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More long than wide, the office feels more confining than anything else. To one side, open bookcases stand, filled with all types of textbooks. Rows of diplomas and family pictures hang opposite, doing little to cover the bland, white-painted cinder blocks.

From the corners of the wooden desk in front of me, stacks of paper rise from in-and-out boxes, while in the clear area in the center, a hand taps a pencil on the desktop.

The irritated motions belong to my college adviser, Professor James Perkins, who sits behind the desk, silhouetted by the afternoon sunshine glowing through the drawn Venetian blinds. He’s in his forties and wears an ill-fitting plaid suit jacket over a wrinkled blue polo shirt. His hair is a little long and forms a wide crown around the bald spot at the top of his head.

As his lips draw into a frown of resignation, I glance to the too-small vent overhead and take a breath of musty air, fighting the urge to wipe the sweat beading over my brow.

He sets the pencil down and says, “Sam, you need to pick a major.”

“I know it’s late in the semester⁠—”

“It’s late in your college experience,” he replies with exasperation. “You should have made your choice a year and a half ago.”

“Well…” I mutter, searching for an excuse.

His lips scrunch as he draws an impatient breath through his nose.

“It’s just that I like so many subjects,” I blurt, although none inspire me in actuality.

“Let’s go with what you like the most.”

I shift in my seat and spare a glance at a row of technical books lining the bottom of a bookcase. “What about computer science?”

“That would have been a good major to pick when you should have picked one. As it is, you’ve taken a single class. You did okay in it, but at this date, you’d need to spend at least another year in school just to get the requirements done.”

“Oh,” I say, picturing another year’s worth of tuition and board ballooning up my already sizable student debt. “What about mechanical engineering?”

He throws his hands up, saying, “It’s the same for any of the other sciences and engineering.”

I sigh.

“What about the internship you did this summer? Did finance get your blood flowing?”

Even though I worked at a bank in Paris, the experience provided little more than getting coffee for senior people and finishing a made-up project concerning interest rates and bankruptcy—a topic that only confirmed to me how screwed I am after graduation. “No, I don’t think that’s for me.”

“Nothing? You were there for eight weeks.”

I reply with small shakes of my head, imagining myself saying, “Oh, I did get paid to dress up as a girl and modeled for a handsome photographer. And I got laid afterward—twice—and it was pretty awesome. The girl who arranged it wants me to become trans and do it for a living, so she can change the world and impress her family. Of course, I don’t have enough confidence to be the face of that movement, and⁠—”

“You have lots of credits built up in English Literature and History,” he says.

I bring my focus back to the dingy surroundings. “What are my job prospects if I pick one of those?”

“Your grades are pretty good but not great.”

“I work two jobs, so I don’t get as much of a chance to study as I’d like.”

He nods in understanding and scratches at the stubble on the side of his cheek. “I respect that, and it’s why I’ve gone to bat for you so many times.” He blows out a harbinger-of-bad-news sigh. “You’d really need to wow people in the interview, and you’re likable, so maybe you could do it. But the problem is getting in the door.”

I frown. Nothing appeals to me. The majors I’m closest to finishing have limited job prospects for paying off a mound of debt, while the more practical ones would require another year of school or more and have a bigger mound of debt to service.

“Could you give me a couple more weeks to decide?”

He raises his hands in a helpless gesture.

“What’re a few more days after a couple of years?” I plead. “I just want to figure out the best solution.”

“How about a tailored degree? I could be your adviser for that too.”

“Like something general?”

He nods.

“Wouldn’t it be even harder to get a job without anything specific?”

“A degree is still important.”

I visualize all the people with bad student loans who have one. “Please, just a little more time.”

His eyes wander in thought before he finally pushes out a long breath. “Look, I’m on your side. I’ll shield you from the administration for another couple of weeks if you promise you’ll reach a decision.” He raises a finger and adds, “If you don’t, you don’t want the school to make it for you.”

When I raise a quizzical eyebrow, he explains, “They’ll make you stay an extra semester or year.”

“Thanks, I promise,” I say, wondering if I’ll just wind up picking a piece of paper out of a hat or begging for more time.
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Filled with odors and scents of comfort food, the cafeteria sits in an old basement. Oversized red and beige bricks make up the drab walls, while cheap wooden tables and cheaper wooden chairs provide seating for the masses of students in their frumpy college outfits. Away from the clinks of tableware and idle chatter, neon lights shine over the stainless steel and glass serving positions, struggling to spruce up the bland colors and mediocre fare.

I stand behind the main counter, dispensing entrées for the endless line of faces parading past—wide-eyed freshmen, wary sophomores, hungry juniors, and overconfident seniors.

Heat from propane warmers makes everything on my side of the partition hot, and sweat beads on my chest, dampening the cheap material of my uniform. I’ve let my hair grow out since the summer and now the long mat of strands covering my nape is only adding to my overall misery.

While dispensing another helping of turkey casserole, I resist the urge to pluck at the moist cloth and scratch at my constricting food service hat.

A short student with a puffy coat and stuffed knapsack mumbles a thank you and continues to the vegetables.

“No problem,” I reply, glancing at an analog clock behind me.

The round face reads 6 p.m. with the second hand sweeping downward at a glacial pace.

I’ve been serving dinner for two hours, and I’ve got four left—all at a dollar over the minimum wage.

Pick a major? I’m not even sure if I can make it to the end of my shift.

The next student taps the glass protector, pointing to the Salisbury steak.

I serve him the last of the oval meat patties, covering it with extra spoonfuls of the generic brown sauce.

“Any more?” a thin girl toting a bulky gym bag asks.

“Give me a sec,” I reply, grabbing the empty tray. I hustle from the hungry stares and into the hot kitchen, wrinkling my nose at the strong odors of grease, garbage, and dirty pots and pans.

I dump the used container into a crowded sink and grab a fresh batch. As I turn to head back outside, a hand clamps on my shoulder, and a concerned face peers at me.

“How are you holding up?” says Gary, my shift supervisor, who’s a kind, pudgy gentleman with twenty years in the food service department. “You look a little pale.”

I take a deep breath. “Just didn’t get a chance to grab lunch before I started.”

“Give me a few minutes, and I’ll come out and relieve you, so you can go eat something,” he says with a smile.

Grateful for the assistance, I nod and hurry back to my station where impatient faces await.

“Thanks for being so patient,” I mumble and spoon out more portions.

As usual, nobody gives me more than a cursory glance or gesture to indicate which entrée they want to stuff themselves with.

A pair of seniors wander past, speaking about job interviews. Instead of stopping at my station, they head off to the salad option.

I adjust my cap, fighting fresh worries about my own post-college employment.

“Can I have one of those?” a sweet voice says. Blond, green-eyed Tonya Davis—one of the prettiest girls in school—points at the Salisbury steak tray.

I dutifully put a portion on a plate and hand it to her, studying her face. From my summer modeling experience, I notice the little things she does to look better. She’s naturally pretty, but the deft touches of eyeliner and the subtle color of lip gloss take her cute features to another level.

She takes her food, centering her eyes to meet my stare.

I scrunch my lips into a sheepish smile.

More than used to guys checking her out, she turns away and heads to the next station with a bored expression.

“A girl like that doesn’t notice anybody like us,” a familiar voice says. Tom Wilkins, my geeky roommate, who’s working the shift too, steps to my side. He adjusts his glasses and adds, “Believe me, a lot of people have tried and the ones who haven’t are too intimidated.”

“A lot of it’s the makeup and how she carries herself,” I reply, wondering if she would have the goods to be a model under the harsh judgment of one Christine Sinclair. My guess is that, due to her five-six height, she wouldn’t even make it on to the radar.

“What are you, the fashion police?” Tom says, incredulous.

“Just a concerned citizen.”

He rolls his eyes at the lame attempt at humor.

“Tom, don’t you have work to do?” Gary says, standing behind us.

Tom bobs his head at our supervisor and hustles off, making like he’s busy.

“Sorry, he was just coming by to check on me,” I explain.

“Right,” Gary replies, not buying the excuse. He takes the serving utensils from me. “Well, off you go. Get some food and come back in fifteen minutes.”

I walk back into the kitchen, removing my hat and apron. From there, I load a few vegetables and a spoonful of the turkey dish onto a plate and snag a glass of water.

After I step outside, I spy Nate Jenkins—my friend since freshman year and summer intern roommate—at the cashier holding a tray loaded with dessert plates. When he glances over, I give a small wave. He arches his eyebrow and returns a crooked smile then finishes paying and heads away without another word.

I shrug, not understanding what his problem is. Then, too tired and introverted for conversation, I enter the eating area and sit at a table in a dark corner by myself. Nobody pays any attention to me as I pick at my meal, watching others gobble down wolfish bites of theirs.

A Parisian dining affair, this isn’t. The food is all plopped out at once, the sauces don’t match what they cover, the culinary skill in the kitchen is lacking, and the eaters respect none of it.

Across the way, Nate approaches Tonya and a couple of her hot friends seated at a round table near the entrance and tries to chat them up.

The pretty girls return curt responses—not interested.

Winter is around the corner, and he’s put a few pounds onto his chubby frame. Although a great and sensitive guy and not bad looking, he needs to spend time in the gym to up his game. After another minute, he gives a big smile to them and walks away, struggling to keep his defeated posture straight.

I roll my eyes. During the summer in Paris, Nate always invited me to nightclubs with his friends. I never went because of my money issues, but I imagine he got similar results with all the hot European women there, including that one model he caught sight of.

Tom might be right—Tonya’s out of our league—but I give Nate credit because at least he’s got the guts to try.

One of Tonya’s friends waves to someone in my direction.

I lower my head as a group of athletes heads over to their table. Tonya’s face lights up when they sit down. While they chat loudly, I spend the rest of my break studying the makeup and features of the trio of girls.

Time passes too quickly, and too soon, my fifteen minutes are up.

I sigh, glancing at the clock, and roll my eyes. It’s only 6:30.

Three-and-a-half more hours to go…

After I put my dirty dishes into a common holder, I walk past the happy table of popular people in anonymity. As Tonya lets out a giggle, I twist my head to take a final glance at her.

A weird, competitive thought enters my mind.

She might be out of Sam Jacob’s league, but she’s not even close to Samantha Jacobs’.
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Although I’m antsy when ten o’clock rolls around, I stay an extra hour to get some much-needed overtime to shore up my precarious finances. I finally leave the cafeteria a little after eleven and hustle to my off-campus housing. At this hour, my only companions are sparse glows of streetlights and stoic facades of stately college buildings. A moody overcast has covered the sky, and despite it being only mid-autumn, breaths of the coming winter have chilled the late-night air.

As I pass the last of the dorms, I tighten my summer jacket, fighting the cold seeping into my damp, sweat-stained uniform and thin body.

My upgraded residence is worth the extra distance, I tell myself and hurry at a faster pace.

After the ordeal of staying in an overcrowded dump with Nate Jenkins and three other volcanically snoring roommates, during my time in Paris, I used some of my precious savings from my modeling fee to scale up my living conditions—for my own sleep and sanity.

Over the next half-mile, I shiver as I wander down near-deserted streets. When the red bricks of my four-story building come into view, I break into a trot, pushing the limits of my meager athletic ability.

A minute later and nearly out of breath, I shove through the glass entry doors and enter the blessed warmth of the lobby. There’s no seating, so I hunch and take a few seconds to rub at my arms and legs as late-nighters pass in either direction.

The surrounding decor is clean and functional, with bulletin boards placed along the walls for announcing college-type things. While not luxurious, this college-sanctioned place is a major step up from the dormitories and caters to the quieter, more mature population of seniors and grad students.

A harried-looking woman, carrying a huge leather bag, barges through the doors, and an icy gust blows over me. “Cold night, huh?” she says as she steps to the elevator.

Suppressing a shiver, I return a nod and, not in the mood for conversation, take the stairs to the second floor.

My living arrangement is technically called a suite—four small bedrooms with narrow windows set off from a common area containing a living-room-dining-area combo, kitchen, and full bathroom. There are six suites per floor and each suite is furnished with simple, functional furniture.

When I enter, I say hi to Tom, who left the shift at precisely ten and is watching TV from the couch. Navi, my third suitemate, sits in the corner, banging away on a souped-up desktop computer. He’s a hotshot computer science major and is on pace to graduate a semester early. Ted, the last of us, is absent, probably at his girlfriend’s where he spends most of his time.

I wander over to Navi, curious as to his doings. “What are you up to?”

“Oh, just gathering some information on things I’d like to know more about,” he replies, leaning closer to the screen.

Given the focus on his face, I turn away without asking anything more. He’s maniacal when trying to solve a problem and is being sought after by many companies.

Unlike me…

I march to my bedroom, which is large enough to hold a single bed, armoire, nightstand, and shallow desk. I get out of my smelly uniform and into some warm sweats with a sigh of relief. Then I sit at my desk and start reading a textbook.

Later that night, I sneak into the bathroom after everyone is asleep and lock the door. I grab a pair of tweezers from my travel kit and lean in front of the mirror, plucking stray hairs from around my eyebrows. Many of the unruly ones have never grown back from the months I’ve been doing this, and I quickly finish the task—used to the discomfort. Then I move down my body and pull out any hairs sprouting from my chest and abs. This ritual as well as keeping my crotch and rear clean-shaven are things I’ve continued from my modeling stint in Paris—small touches to feed my fashion side that nobody will ever notice.

This time, when I finish, I fight an urge to put on makeup and lipstick—just to see how I would stack up against Tonya and her friends and every other girl walking around campus.

I shake my head at the notion. Dressing up as Samantha Jacobs was something I tried in order to make some money. Even though there were some perks during the process, it’s a part of my life that I’ve left behind in Paris.

Small techniques to look better aside, I’m Sam Jacob, college student, and I’ve got a major to pick and a degree to get.
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The clock ticks past 7 p.m. as I stand alone in the suite. In other words, a typical Friday night for me.

Tom and Ted are grabbing dinner, and Navi is out on an interview for a job that most people would kill for.

A pang of envy seeps into my thoughts. Navi’s been programming since he was eight and knew that’s what he was going to do with his life. When I was eight, I was worried about where my next meal was coming from and if my mother’s next boyfriend would be a jerk.

I sigh. Navi’s a great guy and a better roommate, and my mother worked two jobs to give me an upbringing and work ethic.

Being jealous of anyone’s situation won’t do any good. I push away the ill feelings and plop myself down at the kitchen table in front of a pile of textbooks. Time’s a-wastin, and I’ve got an hour to study before I begin a night shift—doing janitorial work at the campus admin building.

For a minute, I stare at the titles, struggling to pick which of the uninspiring subjects to tackle first. The top one, which is about the American Revolution, is as good a subject as any, and I grab it.

As I flip open to the Battle of Saratoga, heavy boots plod on the wooden hallway outside, and knuckles rap on the door.

“Come in, it’s not locked,” I call.

The door swings inward, and Nate enters, carrying his knapsack. Even though we’re not rooming together because of his thunderous snoring, he’s still my best friend and comes over often.

I give him a casual wave, surprised he’s not chowing down on a pastry or some form of dessert.

“Hey,” he says with a crooked smirk.

I toss the book down and arch an eyebrow, remembering his weirdness at the cafeteria the other night.

His lips widen into a bright smile.

“What?” I say impatiently.

“I found out something really interesting,” he replies and marches over to me.

That’s the thing about Nate. When he gossips, he likes to draw it out for the most attention.

