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Introduction

“You can’t be serious. How can I become an Avon Lady when I’m CLEARLY a guy?”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.

Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains lesbian transgender love, feminization, transgender transformation, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to All Made Up: First-time Feminization and Transgender Romance.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE AIR IN GENARO'S ITALIAN RESTAURANT was thick with the scents of garlic, tomato sauce, and sweat. It was a busy Friday night, and I, Kyle Brenner, was in the eye of the storm. My head spun as orders came at me like a torrential downpour. I willed my slender legs to move faster, cursing myself for not being able to keep up with the frantic pace.

"Hey, Kyle, table six is complaining about their lasagna," Lisa, a fellow waiter, shouted at me from across the dining room. Her voice only added to the cacophony of clanking dishes, customers' laughter, and general chaos.

I sighed, my heart heavy.

"Alright, I'll handle it," I responded, mustering up a strained smile.

I approached table six, my face flushed from the heat and anxiety.

"I'm really sorry about the lasagna, folks. Can I get you something else? Maybe the fettuccine Alfredo or the chicken parmigiana?"
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My mind raced as I tried to fix the situation, all while feeling the weight of my own failures. I was 35 years old, a waiter at a mediocre Italian restaurant, and still living paycheck to paycheck.

Even my girlfriend, who I thought had been my rock, had recently broken up with me. She'd called me a loser, said I was going nowhere in life. And honestly, she wasn't wrong.

My family wasn't much better. My parents had stopped talking to me, disappointed that I hadn't made anything of myself. My brother, a successful real estate mogul, constantly looked down on me, offering me money to start a business. But I was proud—I didn't want his charity.

As I went back to the kitchen to fetch the new order, I couldn't help but feel like I was drowning in a sea of mediocrity. I was trapped in a body that never quite felt like my own, in a life that wasn't what I'd envisioned for myself.

I found solace in the quiet moments between the rush of orders, where I could close my eyes and imagine a different life. One where I was happy, successful, and true to myself. But those moments were fleeting, and reality always came crashing back.

"Hey, Brenner, you gonna mope around all night, or are you gonna help us out?" barked Tony, the burly chef who ran the kitchen with an iron fist.

"Sorry, Tony," I muttered, grabbing the freshly prepared dish for table six.

"I'm on it."

As I weaved through the dining room, tray in hand, I could feel the pressure mounting. The noise, the heat, the expectations of my customers and coworkers; it was all just too much. I could feel my grip on the tray slipping, and before I knew it, I had dropped it, sending plates and silverware crashing to the floor.

"Aw, come on, Kyle!" Lisa groaned, shaking her head.

"Get it together, man!"

A tide of embarrassment washed over me, and I could feel my face turning a deep shade of crimson. I bent down to clean up the mess, wishing desperately that I could just disappear.

After my shift, I sat in my cramped apartment, the silence providing a stark contrast to the noise of Genaro's. I poured myself a glass of cheap wine and took a deep breath. It was time to face the truth, to accept that my life wasn't what I wanted it to be and figure out how to move forward.

My brother's offer of financial help nagged at the back of my mind. I had always been too proud to accept it, but maybe it was time to swallow my pride and make a change. With his help, I could start a new chapter in my life.

The next day, I called my brother, my stomach twisting into knots.
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"Hey, um, it's Kyle," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I was wondering if we could talk about your offer to help me start a business."

There was a pause on the other end of the line before my brother responded.

"Not today, Kyle. I don’t have time for this," he said before hanging up—cementing my decision to never ever ask for his help again.

As I walked to the bus stop, the brisk New Jersey air nipping at my cheeks, I couldn't help but replay the conversation with my brother in my head. I had been a fool to think he'd actually help me. It was an empty promise, and I knew it. My gaze wandered to the towering buildings that lined the city streets. I found myself daydreaming about what it would be like to work in one of those shiny glass structures, dressed in a suit and tie, making something of myself.

The bus ride to Genaro's was a blur, my mind too consumed with thoughts of missed opportunities and regrets. When I arrived at work, I quickly discovered that something was different. There was an unusual buzz of excitement in the air, and I found my coworkers gathered in the kitchen for an impromptu meeting.

As I entered, I couldn't help but notice the tall, beautiful, blonde woman standing at the front of the group. She had a confident, perky energy that was hard to miss. Her name was Jessica, and she was a new waitress starting at Genaro's.
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"Hey everyone, I'm Jessica," she introduced herself with a bright smile, her voice filled with enthusiasm.

"I'm really excited to be here! Oh, and just so you all know, I'm a proud trans woman, and I also happen to be a makeup guru on YouTube."

I couldn't help but be in awe of her energy and beauty. She seemed so comfortable in her own skin, so unapologetically herself. It was captivating.

"Kyle, I want you to train Jessica," Tony instructed, his gruff voice pulling me from my reverie.

"Show her the ropes, alright?"

I nodded, trying to mask my nerves as I approached Jessica.

"Hey, I'm Kyle. I guess I'll be showing you around today."

She flashed me a warm, friendly smile.

"Nice to meet you, Kyle! I'm really looking forward to learning from you."

As we started her training, I found it difficult to focus on the tasks at hand. I was distracted by her beauty, and by the sense of self-assuredness she exuded. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to her.

We went through the various tasks that made up a typical shift at Genaro's—taking orders, serving food, and dealing with the occasional disgruntled customer. Through it all, Jessica's enthusiasm never waned.

"Wow, you really know your stuff, Kyle," she complimented as I showed her how to properly balance a tray of dishes.

"You're a great teacher."

I felt a flush of pride at her words, but it was quickly overshadowed by my growing sense of inadequacy. Here was this incredible person, someone who had faced their own challenges and come out stronger for it, and I was just... me. A 35-year-old waiter with no real direction in life.

As our shift came to an end, I found myself wanting to learn more about her, to understand how she had found the courage to be so unapologetically herself.

"Hey, Jessica," I began hesitantly, "I was wondering if you'd want to grab a coffee after work later?"

She beamed at my invitation, her eyes lighting up.

"I'd love that, Kyle!"

My shift at Genaro's was almost over, and I couldn't help but feel a nervous anticipation for my upcoming coffee date with Jessica. I ducked into the restroom, checking my breath and splashing water on my face. My heart raced as I tried to tame my unruly brunette hair, making sure I looked presentable for our casual outing.

As I clocked out, I noticed that my hands were shaking ever so slightly. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. She was waiting for me near the exit, her radiant smile immediately putting me at ease.

"Ready to go?" she asked, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

I nodded, offering her a shy smile in return.

"Absolutely."

We walked together towards Jersey's Best Coffee Shop, the cool New Jersey evening air a welcome relief from the stuffy atmosphere of the restaurant. The city lights danced around us, casting a warm glow on the bustling streets.

As we entered the coffee shop, I turned to her, eager to make sure I got her order right.

"What would you like? My treat."

She thought for a moment, her eyes scanning the menu.

"I'll have a caramel macchiato, please."

We placed our orders and found a quiet corner to sit and chat. The conversation flowed easily, and I found myself opening up about my coworkers and the regular customers at Genaro's.

"You know, Tony may be strict, but he's actually really understanding when you get to know him," I shared, a small smile playing on my lips.

"And Lisa, she swears like a sailor, but she's one of the kindest people you'll ever meet."
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I went on to describe our manager, Bowie, who was practically useless but happened to be the owner's son. It was Tony who picked up the slack, ensuring the restaurant ran smoothly. I also regaled her with stories about our colorful regular customers, from Mrs. Marino, who insisted on having her pasta cooked "just so," to Greg, the local mailman who always brought treats for the staff.

As I talked, I noticed her laughter and the way her eyes sparkled when she smiled. It was a beautiful sight, and it filled me with a warmth I hadn't felt in a long time.

Eventually, she glanced at her watch and sighed.

"I really appreciate the coffee and the conversation, Kyle, but I have to get going. I need to film a video for my YouTube channel and check on my makeup stock. I sell some of it online, you know."

I tried not to show my disappointment as I walked her to the door.

"Of course, I understand. Thank you for spending time with me, Jessica. I hope we can do this again soon."

She gave me a reassuring smile.

"I'd like that, Kyle. Have a good night."

As I made my way home, I couldn't help but worry that I had said something wrong, or that I had somehow ruined our evening together. My thoughts raced with every step I took, my heart heavy with the weight of uncertainty.

I tried to distract myself by focusing on the sights and sounds of New Jersey. The honking of car horns and the distant murmur of conversations swirled around me, but it did little to pull me from my thoughts.

When I reached my apartment, I decided to take a shower, hoping the warm water would ease my anxiety. As the steam filled the small bathroom, I leaned against the tiled wall, my mind still consumed with worries about my coffee date with Jessica.

After my shower, I wrapped myself in a towel and stared at my reflection in the foggy bathroom mirror.

What if I had blown my chance at building a real friendship with her?

The thought gnawed at me, leaving a hollow feeling in my chest.

In an attempt to quiet my mind, I turned on the TV and flipped through the channels, eventually settling on a classic movie. The black-and-white images flickered across the screen, but my thoughts remained firmly on Jessica and our time together.

I tried to recall the details of our conversation, searching for any moment where I might have crossed a line or said something inappropriate. The more I thought about it, the more my worries grew, my stomach churning with unease.

Unable to sit still, I paced my small apartment, my footsteps echoing in the quiet space. I wished I could go back in time and change the course of the evening, to ensure that I hadn't done anything to upset her.

As the hours ticked by, I found myself unable to focus on anything else. I tried reading a book, playing a video game, and even cleaning my apartment, but nothing could quell the relentless stream of thoughts plaguing me.

Eventually, I decided to call Kirk, a close friend from high school who moved to Iowa for advice. I dialed the number, my heart pounding as I waited for them to pick up.
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"Hey, it's Kyle," I said hesitantly when they answered.

"I need some advice. I had a coffee date with this amazing woman, Jessica, and I can't stop worrying that I messed it up somehow."

My friend listened patiently as I recounted the details of our evening together, offering words of comfort and reassurance.

"Kyle, it sounds like you two had a really nice time," he said.

"Maybe she was just being honest when she said she needed to go home and film a video. Try not to overthink it."

Despite his words, I couldn't help but worry.

What if my friend was just trying to make me feel better?

What if I really had messed things up?

As the night almost came to a close, I found myself lying in bed, my eyes wide open as I stared at the ceiling. I replayed the night's events over and over in my head, searching for any clues as to what I might have done wrong.

Had I talked too much about myself?

Had I been too forward in asking her about her life?

The questions continued to circle in my mind, the uncertainty keeping me awake long into the night.

As the first light of dawn filtered through my window, I made a decision. I would reach out to Jessica, apologize for anything I might have done wrong, and hope for the best.

With my resolve in place, I finally managed to drift off to sleep, my dreams filled with images of her and our evening together.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

WHEN I ARRIVED AT GENARO'S the next day, I was surprised to see Jessica waiting for me near the entrance, a bright smile on her face. My heart skipped a beat as she approached, her excitement contagious.

"Hey, Kyle!" she greeted me warmly, her eyes sparkling.
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"I just wanted to apologize for cutting our coffee date short yesterday. I had a great time, and I didn't mean to make it seem like I was rushing off."

I couldn't help but smile, relieved that my worries had been unfounded.

"It's okay, I understand. I'm just glad you had a good time."

As we started our shift together, I noticed a group of female customers admiring Jessica's makeup. They were clearly impressed with her skills, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride as I watched her confidently chat with them.

"Your makeup looks amazing!" one of the customers gushed.

"Did you do it yourself?"

She smiled, a hint of pride in her eyes.

"Yes, I did. Thank you so much for the compliment."

Throughout the day, the restaurant was as hectic as ever, with orders flying in and the kitchen working overtime to keep up. But despite the chaos, I found myself feeling strangely content, knowing that Jessica was by my side.

At one point, Tony approached us, a rare smile on his face.

"You two make a great team," he said, clapping me on the back.

"Keep up the good work."

During our break, we sat down in the small staff room, sharing stories and laughter as we enjoyed our meals. The conversation flowed easily, just as it had during our coffee date.

"So, tell me more about your family," Jessica prompted, her eyes filled with genuine interest.

I hesitated for a moment, then opened up to her.

"Well, my parents don't really understand my choices. They think I'm a disappointment because I'm still a waiter at 35. And my brother... he's a successful real estate agent, always trying to help me start a business or something. But I don’t want to depend on anyone, you know?"
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She nodded sympathetically.

"I get it. Family can be tough, but you should be proud of who you are, Kyle. You're a hard worker."

As our break came to an end, we reluctantly returned to work, the restaurant once again buzzing with activity. But even amidst the hustle and bustle, I couldn't help but feel a sense of calm, knowing that I had Jessica's friendship and support.

It was nearing the end of our shift when Jessica approached me, a slightly hesitant look on her face.

"Hey, Kyle, do you think you could help me out after work? I'll pay you $50 for your time."

Curious, I asked, "Sure, what do you need help with?"

She hesitated for a moment before answering, "I'll explain later. It's just something I've been working on."

I agreed, and after we finished our shifts, we headed outside together—with luggage in tow. As we walked, I couldn't help but wonder what was inside the heavy luggage. She seemed so capable and independent—it was difficult to imagine her needing assistance with anything.

When we reached a spot on the sidewalk near the restaurant, I finally understood. Jessica had several large boxes filled with Avon and Mary Kay makeup products along with foldable tables.

"I'm an Avon Lady and a Mary Kay consultant on the side," she explained, a proud smile on her face.

As we began to unpack the boxes, I couldn't help but be amazed by the sheer variety of products. There were lipsticks, eyeshadows, and blushes in every color imaginable, along with an array of skincare items.

I assisted her to set up a small table—arranging the products in an attractive display. Her fingers moved with the grace of a seasoned professional, and I found myself admiring her even more.

“Can you drape this on top of that?” she requested—handing me a silk tablecloth. As we worked, the scent of the makeup and skincare products filled the air, a mixture of fragrances that was both pleasant and slightly overwhelming. I couldn't help but be impressed by Jessica's knowledge of each product, as she explained their various benefits and uses to me.

As we were finishing up, I noticed the group of female customers from the restaurant earlier approaching our makeshift stand. They seemed excited to see Jessica and the array of makeup products she had set out.
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"Hey, I remember you from Genaro's!" one of them exclaimed.

"You said you did your own makeup, right?"

Jessica grinned and nodded.

"That's right! I actually sell these products, too. If you're interested, I can help you find the perfect makeup for your needs."

The women eagerly gathered around the table, and I watched in awe as she skillfully guided them through the selection process. She listened carefully to their concerns and preferences, recommending products that would suit their individual needs.

“Kyle, can you hand me the lash curler?”

Confused, I scoured through and had absolutely no idea what a lash curler looked like. Defeated, I leaned in for a whisper.

“I don’t know what that is?”

With a soft giggle, she said, “Oops, sorry, haha!”

I couldn't help but be impressed by her ability to connect with each customer, making them feel comfortable and confident in their choices. She was a natural salesperson, and I found myself admiring her even more.

As the customers made their purchases, she chatted and laughed with them, creating a warm and friendly atmosphere. I could see the genuine joy in her eyes as she helped each woman find the perfect product.

The sun was beginning to set, casting a golden glow over the scene. The warm light seemed to accentuate the vibrant colors of the makeup, and I found myself drawn to the display, my eyes taking in the array of shades and textures.

As the last customer left, she turned to me with a grateful smile.
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"Thank you so much for your help. I couldn't have done this without you."

I shrugged off her thanks, feeling a sense of pride in being able to assist her.

"It was my pleasure. I'm just glad I could help."

As we packed up the remaining products and said our goodbyes, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of admiration for Jessica. She was a true boss babe, juggling multiple jobs and responsibilities with ease and grace.

A week had passed, and Jessica was making quite a name for herself as an Avon Lady. She had invited me over to her apartment to help with inventory, as she had ordered even more products to keep up with demand. As I entered her cozy living space, I was immediately struck by the enticing scent of something delicious cooking.

We got to work, sorting through the boxes and organizing the products. The vibrant colors of the makeup and the sleek packaging created a visually appealing display, and I couldn't help but be impressed by Jessica's success.

As we worked, I couldn't contain my curiosity.

"So, how much have you made selling these products since we set up that stand last week?"

She grinned, a hint of pride in her voice.

"I've made around $300 every night just from our sales after our shifts at the restaurant. I could probably make more if I did this full-time, but I like the security that Genaro's provides."

Hearing this, something clicked in my mind, and I suddenly felt a surge of excitement.

"Maybe I could do this too! You know, make some extra money."

Her eyes lit up at the suggestion.

"That's a great idea, Kyle! I'd be more than happy to help you get started."

As we continued chatting and organizing the products, the sound of a loud pop echoed through the apartment. We both froze, our eyes wide with shock. She suddenly realized what had happened.

"Oh no, I completely forgot to turn off the pressure cooker!"

We rushed into the kitchen to find her paella had burst, the colorful rice dish now splattered all over the walls and ceiling. For a moment, we stood there in stunned silence, taking in the chaotic scene.

Then, slowly, laughter bubbled up from within us. The absurdity of the situation was simply too much, and we couldn't help but find humor in it. We laughed until tears streamed down our faces, our sides aching from the force of our mirth.

As we began the arduous task of cleaning up the mess, I couldn't help but marvel at the way she handled the setback. She remained cheerful and optimistic, even as we scrubbed rice and seafood from every surface.

The scent of the ruined paella lingered in the air, a mix of savory spices and the slightly bitter aroma of burnt rice. Despite the disaster, the apartment felt warm and inviting, filled with the comforting sounds of our laughter and conversation.

"I guess this is a good reminder to always pay attention when you're cooking," she joked as we wiped down the last of the mess.

I couldn't help but chuckle in agreement.

"Definitely a lesson learned."

As we finished cleaning up, I realized that I had never felt more at ease in someone's presence. Her positive energy and resilience in the face of mishaps had a way of making even the most mundane tasks enjoyable.

We returned to the living room, our laughter still echoing through the apartment. The warmth of our friendship seemed to permeate the space, making it feel like a sanctuary from the outside world.

As I looked around at the organized makeup products and thought about the possibility of joining Jessica in her side business, I felt a sense of hope and excitement that I hadn't experienced in a long time.

The pizza arrived just in time, as we were both starving after the paella disaster. As we sat down to eat, I couldn't help but voice my concerns.
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"Do you think people will trust me as an Avon Lady? I mean, I'm a guy, and I don't wear makeup."

She reassured me as she took a bite of her pizza.

"There are plenty of men who are Avon Ladies, Kyle. The important thing is that you know what you're talking about."

She offered to give me lessons on makeup, which I eagerly accepted. I was determined to make this side business work and prove to my family that I wasn’t a failure.

As we ate, I asked her how much I would need to start my own Avon business. She explained that I wouldn't need a significant amount of capital since I wouldn't have to pay for the products I sold. I would just earn commissions on my sales. All I needed to do was set up a table and start selling.

The next day at Genaro's, after our shift, I assisted Jessica with her makeup stand as we waited for customers. She took the opportunity to explain everything I needed to know about the makeup products. Her voice was enthusiastic and passionate as she described each item.

"These lipsticks come in a variety of shades and finishes, from matte to glossy. They're long-lasting and moisturizing, so your lips won't feel dry throughout the day," she explained as I examined the tubes of lipstick, their vibrant colors catching the light.

Next, she moved on to the eyeshadows.

"These palettes have a mix of matte and shimmery shades, perfect for creating any eye look you can imagine. The shadows are highly pigmented and easy to blend, making them a dream to work with."

As she spoke, I couldn't help but be impressed by her extensive knowledge of the products. I could see why customers trusted her and were eager to buy from her.

She continued to explain the various makeup items, her hands moving deftly over each product.

"The blushes are designed to give your cheeks a natural, healthy flush. They come in both powder and cream formulas, so you can choose the one that works best for your skin type."

I marveled at the soft, silky texture of the blushes as I swiped my finger across the surface, the powder blending effortlessly onto my skin.

She moved on to the foundations, which came in a wide range of shades to match any skin tone.

"These foundations provide buildable coverage, so you can achieve the perfect level of coverage for your needs. They're also long-wearing and breathable, so your skin will look flawless all day long."

As I examined the bottles, I could feel the smooth, lightweight consistency of the foundations. It was clear that these products were designed with the user's comfort in mind.

