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Amanda HawkinsThe Party Trick

Breast implants. For a party. I guess that’s what I get for marrying a 
woman who’s also a plastic surgeon. And for being a jobless loser 
whose wife has to support him. But is it my fault that the economy 
went south right after I got my degree in philosophy?

While I was on the table—and unable to object—Liz went to town: 
she gave me a nose job and cheek implants, shaved my Adam’s apple, 
tapered my jaw line. I turned out pretty cute, but again—all that 
just for a party? Sure, it was one of those turnabout things where 
the girls go as guys and vice versa, but still. With the face she gave 
me there was no way anyone would mistake me for one of the guys.

As it turned out, that wasn’t a problem.

Next stop, the salon run by my wife’s best friend.

I had fairly long hair, which Liz had been encouraging me to grow for 
the last few years. Now it was cut and waved into a feminine style, 
then combed back into a pair of thick ponytails whose curly ends 
barely touched my new breasts in what was—according to my wife—
a seductively feminine gesture. I didn’t like the sound of that.

“All the guys are wearing makeup,” Liz assured me, as my face was 
artfully adorned with powders and creames, blushes and shadows.

“They better be,” I said, while my lashes grew heavy with mascara 
and my mouth turned slick with dark red lip gloss. Even my ears were 
pierced, and hung with a pair of large silver hoops. I shook my head 
and watched them dance with my ponytails.

My heart sank. No way could I pass as a cross-dressed male. I’d have 
to put on a tux and pretend to be a real woman, otherwise everyone 
would just assume that I hadn’t bothered to dress up at all.

But Liz would have none of that. As soon as we got home, she bullied 
me into a crotch-taping that stuffed my balls up into my pelvis, and a 
tight gaffe that hog-tied my tool and pulled it so far back into my 
crack that it felt like I was trying to make it with my own ass.

Little did I know that Liz had someone else in mind for that job.

After that, it was black panties and nude panty hose, for a crotch 
that might as well be female; a strapless brassiere; a black half-slip 
and a little black dress that served up a nice view of my cleavage.

It seemed that she was planning on getting me noticed.

“Your name is Cindy,” she said. “You’re a college girl who turns tricks 
to pay for school.” She smiled. “Try to forget you were ever a guy.”

*

I wish I could say there was no party, that it was all a big joke. But 
there was, and the only “turnabout” there was me. It was a staff 
party, to welcome a new doctor to the clinic. Liz introduced me as 
her cousin from out of town. Only the nurses who had helped with my 
operation and recovery knew who I was. I had to go along with it. It’s 
not like I had a choice. I sure as hell didn’t want to be caught.

As it turned out, I needn’t have worried; my disguise was solid. Liz 
had done an amazingly thorough job of turning me into a woman. Even 
my voice was pitching somewhat higher than normal. I wondered if 
she had surgically changed that too.

Liz introduced me to the new guy, Vance, who was a few years older 
than me. She made sure that I danced with him, more than once, and 
also that I had plenty to drink. Then she took off.

When the party was over, Liz was nowhere to be found and our car 
was no longer in the hotel parking lot. I was stuck. I tottered back 
into the lobby and found Vance picking up his key at the front desk.

He grinned. “Cindy! Did you get left behind?”

I nodded dumbly, oblivious to the coincidence.

“I thought your cousin said you were staying here, at this hotel.”

“She did?” I checked my purse. No money, no credit card.

“Well, you’re welcome to come up with me. Sit for a bit, then call 
your cousin at home. Unless you’ve got her cell number?”

I shook my head. Already, I suspected I wouldn’t get an answer.

His room was on the top floor, with a gorgeous view of the city. I 
stared out at the lights, feeling cold in my short dress and exposed 
chest. I accepted the drink he offered. It made me feel warm.

We sat on the couch. Vance took off his jacket. I looked away and 
laughed, although it came out as a rather feminine giggle.

He smiled. “You’re a very beautiful woman, Cindy.”

I shook my head. “Oh, nooo… I’m not…” I said, slurring my words. 

“Oh, but you are.” Then he kissed me.
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When my head stopped spinning, my lips were still fastened to his. 
Which meant I was kissing him back. Probably not a good idea.

The next thing I knew, Vance was reaching behind me to unzip my 
dress. As our mouths parted, the dress slid from my shoulders and 
slithered all the way to my hips.

“Mmm,” I said, feeling muddled. “Do’n do that.”

Instead of replying, he undid my bra strap. I was in trouble.

He pulled me into his arms and whispered my name while nuzzling my 
neck. It actually felt nice, in a what-the-hell-am-I-doing kind of way. 
His hands pressed into my back, which forced my face into his and I 
had no choice but to open my mouth and let him in.

I tried to push him away, but my small hands against his broad chest 
only seemed to excite him. His pants dropped to the floor. I sobered 
up quick when I saw what his underwear was hiding.

“C’mon,” he said roughly. 
“It’ll be fun.”

He straddled my legs, 
now protected only by a 
thin layer of silk, and his 
bulk forced me into the 
back of the couch. His 
tongue tasted like beer 
and shrimp cocktail. He 
ate my mouth and played 
roughly with my hair, all 
the while battering my 
head into the cushions.

It was overwhelming.

My own hands fell into 
his lap and touched the 
giant straining to tear a 
hole through his boxers.

I couldn’t stop him. In a 
minute he’d have my 
panties off, and then…

Somehow, I had to give 
him what he wanted.

Between kisses, I muttered, “Uh, wrong time of the month.”

He sighed and rolled off. I found myself staring at his manhood. It 
was a lot bigger than mine, which is an unbelievably sobering thought.

“You know what to do,” he said firmly. He wasn’t smiling.

I licked my lips, tasted the gloss, and wondered if this was why it 
was so slick. I bent over. The thing seemed terribly eager for a 
woman’s touch. Well, it would just have to make do with me.

I ate the tip. Not bad; like sucking a thumb. But as my mouth sank 
into his crotch, it turned into a giant anaconda making a serious 
attempt to choke me to death. I sucked air through my nose.

Vance helped by grabbing my head and pulling. His tool hit the back 
of my throat and kept going. I gagged, but that only rubbed him the 
right way and he picked up the pace, sliding out and back in, never 
quite clearing my lips. I clamped down, licking and sucking, knowing 
that I had to satisfy this man or my cover was blown.

Part of me felt sick. I wasn’t gay, I had no interest in men. But I told 
myself, “Man up, Cindy. You’re a girl now. This is what girls do.” And 
then I swallowed his load because that’s what girls do too.

“Incredible,” he wheezed, staring at my chest.

I wondered what I was supposed to do after getting a guy off. 
“Thanks,” I said coyly, licking my lips and toying with my hair.

That seemed to do the trick; he was already heading for hard.

“Turn over.” He flipped me onto my hands and knees on the couch. I 
didn’t have time to wonder what came next. A moment later my 
panties were down and he was sliding into a part of me I never 
thought I’d share with another man. On his way in he brushed the tip 
of my own flaccid manhood, which chose that moment to burst—with 
the kind of feminine delicacy one might expect of a woman.

He laughed and brushed his lips over my ear, whispering, “Thanks for 
the lube.” That’s when I realized he knew exactly who I was.

Vance stroked my breasts and I wiggled my hips to help him inside. 
My twin ponytails bounced as he kissed one side of my face, then the 
other, and said that I was worth every penny he’d paid my wife.

I moaned and gave him what he wanted, all the while telling myself 
that taking it up the ass didn’t mean I was gay (not that there’d be 
anything wrong with that), it just meant I was a woman.

Breast implants for a party? It finally made sense.  �


