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CHAPTER ONE

Video games and computers offered David Daniels an escape from his reality as a full-time kitchen manager in the town of Maxville, Iowa. He lost himself in the storylines and quests. He went home and logged in to play his games every day after work, and he was on his way to do that now.

The thrill of bar hopping and searching for loose women wasn’t as fun now that David was pushing thirty. Spending his entire paychecks on overpriced booze had lost its appeal as well. David preferred to spend his money on games and alcohol he could keep in the fridge.

David had few friends in real life, but he had plenty in the virtual world. They were endless. If he argued with one, there was another waiting in the wings. For most games, David loved to play with others, but he had one that was his dirty little secret. It was a game like normal life. People built houses, earned coins, spent coins, and there were places everyone could hang out. It was called ‘My Virtual Life’. David thought it would take over social media once it became more popular.

He’d been an early player of the game, so he had a bigger house than most. He lived in an affluent virtual neighborhood, even though his real neighborhood left plenty to be desired. Every time he put on his virtual-reality glasses, he escaped to a different world. The glasses were state-of-the-art technology and made the video game expensive, but the design and comfort of the glasses made gameplay so much more enjoyable than virtual-reality games that used goggles.

David lost himself for hours in ‘My Virtual Life’. He didn’t care if his real life lacked social interaction because he got more than enough satisfaction from the video games he played. David lived in a one-bedroom apartment, but he had a four-bedroom home with a pool in the game. He had sensory gloves with sleeves and leg wraps to give him the feeling of water on his skin when he swam. The sensors could also imitate the feelings of fabric against his skin.

Normally, David would like a game with more action and plot, but ‘My Virtual Life’ offered him the opportunity to fulfill his deepest desires in the privacy of his virtual home. He worked for hours in the game to earn coins to buy the clothes that filled his virtual closet. It was a fact nobody knew about David, but he loved to dress in women’s clothing.

He loved how his leg sensors tickled his skin when he wore a skirt or dress in ‘My Virtual Life’. The closest he’d ever come in real life to wearing women’s clothing was tying a sheet around his body, so it fit him like a dress. It was something he did when video games weren’t appealing. David would strut through the house with the sheet hanging from him like a dress.

Those runway shows always ended with David stroking himself. He used to look for women to fuck, but found he was more than capable of satisfying himself. David never had the courage to purchase women’s clothing in real life, but he had found the next best thing in his virtual reality.

David pulled into the parking lot of the apartment complex where he lived. He took a deep breath as he killed the engine of his car and watched two people make an obvious drug deal near the dumpster. He knew his neighbor sold a variety of drugs but never asked. David barely made enough to fulfill his video-game addiction and didn’t need any others.

David waited to get out of his car and go inside until the two by the dumpster disappeared, looking like they thought nobody saw what they did. He stripped out of his kitchen uniform, tossing it onto a pile of dirty clothes he needed to wash. He took a quick shower to wash the smell of fried foods and melted cheese from his skin. David stepped out of the shower to dry himself off, staring into his brown eyes in the mirror.

When he was nineteen, he thought he would have owned his own restaurant by twenty-eight. Now, he was happy to pay his rent on time each month. He normally could, unless his addiction to buying the latest and greatest tech got the best of him. David put on a pair of basketball shorts without underwear and skipped a shirt. His hand regularly found its way to his cock when he went into ‘My Virtual Life’.

David got prepared to enter the virtual world as he did every other day. Sometimes he took breaks or popped in and out of the virtual world, and he liked to have his supplies on hand. David grabbed his virtual-reality glasses, took a deep breath, and went online.

♦

Seconds later, David’s four-bedroom house appeared. It was raining in the game even though it wasn’t in Maxville. He loved how the weather changed. He was standing on the sidewalk outside his house and had to run into the house before he got soaked with virtual water. The sensors could mimic natural senses with superb accuracy, and David didn’t want to spend the next thirty minutes shivering while trying to get himself dry. It was winter, and the rain was as chilling as the surrounding air.

It was warm and toasty inside David’s four-bedroom abode. He stepped inside, feeling more at home there than in his one-bedroom apartment. The backdrop of drug-dealing neighbors and water-stained ceilings disappeared as he settled into his virtual setting.

He ran his fingers along his polished wooden furniture lining the halls of his virtual home. He felt his femininity swelling within him as he walked toward the stairs that led to his magnificent closet. In the game, David chose a female avatar with the name of Margaret. When he was in the game, he was no longer a man but a woman.

Margaret flipped her blonde hair back as she climbed her stairs, feeling powerful and on top of the world. Margaret had enough coins to buy whatever she wanted in the video game. She normally stayed at home to play dress up, but she had an abundance of clothes after months of collecting them. Margaret wanted to do something new with her time, so she put on a long white dress with sleeves and a faux fur wrap to keep her warm in the cold temperatures.

For the first time, Margaret would leave her house as a woman. She felt classy and wanted to go to the classiest bar in her city. Only the players with the most coins could enter. Margaret had a taxi come pick her up and transport her to the city. She lived on the outskirts, away from the clubs and bars. The city was called ‘Echo’, but Margaret had only gone there to work since creating her avatar.

“Where are you headed?” the taxi driver asked. Driving people around was a way to earn coins. Everything in the game was like real life, but with none of the physical consequences. There were tales of emerging fringe groups, doing taboo things that could get them banned in the long run. Margaret had earned her coins tending to lawns, gardening, and cleaning the streets.

Margaret looked at the taxi driver in the rear-view mirror. “Echo Lounge,” she said.

“Right away,” the taxi driver said. His avatar was that of a young man. Margaret wondered what he looked like in real life. Was he a guy in his mid-twenties like Margaret, or was he a woman pretending to be a man? Margaret loved how she could forget her life as David and live as a new person without the judgement of others. She was a gorgeous, big-breasted blonde after just a few clicks. Anyone could be whoever they wanted in ‘My Virtual Life’, and that was what made the game unputdownable.

Margaret thanked her taxi driver, leaving a few extra coins as a tip. She winked at him. His avatar was attractive, and something had Margaret feeling friskier than most nights. She hadn’t been with a man, but the idea had come to her a few weeks before when she was sitting in front of her vanity in the four-bedroom house, doing her makeup after putting on a gorgeous black dress.

She wondered what it would be like to take a man. She wondered what it’d be like to have her naked body rub against that of a naked man. The thoughts consumed her as she walked to the entrance of the Echo Lounge, the most exclusive bar in the city.

“Name and ID number,” a bouncer said to Margaret at the door.

Margaret looked him up and down, wondering how many coins he got for working the door. She batted her eyelashes as she told him her avatar’s information. He typed information into the holographic pad he was holding, granting Margaret access to the lounge after deducting enough coins for three new dresses. It was a lot to spend, but Margaret had plenty of coins left in the bank.

The Echo Lounge was as luxurious as Margaret had imagined. It looked like the pages of a designer magazine. She pulled her faux fur wrap tighter before taking a breath and heading to the bar. The bartenders were gorgeous men and women with sparkling white teeth. Every bottle faced the proper way. They took Margaret’s order the second she sat in front of them.

She ordered a vodka tonic with a lemon wedge. A handsome man wearing a dapper suit approached Margaret. She turned her head away from him, rubbing a hand along her thigh. The fabric of the white dress soft against her skin. “I haven’t seen you here before,” the man said.

Margaret didn’t turn to face him, but she felt his breath on the back of her neck. “It’s my first time,” she said.

The man went to the other side of Margaret, popping his face in front of hers. His big blue eyes caught Margaret off guard. She had to remind herself they were in a video game, and the man controlling him could look like anything on the other side. “I’m William, what’s your name?”

“Margaret,” she said. In the real world, David was sticking his hand into his basketball shorts, rubbing his half-erect cock. David wasn’t gay, but he had his moments of curiosity, and the way William was looking at Margaret had him wanting to get to his knees and suck some virtual dick. “Are you going to stand there or buy me a drink?”

William chuckled. “You’re a tough one, aren’t you?”

“You could say that,” said Margaret. She had spent enough coins getting into Echo Lounge, so why not let William spend a few on her? “Do you come here often?”

“When I can,” he said. William waved his hand to ask if he could sit next to Margaret, and she granted his wishes. The bartender placed the vodka tonic Margaret had ordered in front of her, and she thanked him as she squeezed the lemon wedge into the drink. “Hey, I thought you needed a drink.”

“Just because I ordered it doesn’t mean you can’t pay for it,” she said and smirked.