She didn't stop there. She went on to describe the various mascaras, eyeliners, and brow products, each one offering its own unique benefits. As she spoke, I could see the passion in her eyes, her love for makeup shining through with every word.

As we continued our impromptu lesson, I felt my confidence growing. With her guidance, I knew I could become just as knowledgeable and skilled in selling these products.

The scent of the makeup products filled the air around us, a mix of sweet, floral, and earthy notes that created a pleasant atmosphere. I found myself becoming more and more entranced by the world of makeup, eager to learn everything I could.

As the sun began to set, casting a warm glow over our makeshift stand, I realized that this was more than just a way to make extra money. It was an opportunity to connect with people and help them feel good about themselves.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WAS BACK AT JESSICA'S APARTMENT, helping her with inventory once again. It was a sweltering summer day, and she was wearing nothing but a negligee to combat the heat. I couldn't help but admire her beauty and the way the sheer fabric accentuated her curves. I tried to keep my focus on the task at hand, but it was becoming increasingly difficult.

In an effort to distract myself, I decided to tell her that I was ready to start selling makeup. Her face lit up with excitement, and she pulled me in for a hug. I felt tense as her body pressed against mine, and I couldn't help but want to lean in and kiss her. But I stopped myself, not wanting to ruin the friendship we had built.

As we broke away from the embrace, our faces were just inches apart. I could feel her breath on my skin, and my heart raced with the intensity of the moment. We were so close to kissing when the doorbell suddenly rang, shattering the spell between us.

She pulled away, looking annoyed, and went to answer the door. To my surprise, a tall, muscular Latino man barged into the apartment. His language was rough as he began to apologize to her, begging her to take him back.

"Come on, baby, I messed up. Give me another chance," he pleaded, but she wasn't having any of it.

"Get out, Jose! You're a cheating bastard, and I'm done with you. Go be with that tramp you left me for!" she spat, her voice seething with anger.

His eyes finally landed on me, and he sneered, "This white boy is your new man?"

He lunged towards me, fists raised, clearly looking for a fight. Anger surged through me, and I fought back, our fists connecting with each other's faces. But before things could escalate further, she stepped in.

"Enough!" she roared, her anger palpable. She shoved him towards the door, her eyes blazing with fury.

"Get the hell out of my apartment before I call the cops!"

With one last glare at both of us, he finally left, slamming the door behind him. The tension in the room was palpable as she broke down, tears streaming down her face.
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I quickly moved to her side, wrapping my arms around her as she sobbed.

"I'm so sorry. You don't deserve any of that."

Through her tears, she managed a shaky laugh.

"Yeah, well, I guess that's one way to avoid kissing."

I couldn't help but chuckle, despite the intensity of the situation.

"Not really," I said—my voice barely above a whisper.

Leaning in slowly, I pressed my lips to hers, and she kissed me back. It was like electricity coursing through my body, every nerve ending alive and tingling with desire.

She pulled away after a moment, her eyes searching mine.

"Kyle, you know I’m trans, right?" she said hesitantly.

"Is that okay with you?"

I didn't hesitate for a moment.
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"Jessica, you are all woman to me," I whispered, and she smiled in relief.

We kissed again, our passion growing with each touch, each caress. My heart raced, and I felt a warmth spreading through me that I had never experienced before. Our connection was undeniable, and I reveled in the newfound intimacy between us.

Three days later, we were setting up our makeup stand together, excitement and anticipation filling the air. As I picked up each piece of makeup, I mentally rehearsed what I would say to potential customers, reminding myself of the product's purpose and benefits. I could feel my hands shaking slightly, betraying my nerves.

She noticed my trembling and gave me a concerned look.

"Are you okay? You're shaking."

"I'm just nervous," I admitted, forcing a smile.

"And excited."

As customers began to walk by, I did my best to engage them in conversation and showcase the makeup products. I knew what I was talking about, but somehow, closing a sale proved to be more difficult than I had anticipated.

A woman approached, eyeing the makeup skeptically.

"What makes this lipstick different from the one I'm already using?" she asked.

I launched into my rehearsed explanation, describing the long-lasting formula and vibrant color selection, but she still seemed unconvinced. After a few more minutes of conversation, she ultimately walked away without making a purchase.

I felt a twinge of disappointment, but I didn't let it deter me. I kept trying, engaging with each potential customer who stopped by the stand. Some seemed genuinely interested in the products, asking questions and listening intently to my responses, while others simply gave a cursory glance before moving on.

As the day wore on, I began to grow weary, my earlier enthusiasm waning. Jessica, however, remained a constant source of encouragement and support.

"You're doing great," she assured me, giving my hand a reassuring squeeze.

"Just remember to breathe and be yourself. People will respond to your passion and authenticity."
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I took her advice to heart, trying to relax and let my genuine enthusiasm for the products shine through. Slowly but surely, I began to make sales, and my confidence grew with each successful transaction.

By the end of the day, I had sold a modest but respectable amount of makeup. As we packed up our stand, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment and pride in what I had achieved.

She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in for a celebratory hug.

"I told you you could do it," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

As we walked away from our stand, hand in hand, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the incredible woman by my side. With her love and support, I had not only embarked on a new and exciting business venture but had also discovered a side of myself I had never known existed—contrary to what my family thought of me.

The next day, Jessica and I were working hard in the restaurant. It was an incredibly busy day, and we were all feeling the pressure. Amidst the chaos, Bowie, the manager, made a rare appearance, strutting around the dining area with an air of arrogance that only served to irritate the already stressed staff.

Suddenly, from the kitchen, we heard the unmistakable sound of raised voices and heated arguing. I exchanged a knowing look with Jessica before we both headed toward the source of the commotion.

Inside the kitchen, we found Tony and Bowie in a heated confrontation. Tony had clearly had enough of Bowie's laziness and lack of involvement in the day-to-day running of the restaurant.

His face was red with anger as he yelled at Bowie, berating him for collecting money while leaving all the work to others.

"How dare you speak to me like that!" Bowie shot back, his voice rising to match Tony's.

"I could fire you right now!"

Tony didn't back down, instead challenging Bowie with a steely glare.

"Go ahead, fire me. Then see what happens to this place."

At that point, Lisa stepped in, her voice firm and resolute.

"If Tony goes, I go too. I won't work here without him."

[image: restaurant kitchen]

One by one, the rest of us, including Jessica and me, joined in, expressing our support for Tony and our dissatisfaction with Bowie's lack of leadership. We stood together as a united front, determined not to let Bowie's incompetence ruin the restaurant we all cared so deeply about.

Bowie's expression shifted from anger to something akin to panic as he realized the gravity of the situation. In an attempt to diffuse the tension, he let out a nervous laugh and said, "You guys are really fired up, huh? Look, just forget what I said. I had a bad morning, okay?"

He tried to brush off the confrontation as if it were nothing, but we all knew better. The damage had been done, and we had made our point clear. The staff of Genaro's would no longer tolerate Bowie's indifference and ineffectual management.

With the crisis seemingly averted for the moment, we returned to our respective duties, the atmosphere still charged with lingering tension. As the day wore on, we continued to work hard, determined not to let the earlier events disrupt our service to the customers.

As I darted between tables, delivering steaming plates of pasta and refilling wine glasses, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with my fellow staff members. Despite the difficult circumstances, we had banded together, standing up for what we believed in and supporting one another.

Jessica and I found moments throughout the day to exchange reassuring glances, our connection only strengthened by the shared experience. As the hours passed and the restaurant began to empty, we looked forward to the end of our shift and the opportunity to unwind and process the day's events.

Finally, with the last customers gone and the restaurant quiet, we gathered in the kitchen, sharing a much-needed moment of solidarity. Tony addressed the group, his voice filled with gratitude and determination.

"I just want to say thank you," he began, his eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"Thank you for standing with me today. It means more than you know."

As the others murmured their support, I glanced over at Jessica, her eyes locked on Tony, her expression one of fierce loyalty and admiration. At that moment, I knew that we were more than just coworkers. We were family, bound together by our shared struggles and our unwavering support for one another.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

AS JESSICA AND I LAY TOGETHER, cuddling after a long day, I couldn't help but share my disappointment with her about not selling much makeup. I began to question myself, wondering if I was cut out for this business after all. She listened intently, her eyes filled with understanding as she gently rubbed my back in a comforting gesture.

"Maybe you should try wearing the makeup while you sell it," she suggested with a soft smile.

I frowned at the idea.

"But I'm a guy. I'd look ridiculous wearing makeup."

She rolled her eyes at my response.

"That's not true at all," she insisted.

"There are plenty of men who wear makeup, and they look great."

To prove her point, she grabbed her phone and showed me pictures of male celebrities who regularly wore makeup, both on and off the red carpet. I had to admit, they did look good.

"Okay, okay, I get your point," I conceded, my reluctance slowly fading.

"But I don't know how to apply makeup."

She grinned, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
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"That's why I'm here, silly. I'm a makeup guru, remember? I'll teach you everything you need to know."

And so, that night, we embarked on a crash course in makeup application. She set up a mirror and a variety of makeup products on the table in front of us. She began by explaining the importance of starting with a clean, moisturized face before moving on to the actual makeup.

As she applied a primer to my face, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her fingertips gently massaging my skin. The cool, silky texture of the primer felt refreshing and soothing. She explained that primer helped to create a smooth canvas for the makeup and ensured that it would last longer.

“This feels oddly satisfying,” I let out.

She replied with a proud grin then applied foundation to my face, using a beauty sponge to blend it in. The foundation felt lightweight, and I was surprised by how easily it blended into my skin.

She took her time, making sure to cover every inch of my face, even the corners of my nose and the area around my eyes.

"Now for some concealer," she announced, opening a small tube and dabbing a small amount of product under my eyes. She used a small, fluffy brush to blend it in, being extra gentle around the delicate eye area.

I could feel the brush's soft bristles tickling my skin, but I tried my best to hold still. As she worked, she explained that concealer was great for hiding dark circles, redness, and blemishes.

Once the concealer was in place, she set everything with a translucent powder. Using a large, fluffy brush, she dusted the powder all over my face, ensuring that the makeup would stay put and not crease throughout the day. The powder felt incredibly lightweight, and I couldn't even tell it was there.

“Contouring time! One of my faves,” she announced.

