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WISH GRANTED

Man Magically Becomes a Woman

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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There was nothing I wanted more than to wake up in a woman’s body. My girlfriends, as sweet as they were, would never understand the constant desire for womanhood that coursed through me. Not that I shared much about it with Monique and Tami, but I’d told them one drunken night, and they just laughed off what I said.

Why would you want to be a girl? Being a guy is so easy. Girls have it much harder.

I could still hear their cackling voices ringing in my ears all these months later. I tried to shake away what they’d said, but my jealousy of their existence wouldn’t fade. They had no idea how lucky they were to wake up in their beautiful womanly bodies every day. They didn’t understand how badly I longed for men to look at me the way they looked at them.

“What’s wrong, Ronald? Why aren’t you talking?” Tami asked and pushed on my shoulder. She had bright red hair, which came from a box, and plenty of makeup, but she looked more sexy phoenix risen from the ashes than goth chick.

“Yeah, you’re not normally this quiet! Did you get a bad grade or something?” added Monique. She had luxurious brown hair and always looked like a million dollars. She wore cute dresses and carried high-class purses. Plenty of guys on campus wanted to bang her, but she only gave herself to the most exclusive ones.

It was a wonder why they were even my friends since I was a lowly gay boy without an ounce of fabulousness. I wasn’t one of those hot twinks that attracted sexy alphas. I was more of a squishy, loveable cub, which was probably why the girls even put up with me. None of their boyfriends were even the slightest bit threatened when they saw me, but even worse than that, I was invisible when I went out to the club in hopes of finding a man.

Maybe if I had a man in my life, I wouldn’t be so depressed. I wouldn’t wish to the stars that I were a pretty woman every night before I went to bed. I wouldn’t fantasize about living as Tami or Monique for a day. If I had a man, I would be able to call him when I was lonely and feel loved.

Not that the girls knew what love was. They were both sluts. They jumped from boy to boy, shattering hearts along the way without a care in the world. They were shameless, but who could blame them? They were the girls everyone wanted to be, and somehow, they were my friends. We’d all met during a group project freshman year of university and had been hanging out since.

“No, it’s not that,” I admitted.

“What is it?” asked Tami.

How could I tell them about my desires after they’d laughed them away as nonsense? How could I confess my longing to have the body of a goddess like them? They didn’t even know how lucky they were, but I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t after that night. I cared more about their friendship than some fantasy that would never happen. It was impossible to wake up as a woman, so I was better off forgetting about it.

“I don’t know. Might be something I ate,” I said and clutched my stomach, making a sour face.

“Ew!” Tami squealed.

“Yeah, if you’re going to throw up, please do it that way!” Monique said and pointed toward the side of the picnic table.

It was a balmy day during the spring semester, so we were sitting outside to enjoy the fresh air. I noticed more than a few guys looking in our direction, checking out the girls, and only looking at me with disgust. It was something I’d seen a million times before, guys wondering what I was doing with two beautiful girls.

Life would be so much easier as a girl.

Tami, Monique, and I could be the trio that rocked campus. We could be the girls that took over every party. We could be the girls who strutted down the hallways, clearing a path with each step we took. Tami and Monique were already those girls, but I was nothing other than a third wheel. A guy they saw when it was convenient for them. I nearly cried myself to sleep every night thinking about it.

“What did you eat?” Tami asked in a concerned voice.

“I had some sushi from the gas station last night.”

“Sushi from the gas station? You’re brave!” Monique said with a laugh.

“Yeah, that’s gross,” said Tami.

I shrugged, keeping my real thoughts to myself. Even if I couldn’t wake up as a girl, it was nice having these two as my friends, and I didn’t want to say anything to jeopardize that. Maybe men would pay attention to me if I could stick to an exercise routine and lose a little of the weight in my belly.

As many times as I’d tried, I never went to the gym more than a few days, and diets were even worse. I wasn’t huge, but even a few extra pounds could make me invisible in the gay world, and I was so tired of it. I was tired of being stuck to a limited dating pool, tired of the gay guys who only wanted guys with hot bods, and even more than that, I was tired of my girlfriends who failed to realize how lucky they were.

They kept going on and on about the guys that they were seeing. I tried not to be jealous. I wanted to keep my cool, but it wasn’t fair! I hated how poorly they treated the men in their lives, talking about them as though they were as disposable as hamburger wrappers.

“Will you two shut up?” I said through gritted teeth.

They both looked shocked. Horrified. Monique placed a hand on her chest and looked at me like a stranger, like she’d never seen me before in her life. I was waiting for the day when Tami and Monique would throw me out of their lives, and I had a feeling I’d just crossed the line.

“What did you say?” asked Tami.

“You two! I can’t stand it!” I gritted my teeth, trying to keep my cool, but it was useless. Years of anger were bubbling up at that moment. “You guys act like you have it so hard, but you are the prettiest girls on campus! You get the hottest guys! Don’t even get me started about how easily you two coast through some of your classes because of your looks!”

Tami and Monique glanced at each other, and I already knew that they were turning on me without saying a word. I was the gay dweeb. The guy that should feel grateful for their friendship, but I couldn’t continue. I couldn’t hear about how they broke the heart of yet another victim.

It was wrong.

What was even worse was how jealous I felt.

“Excuse me, Ronald? I didn’t realize you felt that way,” Monique said, like she was questioning ever being my friend. I saw the look in her eye. I saw that she was ready to toss me out, and Tami was no different.

“Yeah, I guess if you feel that way then we shouldn’t be friends,” said Tami.

Monique nodded and then gave Tami a look, and before I knew what was happening, they were standing and gathering their things. They shared another look before telling me goodbye in a way that felt final, like they wouldn’t answer my texts or calls, but it was fine.

Fuck them.

I would find new friends.

I grabbed my bag in a huff and got up, walking away from the picnic table. I felt like crying, but I wouldn’t dare let a tear slide down my face. I rubbed my eye and sucked in a breath and kept on walking until I was back to my apartment.

When I walked through the door, I threw my backpack to the floor. I kicked it across the room as I pushed my hands into my hair, screaming at nothing. I lived alone in a studio apartment near campus, so there was nobody to come out to check on me. Nobody to care that I was in distress.

I paced the living room as I pulled on the ends of my hair, hating myself for throwing away two of the only friends I had. It was a wonder why the girls had talked to me as long as they did, but now that was over. I felt it when they walked away from the picnic table, like they never wanted to see me again.

It made me feel more pathetic than usual.

I went to the bathroom to stare at myself in the mirror. My hair was strawberry blonde, but I was already balding. I had freckles dotted across my face, which would normally be cute if my cheeks weren’t so fat. If it didn’t look like I had two chins when I moved a certain way. The only redeeming feature on my face was my green eyes, but they were hidden by all the ugliness elsewhere.

Usually I wasn’t so hard on myself, but I was in the pits that afternoon. I wanted to curl up into a ball and disappear forever, never for anyone to find me again. It felt so nice when I thought about it, but then I remembered all my other plans in life.

I wanted to teach art history or run a gallery. I was studying art history with two minors, one in business and the other in studio art. There was nothing I loved more than art, which was how I met Monique and Tami, but that relationship was over.

I screamed when I thought about how I’d reacted when we were hanging out at the picnic table. I knew how they would respond, but I still called them out, unable to contain my rage. I wished I could take it back now that I was all alone in my studio apartment, but it was too late.

There was nothing I could do.

I dropped to my knees in the middle of the room. I wasn’t much of a religious man, but I clasped my hands together and looked at the ceiling, wondering what was up there in the sky. Was there anything that could save me? Anything that could make my dreams come true?

“Please,” I said in a whisper. “If you’re listening, please save me from this reality! Please make me into the girl of my dreams! I can’t stand living like this. It’s not fair that I was born into this ugly body when I could have been born a pretty girl like Monique or Tami. Why did you do this to me? Why?”

I dropped my clasped hands and fell into a child’s pose, tears falling from my eyes. I was so tired from the day, so exhausted from my reality, that I went to bed. I curled up under the covers and closed my eyes, desperate for sleep to take away some of the pain.
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I tossed and turned throughout the night, but I didn’t wake up from my slumber until the following morning. I was still on the living-room floor, but I felt different. When my eyes slowly opened, everything around me looked different as well.

The earthy tones I remembered in my living room had been replaced with bright colors. The moody art I had hanging on my walls had been changed out with portraits and photographs. When I slowly climbed to my feet, I felt a heaviness in my chest.

I had breasts!

I gasped and grasped my chest, a bright smile spreading across my face. Was this real? No, it couldn’t be! I was a man. Maybe I’d put on a bra and stuffed it during the night in my sleep. I’d never done that in my sleep before, but I’d certainly done it while awake.

I convinced myself that my breasts were nothing more than tissue stuffed into a bra until I went to the bathroom and got a better look. I covered my mouth when I saw my reflection in the mirror. The breasts were real!

How was it possible?

I lifted one tit and let it fall, giggling to myself as the sensation sent shockwaves across my body. Then I lifted both of my tits and laughed even harder when they fell back into place, shifting and swaying. They were surprisingly heavy, but I didn’t care about the mild discomfort. I was on top of the world!

I threw my arms into the air and spun in a circle, falling into a fit of laughter when I nearly tripped over myself from the dizziness. I laughed and stumbled as I returned to the living room to get a better look at the art and photos on my wall.

There was no telling how it was possible, but the person in the photos was me. This girl I’d become. She was standing with Monique and Tami, and they looked like the three girls I’d always dreamed of becoming with them.