William had the bartender add Margaret’s drink to his tab and ordered a beer for himself. He loved the frosty glass they served it in, and Margaret was costing him a lot of coins with her vodka tonic. “What do you do when you aren’t playing?”

“I work,” she said. “You?”

“Same,” said William. The bartender returned with his beer, and he closed out the tab. “One can find a lot of work on the Internet.”

“I work in a restaurant,” said Margaret. She hadn’t expected to be so honest with strangers she met in the virtual world, but the older she got, the less she cared what people thought about her line of work. She had health insurance and made enough to pay her bills. There were worse situations in the world.

They sipped their drinks and talked a little about work. William spent most of his time coding. Margaret knew a little code, but she preferred to play the games rather than design them. “Are you a designer of this game?”

William shook his head. “I wish. They must make a killing.”

Margaret shrugged. They had yet to add in paid features, and the advertisements she saw were few and far between. Some paid to have their brand show up in the game, but most products had generic labels. Margaret knew things would change over time, but she doubted the game developers were making a killing yet.

Their conversation flowed. William asked questions about Margaret’s past. Her childhood. She lied about most of it, but she could feel her walls crumbling. She wanted to tell William the truth about her, or at least enough for her to feel good about getting on her knees for him. “Did you want to head back to my place?”

“Sure, I’d love to,” William said and hopped off the seat. He put out his hand for Margaret. She took it, and they went out to the parking lot where William had a luxury car parked.

“You must spend a lot of time earning coins,” she said as she opened the car door.

“I work enough,” William saidsaid,said, and smirked.

♦

“Your house is lovely,” William said as they stepped into Margaret’s home. She took off her faux fur, hanging it on the hook by her front door. “You must spend all of your coins here. This artwork is superb.”

“Thanks,” Margaret said and blushed. William stepped further into the home, and she followed him. He asked questions about what each piece was, and she answered. Margaret didn’t have much in her real life, but she had a collection of beautiful art in her virtual world. “Where do you live?”

“I have a small apartment in Echo. Not far from the lounge,” William said as he ran his finger along her polished wooden furniture. She liked him but wondered if she’d made a mistake by inviting him back to her place. She’d never invited a man to her home before, and it was exciting and scary.

“Maybe next time we could go there,” said Margaret. The white dress was feeling tight against her body. She wanted to unzip it and let it fall to the floor. Would William want to touch her if she did? Judging by the way he kept stealing glances of her, she would guess he would want to touch her. He would want to fuck her mouth until he shot a hot load of cum down her throat.

William grunted and took a seat on Margaret’s couch. “Maybe,” he said. “Could you get me something to drink?”

“Sure. What did you want?”

“Whatever you have,” he said.

“Beer?”

“That works,” said William.

Margaret went to her kitchen to grab two bottles of beer. They cost coins, but she had plenty in the bank. William was looking at a pile of mail on the coffee table when she returned to the living room. “My goodness, look at the mess I left there. Let me move those,” she said. Margaret put the mail in a drawer of the buffet she had against the wall. She sat next to William and took a sip of her beer. “Tell me something I don’t know about you, William.”

He told her in real life he was a lot like his avatar. He told her he lived on the West Coast, and Margaret ate up every word. They spent the next couple of hours talking and sharing facts about themselves in the real world. Margaret felt she had found a friend and potential virtual lover in William. She could live out her fantasies to fuck as a woman in the video game, as she was much too afraid to dress up like a girl in the real world.

Margaret kissed William at the end of their date, and it was an incredible kiss. She invited William upstairs after their lips separated, but he told her he had to wake up early for work in the morning. Margaret kissed William again, clinging to his body, desperate to make him stay, but William found the strength to leave. His departure made Margaret feel like an obnoxious, desperate whore.

David pulled off his virtual-reality glasses, logging out of the game and his life as Margaret. He had his hand on his dick, and it was still half hard. Once he switched to the Internet and pulled up a hot porno on his TV screen, he forgot all about William denying Margaret her chance to have sex as a woman.


CHAPTER TWO

The next morning, David woke up with a slew of spam emails. He reported all of them, but one stuck with him. It had a copy of his parents’ address and said that they had snapped photos of him while he was watching porn and would send the photos to his parents if he didn’t pay a sum of money. There was a link that supposedly would take him to the photos, but he didn’t click it, even though he wondered if it was possible. He probably had a hundred cameras in his room between all the gadgets he had.

David went through his day as any other, sluggish and a little tired from staying up all night playing video games the night before. Toward the end of David’s shift, he received a text message from a strange number he didn’t recognize. When he looked up the area code, it was for a rural county in Washington State.

David: Is this William?

William: Yeah, it’s me. Do you want to meet at Echo Lounge tonight?

David always told himself he would take a day off ‘My Virtual Life’, but it became more addicting the more he played it. He knew once he made friends in the game, he would do nothing else, which was another reason he never left the four-bedroom house.

David: I don’t know. I was thinking of taking a night off.

William: One drink. I want to see you, Margaret. I don’t have to work early tomorrow.

It was tempting, but David didn’t want to make any concrete plans, so he told William he wasn’t sure. Part of him knew he would log on once he walked through his front door and couldn’t think of anything better to do, but it was fun playing hard to get. Wouldn’t Margaret say she wasn’t sure?

The hours rolled by, and David was pulling into the parking lot of his apartment building after stopping at a fast-food place down the road. He tried to cook for himself a few times a week, but it was a lot easier picking up a few burgers or a sub or tacos or Chinese from the plethora of restaurants willing to serve him a meal in minutes.

David ate his burgers while watching a favorite sitcom of his. He watched a few episodes but grew bored, longing for the feeling of a dress wrapped around his beautiful, feminine body. Margaret was everything David wanted to be, but never had the courage to become. He thought about prancing around his apartment in a sheet wrapped around his body like a dress, but William kept popping into his head. David had no idea who William was in real life, but he could be a man for Margaret.

David: What are you doing? Want to get that drink? My treat.

William: I was just about to log in. Meet me at Echo Lounge in an hour?

David: Deal. See you there.

David held his phone to his chest, excited about where the night might take him. He ran around his apartment to set up the game. It took him eight minutes at lightning speed, but he would have more than enough time to get Margaret dressed and make it to Echo Lounge.

Margaret stared at herself in her mirror, gazing at her blonde hair and blue eyes. She had breasts one would pay thousands to have. She had chosen a red contour dress that made her feel irresistible. Margaret had paired the dress with gold jewelry and matching stilettos. She dusted herself with one of the most expensive perfumes the game offered.

Margaret took a taxi to Echo Longue, and William was waiting for her when she got there. He hollered and whistled when Margaret entered the lounge, making her blush. The security guard had looked her up and down, too. William stood and crossed the room to hug Margaret, telling her how beautiful she was. She had on her faux fur wrap, and William helped lift it from her shoulders.

“I can’t get over how amazing you look,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said. “You don’t look too bad yourself.” William was wearing a suit and smelled like aftershave. Margaret had her body turned to him with her legs crossed. “So, you don’t have to wake up early?”

William shook his head. The server came over to take their order, and Margaret told him to put it on her tab. He was a gorgeous young man. Everyone who worked in the lounge was beautiful. Ugly avatars were few and far between. “What will we do?”

“That depends,” William said with an evil glint in his eye.

Margaret’s heart skipped a beat. “Depends on what?”

“Let’s wait until we have our drinks,” he said.

Margaret sat motionless. Her heart was racing. She could feel it beyond the virtual world. She could hear her breath if she listened closely. The server returned with their drinks. Margaret didn’t touch hers before saying, “we have our drinks. What’s wrong?”

“I need your payment,” William said and placed a copy of David’s parents’ address on the table. “If you don’t pay me, I will have to send your parents the photos of you masturbating.”

Margaret scooted away from William. She couldn’t believe him. Her heart sank to the pits of her stomach as she processed the information. “How could you?”

William shrugged. “It’s how I make money.”

“Show me the photos,” said Margaret. She wasn’t about to pay William the sum he was asking. He had lost his mind. “Why would I pay you if I can’t see proof?”

“You really want to test me? You think your mother would like to see what we saw, David?”

Margaret’s world shattered. ‘My Virtual Life’ was a new game, so there were bound to be people like William in it, but Margaret thought she had so much privacy. She regretted leaving her house more than anything. “I’m not giving you anything without proof,” said Margaret. In the real world, she didn’t have money to pay a ransom.

“Fine, have it your way. We’ll be sending those photos right now,” said William.

Margaret bent her head, hiding her face so William couldn’t see her tears. She was stunned. She couldn’t even lift her hand to take off her virtual glasses. Margaret watched William stand through the corner of her eye, not noticing the man walking their way.