She took the bronzer and applied it to the hollows of my cheeks and along my hairline using a smaller, angled brush. She explained that bronzer helped to add warmth and dimension to the face, making it look more sculpted and defined. I couldn't help but be amazed by how easily she manipulated the brush, blending the bronzer seamlessly into my skin.

Blush followed, with her using a smaller, rounded brush to apply a soft pink shade to the apples of my cheeks. She instructed me to smile as she applied the blush, explaining that it would help her find the perfect placement. The blush felt like a feather-light touch, and I could already tell that it was adding a natural, healthy flush to my cheeks.

“Gosh, I didn’t know you were this pretty,” she jested. With a scoff—thinking that she was playing a prank on me, I shook my head.

She then moved on to my eyes, starting with an eyeshadow primer. She used her fingertip to apply the product, explaining that it would help the eyeshadow adhere better and prevent creasing. The primer felt slightly tacky but dried down quickly, leaving my eyelids feeling smooth and ready for the next step.

As she picked up an eyeshadow palette, she explained the importance of choosing complementary colors to create a cohesive look. She decided on a neutral palette with shades that would enhance my eye color without being too bold or overpowering. Using a variety of brushes, she expertly applied the eyeshadow, blending each shade seamlessly into the next.

I marveled at the soft, velvety feel of the eyeshadow as it glided across my lids, and the subtle way it changed my eye shape and made them appear more defined.

“Don’t make sudden movements!” she warned.

“Wait! Is that gonna hurt?!” I retorted—trying to avoid the pencil darting into my eye. She gave me a stern look, enough to compel me to sit back and relax. She gripped the eyeliner tighter and applied it with a steady hand, creating a thin line along my upper lash line.

I couldn't help but flinch a bit as the pencil approached my eye, but her gentle touch and soothing words helped put me at ease. She explained that eyeliner could be used to create various effects, from subtle definition to bold, dramatic looks.

She then moved on to mascara, instructing me to look up as she carefully coated my lashes with the inky black formula. The mascara wand felt slightly ticklish against my lashes, but I couldn't deny the immediate impact it had on my eyes. My lashes appeared longer and fuller, framing my eyes beautifully.

With my eyes complete, she turned her attention to my eyebrows. Using an angled brush and a brow powder, she carefully filled in any sparse areas, creating a natural-looking fullness. As she worked, she explained that well-groomed brows could make a world of difference in framing the face and adding structure.

“For the finishing touch,” she said.

Finally, she applied a lip product to complete the look. She chose a natural-looking shade that complemented my skin tone and the rest of the makeup. The lip product felt smooth and hydrating, gliding onto my lips with ease.
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As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I was struck by the transformation that had taken place.

“What the fuck!?” I let out—my voice barely above a whisper.

The makeup enhanced my features, making me look polished and put-together without appearing overdone. She had worked her magic, and I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of confidence.

"Well, what do you think?" she asked, beaming with pride at her handiwork.

"I have to admit, you were right," I replied, still admiring my reflection.

"I don't look ridiculous at all. In fact, I think I look pretty good."

She smiled, giving me a playful nudge.

"Told you so. Now you'll be able to sell makeup with confidence, knowing that you look as great as your customers will."

Two days later, as Jessica and I worked our usual shift at the restaurant, the atmosphere was hectic but filled with camaraderie. Even with Bowie finally attempting to help, his constant need for guidance from Tony only added to the chaos.
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Despite the stress, our spirits remained high, and the bonds we had formed with our coworkers made the tough times bearable.

A particularly snobbish customer, a woman who looked like she had just stepped out of a Barbie doll box, took her frustrations out on Bowie. She berated him for the slow service, complaining that she had been waiting for twenty minutes for her truffle pasta. Her harsh words and condescending tone were almost too much to bear, but Jessica and I couldn't help but feel a small sense of satisfaction watching Bowie squirm under the pressure. It was a small taste of karma, and we silently shared a knowing glance.

After our shift, she and I set up our makeshift makeup stand outside the restaurant. With her finishing the setup, I couldn't help but feel nervous.

Today was the day I would be applying makeup to myself in public for the first time, and I was filled with equal parts excitement and trepidation. Sensing my anxiety, she offered reassuring words and promised to guide me through the process.

Taking a deep breath, I began by applying primer to my face, just as she had taught me. The silky texture of the primer smoothed over my skin, creating an even canvas for the makeup to come. As I worked, I could feel the warmth of the sun on my skin and the gentle breeze that carried the scent of freshly brewed coffee from a nearby shop.

Next, I moved on to foundation. She had helped me select a shade that matched my skin tone perfectly, and as I applied the liquid with a soft makeup sponge, I could feel my confidence growing. The foundation covered any imperfections without feeling heavy or cakey, leaving my skin looking flawless and natural.

With the base makeup complete, I turned my attention to contouring. Using a contouring stick, I carefully traced lines along my cheekbones, jawline, and forehead, as she had shown me. I then blended the product with a small, angled brush, feeling the soft bristles glide effortlessly over my skin. The contouring added subtle definition to my face, accentuating my features and giving me a more sculpted appearance.

For my eyes, I chose a neutral eyeshadow palette that Jessica had recommended. I applied the lightest shade all over my lids, feeling the buttery smooth texture of the eyeshadow as it blended easily.

Next, I added depth to my eyes with a slightly darker shade, using a fluffy blending brush to diffuse the color and create a seamless transition. The eyeshadow was surprisingly easy to work with, and as I caught a glimpse of myself in a small mirror, I marveled at the difference it made.

Eyeliner was the next challenge, and I steadied my hand as I traced a thin line along my upper lash line. The fine-tipped pencil allowed for precision, and though my line wasn't perfect, it added definition to my eyes.

I then applied mascara to my lashes, feeling the brush gently sweep through them, coating each one with the volumizing formula.

My eyebrows were next, and I carefully filled in any sparse areas with a brow powder and an angled brush, just as Jessica had taught me. The powder clung to the brush, allowing me to create natural-looking, fuller brows that framed my eyes beautifully.

Finally, it was time for the finishing touch—lipstick. I chose a neutral shade that complemented my skin tone and the rest of the makeup. As I applied the creamy formula to my lips, I could feel the soft, moisturizing texture gliding on easily.

With the makeup application complete, I took a step back and looked at myself in the mirror. I had to admit, I was impressed with the results. The makeup enhanced my features without making me look overdone or out of place. Jessica beamed with pride as she looked at my handiwork.

"Wow, Kyle, you look amazing! I knew you'd do great," Jessica exclaimed.

As customers began to stroll by our stand, my nerves started to creep back. I could feel my hands shaking slightly, and I clenched them into fists to try and steady myself. She noticed and offered a reassuring smile, reminding me that I knew what I was talking about and just needed to trust myself.

"You've got this. Just remember what we practiced, and you'll be fine," she said encouragingly.

Taking a deep breath, I approached the first potential customer with newfound confidence. I picked up a bottle of foundation and launched into my well-rehearsed explanation of the product's benefits.

"This foundation is perfect for all skin types, and it provides a flawless finish without feeling heavy," I said enthusiastically.

As I continued to talk to customers and demonstrate the various products, I gradually became more at ease. I started to feel like I was in my element, and my enthusiasm for the makeup was contagious.

A customer approached me, looking interested in the eyeshadow palette.

"What can you tell me about this palette?" she asked.

"Oh, that's one of our bestsellers," I replied confidently.

"It has a fantastic range of colors that are highly pigmented and blend easily, perfect for creating stunning eye looks."

People were drawn in by my passion and knowledge, and I could see the excitement on their faces as they tried out different shades and formulas.

As the day went on, I felt more and more confident in my ability to connect with people and help them find the perfect makeup for their needs.

Jessica watched me from a distance, her eyes filled with pride and happiness. She occasionally offered helpful tips or suggestions, but for the most part, she let me take the lead.

"You're doing great!" she called out from time to time, her voice filled with encouragement.
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As the sun began to set and our day came to a close, I took a moment to reflect on the experience. I had faced my fears and come out stronger for it, and I couldn't have done it without Jessica by my side.

"We make a great team, don't we?" I said to her as we started packing up.

She smiled warmly.

"We absolutely do. I'm so proud of you, Kyle."

Together, we had turned a simple makeup stand into something special, and I was excited to see where our partnership would take us next.

As we walked back to her apartment, hand in hand, I couldn't help but smile at the thought of all the adventures that lay ahead of us.

"Today was just the beginning. I can't wait to see where this takes us," I said, feeling a surge of excitement.

"Me too, Kyle. Me too," she replied, giving my hand a gentle squeeze.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AS I LOUNGED ON JESSICA'S BED, channel-surfing and waiting for her to finish getting ready, I couldn't help but feel the anticipation building. She had mentioned earlier that she wanted to try something new for her next makeup tutorial, and I was eager to see what she had in mind.

I glanced over at her as she emerged from her closet, and my jaw nearly hit the floor. She was wearing a stunning, form-fitting red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places.

The plunging neckline left little to the imagination, and the thigh-high slit showed off her toned legs. Her matching stiletto heels only accentuated the outfit, making her look even more alluring.

"I thought I'd channel my flirty side for this tutorial," she said with a teasing grin, as she twirled in front of the mirror.

"What do you think?"

I chuckled, trying to maintain my composure despite my racing heart.

"I think you don't need to channel anything, Jess. Your flirty side is already front and center."

As she continued to adjust her outfit and apply the finishing touches to her makeup, I couldn't tear my eyes away from her. The way the dress clung to her body, highlighting every curve and contour, left me feeling a mixture of awe and desire. I could sense the heat rising in my cheeks, and I knew I wasn't going to be able to keep my feelings in check for much longer.

She must have noticed the look in my eyes because she walked over to the bed and sat down next to me. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in close, her lips mere inches from mine.
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"So," she whispered seductively, "do you like what you see?"

Unable to resist any longer, I closed the distance between us, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss. The taste of her lipstick was sweet on my tongue, and I reveled in the feeling of her soft, full lips against mine. Our kiss deepened, fueled by the intensity of our desire for one another.

As our bodies pressed together, I could feel the heat radiating from her skin, and my hands instinctively began to explore her curves. The silky fabric of her dress was cool to the touch, and I marveled at the contrast between the material and her warm, inviting body.

“Mmm,” she moaned softly into our kiss, her hands gripping my shoulders for support. I could feel her heart racing beneath her chest, and the sound of her heavy breathing filled my ears. It was a symphony of desire, and I couldn't get enough.