Could it be?

I ripped the photo from beneath the thumbtack that was holding it in place and ran my fingertips over the photo, inspecting the image of the girl I’d become. I was just as sexy as Monique and Tami, if not sexier. I couldn’t believe this new waistline I had. My tits were huge, but my waist was tiny, and my booty wasn’t a disappointment.

It swayed and wiggled with each step I took. I hadn’t yet seen my butt in a pair of jeans but had a feeling it would look good enough to turn heads under some tight denim.

My phone vibrated, making me jump. I hadn’t even noticed it sitting on the coffee table, but when I went over to grab the device, it was different from the one I had as a guy. I tried my usual password, which didn’t work, so I tried a few other numbers until I eventually got the phone to open.

The password was the year I was born.

That didn’t seem very secure, but I didn’t think much about it as I went to the messages. There was a missed message from Tami, but the one that’d just come through was from a boy named Joseph Faw. The name sounded familiar, but I couldn’t quite remember where I’d heard the name.

Joseph: Hey, Alexia! I’m free this afternoon if you want to hang out at my place. My roommates won’t be home.

Instead of replying, I looked up Joseph online and gasped when I saw his picture. He was one of the many guys that Tami and Monique had fucked over the years. From what I could remember, Joseph had been Tami’s guy. He played on the university’s soccer team and had a banging body.

I wondered what his dick looked like.

When the thought crossed my mind, a heat raced through me. It was like a lightning bolt striking from my head straight down to my pussy. I gasped as the sensation overtook me, making me feel warm and fuzzy all over, making me want to call up this Joseph guy to see what he could do to my newly feminine body.

Except there were pictures of me as a girl.

Had Joseph and I fucked before? What was this reality I was living in? I had no idea what was happening, but I needed more information before I randomly fucked some guy I didn’t know, so I opened the messages from Tami. She’d sent me a link to an article about dresses she wanted to buy yesterday, but I still hadn’t replied.

Who was I?

I normally replied to Tami’s messages within seconds, but for an entire night to pass without saying a word? That was unheard of for me, but maybe I was different as Alexia. Maybe I was confident in ways I didn’t quite yet understand.

Instead of texting, I went ahead and called Tami. I needed answers, and I needed them now.

“Alexia, hey,” Tami said after answering on the second ring. “You never call. What’s up? Did you see the article about those dresses I sent last night? I already ordered that gray jersey one.”

“No,” I said. My girly voice was light, airy, and sexy. I couldn’t believe how it sounded when it left my lips, but I liked it, and I was sure the boys would too. I kept my cool, but I wanted to climb up to the roof of my building and shout at everyone that it had happened! I finally became a girl!

“What’s up?” asked Tami.

“Can you meet up for a cup of coffee?”

“Sure! Now?”

“In fifteen if that’s cool.”

“Yeah, I’ll meet you in the food court.”

“See you soon,” I said and hung up the phone before walking over to my closet. I whimpered from the overwhelming joy when I threw open the doors. I had an entire closet of womanly treasures! Dresses, skirts, leggings, blouses, t-shirts with bitchy slogans, and so much more.

My shoe collection took up half the closet, but I wasn’t complaining. More than fifteen minutes passed just from me flipping through the clothes, and I cursed to myself when my phone rang. It normally only took me a second to get ready, but I was so overwhelmed by all the choices.

“Sorry,” I said when I answered the phone. “I’ll be there in five minutes.”

“No worries,” Tami said brightly.

Her upbeat tone gave me pause. If I was ever late as a boy, she would have cursed me and left, but things had changed. Was I above her socially? That was different, but I certainly wasn’t complaining if I was the hottest and most popular girl now.

“Cool, sorry for being late.”

“No worries! I have my textbooks to study. What do you want to drink?”

“Get me a skim iced latte,” I said, even though that was a drink I never ordered before. The request came naturally, though, like I’d ordered it a thousand times.

“I’ll be here,” Tami said and hung up the phone without another word.

I was feeling rushed, but her smooth tone made me relax. I flipped through my clothes one last time before picking out a pink cotton sundress that would feel fabulous in this mild weather. I pulled my hair into a messy bun once I had on the sundress, and then I opened my bag of makeup.

Applying makeup was something I’d only ever done alone in the privacy of my studio apartment, but now I could wear makeup out in public without a hint of judgement. I could go wild if I wanted, but I didn’t. I kept it simple with a bit of foundation and a super light dusting of pink eye shadow above a streak of black eyeliner with the slightest of wingtips.

I applied pink lip gloss last and grabbed a pair of pink stilettos from my closet. I finished off my look with some silver jewelry and a white purse, and I couldn’t believe it when I saw myself in the mirror! I looked fucking fabulous, like a bad bitch ready to take over the world, and I was ready!

Somehow, my IDs said the name Alexia, and I had this entire past as a woman. A popular woman at that. It was strange, but I wasn’t going to question it too much, and I would feel a lot better about everything after a quick coffee with Tami.

I smiled at myself one last time in the mirror before turning on my three-inch heels and heading out the door, feeling higher than high as I walked toward the exit of my building, ready to take on the world.
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Holy crap!

Walking around campus as a girl was a completely different experience. Maybe my dress was a touch too short or something. Maybe I would have done myself a favor covering up more. The number of eyeballs on me was overwhelming.

It was like every single guy on campus noticed me as I walked toward the student center where Tami was waiting. By the time I got to the doors of the student center, I’d learned that it was best to ignore the men staring at me and keep to myself, but that was until I got inside the student center.

A pair of eyes burned into me when I walked through the door. They were the eyes of an older man. Maybe he was a professor or something. I wasn’t sure, but he looked to be in his early forties, and the man had a body. Muscular and brawny, even in his button-up shirt and slacks.

Our gaze lingered until I remembered what I’d just learned about looking at thirsty boys. I did my best to avert my gaze, but I could still feel the man’s eyes on me as I walked past him toward the food court area.

Tami was waiting with my iced latte. She looked up from her textbook and waved at me eagerly, which was something she’d never done before. It was weird seeing her in this light, treating me like a completely different person. I guess I was someone new, even if it was hard to accept.

I’d spent so long as a boy that nobody noticed. One that slipped through the cracks and could never keep a date. One that never lived the life he wanted, but everything had changed. I woke up as a blonde bombshell, and I was ready to have some fun in my new body.

“Hey, Tami! So sorry I’m late,” I said and leaned down to give her a kiss on the cheek as I’d seen Monique do a million times.

“No worries, girl. I love that outfit you’re wearing.”

“Thanks,” I said brightly and tilted my head to the side. “It only took forever and a day to pick out.”

“Is that why you were late?”

I nodded, reaching for my iced latte. Tami noticed and eagerly pushed the latte toward me. This new side of Tami was interesting and certainly wasn’t one that I’d seen before.

“Where’s Monique?” I asked.

Tami shrugged. “I thought we were mad at her.”

“Why?”

Tami looked at me with wide eyes, like she couldn’t believe what I was saying, but I honestly had no idea what was going on in this new reality. Everything was similar to my old life but also strikingly different. It was hard to know which way was up, but I was slowly putting together the pieces.

Mad at Monique?

That was certainly a development, considering my apartment was covered in pictures of Monique, Tami, and me.

“Are you joking right now?” asked Tami.

I shrugged, not wanting to reveal too much. Tami would definitely think I was crazy if I told her the truth, so I remained silent until she continued.

“You’re acting really weird, Alexia, but we’re mad at Monique because of what she did to you.”

I looked at Tami with a blank expression, still confused as to why we would be upset with Monique.

“Alexia!”

“What?” I asked and sipped my latte. My skin was on fire, but I couldn’t lose my cool. I had to act like the queen I apparently was.

“Did you forget how she slept with James right after you dumped him?”

“Oh, that? I’m so over that.”

“What? Really?” Tami asked with a hint of hope. “You still seemed pretty upset about it a few days ago when I asked you about forgiving her and letting her back in to the group.”

“Yeah, I don’t care.”

“Should I call her now?”

“No, Tami. Hold your horses.”

Tami folded her lips and dropped her hands to her lap. She’d been reaching for her phone, but my words stopped her dead in her tracks. The power I felt was immense. It was intoxicating. Being a sexy girl was even better than I could have dreamed, especially being at the top of the pack of a trio of sexy girls.

“Joseph texted me,” I said.

Tami scowled. “Why are you still talking to that loser?”

“He told me that he’s free this afternoon,” I said with a laugh. “Can you believe how desperate he is?”

“Joseph is a complete loser,” said Tami. “What happened to the bad boy you’ve been bragging so much about? You still haven’t told us much about him.”

“Some things are better left unsaid.” I had no idea what Tami was talking about, but I had to act like I did, or she would get suspicious, and I didn’t need her turning on me. I didn’t need anything happening to shift the hierarchy we had going. I’d spent far too long at the bottom to give up being at the top.

“You always say that, but you can’t hide him forever.”

“Maybe I can,” I said.

“Hmm,” Tami said and crossed her arms over her chest. “You must be embarrassed about him.”

“I’m not embarrassed about anything, Tami. You can get that through your head right now.”

“Fine, whatever.”

Tami and I laughed, but the truth was, I had no idea who this bad boy was. I had no idea what my body had been up to before I was dropped into it. I wasn’t complaining, but there were still a lot of questions. I needed answers, but I would get them as they came.

“So, when should we hang out with Monique? Do you have time for cocktails tonight?”