A tall, thick, and built man approached the table where Margaret and William were sitting. In a flash, the stranger placed one hand on the back of William’s neck and used his other to grab William’s arm, slamming him onto the table. Margaret gasped and covered her mouth with a hand. “Avatar William Gladney, you are under arrest and will face an investigation from ‘My Virtual Life’.”

“What’s happened?” Margaret asked.

“Ma’am, I’ll be right back to ask you a few questions once I hand off this scum to my partner,” the thickly built man said. He picked William up and pushed him toward the exit. Margaret didn’t know what was happening, but she found the man’s brute strength sexy. She sipped on her vodka tonic while she waited for him to return, finally squeezing a lemon into it.

He came back through the door minutes later, sighing and shaking his head when he met Margaret’s eye. “Sorry about that…”

“Margaret,” she said and put out her hand.

“What a beautiful name,” he said as he took Margaret’s hand. “My name is Alfredo. I’m an undercover officer looking for scammers on the game.”

Margaret’s heart skipped a beat. Not only was Alfredo handsome, but he was her knight on a white horse, saving her from the monster named William. “That’s a relief. He was threatening me when you arrived.”

Alfredo pulled a card from his breast pocket and placed it on the table. “If you have any problems because of him in the real world, don’t hesitate to call. I work with the developers, and we’ll do what we can to remedy the issues.”

“Thank you,” Margaret said and took the card. She popped open her small purse and dropped it inside. Alfredo asked her a few questions about how she’d met William and how much information she’d given him. The questioning didn’t take more than a few minutes, but it was enough time for Margaret to become enchanted by the man sitting next to her.

Margaret scooted down the booth until she was closer to Alfredo. He grunted and sat straighter, adjusting his tie. “Those were all the questions I had, Ms. Daniels.”

“Please, call me Margaret. Could I buy you a drink?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think I should. I’m on the clock, and they don’t take too kindly to police drinking on the job.”

Margaret pouted. In real life, she had her hand in her pants, rubbing her dick. There was something about Alfredo that made Margaret beyond curious, and she wanted to see him again. She grabbed a napkin and eyeliner she had in her purse to write her number for Alfredo. “Thank you for saving me, Alfredo. I’d love to hear from you again,” Margaret said and passed Alfredo her number.

“Just doing my job,” he said. Alfredo folded the napkin Margaret gave him and tucked it in his breast pocket. “If you have any issues, you know who to call.”

“How could I forget?” Margaret asked with a purr in her voice. Alfredo was standing at the end of the table. He stared into Margaret’s eyes, and she would swear she felt a spark, but Alfredo left with nothing more than a wave goodbye. Margaret closed out her tab, went outside, and logged out of the virtual world without even going home to visit her closet.

David was playing in his living room and sitting on the couch when he exited the virtual world. He had a hand wrapped around his hard cock, stroking it under his basketball shorts. He got completely naked and jacked off without porn, still afraid someone might be watching through his many cameras, but it was most likely William had been bluffing about having photos of him.

Cum shot all over David’s belly, releasing the tension in his body. He couldn’t help but wonder who Alfredo was in real life and if he would ever want to fool around with him. David wasn’t gay, but his curiosity grew by the day.


CHAPTER THREE

Alfredo Smith returned to his desk after a chaotic day of policing ‘My Virtual Life’. He was tired and ready to return to the real world. Alfredo went through his reports as quickly as he could. Each one he sent brought him closer to the end of his workday. He worked freelance and was thinking about asking for fewer hours. Alfredo loved his job, but it was so sad meeting person after person who’d been scammed by some freeloading opportunist.

Alfredo finished his reports much faster than usual. It was possible the quality of his work had suffered, but he needed to log out before he lost his mind. The woman he’d met that day, Margaret, was swirling through his head. There was something about her he couldn’t forget. It sounded crazy, but he felt as though destiny might have brought them together.

Coins hit Alfredo’s account as he clocked out and hung up his badge to finish the day. Besides being a detective/master coder, Alfredo loved to play the game. He had a modest two-bedroom dwelling in Echo. He had a garden and virtual pets. The best part about the pets was he could check on them from anywhere in the game. Also, if players abandoned pets for more than a few days, virtual animal caretakers collected them.

Alfredo signed out of the game and appeared back in his home, north of David’s. Alfredo moved his neck from side to side, releasing any tension. In real life, Alfredo never got to live as a man, so he did it in ‘My Virtual Life’.

Tabitha Smith went by Alfredo because she’d always wondered what it would be like to have the world see her as a man. She loved the power it gave her in the game, but she loved being a dominant woman even more. There was nothing better than having a man at her feet, and there was something about Margaret’s avatar that screamed ‘sissy boy’.

In real life, Tabitha wasn’t a police officer or detective, but she was a master coder. Corporate offered her the freelance opportunity because of her background and early desire to become a player. She took the opportunity. She loved the work she did, but most days, she wanted to play the game without so many strings attached. Tabitha typed up an email outlining her issues with the freelance job and sent it to the corporate office. If nothing else, she needed a break.

A benefit of working for the game as a freelance officer was her access to the user database. She looked up ‘Margaret Daniels’ and found out she was a boy named ‘David’. She noted his information and spent the next few hours finding as much information as she could about him.

David Daniels was a kitchen manager living a few hours south of Tabitha in Maxville, Iowa. He was twenty-eight and looked like he might be a bit of a loner from the few photos Tabitha could find of him. He had a cute face with chestnut brown eyes and brown hair. Little dimples in his cheeks. Tabitha had only abused her privileges a few times before to look up players she helped save in the game, but none of them attracted her in the way David had.

She had a copy of the number ‘Margaret’ had given him in the game. Tabitha wondered if David liked to dress up like a girl in real life or if he was only that adventurous in the game. Tabitha had dressed up as a boy a few times, but she preferred to dress as a woman and act like a dominant man. She stared at a picture of David on her computer screen as she contemplated sending a message to the number he’d left her.

Tabitha: Margaret, it’s Alfredo. Why did you leave me your number?

It was late in the evening during winter, so it was freezing outside where Tabitha lived. She had a huge plot of land in Minnesota and a spacious cabin with luxurious finishes. She loved living near a lake and often went swimming naked in the summer. There weren’t many neighbors, and everyone around knew she was an eccentric woman.

Tabitha went to the kitchen and made herself tea as she waited for David’s reply, but it wouldn’t come until the next morning when she was outside shoveling snow from her driveway.

♦

South of Tabitha, David had the day off and woke up hours later than he did on workdays. He lay in bed and watched TV without checking his phone. It wasn’t often he got messages that didn’t deal with work emergencies, so David ignored the phone. He couldn’t believe Alfredo from the game had sent a message when he finally unlocked his phone.

David: I left my number because I thought we could be friends.

In the soberness of morning sunlight, David felt less curious about sex with another man, but he could always use more consistent video-game friends.

When a message didn’t come through for several minutes, David got out of bed and went to clean himself in the shower. Each time he touched himself with the bar of soap, he felt as though he were touching Margaret’s skin and not his own. David always had a desire to wear women’s clothes in the real world, but it felt stronger that day than usual. He stepped out of the shower after cleansing himself and wrapped the towel under his shoulders like a woman hiding her breasts. He stared at his wet, matted hair in the mirror. David did his best to style his hair to look like a pixie cut, but his efforts were fruitless.

David left the bathroom with a pout on his face until he saw ‘Alfredo’ had replied to his message.

Alfredo: There’s something you don’t know about me, Margaret. Can you guess what it is?

David grinned as he tried to imagine the answer to Alfredo’s riddle. There was an abundant amount of information David didn’t know about Alfredo.

David: There’s a lot I don’t know about you, but I’d love to get to know more.

Alfredo: Can you meet me in Echo?

David: When?

Alfredo: If you aren’t busy, we could meet now. Get to know each other.

David’s heart was racing as he sat with a towel wrapped around his naked body in his one-bedroom apartment. He had been telling himself he would take his off day to do something besides play ‘My Virtual Life’, but Alfredo’s offer was hard to resist. He loved the way Alfredo had stared at Margaret’s feminine body with his manly eyes.

David: You don’t have to work?

Alfredo: I’m taking a break from the force. Why don’t you help me celebrate?

David: Give me thirty minutes, and I’ll meet you in Echo.

Alfredo: See you there. I’ll be waiting for you in the lounge.

