ranking shot way up, pushing him into the next competitive bracket.

The other players congratulated him, congratulated Mackenzie, and Marcus, grinning, thanked them back, his voice soft and flirty. It was almost… fun.

But he needed to be up in the morning. He’d broken his losing streak and he’d ranked up. He’d proved a point, though he wasn’t quite sure what that point was.

For now he needed sleep. So, exhausted, buzzing with a joy that felt new, Marcus logged off, but as he did he couldn’t help but notice how every single player on his team had sent him a friend request. That never happened to BigMac66. Maybe playing PhatMackenzie everyone once in a while would be a nice break?


Two

As Marcus logged onto his computer after work, full of pizza and eager to forget the stress of work and daily life, eager to throw himself into some games to chill, he couldn’t help but smile. Though yesterday evening had started out with a series of losses that had been frustrating, to say the least, it had ended on a rather unusual high.

The two wins in a row, breaking Marcus’s losing streak, had been very welcome, and though the first win hadn’t been the best game for Marcus—his personal ranking in that game low due to the fact that he’d been abandoned by his team—the second had been… fun. So much fun in fact that he’d spent the whole day thinking about it, replaying it in his head.

The team had all done what he’d said, and they’d even supported him, allowing him to score well enough to earn most valuable player of the match, which had boosted his ranking score almost enough to make up for the loss of rank from the losing streak earlier in the evening.

As it was, that last victory had boosted Marcus enough to push him into the next rank, a feat that usually took way more effort. He’d always considered himself a good player, personally skilled, but when he played it was always as a single player.

Last night, talking as… as PhatMackenzie, putting on a girly voice, he’d stopped playing as a single player and had become a leader. It had been that change that had led his team to a resounding victory and secured him most valuable player. If he could keep doing that…

But then he’d realised why he’d never done it before. He hated his voice, hated Marcus’ voice, hated talking over mic. He kept quiet and just tried to play his best. As Mackenzie though he took charge, flirting and teasing the boys on his team so that they’d do what he said.

And it was easy. Hearing a hot girl on mic they were all so desperate to impress that they’d done anything she’d said. As Mackenzie Marcus was bossy and stern and playful and she took charge. Mackenzie was a leader. As Mackenzie Marcus could use his skill and knowledge of the game to help his team play as an actual team, rather than a cluster of individuals, and he knew that was the key to winning.

So, as he logged in, he sat and stared at his profile for a moment. There was that photo, of him, with lipstick on, his neck and shoulders, taken at a deliberate angle to make him look… feminine and alluring, flirty, his stark red lips, pale skin, and just seeing it made him smile, a tingle down his spine. There was the name, PhatMackenzie, so brazen and suggestive.

It’d be easy to change it back to his old name, his old profile picture, and just forget about yesterday. He’d almost made up for his lost ranking so he didn’t need to play as Mackenzie, he could just be himself.

But… he’d had fun. As Mackenzie, he’d enjoyed the game more than he had in months. He’d played well and… his team had played well due to his direction, his bossing them around.

Playing as Marcus he wasn’t sure if it’d be another losing streak or a few wins and losses, but as Mackenzie, he had a feeling that his chances of winning would be improved, and even if he didn’t win, he knew that teasing the other plays, bossing them about, would still be a source of pleasure and stress relief.

“One game, just to see if last night was a fluke.” Marcus said.

He clicked on the character he’d played as last night, the sexy sniper in her schoolgirl outfit, and clicked on the button to join the queue for ranked. Who knew, maybe having ranked up things would be different, and he could just stay quiet and go back to being Marcus, or maybe having ranked up would mean his team would need his firm directions even more.

And then the game started, and Marcus slipped into character, smiling.

“Hi boys, ready to win?” He said, using Mackenzie’s voice.

“Holy shit is that an actual girl?” Said a voice.

“Are you hot?” Said another.

“Oh, we’re definitely losing this game if we have a girl on our team.” Said a third. “Why don’t you just quit so we can get a proper player.”

Marcus chuckled. It was so predictable.

“Why don’t you admit you’ve developed a case of performance anxiety now there’s a girl about? Don’t worry, it happens to everyone sometimes.” Mackenzie said.

The other boys laughed. Marcus smiled. He was enjoying being Mackenzie, playing the bossy, teasing, hot girl who didn’t take shit.

“I’ll tell you boys what, if we win this game I’ll tell you all my bra size. But you need to do what I say.” Mackenzie said.

Marcus blushed, feeling mischievous and hot. He shifted in his seat, biting his bottom lip. There was a moment of silence.

“I… yeah, deal.” Said the voice who’d said Mackenzie should quit.

“I do love it when my boys behave.” Mackenzie said. “Now, what I need is…”

And Mackenzie began to give directions to her team as the countdown to the game ticked down. The match started, and they were off, and Mackenzie was leading her boys into battle.
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The match was a victory, a resounding success, and Mackenzie scored so highly she again secured most valuable player. The boys on her team were impressed with her skill and her knowledge of the game, her calls and her directions helping them take charge of the objective and defend it for the full duration of the match.

After the match they praised her, and she rewarded them by flirting with them. When they asked about her bra size she gave them one number, but no cup size.

“Want the rest you have to earn it. One more game.” She said.

Her boys whined, but agreed. The team stayed together and they played again, won again, and Mackenzie rewarded their obedience with her cup size, and she could almost hear the prurient joy in their giggles.

She didn’t mind, though Marcus would have. As it was, Mackenzie was the kind of girl who was okay with using her femininity to get men to do what she wanted. She was the kind of girl who was okay with teasing and flirting and joking, so long as boys did what she said.

She was the kind of girl who was okay with boys fantasising about her, imagining what she looked like while they stared at her red lips—Marcus’ red lips he realised, blushing, squirming—so long as they behaved. She was the kind of girl that spoke up. She was confident and bold and brazen.

And compared to Marcus, Mackenzie was a lot more fun.

After the sixth game with her team, her sixth victory in a row, Mackenzie decided it was time to log off, so she wished her boys goodnight. They whined, begging her to stay on for another game, desperate for her leadership and her attention.

Mackenzie just smiled, Marcus blushing at the warm joy of feeling so wanted and appreciated. He’d never enjoyed himself quite so much.

And he’d never had such an impressive winning streak. Six games, six victories, with Mackenzie earning most valuable player for four of those matches.

The whole team had got a massive boost in the competitive ranking, but Mackenzie had got the biggest boost, scoring enough to almost rank up twice. It was like Marcus was finally being recognised for his skills, only it was Mackenzie.

But they were the same person, weren’t they? It was just a character, Marcus putting on a voice, wasn’t it?

Yet as Mackenzie said her goodbyes, flirting and teasing, as her team whined for her to stay on, Marcus felt an odd sense of melancholy, a loss. It had been fun, forgetting himself for a moment, but now it was back to dreary reality.

Still, as he went to log off he couldn’t help but notice the friend requests from his team and… he laughed, blushing, shaking his head.

In amongst the friend requests was a gift sent to him from the player who’d told Mackenzie that she should just quit the game so the team had a chance to win. Five loot boxes, each with the chance for random cosmetic rewards for the game, a gift that had cost him real-world money, along with a note.

Sorry for being a dickhead in the beginning. It read. You were cool though. Look forward to playing with you again soon.

No one had ever been that nice to Marcus. No one had ever apologised to Marcus for being a dick in the game. No one had ever bought him a gift.

His smile widened as he opened the boxes, a bunch of random items popping up on the screen, a flash of sparkles and fireworks, and amongst them…

“Wow. Nice.” Marcus said.

Another skin for the sexy sniper, a hot goth rocker, white blonde hair with dark make-up, piercings, a cute black dress, ripped black fishnets, and black heeled boots, a skin Marcus had often admired but had not yet unlocked.

Maybe tomorrow Mackenzie would try out her new skin.
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Marcus spent the next day at work thinking about the games the previous night, recalling how much fun he’d had playing as Mackenzie, and he couldn’t help but smile as he recalled the victories, the praise, the teasing. It was so new and exciting, so much more thrilling than playing the game as Marcus.

As Marcus he was quiet and withdrawn, playing in silence, just one player doing his best, but as Mackenzie he was confident, she was confident, and outspoken and forceful. She took charge. She led her team to victory. She had fun.

So, by the time he got home, it was all he could to do force himself to eat an evening meal before logging on to the game, loading up the character screen to select his new skin before joining the queue for ranked matches. As he waited he felt a nervous fluttering in his belly, anxiety and anticipation, excitement.

He’d not yet been brave enough to accept any of the friend requests he’d been sent, since he wasn’t sure how to cope with any questions that might arise when he switched his account back to plain old Marcus, so he’d be playing with new teammates, a whole new bunch of boys Mackenzie would need to tame, a whole new bunch of people that Mackenzie would need to prove herself to.

Marcus knew she could do it though.

As the screen flicked over to the team page Marcus took a deep breath, getting himself into character. He could almost feel Mackenzie trying to escape, desperate to play, eager to boss around a bunch of boys, to flirt and tease and win.

As Mackenzie exhaled she shifted in her seat, biting her bottom lip, giggling. She had ranked up last night, so the matches would be even harder, the players on her team, and on the opposing team, even more skilled. That just made it more fun though.

“So, you boys ready to win?” Mackenzie said. “Because if you are, just do what mommy says.”
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It was easier than Mackenzie had thought possible. Sure, there had been a few jokes and comments about a girl playing, but Mackenzie soon put those players in their place, and once she demonstrated her skills as a player and as a leader, calling out plays and targets, sniping out high-value members of the enemy’s team, her team soon began to behave.

The first game was close, Mackenzie’s team almost losing, but a skilful play by her and the player she’d called in to be her bodyguard for the night, a DPS and support hybrid player with the name GimmeCookies, swung the match in her team’s favour. After that though, as her team stayed together to play again, impressed with her leadership, and eager for more of her attention, the victories became more decisive.

Mackenzie played match after match, scoring win after win, and she realised that she’d never had a winning streak like it before. It was brilliant, the fun of winning, of earning most valuable player, of having her team praise her, was almost equal to the joy of teasing the boys on her team.

There was just something thrilling about bossing about her teammates, about flirting with them and teasing them, being brazen and feminine and catching them off guard. It was fun to laugh and chat and joke, using her wanton personality as a weapon, and it always made her smile to hear her boys calling her mommy, half in jest and half in earnest.