“I’m not sure yet,” I said. “I’ll have to look at my homework schedule.”

“She’s been feeling down in the dumps lately, and frankly, I’m tired of being stuck in the middle.”

“We’ll all get together soon. I promise,” I said as I grabbed my latte and got to my feet. Tami hadn’t given me all the answers I needed, but she’d given me enough to work with for now. I went over to her side of the table to give her a kiss on the cheek goodbye. “If not tonight, tomorrow. Okay?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Thanks for the latte. I’ll text you,” I said as I stood above Tami.

“You better!”

“Don’t worry. I will,” I said and turned on my pink heels and strutted toward the exit. Maybe Joseph was a loser, but I wanted to pay him a visit and find out for myself.
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Me: Be there in fifteen.

Joseph: Can’t wait to see you!

Joseph added a smiling devil-face emoji with horns to his message. My eyelids fluttered at his obvious display, but I was horny, and I wanted to take this new body for a test drive. For as long as I could remember, I’d been wondering what it would be like to have sex as a woman, and now I could finally find out!

My pink dress was sexy, but there were so many options in my closet that I decided to change. I put on a red bodycon dress that barely went past my crotch. It was totally inappropriate for a classroom, but I didn’t care. It was hot, and I was a blonde bombshell. I was going to enjoy myself!

Once I had on the dress and a pair of black heels, I went to my makeup bag and grabbed a tube of red lipstick. I stared at myself in the mirror as I carefully applied the lipstick, and once it’d dried, I went over it with a clear gloss.

My lips sparkled like rubies.

I fingered my hair until it was messy and hanging perfectly on my shoulders. I screamed sex, but that was the only thing on my mind. Once I had on my dress, makeup, and heels, I grabbed my tiny red clutch purse and headed out the door.

If people were looking at me in the pink dress, I was not prepared for how they would look at me in this slutty red dress, but I’d already learned to tune out the noise. The people staring were either jealous or desperate. I was now the hot girl on campus, and I was going to enjoy every second of it.

What if this magic somehow expired?

What if I woke up tomorrow morning as a boy?

Tragic! I shook away the thought, but it was enough of a scare to keep the doubts at bay. My dress had me exposed in ways I’d never been, but at the same time, I enjoyed it. I liked how the dress hung on my breasts, and I loved how my tits bounced beneath the fabric.

No bra.

Not today.

Maybe never.

I glanced at my phone once to make sure I was on the right path to Joseph’s house, and the map on my phone confirmed that I was. When I arrived, I was taken aback.

Joseph lived in a big house, probably with a bunch of other guys, and the front porch was absolutely disgusting. There were discarded bottles of liquor. Crushed beer cans. Dirty socks. There was even a pair of dirty boxers in the corner that looked like it’d been through two or three rainstorms.

I nearly turned to leave, but Joseph opened the door at that very moment. He was wearing a t-shirt and gym shorts and looked like he hadn’t shaved in days. I didn’t know what to say or what to do. I was completely paralyzed as Joseph stepped forward to grab me.

“Damn, Alexia. You look really good. Come inside,” Joseph said and pulled on my arm.

If the inside of his house was anything like the front porch, I didn’t want to go inside, but I’d already come this far, and Joseph was super attractive, but the filth. Fuck, the filth had me rethinking everything. Was this why Tami was so judgmental when I told her that Joseph had texted?

“What’s wrong, Alexia?”

I about told Joseph that his front porch was horrendous but decided against it at the last second. I was only at his house to explore my newly feminine body. I could do that today and then never, ever call him again.

“Nothing,” I said with a shake of the head.

Joseph laughed goofily before pulling me up against him. His house might have been gross, but he smelled nice, like a mixture of men’s soap and cologne. My soft body pressed up against his firm body also had me feeling tingly.

“I’ve been missing you, Alexia.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath, looking into those big, blue eyes of Joseph’s.

He nodded. “I’m glad you messaged me today. I was starting to think that you didn’t like me.”

“Why would you think that?” I asked in my super girly voice. I still couldn’t get over how much I loved hearing it on my ears. It made me hot and excited every time I heard it.

“I don’t know. Just got that feeling.”

“Well, I’m here now, aren’t I?”

“You are,” Joseph agreed.

“So?”

Joseph bit his lip as he stared down at me, and the longer we stood there, the more I wanted him. He was attractive and had a smile that could kill. I wanted him to be my first, so I eagerly followed him when he pulled me toward his bedroom.

We fell onto his bed and started kissing. He had memories of us being together, but I had none, so I was happy to take things slowly. I got a little hotter when he rubbed his hands along my body, and I could feel his thickening flesh through the basketball shorts he was wearing.

“You’re so hot, Alexia. I can’t believe you’re here.”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

Joseph shrugged and made a face that I couldn’t quite read before he went back to kissing me. I moaned into his mouth when he squeezed my ass with a firm hand, loving how his cock jumped beneath his shorts, and through it all, I could feel my womanhood coming to life.

I could feel a touch of dampness in the tiny red thong that I was wearing beneath my red dress. I got even wetter when Joseph reached his hand into the side of my dress to grab my boob. He took one into his hand before grabbing both.

His hands were so warm and soft on my breasts. My lips parted slightly as a moan escaped my mouth. I moaned even more deeply when Joseph pushed up my dress and yanked down my panties. He parted my ass cheeks with a rough hand. I gasped when he pressed his finger against my forbidden hole, but the touch sent pleasure raging through my body.

“What are you doing?” I asked in a breath.

“Touching your beautiful body,” Joseph said before lifting me slightly to make me roll over to my back.

Joseph got into a plank position above me, one arm on each side of my body, staring down at me with lust in his eyes. I chewed on my lip as I stared up at him, nervous and afraid from the sight of the tent in his pants.

Would it hurt getting fucked as a girl?

I’d only fooled around with a few guys, and it always hurt getting fucked up the ass, but maybe it would feel different in my pussy, seeing as I was already wet with desire.

Joseph pushed up my dress and grinned when he glanced down at my wet pussy lips. He kissed as he moved down my barely clothed body. My back arched when he pushed aside my dress to take my nipple into his mouth. He suckled as my pussy flooded the bed beneath us. I felt my girly juices sliding down my ass, and the sensation brought a smile to my face.

I laughed.

Joseph lifted his head from my tit and looked at me like I’d lost my mind, but I put my hand on the back of his head and told him to keep sucking. He did as I said, reaching between my legs to rub his fingers over the folds of my wet mound, spreading my pussy lips, teasing my entrance.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

“Your pussy feels so amazing,” Joseph said as he kept touching my womanhood, but damn, I just wanted him sliding around inside of me. I wanted to feel him push up against my spot, if that was really a thing. I wanted him to play with my clit to see what all the rage was about when it came to girls and their clits.

“Yeah?” I asked, trying to hide my frustration that Joseph hadn’t yet penetrated me.

“Yes,” he confirmed.

He moved from my breast, kissing down my body. He stopped when his mouth was right above my hot womanhood. I arched my back, pushing my pussy into his face. Joseph wrapped his arms around my body and dove in to eat my pussy.

I gasped as he ran his tongue over my flower. I screamed when he got to my clit, flicking it with his tongue. I gripped Joseph by the hair and rocked my pussy lips against his face, using his mouth for my pleasure, but Joseph stopped me.

He lifted himself and gasped for air. “What the fuck was that?”

“Fuck me!” I demanded.

“Suck my dick!” Joseph said and pushed down his gym shorts to reveal his raging erection. I almost protested until the sight of his cock got the better of me. I needed to have it in my mouth at once, so I got onto my hands and knees and crawled over to Joseph.

He was sitting on his knees, his cock standing at attention. I wrapped my hand around his base and moved my lips closer to his dick, parting my lips as I took him into my mouth. He moaned and thrashed as I moved my mouth down his cock.

“That feels so good, Alexia!”

I moaned on his cock and bobbed my head more quickly as I reached between my legs to touch my aching womanhood. I pressed against my clit, moving my fingers in slow circles, completely lost in another world as I kept sucking Joseph’s dick. I ignored the moans and screams coming from his mouth, enjoying myself immensely until I felt a hot load of cum shoot into my mouth.

“What the fuck!” I hollered and pulled my mouth off Joseph’s dick.

Joseph cursed as cum kept shooting from his dick. I watched as his cock thrashed and shook, leaving cum all over his bed. My pussy was all hot and bothered, and I had a sinking feeling in my stomach.

“You came already?”

“I’m so sorry, Alexia! I was trying to hold my load, but your mouth. It felt so good!”

“Eat my pussy and make me cum!” I said and got onto my back.

Joseph looked at me with a weird expression, and he didn’t move to get between my legs, and I was not happy. I touched myself, but my body had lost the spark it had moments ago.

“Hello! Didn’t you hear me?”

“I’m not in the mood,” Joseph said under his breath, but I understood perfectly what he said.

“What?”

“I already came. I’m sorry, Alexia.”

Joseph was looking at my exposed pussy now like he wanted nothing to do with it, like it was an inconvenience to his life, and I about slapped him. Was he fucking kidding? He wasn’t in the mood? This must have been why I stopped talking to him the first time.

“You aren’t going to finish what you started?”

Joseph shrugged, and then he tossed a blanket over my body to cover it, and I lost my shit. I threw the blanket off my body and pointed a finger in his face, cursing him for cumming in my mouth but doing nothing to get me off. He wasn’t the only one who deserved to cum.

“Don’t ever fucking call me again!” I said as I pulled my thong up my legs.

“That’s what you said last time,” Joseph said with a laugh.

I didn’t even have a response I was so angry, so I grabbed my heels and slipped them onto my feet to get out of Joseph’s house as quickly as I possibly could. I hated myself for it, but tears slid down my eyes as I walked away from Joseph’s house and back through campus to my studio apartment.
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I didn’t head straight home, instead stopping at a bench on campus. People stared at me when they passed, probably appalled by my messed-up makeup and disheveled appearance. I hated the tiny red dress that was on my body, but I hated Joseph even more for taking advantage of me.

My phone vibrated while I was sitting there. I hoped that it was Tami or Monique to talk me off the cliff where I found myself, but it was some guy I’d saved in my phone as Bad Boy, and I had no time for any other boys in my life.

Bad Boy: Hey there, sugar. When do I get to see you again? I can’t get those sweet lips off my mind.

I had no idea which lips he was talking about, but I didn’t even want to know after what’d happened with Joseph. I was hoping for some magical lovemaking, only to feel nothing but disappointment from what’d happened.

I scrolled through the messages with Bad Boy and learned that his name was Sid, and apparently, he was a drug dealer that I’d fucked after buying product from him on several other occasions. There were messages in the feed to confirm everything, and reading those messages only made me feel like a dirty whore.

For as sexy as I was, I felt terrible, like I didn’t know my right from my left. I felt like this wasn’t the life I wanted to live as a woman. I felt lonely and afraid. I woke up feeling fabulous, but this whole womanhood thing wasn’t everything that it seemed.

Joseph didn’t even try to get me off after he’d cum!

I hated myself for even going into his dirty house. I should have turned around when I had the chance. What a mistake! I probably looked like a cheap whore, showing up in my tiny red dress. Wasn’t I worth more than a man like Joseph?

I was so lost in my misery that I didn’t even notice my girlfriends approach.

“Alexia! What’s wrong?” hollered Monique.

I didn’t know why we were so angry, but it was such a relief to hear her voice. I turned to her and tried to smile, but my face fell, and tears poured from my eyes. Monique and Tami made sympathetic noises as they ran up and threw their arms around me.

“Don’t cry!” said Tami.

“Yeah, please tell us what’s wrong?”

I wanted to speak, but the tears were coming too strongly now. What’d just happened to me was more painful than I realized. I hated Joseph so much, but I hated myself even more. I wished I could go back in time to turn around when I had the chance. His bedroom was only slightly better than the front porch, and the entire experience made me feel so dirty and invaluable.

“Oh, Alexia!” Monique said and rubbed my back.

“I’m sorry!” I said through the tears.

“Girl, don’t worry. We’re catty bitches and fight all the time, but you know I’ll always be here for you.”

“I know, but I really fucked up this time!”

Tami was on the other side of me. The three of us were sitting on a bench. I was dressed like a whore, and the other two were dressed much more modestly. I would give anything for a jacket to cover my body, but nobody was wearing jackets in this weather.

“Did you go see Joseph?” Tami finally asked.

“Yes!” I cried.

“Honey, I thought you were done with that boy.”

“Yeah, boy is right!”

Tami rubbed my leg as Monique rubbed my back. I didn’t want to cry, but I felt so pathetic. I felt like I’d really fucked up, but my girls were there to tell me that it wasn’t all bad.

“You won’t make that mistake again, will you?” asked Monique.

“No!” I screeched.

“What did he do this time?”

This time?

I had no memories of our last rendezvous, but I could only imagine what Joseph did to me. He came like three seconds after I wrapped my lips around his dick, which would have been fine if he hadn’t treated me like a piece of trash after that. That cover burned when he threw it over my body, looking at me like I was worthless to him since he’d busted his load.

“I can’t even say the words,” I admitted.

“Don’t worry, Alexia. You don’t have to tell us. Joseph is hot, but that boy has a reputation. He can’t keep a girl to save his life.”

“Why did I think it would be a good idea to fool around with him?” I asked in a distraught voice.

“He’s hot?” Monique asked with a laugh.

Tami joined her, but their laughter burned my ears. They seemed to notice this after a few seconds and stopped. They rubbed my back and told me that everything would be okay, even though I felt like I would be humiliated for the rest of my life.

Was this what being a girl was like?

If so, I would rather go back to my old body and my old life. I didn’t want boys using me and not finishing me off after I’d been kind enough to do that for them.

“Why don’t we go out for drinks tonight?” suggested Monique.

“Yeah, that’s a great idea!” Tami agreed.

“I don’t know if I’m up for it,” I said.

“Oh, come on, Alexia! A drink always cheers you up!” said Monique.

“Yeah, once a few boys give you their numbers, you’ll forget all about that loser Joseph. He doesn’t deserve any woman if he can’t please you looking as sexy as you do right now,” said Tami.

I glanced down at the tiny red dress that was clinging to my braless body and felt so slutty and exposed. I might have looked sexy, but I stopped feeling sexy the second Joseph treated me like nothing but a two-dollar whore.

Then I noticed his eyes.

The older gentleman from the student center.

He was standing at least fifty yards from where we were, but his eyes were burning into me like an inferno. I pulled on the hem of my dress and pressed my crossed legs tighter together. He was staring at me like he was angry. It was hard to tell from fifty yards away, but he didn’t look happy. That was for sure.

“What are you looking at?” asked Tami.

The girls followed my gaze, but the mysterious older man had disappeared by the time they looked at where he’d been standing.

“Nothing,” I said quickly. “I was just staring off into the distance. So, drinks tonight?”

“Yes!” the girls said at the same time.

“I’ll be there. Send me a message. I need to take a shower and wash the day off my body,” I said and stood.

“Want us to walk with you?” they offered.

I shook my head and told them that I would be fine. We all hugged, and then I turned to head to my apartment. I hung my head low, ignoring everyone that passed. I didn’t want to see their eyes. Their judgement. I only wanted to get home and shower, which I eventually did.
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Hours had passed since I got home, but I still couldn’t get that older gentleman’s gaze out of my mind. His eyes had been burning into me, and it wasn’t the first time. I went over to my window and looked to make sure he wasn’t outside my apartment, but nobody was there.

The guy was hot, but he was in his forties, and the last thing I needed was a stalker after the day I’d had. I hoped that he’d just noticed me and stopped to take a look, but there was something unsettling in the way he stared at me, like he was studying me, like he wanted to use a lot more than his eyes on my body.

I’d only been a woman for a day, and I was already exhausted.

When I was an invisible boy, I longed for attention, but now that I had it, I wasn’t so sure that it was what I wanted. I felt like I couldn’t even take a drink from a water fountain without guys turning their heads to take a look. It was suffocating. Even though I was positive the attention was what I wanted, I was no longer sure.

Part of me was even afraid to leave the house. That guy Sid, aka Bad Boy, wouldn’t stop messaging me, asking me where I was and what I was doing. I had yet to reply to him, still traumatized from my afternoon. I hadn’t even planned on replying to Sid in the first place, but he would not stop messaging me, so I called him to tell him to leave me alone.

“Hey there, baby. How you doin’?” Sid asked when he answered the call.

“Please leave me alone, Sid. I’m not in the mood.”

“Awe, honey. What’s got you down? I’m sure a little time with me can set you right,” he said.

For whatever reason, my body was reacting to his voice. It felt something like a mixture of fear and excitement. How much had Sid and I done? I didn’t even know what he looked like. I scrolled through our messages, but I didn’t see any pictures of us together in the message feed, and there were too many random pictures in my gallery to know which guy was Sid.

“I’m sorry, but I’m not in the mood.”

“C’mon, girl. You know you want a taste of this big dick.”

“Gross,” I said and hung up the phone without saying another word. Sid called a second later, but I silenced the ringer and tossed my phone across the room. I put my face into my hands and breathed heavily. As I sat there on the couch rocking back and forth, I wanted nothing more than to return to my old life and my old body.

I was a blonde bombshell, but the attention was too much. It was suffocating, and I truly couldn’t handle it. I didn’t even want to leave my apartment anymore after everything I’d been through during the day, but I had a feeling my girlfriends wouldn’t let me sit around and feel sorry for myself.

My phone buzzed about half an hour after I threw it across the room. I groaned as I stood to grab it. There was a message from Monique saying how excited she was to hang out with me again, reminding me that I was at the top of the social ladder, and that only made me more anxious than I already was.

When I was a boy, Tami and Monique looked down on me. They treated me like I was lucky to spend time with them, and in some ways I was, but now that I was at the top, they expected me to act like it.

They expected me to be a bitch to them and call them out when I didn’t like something, but I was no longer the girl who picked out all the clothes in my closet. I wasn’t the girl that stopped hanging out with Monique over a boy. I wasn’t the girl who engaged with Sid or Joseph or any other man.

In my heart, I was still the lonely loser boy who spent most of his time alone. I was the guy who got excited when Tami and Monique came over to hang out when they had nothing better to do. I was the guy who’d been dreaming about becoming a girl.

I never actually expected it to happen.

When I woke up as a girl, I was full of hope. I was ready to take on the world, but now I wanted to curl up and return to the past. I wanted to go back to my simple life of making art and surfing the internet, picking out dresses I wished I had the confidence to wear, but that wasn’t possible as far as I could tell.

I was a woman and had to accept my new reality. I had to learn how to live as a woman as best I could if I was going to survive the fire in which I’d been thrown. Maybe Tami and Monique were right that night when they told me that being a guy was easier.