“Something about Tonya?” I ask, visualizing him striking out with the pretty girl and her friends.

He shakes his head. “Way better.”

When I shrug, he says, “Oh, come on, aren’t you a little curious?”

I point to the textbooks, saying, “I’ve got a lot of studying to do.”

He unzips his knapsack. “Wait until you see this.”

While I push a bored expression onto my face, he sets a periodical onto the tabletop.

The elegant script across the top reads Violet Rose. This is one of the newer, high-end fashion magazines and is crafted using top-notch quality like a collector’s edition, with thick pages attached to a well-crafted spine.

However, it’s the beautiful face centered on the glossy cover that grabs my attention. The model is one Samantha Jacobs aka me—one Sam Jacob—dressed as a girl. The shot is of me sitting on the chair in Francois’s living room, right after we started our second shooting sequence. It’s one of the ones he said was beguiling and was really proud of. Even the impossible-to-please Christine Sinclair was super impressed with the result, which she explained was because of its mixture of strength and vulnerability.

Nate, who’s the touchy-feely type, playfully slaps my arm. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

Remembering my NDA to not discuss the shoot, I say with an innocent expression, “Tell you what?”

“That the modeling job you went on—the one for frail, nonathletic guys—was to dress up as a girl.”

“Why would you think this is me?”

“Besides the fact that she looks like your younger, way, way hotter sister, her name is Samantha Jacobs, Mr. Sam Jacob.”

“Coincidences happen,” I reply with a meek shrug.

“She’s got that same little scar over the corner of her lip that you have too.”

Involuntarily, my finger wanders to the spot, and I get annoyed with Christine Sinclair for leaving that feature of mine uncovered. “Everyone needs an imperfection…”

“I’m not allowed to discuss what happened.”

“So it is you?”

I breathe in a sigh and dip my head. “How did you even find this?”

He stays true to his nature of drawing gossip out, explaining, “It started with the model I saw at the nightclub in Paris. The one on the cover of the magazine I bought. I got infatuated with the whole idea, so I subscribed to the eMagazine of Violet Rose. It’s only a buck a month, and they make it a point to introduce new models that they think will become big.”

He takes a deep breath. “When this came to my tablet, I was like holy crap—who’s that?”

My lips tighten.

“So, there are ten pictures, and I read all the text. I didn’t put Samantha Jacobs together with you until like the fifth pass—when I noticed the shoot was done this summer in Paris.”

His breaths come faster and his eyes get wider.

For a moment, I worry about what fantasies he was living out when he studied those images the first four times.

“I mean, you’re totally hot,” he blurts.

“Dude,” I say.

“Don’t worry, don’t worry. I don’t have a crush on you.”

As I inhale a lungful of air with relief, he adds, “But if you did want to dress up like that, I’d hang around with you.”

I roll my eyes, unsure of how to answer.

He holds up his hands, saying, “I mean, just to be around a good-looking girl—you’d feel the same way if it was someone else.”

I frown at Nate and his stupid projection and his even stupider infatuation with hot women—the ones he keeps striking out with.

“So when I saw it was you, I ran down to the store yesterday and got a print copy. You’re pretty popular.”

A ruckus comes from the hallway—my suitemates returning from dinner.

I blurt, “Can we keep this between us?”

Nate smiles. “My lips are sealed. I just think the whole idea is awesome.”

The door opens before I can answer, and Tom the geeky one, who works with me at the cafeteria, and Ted the varsity athlete, who’s taking the night off from his girlfriend, enter.

After saying hello, Tom walks over and glances at the magazine. “Who’s that?”

“A new hot model,” Nate says, to my infinite relief.

“From Paris,” I add to set her location a few thousand miles and another continent from us.

Tom picks up the copy. “Wow, I like her.”

I squirm, shifting my bottom on the cheap wooden chair, uncomfortable.

Ted leans over his shoulder and gives an approving stare. “I’d do her.”

“You’ve got a girlfriend,” I protest.

He sends me a weird look. “I didn’t say I’d date her—I said I’d do her.” He looks closer and adds, “But, maybe if I met her, I would date her.” After giving the magazine another leering glance, he adds, “Does she have any nudes?”

“No,” I snap back.

He raises an eyebrow, glancing at me quizzically.

“Oh, she’s just starting out,” Nate explains. “So these are the only pictures of her.”

“I hope she does more—and naked ones.”

While I stop myself from answering and making things worse, Tom says, “Me too, but I think she’s way out of my league.”

“She only is if you don’t try,” says Nate, the King of Rejection.

While Ted gives him a dubious stare, Navi enters, dressed in his interview outfit—an ill-fitting business suit with a power-yellow tie.

“How did it go?” I ask to change the subject from my modeling stint.

“Great,” he says, approaching the crowded table. “They took me out to dinner.” His eyes wander to the magazine. “Oh, I’ve seen her online,” he says.

I force myself to sit straight to stop from trying to bury my head under the table against all the unwanted attention while Nate asks, “You have a subscription to Violet Rose?”

“Huh?” Navi replies. “I just have a web crawler that’s looking for examples of aesthetic beauty. I was wondering where the AI got her from.”

“What is this, some project to find someone to marry?” Tom says, chuckling.

Navi laughs. “Just running a program out of curiosity. A whole bunch of pictures came back—I just happen to like her look.”

“A lot of people do,” Nate says, giving me a wink.

“I’m trying to get more on her background,” Navi adds, “but there’s nothing concrete on the web. It’s a little strange.”

“Wow, it’s getting a little late,” I say.

Nate takes the hint and grabs the magazine, saying, “Well, gotta go. See you guys later.”

As he heads out the door, Ted and Tom wave goodbye, and I say, “Later.”

While Navi heads to his room to change, Tom glances at me, mercifully unaware of my other identity. “We’re heading out to a bar later. Want to come after you finish studying?”

“Can’t,” I reply, trying to sound disappointed. “I’ve got the graveyard shift at the admin building

Ted shakes his head. “You have to get yourself out there. Have a little fun once in a while.”

I shrug, thinking of all the fun Samantha Jacobs had with a certain Parisian photographer.
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Even though it’s Saturday morning, I awake early, exhausted from pushing around a mop and pail during the wee hours of the night. After showering and brushing my teeth, I do my once-every-three-day shave to remove the peach fuzz from my face and then quickly perform my fashion rituals—plucking around my eyebrows and running the razor around my private areas. When I finish, I rub the thin hairs running down my thighs and calves, detesting the lack of smoothness.

With a sigh, I pull on my pants and toss on the rest of my clothing—I have better things to do for today.

Bundled in a heavy jacket, I run to campus. As I hurry, my breaths make misty puffs in the brisk morning air. Fifteen frigid minutes later, I reach my destination—the college bookstore—damp with sweat and winded.

It’s a few minutes before they open, and the place is still locked.

I spend the time gathering my breath, watching more early risers arrive.

At precisely eight, a fresh-faced girl, probably making the minimum wage, hustles to the glass doors and unlocks them. She steps outside and flashes a dazzling smile. In too cheery a voice for the early hour, she announces, “And we are now open. Come on in!”

I follow the waiting students past displays and tables laden with school apparel and other paraphernalia and into a huge area where bright lights shine over lines of white pressboard bookcases filled with expensive textbooks.

While the others hustle over the laminated flooring to the coffee stand near the cashier counter, I walk in the opposite direction, toward the tall front windows. A moment later, I enter a glittering aisle of shiny metal-wire racks stuffed with periodicals. Quickly, I march past shelves displaying all sorts of offerings—arts, sciences, gossip, politics—scanning the covers for one particular model.

Near the end of the thirty-foot length, I discover an empty holder with a backing that reads:

—Sorry, Violet Rose magazine is sold out⁠—

Disappointed, I wander back down the racks, glancing up and down at the magazines, hoping to find a copy that someone put in the wrong spot.

After reaching the astronomy periodicals at the entryway, I putter out a breath and return to the fashion section where I spend a minute staring at the amazing women on the covers.

Samantha Jacobs is on par with them?

I shake my head, scarcely giving the notion any credence.

The cover of Neo Splendor, an edgy futuristic-fashion magazine, draws my attention. Instead of a beautiful woman, there’s a feminine man under brazenly applied makeup. The title reads: The Coming REvolution of Beauty.

Curious about how others are trying to accomplish the goals of Christine Sinclair, I reach up and jiggle the first one from its holder, which is stuffed full of copies.

The opening layout has a pretty woman with a side buzz cut scraped into her long coppery hair. She’s wearing dark rouge under dark lines across her cheeks to match a pair of stylish VR goggles covering her eyes.

I shrug, not sure about the fashion statement, and flip to the pages that show the man on the cover.

The pictures are of stunning quality. In contrast to the simple layout that we used for my shoot in Paris—Francois’s living room—these have sci-fi backdrops varying from massive cityscapes to giant spaceships. Even with my small experience with photography, I know that a lot of money was spent to create the lighting to match the expensive backgrounds.

As I scan through the ten-page section, I focus past the noise and to the main subject.

Although the looks vary, the makeup always blares from the model in an orgy of colors. In the first image, the lipstick is thin but brighter than the brightest red and practically glowing. Thick bands—made from dark blue eyeshadow, deep red mascara, and black eyeliner—surround the model’s pale blue eyes, while the cheeks burst hot pink with rouge.

The next one is similar but done in blues and violets, while the one after plays heavy with greens and light yellows on black—a bit too on the sun-flowery side for me. The rest continue with different color palettes, yet stay along the same lines as if the makeup artist was trying too hard to make the male model sexy in a girly way.

Instead of underscoring the message, the wardrobe is ambiguous. The choices vary from a white halter top and bell-bottom slacks to a long sleeve blouse and mini-skirt to a fancy suit showing a wide band of midriff—always something formal paired with something sensual.

I frown, trying to decide if it’s a mixture of sexy with a bit of futuristic thrown in or futuristic with a bit of sexy thrown in.

For my session, Christine was adamant about making my appearance as natural and understated as possible—even though she feminized every last detail of my body to do so. Her motto was to let the people decide what they liked, using Samantha Jacobs as a lure to offer a different source of feminine beauty.

These images are the opposite of that philosophy. From the story Christine told about the sun and the wind, this layout is acting as a hurricane trying to blast the jacket off that poor man: find this person attractive or else.

Preferring Christine’s simplicity, I go back and scan through the captions about how the feminization of men is a natural next step in society.

As I reach the final paragraph, the manager, who I know from working here last year, steps up to me.

“Hi, Mr. Abrahamsson,” I say.

He rolls his eyes, saying, “Call me Pete, Sam.”

I look at the sign saying “Read the magazine after you buy it,” and add, “Sorry.”

While I try to squeeze the copy back into the packed holder, he says, “If it’ll sway you to buy it, keep reading.”

“No,” I say, “I don’t think this is for me.”

“That’s what I figured,” he says with a disappointed but understanding nod.

“That’s not what I meant,” I blurt.

“Yes, I know,” he replies, still bobbing his head.

“I’m sure he… or she… I mean, this person is very attractive to a lot of people.”

“Absolutely,” he says in a tone that means ‘absolutely’ in a politically correct manner.

“What I really mean…” Instead of finishing the losing battle to elaborate on the complexities of my position, I point to the empty Violet Rose holder. “Do you have any more of these?”

He shakes his head. “That’s a fairly new magazine and only a quarterly, so they have a smaller distribution—the run is tiny. I put in for more, but I wouldn’t hold my breath on it. It usually doesn’t sell so much, but…” He shrugs to finish the sentence.

“So, this was a popular issue?”

“There’s a really beautiful girl on the cover—who’s brand new to modeling. She’ll be the flavor of the fall until the winter issue comes out.”

“Just a flash in the pan?”

“Most are.” He scrunches his lips in thought. “But this girl might be different. She doesn’t have the wow factor that some of the other models have, but she’s got amazingly deep, pretty eyes. It’s alluring, so who knows?”

I wait for a moment, studying his expression to see if there’s any hint of recognition.

As his face remains blank to the truth, a sliver of me wants to announce, “That she is me!”

I suppress the urge and say, “Can you save a copy for me if you get any more?”

“Sure, Sam.”

“Thanks,” I say, meaning the word in more ways than one.

He glances back at the rack. “Are you positive I can’t interest you in a Neo Splendor?”

“It’s just not for me,” I reply, giving a weak shrug.

Again, he nods in understanding and says, “That’s what I figured.” A sigh leaves his lips. “I’ve got a couple more bundles in the storeroom. It’ll be a shame to have to rip off all the covers and return them as no sale. But, I guess to each their own.”

“Yeah,” I reply, thinking again of Christine’s story of the sun and the wind, and the world being bludgeoned to expand the notion of feminine beauty. “To each their own.”

“Hey look,” he says to change the subject, “if you ever get tired of working at the cafeteria, you should come back here. I could always use the help.”

I think of the measly dollar an hour I’m making above the minimum wage he’s offering and reply, “I can’t take the pay cut, and I get to eat for free there.”

Disappointment mars his face, and he says, undoubtedly visualizing his employment problems, “Well, let me know if you change your mind.”

“Sure thing.”

His eyes return to the Neo Splendor holder, and he says, “I should just pull these down now and put up something that might sell a few copies.”

Rather than returning to the subject and having to struggle again to explain my unique situation within the broader movement, I give my goodbye and beat a hasty retreat out the front doors.
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Since I’ve come back, neither Francois nor Christine have contacted me—staying true to my wishes about not being Samantha Jacobs. However, I wish they would have let me know about the photographs going into and on the cover of an international fashion magazine.

Perturbed I couldn’t get a copy of Violet Rose and more than a little anxious to discover what else they’re up to, I head to the school library to peruse the Internet. Even though I could use Navi’s desktop in the suite, I don’t want a record of my searches anywhere on the hard drive that someone of his talents could access—especially with his programs actively looking for more information on Samantha Jacobs.

It would be bad enough for anybody to discover who my alter ego is, but it would be far worse for someone I’m living with to do the same. There would be nowhere to hide—unless I wanted to sit in my bedroom for the rest of the semester.

As I hustle to the expansive, three-story structure where each floor is larger than the one it’s sitting on, I sneak glances at the passersby, paranoid that somebody will deduce my hidden identity. Nobody cares enough to spare me a glance, and I reach the library without issue. As I rush up a wide staircase and into a wider lobby filled with sculptures, I wonder how many people subscribe to the eMagazine like Nate.

The worry lasts for a moment before I dismiss it. If my suitemates didn’t arrive at the truth when staring at the magazine and me at the same time, how would somebody who doesn’t know me figure it out?

I take the elevator up to the second level and enter bright sunlight streaming through a bank of floor-to-ceiling windows. I march past towering bookcases to where the public access computers sit in a remote corner on two long rows of tables.

At this early hour, things aren’t busy, so I grab a seat near the far wall, away from the other students, and log in. To increase the rudimentary privacy afforded by the shallow partitions to each side, I push the keyboard forward and hunch close to the screen.

Although I want to check in on my other self, I need to build up my nerve, so I start with a small search for “Christine Sinclair.”

Entries for many people with the same name return, and I enter “Paris” to narrow the results. When nothing specific comes back on the pretty but intense girl, I purse my lips, a little surprised about the lack of her presence on the Internet. To filter more, I add “Samantha Jacobs” to the text.

This time, an empty page returns.

I rub my eyes.

It’s probably because I never signed the form to let her be my agent. And knowing her, she’s probably content to let Francois be the front person until the movement hits full stride.

I move to my next query and enter “Francois Toussaint” in the search box.

My results pop onto the display.

I click the first entry, and a picture of him standing with a model return. He’s got that scruffy, confident look I remember, and I smile at my memories of the shoot—at least the good part of it.

An unkempt guy in a hoodie takes the seat next to me and gives a nod to acknowledge my presence.

I give a shallow dip of my head as a response and angle my chair away from him for more privacy.

When he starts tapping on his keyboard, I lean forward and click on more of Francois’s results. Many photographs with beautiful models show up, including those he took in that first seminar where I had a panic attack. Most of the articles describe various techniques of photography that he likes to use and what he seeks when trying to get that extra edge with his subjects.

I skip the reading part and just check out his pictures. He looks mostly the same, toned and hot, with his hair tousled in a stylish way. I peer closer at a large image where he’s wearing tight pants.

A burst of heat spills into my lower half when I focus on the stretched fabric around his crotch, and the remembrance of him plowing inside me crashes into my consciousness.

As I fight the excitement and longing, cackles come from nearby. I twist to see Tonya Davis leaning against a bookcase past the opposite end of the table. She’s flirting with some guys who are well-dressed in preppy outfits.

A twinge of envy enters my thoughts, but it’s not about the guys getting her attention—it’s jealousy from the attention pretty girls get from guys.

I shove the silly notion aside and hunker down, readying for the real query. After a few clandestine glances, I realized the ridiculousness of my caution.

There isn’t anything online to connect one Sam Jacob to Samantha Jacobs.

Quickly, I clear the search bar and enter “Samantha Jacobs.”

To my relief and disappointment, only a few results return.

Wikipedia has a single paragraph and picture that says Samantha Jacobs is a model, who has appeared in Violet Rose.

The website for the magazine only has a couple of pictures in its free section with the bulk of the material behind a paywall. I consider asking Nate to use his password to get in but decide against the notion. Given the NDA, the less said between us about modeling, the better.

I wonder if the magazine knows the truth about Samantha Jacobs, but then I align my thoughts with Christine’s philosophy. What happened is probably along the lines of Christine bringing in the pictures and letting them make up their own minds about whether or not they were cover-worthy and making their own assumptions about the gender of the model.

This had to be a test case for her to see if Samantha Jacobs could be popular based solely on her looks and not anything else of a political nature.

And from the results, it obviously worked.

Further down the page, an Internet-only fluff magazine has an article about the new model appearing in Violet Rose and how Samantha Jacobs is a fresh face destined for greater things because she’s both beautiful and cute, strong and vulnerable, glamorous and down to earth—a real dichotomy of superlatives.

When I move to the next search page, the results trickle into comments from social media outlets.

Nervously, I click on the first one. It’s a chick rating site, and Samantha’s score is a 9.7 out of ten from a little over five hundred votes. Miffed not to have a perfect “10” rating, I head to the next entry. It’s a discussion about Samantha where the comments range from “Cute” and “She’s hot” to more lewd remarks.

Unsure of how I feel about my feminine half being sexualized, I go against my better judgment and check into a few more places. The commentary is more of the same, except for one where the people are discussing how to find out more about her.

Suddenly, my heart patters. Gasping for air, I close the browser and end my session. As I stagger to my feet and grab my belongings, the guy next to me sends a glance but says nothing.

After I leave the building, I plop onto a bench outside, and the cause of my consternation pops into my thoughts.

Christine’s movement to “Nudge the World” has started without me, and with all these people searching, it’s only a matter of time before someone figures out who Samantha Jacobs really is.
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Disparate emotions swirl through my head as I suck down the crisp air, struggling to gather my wits.

Never did I dream that things would go this far.

I pull my hand down my face, looking around at the passing people, again being paranoid about anyone recognizing me as Samantha Jacobs.

As usual, nobody does.

What am I afraid of?

The rational thought pulls me from my distress, and I take a deep breath.

Mr. Abrahamsson at the campus store saw the magazine and knows me well. He didn’t suspect a thing. Only Nate has any inkling, and only because he was in Paris when I did the modeling shoot and has a ridiculous obsession with models that led to his getting that stupid subscription to Violet Rose online.

Even if people on the Internet are searching for Samantha Jacobs, how would anyone realize who’s under the makeup?

And how would anybody find Christine when she’s not even on the Internet? Although I didn’t read to the end of her modeling ad, I remember it was short on contact details. No names were mentioned, and the mail went to a postal service address while the email I sent to answer the ad went to a generic email.

Christine’s home address only came from her response, and if I hadn’t gotten that, there was nothing to trace anything to her. And everyone else who knows anything about Samantha has an NDA.

I sit up straight. There isn’t anything to worry about.

Christine’s movement to “Nudge the World” only has a couple of sets of pictures. The Violet Rose spread is only a baby step. Without me, things are going to wither and die—another flash in the pan.

And nobody can force me to do anything, unless…

Of everyone, Christine has no NDA and could disclose the secret.

Before I can become too concerned, I realize that if it was to her benefit to announce that Samantha Jacobs is really one Sam Jacob, unassuming college student without a major, she would have already done so.

While I’m sure she has her entire scheme laid out—with no doubt a ton of preparation and groundwork—it won’t work with just a few infatuated people asking questions on social media sites.

I look around the waking campus.

People walk past, not even bothering to glance in my direction—like things always have been. Sam Jacob is just part of the background.

For some odd reason, the last thought annoys me.

A pretty girl with long golden brown hair walks past, and I turn to stare at her. She’s wearing an expensive jacket and cute white earmuffs to combat the chilly weather. I study her features, noticing how she applies her sparse makeup and wondering if the same style would look good on Samantha.

She smiles when a group of guys says “hi” and tags along as she walks toward the campus store.

As I wonder if Samantha would get so much attention from the opposite sex and if it would be fun to not be a member of the backdrop, a familiar voice says from behind me, “My friend, you are way hotter than her.”

I twist to see Nate, who sends a wide grin.

“No, I’m not,” I reply, shaking my head.

He steps close and gives me a fist bump.

When his eyes linger on my face, I ask, “What?”

He shakes his head, which I suspect is ridding his thoughts of some image of me dressed as Samantha.

“Do you want to hang out tonight?” he asks.

“Today’s Saturday. Don’t you have a date?” I say, knowing the answer based on his history of dating rejection.

“Nah, I had one lined up, but she had something come up.”

I nod in understanding. “Sorry, I got a graveyard shift at the admin building.”

“We haven’t had a chance to hang out in a long time.”

“We hung out at that party a week ago,” I say, not bothering to mention the girls he struck out trying to dance with.

“That’s not like we used to. We could play some video games at your place for a little while. It’ll be fun.”

I sigh. Even though I’m not truly close to anyone, Nate is my best friend. And people aren’t beating down the doors to hang around with me. Perhaps some company would help distract me from my other problems. “Okay, for an hour or two, but when I have to get ready, you have to leave.”

“Absolutely,” he says. Then he tilts his head. “Maybe you could dress as Samantha too. I mean, I’ve always wanted to play computer games with a super-hot girl.”

I glare until he holds up his hands. “I’m just joking.”

“Good.”

“Unless you want to?”

“No, that was a one-off thing,” I say, sure I won’t be dressing like that for Nate, but wondering if I mean that when I’m by myself.

“Okay, gotta run,” he says. “See you around nine?”

“Make it eight. I need to get dressed for my shift.”

As he turns to go, he says, “And you are way hotter than that girl.”

I shake my head. “Samantha Jacobs is.”

“What’s the difference?”

I look down at my frumpy outfit and point to my not-made-up face. “A lot.”

“You’re the same person underneath.”

A terrible notion hits me, and I say, fearing the worst, “You haven’t mentioned anything about this to anyone, have you?”

The levity in his face evaporates, and he says in a serious tone, “Of course not. You’re my friend and I gave you my word—so your secret’s safe with me.”

As he walks away, I thank the universe for minor miracles. I’ve got enough issues without dealing with something I did over the summer.
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Rain spatters down the windswept street, and eerie moans drift past, fouling the quiet of the night.

“Sam,” Nate calls, “you’re too far ahead—pull back.”

Before I react, a horde of zombies in tattered clothing spills around the corner, their white eyes glowing and their stringy arms reaching for me.

I heft my rifle, stepping backward, and cut loose with my machine gun.

The effort barely slows the encroaching monsters, and too soon, the magazine is empty.

“Shoot their heads,” Nate hollers.

“It’s not that easy,” I reply, reloading.

Nate, dressed in a black combat outfit, rushes around the corner, firing and shredding the necks and heads of the undead nearest to me.

“Thanks,” I say and get off another couple of rounds, struggling to aim at the jerking forehead of the nearest one, a bald man in a torn suit.

“Get back, and I’ll cover you,” Nate says, continuing the onslaught.

I attempt to retreat, but it’s too late. Hands reach out and grab my torso. Long razor-like nails shred my flesh, and crimson splatters everywhere.

The view jerks and tumbles as my body collapses to the pavement. With my last dying breath, I stare at dirty shoes and bare feet stepping into a puddle of my blood while raindrops fall past at an odd angle.

Then the screen goes blank.

In frustration, I toss down my game controller.

Nate pauses the action and grabs a bunch of chips from an open bag on the coffee table.

I roll my eyes as he munches away with loud crunches.

Between bites, he chuckles and says, “You can’t take these things so seriously.”

I exhale and push a wry smile onto my face. He’s right, and my ineptness for computer games aside, tonight’s been a fun time. Ted left early to be with his girlfriend, while my other two suitemates, Tom and Navi went to the movies, leaving me the suite for this guy’s night in.

At five till eight, Nate had arrived promptly with his usual heavy gait made extra loud by his work boots thudding down the hallway.

The only annoyance I had from the evening came right after he entered with a grocery bag full of junk food. He studied my attire of sweatshirt and shorts as if expecting something else—like Samantha Jacobs in a cute, hot outfit. On the good side, he recovered quickly and brought along a cool game.

“Don’t you want any?” Nate says, holding out a plastic-wrapped, chocolate pastry thing.

I send the offering a dubious look. It’s a far cry from my one cultured-dinner experience eating gourmet cuisine with Christine in Paris. A moment later, I frown, telling myself to suck it up and be polite. Nate was kind enough to bring a bag full of treats, and I should at least try some before he finishes everything.

After I take the package, I nibble at the sugary, processed food, glancing at the clock.

When Nate devours the last of his chips, he resets the level we’re playing, and we start again. I get killed quickly, but this time, I say before he can restart the game, “It’s getting late, and I’ve got to get ready.”

“So soon?”

“Yeah, sorry, I did say that we’d only play for an hour or two.”

With a sigh, he stands. “Do you want any of the snacks?” he asks, staring at the various foil packages of chips and plastic-wrapped cake-like fare scattered on the coffee table.

Even though my food’s not much better, the thought of eating overly salty or sugary items holds no appeal for me. “No, I gotta watch my weight. I’m a model after all,” I say, striking a pose.

He laughs, taking an extra-long stare at my legs.

To my surprise, the lustful attention isn’t as annoying as when he first arrived. I suppress a shiver from the thought that maybe I’ve gotten used to it.

Nate shifts his gaze to the coffee table and scoops everything back into the bag. As he heads to the doorway, he gives me a fist bump. “Later.”

“Thanks for coming by. It was fun.”

“Cool, let’s do this again soon.”

I nod, sure that given his dating history, all of his weekend nights will be available.

After the door shuts, I’m left in the empty suite in my casual outfit with my textbooks—in other words, a typical Saturday night for me.

I head into the kitchen and grab a packet of instant ramen and dump the contents into a bowl. After filling it with water, I put it into the microwave.

Setting my lips into a frown, I watch my dinner spin on the glass turntable. With the money I made from modeling, I had thought I’d left this frugal part of my Parisian experience behind. A minute later, I blow out a breath, annoyed at the self-pity. I’ve survived for a long time on this type of budget—and I can survive a lot longer.

Until what changes?

I don’t have an answer to that question.

When the microwave dings, I pull out my meal and sit at the kitchen table with the American history textbook. As I slurp away at the noodles and flip through the pages, trying to get some last-minute studying in, I rub an itch on my thigh.

With the heater blasting away to combat the coming winter, the air has become parched. I’ll have to put on some moisturizer to keep my skin from drying out.

I shiver from the memory of slathering expensive lotion on my freshly shaven legs when I was preparing for the modeling shoot.

The thin hairs running down my thighs feel wrong, and I shift my hand down to my calves, frowning at the sensations.

I should just shave my legs clean.

Before I can dismiss the silly notion, I rationalize that it’s late fall and winter’s right around the corner. I’ll be wearing long pants, and around the suite, I can switch from wearing shorts to wearing sweatpants.

Nobody will care about what’s underneath.

Without another thought, I march into the bathroom. The tub’s dirty, but I don’t have the time for a proper bath anyway. Quickly, I strip and grab a safety razor. There isn’t much hair, and I just want to get this done and not be late for work, so I only wet the blades before I start.

Five minutes pass as I scrape away, trying to remove every last follicle. When I’m finally finished, I rub a cheap moisturizer up and down my calves and thighs. Although tingles come from light burning sensations due to the lack of shaving cream, the wonderful feeling of my hands running over my smooth skin has me wondering why I didn’t do this sooner.

After I grab my clothing and march into my bedroom, I don’t get dressed right away. I open a locked suitcase and gaze at the modeling outfits Christine gave me from the shoot. Even though they look pristine under their plastic wrappings, I remember the wrinkles and stains from the fun times I had with Francois.

I shake my head. That was amazing, but what I’ve just done shaving my legs is only a minor concession to my feminine side—not anything life-changing.

What happened in Paris will stay in Paris.

I put away the suitcase and get dressed for work in my janitor’s uniform. After tossing on my heavy jacket and stepping into the hallway, I set my frame of mind back to being Sam Jacob.

I’m a student now and that’s what I’ll continue to be.
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My two weeks to choose a major rush past, and I find myself back in Professor Perkins’ office. This time, the confines feel more confining while the irritated taps of his pencil on the desktop sound much louder. Although he’s got a different rumpled shirt and jacket, the same frown of resignation graces his face.

“Have you decided?” he asks.

“Um…” I utter, searching for not just the right words, but the most contrite tone I can manage.

When his eyes harden, I say hopefully, “Not yet. I was thinking about deciding after the midterms.”

He sets the pencil down and says in an annoyed voice, “I thought we were clear about the two-week deadline.”

“Nothing’s inspired me yet,” I reply, ignoring my dips into my feminine side. “I figured I might see what I did best on in the midterms and choose then. What’s a few more days going to matter?”

He tosses his hands up. “Where is all this indecision coming from?”

When I don’t respond because I have no easy answer, he adds, “You’ve got work ethic in spades, but it’s like you can’t commit to something as simple as this.”

For a moment, the words and tenor sound too much like Christine Sinclair, and I frown.

In a softer tone, he says, “I mean, I’m not a psychologist, but I just want to understand.”

I think about all the wrong turns my mother made. Different jobs that all sounded like they would lead somewhere and different boyfriends who all sounded like the one. She’d take a dozen steps in a dozen directions, picking none.

Now my mindset is to make sure that the first step leads to another one and takes me down the right path. The one she could never find.

“Sam?”

“It’s just that nothing has really inspired me into making a life choice,” I blurt.

A sigh spills from his lips. “I’ll tell you a not-so-secret dirty secret. Most people don’t wind up doing their major for a career anyway.”