Yet there was something else about the games too that she found pleasurable. Though she’d picked a player the last few nights to act as the bodyguard for her character, keeping her sniper alive while she took out targets, working as a pair to stay alive and pick off important members of the enemy team, it had never quite clicked in the way it clicked with GimmeCookies.

He was quiet and serious, but he was also really good at the game, the two of them quickly falling into sync to act almost as one as they played match after match. Yet, when he did talk, it made Mackenzie smile.

His voice was deep and soft, and he spoke only to her, never responding to the rest of the team, but replying to her when she spoke to him directly. When she gave him orders or commands he would always respond with a whispered ‘yes mistress’, and as she teased him she could almost hear him squirming.

When the other players flirted with her, vying for her attention, she could hear him giggling, especially when she put on her mommy voice, telling them to behave or teasing them to get them back in line. When she thanked him for saving her life as the enemy team tried to take her out, realising she was the one causing so much trouble for their team, he became almost shy, and hearing that in his voice was a thrill all of its own, a sense of power and the joy of knowing she could cause such a reaction.

So, as they played on, Mackenzie upped her teasing, focussing it on GimmeCookies, loving how he became flustered, enjoying how eager he was to obey her command. Every time he called her mistress her heart skipped.

Yet still, as flustered as he became, as much as Mackenzie teased him, their performance together only got better and better, the pair of them learning each other's patterns and reactions so that they helped the team achieve victory after victory. They were great together.

Mackenzie had never had such a great time playing with someone else. She had never had so much fun in the game.

Yet, in the end, after ranking up again, she knew that she had to call it a night. She had work tomorrow. Mackenzie had to go back to being Marcus, even if the thought was almost painful after so much fun.

“I’ve got to go boys. Maybe I’ll catch you again sometime soon.” She said as she quit out of the game.

There was whining, and she smiled. She had got used to it now and she quite enjoyed it, her boys pleading for more of her time and attention, knowing how much they appreciated her, but she stayed firm.

“Maybe another day.” She said as they begged her for one more game. “I’ve got work tomorrow and you’ve not earned more of my time.”

She giggled, loving how much fun it was to tease them. And as she checked out she was pleased to see more friend requests, and several more gifts too, the thrill of being Mackenzie making her belly flutter, but this time she paused.

She’d not accepted any friend requests so far, careful to keep Mackenzie private so that should she switch her account details back to Marcus’ there’d be no link, but this time her cursor hovered over GimmeCookies friend request. She could always add him now and if she did switch back just delete him or block him. It didn’t need to be permanent.

She was having fun, had enjoyed playing with him as a duo, had enjoyed teasing him more than anyone else so far. She could just add him now and change her mind later. If she was going to keep playing as Mackenzie for a while it wouldn’t hurt, and if she ever decided to go back to being Marcus in game—a thought that felt almost unpleasant, a pang in her chest—she could unfriend him.

Mackenzie laughed, shaking her head, smiling. She was overthinking it. Mackenzie was bold, confident.

She clicked add friend and logged out. It’d be fun to play with him again, and she was already looking forward to it.


Three

Marcus didn’t get to play for the next few days, work and other commitments taking up his time, and whereas normally he’d not have minded missing a few days of game time, throwing himself instead into whatever else was going on in his life, he now found himself longing for some time to himself so he could play. He missed the game, the thrill of leading, the joy of winning, missed bossing the others on his team about, missed teasing and flirting, missed being Mackenzie.

So, when he finally did get an evening to himself, the first thing he did was settle down to play again, logging in and selecting the goth-rock assassin with her sniper rifle, unable to stop himself from smiling as he felt himself slipping into character

Only… it wasn’t so much Marcus playing a character, as it was Mackenzie finally getting a chance to emerge. She smiled, taking a deep breath, glad for the freedom of the game, the chance to be bratty and playful and brazen.

As she went to queue for a ranked game a notification popped up. GimmeCookies was requesting to join her party. He was online and he wanted to play with her.

She paused for a moment considering it. It had been fun playing with him. He was a skilled player and together they made a good team. She enjoyed teasing him, and clearly he enjoyed playing alongside her, enjoyed her telling him what to do, bossing him about. Maybe a few games…

Mackenzie clicked accept and GimmeCookies joined her party.

“Hey! How… how are you? I’ve not seen you on in a while.” He said.

Mackenzie smiled. He sounded almost nervous. It was kinda cute, and she felt a thrill in her belly.

“Yeah, I’ve been busy.” She said, her soft girly voice coming almost easily now. “Stuff going on, no time to game. Why, did you miss me? Have you been waiting for me, sitting there hoping I’d log on and play with you again?”

She giggled, relishing the chance to tease again, the chance to flirt. The past few days she’d been stuck as Marcus, but now she had a chance to be her again. Only… it was just an act, wasn’t it? So why did this feel so much more natural and comfortable than being Marcus?

“I… yeah, kinda.” He said, laughing.

Mackenzie was silent for a moment. She felt her cheeks glow hot. He’d just admitted he’d be hoping she’d log on so they could play together. He’d just admitted he’d missed her.

No one had ever missed Marcus. No one had ever sat waiting for him, hoping he’d log on. Mackenzie smiled.

“Well, I just hope you’ve been practising then. It’d be a shame if you’d spent all that time waiting for me just to disappoint me wouldn’t it?”

There was silence. Then soft, nervous laughter.

“Yes mistress, it would.” He said.

And Mackenzie’s smile grew wider.
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As the pair played together they fell easily into a rhythm, GimmeCookies guarding Mackenzie as she sniped high-value enemy players, Mackenzie using her position to call out the other team’s positions and movements so her team could work together to take the objectives. Though she had ranked up several times since her first game as Mackenzie, and had reached her highest ranking in the game yet, she found, if anything, the game felt easier than ever.

Not only was she playing better than she ever had, but she had the assistance of GimmeCookies, her own pocket bodyguard, supporting and defending her as she moved about assassinating members of the enemy team. Added to that was the fact that her team were actually playing as a team too, something she’d not really encountered before.

As Mackenzie, she was more than happy to take charge, charming and flirting and teasing the boys on her team into following her lead, and as they realised how good she was at calling the shots, how well she knew the game, they quickly began to encourage her to lead them.

Plus it helped that she made the game more fun for them. As Marcus, she’d been quiet and withdrawn, timid, shy, reluctant to speak up for fear of her voice being mocked or her skills being picked apart, but as Mackenzie, she was more than happy to joke around and put the boys who wouldn’t follow her lead in their place.

It was like she was born to take charge. Not only was she good at getting her team to obey her, a mix of threats and rewards and playful flirting used to great effect, but it came naturally, and she enjoyed it too. Having her team jump at her command, having GimmeCookies do exactly what she said, when she said it, was a thrill she’d never really encountered before, but now she had experienced it she wanted more of it.

And she really loved the way he said mistress.

By the end of the night her team had scored a handful of victories and only one loss, and her ranking, as well as the rankings of all her teammates, had gone up. She said good night, grinning as her team begged her to stay on for more games, feeling a warm glow at knowing how much they wanted her, and then quit out.

There was the usual handful of friend requests, but she ignored them, focussing her attention instead on a message GimmeCookies had sent her along with a gift of several loot boxes. She smiled. She could get used to all these gifts.

Feel free to add me outside of the game if you’d like. I really like playing with you and it’d be cool to play again. Just message me if I’m not on and you’re free for a game. Or… just message me to chat if you’d like. I’d love to get to know you. Jay.

Along with the message were his details on a range of other messaging apps. He wanted to get to know her. Mackenzie smiled.

Could she?

Biting her bottom lip, her belly fluttering, she grabbed her phone off the side of her desk and opened it up. It took her only a moment to make a new account on one of her frequently used messaging apps, putting in her username PhatMackenzie and the photo she’d taken of her lips, Marcus’ lips, and then she added in Jay’s details.

Just adding you. Speak soon, if you behave. Kenzie. She typed.

She hit send then put her phone down. She was exhausted and she needed to go to bed, and as her phone pinged that she already had a reply she had to fight the urge to check it.

“He can wait until tomorrow.” She said, grinning.

Her voice remained soft and feminine despite having logged out of the game. Mackenzie smiled. She was having fun, so what if she wasn’t in the game? She could still be Mackenzie sometimes when messaging, right?
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Over the next few days Jay and Kenzie chatted often, using their phones to stay in touch when not playing the game, finding time to play the game every night, even if just for a few matches.

Marcus found it odd at first, having to be out in the real world as his ordinary, dreary boy-self, at work or out shopping, doing chores around his apartment, then slipping into Mackenzie to respond to a message from Jay, but after a couple of days he got the hang of it, and soon it became almost natural. Soon it was like Mackenzie was just another part of him, a part of him that had always been there but he’d never known about. And it was fun too.

Every time his phone pinged that a message had arrived he’d smile, and as he read what Jay had written he could feel himself slipping into Mackenzie so that by the time it came to reply her voice was loud and clear in his head, and she was able to respond just as playfully and teasingly and forcefully as she would have if she’d been speaking, if they’d been playing together.

And the more she teased, the more she flirted and taunted and messaged, the more eagerly Jay would message back until he too began to flirt, calling her mistress over messages, telling her how much fun he’d had the night before during their games, or how excited he was to play with her again that night.

The pair got to know each other, talking about hobbies and passions, and it quickly became clear that they had more in common than just their favourite game. Their taste in music and movies and books, their taste in food and comics and TV shows, were surprisingly compatible. For Mackenzie, she fretted initially about who she should be, how much she should share, who she was, but the more she messaged and chatted, the more she asked questions and answered questions, the more she realised that it was like she could just be Marcus but with a little twist, one that made her more fun.

It was like she was just a better version of Marcus, one who was more fun, more playful, who was more popular and confident. She liked the same things, had the same memories. It was becoming clearer that she wasn’t so much a character Marcus was playing as she was just Marcus but… better.

So, where are you from then? Jay asked one day, while the pair were chatting about their days and their plans for gaming later.

Mackenzie froze. She couldn’t answer that could she? But then… even if Jay lived next door she didn’t need to worry. He’d never recognise her, recognise Marcus, from her profile picture. And no matter what she said, or how close he was, she wasn’t ever going to meet him, was she?

Mackenzie thought for a moment then remembered she wasn’t Marcus. She was bold and confident. She typed in her city and hit send.