The night out with the girls was fast approaching, though, and I had to be ready when they were. If I didn’t go out with them, they would question me more than they already were. I had a feeling Alexia was a bit of a bitch, but what girls at the top weren’t?

I picked myself up from the couch and went to my closet, where I had a treasure trove of goodies, but the dresses and shoes didn’t have the same light as they’d had in the morning. They didn’t sparkle like diamonds and make my heart flutter. They almost felt like a burden, each piece representing a touch of my insecurity, a mask to hide how I really felt beneath the pretty exterior.

I sucked in a sharp breath and told myself to get it together. I told myself that I’d wished to the stars more nights than I could count, and my dreams had come true. When it came down to it, I knew that I was lucky. I was living the life that I always wanted, but I never expected it to be this difficult.

When I woke up as a girl, I thought it would be like skipping through a field of lavender. I thought being a girl would be a million times better than how life had been as a boy, but I was quickly learning that reality was a lot different than dreams.

I grabbed a one-shoulder, long-sleeve beige dress. It would hang halfway down my thighs, but it was much less revealing than the red dress I’d been prancing around in during the day, and it was a color that wouldn’t pop. It was a color that would help me disappear into the crowd, like I so desperately wanted.

I grabbed a pair of gold heels and would wear jewelry studded with stones. I needed a pop of color. The turquoise-stone ring, necklace, and earrings helped a lot. I was feeling a little better as I sat down to apply a bit of makeup.

When I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw a gorgeous woman. My hair was blonde all the way to the roots, my breasts were ample, and my waist was a size people would kill to have. I knew there was so much to be grateful for, but I couldn’t shake all the bullshit I’d gone through during the day.

I didn’t know if going out with my girlfriends for the night would help, but I sure hoped that it would. I needed to let my hair down and shake my hips. I needed to forget about the boys for a few hours and relax. I didn’t know what to expect when I grabbed my keys to meet Monique and Tami at the bar, but relaxation was the goal for the night.
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I was feeling a little better after the first drink hit my system. The girls and I were out at a bar near campus. It was a hole-in-the-wall place that was popular with the young crowd. They had incredible drink specials and a sticky dance floor that was always packed with people.

“How can I get this boy to stop texting me?” I asked my girlfriends as we stood around a high-top table nursing our drinks.

“I thought you loved Sid,” said Tami.

“Yeah,” added Monique. “What happened to him being the best boy in the world?”

Had I actually uttered those words? I didn’t know what it was, but I had a sinking feeling in my stomach about Sid. I felt like he was only after sex, but maybe I’d been the same. What was I like before waking up in this body? What had Alexia done that I didn’t know?

“Well, I’m over it. Any tips on getting him to stop texting me?”

“You could tell him to stop texting you,” Monique said.

She and Tami laughed, but I didn’t find the situation funny. Sid was messaging me far too much. He’d past the point of normal at some point in the afternoon. I thought about blocking his number, but I didn’t want to do that until I was positive that he wouldn’t bother me again.

“I tried telling him on the phone that I wasn’t in the mood.”

“Not being in the mood and never wanting him to message you again are two different things, Alexia. You have to put your foot down and be a bitch.”

There was something in Monique’s tone that I couldn’t quite read. Was she calling me a bitch? Was I a bitch? I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if I had done some horrible things as Alexia before waking up in her body, but I didn’t want those actions I couldn’t recall determining my future. I had a chance to start anew. I could be a better girl, but it was a little hard to know where to begin since I knew so little of my past.

“Yeah, I guess. I just wish he would leave me alone.”

“Why would he when you’ve been leading him on for weeks?” Monique asked with a laugh. “Haven’t you guys been fucking like every other night?”

Monique and Tami looked at me like I was an alien, much like they had when we were sitting at the picnic table before I’d woken up as a woman. Were they going to dump me now?

“Yeah, but I’m over it.”

“Then tell him that,” Monique said and gestured with her chin. She was no longer looking at me, instead staring over my shoulder.

I had no idea what I was looking at when I turned around to follow Monique’s gaze, but then this man started to approach. He was tall and thin with a mural of tattoos on his neck. He was wearing an all-black outfit that made a shiver run down my spine, but I didn’t have to ask to know that this guy was Sid.

My bad boy.

I stood a little taller as he closed the distance between us. I was nervous but tried not to show it. Sid might have memories of what we’d been doing together, but I still had no idea, and I didn’t want him getting the wrong idea. We could have been lovers, but the new me was no longer interested.

“Thought I would find you here,” Sid said as he stood a few inches from me.

The girls were staring at us with big, buggy eyes, like they couldn’t wait to see some drama unfold, but I was trying to stay above the fray. I was horny and eager to explore my new body when I woke up as a girl, but this man standing in front of me was doing nothing for me.

“Are you stalking me now, Sid?”

“No, you’ve brought me here before. What’s with you today? I thought you would want some of this dick tonight,” Sid said and took a step toward me, but I gasped and pushed on his chest to keep him away.

The girls snickered.

“What the fuck?” Sid said and threw out his arms.

“I’m not interested!” I insisted.

“That wasn’t what you were saying a couple nights ago. Don’t you want to do that again?” asked Sid.

Then he made high-pitched, orgasmic noises, which did nothing except turn my face red from embarrassment, but the girls thought it was hilarious. I was surprised they didn’t take out their phones to record the moment, but they were probably too busy laughing at my misery.

“I don’t want anything to do with you.”

“How can you say that, baby girl? We’re so good together.”

Sid grabbed my wrist when I tried to move away from him, so I picked up my drink and tossed it into his face. The girls looked at each other before gathering their bags to flee the table, leaving me all alone with Sid. He wiped a hand down his face, looking beyond furious.

“You fucked up, bitch!”

I screamed and turned on my heels when Sid reached out to grab me. He touched my shoulder, but I was far enough away that I could escape him. I screeched as he chased me toward the dance floor. I hoped that someone would help me, but nobody did! Everyone was looking at me like I was the crazy person, even though there was a giant ass man chasing me with a demented look on his face.

I was backed up into a corner, fearing for my life as Sid approached with a wicked grin on his face, like he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me. I was certain that he was going to get exactly what he wanted, but then a big, strapping man stepped into his path.

“Leave the girl alone,” the man said.

I couldn’t see him through the darkness of the dance floor. There was something about the man’s body that looked familiar, but a lot of men had that body type. I was just happy that someone had stopped Sid from reaching me. He wanted blood, and I was worried what he would do if he got his hands on me.

It wasn’t like my girlfriends were there to help.

They’d left me all alone.

Bitches.

“Yeah? What the fuck are you going to do to stop me?”

The big man blocking Sid’s path pulled back his arm and hooked his fist across Sid’s face. Sid gasped and fell, hitting the ground hard. Everyone stopped dancing, which made the loud music oppressive and unwelcome as everyone stared at the big man and me.

The hunk turned around, letting me see his face for the first time. I couldn’t believe it was him, but I didn’t have much time to question things. My savior came over to me and pulled me into his arms, guiding me to the side door before security could reach us.

His arms were so thick and muscular and made me feel safe, like an old blanket on a cold day. I looked up at him as he led me to the parking lot before the underpaid security guards from the bar could reach us.

“It’s you,” I said in a breath as I looked up at the man.

He looked at me with an expressionless face, quickly glancing over his shoulder. It was almost like he was kidnapping me, but I would follow him wherever he wanted to take me. I hoped he wouldn’t treat me like Sid and Joseph, but he saved me from Sid, so he’d already earned some points for doing that.

“Where are we going?”

“Quiet,” the man said.

His deep, confident voice made my stomach flutter, like there were a thousand butterflies within me. I folded my lips and stayed quiet for my hunky man. For whatever reason, I wasn’t worried. I felt safe. I felt like this man actually cared about me, even though I had no idea who he was.

He was some man from the university, but did he even go to school there? Was he a professor, or was he simply my stalker? At that moment, I didn’t care. I probably should have cared a little, but I didn’t. I only wanted to go where this man was taking me.

“Get in the car,” he said to me when we reached a red sedan with lightly tinted windows.

I said nothing as I slid into the passenger’s seat. If my girlfriends didn’t want me, and Sid was nothing but a horny asshole, then I figured I had nothing to lose by leaving with the hunky stranger who saved me, even though I still wasn’t quite sure what he was doing at the bar.
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“You’ve been a bad girl,” the man said as he drove us away from the club. They were the first words he’d said since hitting the road. We’d gone about five or six miles.

“How so?” I asked.

“Look at you, already back to being a brat.”

“I could ask you plenty of questions, mister. Why were you even at the club?”

“Like I said, you’ve been a bad girl,” the man said without turning his gaze toward me. He was looking straight ahead at the road, but I wanted him looking at me. I wanted his eyes all over my body, as they’d been when I was sitting on that bench at campus or walking through the student center.

“What’s your name?”

“You’ve forgotten?”

“It’s been a long day,” I said.

“It’s Vincent. So, would you like to tell me why you were being a bad girl?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Vincent grunted, but he didn’t say anything. He reached to turn on the radio, music quickly filling the car. There was so much I wanted to say to him, but I had a feeling he didn’t want to hear me speak. At least it sounded like we had some type of relationship, which made me relax enough to pull out my phone.

There were tons of messages from the girls. Monique and Tami had both texted to ask if I was okay. I wished they were in the car, so that I could yell at them. I would tell them to go fuck themselves for leaving me with Sid like they did, but I didn’t have the energy to type those words, and I didn’t want them having a written record of me calling them bitches either.