As we continued to kiss, our bodies tangled together on the bed, I couldn't help but think about how lucky I was to be her boyfriend. We eventually broke our kiss, our chests heaving as we tried to catch our breath. Her eyes shone with love and desire, and I knew she felt the same deep connection that I did.

"Kyle," she whispered, her voice barely audible, "I never knew I could feel this way about someone."

I pulled her close, wrapping my arms around her as I replied, "I feel the same way. You've changed my life in ways I could never have imagined."

We continued kissing and I was so excited to finally get to make love to her. We had been dating for a while but hadn't had sex yet. She was unsure if I would be okay seeing her penis. But I didn't mind at all. I was so sure of my sexuality and to me, she was all woman.

Soon after, I gazed into her beautiful eyes and whispered, "I love you just the way you are." She smiled at me, her eyes filled with gratitude and relief. She had been so nervous about revealing her naked body to me. I took her hand and pinned her to the bed.

We began to explore each other's bodies, our hands roaming freely as we kissed passionately. Her penis was hard and eager, and I couldn't wait to feel it inside my mouth. I’d been watching trans porn to know what it was like as I wanted to learn how to pleasure her as well.

My heart was racing with anticipation as she reached down to touch me between my legs. I moaned softly as she stroked me, feeling my body beginning to respond to her touch.

And then, just as suddenly, she pulled away.

"I'm scared," she whispered, her eyes filled with uncertainty.

I could see the fear in her gaze, and I knew that this was a big moment for her. I reached out and took her hand in mine, squeezing it gently.

"Hey, it's okay," I said softly.

"We don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with."

But even as I spoke the words, my own desire was burning hotter than ever. I wanted her so badly, in a way that I had never wanted anyone else before.

As I took her in my arms, she whispered into my ear, "Are you sure you're okay with this?"

I pulled back and looked into her eyes, "I've never been more sure of anything in my life."

With that, she pushed me back onto the bed and climbed on top of me. I watched as she reached down and pulled her penis out of her panties.

Squeezing her tits, I watched her stroke her cock as my dick pulsated against her butt. I was so turned on I could barely breathe.

She leaned down and we locked eyes as she began to roll her tongue along my shaft. Slowly, she took it in her mouth, teasing it with her mouth.
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"Mmm, just like that," I encouraged. But then she pulled away.

"I love you, Kyle," she said, gazing into my eyes.

"I love you too, Jessica."

I was afraid to say more because I was so turned on, and I just wanted to be inside her. Her mouth felt so good on my dick. I had never felt so turned on in my entire life.

"Yeah, keep doing that, keep doing that," I moaned—my toes curling as I gyrated my hips to push deeper into her mouth. I could feel her saliva drown drip down my thighs. She was excellent at giving head and didn’t mind choking and gagging on my member.

Soon after, we kissed deeply as she lifted her hips and guided the tip of her dick to my mouth.

"I want your first time to be with me. I want to show you how much I love you,” she said.

With closed eyes, I parted my lips and took her cock in my mouth, kissing the flushed head.

To my surprise, it didn't taste bad. I sucked and licked her, getting lost in the sensation of her dick in my mouth. She tasted sweet and salty and I began to fantasize about taking it in the ass. I imagined her fucking me with her cock just like what I usually saw on porn flicks.

Deep in lustful thoughts, I began to suck her dick with newfound vigor as I reached out and wrapped my fingers around her dick, and jerked it slowly. Soon after, she was picking up the pace, pumping her hips to meet my tonsils.

I continued to suck her, my tongue pressed against her shaft as her cock slid wetly in and out of my mouth.

"Mmm, so good! Ah!" she yelled.

She began to breathe harder and faster, her face flushed and her eyes closed. I wasn’t an expert. There were moments when I had to rest from the novel feeling of gagging on a penis. But at that very moment, I could tell that she was about to cum.
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Abruptly, she got on her knees and reached over to the nightstand. I watched as she pulled out a bottle of lube, squeezing a large dollop into her hand. It was the very first time I'd seen her finger her ass and it was the most erotic sight I'd ever seen.

"Make love to me," she begged as she bent over the edge of her bed.

I didn't need a second invitation. I parted her legs and grabbed the lube out of her hand then started grazing her tight opening with my mushroom head.

"I've never fucked an ass before," I said excitedly—causing her to chuckle and moan.

I gripped my cock and pushed it against her opening. Then, I felt her body relax as I began to push my dick into her anus.

"Ahh! Slowly, please."

"How bad is it?" I asked with concern.

"Just be gentle. And take it slow," she moaned.
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Her asshole was tight and her butt cheeks were so smooth and plump. She groaned then gripped the bed sheets as I slid the entire length of my shaft into her ass. I felt like I was being edged as I had to go slow so I didn't hurt her. My cock slipped in and out of her ass and her groans got louder.

"Oh, God!" she moaned as I pushed my cock into her tight hole, inch by inch.

"Ah! Your dick is so big!"

Her ass walls felt like my dick was being embraced by the goddess of sex. Every fiber of lust in my body was celebrating and dancing to the tune of her tightness.

She seemed to be in pain as she clutched onto the mattress and tried to catch her breath. I tried to be gentle and slow as I pushed deeper inside her tight, smooth asshole.

"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard!" she moaned.

It was all the encouragement I needed to start fucking her the way I wanted to. I watched as my long, throbbing shaft disappeared inside her gorgeous ass. God, it felt so good.

At that point, I was so turned on it was hard to control myself. There I was, fucking her beautiful ass while she moaned in pleasure. I had never been so hard in my entire life.

"Yes, Kyle," she begged.

"You like it, baby?" I moaned as I sunk my fingertips into her hips. With a nod, she looked over her shoulders—giving me a coquettish and irresistible gaze, further solidifying my already rock-hard cock.

I heard a gasp of breath as her entire body went taut.

"I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum!"

Then I felt her body shudder as she orgasmed. Her face was all red, almost as red as the dress she took off that was laying on the floor. I felt so satisfied by making her cum that my body started begging for release.

I continued fucking her with a mission to dump every drop of my semen onto her.

I was getting increasingly closer to cumming when I could feel my belly begin to tense and my breathing started to shorten. I felt my body heating up and my cock twitching.

"Oh, fuck!" I cried out.

"I'm gonna cum!"

Quickly, she knelt in front of me with her mouth open, hungry for my cum.

"Ah, Ah, Ah!"

"Ahh!" I grunted as I pulled out and watched my cum spray onto her lips and tits—then drip down to her abs.

Our sounds of pleasure echoed through the room. Her body was twisting and squirming from the orgasm that was coming to her as my dick pulsed from the abundant release of my semen.

“Ahhh!” I moaned once more—drowning in euphoria.

As I fell on my back, my entire body was shuddering. I couldn't move, as I was completely exhausted after a strenuous orgasm. Soon after, we collapsed back onto the bed, cuddling and kissing.

"I love you so much, Jessica," I whispered into her ear.

"I love you too," she said before kissing me on the mouth.

I held her tightly as she snuggled against my chest. At that moment, I knew she was the one and I’d do anything to be the best version of myself. I would do anything to make all of her dreams a reality and to prove to my family that I was capable of being successful.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since Jessica's videos started going viral. She was ecstatic, to say the least. Sponsorships were pouring in, and it seemed like her YouTube career could support her full-time. On the other hand, while I was happy with the money I was making as an Avon lady and a waiter, I couldn't help but feel that I could do better.

One evening, as we sat together in her living room, she suggested that if I dressed more femininely, customers might trust me more when it came to makeup sales. After all, the primary market for makeup was women.

I felt reluctant, unsure if that was the right path for me.

"I don't know," I said, hesitating.

"I mean, I'm doing okay, but I just don't know if that's my style."

She seemed to understand my concerns, but before we could discuss them further, she glanced at her phone and saw the time.

"Oh, shoot!" she exclaimed.

"I have a live stream scheduled for now. We'll talk more about this later, okay?"

As she rushed to set up her equipment for the live stream, I couldn't help but study her, trying to pinpoint what made her so successful in everything she did. I watched her movements, the way she carried herself, and how she effortlessly prepared for her live stream.

First, it was her natural beauty. Even without makeup, Jessica was stunning. Her flawless skin, bright eyes, and radiant smile could easily captivate anyone. But with makeup on, she transformed into an ethereal goddess. She knew how to enhance her features and let her true beauty shine.

Her hair was another factor that added to her allure. It was always styled perfectly, framing her face and cascading down her back like a waterfall. The way it caught the light and moved with her added an air of elegance to her presence.

As I continued to observe her, I noticed how her outfit played a significant role in her success. She dressed stylishly and with confidence, always in tune with the latest fashion trends.

She knew how to mix and match pieces to create eye-catching ensembles that showcased her personality and flattered her figure.

But more than her physical appearance, it was her demeanor that truly set her apart. She was warm, engaging, and genuine, making everyone around her feel welcomed and at ease. Her charisma was undeniable, and she had a way of connecting with people on a deeper level.

I could see it in the way she interacted with her viewers during the live stream. She would answer questions thoughtfully, offer advice, and share stories that made her relatable and down-to-earth. She was open and honest, and her laughter was contagious, filling the room with a sense of joy and camaraderie.

As I watched her, I could feel my admiration for her growing. She was a natural-born leader, able to inspire and motivate others with her passion and dedication. It was no wonder that she was thriving in her career, as she had a unique ability to connect with her audience and make them feel valued and understood.

I also noticed the attention to detail in her live stream setup. The background was carefully curated, with a mix of personal items and decorations that reflected her style and interests. The lighting was soft and flattering, creating an inviting and intimate atmosphere.

Her voice was another key factor in her success. She had a soothing and melodic tone, making it easy to listen to her for hours on end. She knew how to modulate her voice to convey different emotions, drawing her viewers in and making them feel as though they were part of the conversation.

As I continued to watch her, I realized that her success wasn't solely due to her appearance or her skills as a makeup artist—it was a combination of all these factors, along with her genuine love for what she did. Her passion for makeup and fashion was evident in everything she shared, and her enthusiasm was contagious.

As the live stream progressed, I saw her seamlessly juggle multiple tasks, such as responding to comments, demonstrating makeup techniques, and sharing product recommendations. She was a natural multitasker, and her ability to balance everything so effortlessly only added to her appeal.