After only a few moments her phone pinged that there was a reply. She read it. Jay was in the same city. He lived within an hour of her, even with heavy traffic. She smiled, a tightness in her chest.

We should meet some time, if you want. He sent.

Mackenzie stared at her screen. She bit her bottom lip. She couldn’t though. She was Marcus, right? She might be able to pretend to be Mackenzie in game, and over messages, but in person it was different. Right?

Maybe if you behave yourself. She typed out, hitting send.

Why had she said that? But… she wasn’t committing to meeting him, was she? It was just harmless fun, that was all. Chatting with Jay, gaming with him, getting to be Mackenzie was fun. There was no harm in it.

What do I need to do, mistress? He responded.

Mackenzie smiled, chuckled. He really was keen, and the way he kept calling her mistress made her belly flutter. She really did enjoy teasing him and being stern, bossing him about, making him do whatever she wanted. Maybe…

Well, first, I have no idea what you look like. I’d need to know you were as cute as you act before agreeing to meet you. She typed out.

So you want a picture of me? If I send one will I get one of you in return?

Mackenzie paused again. Her heart skipped slightly and she couldn’t help but smile. She’d taken a picture of her lips with lipstick on and that had been convincing. With a bit more make-up and…

What was Marcus thinking? He couldn’t…

But, he was curious about what Jay looked like. He wanted to know, and the idea of sending a photo of Mackenzie sent a thrill along his spine, making her grin.

If she picked up some more make-up and worked on how to make her face look good maybe it’d work. Marcus had always hated how feminine and girly he was, had always felt out of place and lacking, but maybe that would work in Mackenzie’s favour. If Marcus would never get to enjoy being hot, maybe as Mackenzie she could get to experience how it felt to have someone tell her she was cute or sexy, maybe…

He’d need a few things on the way home, and it might take a while, but why not? It would let him experience more of being Mackenzie, would let Mackenzie have more fun, and she was having a lot of fun.

Mackenzie smiled as she typed out her reply.

Send me a photo, and if you’re cute enough I’ll send one back.

She hit send. There was a pause, and she waited. Maybe she’d pushed her luck, maybe she’d gone too far. Maybe she’d spooked Jay and he was going to ghost her. The thought of not talking to him any more made something inside her ache.

There was a ping. Mackenzie checked her messages. There was a photo. A young man, dressed casually, out walking in a park with the sun on his face, smiling. He was tall and slim, with dark hair, and strong features. He was…

You’re cute. She sent.

Glad to know I meet your standards mistress. So I get to see you then?

Mackenzie giggled to herself. She was already thinking about how in the back of her mind, the camera angles and the lighting. She wanted to remain mysterious, but she wanted to make the most of just how feminine Marcus was. She’d need to leave work early and go via the shops, and it’d take a while, but as she thought of teasing Jay, making the cute man in the photo squirm, she knew it’d be worth it.

You will. But I’m going to make you wait. I’ll send it tonight.

There was a pause. Mackenzie stared at her screen, head spinning. What was she doing? She could really do this, could she?

I can’t wait mistress. Jay replied.

She smiled. She was actually excited to take the photo, but that left one question. What kind of clothes did Mackenzie wear?
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After leaving work early and rushing around the shops to get what she needed Mackenzie arrived home exhausted and flustered, but grinning. The moment she’d left work it had been like she’d taken charge, marching around the shops to get everything she wanted in a way that Marcus never would have.

Marcus hated shopping, finding the whole experience frustrating and overwhelming, but Mackenzie, even while still looking like Marcus, was too focused and intent to let anything get in her way. She had things to do, places to be, people to tease, and she had shopped with a sense of purpose, working efficiently to get every item on her mental checklist.

Marcus had worried that he’d find the experience embarrassing or humiliating, shopping for girly things, but as he’d headed out to get what he needed he’d felt Mackenzie emerge and take over, and she was confident and bold to the point where no one even looked at her twice while she shopped.

With everything she needed, Mackenzie wasted no time in getting ready, aware that it would probably take longer than she expected, and she was not wrong.

First, she shaved.

Even though Marcus had never been hairy, she wanted to be perfect for the photo she was going to take so she could tease Jay as much as possible. If she was going to make him squirm she needed to be flawless…

So, she set to ridding her whole body of hair from her face down—legs, butt, belly, armpits, chest, arms, even her cock and butt-crack—before stepping into the shower to wash off. As she washed she could not help but savour how sensitive her body was now, the way she looked as she lathered her newly smooth and soft body.

It felt good. She giggled, blushing, her body growing hot.

After the shower she dried off, using moisturiser to make her body even softer, then wrapped a towel around herself while she did her hair and make-up, not wanting to ruin the new clothes she’d bought. She settled at her desk and set up a small mirror with as many lights on as she could to illuminate her face, then set to work doing her makeup for the first time ever.

She’d bought a palette of bright eyeshadows, blacks and pinks and purples, all glittery and dazzling, a black eyeliner, some black mascara, and several creams and powders to accentuate her features, as well as a set of brushes and sponges with which to apply it all, and, finally, a new lipstick.

She wanted her own lipstick, didn’t want to be forced to use anyone else's any more, so she’d bought a dark red that was almost black, vampy and gothy. Just looking at the colour, the name of it—Maroon Mistress—made her smile.

She’d watched some videos, read some guides, but still, the process took her longer than she had planned. It was more difficult than she’d expected to get the look she was going for, her hands and fingers lacking the knack of it.

“Practise makes perfect though.” She said to herself as she worked.

Was she really going to practise? This was just a one-off, right? But, as Mackenzie applied her make-up, her eyes became bigger, brighter, lashes longer, thicker, and as her features became more feminine and beautiful, she knew she’d be doing this again.

With the pink and black eyeshadows, the black mascara and eyeliner, the dark lipstick, the contouring, the highlights and shadows on her face, she looked stunning. As Marcus, she knew she’d never be masculine or rugged or handsome, but she had never realised she was so naturally beautiful, so feminine and pretty, and with the make-up she just became…

“Hot…” Mackenzie said to herself, smiling.

With her spirits only further lifted by doing her make-up, a sense of giddy excitement and joy bubbling in her belly, Mackenzie set about getting dressed in the outfit she’d chosen, slipping on her underwear first—black panties and a padded black bra, black fishnet pantyhose—then slipping into her cute black dress.

It was tight fitting, with a zip up the back, short, with a cinched waist that gave her even more of an hourglass figure, emphasising her hips and ass, and as she did it up she wiggled, loving how it hugged her body tight, the padding of her bra giving her cute little tits, her hips and ass wide and round. Even her legs looked longer, fuller, sexy in the fishnets.

Her final touch was a pair of black boots, heavy and chunky, with platform heels, the tone of them contrasting against the rest of her look, the soft femininity of her make-up, underwear, dress, to give her an edgy punk aesthetic that made her smile. As she walked she found that the heels made her gait shift, making her hips and ass sway with a provocative wiggle, and she giggled, relishing the sensation of her smooth legs brushing against each other, the caressing of her hem teasing over her fishnet-clad thighs.

Aware that it was getting late and she’d already taken longer than she’d planned, Mackenzie stopped in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom to check her look. She stalled, frozen, not quite able to believe what she was looking at.

A girl stared back at her. A hot, sexy, goth girl.

Marcus had vanished, replaced with Mackenzie. Mackenzie blushed, head spinning, her heart skipping with joy. She had been hopeful, but she had not been expecting anything quite so miraculous.

“He doesn’t stand a chance.” She said, smiling. “But… I can do better.”

As she looked herself over she realised that there were things missing, or not quite perfect. She hadn’t done anything with her hair for a start, had left it wild and dishevelled, and though it looked acceptable, she knew it could look better. She could angle the camera carefully, but next time…

Would there be a next time? Yet Mackenzie already knew the answer. Seeing herself like this, experiencing the sense of joy, feeling hot and cute and attractive in her own skin for the first time in her life, she knew there’d be a next time.

“I need accessories too. A look like this needs jewellery, a nice necklace and some rings, maybe bracelets too and… maybe piercings?” Mackenzie said.

The thought of it, piercing her ears and her nose, maybe her lip, or her brow, or even other places, excited her. Marcus was too boring to do something like that, but Mackenzie was daring and brave and bold, and she’d look hot with piercings. She smiled, flushing.

“Something to think about.” She said to herself. “But first…”

Mackenzie had photos to take.
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It didn’t take anywhere near as long to take the photos. Mackenzie already had the angles planned out in her head, the lighting, and she found it was actually fun to pose and take photo after photo after photo. Before she’d avoided the camera at all costs, and she’d never taken a proper selfie in her life.

Before, as Marcus, she'd only been in photos when under duress or taken selfies when messing about or pulling funny faces as a joke, but as Mackenzie…

As Mackenzie taking photos was fun. She felt hot and sexy and provocative, playful, and she posed and pouted and blew kisses at the camera, taking racier and racier photos, aware that she’d be sending one, or maybe more, to Jay to tease him. That thought alone made her almost light-headed, a thrill and an anxiety that blended into a potent cocktail of emotions.

As she took another photo, the camera low so that was almost peeking up her skirt, set on timer and against a far wall to get her boots and legs and dress in as she struck a pose to show off her hips and waist and tits, her face just in frame but slightly out of focus, her phone pinged. It was Jay, asking how she was.

She giggled, aware she’d promised him a photo. Was he excited? Waiting eagerly? She couldn’t help but grin at the thought of him impatient to see her. What would he do with the photo of her?

Editing her favourite image quickly to get it just right, she opened up her messenger app and attached the photo. The photo was focused on her body, her legs, but her face was just visible. She looked cute though, like Mackenzie, not Marcus. No one would recognise her as Marcus from that one photo…

Before too many doubts could stop her Mackenzie typed out a message and hit send. There was a moment, her heart racing. What if Jay thought she was ugly, what if he ghosted her, what if…

And then her phone pinged. As she read the message her smile widened.

Fuck! How are you so hot? Girls who are as cool as you should not be allowed to be that hot… it’s not fair.

Mackenzie’s head was spinning. She was happier than she could remember being.

Who said I played fair? She typed out and hit send.

There was a pause. Mackenzie felt butterflies in her belly. Her phone pinged again. She couldn’t stop smiling.


Four

Days passed in a giddy blur. In the evening Mackenzie would play games with Jay. Sometimes they would play ranked matches, with Mackenzie taking charge of her boys through a mix of charm and force of will and skill, leading her team onto more victories than losses, though increasingly the pair were satisfied to play the more relaxed modes, or even other games entirely, chatting in a private room together so that they could focus on getting to know each other rather than the game.