David told Alfredo he would get there as soon as he could. He held the phone to his chest, feeling energized. He knew he should be skeptical of Alfredo after what happened with William, but there was something in the way they looked at each other. David had to see where it could lead, so he rushed to set up his living room to play ‘My Virtual Life’.

David put on his glasses, logged in, and appeared in front of his house on what felt like a warm winter day. He took a deep breath and went inside to change, eager to spend time with Alfredo as a gorgeous blonde with big boobs named Margaret.


CHAPTER FOUR

Alfredo was waiting at Echo Lounge for Margaret to arrive. Corporate had approved Alfredo’s request for time off without a hassle. They wanted him happy and productive on the job. Alfredo felt a lightness he hadn’t in months since taking up the freelancing job. In the real world, he didn’t need the money. He’d taken the job because it sounded fun, but now Margaret had his full attention.

She was wearing a black pencil skirt, dark nylons, and black pumps with a purple, loose-fitted sweater. She had her blonde hair curled and pinned on one side. Alfredo stood to shake Margaret’s hand. Margaret threw open her arms and hugged Alfredo, pulling him close. “You look incredible,” she said.

“As do you,” he said.

“You aren’t scamming me, are you?”

Alfredo shook his head. He pulled out an ‘official’ identification corporate had given him. “It’s not much, but it’s all I have to prove I’m telling the truth.”

“Is this still valid if you’re taking time off the force?” Margaret asked. She leaned forward, batting her eyelashes.

Alfredo chuckled. “That’s a good question. They’ve probably suspended my access to the computers. I haven’t tried using it since they granted my request.”

“And what makes you so special, Alfredo? How did you stumble upon that job?” said Margaret. She listened as Alfredo told her how he was a master coder in the real world. She asked if he was also a police officer, and he told her the truth that he wasn’t. He told her he lived in Minnesota, owned a large plot of land, and played the game for fun. He told her the truth about everything except that he was really a woman on the other side of his virtual-reality glasses.

Alfredo asked Margaret questions about her life. She was just as forthcoming about her life in Maxville. She told Alfredo everything about herself except the fact she was a boy pretending to be a girl. They hit it off and left Echo Lounge holding hands.

“Where are we going?”

“My place isn’t far from here. Would you like to go there?” said Alfredo. He turned to face Margaret, gazing into her blue eyes as he held her hand. He knew she was a boy pretending to be a girl, but Alfredo wanted to see how far Margaret would go in the game. “Or we can go to your place, if that’d make you feel more comfortable.”

Margaret nodded. “If you don’t mind, I would prefer that.”

“I don’t mind in the slightest,” said Alfredo. The more comfortable Margaret felt, the looser she’d be in the bedroom. “Lead the way.”

They took a taxi from the lounge to Margaret’s place outside the city. Alfredo had the taxi driver deduct coins from his account when they arrived. Margaret thanked him and led them to her front door. She turned to glance over her shoulder at Alfredo before punching in her code to unlock the door.

“Your house is beautiful,” he said as they stepped into the foyer. “It must cost a lot of coins to maintain a place like this.”

She shrugged. “I don’t spend my coins many other places, so I figured it was best to make sure my home is exactly how I like it.”

“Smart move,” Alfredo said and followed Margaret to her living room. Her wooden furniture sparkled. Her artwork was massive. Alfredo wondered what Margaret’s living situation was like in the real world if she’d put so my energy into making sure her virtual one was perfect. “How long have you been playing?”

“A week after the game went online.”

“That’s impressive. They didn’t spend a lot on marketing,” said Alfredo.

“How about you?”

“I found out about the game about a month after they started.”

They talked about their experience playing the game. Why they liked it and what they thought could improve. Their conversation flowed like a river during a heavy rain. Margaret hadn’t met someone she got along as well with in ages. They were talking on a deep level about current events, scientific theories, and what they thought might happen in the future. Margaret was more pessimistic than Alfredo, but their conversation never felt like an argument.

“I want to kiss you,” Alfredo said. He could no longer resist his urge.

“Me too,” said Margaret. She scooted closer to Alfredo on the sofa. In real life, her head was inching towards the waistline of her shorts. Her dick bouncing and twitching in her pants.

Alfredo leaned forward, closing his eyes as his lips moved closer to Margaret’s. Margaret tilted her head and closed her eyes as she leaned forward. Their lips touched, and it was like wax running down the side of a candle. It was like bread rising in the oven. Alfredo pushed his body against Margaret’s, climbing atop her as she fell back to the sofa.

They were in the virtual world, but it was as though their lips were really touching. Margaret felt as Alfredo brushed his arm against hers. She moaned when he kissed and blew on her neck. It was like having him there in the room, and she found it incredibly sexy to have a muscular man like Alfredo touching her how he wanted. She couldn’t help what came next. Her mouth and body moved without thought or care for the consequences.

“I want to suck your dick,” Margaret said and climbed off the sofa and between Alfredo’s legs before she lost her nerve. She undid his pants and pulled them down to around his ankles. An alert popped up on the screen, warning Margaret and Alfredo not to proceed unless they were comfortable with nudity. Margaret was twenty-eight, and Alfredo was forty-two, and the pair were more than aware of where they wanted the night to take them. They clicked to continue.

What was blurry became clear, and Margaret gasped when she saw the length and girth of Alfredo’s dick. She wrapped her hand around its base, staring at it with a mixture of surprise and delight in her eyes. “Are you this big in real life?” Margaret asked and moved her hand up and down to stroke Alfredo’s big cock.

“Depends on the day,” he said and winked. Alfredo had a collection of dildos and straps he would love to show Margaret if they ever saw each other in the real world. Alfredo had a list of things he’d like to try with boy Margaret, but he was with girl Margaret in the virtual world and would make the best of it. “You like them big?”

Margaret cast her eyes to the side, hiding her face from Alfredo. “The truth is… I’ve never been with a man.”

“Have you been with women?” Alfredo asked. Margaret had said the sentence like she wasn’t a virgin.

Margaret nodded. “I’ve been with a few.”

“And now you want to try a man?”

“Yes,” she said.

Alfredo thought about telling Margaret that she was really a woman pretending to be a man, but it seemed more fun to let Margaret think the opposite. She wanted to push herself to take dick, even though Alfredo was sure Margaret would much rather have one of her straps sliding around in her mouth. Margaret was giving Alfredo all the signs he looked for in sissy boys, and it was hard to stay focused on the game when all Alfredo could think about was the photo he’d found of David Daniels.

“Are you going to stare at my dick or do something with it?”

“I want it,” Margaret said. She sat upright on her knees and stroked Alfredo’s cock as she stared at it. She wanted to put it in her mouth, but it was so big and veiny, and she’d never sucked a dick in her life.

“It won’t bite,” Alfredo said, looking down at Margaret on her knees between his legs. She looked so sexy with her blonde hair pinned to one side and makeup done. “You’ll love how it feels in your mouth.”

Margaret nodded. She opened her mouth and lowered her head until Alfredo’s cock was passing between her lips. She loved its warmth in her hole. It was smoother than she’d imagined. It fit perfectly against her tongue as it slid in and out of her mouth. Margaret was beating her cock in real life as she sucked the virtual cock.

Alfredo was touching his pussy in real life while Margaret bobbed her head up and down his virtual dick. Alfredo lifted his hips and turned Margaret so her back was against the couch, and he fucked her mouth. “I’m going to cum in your mouth,” he said as he thrust his hips.

Margaret moaned on his cock, breathing through her nose as Alfredo fucked her face. Margaret loved how submissive she could be without feeling an ounce of guilt. In real life, she was smiling from ear to ear as Alfredo fucked her mouth as though it were a pussy. She wanted him to do the same in real life. She wanted to dress up like a girl for him, but would he want to do that?

“Push up your skirt and touch yourself,” Alfredo commanded.

Margaret didn’t want to disappoint, so she did as he said. She pushed up her pencil skirt and put her hand on her virtual pussy, looking into Alfredo’s eyes as she did. He murmured sweet nothings and moved his hands to her cheeks to hold them as he fucked her face. Margaret moaned on his dick as it filled her mouth.

Alfredo stood, and Margaret scooted back to give him room. He stroked his dick as Margaret sat on her knees beneath him. “Open your mouth and drink my cum.”

“Whatever you want,” she said. Margaret parted her lips as she touched her pussy, going between fingering herself and rubbing her clit. Alfredo rubbed his member above Margaret’s hungry mouth, grunting as he built up an orgasm. “Oh, yeah. Damn,” Margaret said as hot streams of cum covered her face.