“My suitemate is in computer science, and he’s gotten a ton of job offers.”

“There are some,” he replies with a shrug. “But sometimes, people take longer to pick a career. Many switch jobs or have their careers picked for them. As much as I like you, I’m not sure another year or two is going to help you arrive at a decision. And you don’t want to be here as a fifth or even worse, sixth-or-seventh-year senior.”

I picture compounding interest and skyrocketing tuition ballooning up my student loan debt during that amount of time and shiver inwardly. The pile of money I’d need to earn spills past the edges of my imagination. I’d never be able to pay everything back.

“For now, I’m going to enroll you in General Studies with me as your adviser.”

When I tighten my lips instead of responding, he asks, “Is that okay?”

I shrug and answer, “I guess.”

“Look,” he says, “I’m on your side. We’ll come up with a few more things and decide on a thesis for you to write.”

“Thesis?”

“Yes, a thesis is a requirement for a General Studies degree.”

I sigh. Yet another uninspiring thing to spend time on.

“If you figure out something specific that you like, we can transfer you to that major later.”

“I know you’re doing your best for me, Professor Perkins and I appreciate that,” I reply truthfully. I don’t have any better ideas, and in a way, it’s a relief for the choice to be made for me.

But, I wonder if I could have made a better one.

“Great,” he says, standing.

I rise as well and say my goodbye.

After I take the staircase to the ground floor and step outside, I scowl at myself, sick of my indecisiveness.

For once, I want to do what I feel like doing against what I’m required to do out of responsibility—and maybe have a little fun too.

I set my teeth and detour from my path home and into a nearby department store, where I pick up a few items to help rid some of the monotony from my life.

After using the automated checkout to avoid questioning glances and stray questions, I head back to the suite, excited to put my newly purchased makeup supplies to use.
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I lean forward and peer at the petite makeup mirror. Then I toss the brush down in frustration. My face is so overflowing with redness that I look like a rosy-cheeked clown on his way to becoming a full-on demon. Hell, the blush is also lopsided to the left.

All the videos I saw and online guides I read said putting on makeup would be easy. I’m not even picking the colors—I’m just going with the palette that’s in the Violet Rose shoot. I even splurged the $1 a month for the subscription to the eMagazine, so I had a baseline to compare with.

I putter out a long breath.

Yvette blended everything so well and naturally that it’s hard to discern what colors were used and where.

This is so much harder than it appears.

With a roll of my eyes to salute Yvette’s amazing skills, I grab a makeup wipe and rub off my poor results, glad I picked up the cheapest kit at the store. Even though Christine gave me the cosmetics and brushes to recreate what Yvette did, I don’t want to waste the expensive stuff on trial and—mostly—error.

Time to start again.

I take deep breaths, struggling to calm myself. This is only something I started for a little fun and relaxation—like doing artwork, but using my face as the canvas.

After another shift in the cafeteria, I tell myself, “I need this.” Just as a diversion from my mundane life and my soon-to-be unemployment as a General Studies major—as soon as I can figure out what to write as a thesis.

Maybe Professor Perkins will pick that for me too.

I roll my eyes and try again. There are so many steps to get right—the guide I’m using has thirteen in all. I stare at the printed pages. The only one I did correctly the first time is #1: Put on moisturizer. The other ones of laying the foundation and concealer haven’t been too bad—my only issue was putting too much on during my first efforts. It’s just steps five and six, which involve adding more color back to the face, that are stymieing me.

Quickly, I redo the initial part and get to the blush again. The tutorial talks about highlights with colors, but I have no idea of which colors to pick and where to put them—not to mention the amounts. Staying simple, I dab some rouge on my cheeks. Then I swirl outward with slow motions, hoping to notice when to stop.

The carefulness doesn’t work, and I grind my teeth. When I glance at the chart, my annoyance flares, and I toss down the brush again. Even if I can do this correctly, the steps after—like doing around the eyes—require having real skill to pull off the techniques. Something I’m light years from being able to accomplish.

I’ll never get this right.

“Rome wasn’t built in a day,” a voice says from my imagination.

The words Francois said to me after the shoot calm my consternation. He was speaking of all the things I need to learn in order to become a professional model, but I see how applying makeup would work in the same way—taking baby steps to improve.

After a few deep breaths, I sit back and wipe off the stuff again.

Christine preached staying natural, and at this moment, I’m forcing my looks to be feminine as an overcompensation for my Sam Jacob past and what’s between my legs.

My features are supposed to be amazing for females, so I should be doing the opposite of what I’ve been doing. Small brushes and movements rather than the heavy-handed strokes that comprised my first attempts.

I study my Violet Rose picture on the cellphone and shake my head, realizing the problem. Although it’s great to see the pictures, it’s hindering my efforts now. I’m trying to duplicate what Yvette did. The makeup artist who was handpicked by Christine—and certainly one of the best in the business.

While a standard to aspire to, for me to think I can create a finished product like that—as a novice—is a fool’s folly.

Rome wasn’t built in a day after all.

I sigh.

Although being a girl is easier than building Rome, switching my appearance from male to female is still not a trivial task, especially for a first-timer doing it solo.

Things don’t need to be perfect now, and given the state of my social life, there’ll be plenty of time for me to practice during all the lonely days and nights I’m not working or studying.

For this session, just getting one thing right will be a small victory. After that, it’ll be one small improvement and then another and another to keep moving forward.

Prettying up the eyes is too advanced for my current skills, so I decide to work on my lips, which are as Christine said “full and sensual,” and I assume require the least amount of talent to complete.

I take one of the red lipsticks from the makeup kit and twist the bottom. Slowly, I swipe from the center to the corners of my lips, making sure not to push too hard and get any over my face. Then with the main parts covered, I grab the matching lip gloss and paint up to the edges with deliberate strokes.

The effort takes way too long and uses far too much mental energy, and when I finish it’s not ideal either—but it’s not bad.

One baby step at a time…

When I consciously avoid comparing what I see in the mirror with what’s in Violet Rose, I decided that my lips look perfectly acceptable—in fact, downright sensual. I pucker up, imagining I’m back in Paris, waiting for Francois’s first kiss. The one I was anticipating, but too shocked when it happened to really react to it.

What would I do now?

I picture myself not only meeting his lips but forcefully shoving myself onto him. I’d push him back onto the couch and straddle his crotch before yanking down his pants to reveal his beautiful cock. Then⁠—

The phone rings. Startled back to reality, I head over to the desk and grab it. The caller ID displays Nate Jenkins.

Happy it’s not a video call or anything, I answer. “Hey.”

“Hey Sam,” he says, sounding down.

“You okay?” I ask with concern.

His voice perks up. “Yeah, great as usual. I’m a little bored. You doing anything tonight?”

“No date again?”

“Couldn’t even get far enough to have one call to cancel,” he says in practically an extended sigh.

I tighten my lipstick-coated lips. “I’m busy right now. How about tomorrow night?”

“Yeah, that sounds great. I doubt I’ll be able to get anything going by then, either.”

I frown. That doesn’t sound like him at all.

“But enough of my problems,” he says, brightening. “Your alter ego has hit the big time.”

“What?” I ask, alarmed.

He chuckles. “You haven’t seen?”

“Seen what?”

“Oh man, what I saw is pretty cool.”

“What?” I repeat, letting annoyance enter my tone.

“It’s hard to explain, but what’s there is so weird it’s actually awesome.”

I glance at the clock. I might have some time to try some stuff around my eyes and get clean before I have to do my shift at the campus admin building—so I don’t have time for all of his gossipy games. “Are you going to tell me or not?”

He chuckles, ignoring my dour tone, and replies, “This is something you’ll have to find out for yourself.”

“So, you’re really not going to tell me what you’re talking about?”

“Nope.”

“Fine,” I say. Without waiting for an answer, I hang up and march back to the bed, fuming. I pull out a makeup pencil, intending to do a little practice around the eyes.

Although I’m tempted to do a search now, my phone is a rather limited device. I decide to wait until morning when I’m pretty sure I’ll find out that Nate’s making a big deal out of nothing.

At least I hope so…
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Although tired again from a long shift, I get up early to the damn blare of the alarm clock. After all the hinting Nate did, in his drawn-out gossipy way, I’m both curious and apprehensive to find out what’s going on with Samantha Jacobs.

Quickly, I ready for the day, minus doing anything feminine, and hustle to the library.

For some reason, the place is busy this morning and I’m forced to grab the only open station, which is in the middle of a table. I set myself down between a pimply faced freshman, who nods hello, and a chubby, bearded geeky type, who looks like he should have his own computer—but who am I to judge?

Ignoring both of them, I lean between the short partitions and enter my login and password. Although tempted to check in again on Christine Sinclair, I don’t bother because I’m certain there’s nothing new about her.

I think of the last time I saw her—when she bought me dinner at that expensive restaurant near the Seine. She looked so beautiful in the sunset.

Was she that bad?

Her scowl appears in my imagination, and I frown. For sure, that intense and hard to be around.

I made the right decision not to transition into Samantha Jacobs—current circumstances of my finances, social life, and General Studies major be damned.

The doubts don’t quite leave my mind, and I purse my lips, hating my wishy-washiness.

With a sigh, I type “Samantha Jacobs” into the search bar and hit “Enter.”

More results return than when I last checked—a lot more.

Somewhat perturbed, I look down the page for any trends. There are many more social media entries asking “Who is this girl?” and “Where can I find more information?”

On the second page, the top article speculates that, because there’s nothing available on Samantha Jacobs besides the pictures in Violet Rose, Francois must have used an AI generator to create such a perfect subject and digitally added a background.

A part of me wants to post in the comments that “Samantha Jacobs is me!”

I refrain, rolling my eyes. Not only because of the NDA but, momentary elation aside, is that really what I want to be known for?

Other blogs suggest the image was heavily touched-up or photoshopped by blending together the parts of many different models.

I ignore the weird Picasso-like menagerie that intrudes into my thoughts and continue to the next page.

Another blogger says that it’s odd Samantha Jacobs has no verified social media presence.

I frown. I have accounts for everything—it’s just that besides me not posting too much, nobody cares about Sam Jacob.

Near the bottom of the screen, one crazy conspiracy site speculates that Samantha Jacobs was an unknown model that Francois murdered—so such perfection could never be repeated.

Although flattering, I experience an irrational terror for Francois, hoping that this doesn’t go any further. But then I examine more of the website’s stories and see other theories about space aliens controlling the elections and that time travelers live among us.

“Ugh,” I say and hit the button to return to the search results.

It’s more of the same for several more pages.

I lean back and rub my hand over my face, trying to figure things out.

Because of the lack of information, Christine’s movement is spreading in many unintended directions. But then again, any PR is good PR, and the fact that interest in Samantha Jacobs is increasing must be making her happy.

I bite my lip. Even though this is going a lot further than I thought, nothing permanent can happen unless I get on board and show everyone what’s between my legs.

A nude photoshoot isn’t happening in my near or far future. I don’t even think I’d pose in any outfits skimpy enough for anybody to notice a bulge.

I shake my head at the idea. My name is Sam Jacob, and I’m not dressing in anything feminine again—at least not out in public. What I do in my alone time is my business only.

This will all peter out—eventually.

I cross my fingers at the last thought and search for Francois and Samantha Jacobs.

A different group of results pops up. At the top is Francois’s rebuttal to the accusations that Samantha Jacobs is an artificial creation. He’s even released the pictures from the second outfit I wore with different angles to make it appear like a different day. There’s also an image from when we shot in the giant studio under all that lighting. Even though I’m not as bad as I remember, I cringe at my nervous smile.

After perusing for another few minutes, I pause. Although Samantha Jacobs is becoming more well-known, even beyond my wildest nightmares, there isn’t anything that would trigger Nate to think that Samantha made the big time.

But, why would Nate be looking through articles for information on Samantha Jacobs when he already knows the truth?

On a hunch, I switch over to get only image results.

One site has Samantha Jacobs wallpaper for phone displays. I’m tempted to download one, but then a guy thought intrudes into my mind, and my stomach clenches.

In the search bar, I add the word “nude” after “Samantha Jacobs.” Then, more than a little afraid of what I might find, I hit “Enter.”

The display fills with pictures.

I rub my disbelieving eyes.

There are a bunch of fake nudes of Samantha Jacobs. A few are laughable, with Samantha’s face pasted over a mismatched body. On the other hand, several are quite convincing. While I’ve seen the deepfake algorithms used on other individuals—notably celebrities—I never imagined I’d be the subject of the technology.

I grind my teeth as a wave of annoyance sweeps over me. Big time might mean a lot of things for a lot of people, especially across the vastness of the Internet.

But I know Nate, and this is exactly what he meant. The disturbing image of him getting off to these pictures enters my thoughts. A worse thought piles on top: How many others are doing the same thing with Samantha?

Curious in a weird way, I click on the link and an image series of Samantha Jacobs in sexy poses comes back.

I expand the last one where Samantha is showing off all her naughty bits.

My eyes trace down the lines of the deepfake’s body. The skin tone is correct, and she’s thin with a curvy rear and a narrow waist. The limbs match my own in shape and form, which shouldn’t be too surprising since there’s enough exposed in the real pictures for the algorithms to make a very good to even perfect guess.

I imagine myself looking like that. The legs are long and toned. The breasts aren’t overly large, but they’re nice and perky—a flawless fit with her frame. Even the nipples look great—puffy circles of pink placed at the tip of the teardrop shape and somehow matching the color of my own.

If I followed Christine’s directives, I wonder if mine would get that way.

My gaze roams down to the crotch, and I let out a breath.

I’ve saved Christine’s email and gone over all the attachments. There’s one thing that isn’t going to change: What’s between my legs.

Mesmerized, I stare at Samantha’s waxy, smooth vagina.

If I became her, what would be the response to what I’ve got versus what the world believes Samantha Jacobs has?

I reach out and touch the prominent folds of her sex.

If I didn’t know better, I’d swear this image is authentic. And even though many fakes are labeled, none of these photos are branded as such. And with such an array of convincing shots, there are probably a lot of hopeful people convinced this is real.

Mixed emotions that I shouldn’t be having roll through me, and I groan, fighting the urge to bury my face in my hands. When I was having sex with Francois, I was basically clothed. This is getting intimate with the entire online world.

But, why should I care at all?

“She looks like she’d be fun to hang out with,” the pimply faced freshman says, leaning past the partition.

I yank my hand from the display, suddenly feeling dirty from touching a fake image of feminine me.

The chubby person on the other side shifts his seat to see. “She’s hot. I’d totally do her.”

I squirm uncomfortably, worried about what he’d do if he knew the truth, and say, “That’s a little crude.”

He holds up his hands. “You’re the one ogling her naked pictures.”

“This isn’t what it seems like,” I reply defensively.

“You guys are creeps,” a feminine voice says from behind me.

I turn to find Tonya giving me an irate glance.

“Um,” I say, flustered, realizing how if someone didn’t know it was me being faked in the picture that the whole scene would be super-creepy—but no words come. It’s hard to express that you were only looking at a fake picture of a female version of yourself that a bunch of other “true” pervs created.

As the onlookers to either side of me return to their work, pretending not to have been looking, a couple of her friends step near and one says, “Perv.”

“This isn’t what it seems,” I blurt again, desperate to say something that might make sense of the situation—besides the NDA-protected truth.

Tonya giggles and says to her friends, “Like he’d ever have a chance.”

As I fume, a dumb thought rises. I’ve pleasured myself, which would also be the private parts of Samantha Jacobs plenty of times.