Mackenzie found she liked those moments best. The times when it was just her and Jay, playing something relaxed and calm, though she still found a certain thrill in telling him what to do, teasing him, flirting with him. Jay, for his part, seemed only too happy to follow Mackenzie’s lead, just glad for her attention, flirting back, the pair laughing often.

During the day Mackenzie would have to return to being Marcus, going to work, doing chores, but even in those times she would emerge increasingly often to answer messages, Marcus stopping to check his phone, seeing messages from Jay, Mackenzie emerging to reply with her forceful, flirty, teasing tone, Marcus left smiling as he returned to what he was doing.

The pair shared more of themselves, shared photos from their days, and as Jay began to send more photos of himself Mackenzie too began to send more photos. At first, she just sent a few more from the first night, others from the set of many she’d taken, but she soon realised that in all of them, she was in the same room, wearing the same dress, and she didn’t want to be boring...

So, she made a point of going shopping, buying more clothes and make-up, more shoes, even buying herself a few extras. When she had everything she wanted, everything she needed, she spent some time practising her make-up skills, trying on her new clothes, and she found that there was a sense of bright pleasure in coming home at the end of the day, taking time for herself, switching over fully from Marcus to Mackenzie, changing not just her voice or her personality but her clothes and her look too.

That act, of doing her make-up, getting changed, quickly became a habit. She looked forward to that end-of-the-day ritual almost as much as she did her games with Jay, and, as a bonus, she got to enjoy teasing Jay with more photos of herself, becoming bolder and braver and more brazen with each one she sent.

Not only did her outfits become more revealing, shorter skirts, skimpier tops, flashing more skin, but she showed more of her face too. She even took time to work out how to style her hair, making the most of her chin-length blonde frizz, buying shampoo and conditioner that was kinder to her hair, styling products to help it look prettier.

And it worked. The first time she did her hair she felt radiant, and she couldn’t resist the urge to take a photo, desperate to capture the memory and the moment. She felt good about herself, and that was something that Marcus had never really known. Being Mackenzie just felt… better.
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As Mackenzie settled down in front of her computer with everything set up she felt a tightness in her chest, nervous but also excited. She’d never done anything like this before, not even as Marcus, but, oddly, she felt so much more comfortable and confident than she would have had she been in boy mode. Marcus would never have done this, but as Mackenzie, she was keen to see how it felt.

She checked the camera settings and the light, watching the image of herself on the screen, grinning. She looked good, a hot gothy girl on cam in front of her computer.

Mackenzie hadn’t told Jay anything about this idea, had been keeping it a secret, a surprise. They’d been exchanging photos and messages and playing together for weeks now, and though he’d asked a few times about meeting her she’d always dodged the question.

Yet… part of her was increasingly keen on the idea, only she was nervous about it too. She liked being Mackenzie, felt hot and sexy and flirty, she was fun and playful, but she’d only ever been Mackenzie at home, and online. She’d never left the house. If she met Jay she’d need to go out as a girl, and she wasn’t sure she was ready for that yet.

She knew her voice was good enough, and that she looked good in pictures. She felt like she looked good in the mirror too, but what would other people really think about her?

So, she’d come up with a plan. A stepping stone. She’d bought a webcam, and set up a small streaming account, and now she was ready. Mackenzie logged into her account and set the camera up, then copied the link. She took a deep breath, settling her nerves, then sent it to Jay.

She waited, and after only a moment there was a notification. Someone had joined her stream, the account name GimmeCookies. Mackenzie broke into a wide smile, looked into the camera and waved.

“Hi!” She said, giggling

She couldn’t help but blush, aware that she was being watched. Jay could see her in real-time. It was both thrilling and terrifying.

Hi popped up in the chat, followed by this is so cool, I didn’t know you had a cam, I can see you and everything and you are looking so cute today. Mackenzie’s blush deepened.

“I… yeah. I got this today, figured it might be fun while we game together. If you want I can jump in voice too then we can chat while we play and you can watch me while we just mess about like normal.” She said. “After how well-behaved you’ve been recently I figured a little reward like being allowed to watch me was acceptable.”

I do love earning rewards from you popped up in chat.

Mackenzie giggled. It felt odd, knowing GimmeCookies could hear her, but she could not hear him. It was like she’d gagged him, and that thought made her squirm with implication of power and submission.

She joined the voice channel the pair used when they gamed together and she began to chat, aware that she was on cam at the same time. The pair talked for a while about their days, then settled on a game to play together, and soon it felt almost like any other night.

Being seen wasn’t that big of a deal after all, and soon Mackenzie almost forgot about the camera entirely. The pair played, chatting, and as she glanced across to her streaming window she realised that there were other people in there too, watching her, listening. She’d left it public. People were joining to watch her game. Her head spun, suddenly nervous but oddly thrilled.

She took a moment to read the chat and he felt a swell of joy. People were being nice. They thought she was hot and cute and funny. They were having fun watching her.

“Oh, hey, I… wow there’s quite a few of you. Who knew nerds liked watching hot girls play video games.” Mackenzie said, giggling.

She was flirting with her audience just like she flirted with Jay, and her audience liked it. She began to chat with them, enjoying the sense of being watched, seen, and they all seemed to enjoy how forceful and playful and teasing she was.

She felt cute, and powerful, a thrill. As she played and chatted with Jay, giving him the majority of her attention, she found she was teasing him even more than normal, enjoying showing off, and he too seemed to enjoy it, becoming aware that the people watching her stream knew that he was the person Mackenzie chose to chat to and play alongside, and the people watching were amused by the way they flirted with each other, Mackenzie bossing Jay around, teasing him, Jay doing his best to behave and earn praise, and they especially seemed to like it when Jay called Mackenzie mistress.

By the time the night ended, Mackenzie had a handful of viewers, all of them vying for her attention as her gaze flicked over chat. They all seemed to really like her. They were enjoying her sense of humour, how playful and brazen and teasing she was, and they were very complimentary about her looks.

She’d intended to just play some games with Jay, let him see her on video, to see how she felt about the idea of people seeing her outside of her flat as Mackenzie, but this had been a happy accident. By the time the pair were done gaming Mackenzie had more than a few subscribers to her streaming account, and as she made to log off for the night people began asking when she’d be back.

She told them tomorrow, probably, and that she and Jay had a few games they wanted to play together, but that if they had any suggestions she’d listen and maybe try them out. She found engaging with the people watching her fun, and it was flattering how they seemed to all fight amongst themselves for her focus.

Yet she made sure that they knew that the only person who could pick on Jay was her. If any of her boys, as she called them, picked on Jay, she very quickly corrected their behaviour. He was hers, and only she got to tease him.

She particularly enjoyed hearing him squirm when she said that live on stream.
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It quickly became almost routine for Mackenzie and Jay to log in every night to play together, chatting and gaming while Mackenzie appeared on her stream. Originally the plan had been for her to let Jay watch her, but having left the stream public once, she continued to leave it open, enjoying how people would join in to watch and talk with her.

Plus, she found it an added incentive for her to make an effort after work. Coming home as Marcus, then cleaning up, doing her make-up, her hair, getting changed into a cute new outfit, it was a lot of work, so having a few more people there to compliment her and pay her attention didn’t hurt.

And she found that she really enjoyed the extra attention, the addition of more people for her to tease and taunt. In the beginning, a few people overstepped their place, but Mackenzie held all the power in her stream. If she didn’t like someone, if they were rude to her or Jay, if they didn’t do as she said, she could just ban them. Fortunately, she only needed to do that twice before the rest of her boys got the message.

In her stream she was mistress, and her word was law.

As she streamed almost every night, while playing with Jay, she found her viewer count went up. The number of people watching went up, single digits, double, then even triple, Mackenzie realised that she was having fun. People would compliment her on what she was wearing, her accessories and her make-up. They were nice to her. They thought she was hot.

They began to buy her gifts in the games she was playing, cosmetic items for her character, and she soon realised she could have a wish list of real-world items she wanted but couldn’t afford to buy, more clothes and make-up, more jewellery, more shoes, even underwear.

Things began to arrive by post, box after box, and Mackenzie would enjoy wearing her new outfits on stream, showing off, the compliments and the flattery, but most of all she loved showing off for Jay, sitting and chatting with him while he and others got to watch her. She felt powerful and pretty and amazing. She felt like a queen.

So it was that as she played a new game with Jay, the two exploring a dungeon full of undead creatures in search of a hat to complete a side quest, she came to realise that she was more comfortable as Mackenzie than she ever had been as Marcus. Marcus still existed, during the day, at work, during his commute, while out shopping, but at almost all other times she was Mackenzie now. She got home and she changed almost immediately, slipped into clothes she wanted to wear, outfits that made her happy, styling her hair, trying out new make-up looks.

And her skills with make-up, her style, only improved, until it was almost easy to transform herself, to become Mackenzie, the act of changing almost effortless. She would sit in front of an audience of tens, hundreds, and chat with her friend, gaming, the way he’d call her mistress making her belly flutter, and she would tease him and laugh and they would just relax, at ease, more comfortable and happier than she could remember being.

It was on a night like any other, streaming, chatting, laughing, that she looked to her stream window and something clicked. She had hundreds of people watching her, fans, and she had a boy who she talked to every day, who she liked, who she sent pictures to, who thought she was cute. She sat on video almost every night, people watching her, and all they saw was… her.

All they saw was Mackenzie. There was no Marcus in those moments, and if she could do this, if she could enjoy this, if all these people saw her as Mackenzie and not Marcus, if they only saw the hot, cute, flirty, playful goth gamer girl, then maybe…

“So Jay, when are you taking me out on a date?”

There was silence.

“I… er… does Friday work?” Jay said.

Mackenzie grinned

“Friday is fine. I’ll look forward to it.” She said.

Her belly was tight, fluttery. She had a date. As she looked at chat she could see people going wild. Her boys were all excited for her, happy for her. She felt like the most amazing and most powerful woman on earth.


Five

Marcus took Friday afternoon off work, heading home early, wanting to take his time getting ready, wanting to look perfect. Jay had been messaging during the day, saying how excited he was to finally meet Mackenzie, and Marcus couldn’t help but worry, a sense of nervousness and anxiety that only got worse as the date got closer.