“Your friends?” asked Vincent.

I grunted as an answer, which made Vincent chuckle. His gaze flickered to me for the briefest of seconds, and I got hot all over just from that one look. I wondered if we’d fucked. For some reason, I had a feeling that we never did but got close to doing so on more than a few occasions.

“You’ve been acting weird today, Alexia. What’s going on with you?”

How could I tell Vincent that I’d woken up in this body without the slightest idea of my past? How could I tell him that I still felt like the boy I used to be and not the girl I’d become?

“I don’t know. It’s like I woke up with amnesia. My memories are all foggy,” I said.

“I thought you and I were really getting somewhere. Then I saw you in that skimpy red dress today. I thought you’d gone to see that loser Sid, but I guess you saw one of your other losers, huh?”

Panic gripped me.

How did Vincent know so much about me? How hot and heavy were we?

“Are you taking us to your place?”

“No,” he said quickly. “I’m taking you home because you’ve been a bad girl.”

“Home?” I asked in a huff. “I don’t want to go home! I didn’t get dressed up for no reason!”

“I do prefer the dress you picked out for the bar, but it’s not safe for you there. You really think Sid left? You don’t think he’s there waiting to take advantage of you?”

“Do you think he’d do that?” I asked in a breath.

“A young man horny for some pussy is capable of terrible things. It doesn’t help that you’ve already given him a taste of your goods, but I’ll make sure he never touches you again.”

“How?”

“I have my ways.”

“Are you going to kill him?” I asked nervously.

“No,” Vincent said with a laugh. “I don’t have to resort to killing to keep men away from my girl. Don’t you see these arms?”

I squeezed my legs together as Vincent gripped the steering wheel and flexed his humongous arms. I pictured them holding me down as he plowed into my dampening pussy lips. My body felt all hot and tingly as I took in every inch of Vincent’s muscular body.

“Get your mind out of the gutter, girl!” Vincent snapped at me.

I gasped and sat more upright, wanting to do everything and anything to make Vincent happy. I couldn’t wrap my head around why, but I wanted to be the best girl I could be for this man. If that made me a submissive little slut, so be it.

Vincent was godlike.

He was my savior.

I owed him.

“Can’t we go somewhere else, Vincent? I don’t want to go home.”

“I’m taking you home, and there’s nothing you can say to change my mind. I thought you were finally being a good girl, but you proved me wrong.”

“Was I supposed to be good?”

“I knew something was up when I saw you walk into the student center, acting like you didn’t even recognize me. Don’t you remember promising me to be good? Don’t you remember promising to close your legs for me?”

“I’m sorry,” I said in a weak voice. I had no recollection of any of these conversations, but I could believe they happened. My body was a raging inferno, and I was beyond desperate for Vincent to touch me. I would have been happy if he pulled over the car and moved me to the backseat to stretch my pussy. “I… I…”

“What’s with you today? Did you hit your head or something?”

“I woke up like this.”

“Did one of those boys drug you?” Vincent asked with such fury and passion that I flinched.

“No! I don’t know. You wouldn’t believe me if I told you the truth.”

“The truth might be a lot better than you breaking your promise. I thought that kiss meant something, but I’m starting to think otherwise.”

“We kissed?”

Vincent looked at me with a weird expression. “You really don’t remember?”

I thought about lying but shook my head.

“Hmm. Should I take you to the hospital instead?”

“No,” I said quickly.

I didn’t want them probing around and asking questions. I didn’t want them sending me off to some secret government facility to test my body to figure out how I’d woken up as a woman. The only thing I wanted was for Vincent to slide his manly dick into my hungry pussy.

“Tell me the truth then,” Vincent said just as we were pulling up to my building. “What happened?”

I parted my lips to say something, but then I snapped them back shut. I wanted to tell Vincent, but how could I trust him? How could I know that the truth wouldn’t make him reject me? I was so nervous that I wouldn’t get to feel his heavy manhood sliding across my tongue that I didn’t even want to speak.

“Alexia! Talk now!”

“I… I… I woke up like this!”

“What do you mean you woke up like that?”

“I knew you wouldn’t believe me!” I shouted like a little brat. I crossed my arms and turned away from Vincent, staring out of the window toward my apartment building. He’d already parked the car and killed the engine, so he reached over to touch my shoulder.

“Hey, Alexia. Don’t act like that, please. How did you wake up?”

“Like this! In a girl’s body!”

“What?” Vincent asked with concern in his eyes. “Are you sure you don’t want to visit the hospital?”

I scoffed and threw my arms into the air, muttering curse words under my breath. I knew saying anything would be a mistake. I should have kept my mouth shut and kept acting like I was always the girl people thought I was, even though I had no idea who I was as Alexia.

“I’m sorry, Alexia. I won’t bring up the hospital again.”

“It’s not a big deal. Thanks for saving me from Sid,” I said and opened the door to get out of the car, but Vincent stopped me.

“Where are you going?” he asked gently.

“To my apartment. Where else?”

“Can’t we talk?”

“How can we talk if you don’t believe me?”

“I want to believe you, Alexia, but I don’t know what you mean when you say that you woke up like that. You’ve been like that since I ever first saw you, and that was probably three years ago now.”

My heart fluttered knowing that Vincent had been watching me pretty much the entire time I was in college. I wondered how many nights he went home to touch himself while he thought about my body. I wondered how incredible that kiss must have felt. Vincent had a nice set of lips, and I had to resist my urges to kiss them.

“You said we kissed?”

“It was only the best kiss of my life,” said Vincent.

“Can you tell me about it?”

“If you have amnesia, we need to get you to a doctor.”

“I don’t have amnesia.”

“You woke up like that?”

“Yes. I woke up in this body,” I said.

Vincent stared into my eyes for a long moment, searching my soul, deciding if I was telling the truth. He sighed a few seconds later and dropped his gaze. He didn’t question me again after that, instead telling me about the kiss.

“We’d been checking each other out for the better part of a year. I swear that first day you noticed me is still one of the best I’ve ever had, but then we kissed, and fuck, I get distracted by the memory every few minutes. You’ve been a hard one to catch, but I thought I finally got you until today.”

“I fucked everything up, didn’t I?”

Vincent shrugged. “I thought you were mad at me for something, but I can tell that something else is going on now.”

I nodded, not wanting to get back into the murky details. It was hard enough for me to believe that I’d woken up in this incredible feminine body, let alone for someone else to believe me.

“When did we kiss?”

“Last week. We snuck into a dark corner of the library, and damn.” Vincent shook his head as a smile flashed across his face. “We were trying to be on our best behavior since we were on campus, but I couldn’t stop myself from holding you against my body and pressing against those soaked panties of yours. The way you moaned into my mouth. I can still hear it.”

I squeezed my legs even more tightly, aroused and ready for Vincent to take me, but I could tell that wasn’t his plan.

“Can we do it again?”

“Not tonight,” said Vincent.

“Please,” I said in a breath. “Please kiss me.”

I wanted to tell Vincent to touch my aching pussy too but figured that would be a step too far. He wasn’t as angry as he’d been at the club, but there was no denying the disappointment on his face. I’d broken his heart today, and he wasn’t quite ready to forgive me.

“Not tonight,” repeated Vincent.

“When?”

Vincent shrugged. “Once I can trust that you’ll be a good girl.”

“Oh, Vincent! Please! I’ll be a good girl for you! I promise!”

“No!” Vincent said in that deep voice that sent shivers down my spine. The veins in his muscles flexed, and I just wanted him to hold me down with those big arms and pound out his frustrations, but the man had willpower. “Not after what you did.”

“I’m sorry, Vincent! I didn’t know!”

“You sure looked like you knew when you were prancing around campus in that slutty red dress. I’m still angry I didn’t catch you before whatever loser you were with made you sad like you were.”

“Yeah, but—”

“Not tonight, Alexia. You’re lucky I don’t give you a spanking for being such a bad girl, but no kisses will be punishment enough.”

Spankings?

Had this man lost his mind? Had I? Why did the idea of his hand hitting my bare ass get me so aroused? Why did I want him to punish me? It was so bizarre and had my mind running a mile a minute.

“Get out of my car, Alexia. That’ll be all for tonight.”

“But… but…”

“Out!” Vincent hollered in a voice that rattled the windows. I folded my lips and opened the door. I stared at Vincent for a long moment, but he didn’t meet my gaze. He stared straight ahead and waited for me to get out of the car, and then he sped off before I could even get to an angle to meet his eyes.

I cursed him and went to my apartment, feeling lonely and frustrated and surprisingly depraved. I stepped into my apartment and fell against the closed front door, lifting my dress and pushing my panties to my ankles. My pussy was soaking wet. It only took a few seconds of fingering myself and rubbing my clit to cream all over my hand, and I was thinking about Vincent the entire time.

Not those loser boys.

I needed a man.
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The girls and I were out shopping a few days after the night when Sid tried to corner me at the bar. It was the first time I’d seen them since everything happened. I’d mostly forgiven them for leaving me like feed for a predator, but I would never forget their act of betrayal. Was behavior like that why I was such a bitch to them?

“I don’t believe you!” said Tami as she flipped through the blouses. She was looking for a cute top that would hug her boobs without coming off too slutty. She was hoping to show off her tits during some upcoming interviews.

“You don’t have to believe me, but I didn’t sleep with him.”

“What’s his name, anyway?” asked Monique.

“Vincent,” I said proudly.