Margaret came as she touched herself, milky goo dripping from her chin to her sweater. Alfredo reached down to wipe the bottom of Margaret’s chin. “Looks like we made a mess. Could I get you a towel?”

She shook her head. “You stay here. I’ll get it for us,” she said. Margaret went upstairs to the hall closet and got a towel to clean herself up. She took off her sweater, thinking Alfredo might want more sexy time, but he had pulled up his pants and zipped the zipper when she went back to the living room with a fresh towel for him. “Would you like a towel to clean yourself?”

“No, I’m okay. Thank you,” said Alfredo.

Margaret was only wearing a bra and her pencil skirt with the dark nylons beneath it, feeling self-conscious next to buttoned-up Alfredo. “I should grab a shirt,” Margaret said and turned on her heels to head upstairs, but Alfredo told her to wait. He pulled her down to the couch. She was on his lap.

“I want to see you again.”

“Me too,” she said.

Alfredo shook his head. “In the real world. I want to see you there. We only live a few hours apart.”

Margaret swallowed. She didn’t know how Alfredo would react to finding out she was a boy pretending to be a girl, but she had to tell him. “I’d like that, but there’s something you have to know about me.”

“What’s that?” Margaret exhaled before telling Alfredo the truth about her life. Alfredo nodded and smiled and placed his hand on Margaret’s thigh. “You’ll never believe it, but I’m a woman pretending to be a man.”

“Really?” Margaret asked. He was sitting on Alfredo’s lap and staring into his eyes. It was hard to imagine a woman sitting on the other side of the virtual-reality glasses, but it was possible. “Would you send me a picture?”

“That’s a great idea, Margaret. How about we send each other pictures of ourselves, and then we can decide if we want to hang out?”

Margaret cupped one hand around Alfredo’s face, wondering if he could be the woman of her dreams. “That sounds like a deal to me. You have my number.”

“Want to log out so we can text?”

Margaret nodded. They kissed before standing and walking to Margaret’s front door to say goodbye, but it wouldn’t be long before they were talking again.

David pulled the virtual-reality glasses from his face and ran to his phone, nervous to see the woman behind Alfredo’s avatar.


CHAPTER FIVE

Their relationship started off slow after the initial photo exchange. David thought Tabitha was beautiful, even though he knew she was fourteen years older than him. For whatever reason, the age difference didn’t seem to matter. He found her sexy and found the way she spoke to him even sexier. He loved how they moved from the virtual world to the one where they lived and breathed.

The messages were vanilla for the first week of exchanges. Tabitha asked David about where he worked, told him to send pictures of his apartment, and gave David the same information she asked. It wasn’t until the second week that Tabitha started showing her true colors as a dominatrix.

They talked on the phone, and David loved the sultry tone in Tabitha’s voice. Just hearing her made him want to touch himself. He felt like he was speaking with a sex-phone operator when she called, even when they were talking about subjects as light as the weather. It was winter, so there was plenty of snow and ice to bitch about.

When Tabitha’s words turned sexual, David had to steady himself. “What did you say?”

“Have you ever worn women’s clothing?” she said.

They’d masturbated while talking to each other. They talked about their past, their present, and Tabitha never brought up the fact that David had been pretending to be a girl in ‘My Virtual Life’. Not until their second weekend of nonstop texting and talking. “Um…”

“It’s something you must want to do if you were Margaret in the video game,” she said.

David felt his body turning hot like metal in a fire. “Why do you say that? You were pretending to be a man. Have you ever dressed like one?”

Tabitha chuckled. “Yes, I have. It was a fun night, but I learned I prefer to dress in women’s clothing. I’m a dominant woman, as you know.”

David’s dick jumped. He couldn’t help but stick his hand in his pants and rub it when they talked on the phone. Her voice made him horny and want to touch himself. He wanted to fuck her, but they still hadn’t agreed on a time for him to travel to Minnesota to visit. “You’ve mentioned that.”

“Would you like to dress in women’s clothing?”

“I don’t know,” David whispered. He had dreamed for years of walking into a lingerie store to pick out something for himself, but never had the courage. He couldn’t do more than picture himself doing it. Each time he tried, he panicked once he got within a few feet of the lingerie store.

“Give me your address, and I’ll send you something pretty to wear.”

David didn’t hesitate to send Tabitha his address. They spoke for a while longer. Tabitha told David she would put a box in the mail for him but had to leave town for a few days to visit her family.

“I’ll miss you,” said David.

“We’ll talk soon,” she said.

They made kiss noises at each other before hanging up. Tabitha texted David less over the next few days, but she kept true to her promise. A box arrived with David’s name several days after their phone call. His heart raced when he picked it up from his apartment’s hallway on his way home from work. Tabitha had included a note:

I’m dying to see you in these clothes. Send me pics when you put them on.

David moved the note aside to find a box stuffed to the brim with women’s clothing. There were panties, thongs, stockings, slip dresses, skirts, dresses, and so much more. David couldn’t believe how much Tabitha had sent, but the gift was one of the best he’d ever received. He picked up a handful of panties and thongs and tossed them in the air, laughing as they landed on his head. David pulled out his phone and took a selfie of himself, covered in lingerie.

He sent the picture to Tabitha, hoping she would think it was cute. David tossed his phone to the side and focused on the contents of his gift. He didn’t know where to start, so he wondered what Margaret might do if she were in the same situation.

Living life as a woman in ‘My Virtual Life’ helped prepared David for this moment. He knew the first thing he needed to do was shave his body and rid himself of all his yucky body hair. David ran to the bathroom and filled the tub with a few inches of hot water. He had shaving cream and a men’s razor. He shaved himself bare and was feeling even more like a woman by the time he finished.

His dick was also oscillating between a hard and soft state. He had dreamed his whole life of doing what Tabitha was pushing him to do. David turned on the shower and washed himself clean. He was feeling itchy as he dried himself off and rubbed his body with lotion to cool the itch. He sighed as his skin relaxed, leaving him bare and glistening.

David kicked out his leg and held it in the air for a picture. He sent a picture of his smooth skin to Tabitha. She had yet to reply to the first picture David sent, but that didn’t bother him. He would send her photos with or without a reply. She’d asked for photos, and he wanted to send them every step of the way. He hoped she saw each one as it arrived, satisfied that he was following her orders.

There was so much more to do as David left the bathroom with his silky skin. He ran a hand along his smooth skin as he tiptoed through the one-bedroom apartment, feeling feminine and fabulous. David went to the pile of clothes he had scattered across his living-room and plopped to his knees in front of it. There were so many gorgeous items from which to choose.

He picked up his phone to check if Tabitha had replied, and she hadn’t. David tapped his finger against his lips as he thought about what to wear. He picked out a pair of white cotton panties, a pink slip dress, and white stockings with lace trim. He had always dreamed of wearing a similar outfit. David’s heart raced as he undid the towel and picked up the white cotton panties to pull up his legs.

They hugged his hardening cock, tightening as he grew. He ignored his member and grabbed the white stockings. They were so soft against his bare, moisturized skin as he pulled them on one leg at a time. Before putting on the pink slip dress, David ran to his bathroom to check out how he looked in the panties and stockings. He covered his mouth as tears swelled in his eyes, staring at himself in disbelief.

His dick had never looked bigger than it did in those tight white cotton panties. A bead of wetness was growing where the tip of his dick touched the fabric, and it was impossible not to leak. He was wearing lingerie. It was something he’d wanted to do for years, but never had the courage to try. Tabitha pushed him, and he wanted to document every step of the process for her. He used his phone to snap pictures of himself in the panties and stocking, wearing all white like a virgin.

David walked back to the living room, staring at the photo of himself he’d just taken. He put on the pink slip dress, and its silky fabric against his smooth skin made his dick rock hard. His hand jetted to his hardening cock, moaning as he rubbed it through the fabric. He lost himself in the sensations of the fabric brushing against his skin. He was touching his dick without thought, controlled by instinct. It wasn’t until a mental image of Tabitha popped into his head that he came back to reality.

Grabbing his phone, David posed in different areas of the living room and snapped a dozen different selfies for Tabitha. His favorite was a photo with one arm between his spread legs that showed the bulge in his panties. He sent them all to Tabitha. When they went through, a string of dots appeared on the screen to say she was typing a reply. David gripped the phone with both hands, staring with crazed eyes as he waited for the reply to appear.

Tabitha: You look so sexy, my doll. You forgot to take one bent over from the back.

David blushed as he read the message. He didn’t hesitate to capture the photo Tabitha desired. He propped his phone in the corner and used the timer. It took a few tries and several minutes to take the picture, but Tabitha told David she loved it when he sent it.