Her creativity was another aspect that set her apart. She was always coming up with new ideas for makeup looks, tutorials, and collaborations. Her willingness to take risks and try new things kept her content fresh and exciting, and it was clear that her viewers appreciated her innovative spirit.

I was also struck by her resilience and determination. She had faced challenges and setbacks in her career, but she never let them hold her back. Instead, she learned from them and used those experiences to grow and become even better at what she did.

As the live stream came to an end, I found myself feeling inspired by her success. I realized that if I wanted to up my game and achieve greater success in my own ventures, I needed to learn from her example. I needed to embrace my own passion and be willing to step outside of my comfort zone.

"That went really well," she said, stretching her legs out and leaning back.

"So, where were we with our conversation?"
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I hesitated for a moment, recalling our earlier discussion about dressing more femininely to connect better with customers. I looked at her, her eyes sparkling with excitement and encouragement, and I knew that I had to at least give it a try.

"Alright," I said, taking a deep breath.

"Let's give it a shot. I'll try dressing more femininely to see if it helps with my sales. But I'll need your help, of course."

She grinned, her eyes lighting up at the prospect of helping me.

"Of course, Kyle! I'll be with you every step of the way. We'll figure this out together."

Three days later, the wigs that she had ordered finally arrived. She was absolutely ecstatic and couldn't wait to help me transform into the most gorgeous Avon Lady in the world. I found her excitement contagious, but I couldn't help feeling nervous about the process.

"Alright, first things first, we need to get you all smooth and hairless to achieve that perfect feminine look," she explained, her eyes shining with excitement.

I gulped, apprehensive about the prospect of waxing my entire body.

"Is that really necessary?" I asked, my voice wavering slightly.

"Trust me. It'll make a huge difference. You'll feel amazing afterward, I promise," she reassured me.
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I reluctantly agreed, and she went to work preparing the wax. As she heated it up, the strong scent of the wax filled the room, and I felt my anxiety mounting.

"Okay, take a deep breath. This might hurt a little," she warned, as she started to apply the hot wax to my chest.

I braced myself for the pain, and when she ripped off the wax strip, I couldn't help but let out a yelp.

"Ouch!" I exclaimed, my eyes watering slightly.

She chuckled. "I told you it might hurt a bit. Don't worry, you'll get used to it."

As she continued waxing various parts of my body, I tried to focus on the end result rather than the pain. After a while, I found myself admiring my newly smooth skin.

"Wow, I never thought I'd say this, but my skin feels amazing," I admitted, running my fingers over my hairless arms and legs.
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"See? I told you it was worth it," she replied with a grin.

"Now, let's move on to the next step—dressing you up."

She led me to her bedroom, which was now filled with an array of undergarments and lingerie. I looked at each piece with curiosity, not quite sure what to make of them.

She picked up a lacy bra and handed it to me.

"This is a push-up bra," she explained.

It'll give you the appearance of a fuller chest. But of course, we have to put some contouring makeup as you’re very flat in that area,” she sighed.

“Haha! Why, do you want me to have big boobies?” I asked.

“Maybe!” she jested.

Next, she held up a silky piece of lingerie.

"This is a teddy," she said.

"It's a one-piece undergarment that's both sexy and functional. It'll help create a smooth silhouette under your clothes."

As she continued showing me various undergarments, including shapewear to help create curves in all the right places, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation. I had never imagined myself wearing any of these items, but I trusted her judgment.

As I tried on each garment, I started to feel more comfortable in my new feminine attire. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I couldn't help but feel a little excited about this new side of myself.

Shortly after, we moved on to the next stage of my transformation—dresses. She had a wide variety of them, ranging from casual to formal, and I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the sheer number of options.

"Let's start with this one," she suggested, holding up a simple, yet elegant, black dress.

"It's a classic choice and will look great on you."

As I tried on the dress, I was surprised by how comfortable it felt. The fabric was soft against my newly smooth skin, and the way it hugged my curves made me feel more confident in my femininity.

She beamed at me.

"You look amazing, Kyle! This dress really suits you."

Her enthusiasm made me feel more at ease, and I started to enjoy the process of trying on different dresses. We laughed and joked as I modeled each one, and I found myself feeling more and more comfortable in these feminine garments.

[image: lingerie closet]

Next, we moved on to other outfits, like skirts, blouses, and pants. She showed me how to mix and match different pieces to create a variety of stylish looks. I was starting to see how dressing up could be a fun and creative process, and I was eager to learn more.

"Now, let's talk about shoes," she said, leading me to her impressive collection of heels, flats, and boots.

"You'll need to learn how to walk in heels if you want to truly embrace your feminine side."

I gulped, staring at the towering stilettos in front of me.

"Those look...challenging," I admitted.

"Don't worry, I'll teach you. It's all about balance and practice,” she reassured me with a giggle.

She handed me a pair of relatively low heels to start with, and I hesitantly slipped them on. Standing up, I wobbled slightly, and Jessica held onto my arm to steady me.

"Take it slow," she advised.

"Try walking heel-to-toe, and keep your knees slightly bent."

I followed her instructions, and while I definitely wasn't graceful, I was able to take a few steps without falling over. She cheered me on, her encouragement giving me the confidence to keep trying.

As I practiced walking in heels, she moved on to stockings. She explained the differences between various types, like thigh-highs and pantyhose, and showed me how to put them on properly.

Once I had mastered the art of walking in heels and wearing stockings, it was time for the final touch—the wig. She had ordered several for me to try, and I couldn't help but feel a little nervous about how I would look with long, flowing hair.

She carefully placed the first wig on my head, adjusting it until it fit perfectly. As I looked in the mirror, I was shocked by the transformation. The long, dark hair framed my face beautifully, and I could hardly recognize myself.

"You look stunning," she said, her eyes shining with pride.

"I can't believe how different you look."

I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment.
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"Thanks. I kind of do," I said, my voice barely above a whisper—confused as to why the feminine image provided me a surge of confidence I’d never felt as a man before.

Over the next few weeks, she continued to help me refine my feminine look and learn more about makeup, fashion, and styling. Our friendship deepened, and I found myself falling more and more in love with her as we shared this journey together.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself standing in the shower, letting the warm water cascade over my body as I mentally prepared myself for the day ahead. I had decided to finally take the plunge and work as an Avon Lady while dressed up as a woman. Despite Jessica's unwavering support and encouragement, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and trepidation.
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After showering, I stepped out and wrapped a towel around my waist. I took a deep breath and began the process of getting dressed. The first step was to put on the delicate, lacy panties she had picked out for me. As I slid them up my legs, I felt a thrill of anticipation, knowing that this was the first step in my transformation.

Next came the important task of tucking my member. I had practiced this several times with her guidance, but it was still a bit of a challenge. I took my time, making sure everything was secure and in place.
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When I was satisfied, I stepped in front of the mirror and marveled at the flat, feminine crotch that greeted me. It was empowering, and I felt a surge of confidence.

With my garments in place, I moved on to the shapewear. I slipped on a pair of high-waisted control panties to smooth out my hips and waist, followed by a form-fitting camisole to help create a more feminine silhouette. The shapewear hugged my body, making me feel even more in touch with my feminine side.

Now it was time to pack my Avon Lady uniform—a stylish pink blazer and pencil skirt combo. I carefully folded the garments and placed them in my bag, knowing that I would be changing into them later, after my shift at Genaro's.

Before leaving the house, I decided to apply a light layer of makeup—just some foundation and a touch of blush to give my face a healthy glow. I didn't want to go overboard with makeup since I was still working at the restaurant, but I wanted to feel more connected to my feminine persona throughout the day.

Finally, it was time to get dressed in my male waiter clothes. As I pulled on my pants and buttoned up my shirt, I couldn't help but feel a sense of disconnect between the person I was on the outside and the person I was becoming on the inside. But I knew that soon, I would be able to fully embrace my new role as a glamorous Avon Lady.

Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my bag and headed out the door. As I walked to work, I felt a mixture of nerves and excitement bubbling up inside me. I couldn't wait to start this new chapter in my life and to see where it would take me.

Working at Genaro's that day felt different. My coworkers kept complimenting me on how good I looked, and I couldn't help but feel a little proud of the transformation I had undergone. They commented on how glowing my skin looked, and how my face seemed to be completely free of blemishes and hair. I couldn't keep the secret to myself, so I decided to let them in on the fact that I was wearing makeup.

The shock on their faces was priceless, as they hadn't suspected a thing. The makeup application was so seamless that nobody had been able to tell I was wearing any. The compliments and support from my coworkers put me in a great mood all day, and I felt more confident than ever.

As my shift came to an end, I headed to the locker room to change into my Avon Lady outfit. I carefully put on the pink blazer and pencil skirt, feeling the anticipation build as I transformed into my new persona.

Next, I added the finishing touch—a stylish wig that completed the look. I took a moment to admire my reflection, feeling a thrill of excitement at the thought of finally starting my new job as a full-fledged Avon Lady.

Just as I was putting the final touches on my makeup, Tony walked into the locker room. He stopped in his tracks, clearly shocked by my appearance. I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me, but I knew I had to explain myself.
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"Tony, I... I'm an Avon Lady on the side," I admitted, my voice shaking a little. To my surprise, his expression softened, and he smiled at me.

"There's nothing to be embarrassed about. It's a decent job, and I really appreciate your hustle," he said warmly. His words were reassuring, and I felt a wave of relief wash over me.

In a show of support, he added, "You know what? I'll buy a pack of your makeup for my wife. I'm sure she'll love it." His support meant the world to me, and I couldn't thank him enough.

With his words of encouragement ringing in my ears, I finished getting ready and headed out to start my first day as an Avon Lady. My heart raced with excitement as I thought about the new chapter in my life that was about to begin.

As I walked to set up my makeshift stall, I took in the sights, sounds, and smells of New Jersey around me. The streets were alive with activity, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of belonging in the bustling city.

As the sun set, I started putting up my stall on the sidewalk, feeling both excited and nervous about this new chapter of my life as an Avon Lady. I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I arranged the makeup products on the small table.

Soon, the first customer approached, a middle-aged woman with a curious expression.
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"What do you have here?" she asked, examining the array of makeup laid out before her.

"Hi there! I'm Kyle, and I'm here to introduce you to some amazing Avon products," I replied enthusiastically, showcasing the different items I had on display. As I explained the benefits of each product, I could see the woman's interest growing.