What if it was nothing like being on stream? What if she went out and everyone laughed? What if Jay hated him?

In his head, Marcus imaged rejection, insults, mockery, but at the same time he knew he had to do it, even if it was only once. He had thought about cancelling, about erasing Mackenzie, about running away from it all and returning to his life as it had been before, but just imagining it made him sick.

He knew that Mackenzie wasn’t going anywhere. He had uncovered her by accident, but now he’d let her out she was here to stay, and though he didn’t know quite what the future looked like, he knew that Mackenzie was going to be a big part of it. And if that were the case, he needed to know just how real she was.

She was more than just a voice and a personality over messages. She was keen and witty and beautiful and funny, and she liked being seen, like people seeing her as a beautiful, hot, intelligent, flirtatious woman. The streaming was fun, and the chat and the gifts her fans bought her were nice, but it was Jay that gave her the most joy.

He was kind and funny and sweet, and he was playful in just the right way. The teasing way he called her mistress and the way she would tell him what to do in games, bossing him about, making him obey, rewarding him when he was a good boy and punishing him when he was bad, was thrilling in a way she’d never known before. So, as nervous as she was, she knew she had to try, even if just once, because if she didn’t she’d always wonder, what if?

She knew the date could go badly, she knew she might face rejection, might be laughed at, but though she feared it, the chance that it might go well was worth the risk. The chance that the date was fun, that she’d get to go out and be herself, that she’d get to flirt with and tease and joke with Jay in person, was worth the risk.

She knew it was more likely to just be mediocre than bad, but even that risk too was worth it. She had had to do this, had to try being Mackenzie as fully and as completely as she could because otherwise the maybe would haunt her forever…
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Arriving home with hours to spare before the date, Marcus immediately set to work. He showered, making sure to shave so that Mackenzie was utterly smooth, and when Mackenzie emerged, soft and sensitive and delicate, she began to do her make-up and her hair.

She put on heavy eyeliner and mascara, with purple and blue and silver eyeshadow. Her lips she painted black, and she added highlights to her cheeks and nose to make her face glow. Her hair she styled with a product to add waves, using her new hair dryer to add as much volume and bounce as possible, the thrill of getting ready a new experience for her—a combination of excitement, anticipation, and nervousness all mixed with the sense of productivity and the joy of making herself pretty and beautiful.

With her hair and make-up done, she chose her lingerie, a set of matching black panties and bra—the bra with a little more padding than usual—and black stockings with a suspender belt to hold them up. It took her a moment to work out how the suspender belt worked, having not worn one before, but since it was her first date with Jay she wanted to feel sexy and cute and confident, and something about wearing stockings and suspenders made her feel very confident and sexy.

“Got to remember panties go on last.” Mackenzie said, grinning.

She’d read that somewhere while researching what to wear and how to wear it. It made sense too, since panties over stockings would make it a lot easier to use the bathroom.

With her underwear on she picked out the clothes she’d put aside for the date. She’d not worn these yet, and no one had seen them, so she knew Jay was in for a surprise, one that she hoped would impress him. For her date, she’d picked out a short skirt, black and white plaid, pleated, and a cropped black t-shirt with a fun skull print on the front to set off the goth gamer girl aesthetic she was going for. She added a baggy black knitted sweater to keep warm in case they were out late and it got chilly, then picked out a range of dazzling silver jewellery, rings and necklaces and bracelets, clip-on earrings and a nose cuff she’d ordered.

Checking herself in the mirror she smiled. She looked even better than she’d hoped.

“I definitely need to think about getting some piercings though.” She added.

Checking the time, realising she needed to leave soon if she didn’t want to be too late, she gathered her phone and keys and other things, stashing them all in the cute black handbag she’d bought, aware that the cost of looking hot was no pockets. With everything in order, she slipped on her chunky black boots, taking a final moment to check herself in the mirror before heading out.

She couldn’t help but grin as she looked herself over. In her cropped t-shirt her waist looked trim, belly flat, and her padded bra gave her cute perky tits. Her face was beautiful, make-up flawless after all the practise she’d had recently, and in her boots, her stocking-clad legs were long and full and enticing.

It was her skirt though that really sold the outfit. The skirt was very short, flashing lots of leg, and she knew that if she wasn’t careful, or maybe if she was deliberately thoughtless, she’d end up flashing her panties and her butt—and that thought thrilled her, flashing Jay her pants and butt, walking in front of him wiggling her hips and ass to tease him then bending over. Maybe if he was well behaved…

She giggled and blushed. She was excited and eager to see just how her date went, even as nervous as she was. But first though she needed to head out into the world as Mackenzie for the first time.

She took a deep breath, watching the pretty girl in the mirror. She thought of all her fans on stream, how much Jay wanted to meet her. She could do it. She had to do it, or she’d always wonder, what if?

If she was ever going to accept Mackenzie as more than just an online thing then she needed to head out. It was now or never.

She looked at her reflection. Could she really…

And then she remembered who she was. Marcus might have his doubts, but Mackenzie was bold and confident and forceful. She was hot. And she had a date…
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In the end, after all her worrying and fretting and anxiety, stepping out into the world as herself was rather anticlimactic. Mackenzie was just another girl going out on a Friday night.

Sure, she was a particularly attractive girl heading out, as evidenced by the way so many people stared at her, men looking her up and down with obvious intent, and her look drew even more attention, the edgy goth girl looking sexy and dazzling in her short skirt with her dark make-up and punky boots, but no one said anything, nor did they seem to notice her beyond just seeing a hot girl. But then… that’s all she was, wasn’t it?

She was just a hot girl heading out on a date. Sure she might sometimes be a boring, ordinary boy, but right then in that moment, she was just a really hot goth girl going out to have fun.

She was just accepted for who she was, and that made her happier than she had realised it would. As Marcus people ignored her, looked past her, but as Mackenzie people noticed her, yet with their attention came a sense of recognition and affirmation. She was hot, and she was Mackenzie.

Grinning, feeling more confident with every step, her hips and ass wiggling, Mackenzie made her way down-town, more excited than ever to meet Jay, for her date, and very glad she had taken the plunge to come out as her.

Now, no matter what, no matter how the date went, she knew she could just be herself. It was like Mackenzie’s prison sentence had been lifted. She was allowed to leave the walls of her flat and go out. She could be free.

And with that sense of freedom lifting her up, her metaphorical wings unfurling, she arrived where she had arranged to meet Jay only a few minutes late.

Turning the corner she stopped and scanned the cafe where they’d said they would meet, and she looked over faces, looking for one she recognised, and then she saw him. She smiled. He hadn’t seen her yet, so she took a moment to watch him.

He was taller than she’d expected, and broader. She knew he was a few years older than her, but his age suited him, a slightly grizzled quality that worked with the short stubble he wore on his face. He was dressed smartly, in jeans and shirt and boots, but not too smart, so that he still looked interesting.

She watched as he looked around, scanning the crowd walking past, looking for her. There was a look of hope and worry in his eyes. Was he fretting that she might not show up, was he worried he might disappoint her? The thought that he too was nervous and worried helped settle any last qualms she was feeling and she felt the familiar Mackenzie bravado returning full force, the part of her that was looking forward to hearing him call her mistress in person.

As Jay scanned the people passing him he turned, looked along the row of shops and cafes and restaurants, and his gaze settled on Mackenzie for a moment. He paused, a look of uncertainty. She smiled, waved, and moved towards him, and the look of delight and joy on his face almost lifted her off her feet.

No one had ever looked at Marcus with that much joy.
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“I can’t believe I finally get to meet you. I… you look… wow.” Jay managed to mutter.

Mackenzie smiled, quiet, letting him carry on.

“I know I’ve seen photos and I’ve been watching you on stream and everything but… yeah, you’re even better in real life. And I love your outfit and your piercings. You’re just… stunning.”

“Thank you.” Mackenzie said, smiling. “You’re not too bad looking yourself. I was worried you’d only chosen the best picture of you and I’d be disappointed and would need to break your heart, but as it is I think you’re quite cute, so I’m going to let you buy me a drink.”

Mackenzie could not stop smiling. Jay was cute, and she felt amazing. Her belly was fizzing, bubbling, more with excitement than nerves, but even the nervous energy she was feeling was more positive than negative. She’d been on dates before, as Marcus, but they’d never felt like this.

They’d always been awkward, with Marcus not quite sure how to act or what to say, worried he was being too pushy or too quiet, too forward or too reserved, that he was boring and silent or talking too much about himself. Marcus was self-conscious, timid, introverted, but Mackenzie was none of those things.

Mackenzie was comfortable in her own skin, aware of just how cute and pretty and hot she was, and that confidence made her shine. She was playful and brazen, confident, brash at times and coy at others, flirtatious and witty and charming and intelligent. Mackenzie was fun, and she was eager to see what dating was like when you weren’t locked up in your own head the whole time.

So, as Jay agreed to buy her a drink, she smiled, fluttering her eyelashes. On the way in for her date she had seen men, and more than a few women, eye her with obvious lust, but none of them had looked at her the way Jay was looking at her.

There was desire in his gaze, but he was trying hard not to stare, to seem gentlemanly, though she could see he was struggling, which she was enjoying, knowing that she was a temptation he could barely resist. And he was nervous too, on edge, worried about messing up his chance with the amazing, hot girl he’d been getting to know for weeks.

Knowing that he thought that much of her warmed her, and though she thought he was sweet and cute, she was not above using his affections for her against him, in the most playful way possible of course.

So, their date began, Mackenzie’s first date technically, but she felt more at ease than she ever had before. Maybe it was the clothes and the make-up, feeling cute and pretty and sexy, or maybe it was her attitude, the shift in her personality, or maybe it was the obvious way Jay adored her and worshipped her. Whatever it was didn’t matter, what mattered was she was enjoying herself, and she wanted more.
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The details of the date had been informal and casual, in case the pair hadn’t got along, just coffee, but as they chatted they both settled in and began to open up and relax. One coffee turned into two, with cake, and then a walk.

Jay and Mackenzie talked, got to know each other better, and Mackenzie teased Jay playfully, making him squirm and blush, casually reminding him that she was in charge, that she held all the power. Jay, for his part, responded with polite nods and smiles, cute blushes, and, when they were alone, quiet whispers of yes, mistress.

Those words, spoken in person, lit a fire in Mackenzie that she’d never known before. As Marcus, she was polite and sensible and thoughtful, but as Mackenzie, she got to be wild and bossy and sexy, and the way it made her feel caused her heart to swell with joy.