Tabitha: What do you think of my photo?

David’s dick jumped when a photo of Tabitha wearing nothing but a strap-on dick with a paddle in her hand came through. He wanted to wrap his lips around her big dick. He wanted her to fuck her. David had wondered for years why he was attracted to dicks but not men. He’d never thought of what it’d be like to have a woman fuck him. Tabitha was showing him what he was missing from his life.

David: That’s a big dick, Tabitha. Can I suck it?

Tabitha: I wouldn’t want anything less. I want you to come to my house so I can dress you up here. When can you get off work?

David: I have a ton of vacation days I never use. All I need is a two-week notice.

Tabitha: Three weeks from today. You have my address on the return label. I expect you here by noon that day. Don’t be late.

There was an application all the employees at David’s restaurant used to take time off. He requested a week off in the app and messaged the store manager. He didn’t want to upset Tabitha. She was the woman of his dreams, and he was only three weeks away from having her in his life. It was the best news he’d ever received, and he planned to make it to Minnesota. He grabbed the box and took a picture of her address before searching it on a map. Her house was only a few hours north of him, and in a rural area of Minnesota.

David: I can’t wait to see you.

Tabitha never replied to his last message. He sent her random pictures over the next three weeks dressed in the clothes she sent, desperate to hear from her, but he never heard a word.


CHAPTER SIX

It was an hour before noon on the day Tabitha told David to arrive at her house. Tabitha was pacing around her living room, wondering if David would come even though she hadn’t replied to his messages. She wanted to see how dedicated he was to their potential affair. A man with a fleeting desire to submit to her would move on within three weeks, but one with potential would arrive. Tabitha was scrolling through all the photos David had sent as she paced her living room, hoping he was on his way.

David drove down the highway, afraid Tabitha had lost interest since she didn’t reply, but he’d already requested the days off and wanted to meet Tabitha. He’d never come across a woman like her, and the photo of her with a big dick attached to her body flashed through his mind every few seconds. He couldn’t get her out of his head, no matter how hard he tried.

When David was fifteen minutes away from Tabitha’s house, his heart raced in his chest. Every doubt he had came rushing back to the surface. He took the wrong turn on purpose, following a country road until it led him to a gas station. He was wearing a sweater and jeans, but he had on women’s clothing beneath it. They felt tighter and more restrictive than they had the entire drive as he threw his door open and stumbled out of the driver’s seat.

He was standing in a random gas station parking lot, looking each way. Strangers stared at him with squinted eyes. All they had to do was look at his license plate to know he was from out of state. David’s eyes couldn’t focus as panic surged through his body. He ignored the evil glares and ran inside. The gas station had bathrooms in the back, and he ran to the men’s restroom.

Vomit rushed to David’s mouth as he did his best to make it to the toilet before the bile escaped his mouth. He made it in time, letting the contents of his breakfast fall to the toilet. He pulled out his phone to glance at the time, knowing he would arrive at Tabitha’s late if he didn’t leave the gas station soon. David was squatting in front of the toilet with his hands pressed against the seat, coughing to let the final droplets of vomit leave his lips.

David had been dying for this moment to arrive over the past few weeks, and now he couldn’t bring himself to take his hands off the disgusting public toilet. David took deep breaths and told himself he had to get it together. Tabitha wanted a submissive man, but she didn’t want a pathetic one. He wished he had the confidence he had when he was Margaret in ‘My Virtual Life’. David hadn’t been playing video games as much since Tabitha sent the box of women’s clothing, but there was something so easy about putting on those virtual-reality glasses and losing himself in Margaret’s closet. It might have been harder to face reality, but he had to unless he wanted to lose Tabitha forever.

Not wanting to be any later than he already was, David felt a surge of energy flow through his body. He ignored the man next to him at the sink as he pulled up his sleeves to scrub his forearms and face with soap and water. He rushed out of the gas station, disregarding the stares of the employees. David had enough gas in his tank to make it to Tabitha’s, and he didn’t plan on stopping again, or he’d lose his nerve and regret that day for the rest of his life.

♦

The clock struck noon, and David had yet to arrive. Tabitha’s hope deflated like a stabbed tire. She shrugged and stopped pacing. She thought David could have been the man of her dreams, but he didn’t have the courage to live as his true self anywhere beyond the virtual world. Tabitha knew it was hard for some men to accept they were born more submissive than dominant, but she had high hopes for David. He had been comfortable enough to dress himself up and send all those photos. He’d sent more than Tabitha expected, but he hadn’t arrived by the hour she’d requested.

She left her phone in the living room and went to her office. She had a conference the following day where they’d asked her to speak. Tabitha owned businesses in the nearby town of Wakefield, Minnesota. The conference was in Minneapolis, but the focus was on small-business communities around the state. Tabitha had been hoping to invite David, but she was throwing her dreams out the window with each passing second after the clock struck noon.

Tabitha jumped when her doorbell rang twenty minutes later. She’d given up all hope and moved on with her life when she went to her front door. “Who is it?” she called.

“It’s me, Tabitha. David.”

Tabitha opened the door, a cold gust of winter wind hitting her in the face. She stood in the frame of the door to block its opening. “You’re late,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he said and cast his eyes to the ground. “I got scared, but I’m here now.”

If it weren’t as cold, Tabitha would have made David wait longer, but the freezing weather softened Tabitha’s willpower. “Come inside,” she said and smiled. “It’s great to see you in person.”

“Likewise,” David said in a timid voice as he stepped into Tabitha’s country home. She closed the door behind him, cutting off the flow of frigid air. It was warm inside. Wood beams everywhere the eye could see. David couldn’t imagine living in such a delightful home anywhere but his video games. “Your home is lovely,” he said.

“Thank you,” said Tabitha. “Not as nice as the one you have in ‘My Virtual Life’.”

“If only that house were real like this one,” said David. He didn’t want to talk about his one-bedroom apartment with the drug-dealing neighbor, so he asked Tabitha questions about the area. She asked what he’d done when he got scared of coming to her house.

Tabitha told him who the owners of the gas station were and talked about them for a few minutes. “Have you ever been around these parts?”

David shook his head. Tabitha had put water on the stove and took it off to fill two mugs with hot water. She asked David what kind of tea he’d like and dropped a bag into the mug. He had black, and she chose an herbal. They took their mugs and went to the living room, which had tall windows with views of the wilderness surrounding the house. “Don’t you ever get scared living out here?”

Tabitha laughed, shaking her head. “I have a security system and guns to protect myself. Why? Are you afraid of being out in the country?”

David shrugged. “Not with you, but I don’t know if I would want to live here by myself.”

“I find it relaxing, but I know what you mean. I know the people who live in all the homes nearby, too. We look out for each other.”

“That’s good,” said David. Their conversation fell silent as they each gazed out the window. Snow covered the ground, but it was a sunny day. The bare trees offered tons of visibility, and David couldn’t see any houses in the distance. The home was isolated, but he wasn’t afraid as long as he had Tabitha there. She smiled every time their eyes met. “How long have you lived here?”

“Four years,” she said. “I used to live in the city but couldn’t take it anymore. I started coding freelance and bought this house with the land when I knew I was done with the city.”

“Minneapolis?”

Tabitha nodded, and the conversation fell silent again. David didn’t know what to say to Tabitha. She lifted her mug to her lips as their eyes met, staring at David over the rim. He averted his eyes every time they met, even though he couldn’t help but glance at Tabitha. David craved her attention as much as he feared it. “I was hoping you would dress up in the clothes I sent,” she said as she lowered her mug to its saucer.

“I’m wearing what you sent under this,” said David.

“Show me,” she said.

David swallowed as he slowly stood from his chair, feeling nervous to strip in front of Tabitha. Sending those pictures was different than giving her a live show.

“There’s nothing to fear, David.”

He had felt his entire life feeling the opposite, but the country landscape outside Tabitha’s window reminded David they were alone. He had nothing to fear if they were at her home, so he pulled the sweater from his body to reveal a black slip dress tucked into his jeans. David unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them to the floor, holding Tabitha’s gaze as he disrobed.

Beneath his jeans, David was wearing black stockings and a black lace thong. It was the outfit that made him feel sexiest of all. He loved how the black looked against his porcelain skin. “What do you think?” he asked.

“You look incredible,” she said. Tabitha stood from her chair, grabbed David’s hand. She led him down the hall to her bedroom. “Your photos didn’t do you justice, you know?”

“Really?”