"Wow, I didn't realize Avon had so many great items. I'll take the lipstick and the mascara, please," she said, handing over her cash. I thanked her and handed her the products, feeling a surge of pride at my first successful sale of the night.

As the evening went on, more and more people stopped by my stall. I quickly found myself engaging in lively conversations with my customers, feeling more confident with each interaction.

"Hey, that's a great shade of blush you've got there," a young woman commented as she picked up one of the products.

"Would it work well on my skin tone?"

"Absolutely!" I assured her.

"It's a universally flattering shade that complements all skin tones. I can even show you how to apply it if you'd like."

The woman agreed, and I proceeded to give her a mini makeup tutorial right there on the sidewalk. As I demonstrated the proper technique, a small crowd began to gather around my stall, drawn in by the impromptu lesson.

"I've never seen a guy who knows so much about makeup," a passerby remarked, clearly impressed.

"You really know your stuff!"

"Thank you," I replied with a grin.

"I've learned a lot from my girlfriend, who's a makeup guru. She's taught me everything I know."

As the night wore on, I continued to chat with customers and demonstrate various makeup techniques. I found myself truly enjoying the interactions and the opportunity to share my newfound knowledge with others.

At one point, a group of teenagers approached my stall, giggling and whispering among themselves. I could tell they were skeptical about a guy selling makeup, but I didn't let their doubts get to me.

"Hey, what's going on here?" one of the girls asked, eyeing the makeup skeptically.

"I'm showing off some amazing Avon products," I explained, launching into my spiel.

"If you're interested, I'd be more than happy to help you find the perfect product for your needs."

To my surprise, the teens seemed genuinely interested and began asking me questions about the various products. Before long, they were eagerly trying out different shades of lipstick and eyeshadow, their earlier skepticism forgotten.

As the hours passed, my stall continued to attract a steady stream of customers. Some were seasoned makeup enthusiasts, while others were complete novices looking to learn more about the world of cosmetics.

In between sales, I took the time to chat with my customers, getting to know their stories and what had drawn them to my little sidewalk stall. I was touched by the kindness and support I received from the people of New Jersey, and I couldn't help but feel like I was making a difference in their lives.

By the end of the night, I was exhausted but elated by the success of my makeshift stall. I had managed to sell a significant amount of products, and I knew that this was just the beginning of my journey as an Avon Lady.

After a long and successful first day as an Avon Lady, I returned to my apartment feeling exhausted but incredibly fulfilled. My body ached from standing all day, and I couldn't wait to kick off my heels and relax.

As I opened the door to my apartment, I was met with the inviting aroma of a home-cooked meal. The delicious scent wafted through the air, making my stomach rumble with anticipation.

I stepped inside, my eyes immediately drawn to the beautifully set table covered in a variety of mouthwatering dishes. In the center of the table was a cake, decorated with the words, "Congratulations Avon Lady!" I couldn't help but smile at the sweet gesture.

As I took in the scene before me, Jessica emerged from the kitchen, her face lit up with excitement.

"Surprise!" she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with joy.

"I wanted to celebrate your first day as an Avon Lady. You deserve it!"
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I was touched by her thoughtfulness, and I couldn't find the words to express my gratitude. Instead, I pulled her into a tight embrace, feeling the warmth of her body pressed against mine.

"Thank you, sweetheart," I whispered into her ear.

"This means so much to me."

We sat down at the table, and she began to serve up the delicious food she had prepared. As we ate, I recounted the events of my day, sharing the stories of the customers I had met and the lessons I had learned.

She listened intently, her eyes never leaving mine as I spoke. She seemed genuinely interested in my experiences, and I felt a warmth in my chest knowing that she truly cared about my success.

As we continued to chat, I realized how much I had grown and changed since I had first met Jessica. She had been the catalyst for my transformation, and I couldn't imagine my life without her by my side.

"I couldn't have done any of this without you," I told her earnestly.

"You've been my rock, and I'm so grateful for everything you've done for me."

She blushed at my words, a shy smile playing on her lips.

"I'm just happy to see you succeeding and doing what you love," she replied softly.

"You're an amazing person and I'm so proud of you."

As we finished our meal, I felt a sense of contentment wash over me. The apartment was filled with warmth and love, and I knew that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

We moved on to dessert, cutting into the celebratory cake that she had made. The first bite was heavenly, and I couldn't help but close my eyes to savor the taste.

She watched me with a smile, her eyes shining with happiness.

"I'm glad you like it," she said.

"I wanted to make something special for you."

As we enjoyed our dessert, we continued to talk about my experiences as an Avon Lady and the exciting possibilities that lay ahead. She shared her own stories from her days working at Genaro's, and we laughed together at the memories.

As the evening wore on, we slowly cleaned up the remains of our celebratory dinner, working side by side in comfortable silence. Once the dishes were washed and the leftovers stored away, we made our way to the living room, collapsing onto the couch in exhaustion.

We snuggled up together, our bodies pressed close as we shared the warmth and love that filled the room.

"I love you," she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sound of our breathing.

"I love you more, Jess, I’ll do everything for you,” I softly said before planting a kiss on her forehead.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS had passed since I moved into Jessica's apartment, and life couldn't have been better. As Halloween approached, her excitement grew exponentially. She was a huge fan of the holiday and had already decided to dress up as Jessica Rabbit for her filming sessions.

One evening, as we sat together in our cozy living room, she turned to me with a bright idea.

"You know what, Kyle? You should dress up too while working as an Avon Lady for Halloween. It'll be a great way to grab attention and increase sales!"

I couldn't help but get caught up in her enthusiasm. The idea of dressing up for Halloween while working as an Avon Lady seemed like a lot of fun. However, I had no idea what costume to choose.

Seeing my uncertainty, she sprang into action.

"Don't worry, I have some ideas. Let's see what we can find in my closet!" With that, she rushed to her room, leaving me to follow in her wake.

Moments later, she had laid out an array of costume options on the bed. There were all sorts of outfits, ranging from superheroes to classic Halloween characters. We spent the next hour trying on different costumes, with Jessica offering her expert opinions on each one.

The first outfit I tried on was a pirate costume, complete with a tricorn hat and an eye patch. As I strutted around the bedroom, trying to perfect my best pirate swagger, she couldn't help but laugh.

"You look great, but I'm not sure if a pirate is the best choice for an Avon Lady," she giggled.

Next, I tried on a vampire costume, complete with a flowing black cape and plastic fangs. As I practiced my most menacing hiss, she pretended to cower in fear, but ultimately decided that the costume might be a bit too intimidating for my customers.

We continued our costume extravaganza, with me trying on everything from a cowboy outfit to a classic ghost costume made from a bedsheet. Each outfit brought its own share of laughter and fun, but none of them seemed to be the perfect fit for my Avon Lady persona.

Finally, after nearly exhausting our options, she pulled out one last costume—a Playboy Bunny outfit. At first, I hesitated, unsure if I could pull off such a daring look. But her enthusiasm was contagious, and I decided to give it a try.

As I slipped into the black leotard, complete with bunny ears and a fluffy tail, I couldn't help but feel a bit ridiculous. However, as I looked in the mirror, I realized that the outfit actually suited me quite well. It was fun, flirty, and just the right amount of outrageous for Halloween.

Her eyes lit up when she saw me in the Playboy Bunny costume.

"That's it! You look gorgeous. This is the perfect costume for you."

I had to admit, she was right. The outfit was a far cry from my usual Avon Lady attire, but it was just the right mix of playful and eye-catching for Halloween.

As the big day approached, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness. Would my customers appreciate my Halloween spirit, or would they find my costume too over-the-top? Only time would tell.

When Halloween finally arrived, I donned my Playboy Bunny outfit, complete with fishnet stockings and high heels. I took a deep breath, admiring my reflection in the mirror. With Jessica's encouragement ringing in my ears, I stepped out of our apartment and into the bustling New Jersey streets.
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As the evening progressed, my Avon stall continued to draw a crowd. The buzz surrounding my Playboy Bunny costume seemed to work in my favor, as more and more people flocked to see the spectacle.

Men and women alike called out compliments as they approached my stall, some even going so far as to call me "sexy." I couldn't help but blush at the attention, but I also felt a sense of pride in the success of my costume choice.

Feeling to vulnerable and cold, I put on a pair of stockings to warm up my body but it only added to the huge attention that I was already getting.

Throughout the night, I continued to engage with customers, offering advice on makeup products and sharing tips on how to achieve the perfect Halloween look. The atmosphere was lively and fun, and I couldn't have been happier with how the evening was unfolding.

That is, until I spotted a familiar face in the crowd.

Josephine, my sister-in-law, was browsing through the Avon products on display, her young daughter by her side. I hadn't seen her in a while, and a mix of emotions flooded through me as I contemplated whether or not to approach her.

Eventually, I decided to take the plunge.

"Josephine?" I called out hesitantly, unsure of how she would react to my presence.

Her head snapped up, her eyes wide with shock as she registered my voice.

"How do you know my name?" she asked, her gaze darting around nervously.

"It's me, Kyle," I replied, trying to sound as casual as possible despite my racing heart.

Her eyes widened even further as she took in my appearance, her face a mixture of shock, confusion, and embarrassment. She quickly pulled her daughter closer to her, as if trying to shield her from the sight of me in my risqué costume.

"Hey, Uncle Kyle!" her daughter exclaimed, recognizing me despite my unusual attire. Josephine's face turned a deep shade of red, and she struggled to find words.

"No, sweetie," she stammered, her voice strained.
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"This man is not your uncle. He's... he's a freak."

I felt as if I had been punched in the gut. The joy and excitement of the evening evaporated in an instant, replaced by a deep sense of shame and embarrassment. I tried to maintain my composure as she hurriedly ushered her daughter away from my stall, their backs turned to me as they disappeared into the crowd.

The night continued on, but the sting of her words hung heavy in the air. Even as more customers approached my stall, I couldn't shake the feeling of humiliation that had settled over me.

I did my best to continue selling Avon products, but my heart wasn't in it anymore. The laughter and compliments that had once filled me with pride now felt hollow and empty.

As the evening wore on, I found it increasingly difficult to maintain my cheerful facade. The hurt and embarrassment I felt seemed to seep into every interaction, my once-confident demeanor replaced by a forced smile and stilted conversation.