After coffee the pair walked together, chatting, and Mackenzie could not help but notice other people staring at her, and she enjoyed it, enjoyed the attention, knowing she was hot, so much so that she made a show of it. She put an extra wiggle into her step, hips rolling, ass jiggling, more than once she caught Jay staring at her.

The look in his eyes, the way his gaze lingered on her legs and ass, made her body ache. She had never felt like this on dates as Marcus. Was that because she had only dated women before? Was she actually into men?

That thought though felt wrong. She was definitely into Jay, but it wasn’t the fact that he was a man that made a difference. It was that she was Mackenzie.

That was what had changed. She had changed. Had become better, and she was having a fantastic time.

As they walked Mackenzie began to find extra ways to tease Jay, reasons to go up stairs, crossing bridges or exploring shops and bars, always going up first, and always going up in front of Jay, so that he had a perfect view of her legs, her ass, so that he could sneak a peek up her skirt. And she made sure to curve her back slightly and bend just enough to flash her panties at him, delighted when she looked back over her shoulder to see him looking straight up, mesmerized by her stocking-clad legs, her suspender straps, the windows of bare flesh, her ass, the flash of smooth cheeks, her panties.

She found reasons to bend over in front of him, her skirt lifting up, found reasons to bend over tables or bars or reach up high, to stretch, showing off her body, and every time she did it she watched him, watched how flustered he got, the way he couldn’t keep his eyes off her, and she enjoyed it, her confidence growing, her joy growing. Jay too became more comfortable around her, sitting close when they stopped for a second drink, brief, light touches against her arm, his leg resting against hers, and she smiled at the warmth of his touch.

“Someone’s getting more confident.” She said, grinning.

“I… sorry.” Jay muttered, suddenly embarrassed.

He made to shift away, but Mackenzie was too fast. She reached out and grabbed his hand and moved it to rest on her knee, squeezing it to make him squeeze her thigh.

His hands were large and strong and warm, his touch against her smooth, stocking-clad flesh sending chills along her spine. She took a deep breath, savouring the contact.

“I never said stop.” Mackenzie said. “I like the more confident you.”

“You… I…”

Jay’s cheeks turned pink. Mackenzie smiled, giggling, loving the effect she had on him.

“Keep your hand there, squeeze gently. It is a date after all.” She said.

As she spoke she lifted her hand and moved it to rest on Jay’s thigh, slightly higher than where his hand lay on her thigh. She teased, caressing with her fingertips, watching his face, loving the way he tensed.

She sat like that for a moment, returning to their conversation, teasing her hand over his thigh, his hand still on hers, squeezing gently. She shifted to sit a little closer, their bodies touching, and she looked up at him as she spoke.

He was so much taller than her, broader, stronger. Yet… she was the one who had all the power. The way he allowed her to lead him, tease him, flirty and playful, made her feel as though she were floating. She took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh, content. The date was going even better than expected, even better than she hoped.

There was only one problem. She had not expected to find Jay quite so attractive. She had not thought she would be so excited by the thrill of teasing him in person.
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As the day waned, the date continued, and the pair became more and more at ease with each other. They laughed more freely, touched more frequently, and Jay was more openly staring at Mackenzie, who was more brazen in how she teased him.

Her head was spinning, heart racing, butterflies in her belly. How had she even ended up here?

It had all just been meant as a way to rank up in a game, get other players to treat her better, but then she had met Jay, had got to know him, and he had got to know her, liked her, liked Mackenzie.

It was as though his attention, his worship had materialised her, had helped her realise how real she was. She was more than an act, a voice. She was her own person, with her own wants and needs and desires, her own personality, and the more time she spent being herself, the more she began to think of Marcus as the act, the disguise.

Yet, she was too happy to worry about what all that meant, about the future and about who she was. Jay was charming and funny, and hot in a way she had not been expecting.

Marcus had dated before, had experience with girls, but it had always been awkward fumbling. This was something more, something hotter, and though Mackenzie was more confident and forceful, she was also less experienced. Mackenzie though had never dated before, had never done anything with boys before. This was all new to her.

Still, she could not help but feel thrilled by that thought. Where Marcus was unnerved by the new, would have been put off by his lack of experience, his confidence faltering as he feared he wasn’t good enough, Mackenzie was excited by another new opportunity, a new adventure, something new to experience and discover.

As she chatted with Jay she could feel her attention drawn to his lips, his hands, his strong arms. How would it feel to be close to him?

The date progressed and the teasing became more intense, and Mackenzie couldn’t help but notice how Jay was responding. He had become more comfortable around her, and though he would still blush, would still be coy and almost shy at times, whispering the word mistress at opportune moments, he was also flirting back. Mackenzie enjoyed it, upping the ante, becoming more brazen and sensual, and it was only after a few hours that she noticed the effect she was having on him.

As she moved around him at a bar where they had stopped to get a drink, she noticed the subtle bulge in his trousers as she bent over in front of him. Looking at her, looking up her skirt, was exciting him. He was getting hard. Her mind raced.

His cock was getting hard for her. She was arousing him.

What would it be like to tease him, to touch him? What would it feel like to…

She giggled, her mind racing. As she stood back up she bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes, a plan forming.

“I’m getting bored.” She said, voice soft and playful.

Jay looked suddenly crestfallen.

“I… sorry. I thought we were having a nice time. If you want to go somewhere else or want to leave I can…”

Mackenzie giggled.

“Not that kind of bored silly boy. The kind of bored where I need something new to amuse me and, since you’re the one meant to be entertaining me, I expect you to alleviate my boredom.”

“I… what can I do mistress.” Jay said, grinning.

Mackenzie smiled, watching him squirm, noticing how excited he was. Her gaze flicked to the arcade machine in the corner of the bar, a game she’d noticed coming in but paid no attention to, too focussed on teasing Jay, but now…

Her smile widened, like a cat cornering a mouse. She knew the game well, an old arcade fighter, player versus player. She was good at it, but Jay didn’t know that.

“Play me.” She said. “Only… I want to make it interesting.”

Jay smiled, nodding.

“Okay, but…”

“If you beat me you can ask me for one thing. Anything you want, and I’ll do it. But if I win, you have to obey every command I give you for the rest of the night.”

Jay stared at her for a moment, then nodded.

“It’s a deal.” He said without hesitation.


Six

Jay was better at the game than Mackenzie had expected, and the three matches were close, but in the end, she was better. She won, grinning, excited, and turned to him.

“You lost.” She said.

“I… you’re really good at this.”

She nodded.

“It's not the only thing I’m really good at.” She said, grinning. “Now, are you ready to admit defeat, or do you want to try best out of three? Happy to switch characters and go again to prove I’m better than you.”

Jay blushed.

“I already know you’re better than me mistress, but I’d be willing to try best out of three since there’s something I’d definitely like to ask you for.”

Mackenzie giggled.

“Well, I just hope you’re ready to be crushed and disappointed.” She said.

Jay nodded, and the pair played again, choosing different characters, but though the games were closer, Mackenzie losing one match, she still won.

“That’s two for me. Ready to give in now, or try three out of five so I can humiliate you once more.” She said.

Jay just smiled.

“Losing to you is never humiliating, but if you’re offering another game so you can show me how brilliant you are I’m game.”

So, the pair played again. This time Jay won the first match, and the second was close, with Mackenzie only just scraping victory, but the third was heavily in her favour. She giggled, having fun.

With the game won she turned to Jay, beaming, her heart racing.

“I guess that means I have to obey you now.” He said, smiling. “So, what is your first command, mistress.”

Mackenzie was quiet for a moment. She knew what the first thing she wanted was.

“Kiss me.” She said, surprised by her own brazenness. “But properly, on the lips. Kiss me like you mean it.”

Jay blinked, stunned for a moment. He blushed, nervous.

“I… yes mistress.” He said.

His voice was shaking, and Mackenzie waited, biting her bottom lip. She stepped in close, pressing her body against him, looked up at him.

“I’m waiting.” She said. “And I hate to be kept waiting.”

Jay took a deep breath, and then he moved, lowering his face to Mackenzie’s. She rose up to meet him, lips touching, and he kissed her and she knew he meant it.
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The kiss was deep, passionate, and Mackenzie was hungry for it. Jay held her, hands falling to her hips to grip her and pulled her hard into him, and his lips pressed against hers.

She moaned, relishing his desire for her, his lust, the way his lips worked, his teeth nipping, tongue teasing. She kissed back, urging him on, wanting more, and her hands went to his ass, pulling him in close.

The kiss became more urgent, Mackenzie’s back bumping into the arcade machine, and she could feel Jay moaning in pleasure, kissing her deeply, his heart thrumming, the hardness of his cock as it swelled. She kissed him back hard, loving how his body responded to her touch, how passionate he was, how fervent.

She had kissed before, but it had never been like this. Jay was desperate for her and his need was felt as an almost physical force communicated through his lips and teeth and tongue.

Mackenzie squirmed, wiggling her hips, teasing her hot body against his swelling erection and she felt him tense, kiss her deeper. She savoured her first kiss for a moment longer then broke it, pulled back, looked up at Jay, grinning.

“That’s a good start.” She said. “Now, how about a drink before I decide what I want next.”

Jay nodded.

“Of course mistress. Your word is my command.”

And with that he was gone, heading to the bar to fetch her another drink. As she watched him go she took a deep breath, calming herself.

The kiss had been more intense than she’d been expecting, and Jay was far more amenable to being ordered around than she’d figured, but that was good, because she was enjoying telling him exactly what to do far more than she’d ever have guessed she would, and she had lots more things she wanted him to do.
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The pair drank together and Mackenzie made the most of their time, sat in a quiet spot, chatting, occasionally stopping to stare at him and give him a command which Jay would always obey. They started small but quickly became more demanding, more inventive.

Mackenzie had Jay kiss her again, more than once, on the lips, cheeks, forehead, even holding her hand out like a queen to make him kiss the back of her hand, relishing the way his lips felt, the intensity, the eagerness of him to obey. His kisses were so much more urgent and demanding, hungry for her, and she felt a warm swell of joy inside knowing how hot he found her.

She kissed him too, kissed him back when he kissed her on the lips, but also found other ways to kiss him, making him sit still while she teased her lips over his nose and cheeks, kissed his jaw, his neck. The way he squirmed and blushed, the way his cock throbbed in his trousers, excited her like nothing she’d ever experienced before.

She made him perform for her too, tell her jokes, sing her songs, even had him list the things he found hot about her, scoring him on how poetic he was with his compliments. It was thrilling, having the power over him in public, but as much fun as she was having she knew as she finished her drink that she wanted to leave.

As much as she didn’t want the night to end, there was something she wanted more.

“You can show me your apartment now. You’ll invite me in for coffee and I can see what your place is like. If it's a mess you’ll be in trouble, but if it’s tidy and up to my standards I might reward you.” Mackenzie said.

Jay blushed, nodded, agreed. He lived, he said, only a short walk, so they left together and Mackenzie demanded he hold her hand as they walked. Jay did not complain, and seemed only too happy to obey.

He was right as well, his apartment wasn’t far, little more than a ten minute walk. He stopped outside the doors to his complex.

“Would you like to come in for coffee mistress?” He asked, smiling. “I would be honoured to host you.”

Mackenzie smiled, she nodded, and let Jay lead her up to his home. As he opened the door he held it for her and she stepped in.

“I hope it’s up to your standards.” He said.

Mackenzie stalled. His home was lovely, spacious and clean and well-decorated, with pictures on the walls, plants, and an eclectic mix of furniture that made the space feel cosy yet elegant. She had been expecting a bit of mess, maybe clothes or dirty dishes, but this was…

“Does it meet your standards, mistress?” Jay said, voice soft, teasing.

The front door clicked shut and Mackenzie turned to see Jay step in close. She was alone, in his apartment with him. She smiled, heart fluttering.

“I was hoping to chastise you and make you clean up. I was hoping to tease you and punish you. But your apartment is so lovely and neat that I’m almost disappointed.” She said.

Jay smiled.

“Well, maybe I can make it up to you. I did promise you coffee, but is there anything else you’d like? I do have to obey you until the end of the evening after all.”

Mackenzie giggled, blushing. She could almost feel Jay’s gaze roaming her body. She shivered, a sense of eager anticipation, joy, excitement.

“Well, I suppose there is something you could do for me…”

“Your word is law mistress.” Jay said.

Mackenzie was silent for a moment. She studied him closely. He was cute, and she was feeling daring and brazen, hot and horny. Could she…

Then she remembered who she was. She was Mackenzie, not Marcus. Of course she could. She could do anything she wanted. She was confident and bold, brazen, hot, playful, flirtatious, commanding. She could do it, and she would...

“Fetch me a coffee while I make myself comfortable, then get down on your knees in front of me. Naked.” She said, grinning. “I might be done inspecting your flat, but I’ve not had a proper chance to inspect you, yet.”

Jay stared at her for a moment, stunned into silence. His cheeks turned pink, then crimson. He blinked.

“Or I could just leave…” Mackenzie said.

Jay took a deep breath.

“I… I’ll do it mistress, but… do you want me to serve you your coffee naked, or strip in front of you while you drink your coffee.”

His voice was shaking, nervous and excited. Mackenzie giggled, pleased by his willing offer.

“So thoughtful of you to ask. I think… strip for me while I sip my coffee. That sounds so much more fun.”
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Mackenzie sat and waited, watching Jay as he bustled around the kitchen preparing her coffee. His sofa was plush and comfortable and she found it easy to relax.

While he worked she slipped her boots off and leaned back, taking a deep breath, relishing the moment. She didn’t know why she’d said what she had, why she’d decided to demand that Jay get naked, but she could not deny the effect that it was having on her.

The thought of him exposed in front of her while she got to relax, drinking coffee, excited her. The thought of him kneeling in front of her while she relaxed, him naked while she remained fully clothed, thrilled her. The power of it, the dominance. She was going to make him expose himself for her amusement, was going to inspect him, and only if he passed her inspection, if he was good enough for her, would she reward him.

And the thought of how she was going to reward him made her body ache.

“Your coffee mistress.” Jay said.

Mackenzie snapped back to the moment and shifted, squirming, a thrumming in her belly. She looked up and saw Jay carrying her cup carefully, her coffee prepared just how she’d requested. She reached up and took it out of Jay’s hands, staring at him as he stopped, almost frightened.

“Well… I’m waiting.” She said, grinning.

Jay blushed, nodded, understanding what was expected. As Mackenzie watched he began to strip.

He moved as best he could, trying to be sensual, sexy, but he was clearly nervous and excited. Mackenzie watched closely, aroused by the power as well as by the hot man who was in front of her, obeying her. He slipped off his shirt, revealing a body that was lean and toned, hair across his chest, strong arms and broad shoulders.

She watched as he slipped off his trousers, his hard cock even more obvious as he stripped down to just his underwear, and she nodded a small gesture of encouragement and he slipped his thumbs beneath the waistband of his briefs.

“Off. I want to see all of you.” She said, hot with desire.

Jay closed his eyes, took a deep breath. His hands were shaking. This was the effect she had on him, the power she held over him. Mackenzie was giddy with the joy of it all.

Slowly Jay slipped his underwear down and off, and Mackenzie watched, grinning. He was naked, bared in front of her, his cock hard at the thrill of being made to strip while she watched sipping her coffee, still fully clothed. He looked up at her, blushing nervously, and she smiled, nodding her approval.

“Very cute. I particularly like how hard you are for me.” She said.

And it was the truth. As much as she’d said it to tease him, it was also the truth. He was hot, masculine and rugged, handsome, but it was his cock that captivated her in that moment.

It was thick and long and hard, and she could see the throbbing of it. Smiling, she gestured for him to come closer.

“You know, I was going to make you kneel in front of me, but seeing you, seeing how cute you are, I have other ideas.” She said. “All this teasing tonight, the flirting, telling you what to do, it has me all… squirmy. I expect you to take responsibility.”

Jay blinked, nodded. He stepped forward, moving closer to Mackenzie. Her eyes were glued to his cock.

“Yes, mistress, of course. What would you like me to do? I’m here to…”

His words faltered on his lips as Mackenzie reached out and closed her fingers around the girth of his prick. He gasped, and Mackenzie squeezed.

His cock was hard and warm, the skin smooth like velvet, and as she teased, stroking, she felt it throb in her grip, making her belly flutter and her mouth water. She wanted it, wanted him, wanted to tease him, play with him, wanted…

The corners of her lips curled up into a huntress’s smile as she realised what it was she wanted.

“Fuck… I… you…”

Jay was muttering, delirious, and Mackenzie could not help but giggle knowing she was the cause of it. She stroked his cock slowly, her gaze flicking between his cock, the throbbing of it, and his face, the lusty smile and the pleasure-drunk eyes that looked down on her as though she were a goddess.

“You like my hand on your cock?” Mackenzie said. “You like how it feels, stroking you?”

Jay nodded. He was beyond words.

“Well, I think you’ll like what comes next even more. But one, tiny, insignificant detail. Don’t cum until I give you permission. Understand?”

Jay nodded again, his eyes wide. Mackenzie, to emphasise her point, squeezed his cock just a little too hard. Jay gasped, but he could not help but thrust, his hips working.

He nodded.

“Yes mistress, I’ll do my best.”

Mackenzie smiled.

“Good, because I have so much more planned for you.”

And with that, she looked back down at Jay’s cock, hard and thick and long, perfect. The sight of it made her belly flutter, her dick aching in her panties, her smooth thighs pressing together.

Without another word she leaned forward, parting her lips, and she pressed her wet pout to the tip of Jay’s cock. She moaned at the touch, a small whimper of pleasure as her lips tingled, and she stroked, pressed her head down further, and began to suck.

Mackenzie took Jay’s cock into her mouth, tasting it, the thick throbbing length of it filling her mouth, her tongue teasing, lips sealed tight. Jay thrust into the hot wet confines of her mouth and Mackenzie began to suck, hard, her head spinning with the joy and the thrill of what she was doing.

She’d been with girls before, as Marcus, but as Mackenzie she was virginal, and she’d never touched a cock before, had never been with a boy, a man, yet here and now she didn’t feel timid as she might have expected. She felt in charge, powerful, a lioness ready to feast.

And feast she would.

As her hand stroked Jay’s cock she began to bob her head. Her lips sealed around the girth of his prick and her tongue worked to experience all of him. His moans of pleasure delighted her, and she slipped off her seat on the sofa to kneel in front of him, wanting to experience more.

She sucked harder, deeper, tongue and lips and hand working together. She felt his cock throb, swelling, his hips thrusting, and she gripped the base, hard, before pulling her head back, her lips slipping off his wet cock with an audible pop.

“No cumming. Not until I say. Cum before I tell you to and you’ll be punished. Understand?” She said. “I want to enjoy you. I want to enjoy your cock. Your pleasure is mine, not yours, is that clear?”

Jay nodded, smiling. He was breathing hard, struggling to control himself, but he dared not argue.

“Yes, mistress.” He said, voice hoarse with desire.

With that Mackenzie returned her mouth to his cock, wanting to feel more of it. She wet it with her spit, working her hand, mouth slipping up and down as she sucked, exploring the pleasure of sucking his cock, the thrill of it, the sensation and the power.

She could feel Jay trembling, struggling not to cum. He was trying so hard to obey, and she was relishing the thrill of doing her best to make him cum, forcing him to fight against her pleasure, her hand, her mouth.

She sucked and she could feel another hunger growing in her. The night had been more fun than she had expected, the thrill of flirting and teasing, and she was hornier than she’d been in a long time.

As she worked her lips and hand up and down Jay’s prick she looked up and saw him watching her, his eyes wide, mesmerised by her. She felt beautiful and powerful and sexy and she knew what she wanted next. She giggled as she realised just how wild Mackenzie was.

She pulled her lips back, let the head of Jay’s cock leave her wet, hot, tight mouth with another pop as she sucked hard on the tip, and she looked into his eyes, grinning. She wiggled her hips, feeling ravenous.

“Sit down on the sofa. I want more…” She said.

Jay was still for a moment and then, quickly, he obeyed. Mackenzie watched him, and as he sat she rose up to her feet, standing in front of him.

He watched her as she reached her hands up under her skip, gripped her panties, pulled them down and off. She wiggled her ass and was delighted to see Jay’s cock twitch.

“Ready for me?” She asked.

Jay just nodded. Mackenzie smiled.

“Good. Just no cumming, not until I say.” She said.