“He was quite the silver fox from what I saw. Is he stalking you? What was he doing there?” asked Monique.

“We’ve been seeing each other secretly, and he wasn’t happy to see Sid approach me the way he did.”

“Clearly,” Tami said with a laugh. “That man scooped you up and took you out of the bar like he was your bodyguard.”

I shrugged, smiling to myself at the memory. I for sure thought that Sid was about to do something terrible, but Vincent had saved me, for which I owed him, but he was still punishing me. He was testing me to make sure I could stay a good girl before he gave me the goodies.

I was dying to have Vincent.

It was depressing how badly I wanted him, like I couldn’t even control myself. He didn’t have social media or anything, but there were pictures of him in suits on the university’s website. He worked in admissions, one of the head honchos there, so he looked like a boss in all the photos they had of him.

He had my pussy dripping into my panties like a leaky faucet. I hated him for it, but what was I to do? Vincent clearly had more willpower than me, as I was ready to drop to my knees and fish out his dick the second that he snapped his fingers and told me to do so. As much as I wished I could be a lady, I was nothing but a horny slut.

Horny for an older man’s dick.

Horny for that same older man to punish me, to teach me how to be the good girl I so desperately wanted to become. I didn’t want to run around being the campus slut, and I especially didn’t want to hang out with guys like Sid.

“Look at her face, Tami. It’s disgusting.”

“Keep talking like that, and I’ll cut you off,” I snapped at Monique.

She quickly folded her lips and went back to looking through the clothes. Her reaction gave me a sense of power. I smiled to myself when Monique remained silent, like she wouldn’t dare test me, and she’d better not if she knew what was good for her. I had time to search through my social media accounts and read over my text messages the past few days, and I learned just how much more popular I was than Monique.

The social statuses didn’t mean much to me now that I had Vincent on my mind, but I wasn’t about to let Monique walk all over me. I wasn’t about to give up the power I must have worked so hard to obtain. I couldn’t imagine how big of a bitch I’d been as Alexia, but the longer I spent as a woman, the more prepared I was to take my friends down a couple pegs, especially after they’d left me for Sid.

There was no telling what would have happened if Vincent hadn’t stepped in to show Sid who was boss, and I would never forgive my friends for that. Not entirely.

“Guess the old Alexia is back,” Monique muttered under her breath to Tami.

Tami didn’t respond to Monique when I glanced in her direction. She turned away from us and walked down a few feet to look through the clothes there. Monique met my gaze, and I knew that I had her. It felt like shit to be mean to my friend, but if I wasn’t a bitch, then Monique would do everything she could to take my place on the social ladder. I could see it in her eyes.

The entire ordeal was exhausting.

Maybe I wouldn’t even care once Vincent gave me what I wanted most. I was still quaking, eager to have his dick. I needed him so badly. I’d touched myself every night that week. I even discovered a collection of toys under the bed and fucked myself with a dildo, but it did nothing to quell my desires.

If anything, fucking myself with a dildo only made me want Vincent more. I wanted him to take control. I wanted to surrender myself to him and have him teach me how to be the best girl I could possibly be for him.

The girls and I spent another hour or so shopping for clothes. We didn’t buy too much, but we each had a bag when we walked out of the store. Tami had driven us, so we piled into her car and went to a restaurant down the street for a quick snack. As bitchy as the girls were sometimes, I loved their company.

We laughed together as we enjoyed lunch on the patio. I almost forgot how they had betrayed me at the bar. Not quite, but maybe it came with the territory. Maybe my girlfriends loved me as much as they hated me, and that was enough.

No relationship was perfect, but at the end of the day, part of me loved being one of the girls instead of a nerdy guy who happened to have some hot girlfriends.

***

It was a few nights later when Vincent texted me with the message I’d been waiting to receive.

Vincent: I’ll be by at 8 to pick you up. Wear something respectable.

I held the phone to my chest and turned my gaze toward the ceiling, thanking the universe for everything it had bestowed upon me. I’d been the best of girls ever since Vincent saved me from the club. I blocked Joseph and Sid from my phone, and much to my relief, I hadn’t seen either of them lurking around campus.

Vincent was another story, though. That man seemed to appear when I was least expecting it, but he kept his hands to himself… mostly. I got close enough once to kiss him when we were passing each other in the hallway, and he lost all control.

He couldn’t keep his hands off me once I was in his arms. If I hadn’t broken the kiss, I swore he would have taken me right there in front of the students. We were that close to fucking. I ran to the bathroom after walking away from him to clean the girly juices off the inside of my thighs and splash a little cold water onto my face.

It was already seven in the evening when I got home from the library, so I didn’t have any time to spare. I raced to the shower and washed myself with flowery shower gel. I dried myself off and pulled on a long black tube skirt and a purple crop top that I tucked into the waistline.

I put on a pair of black heels and quickly applied makeup to my face. Not too quick that there were ugly lines. I took enough time to smooth out the jawline and made sure that my smoky eyeshadow looked like perfection. I had high hopes for the night, and the last thing I wanted to do was disappoint Vincent.

When I walked away from the mirror to check my phone, I only had ten minutes left! I cursed to myself and ran around my bedroom in a frenzy, moving stuff from one purse to another, double checking my makeup, and going to my jewelry box to find something cute that would match my outfit.

I put on silver jewelry and decided at the last second that I would use purple lipstick instead of red. It went better with my outfit, and I didn’t want Vincent thinking about the red lipstick I’d been wearing when he saw me sitting on the bench after the disaster at Joseph’s house.

I cringed when I thought about that afternoon, but if Vincent could forgive me, I had to learn how to forgive myself. I was working on it every day. I’d get there eventually.

When I checked the time again after applying the purple lipstick, it was exactly eight o’clock, and my phone started ringing a second later. Vincent was calling, so I answered right away.

“Hey,” I said in a breath.

“Come downstairs when you’re ready. I’m waiting.”

“I’ll be right down,” I said and hung up the phone. I went over to my mirror to check my face one last time, still amazed by the transformation. I was a sexy girl, just like I’d always wanted to be, so I told myself to forget the bad stuff and enjoy all that I’d gained by waking up in this beautiful body.
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“There you are,” Vincent growled as I approached his car. He was wearing a button-up shirt and chinos, the shirt nearly ripping from his muscular body. “Don’t you look incredible?”

“Is this outfit modest enough?”

“It’s perfect,” Vincent said and pulled me against his body. He placed a heavy hand on my ass, and I about melted into him. When he spoke into my ear with that deep voice of his, I could feel my womanly mound getting wet all over again. “You’ve been such a good girl.”

“I want to be good for you,” I said in a breath.

“For your behavior, you will be rewarded.”

I moaned behind my folded lips, wanting nothing more than for Vincent to take me right there. My nipples were rock hard, and my womanhood was desperate for his touch. I could barely breathe being up against Vincent’s hard body.

“What’s my reward?”

“You’ll see,” Vincent said with a devilish grin.

“Show me now.”

“Be patient, my girl.”

I bit my lip and nodded as I stared into Vincent’s eyes. He’d moved his hand from my ass to the small of my back, but he could touch me wherever. I wanted his hands anywhere and everywhere he would put them.

“I’ll be patient,” I said softly.

“Good.”

Vincent grabbed my hand and led me to the passenger’s side. He opened the door and held my hand as I slowly lowered myself to the seat. My heart hammered in my chest as Vincent went over to the other side and started the car. I had no idea where we were going, but I trusted him with my entire heart.

Whether that was foolish was to be seen, but there was something about Vincent and the way he treated me. He made me feel special, like there was no other woman in the world worth more than me, and I’d be able to savor that feeling no matter what happened.

“What are we doing here?” I asked when we pulled into a mostly empty parking lot.

“Don’t you trust me?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Then get out of the car and follow me,” Vincent said with a smirk.

I hated him for being so evasive, but I also loved surprises, so I wasn’t too mad when he walked around to the passenger’s side of the car and grabbed my hand to lead me to the door. When we got inside of the building, there was a single table with two covered dishes and a flickering candle.

A man emerged from the shadows. Vincent went over to talk to him. They spoke in hushed whispers, so I couldn’t hear them, but I didn’t even care. We were in some type of country club or something, and we were the only ones there.

“You two have fun,” the man said before heading toward the exit.

Vincent came over to me with a big smile on his face before pulling me into his arms. I let him kiss me, moaning lightly into his mouth as his hands traveled down my back. He stopped short of grabbing my ass, but I knew that he wanted to hold my cheeks in his hands. I knew he was making me wait, doling out the last bit of his punishment.

“What is this?” I asked as my soft breasts pressed into Vincent’s firm chest.

“This is your surprise.”

“How did you get the entire place?”

“They close early today, and I know the head manager. He and I used to play in a band together.”

“You played in a band?”

“There’s a lot of stuff you’ll learn about me if you can keep being my good little girl.”

“I’ll be good. I promise,” I said.

“I believe you,” Vincent said and kissed me hard on the lips. His tongue slid into my mouth, sending shockwaves across my body. I tried to get even closer to him, even though our bodies were already smashed together. The only way I could get closer was if he entered me, which I so desperately wanted.

“Come sit,” Vincent said after breaking the kiss. He stared at me for a moment with predatory eyes before pulling me toward the table. I felt so submissive and willing to do whatever this man wanted, but all he wanted was to feed me some food, even though I was hoping he would feed me his cock.

“Thank you,” I said when Vincent pushed in my chair.

“Anything for my girl,” he said and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek.

“I can’t believe you did all of this.”

“Lift the lid. I hope you like what was prepared.”

I lifted the silver dome from the plate and gasped when I saw the elegantly plated piece of salmon. It looked heavenly and perfect, so I clapped my hands and smiled at Vincent from across the table, loving how he smiled back at me. There was a sparkle in his eye.

“Go ahead and eat,” he said and picked up his fork.

I took a bite and made over-the-top sounds of pleasure. Vincent chuckled at my exuberance, but the salmon was delicious! I took a few more bites before slowing down and remembering that I should probably eat like a dainty girl on my first official date with Vincent, but he was nearly finished with his food when I bothered to look across the table.

“This salmon is damn good, isn’t it?”

“It might be the best I’ve ever had,” I admitted. “I’m glad it’s not just me.”

Vincent shook his head and took the last few bites, finishing his food way before me, but I wasn’t even hungry for the salmon anymore. The only thing I wanted was dessert, which would be Vincent’s sweet cream sliding down my throat. I was so horny after being a good girl for a week, and now the only thing I wanted was to be naughty. I wanted to be Vincent’s dirty little slut.

I took another bite or two before pushing the plate in front of me, telling Vincent I’d finished. He smiled and picked up the dishes from the table, walking to the back with them. I hated to see him go, but the man looked so big and hunky from behind that I wasn’t overly upset.

When he came back, he pulled me from the table and took me outside. I had no idea what we were doing in front of a field covered in golf balls, but I just wanted to drop to my knees right there and wrap my purple painted lips around his dick.

“What are we doing?” I asked with a laugh.

“You’ll get your dessert soon enough, but I want to teach you something first.”

I exhaled deeply, which made Vincent smile. He knew that he was driving me crazy, but the man got off on making me wait. It was maddening, but what could I do?

“You’re going to learn how to hit a golf ball.”

“What? I have on heels and a skirt! I can’t hit golf balls!”

“Sure you can,” Vincent said with a laugh.

He disappeared for a second and came back with a bucket of balls and some clubs for us to swing. I had never played golf in my life, and I didn’t want to learn, at least until Vincent turned me and pressed his body up against my backside.

“Are you going to be a good girl and listen?” he whispered into my ear.

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Good,” he said. “The first thing we need to do is practice your swing.”

“Okay,” I said even more lightly. Vincent’s body was tight against mine. I could feel every muscle. Every curve. I could even feel the outline of his hard cock, and it had my pussy aching.

“Pull back,” Vincent said and had me move my body with his. The tension between us was thicker than tar as he tried to teach me how to swing. He even got me to hit a few balls, but he helped me with every single one, and I felt his hard cock against my body the entire time.

“You’re doing great,” Vincent whispered into my ear. “A natural.”

“Yeah?” I asked, desperate for his approval as much as I was for his touch.

“Yes,” he purred. “Are you ready for your dessert?”

“Please,” I said.

Vincent took the golf club from my hand and set it to the side, and then he turned me to face him, planting a firm kiss on my lips. I moaned into his mouth as he moved his hands up and down my body, touching me everywhere he could.

He cupped my breasts. He grabbed my ass. He was kissing me like wild, and every part of my body was sensitive to his touch. His touch made my body far more excited than anything Joseph did to me. Maybe it was how Vincent had made me wait. Maybe it was how he’d asserted his dominance, waiting until the perfect moment to give me what I wanted.

We didn’t even bother going inside. Vincent whipped out his dick right there. He was already rock hard when I looked down at it, veins running through his manhood like rivers. I moaned as I reached down to touch it, slowly sinking to my knees.

I kneeled beneath Vincent and looked up at him with big, bubbly eyes. He rubbed his thumb across my cheek as his dick hung out of his unbuttoned pants in my face. Precum had already beaded up at the slit of his cock, so I stuck out my tongue to lick his bulbous tip clean as I stared into his eyes.

“Mmm! Are you my good girl?”

“Yes!” I said.

Vincent gripped me by my hair and pulled to make me look at him, staring down at me with possessive eyes. I was so fucking wet and horny I felt crazy, but I was crazy for this man, eager to please him.

“Will you keep fucking other guys?”

“No, Vincent! Only you!”

“You promise? I won’t give you my dick unless you promise.”

“I promise! I’m only for you, baby!”

“You better be telling the truth, girl. I’ll lose my mind if I catch you fooling around with those dumb boys again.”

Vincent released my hair, and I gasped. I told him that I wouldn’t. I promised him over and over, but then Vincent shut me up by shoving his cock into my mouth, giving me what I wanted most. I moaned deeply as I felt the weight of his manhood on my tongue.

My pussy was soaking my panties as Vincent pushed to the back of my open throat, desperate to take his entire cock. Vincent cursed and moaned as he held the back of my head and fucked my face with his dick, giving me everything I’d been desperate to receive.

By the time he pulled me up to my feet, I was so close to cumming that it hurt. Vincent unzipped my skirt and pushed it to the floor, and then he pulled off my crop top and tossed it to the side. I gasped when he pressed his body up against me and kissed me everywhere he could, and I nearly came undone when he cupped his hand against my wet panties.

“Fuck, girl. You’re soaked.”

“I need you!”

Vincent pushed me to the floor. I didn’t care that I was naked where people hit golf balls. I didn’t care about anything as Vincent used my body for his pleasure. He licked my pussy and made me scream, but I wasn’t prepared for when he started sucking on my clit.

His wet lips wrapped around my button, and that was the end of me. I closed my eyes and screamed as an orgasm overtook my body, creaming all over Vincent’s face. He moaned into my pussy and kept licking, suspending me in a pool of pleasure. Removing me from reality, and then he slid into me with his bare cock and really sent me shooting to the stars.

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours!” I screamed.

“Say my name, girl!”

“My pussy is yours, Vincent! It’s yours!”

“That’s right, Alexia! Don’t forget it!” Vincent said before slamming his dick into me. I gasped as he hit my spot, sending me into an ecstasy state all over again. Was I cumming a second time? A third? I wasn’t even sure as Vincent kept pounding my pussy.

Vincent grabbed my tits and squeezed them as he kept fucking me and making me cum over and over again. I lost count of how many orgasms he gave me. I simply sat back and let him use me for his pleasure as I floated in the stars.

Whenever I opened my eyes, I stared into Vincent’s eyes. I saw into his soul. I saw the love he had for me, and that only made me open more for him, giving him more of myself. I wrapped my legs around his back as he pounded my pussy and played with my clit, robbing me of all senses.

“Fuck, girl! That pussy feels so good clenched around my dick.”

“Not as good as your dick! Fuck!”

I had sex a few times as a guy, but I never knew sex could feel like this, and I never fucked a girl as good as Vincent was fucking me now. He was giving me that dick, and I never wanted him to stop. I never wanted it to end, but I knew Vincent couldn’t last forever.

“You like this dick?” Vincent asked as he used every inch of his cock to slam into my pussy.

“Yes! I love it!”

Vincent cursed and pulled out of me. I gasped and reached between my legs to touch my gaping pussy and rub my clit, feeling far too empty. I nearly cried from not having Vincent inside of me, but then he showered me with his cum.

I watched in awe as the thick, white goo shot from his tip and covered my naked body. Then he took the tip of his cock and rubbed his seed all over me before falling by my side to catch his breath.

“Damn, Alexia. That was worth the wait and then some.”

“You’re telling me,” I said, slowly coming down from the highs of my orgasm. I turned to Vincent and draped my naked body over his and placed a hand on his heaving chest. “I can’t wait until the next time.”

“You won’t have to wait long if you don’t put on some clothes.”

I smiled and curled up even closer to Vincent to whisper into his ear. “Guess I’m staying naked then.”

Vincent growled and pushed me to my back before kissing everywhere he could on my exposed body, leading us swiftly to round two, out in the fresh air without a care in the world.
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Three Months Later

Graduation was behind me, and I was finally a free girl, and I couldn’t wait to start my life as an artist. It wouldn’t be easy, but at least I would have Vincent by my side. He’d been spoiling me like crazy over the past three months, and we were even starting to talk about a long-term future together. Nothing was official yet, but we were madly in love. I felt it every morning when I woke up by his side.

This summer was our trial run of living together before we signed any lease agreements, but I had a feeling we would be together a long time. Everything felt so easy with Vincent. He cared for me, but he wasn’t afraid to put me in my place, which wasn’t the case with my girls, but I still loved them.

“What do you think of your studio?” Vincent asked as he stood in the doorway of the room that he’d turned into my art studio. It was only the hundredth time he’d asked, but the question never got old.

“You know I love it. Almost as much as I love you.”

Vincent came over to where I was painting and bent over to kiss me on the cheek. I’d lost track of time painting, but he’d come to tell me that lunch was ready. He was working from home for the week, so we got to eat every meal together, which I absolutely loved, and we always had dessert.

Sometimes in the morning, other days in the afternoon, but I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone to bed without having a little fun before drifting off to sleep. Vincent was a master at making me cum, and the way he pleasured my body would never get old.

“I’ll be down in two minutes.”

“Okay,” Vincent said and kissed the top of my head. “I love this piece you’re working on, by the way.”

“Thank you,” I said and smiled at him before he kissed me on the lips and walked out of the room. I finished a few more brushstrokes before walking away from the painting.

Life wasn’t one-hundred percent perfect, but I was going to appreciate the fact that my dreams had come true. I was the girl I always wanted to be, and I had the most incredible man waiting to serve me lunch.

What more could a girl want?
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