And I can do it any time I want.

My breaths shorten, and I bury my head in my cupped hands, hating my stupid logic and trying to avoid a panic attack.

There are no sane explanations. Especially with that NDA.

Mercifully, Tonya and her friends march away, but only after she sends me a final dirty look.

As my heart races, I try to find a silver lining. There are probably circumstances where the irony of someone as popular as Tonya Davis protecting the famous model Samantha Jacobs from the nobody Sam Jacob would be hilarious—but this isn’t one of them.

A librarian glances at the scene, and I quickly log out, afraid of getting banned for looking at lewd pictures. Before she can come over, I grab my stuff and stagger to my feet. As I rush toward the staircase, my vision darkens as a full-blown panic attack threatens to engulf me.

Somehow, I stumble to the ground floor and reach the exit. Icy air hits my face as I step outside. A bit refreshed, I plop onto the closest bench and lower my head between my knees, fighting to stay upright.

Minutes pass as people march by, oblivious to my issues.

When I gather enough strength, I pull out my phone. I’m so annoyed by Nate’s coyness. He could have saved me all the trouble by just being straightforward for a change.

Even worse, part of me suspects—no, part of me knows—that he’s already downloaded the pictures and fantasized about them.

Not in the mood to have him imagining anything weird when I see him, I grit my teeth and text him that something came up and I can’t do the guys-night-in gamer night.

Then I set my phone on “Do not disturb” and shove it back into my pocket.

A long time passes—far more than usual—before my breathing returns to normal. For some reason, this panic attack feels different from the others I’ve had.

As my head clears, I realize why, and a flush of embarrassment seeps into my face.

My cock is throbbing.

The truth dawns on me: I’m thrilled at being the sexual desire of so many guys.


Eight
[image: ]


It’s late, I’ve got the night off from work, and I should be studying. The books are piled high on my desk, waiting for my attention.

However, my roommates are out, which means I’m alone in the suite, and that makes this playtime.

In their clear plastic coverings, Samantha’s modeling outfits are laid out on the mattress, where I sit on the edge in my sweats, staring at the makeup mirror on the nightstand.

I apply the last of my mascara, using the dim light of my desk lamp, and then I pucker up and put on a sexy red lipstick.

When I recheck my reflection, twisting and tilting my head to view myself from different angles, I give a smile, pleased with the results. While not at Yvette’s level like in the photo shoot, these aren’t awful either. In fact, I’ve done a pretty decent job—more than good enough for me to be recognizable as Samantha Jacobs. All the baby steps of watching makeup videos and practicing difficult techniques have finally paid off.

With my hair extensions already on, this is the furthest I’ve taken the transformation into my female form. Usually, I’ve done this during the afternoon when everyone’s out at classes, but now that it’s nighttime, everything has far naughtier connotations.

Time to take this to the next level.

Blood rushes into my lower half as I strip and pull on my panties. The silky material feels so right moving up the smooth skin of my legs, and I shudder when the thin backing nestles into the crack of my ass.

I put the bra on in reverse, pulling the straps over my chest until the ends connect. Then I finish by twisting the whole contraption around, negotiating my arms through the shoulder straps, and wrestling the padded A-cups into the correct position, so they lift and squeeze my flat pecs together. The newly formed cleavage—shallow but sexy—makes the discomforting tightness around my chest more than worth the effort.

After I roll up the black pair of stockings that Christine gave me, I open my armoire and stand in front of its full-length mirror.

The yellowish lighting adds to the sultry atmosphere, and I run my fingers through the wavy locks of my hair extensions and flip the strands over my shoulder. I’m not only happy with what they add to my appearance, I’m happier to have reached the point where I can clip them on in ten minutes and have them look this realistic.

I shift my hips, lowering my gaze.

Although I’m not in great shape, I’m thin enough to be toned, and the skimpy outfit does an amazing job of accentuating what curves I have.

I turn from the mirror and twist my head. As I check out my backside, I let my hands roam down past my waist and over my ass, delighting in the touch caressing my bare skin.

As a nice surprise, I see that my rear is rounded—something I’ve never noticed before. I give a cheek a light slap and find myself delighted there’s enough padding for it to jiggle.

Even better, I’ve got a decent thigh gap under my crotch because of my slim form—which adds to the overall femininity of the view.

My legs don’t disappoint either. For a guy, they’re long and, with this get-up, look super appealing—in fact, better than the AI guesswork in those deepfake pictures.

This is the angle I caught Francois checking out when I was doing the wardrobe change in his kitchen.

A warmth rushes through me as I imagine what he was thinking as he watched me dress. Certainly, he was more than pleased, especially given what happened afterward.

From the backside, I’m way beyond Tonya and her friends. The confidence surprises me; Sam Jacob would never think that way about anyone or anything.

But it’s the truth. How many Samantha Jacobs admirers would love to see what’s in the mirror now?

I turn back around and take a preening pose, appreciating that my hair and face easily pass inspection. I trace my fingers over the outline of the bra, dipping into the shallow canal of my cleavage. Even though I’m not well endowed, the total package works.

At least above the waist.

The head of my erection pokes above the triangle of my panties, glistening with pre-cum. I lower my hand and circle my fingertips over the silky material, rubbing my hard shaft and enjoying the sensations.

After a moment, a sigh leaves my lips.

I’m not just some simple girl—many guys would freak out over what’s down there.

My shoulders slouch as my thoughts wander to Christine’s movement.

Samantha might blow away Tonya and her friends and anybody else walking around campus, but is that still enough to transcend the world’s preconceived notions of feminine beauty?

No matter how awesome I look clothed, I’d always be fearful of revealing the truth to anyone.

Another longer sigh spills from my lips.

The door to the suite slams, and with a start, I glance to my bedroom door to double-check that it’s locked.

Thankfully, it is, and I blow out a breath of relief.

While footsteps march into the bathroom, another pair of feet clack toward me.

As my heart thumps against my ribs, a soft knock comes on the door.

“Sam, you in there?” Navi says.

“Yeah,” I say, forcing a masculine voice out. “I thought you were at the movies.”

“It was lame, so we blew out. Tom and I got a pizza if you want any.”

Although tempted, I overrule my hunger. “Thanks,” I reply, “I’m in bed already. I’ve got an early shift in the morning.”

“Okay, we’ll save the leftovers in the fridge and try to keep the noise down.”

He steps back toward the common area, and a minute later, the toilet flushes, and Tom’s footsteps march to join him.

As they chat quietly, no doubt munching on pizza, a strange idea crosses my mind: What would happen if I put on one of the modeling outfits as well as the cute black booties and walked outside?

Samantha Jacobs wandering into the suite would give them a hell of a shock—especially coming from my bedroom.

I stride to the bed and caress the sexy blouse and skirt that I wore when I did it with Francois.

Being that my suitemates are guys, I hadn’t thought of any of them in a sexual way before. But now dressed like this…

My hands cup my breasts as I imagine meeting them as Samantha.

Of course, their initial reaction would be to drop their jaws, but then what? Would there be laughter? A chorus of oohs and aahs laced with desire?

I know my suitemates well enough to understand they wouldn’t be swayed by the model on the cover of Neo Splendor, but what about Samantha Jacobs?

They did say she was attractive.

The tantalizing idea evaporates a moment later, and I frown as doubt wipes out the fantasy. The truth would be hard to swallow, and they might get weird and not in a good way.

Ted always turns the channel anytime there’s any male-to-male interaction. He pretends that nothing’s behind it, and we pretend to believe him. Moreover, both Tom and Navi have never expressed anything other than attraction for cis women.

The Samantha Jacobs these people are in love with is someone that is only as real as those deepfake photos.

I let out a long exhale and pinch my nose, smearing my makeup.

Then instead of dressing and going outside, I grab a box of wipes and start rubbing them over my cheeks.

The world isn’t ready for the truth.
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Isit in the stadium seating of the lecture hall under bright overhead lights. On a small desktop, folded out from the armrest, lies a ten-page test that’s littered with my scribbles.

This is the last of my midterms, and I’ve barely survived—if that.

It’s hard enough studying with two jobs, but the time I’ve spent working on my feminine side hasn’t helped either. Combined with the lack of sleep…

I stifle a yawn, imagining myself dressed in sexy lingerie.

“Ten minutes left,” the proctor, a stern-looking woman with short gray hair, announces.

Time to suck it up.

I clench my jaw and bear down. This is the American Revolution and the one subject I’ve read through the entire textbook.

The last three questions pass quickly, with me putting down competent enough answers. Not great, but good enough to get a decent grade.

As I reread my final response, rubbing at my forehead, she calls, “Writing instruments down.”

With relief, I let go of my pencil. Light taps come as the thirty other students comply as well. Then papers rustle and shoes squeak on the tiled floor as everyone brings up their tests and dumps them on the table at the front of the room.

I’m the last one, and the proctor gives me a kind smile as she puts the stack of papers into a box and walks off.

After wandering back to my seat, I take a deep breath and watch the other students pair off or gather in groups and leave. Even though the results of the midterms won’t be coming back till next week, I’m pretty sure that I’ve done okay. Probably all B’s by the skin of my teeth.

However, there’s nothing that stands out for me to change my General Studies major. Maybe it was good that Professor Perkins made my decision for me.

But I hate that he made my decision for me.

Slowly, I pack up my stuff, planning my afternoon. If my suitemates are still out, I can do a little more makeup practice and even fool around with my hair extensions too.

I pause and sigh. If I applied myself to these subjects as I do exploring my femininity, then I’d already have a major picked and be well on my way to a fruitful career.
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When I get outside, I breathe in the crisp fall air and take in the view of the colorful foliage, happy to have no more academic responsibilities for the day.

I roll my eyes; I still have my two jobs and a shift scheduled for tonight.

Across the way, I spy Nate sitting on a bench in a baggy coat with a slouched posture, looking chubbier than ever. A couple of weeks have passed since I spoke with him on the phone because I was annoyed with his coyness about those deepfake pictures of Samantha.

However, with midterms over, the pressure is off and my irritation has faded. As I head over, I notice he’s lost in thought with his eyes unfocused and staring off into the distance.

I frown. Nate’s usually pretty happy, so I’m hoping there’s nothing wrong.

“Hey, Nate,” I say, stepping up to him.

He twists to me, surprised. “Oh, hi, Sam,” he replies in a quiet voice. “Long time, no speak.”

“Is everything okay?” I ask, concerned. “Did you pass all of your midterms?”

He takes a deep breath. “Yeah, no worries with classes.”

“You look down.”

“I’m sick of just being another person. A nobody.”

Although he doesn’t say it, my guess is that this dour attitude stems from another failed date or rejection. “If this is about girls, I’m positive the dating scene will work out and soon.”

“I don’t even want to ask anybody out.”

For sure, another failure—or given his history, many failures.

I suck down a breath, uncomfortable with watching my friend’s confidence crumbling and feeling guilty for not getting together with him for the past two weeks.

To change the subject, I say, “I found that big-time thing you were hinting about.”

He straightens, and his lips brighten into a smile.

While maintaining a cheery exterior, I’m inwardly off-put by his reaction—which is probably a symptom of him imagining me as Samantha Jacobs.

“So, did you see what I meant?” he asks.

I fight off the humiliating memory of being in the library and answer, “They looked pretty convincing—for fakes.”

He laughs. “Well, you do look amazing in those original shots, so I’m sure guys want to see what’s underneath. Hell, they probably even jack off to those pictures.”

My eyes narrow, and I ask, “Did you?”

After a hesitation, which tells me the truth, he says, “No. I mean, I thought about it, don’t get me wrong, but I could imagine other guys doing it.”

“Isn’t that just a little weird, considering you know they’re fake?”

“What can I say?” he says with a shrug. “You look better than hot.”

I tighten my lips. Samantha looks better than hot, but I don’t bother correcting him.

“Of course, if you wanted to hang out with me as Samantha, I wouldn’t mind hanging with the hottest girl on campus…”

Even though he’s joking on the outside, his eyes are filled with the hope and desperation he’s no doubt feeling on the inside.

Despite having a deep desire to tell him off, I stop myself from answering. By saying “yes” to the request, I could make his whole social dating life. But do I want to dress up like that in front of my closest friend? Am I even ready to have a guy aside from Francois see me like that?

As his gaze lingers, I shove aside my pity for his dating plight and reply, “Sorry, that’s just not something I’m going to do.

“I was just kidding,” he says, holding up his hands.

“I know,” I say, pretending to agree. “How about another gaming night soon?” I ask as a compromise. “To celebrate midterms being over?”

“That would be fun,” he says, “but I think I’d rather be alone tonight.”

Even though we chit-chat for a few more minutes—enough for me to get the heavy cloud draped over him to lighten up—I walk away, worried for my friend, and more worried that I want to spend the evening dressed as Samantha Jacobs.
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Although it’s dinnertime and the instant noodles sitting on my desk in front of me are getting cold, I stare at my smartphone, waiting for the page to finish downloading.

Picture-heavy requests are slow and clunky on the cheap device, and maneuvering between the browser tabs is more than a little inconvenient. However, I’m using it because there’s a level of privacy I can’t get on Navi’s desktop or public computers—especially given my last disaster at the library. I could always use “research” as an excuse, but I’d prefer not to lie about my secret queries.

The page finally renders, and pictures of famous trans women fill the small screen.

On top is Scarlett Murphy, a redhead who is slim and has leafy green tattoos over her shoulders and down her left arm. I tap on her pretty face for more information and wait again.

When her bio renders on the display, I see she’s in porn. I scroll through lots of naked pictures with her proudly displaying her fake breasts and what’s between her legs.

My prudish side surfaces; I’m not sure I could ever show that much.

Scarlett is the ninth transgender celebrity I’ve looked up to see how they’re treated on the Internet.

Although all are attractive, it begs the question: Are these people famous because they are trans?

And even though the ones in porn are pretty, how much of their popularity is based on the whole “she-male” notion?

The next one I check out is super cute and dressed in an adorable schoolgirl outfit. She’s described as a “Trap”—a boy so feminine he looks like a girl and is often more attractive than other girls.

I sigh, appreciating this as the crux of Christine’s plan, which is so simple it’s elegant.

Her more realistic definition is a transgender male-to-female who gets somebody to fall so hard for her that when this person learns the truth, they are in so deep that they don’t mind what’s dangling from her crotch and are in effect: trapped.

Cristine plans to “Trap” a whole bunch of people from around the world into falling for someone—so pretty and girly—that when they realize the truth, they won’t care either. And if she traps enough people, she’ll accomplish her goal of broadening the definition of feminine beauty.

If this someone’s notoriety started off as trans, then many supposedly open-minded people would view her as a curiosity, but how many would switch their worldview?

That’s why it took so long for Christine to find the right individual. She needed a male that could make it solely based on female looks—not because he was a male that looks good as a female.

What was it Christine said? To be so feminine that, even after seeing the person naked, people still wouldn’t believe the truth?

This is why I’m positive that Christine hasn’t offered anything about Samantha Jacobs being male or female to anyone outside of her NDA circle. People are going to make their own assumptions about Samantha Jacobs—which will make it just that much harder to deny their attraction when the big reveal comes.

Christine just needs to get to an unstoppable critical mass, and that’s why this has to run its course for a while longer. How much, I have no idea, even though I’m sure Christine does. However, I’m equally sure she won’t get there unless I commit to the endeavor.

I shake my head. By laying out the endgame, I can see how daunting a task this actually is. Even though I’ve gone further with the makeup and dressing as the days have worn on, and a large part of me wants to be Samantha Jacobs in more than just passing doses in my locked bedroom, the whole idea of stepping in front of the world as part of this plan is still a bridge or ten too far.

Because what will people do when they find out?

Will they change what they see as beauty? Will people be more interested? Will they hate me, love me, or just accept me for who I am?

From the remarks I’ve read under trans posts in social media, probably a little of everything.

There are a lot of positive ones, at least from those who are already into transgender females, but some of the other comments are downright unnerving.

Stuff like: “If she’s got a dick, she’s a guy, and it’s gay,” or “Trans people are people who can’t make up their minds.”

Even some celebrities and comedians have weighed in with negative opinions. I roll my eyes. Being the butt of jokes or the target of some famous person would truly be making the big time.

And this isn’t even mentioning all the political controversies—especially for someone like me, who avoids politics and controversies in general.

The one thing I’m certain of is that, for Christine’s plan to work, Samantha Jacobs will have to be a lightning rod at the end.

“Nudge the World” is a clever euphemism for going viral and creating a firestorm of attention that would be more than anything I could imagine—times a hundred or a million.

While some of me, too big a part, enjoys being Samantha Jacobs in looks, dress, and certain naughty desires, the bigger part of me doesn’t want to get involved in the movement.

My heart pounds and my shoulders sag as I consider the enormous pressure that would come from all sides and think about the panic attacks I’ve gotten for so much less.

While it’s calmer to believe in “to each their own,” those types of high-minded ideals go right out the window when it’s so personal: Samantha is going to be the focal point of everything—both good and bad.

I pull in a calming breath. This is something that Christine has probably planned for. While she’s intense and has certain off-putting traits, she’s always been honest with me and kept her promises.

But so many things could go wrong too.

I sigh—more indecisive than ever.

Baby steps…

I glance at the dresser, tempted to get dressed as Samantha, as I was the other night, and step into the common area.

My suitemates are good guys, and they’d be a great litmus test for me to check out the movement.

Frowning, I dismiss the notion. I’m not ready to change my relationships with my suitemates.

That and breaking my NDA.

If I’m going to do this at any level past a college fancy, I’ll have to do it Christine’s way.

But, there’s one person who already knows the truth and could use a boost of confidence.

As I mull the strange thought, a rapping comes from the door and Navi pokes his head into the room.

“Hey Sam,” he says, “doing anything for Thanksgiving?”

Quickly, I set my smartphone display-side down on the desk and shake my head.

“Why don’t you come to my home and hang out with my family?”

“Sorry, I need to study,” I say, making up an excuse.

“Bring your homework with you. I promise you’ll have a great time.”

“Really, I can’t.”

He gives a long glance, and I raise my fingertip to my small scar, worried that his AI search programs may have discovered something.

I give an inward sigh when he breaks eye contact and says, “Come on, you’re just going to be sitting here alone.”

“Sorry, I’d like to,” I reply, searching for something else to make up. “It’s just that I’m super busy with work. You know me, always scrounging for money.”

“You’ll be missing out on some great food.”

“I already brought a turkey dinner.”

He chuckles, no doubt with disdain, then says, “Okay, let me know if you change your mind.”

As he walks away, I quickly stand and shut the door. Then I grab my cellphone and hit the speed dial.

Nate answers after a few rings.

“Do you want to see me in my modeling outfit?” I ask.

“Huh?” he replies.

I take a deep breath. “Do you want to meet Samantha Jacobs?”

“Sure! Now?”

Even though we’re on the phone, I shake my head. “This coming Wednesday night.”

“The day before Thanksgiving?”

“Yes, that day.”

“It’s already Monday,” he replies, uncertain, “and my flight is for Wednesday afternoon.”

“The holidays are when I have the suite to myself.”

“But I’ve got a ticket to get home, and my parents are picking me up at the airport. They have something planned.”

“I’m not doing this when there’s anyone around.”

“Can’t we do it earlier?”

“If you want to hang out with me dressed—” I pause, frowning. “If you want to hang out with Samantha Jacobs, then you’ll reschedule your flight and figure out an excuse to change your parent’s plans.”

When he hesitates, I wonder what Christine would do. The answer hits me, and I calmly state, “This is your one chance to meet an international cover model. I’m not offering to do this again.”

After a moment, he says, “Okay, I’ll do it. Not many people travel on Thanksgiving, so there should be open flights.”

“Good, then I’ll see you Wednesday night.”

“What time?”

“I’ll let you know.”

After he hangs up, a ball of apprehension balloons in my stomach.
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After I beg off from another holiday invitation from Navi, he along with my other two suitemates leave Tuesday evening and Wednesday morning as soon as their classes finish.

When my American History lesson ends at one, I don’t want Nate thinking of me as Sam Jacob, so I send him a text specifically stating not to call and to only contact me if there’s an emergency. Then, since I want my preparation to be as perfect as possible, I add that he should only come over after I message that I’m ready, which should be somewhere between eight and nine tonight.

He immediately replies with an affirmative that ends with a series of thumbs-up emojis.

Glad he’s excited, I make a brief trip to an upscale market for some necessities I need for the get-together—grateful that the overtime I’ve put in has allowed me to splurge a bit. An hour later, I return to the suite, put away my shopping goodies, and start cleaning. The common area isn’t too bad—just some straightening and wiping down the table and countertops. In the bathroom, I quickly do the toilet and sink, then I spend a fair amount of time scrubbing the bathtub up to a sparkling state.

Around three-thirty, I finish and wait. Even though the odds of any of my suitemates coming back are slim to none, I want to make sure that no embarrassing moments occur—like if they walked in on me dressed in panties or wearing partial makeup or with only half of my hair extensions attached.

Two hours later, the clock hits 5:30 p.m. without anybody barging through the door. I’ve had enough of studying and watching TV, so I get started with the real preparation.

To ensure no stray eyeballs peer into my doings, I lower the blinds in the common area and close the curtains to my bedroom. With nothing further to set up, I begin the routine I performed before modeling in Paris—a task that I’m hoping to accomplish half as well as Christine and Yvette.

I head into the bathroom with a bag from the store. After turning on the faucet for the now shiny tub, I grab a liquid bubble bath and dump the contents into the rising water. It was the most expensive bottle that they had, but not of the same quality as the fancy bath bomb Christine used at Francois’ home.

As the seconds pass, a nice strawberry scent fills the air.

When the foam reaches the rim, I turn off the faucet and grab a razor and shaving gel. Then I sit in the tub and let the heat and suds soften my skin.

After a few minutes, I start by scraping away the hair from the back of my hand before shifting to my forearms and armpits—copying what I did before. When everything above my waist is done, I move down to my toes and work my way up my legs. Since I’ve been practicing, there’s not much there, but this is something I’m not doing halfway.

I frown. The last sentence sounded too much like Christine.

A moment passes before I remind myself that what I’m doing now is only for this single evening.

To get a better view of my privates, I pull the plug. After the tub empties, I start with my crotch and work underneath and up between the cheeks of my ass.

Naughty ideas intrude into my thoughts as I run the razer around my opening, and blood rushes into my loins.

I fight the urge to take care of my excitement while I shave the area a second time to ensure that I remove every last follicle of masculinity.

When I’m satisfied my body is as smooth as possible, I stand and pull the shower curtain closed and rinse off. After I’m clean, I turn the temperature to cold and spend a few minutes shivering to cool down my now-rampant sexual desires.

With the erection—which would be sure to ruin Samantha’s appearance—gone, I step from the tub and dry off.

My phone plays a familiar chime.

Annoyed, I toss aside the towel and open the text app. The new message is from Nate and reads:

Hey, just double-checking that we’re still on for tonight.




I roll my eyes. This is the third “just checking” message he’s sent since I finished cleaning the suite. Instead of sending an obnoxious reply, I put the phone down, deciding to wait until I’m in a better mood before answering.

After a deep breath, I grab a bottle of vanilla and strawberry moisturizer from the bag. Like the bubble bath, this was the best the store had to offer, but not at the level of a Christine Sinclair brand.

I fight another rush of desire while I rub the lotion over my silky, smooth legs. Part of me wants to give in and get off, but I don’t want to be too relaxed—having an unfulfilled, sexier edge would set a better tone for the evening.

To quell the issue, I do the most unsexy thing I can think of next and shave the peach fuzz from my face. As I finish the second pass—moving the razor in a different direction from the first time—the phone chimes again. I splash water on my face and towel off before I pick the damn thing up.

Nate’s new message says:

Since I didn’t hear back, I’m assuming everything is okay, so I’m at the store. Is there anything you’d like me to bring tonight?




I count to ten and then to twenty, for good measure. After pushing my lips into a sweet smile, I swipe back:

Everything’s fine from my end. You don’t have to show up with anything. I think I should be done by nine at the latest, but just to be sure, don’t come before I tell you I’m ready.




Besides his pestering, the worst thing that could happen would be for him to show up too early and see a half-done version of Samantha.

He answers with another set of thumbs-up emojis, and I move ahead, annoyed by the clingy attention.

I trim my eyebrows before heading to the bedroom. After all my secret glamor sessions, the hair extensions go on with ease. Then I grab my makeup kit and, with practiced motions, run through all the wonderful steps of beautifying my face, preferring the less-is-more philosophy.

After I apply the last dab of mascara, I head back to the bright lights of the bathroom and stare at the finished product in the mirror.

While I can’t do makeup like Yvette or even Christine, I know that my clandestine activities have paid off. I’ve done a better-than-decent job.

My eyes drift down to my thin body.

Time to do something about that.

I head back into the bedroom and pull out my modeling outfits.

For tonight, I select the second and sexier set that I wore and grab the matching pink panties and bra.

I slide the tiny thong up my legs until the string rides up the crack of my ass and the silky triangle rests snugly over my penis. I ignore the sensual feeling coming from my balls leaking past the edge of the material and pick up the bra. Like always, I put it on by having the cups against my back and pushing the tight straps together over my chest. After I succeed in hooking the clasps, I twist it around and pull it up. The padded A-cups squeeze and lift my flat pecs. The added femininity of the cleavage boosts my psyche—making the discomfort well worth it.

After I pull up my black floral stockings, I imagine myself dressed similarly when I did the wardrobe change in front of Francois. A wave of lust arises when I think of his gaze lingering on my rear.

Another text rolls in from Nate, and my good mood vanishes.

I couldn’t resist and bought a few desserts and munchies.




My eyes roll up to the ceiling. Nate’s problem with picking up college girls stems from exactly this love of all things unhealthy in a diet. I think further on the issue and snort: A gym membership wouldn’t hurt either.

Now irritated, I put on the sexy blouse with the low neckline and step into the short skirt. After zipping up the cute black booties, I twirl in front of the dresser mirror.

Almost ready…

Using a decent perfume I picked up from the convenience store down the block, I dab behind my earlobes and around my neck. Then I head to the refrigerator and pull out a cheese plate with bread—the closest thing I could find to the impromptu snack that Francois created in Paris after the modeling session.

With the major tasks done, I sit on my bed and apply beige nail polish.

After I blow the smelly liquid dry, I double-check my appearance in the full-length mirror, impressed.

It’s a good thing Christine and Yvette did such a good job picking out the colors to go with the outfit. My work has all gone into recreating Samantha Jacobs from the fashion shoot—not having to choose and match new clothing and makeup.

The last necessity I tuck down my cleavage, and there it will stay until I see how things go later with Nate.

With my outer transformation complete, I open a bottle of Cabernet, the best I could afford from the supermarket, and pour myself a glass. Then I sit on the couch, sipping the not-too-bad wine.

I take advantage of the unnatural quiet of the holiday-emptied building and close my eyes, settling into a feminine frame of mind.

My phone chimes again, and I resist the urge to smash it; with Nate’s constant badgering, I’ll never get in the right mood to be Samantha Jacobs.

The new text reads:

Just want to say that I’m ready to go, so just shoot me a text when you’re ready.




Ugh—he’s everything Francois is not.

I take deep, calming breaths. Nate has his good points too. He’s loyal and nice in that touchy-feely way. And he’s kept my secret without asking for anything.

Another text rolls in, and I groan from exasperation.

When I read it, nervous flutters play in my stomach.

BTW, I’m in the lobby.




I take a final glance around the suite and run to the bathroom, where I do a quick check of my wardrobe and makeup.

This is as ready as I’ll ever be.

Adrenaline spills into my bloodstream, and my breaths shorten.

Before I can change my mind, I text back:

Come on up.
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This is really happening.

As Nate’s footsteps thud down the hallway, my insecurities rise. I’m a guy dressed up as a woman, meeting someone who’s a friend of my male half.

Moreover—outside of the tiny group in Paris—he’ll be the first one to see Samantha Jacobs in person. Even though I passed the test with Pierre, the creepy guy who was helping Francois with the lighting, he wasn’t part of the movement and didn’t know the truth.

Nate does.

What if he doesn’t think I look good? Or better yet, what if he gets weirded out by the whole concept because he knows what’s hiding underneath my panties?

I shake my head and steady myself. This is something he’s been hinting at for a while—basically since he showed me the Violet Rose pictures. Besides, he altered his holiday schedule to make this happen.

He’s probably more nervous than I am.

The thought boosts my confidence. From my point of view, I’m a guy dressing as a girl, but from his point of view, he’s going to be hanging out with a hot model.

In a certain way, I find the idea charming: I’m his fantasy girl.

A heavy rap comes from the door.

I drain the wineglass and pull in a deep breath. Daintily, I walk to the entryway, putting myself into character—at least as much as I’m able to. Even though it’s unnecessary, I check through the peephole to make sure this isn’t some sort of surprise visitation.

Nate stands in the hallway, his hair combed neat and wearing a collared shirt under his winter jacket.

I roll my shoulders back, trying to project confidence into my posture, then I pull off the chain and pull the door open.

He stays mute as his eyes widen.

My heart patters, and I wonder if I’ve forgotten something or screwed up my makeup.

“Wow,” he says finally, “you look amazing. Better even than anyone I’ve ever seen—including in those nightclubs in Paris.”

The tone is earnest, and I return a smile. “Thanks,” I say, trying not to sound too masculine. “Don’t stand out there all day.”

From next to the door, he pulls up a shopping bag and tilts the top to give me a view. “I bought some munchies.”

I sigh. It’s filled with chips and, of course, pastries—the usual fare he brings over to our gaming nights. “Come on in,” I say, stepping to the side. Even though the building’s supposed to be empty, I don’t feel like dealing with the slim chance of a stray walking past.

As soon as he steps inside, I shut the door and say, “Remember, not a word of this to anyone.”

He nods.

“Say it.”

“I promise, not a word of this to anyone.”

As I push the chain back into place, he walks over and dumps the contents of the bag on the coffee table around my cheese and bread platter. “Help yourself,” he says, ripping open a packet of chips while shucking off his ski jacket.

I frown, perturbed by the direction of the evening—this isn’t supposed to be the usual guy’s night in. I grab his jacket and put it on a coat hook by the entryway. Then I ask, “Do you want some wine?”

With his mouth full of chips and chomping away, he sends a thumbs up.

I get another glass from the kitchen and fill it with the Cabernet after I sit next to him.

While he takes a giant bite of some chocolate pastry, I nibble at a slice of bread covered with soft cheese.

Between mouthfuls, he says, “I didn’t figure you’d actually do this.”

“You’re a friend. And besides, I figured you could use a hot date.”