And with that, she stepped forwards and climbed up onto Jay’s lap, her legs on either side of his. As she sat down she felt the head of his cock, wet with her spit, tease along her crack, over her ass, pressing at her hole. The touch made her quiver, and she leaned in and kissed him, hard.
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Mackenzie moaned, loudly, as she kissed Jay. His hand rose up to her waist, gripping her, and she squirmed, his hard cock throbbing as it nestled in the crack of her ass.

Her lips parted, and her tongue slipped into Jay’s mouth. She had never been kissed like this before, had never kissed like this before.

It was heady, wet, deep. Her heart was racing, her dick hard beneath her skirt, and she pressed her body hard against Jay’s.

He was so much bigger than her, so much stronger. His hands, large, firm, moved around to her ass, slipping under her skirt to grip her pert butt-cheeks, squeezing. Mackenzie moaned in delight, wiggling into his grip to feel more.

She pulled her head back, pulling her lips and tongue from Jay’s mouth. She was breathing hard, panting, flush, and she giggled as she saw the look of drunken lust on his face.

“I’m going to ride you. I’m going to take your cock inside of me, and I’m going to ride you. I want you to fuck me back, but no cumming, not until I say. I trust you won’t disappoint me.”

Jay looked her in the eye, nodded.

“I… I’ll do my best.”

Mackenzie bit her bottom lip. As she squirmed, Jay gripping her ass tight, she reached back, rising up, and gripped his cock, aiming it at her entrance.

“I just hope your best is good enough then.” She said.

And with that, blushing, head spinning with what she was about to do, thrilled, nervous, trembling, she began to lower herself down.

The head of Jay’s cock pressed at her ass, teasing her open. She was a virgin when it came to this kind of sex, had never done anything like this before, had up until recently never even imagined doing anything like this before, but… it felt right. She wanted it, needed it, craved the power and the pleasure and the thrill.

Jay was hot, had been so well-behaved, and he deserved a reward, and she wanted to feel his fat, throbbing cock in her ass, wanted to ride him, feel him, embrace her inner slut and experience the joy of being Mackenzie. So, as she sank down, she felt her ass stretching.

Jay’s cock, wetted with her spit, split her open, pressure, pain, pleasure, the thrill of what she was doing, the bliss of being pretty, sexy, cute, wanton, all of it combined to make her belly flutter and her head spin. Mackenzie wiggled her hips, watching Jay’s face, the mask of pleasure as he tried to control himself, and she felt the fat head of his cock pop past her outer ring.

He was inside her. The tip of his cock was inside her ass. But that was not enough. She wanted more.

“Fuck your cock feels so good inside me.” She whispered.

The look on Jay’s face, his expression, the pleasure and the struggle, excited her. She knew he wanted so badly to cum and was trying his best to obey, and that pleased her.

“But I need more than just the tip. I want all of you inside me.” She said.

Jay moaned and Mackenzie sank down, taking more and more of his cock into her ass. Her hole stretched, and she felt a knot of pleasure unravelling inside her as it pressed at a bright spot of bliss. She moaned, working her hips, loving how Jay’s cock felt moving inside her ass.

It was a pleasure unlike anything she’d felt before, intense and deep and overwhelming. As she sat her whole weight down his cock went deeper, and then, with one final thrust of his hips, he hilted his entire length inside her.

Mackenzie gasped, the joy bright, filling her. She sat still, sat on Jay’s cock, ass stretched wide. Her body throbbed, and then, slowly, she began to rise up. She lifted herself up until just the head of Jay’s prick was inside her, tugging at her entrance, their eyes locked, and she giggled, then sat down, hard.

“Fuck…” Mackenzie gasped.

It was good, joy, bliss, pleasure, her ass full, and Jay thrust into her, gripping her ass tight, fucking her back. The pair began to fuck, harder and faster, deep strokes of Jay’s cock, Mackenzie’s ass slapping against his thighs.

She was moaning, bright pleasure crashing over her in waves, the knot of joy in her belly unravelling faster and faster. She looked into Jay’s eyes, could see him struggling not to cum. She smiled.

“Touch me. I want your hand on me. Tease me. Make me cum and I’ll give you permission to cum.” She said, smiling.

Jay just nodded, beyond words, fucking his cock deep into Mackenzie’s ass. He lifted one hand from her ass and moved it around, slipped it under her skirt, fumbling, before his fingers teased over her hard dick, fingers slipping along before closing gently around her shaft.

She was so much smaller than him, her dick thinner, shorter, smooth and pretty, feminine, but she was glad for that. Her dick fit neatly into Jay’s hand and he smiled as he began to tease her, her hips working to grind back onto his fat prick and then thrust her dick into his grip. Her pleasure blossomed, her ass squeezing down. She could feel Jay’s cock throbbing, swelling, and she knew he was close.

“Not yet. Hold it. No cumming until I say.” Mackenzie said. “I want you to cum with me. Not before. You are my toy. Understand?”

Jay nodded. He smiled, fucking her hard, working his hand up and down her pretty dick, his palm slippery with her precum.

“Yes, mistress.” He said.

Those words were enough. The way he said them, his devotion, was enough.

Mackenzie ground down hard and clenched her hole tight, milking Jay’s cock, fucking it deep into her ass. She thrust her hips into his hand and her body was shaking with the joy she was experiencing.

“Now. Cum now.” She said. “Cum in my ass. Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

Jay did not need to be told twice. With permission finally granted he fucked deep, hard, and thrust his cock into Mackenzie’s tight hole.

His cock swelled, throbbing, and he was cumming, hard, cumming in her ass, thick, creamy, hot spunk filling her. Mackenzie relished the sensation, the throbbing, the hot wetness, and she worked her hips into Jay’s grip, her dick aching, so close…

She leaned in and kissed Jay, hard, and that was the final push she needed. She reached the peak of her pleasure and fell, plummeting, spiralling, the bliss of release as she came giddy and heady and bright.

She was cumming, cumming as Jay came inside her. She was cumming harder than she’d ever cum before.

The pair ground against each other, hard, savouring every moment of their shared climax. Jay moaned, and Mackenzie giggled, breaking the kiss, feeling Jay’s cock beginning to soften inside her, his cum leaking slowly out of her well fucked hole.

“That was… wow.” Jay said. “You’re amazing.”

Mackenzie smiled.

“I know.” She said. “But you know, the night’s not over yet.”

Jay blinked, blushed.

“What would you have me do mistress.” He said.

Mackenzie smiled, grinding down on Jay’s softening cock, wanting to fully savour the experience. Her body thrummed with newly discovered needs.

“How about we take a shower, order some food, and then you can rub my feet. If you do a good job I might just have other uses for you before the night is done.”

Jay nodded, grinning. Mackenzie loved the look in his eyes as she told him what to do, and she knew she could get very used to his obedience.

“Yes, mistress, of course. But if I may be so bold, would you like me to scrub your back too?”

Mackenzie smiled. That idea, and so much more, appealed to her.

“Yes, I think I would.” She said.

As Jay’s cock slipped out of her hole she clenched, wanting to keep his cum inside her for as long as possible to savour it. She felt hot, sexy, and could not stop smiling. Mackenzie might have started as just a voice in a video game, but she had become much, much more, and though she didn’t know what she would finally become, she couldn’t wait to find out.

THE END
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On Your Knees
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It was real. It was all was real, and Julian was staring at it. He was locked in the bathroom stall with the hole just next to him.

He giggled. At least the room was empty and he was alone.

And then… the door to the bathroom creaked open.

Julian has always been curious, but his latest obsession has taken that curiosity to a whole new level. At first, it was just videos and stories and pictures, but then he began to wonder, do they really exist?

One quick internet search later and he finds out. Even better, there are several close to where he lives and works. But can he just accept the word of an internet stranger? And so Julian ends up outside a small bar wondering, dare he go in?

When Julian’s curiosity gets the better of him, it sets him off on a journey of pleasure, discovery, and feminization that changes the course of his life forever. The only question left is just what will it take to satisfy Julian’s curiosity, and just how far is he willing to go?


Becoming The Prom Queen

The COMPLETE Four Part Series
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When two best friends are left without dates for prom there is one simple solution, go with each other. Except, who gets to wear the prom gown?

Charlie and Robert, best friends since almost the day they met, have grown up together. Things are changing though, they are growing up, fast. They are no longer children, carefree and wild. They have become young adults, and they are only weeks away from leaving high school, only weeks away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.

Except the pair have decided not to go. Nonplussed about “dates” or partying, content instead to spend their time together playing video games, eating pizza, and enjoying each other's company, just the two of them as they’ve always preferred, they’ve decided to skip that final ceremony before they head off to college together. Only, not everyone agrees with their decision…

Mia, Robert’s stepsister, thinks missing prom is a mistake they’ll regret. It’s a once in a lifetime event, so they should go, have fun, and enjoy themselves.

When they make excuses about not being able to find dates Mia steps in with a plan. They can go as each other’s dates, with all the excess that entails—the car, the flowers, the suit, and even the prom dress. When the best friends resist Mia steps in to insist, and it becomes clear to both of them that the only thing left to do is work out who’s going to be wearing the gown…

The friends are unable to choose, so Mia rolls a die, and Charlie gets lucky. With not much time left before prom Mia begins the work of getting him ready to be his best friend's date for prom. There’s much to do, and even more to learn, but Mia is confident that Charlie can master it all and become the prom queen...


Femboys in Pantyhose
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The last thing Finley expected to find when he got home was his best friend in pantyhose.

Yet there he stands, caught in the act, and Finley can’t help but notice how cute Drew looks.

Finley has been gone for weeks, travelling around Europe with family, and though his trip has been fun, he’s missed his best friend, Drew, terribly. So, when he gets the chance to return early, he jumps at it, a perfect way to surprise his flatmate. Only Drew is not the only one who is in for a surprise.

When Finley arrives home early, excited and eager to reconnect with his best friend, he is stunned to discover Drew dressed up like a girl, in pantyhose, and what’s more, he’s astonished by just how cute his best friend is. Drew is devastated, terrified that his secret will ruin their friendship forever. Finley won’t let that happen though, and tells Drew he’d do anything to make him feel better.

Drew, hearing that, has an idea. What if Finley dresses up like a girl too? Then they’d be even, and they’d both have the same secret, right? Finley, sceptical, agrees, if only to reassure his best friend. What happens next takes the pair down a path of emotional discoveries and shared passions, leading them to a turning point in their friendship, after which things will never be quite the same...


Getting Teamed
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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