“Not at all,” Tabitha said and tugged David harder as she broke into a jog. She threw open her bedroom door and pulled David through the doorway. “I think you look so sexy in that slip dress.” Tabitha pushed David to the bed, and he was rock hard in his tiny black lace thong. “Much better than Margaret in the game.”

“Now I know you’re lying,” David said and rolled over to hide his face.

Tabitha stepped forward and placed her hand on David’s thigh. He moaned as his body took the form of a triangle. Tabitha ran her hand up David’s leg, growing wet as he moaned at her touch. She had found her sissy and never wanted to let him get away. She pushed up his slip dress to expose his ass cheeks and gave each one a slap. “You like that?”

David exhaled as his body convulsed at Tabitha’s touch. She squeezed his ass, and he nearly came in his tiny black thong. His dick was throbbing and pressing against the fabric, begging for a release. Tabitha reached between David’s thigh and brushed his dick, rubbing its wet tip. “Oh my gosh,” David said as he tried to hold himself together.

“Don’t cum before you eat my pussy,” Tabitha said. She smacked David’s ass hard once and pushed him flat against the bed. She took off her clothes, revealing her thin body. David was a little chubby, but the extra weight looked good on him. Tabitha loved how he was like her own life-size plush doll.

Tabitha told David to get off the bed and get to his knees. He rushed to execute her order, rolling over and sliding off the bed. Tabitha grabbed the chair from her vanity. She ran a hand through her long brown hair as she placed one foot on the chair. Tabitha reached between her legs to touch her lips as David stared. “You know what to do, don’t you?”

“I guess so,” he said.

Tabitha threw her head back and cackled. She reached down and grabbed the back of David’s head, pushing it close to her pussy. “I’ll tell you exactly what to do,” she said. Tabitha told him how to use his tongue. Her eyes were rolling around like marbles on the floor when David got into a groove. He learned a few moves and was rocking Tabitha’s world; she could hardly keep her balance. “Oh, shit,” she said when she could no longer concentrate on keeping her leg propped on the chair. She sat in it instead.

“You like that?” David asked, looking up at her with wet lips. His head between her legs.

“I love it,” she said. Tabitha pushed on the back of David’s head. He went right back to licking her pussy, sending her to the edge of an orgasm. She didn’t want to hold back. That day was all about her and David pleasing her how she wanted. Tabitha placed her hand on the back of David’s head and moved her pussy against his flattened tongue until she was seconds from cumming. “Rub my clit how I taught you,” she said.

David grinned as he moved his hand to Tabitha’s button, rubbing her clit how she liked. Her body shook as she screamed. The intensity of her orgasm made her push away David’s hand, even though she moved it right back to ride her first orgasm into a second. She screamed again as she came a second time. She panted as she sat in the chair, her chest rising and falling. “Cum for me.”

David pulled up his black slip and moved his tiny black thong to the side without taking it off, so that it cupped his dick and balls. He grunted as he stroked his cock. His balls lifted as he inched toward a climax, Tabitha rubbing his nylon-covered legs and whispering words of encouragement. David backed away from Tabitha when the orgasm raced to the surface and put out his hand to catch the cum. He came all over his hand, laughing to himself as his body jerked with each ejaculation.

“Damn, that was hot,” Tabitha said. “Good boy for not cumming on me. Why don’t you use my bathroom to clean up, and then I have a surprise I’d like to show you.”

David did what she said and went to the bathroom to clean himself. The milky goo fell from his hand to the sink and swirled down the drain. David wiped his hand dry and went back to the bedroom to find Tabitha naked and lying on the bed. She patted the bed. David lay next to her, and she wrapped her body around his. “Hey,” he said.

Tabitha stared into David’s eyes. “Hey,” she said. “Would you like your surprise?”

David nodded. Tabitha rolled off the bed and went to her closet. She came back with a blonde wig. David got to his knees. “Is that for me?”

“Yes. What do you think?”

“It’s beautiful,” David said, reaching out to brush the blonde hair with his fingers. “Should I put it on?”

Tabitha shook her head. “No, not yet. I have another surprise. We’re going to Minneapolis. I have a conference to attend in the morning, and I want you there… dressed as a girl.”

David thought he could faint. How could Tabitha expect him to go out in public dressed as a girl? He shook his head. He wanted to do what she asked of him, but this was too much. It was crossing a line he wasn’t prepared to step over. “There’s no way. I can’t,” David said and bowed his head.

Tabitha placed her fingers under David’s chin and lifted it so she could see his face. “Nobody will know it’s you once I do your makeup,” she said.

“I don’t know,” he said. His voice was filled with doubt, but Tabitha would not give up on him. She leaned down to whisper in his ear that good things came to well-behaved boys. David’s dick twitched at her words, and he knew he would regret it forever if he didn’t go to Minneapolis with her, so he nodded. “Are you driving?”

“Yes, I’ll drive. Grab your bags, and let’s hit the road,” Tabitha said. She took the wig and went to her closet. She had her suitcase ready, threw on some clothes, packed the wig, and locked up her house for a trip to the city.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Tabitha and David got a quick dinner at the restaurant in the hotel’s lobby after they arrived. She wanted to head to bed because she had to get an early start, but that didn’t mean she would deny David his dessert. She moaned and her back arched as he licked her lips how she’d taught him. David held Tabitha through the night.

“Wake up,” Tabitha said and gently rocked David’s body. He had never slept in a bed as comfortable as the one they had in the hotel. He had no recollection of the time between closing his eyes and waking up to Tabitha standing above him. “You ready to get dressed?”

David’s mouth was dry as he came to attention. He wiped a hand down his face, glancing each way to remind himself where he was. “Yeah,” he said. “Good morning.”

“Morning, beautiful,” Tabitha said and bent over to kiss David on the forehead. She was already dressed in a coral pantsuit, smelling of citrus and flowers. David sat up in the bed, scratching his head. “Why don’t you take a shower and shave. We need you bare, bare, bare before makeup. I’ll head downstairs for muffins and fruit while you do that.”

David nodded and threw the covers from his body. He didn’t want to disappoint Tabitha, and it gave him a sense of urgency that she was already dressed. It was early in the morning, much earlier than David normally started his day, but he would get over it. He showered and shaved his body, making sure he was bare everywhere but his head.

Tabitha checked his work when she came back to the room and gave her approval before he moisturized his body. “Hurry. We don’t want to be late,” she said.

David rushed to lather himself in lotion and let it dry as he ate a banana and muffin. Tabitha watched the news, making random comments about what the reporters said. David didn’t care much for the news, but he was happy to watch whatever Tabitha wanted. “What should I wear?” he asked.

Tabitha had pulled an outfit from David’s suitcase. It was a long black dress with straps and a flowy bottom. “You can pair it with this faux fur wrap I brought,” she said.

“Like Margaret,” David said and cupped his hands over his mouth. “You think I’ll look okay in it?”

“You will look luminous when I finish with you,” she said. “Sit here.”

David sat on the chair at the desk in the hotel room. He closed his eyes as Tabitha brushed makeup over his face. He’d only ever done his makeup in ‘My Virtual Life’. It was so much better in the real world. David thought his virtual reality was mimicking life, but now he saw how much of an imitation it’d been.

“There,” she said about fifteen minutes later. “Tell me what you think.”

David opened his eyes. He stood and walked to the mirror, and he nearly cried when he saw his reflection. He looked at Tabitha who was grinning from ear to ear. “How did you do that?” David looked nothing like his old self. He looked like a woman with short brown hair.

“I’ll teach you everything I know in time,” she said. “We need to leave. Step into the dress, and I’ll help you with the wig.”

David did as Tabitha told him. She pulled the dress up his body, and he put his arms through it so that it hung on his shoulders. Tabitha stood behind David in the long mirror as she grabbed the wig to put on top of his head. With the blonde wig, David thought nobody would know the difference between him or any other girl. Tabitha had made his dreams come true. Delight overcame him, and he turned to hug his new lover. “You don’t know how much this means,” David said, sounding like he could cry.

Tabitha hugged David tight once before pulling back to an arm’s length. “Don’t cry. You’ll ruin your makeup. You ready to leave?”

David sucked in a sharp breath to regain control of himself. He nodded. “Yeah, I’m ready.”

“Remember, you’re a confident woman who keeps her shoulders held high. Say it.”

“I’m a confident woman who keeps my shoulders held high.”

“That’s right,” Tabitha said and smacked David’s ass through the long black dress. She watched him leave the room, highly impressed by how curvy his body looked in the dress. Men would drool over David, and Tabitha couldn’t wait to watch.

♦

David was sitting in the back of the conference with his legs crossed. Nobody seemed to notice he was a man wearing a wig and a dress. He walked around everywhere he went with his shoulders held high, as Tabitha had instructed him to do. The only people who seemed to notice David were men who looked at him with thirst in their eyes. David couldn’t believe he was living his fantasy in real life rather than in the virtual world. It was so much more exhilarating.

Tabitha took the stage to talk about the small businesses she owned. Everyone in the room listened as she explained how her business interacted with the community. She talked about how she planned to do more to help neighboring businesses and how important it was for business owners to lift one another for the benefit of the community at large.

Her speech impressed David, and he couldn’t wait to give her a kiss and congratulate her on the roaring applause she received. David watched the rest of the conference as Tabitha sat on stage. Several men glanced in his direction, and he winked at all of them. Most of them blushed. One of them came up and gave David a business card when the speeches ended. David didn’t speak as he looked into the man’s dangerous eyes.

“I saw that man give you his card,” Tabitha said as she wrapped her arm around the small of David’s back. A few people waved at Tabitha as they left. She was popular at the event. “He was sexy, wasn’t he?”

David couldn’t deny the truth. “Yeah,” he said.

“Wanna get out of here?”

I nodded, “please.” Tabitha grabbed David, and they walked down a hallway to a side exit. They were in downtown Minneapolis, and Tabitha wasn’t ready to head back to the hotel. She hadn’t dressed David up for no reason. She dragged him into a bar several blocks away from where they’d attended the conference.

David walked through the door, feeling calm after his morning at the conference. The lighting in the restaurant was much more forgiving. They followed the host to a two-person booth along an interior wall. They ordered cocktails from the host before he had time to leave, which brought a sigh and eye-roll on his part. The server stopped by the table a couple minutes later to double check their order.

“Attitude,” said Tabitha, but she was grinning. She would leave the host a few dollars on her way out the door. “Tell me one thing you learned at the conference.”

“Men will fuck anything in a dress,” said David. He had been carrying a small purse all day and pulled the card the man from the conference gave him from it. “He looked at me like a piece of meat. This Jeffrey Fairchild.”

Tabitha laughed and took the card from David. “An attorney, huh? You think we should call him?”

David shrugged. “I’d rather have you.”

“Works for me. I have plenty of dicks if you want one,” Tabitha said and winked. The server returned with their cocktails a moment later, and they ordered an appetizer to share. Tabitha lifted her drink into the air. “To us, cheers.”

“Cheers,” David said and clinked his glass with Tabitha’s. To a stranger, they looked like girlfriends out for an afternoon drink, and David was loving every second.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Later in the evening, David and Tabitha were sitting in her living room with glasses of wine in their hands. David had changed from the long black dress to a short slip dress when they got back to Tabitha’s. He was still wearing the wig.

David hadn’t known Tabitha long, but he loved her. He knew it. He had to tell Tabitha how he felt, but was afraid to say the words. What if she rejected him? They were talking about buildings they’d seen in Minneapolis, but David couldn’t concentrate with the thoughts running through his mind. He placed his drink on the table in front of them and turned his body toward Tabitha. “Is there something you want to say?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “I love you.”

Tabitha smiled and wrapped her hands around David’s. “You’re special, David. I want to know you better.”

“Me too,” he said. He wanted to ask if Tabitha loved him, but she was showing it by the way she held his hands and stared into his eyes. “Would you show me your dick? The one you were wearing in the photo you sent me.”

Tabitha nodded and patted David’s hand before standing from the couch. She disappeared from the living room and returned with a strap-on dildo dangling from her hand. It looked much bigger in person than it had in the picture. David wanted it in his mouth. “Could you help me put it on?” Tabitha asked.

David nodded and stood from the couch. He walked over to Tabitha and dropped to his knees. Along with the black slip dress, he was wearing black stockings and no panties. Tabitha told him she wanted him without panties so she could stare at his dick as they drank wine. It’d been the hottest thing, and David couldn’t get enough of Tabitha. “How do I put it on?”

Tabitha talked David through fixing the strap to her body. When he finished, her hard dick stood erect in his face. David moaned as he stared at it with hungry lips. “Suck it,” she said.

David parted his lips and held the base of Tabitha’s cock as he pushed her long shaft deep into his mouth. Tabitha put her hand in David’s blonde hair as he moaned on her cock. “Damn, it’s sexy watching you suck my cock.”

“Mhm,” David said without breaking contact with Tabitha’s dick.

As much as Tabitha loved David sucking her cock, she wanted nothing more than to fuck his sissy ass. “Follow me to the bedroom,” she said and pulled David to his feet.

David walked behind Tabitha as they headed to her bedroom. Her cock swung from side to side with each step. When they got into the bedroom, Tabitha threw David to the bed and told him to get on his hands and knees. He did as she said, looking over his shoulder with nervous eyes as Tabitha moved around the room. Tabitha turned to David, in love with how tight his little hole looked. “Have you ever been fucked?”

David shook his head. “No, why?”

Tabitha laughed and held a bottle of lubrication in the air. She didn’t have to say a word to tell David what was coming his way. She opened the lube and squirted it along her dick. David told himself it would be fine. Tabitha stepped forward and squirted lube on David’s tight hole. Tabitha reached between David’s legs and laughed when she found a hard dick. “Looks like someone wants to be fucked.”

“What can I say? You turn me on,” he said. He was nervous, but he wouldn’t deny Tabitha. David yelped when something slid into his ass. It didn’t hurt as much as he thought it would. When he looked down, Tabitha’s dick was still dangling at the edge of the bed. “What was that?”

Tabitha pulled out a small dildo and showed David what she was using. “Loosening you up before I give you the big boy,” she said.

David nodded, turning and looking down at the sheet beneath him. Tabitha loosened his ass with the smaller dildo, but it still wasn’t enough to prepare him for what she had next. She added more lube to David’s ass before lowering his hips and rubbing her dick along his split. He’d wondered what it would be like to get fucked for years, and the moment had arrived.

He hollered and curled his hands into fists as Tabitha pushed into him. David took deep breaths as his hole relaxed around her dick, and once he was relaxed, he wanted more than Tabitha could give him. She smacked his ass as she fucked his greedy hole and said, “damn, you’re a good sissy. You like my dick?”

“I love your dick,” he said. His cock was vibrating between his legs, threatening to spray everywhere. Even a brush of a hand could make him cum. He’d never felt so stuffed. He’d never felt so incredible. “Fuck me hard.”

“We’ll have to get a bigger dick for you, won’t we, baby?”

“I don’t know. Your dick is so big, but it feels so good,” he said.

Tabitha smacked David’s ass and pushed her cock as deep as she could in his hole, making David’s body buckle and fall to the bed. He moaned as Tabitha slid her cock in and out of his opening. Tabitha moaned as the strap rubbed her clit. She wouldn’t be able to hold her orgasm for long. David’s ass was so tight around her dick. “Shit, I’m going to cum.” Tabitha wanted David to cum with her, so she reached between his legs to touch his dick.

David screamed and tried to push Tabitha’s hand away before he busted all over the sheets, but he wasn’t quick enough. One stroke of his dick, and he shot his load. Tabitha moaned as she felt his hot, milky seed cover her hand. She moved the strap in a way that pleasured her beyond no end. Tabitha screamed as she came with her dick deep in David’s ass.

“Fuck,” David said as Tabitha pulled out of his. He looked back at her and at the slick dick on her hips, amazed that big of a cock had been inside him. “I loved that.” David collapsed to the bed with those words.

Tabitha undid her strap and let it fall to the floor. She climbed on the bed. She lay next to David, her feminized sissy, filled with love. “David, I love you.”

David’s body grew hot at her words. He wrapped his arms and legs tight around Tabitha. She giggled and told him not to squeeze her so tightly. “I don’t care if you live hours away, Tabitha. I want to be your boyfriend.”

Tabitha took David’s hand in hers as they faced each other in the bed. “About that. David, I know it’s soon, but I was wondering if you wanted to come live with me. There’s plenty of space in the house. You can have your own room to spend time however you please. I know all the restaurant owners in town and can get you a job near here. What do you say?”

David knew it was crazy to agree to Tabitha’s proposal, but love was crazy, and he fell in love with Tabitha the moment he laid eyes on her. They may have met in virtual reality, but they took their relationship to the real world, and David was excited to see where it would go. He held Tabitha’s hand and said, “I’ll do it.”

“You mean it?”

David nodded. “Why not? I never believed in love at first sight until I met you.”


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Virtual Damsel. Please leave a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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