He chuckles and then swallows his food before saying, “Everyone could use a date with a super-hot girl.”

I nod and wait for him to take the lead, taking dainty bites of my snack.

An uncomfortable minute passes while he munches next to me, oblivious.

Impatient, I ask, “So what do you want to do?”

His lips widen into a grin as he reaches into the bottom of the bag and pulls out the zombie computer game.

While he goes to start up the machine, I scrunch my lips into a tight frown. My getup took a lot of effort, and I’m not keen on the idea of spending the time playing video games like one of the guys.

When Nate returns and hands me a controller, I force out a sweet smile. “Thanks.”

He doesn’t notice my annoyance and plops down next to me.

Then he starts the game, and I decide to go along with his idea of a “date.”
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“Oh, no,” Nate yells as his avatar gets ripped to shreds. As the screen darkens the rainy, windswept view, he moves to restart the scene.

I blow out a breath of disdain.

“What?” he asks.

“That’s three times in a row you’ve died first. I’m a little surprised you’re so off your game.”

He chuckles, staring at my face as if disbelieving his good fortune of being with a hot girl. “Well, it’s the company. Trying to play next to a supermodel is really hard.”

Now comfortable as Samantha for the evening, I laugh and shift my legs, enjoying the lingering glance he gives my bare thighs. Between sessions, I’ve even found excuses to lean forward in front of him, getting a kick out of his eyes wandering to check out my cleavage.

“Ready to go again?” he asks.

“Do we have to keep doing this?”

“Of course. Playing computer games with a beautiful girl is on my bucket list.”

“I mean, do we need to play at all?”

He sends a funny look. “What else would we be doing?”

“I’m dressed as a cover model.”

“Yeah,” he says, not comprehending, “like my dream girl, but even better.”

When I don’t acknowledge the platitude, an awkward silence falls over us.

I set my controller on the coffee table next to an open container of some beige dip and refill the wineglasses. After taking a sip, I take the lead and ask, “How about we make this closer to a regular date? Like you did in high school?”

“In high school, I’d drive around in my car. But since we’re locked in…” He shrugs and takes a long drink from his glass.

“Didn’t you go home with any of them?”

He shakes his head. “Just driving or parking or, sometimes, the movies.”

I frown. “How about we just chat, then?”

He nods, unsure of where to move the conversation. Finally, he asks, “You never told me anything about the shoot? Was it tough?”

I shake my head. “Everything was fine, but I’m not allowed to give out any details.”

“Oh,” he says, “but I already know the secret.”

“Well, it’s not something I want to talk about. All I can say is that everything was left behind in Paris, and I’m done with modeling.”

When he gives a questioning glance, I ask, wondering if he has any idea of how to converse with a pretty girl, “Why can’t we just have a casual conversation?”

“But, given that you’re getting so popular, don’t they want you back?”

“Yeah,” I answer with a shrug.

He sighs and casts a shy glance at me. “I wish someone would want me that badly.”

I swallow a pool of saliva. In truth, the mention of Paris has rekindled some feelings: the enjoyment of having men attracted to me, submitting to my feminine side, and pleasing a lover until I feel his release inside me.

While not someone to write home about, Nate isn’t unattractive either. It’s just that his lack of confidence kills everything. Perhaps, if he had one opportunity with his dream girl, someone pretty enough to grace a fashion magazine, he’d snap out of it. He’s been a good friend and has faithfully kept my secret without asking for anything.

The notion’s a little awkward, but it’s getting late, and I push through my lessened inhibition from the alcohol.

“How about watching a movie?” he suggests.

Before I can change my mind, I follow the direction my body wants and twist to him.

As he reaches for the remote, I put my hand on his knee, stopping him. Then I let Samantha’s desires take over and say, “I have a better idea.”

When he turns to me with a questioning expression, I brush some imaginary hair off his cheek.

He tenses from the close physical contact but doesn’t turn away. “What?” he asks, nervous.

Without a lot of experience initiating things, I go with my experience with Francois and copy what he did.

Slowly, I lean forward and press my lips onto his.
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When I pull back, his eyes are wide with shock.

I wait a moment to see if he shies away.

When he holds his position, I lean forward again and plant another kiss, this time holding my lips on his until he responds.

In unison, our lips part, and our tongues gently mingle. Even though he tastes like chips and pastries mixed with a little wine, I push further into his mouth before pulling back.

His face lights up, and he says in an astonished tone, “Wow.”

I forgive the repeated use of the word because this is in a totally different context.

He takes a deep breath and says, “I never thought⁠—”

Concerned that he’ll destroy the moment with logic, I raise my finger to shush him. “Don’t overthink things. We’ll do this just this once and never mention it again. Just go with what feels right.”

After he bobs his head in agreement, I lean back in, closing my eyes, ignoring that he’s my friend and I have little attraction to him.

This diversion is something I need.

When our lips meet, I part mine and push out my tongue, pretending he’s Francois.

Even though he matches my movements, everything is sloppy. There’s too much tongue, not enough sensuality, and his touch feels like mitts running over and squeezing different parts of my body. As his heavy breaths pour over my face and neck, he wraps his arms around me, pawing up and down my back, trying to assert control and move on top.

This making out is anything but romantic and is doing nothing to turn me on.

I take charge and bring his hands back to his sides.

As he straightens, I touch his thigh and rub toward his crotch. I’m not disappointed when I reach a stiff bulge between his legs.

Something between a moan and gasp leaks from his mouth.

I wrap my fingers over his thick rod and press my palm down.

This time, his moan of pleasure sounds more like a whimper.

With Francois, I was comfortable following his experienced lead, but with Nate, my being in charge is the only way for me to enjoy myself.

I move off the couch and kneel in front of him, spreading his thighs apart. Then I reach up and undo his belt buckle.

Eager for what’s next, he unbuttons himself and pulls down the zipper.

I finish the job, tugging down his pants and exposing his underwear. Thankfully, it’s clean. I push up and give a gentle kiss on the cottony material. Then, with a yank, I bring everything down past his butt.

His dick pops out from a mound of pubic hair. Given that Nate’s chest and belly are a little chubby and his legs lack tone, his throbbing erection is a pleasant surprise, being only a tad shorter than Francois but thicker and with a slight curve.

As I stroke him, enjoying the heat and texture of his skin, he reaches forward and tugs at the back of my head.

I tense because I know what he’d like. But putting it into my mouth is something I hadn’t even tried with Francois.

Nate groans, applying more pressure.

I pause the pumps of my hand, electing to bring the situation into more familiar territory. “Do you want to do it with a model?” I ask, gazing into his eyes.

He looks down in shock. “Oh, yes.”

With a smile at what’s coming, I push my fingers inside my bra and pull out the last of my preparations—a foil packet containing a silicone-based lube. I grab his hand and stand, leading him toward the kitchen. At the dining table, I stop and rip open the packet. After squeezing the contents onto my palm, I face him and reach down. He shivers as I slather the slippery lotion all over his shaft, making sure to spend extra time on the head, which is already wet with pre-cum.

He groans from the attention, and his lower half twitches.

Afraid he might have an orgasm, I hurriedly yank my hand away and bend over the table, tugging at his shirt for him to move behind me.

When he complies, I flip up my skirt and pull the thin backing of my thong to the side.

As the cool air from the suite brushes over my bare ass, I picture it’s Francois who’s ready to enter me. While Nate’s been a good friend and I’m helping to restore his confidence with girls, this is for my benefit too. I want to experience what I had in Paris with my handsome photographer.

With my fantasy set, I reach back and grab his cock, bringing him close.

As I rub the tip over my anus, trying to find the right angle, the memories flood into me and I tremble with excitement.

Despite Nate being a little taller than me, I’ve got longer legs. And with the heels, our positioning is mismatched. After a few tries with his cock brushing up the crack of my ass, I spread my feet further apart and dip my rear to bring myself to the right height for him to get in.

Then, with his shaft almost level, I tug him back to the correct spot.

He’s not completely hopeless and adjusts himself to align with me before pushing.

I move back to meet him, gasping from the sudden pain radiating from my opening. It’s been a while since I did this, and Francois had prepared me with his fingers.

Grimacing, I fight the discomfort and push backward, forcing the thick head inside.

A moment passes as my passage stretches to accommodate his girth. Then I wriggle back and forth to take in more of him. After another couple of inches, the lube takes over, and he slides forward until his pubic hair nestles against my exposed bottom.

Pure pleasure replaces the pain from the initial intrusion, and I shudder with delight.

“Oh, man, this is amazing,” Nate groans, breaking me out of my fantasy. “How are you doing?”

“Good,” I reply.

“This is the best moment of my life. I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

Not wanting to converse, I tighten my lips.

“I mean⁠—”

“Nate,” I say, “just fuck me.”

His instincts take over, and he pulls back and thrusts back in.

Rather than taking the time to savor my body like Francois, he plows wildly. While not as good as I remember, the feeling is still amazing. For a moment, I wonder how I got along without a steady sex life.

Then I decide to enjoy myself, so I picture my first experience with Francois and pretend it’s him shoving into me. Just as the image solidifies and my cock hardens from the memory, Nate stiffens and grabs my hips, bringing himself as far into me as he can.

I moan out of frustration and brace myself. Only a minute has passed since he started.

His pelvis shudders, and he empties in a torrent, blasting and filling my colon.

While I try to drag out the sense of fulfillment from the completion of the act, he leans forward, practically crushing me with his body.

I flatten on the table and let out a long breath. Even though things weren’t overly satisfying, I say, meaning every last word, “Thanks, I needed that.”

“Oh, you’re welcome,” he replies between heavy breaths that pour over my neck and shoulder.

With my excitement deflating, I squeeze my colon around his softening cock, trying to stop the fluid from leaking out of me and onto my outfit.

He plants a wet kiss on my cheek.

I glance over my shoulder, happy he enjoyed himself, but suddenly uncomfortable with his limp penis inside me. “Nate, I need to clean up,” I say sweetly, reaching back and pushing my hand against his thigh.

He nods but stays still.

“That means you have to pull out,” I say with impatience.

“Oh.” He pushes away and shuffles backward.

As his dick flops out of me, I clench my bottom but fail to prevent some leakage from trailing down the inside of my thigh. Embarrassed, I put my hand down there and rush to the bathroom. As soon as I enter, I shut the door and sit on the toilet.

As I grab a wad of toilet paper to clean myself, a soft knock comes. “Are you okay in there?” Nate asks.

“Yeah, just taking care of some business.”

“Do you need help?”

“No,” I reply, not wanting him to see me like this.

The door opens a crack, and he pokes his head in. “Thanks.”

I raise an eyebrow. “For?”

“For being a friend and helping me. That’s the best thing I’ve ever done.”

“That’s great,” I say, forcing a smile past my annoyance at myself for not locking the door.

When he keeps looking through the doorway, I send him a glare. He gets the message and closes the door.

I count to ten and then clean myself and pull up my panties. After washing my hands, I exit into the hallway and step to where Nate’s standing in the common area.

He tries to kiss me, but I turn, so the gesture turns into a peck on the cheek.

“Thanks again for a great night,” I say.

“Oh, you don’t want to hang out some more?”

I shake my head. “I really need to study, and this outfit gets uncomfortable, so I want to get out of it.”

A moment passes before he takes the hint. “Ah, gotcha.”

After he grabs the game from the machine and his jacket from the coat hook, I unchain the door and say, “And we’re keeping this between us, right?”

“Absolutely.”

“Thanks,” I say, appreciative, and open the door.

He backs into the hallway but stops. “How was it?”

I think of the differences between my first time and now. Except to reaffirm my femininity, this barely registered as fun. However, instead of blurting my true feelings, I look at the insecurity in his eyes and say, searching for the right word, “This was… It was nice. Very nice.”

“Oh, I’m glad you liked it.”

I bite my lower lip, not wanting to explain how ‘like’ and ‘nice’ don’t mean the same thing.

“This was my first time.”

“Huh?,” I say, flabbergasted. “I thought you went on a lot of dates in high school.”

“Yeah, I had the sporty car, so I gave a lot of girls rides, but I only made out a few times and got to second base once. That girl gave me a blowjob too. But this is the first time I’ve gone all the way.”

I just took his virginity.

My mind freezes at the thought.

“Maybe I could stay longer?” he asks.

“Don’t you have to get home to your parents?”

“I can delay it,” he says hopefully.

Not wanting to hurt his feelings, I tighten my lips and search for something more plausible to get him to leave. Finally, I settle on expanding my excuse from before and say, “Look, this makeup is really heavy and the outfit isn’t super comfortable. All I want to do is get out of everything and get back to being Sam.”

The last bit jogs him from his fantasy, and he replies, disappointed, “I guess that makes sense. So, can we do something like this again?”

“Maybe,” I say, putting my hand on the door to close it.

“You know, this is the best time I’ve ever had. Better than any date I’ve ever imagined. Those girls who turned me down are missing out on what they could have had.”

While I did this night for myself, I also did it out of pity to help him out as a friend—not give him false confidence. “Look Nate,” I find myself saying, “you’ve got a great personality and good features. You’d get a lot more dates if you stayed away from those snack foods and worked out more.”

He looks down at his chubby frame and says defensively, “I went out with lots of girls in high school.”

I meet his gaze, trying not to be mean, but figuring that telling the truth will help him more than a white lie. “That was the car going out on those dates in high school.” Then, in a more soothing tone, I add, “At least that’s what this girl thinks.”

“But there’s no car here, and you had a good time, right?”

I nod. “Yes, everything was very nice.”

“Okay, see you later and thanks again,” he says and turns away.

I listen as his footsteps fade, hoping I wasn’t too brutal with my critique. When the stairwell door thuds closed, I peek outside, making sure I’m truly alone.

Thankfully, the hallway is empty.

I push the chain back into place and then head into the bathroom, where I strip and run a bath. Although the water’s too hot when I turn off the tap, I don’t mind and sink into the suds.

My emotions whirl as I soak, and I wonder why I’m not happier from just having sex and why there’s an unsettled feeling gnawing inside me.
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The alarm clock blasts bright and early the next morning.

I open my eyes and blink, struggling to shove away the fog of sleep. A second later, I realize it’s Thanksgiving, and I don’t have school or work or anywhere else to go.

Irritated with forgetting to unset the damn thing for the holiday, I slap the off button and push my head under a pillow.

Odd thoughts intrude into my consciousness as the minutes tick away.

In frustration, I roll over and stare at the glows of red seeping through the drawn curtains, too restless to fall back asleep.

There’s a soreness to my bottom, and I think back to the prior night.

Did all that happen?

I push my hands down to my shaved crotch and over my smooth thighs.

Even though I’m wearing men’s boxer briefs, the touch sends girly sensations up my body.

I so needed that dip into my feminine side.

The image of my partner barrels over my satisfaction, and I sigh. Nate was the convenient choice because he already knew my secret, and I allowed my sense of pity for his dating failures to get the better of me.

I took his virginity.

He’s never going to look at me the same, and he’s going to want more.

Closing my eyes, I pinch the bridge of my nose and picture his expression as I said goodbye. I let out a groan, dreading the conversation I’ll have to have with him.

While the sex was nice, being “Friends With Benefits” or, worse, getting into a dating relationship with him is something that isn’t happening.

I know what I want, and my thoughts wander back to Paris and my experience with Francois.

A shiver runs through me and blood rushes into my loins as I wrap my arms around myself, imagining the sensation of his cock entering me.

That dream is an ocean away…

The notion bothers me, and I roll out of bed, rubbing my face to fully wake up.

When my emotions clear, I wander into the hallway and over to the common area, where I pull up the blinds.

Amber from the early morning sun floods into the room.

Blinking, I pivot and examine my surroundings—the single bathroom for four guys, the small kitchen and cheap appliances, and the basic, functional furniture. In my mind, I push the view further, visualizing my two barely over the minimum-wage jobs, my uninspiring General Studies major, and my mountain of student debt with its ever-compounding interest.

This is my life.

I stare at the square dining table, where I let Nate plow into me—the highlight of my social dating, not only for this semester but for all of college. When I search deep inside for any glimmer of excitement or hint of arousal, nothing registers.

My gaze shifts to the coffee table and junk food that Nate brought over for the date.

I sigh at the torn plastic wrappers and crumpled foil bags, thinking of what I ate with Francois before we made love.

Last night was only a cheap imitation.

In so many ways…

I grab a garbage can and toss away everything—not just Nate’s stuff, but also the wine and the remains of my cheese platter. Then I set the glasses in the kitchen sink and wipe the coffee table clean. As I step past the dining table, I spy dried, whitish droplets on the floor. I roll my eyes and scrub the area and then fling the rag into the sink as well.

My phone chimes with a missed call, and I walk over and grab it. The notifications are full of texts from Nate—just checking in and thanking me for a wonderful time. When I listen to the voice message, he says in a nervous tone, “Just saying hello⁠—”

I delete the recording without listening to another word.

My stomach rumbles, and I head to the refrigerator. There’s only the generic turkey dinner I bought to celebrate Thanksgiving a few days back.

I opt for the cereal box on the counter—part of Sam’s diet of cheap, bland, and generic food, which is part of Sam’s cheap, bland, and generic life.

Sam hasn’t even had a date.

I pause and wipe my face, disturbed by the thoughts of Sam in the third person.

But is this what I want my life to be?

The highlight of my semester has been delving into the Samantha Jacobs persona. Not just last night with Nate, but those other times locked away in my bedroom—playing dress-up and learning about applying makeup and putting on hair extensions.

And if that’s been the highlight of my semester, then the highlight of my life has been that picture-taking session in Francois’s living room and the afternoon after that.

I plop onto the couch and accept the sad truth.

Every clandestine extracurricular activity I’ve been doing has been a buildup to relive what I did in Paris on that one day.

And that leads to the question: Why am I trying to recreate something when I can head back and have the real thing?

What’s stopping me?

Disturbed by the implications, I slump back and sink into the cushions.

Against every fiber of my being, Christine’s words ring loud in my head, “So, go back to the States, pick your major, and look at what your life is going to be like. If that’s what you want, then so be it. But, if it’s not and you decide you’re ready to change the world, then use the ticket to come back.”

I stare at the cheap furniture and think of way-too-expensive textbooks. Then I picture the meager salary I receive from my two uninspiring jobs.

The snapping sounds of a camera steal my train of thought. I imagine posing as Samantha Jacobs in front of Francois and to that wonderful period of time after we moved into the living room and right before Christine walked in on us.

That’s where I want my life to be.

And to change the trajectory of where I’m headed, I’ll have to become Samantha Jacobs.

Would that be so bad?

My insecurities rise as I visualize being the focal point of the movement and the center of the firestorm of attention it will inevitably draw.

To my surprise, I find I’m more afraid of what my life will be like without taking this chance.

I stand and walk to the computer table in the corner. After a hesitation, I sit down and enter my password, holding my breath.

As soon as the screen fires up with my account setup, I open my email.

What am I doing?

I blank my doubts and compose a message to Professor Perkins. It’s my withdrawal from this college. Getting a General Studies degree or staying another semester or year to major in something I’m not committed to isn’t a future I can see living. When I finish, I add a few nice phrases, thanking him for all his help as my adviser.

With the hardest one done, I write a brief email to Navi explaining that I’m leaving school. My rent is paid for the semester, so it’ll be up to the boys to find a new roommate or have the administration assign one after the New Year. But no matter what, I’m sure they’ll have more fun with whoever they get.

After that, I complete two more emails—resignations for each of my jobs—and then open my draft folder, where the four newly written messages wait, ready to go.

I pull in a deep breath, unwilling to take the last step because I’m still intimidated by the commitment Christine needs. I can still do a “Select All” and delete everything. Then things would go right back to how they were. I can handle Nate. Hell, he can’t force me to dress up as Samantha Jacobs, and he’d have zero interest in good old Sam.

Hating my indecision, I head into my bedroom and open the top drawer of the desk. Inside lies the first-class ticket that Christine gave me when we had dinner.

“Come back if you ever want to change the world.”

What was terrifying from all those attachments in her offer email pales in comparison to the blandness permeating my current existence.

I’ve been more worried about doing things wrong than I am about being decisive and moving forward. This life-altering decision might not be for everybody, but this path feels right to me.

My mind even conjures up the few pleasant moments I had with Christine to reinforce the notion.

How bad could she be?

Before I can think too hard about that, my phone beeps again with a new text message.

Nate again, practically begging for a response.

I ignore it, having no desire to be his ticket to self-confidence. I did my part and told him the truth, and now it’s up to him to do the rest.

Besides, some weird relationship with Nate should be the last of my worries. I’ve already done it with someone far more desirable and gifted at lovemaking. And that brings me to the one good thing about doing it last night: The act has stirred something deep within me. When I left Paris, I forced all those memories aside and concentrated on being Sam Jacob and going through school.

And I thought I had swept away all those feelings, but now I understand that everything had just laid dormant.

In Paris, I can be a model—one of the glamorous people, and there, I can explore the feminine side of me and see where that leads.

I’m not sure if I’ll fit into Christine’s idea to change the world, but I know that this “nice” existence isn’t for me.

Clenching my jaw, I march back to the computer with the ticket and type in a brief message to Christine’s email address.

Christine,

I’m coming back.

—Samantha Jacobs

With all the correspondence ready, I take a deep, nervous breath. Once I do this, there’s no turning back.

What if I fail?

I straighten.

I’m on the cover of a major fashion magazine. As Christine said, not every model can get on a cover. And not every cover model can set a trend.

I think I can do this. But more importantly, I’m sick of the emptiness and longing for what could be. I might not be ready to change the whole world, but I’m ready to change my world.

And for the moment, that’ll have to be enough.

Now is the time to stop worrying with my head and follow my heart—and make my own decisions for my future.

I select the contents of the draft folder and hit “Send All.”
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Christine’s response arrives an hour later:

Samantha,


Glad you reached the right decision. Come as soon as you can. We’ve got a lot of work to do. The airline will let me know when you pick your flight, and I’ll send a car to get you to the airport.


Safe travels and best regards,


-C. S.


PS: I’ll have all the legal paperwork ready for you to sign when you get here.


Although I frown at the last line, I understand she’s going to make sure that all the I’s are dotted and the T’s crossed. Any other way and she wouldn’t be Christine Sinclair.

An email arrives from my undergraduate adviser, Professor Perkins, expressing surprise at my decision and asking what I’ll be doing for a living. Frowning, I glance down at the replies I’ve received from my work supervisors that express the same sentiment.

Navi’s response rolls in next:

Sorry to see you go. Good luck and surprised you waited this long.

I bite my lip, wondering if his AI searches found something, and a hidden meaning underlies the cryptic words.

What difference does it make?

There’s no point in dawdling. The longer I hang out here—the more uncomfortable I’ll be with the questions I’ll have to answer.

I stand and wander around the suite, planning my exit from this life. Besides the cheap food I’m not taking with me, I don’t need anything in the common area.

After heading back to my bedroom, I take stock of my belongings. There are the few trinkets I’ve gathered over the years on the desk. Inside a side drawer is a memento book from my mother. I open the page to a pressed flower she gave me on my eighteenth birthday—right before she got sick. I wipe my moist eyes, remembering the good things she did to raise me—our relationship was more than complex.

A minute passes before I pull out of the past and search the rest of the room.

Besides those sentimental items, there are some textbooks, linens, and my clothing. It’s not so much to have acquired in my twenty-one years.

The hardest part of packing is getting a couple of sturdy boxes, which I locate in the building’s basement. Then I wrap my sheets and extra towels over and around my trinkets and desk contents and set the bundle into the larger box. On the odd chance I might find something interesting, I put my textbooks into the other. After I seal the makeshift-travel containers and label them, I get to work on my clothing.

I carefully lay my modeling outfits in my small suitcase, then I shove the remaining stuff, which I’m not sure I’ll need, into a larger one.

My real wardrobe will be waiting for me in the City of Lights.

When I finish around three, I call to schedule my flight.

The super pleasant woman I speak with books me on the first plane leaving the next morning. To be extra helpful, she sends, along with my itinerary, an invitation to their first-class lounge where five-star cuisine waits for priority travelers.

Happy to have everything done and no work or classes to worry about, I watch TV for an hour, relaxing. Any homework I need to do from the attachments to Christine’s email can wait until I arrive in Paris.

Then, as a last toast to my life as Sam Jacob, I heat up the Thanksgiving dinner from the fridge and eat at the kitchen table—embracing the loneliness.

At around six, my phone chimes with a message. It’s a confirmation from an executive car service to pick me up at 6 a.m. for my 8:05 flight.

With everything handled, I spend the last of my waking hours perusing fashion on the Internet.

Bedtime arrives too quickly, and I hustle off to sleep on my now bare bed and pillows. As my consciousness drifts into slumber, my thoughts turn to fantasies about a certain Parisian photographer I’ll be seeing soon.
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The cheap alarm clock blares for its last time at 5:15 a.m.

I slam the off button and toss the damn thing into the garbage. Then I push myself upright and sit on the edge of the bed. Anxieties fill my stomach as I think of where my life is now headed.

Rather than fall into a panic attack, I repeat to myself, “Today is only the start. I’ll take things one baby step at a time.”

Calmer, I shower and brush my teeth. With my preparations from two days ago, there’s no point in doing my fashion rituals, and I toss all my bathroom stuff, dirty clothing, and towel into my knapsack.

After I dress in my best outfit—a collared shirt, jeans, and shoes—my phone chimes. I look at the notification with annoyance. It’s another text from Nate, who has tried to contact me for almost every waking hour and a few of the non-waking ones since we parted. I’ve only replied curtly to one of them, feigning a heavy workload and homework, and his calls I’ve let go to voicemail.

I open the message, which reads:

Hey, have some time to chat?




I frown at the desperation beneath the innocuous words—he’s infatuated with me. A moment later, I adjust the notion. Outside of friendship, Nate isn’t interested in plain old Sam Jacob. He’s obsessed with Samantha Jacobs and for more than just losing his virginity. Somehow, dating her would validate his whole social existence since his not-so-much glory days in high school.

However, aside from having no interest in that type of relationship with him, I’m only going to be Samantha Jacobs as a model in Paris—not as some debt-ridden college student majoring in General Studies.

My finger hovers over the button to close the app, but since we’re friends, I think the better of it and swipe a return text:

Sorry, I’m really busy now. I’ve decided to withdraw from school and go back to Paris. I’ll get in touch when I get settled.




Although I’m not sure I’ll do the last part, I hit “Send” and put my phone into “Do Not Disturb” mode.

Then I walk into the common area where all my luggage sits. A growl comes from my stomach, and my eyes rove to the cereal box.

I shake my head, deciding that to celebrate my new life, I’ll partake of the high-end cuisine waiting for me in the first-class lounge. I drag my worldly belongings down to the lobby, which at this hour on a holiday is dark, empty, and quiet. Then, and for the last time, I return to the suite and do a quick check for anything I might have missed. Nothing stands out, and I decide that whatever I don’t bring, I’ll get in my new locale. After double-checking that my passport is in the outer pocket of my knapsack, I toss on my heavy jacket and leave my keys on the kitchen table. Without a final glance, I grab the knapsack, make sure the door will lock behind me, and step into the hallway.

After marching back downstairs, I sit on a suitcase next to the front entrance and watch the dark, quiet street.

At 6 a.m. sharp, a black Lincoln town car with tinted windows pulls up to the curb. A thin man—about thirty and wearing a dapper uniform complete with chauffeur cap—hops out.

I push open the glass door as he steps up the stairs.

“Hi, I’m Jack. Are you Sam Jacob?”

For the moment…

“Yes,” I reply, “ready for my flight to Paris.”

Although I try to help, he insists on putting all the luggage in the trunk by himself. Then he opens the rear door.

I enter and sink into the luxurious leather of the back seat, setting my knapsack next to me.

He closes the door and trots around to the front of the car. When he sits behind the wheel, I ask, “Do you have my flight information?”

“Everything’s ready to go,” he replies and starts the engine.

As we drive off, he asks over his shoulder, “Have you visited Paris before?”

“I was born there,” I say, thinking of the birthplace of Samantha Jacobs in that studio.

“Oh, your English is very good. Did you move here at a young age?”

“No,” I reply, meeting his gaze in the rearview mirror. “Just heading home to the world of beautiful.”

Although the strange answer elicits a smile from him, puzzlement fills his eyes. No doubt, he’s wondering how a person like Sam Jacob would fit into such a place.

I don’t offer any further explanation, and the conversation lapses.

As the car speeds out of the city and onto the highway, I look out the window at the grays leaking into the dark, starless sky.

“Looks like a storm’s coming,” I say.

“Going to snow a foot in the afternoon,” he replies. “Good thing you’re leaving now.”

“Yeah, definitely a good thing,” I say, agreeing in more ways than one.

Ten minutes later, the car rolls into the airport and up a long entrance ramp. We stop right in front of the International Terminal. Jack rushes outside and opens my door, saying, “I’ll get your bags checked for you.”

“Thanks,” I reply, offering him a tip.

He waves his hands. “That’s already taken care of.”

Not used to such special treatment, I say, “Well, thanks again.”

“My pleasure, sir.”

A wry smile crosses my face from the honorific as I grab my knapsack and step onto the curb. While snowflakes drift past in the brisk morning air, I pause, wondering how “Miss,” or “Ma’am” will sound to me.

I chuckle—that’s the least of my worries.

“Is there anything else you need?” Jack asks.

“A little courage,” I mumble and march toward the tall glass entryway.

“I’m sure you’ll do fine at whatever it is you’re going to do,” he calls after me.

Without answering, I step through the sliding doors and to my destiny.

The story continues with Sam Jacob/Samantha Jacobs in The World of Beautiful #3: Alluring


Before You Go…


Many thanks to you for reading Winsome: Book 2 of The World of Beautiful series.

And if you loved or hated the story (or had a reaction somewhere between the two), please consider leaving rating or a brief one or two sentence review here, which are incredibly helpful for indie authors like myself.

Again, thank you for taking the time to read and thank you in advance if you do leave a review or rating. To receive updates for new releases as well as information on sales and price discounts, please click here to go my Amazon author page and hit the ‘follow’ button.

With warmest and sexiest regards, XOXO,

Violet B. Harper




Also by Violet B. Harper


THE WORLD OF BEAUTIFUL

(première)

Samantha Jacobs/Sam Jacob

Glamorous

A first-time feminization adventure

Winsome

A re-feminization tale

Alluring

A sexual journey of discovery

Seductive

A romantic rendezvous

Alexandra Munro/Alex Cameron

Desirable

An ugly duckling transformation

Dazzling

A rocket ride to smutty heights

*Adorable

A slutty excursion

*Coming Soon
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