I tried to focus on the positive aspects of the night—the many sales I had made and the supportive comments from other customers—but the image of Josephine and her daughter walking away from me, their expressions filled with disgust, haunted my thoughts.

As the night drew to a close, I couldn't help but feel a deep sense of relief. My Playboy Bunny costume, which had once seemed like such a fun and daring choice, now felt like a burden I couldn't wait to be rid of.

As I packed up my stall, my mind raced with thoughts of what had transpired. The pain of her rejection felt fresh and raw, a wound that refused to be ignored.

I couldn't help but wonder if I had made a mistake in choosing such a provocative costume. Perhaps I had crossed a line, transforming myself…

The day after my challenging night as a Playboy Bunny Avon Lady, Jessica and I were relaxing in our living room, trying to put the previous evening's events behind us. As we sat together, my phone suddenly rang, the screen displaying my brother's name. My heart skipped a beat, a mix of excitement and apprehension filling me as I answered the call.

"Hey, it's been a while!" I said, trying to keep my voice light and cheerful. However, my brother wasted no time in launching into a tirade.

"What the hell were you thinking?" he barked, his voice filled with anger and contempt.

"Dressing up like a Playboy Bunny and embarrassing the family name? What's wrong with you?"

His words stung, and I struggled to find a response. I had expected some backlash, but the ferocity of his attack caught me off guard.

"You're a disgrace," he continued, his voice dripping with disdain.

"Our parents are humiliated, and I can't believe I have to call you my brother."

As he hurled insult after insult at me, I could feel my anger rising. I had put up with his condescension for years, but something about his attack on my newfound passion and independence pushed me over the edge.

"Enough!" I shouted, unable to contain myself any longer.

"You think you're so much better than me just because Mom and Dad put all their money into your college education? And now you blame me for not going anywhere in life?"

I was shaking with fury as I continued, my voice growing louder and more forceful.

"You've never been a real family to me. You never supported me, never cared about what I wanted, and now that I've found something I'm passionate about, you just want to tear me down."

Jessica, who had been watching the scene unfold with concern, placed a comforting hand on my shoulder, trying to calm me down. I took a deep breath, my eyes brimming with tears as I struggled to regain control over my emotions.

"You know what?" I continued, my voice quieter but no less resolute.
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"I don't care what you or our parents think. I'm done trying to live up to your impossible expectations. I'm going to be happy and successful on my own terms, with or without your approval."

With that, I hung up the phone, my hands trembling from the intensity of the confrontation. She wrapped her arms around me, offering her support and comfort as I tried to process what had just happened.

"I'm so sorry you had to go through that," she whispered, her voice filled with sympathy.
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"But I'm proud of you for standing up for yourself. You deserve so much better than the way they've treated you."

As we sat there, her arms wrapped around me, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her presence in my life. She had shown me nothing but love and support, even when my own family had turned their backs on me.

We spent the rest of the day talking about the confrontation with my brother and the impact it had on me. She listened attentively, offering her insights and encouragement as we delved into the complicated dynamics of my family.

As we talked, I began to realize just how much I had internalized the negative messages my family had sent me over the years. Their constant criticism and lack of support had left me doubting my own worth and abilities.

But her unwavering belief in me had started to chip away at those damaging beliefs. Her love and support had given me the confidence to pursue my dreams, and I was determined not to let my family's disapproval hold me back any longer.

Six months had passed since that fateful confrontation with my brother, and my life had changed in ways I could have never imagined. As an Avon Lady, I was now earning more than I ever had at Genaro's, and my newfound confidence had spilled over into every aspect of my life.

One evening, as she prepared for a live stream in our bedroom, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. We had come so far together, and our lives were only getting better.

As Jessica applied her makeup and adjusted the lighting for her stream, I decided it was time to share some exciting news with her.

"Jess," I began hesitantly, "I've been thinking... I want to quit Genaro's and start my own cosmetics line."

Her eyes widened in shock, her makeup brush hovering in mid-air as she processed my words.

"Really?" she asked, clearly surprised by my sudden declaration.

"But you've always been so passionate about working at Genaro's. What made you change your mind?"

I took a deep breath, ready to share the thoughts that had been brewing in my mind for months.

"I love working at Genaro's, but I've realized that there's so much more I could be doing. I've learned so much about makeup and skincare, and I've seen firsthand how the right products can transform people's lives. I want to create my own line of cosmetics that can help people feel confident and beautiful, just like you've helped me."

Her eyes filled with tears as she listened to my passionate speech, and she reached out to grasp my hand.

"I'm so proud of you," she whispered, her voice filled with emotion.

"You've come such a long way, and I know you'll be amazing at whatever you set your mind to."

Overwhelmed by her support, I felt tears prick at the corners of my own eyes.

"Thank you," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

"I couldn't have come this far without you. Your love and encouragement have given me the strength to chase my dreams, and I can't wait to see what the future holds for us."

We spent the rest of the evening discussing my plans for my new cosmetics line, brainstorming ideas for products and marketing strategies. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I felt more excited and inspired than ever before.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, I found myself standing in Genaro's on my last day of work, dressed in a complete Avon Lady outfit, wig and all, as a way to commemorate the journey that had led me to this point. My coworkers, Tony, Lisa, and the others, gathered around me, sadness in their eyes as they prepared to say goodbye.

"Kyle, we're going to miss you so much," Lisa said, her voice trembling with emotion.

"Thank you for everything," Tony added, patting me on the back.

"We're all so proud of you and your new venture."

Although they were heartbroken to see me leave, they understood my reasons and supported my decision to pursue my passion. I had made deep connections with them over the years, and I was incredibly grateful for the friendships we had forged.

As a parting gift, I presented each of them with a selection of makeup products from my new cosmetics line. Their faces lit up with joy and gratitude, and I could see the pride in their eyes as they admired the fruits of my labor.

"You really did it, Kyle," Tony said, holding up one of the products.

"These look amazing."
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Tears streamed down my face as I hugged each of them in turn, thanking them for their support and encouragement throughout my time at Genaro's. As I stepped out of the restaurant for the last time, I felt a mixture of sadness and excitement, knowing that I was closing one chapter of my life and beginning another.

The next day, I found myself in a meeting with the laboratory team responsible for creating my cosmetics line. I was determined to make the most of this opportunity and create products that truly reflected my vision and values.

"Thank you all for meeting with me today," I said, addressing the team.

"I have some ideas I'd like to share with you, and I'm really excited to hear your input."

The lead chemist, Dr. Patel, nodded encouragingly.

"We're excited to hear your ideas. Let's get started."

The laboratory was buzzing with activity, the air filled with the scent of various ingredients and the sound of machines whirring. I felt a sense of awe as I took in the sight of the scientists and technicians working diligently to bring my ideas to life.

As we sat down to discuss my product line, I outlined my vision for a range of cosmetics that were not only high-quality and effective but also environmentally friendly and cruelty-free. I wanted to create products that made people feel beautiful while also being kind to the planet and its inhabitants.

"That's a fantastic idea," Dr. Patel said, clearly impressed.

"We can definitely work with you to develop products that align with your values."

The laboratory team listened attentively, nodding in agreement and taking notes as I spoke. They shared their expertise, suggesting innovative ingredients and formulas that would help me achieve my goals.

As the meeting progressed, we dove deeper into the specifics of each product, discussing everything from texture and color to packaging and branding.

"How about a lightweight foundation that provides good coverage but feels like you're wearing nothing at all?" I suggested.

"I love that idea," Dr. Patel replied.

"We can experiment with different formulations to achieve that perfect balance."

We spent hours poring over samples and prototypes, testing and refining each product until it met my exacting standards. The laboratory team was patient and accommodating, always eager to address my concerns and help me achieve my vision.

"I think we've finally nailed the formula for the lipstick you wanted," Dr. Patel announced one afternoon, presenting me with a stunning shade of red.

"It's long-lasting, moisturizing, and has just the right amount of shine."

I smiled, thrilled with the results.

"It's perfect. Thank you so much for your hard work and dedication."

As the day wore on, I began to see my dreams take shape before my eyes. The products we were creating were not only beautiful and effective but also imbued with a sense of purpose and passion that was deeply personal to me.

After a long and productive day, I left the laboratory feeling both exhausted and exhilarated. I knew that there was still much work to be done, but I was more confident than ever that my cosmetics line would be a success.

Over the next few weeks, I continued to work closely with the laboratory team, refining and perfecting my product line. I also collaborated with marketing experts and graphic designers to create a cohesive and eye-catching brand identity that would resonate with my target audience.

As the launch date drew nearer, I began to feel a mixture of nerves and excitement. I knew that I had poured my heart and soul into this project, but I also understood that success was not guaranteed.
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I confided in Jessica about my fears one evening as we sat together in our apartment.

"I just can't shake this feeling of uncertainty. What if this whole thing flops?"

She took my hand, her eyes filled with love and encouragement.

"Kyle, you've worked so hard to get to this point. I believe in you, and I know that you can make this a success. Just remember, no matter what happens, I'm here for you."

Her words of support meant the world to me, and I felt a renewed sense of determination and excitement as the launch day approached.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A FEW DAYS LATER, it was the launch day. Jessica and I were hovering around my laptop—both restless, exhausted, yet the most excited we’d ever been.

"Are you ready? The online store is about to go live!" I called out, practically bouncing with anticipation.

She looked up from her laptop, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"I'm ready, Kyle! Let's do this!"

We both huddled around my laptop, our hearts racing as we watched the seconds tick down. I couldn't help but think about how far we had come, from working in Genaro's restaurant to launching my very own cosmetics brand.

"Three, two, one… we're live!" I exclaimed as the site went live. We held our breath, waiting to see if anyone would actually buy our products.

Within moments, we saw the first order come in.

"Oh my gosh, Jess! Someone just bought our lipstick!"

She squealed with delight.

"That's amazing! But just wait—it's only the beginning!"

As the minutes ticked by, more and more orders poured in. It was almost too much to keep up with, but we couldn't tear our eyes away from the screen. It was like watching a dream come true right before our eyes.

"I can't believe this is happening!" I shouted, grinning from ear to ear.

"Our products are selling like hotcakes!"

She laughed, her eyes wide with wonder.

"Your video went viral! Everyone is talking about Kylie Causemetics!"

"Eight minutes in, and we're already halfway sold out!" I couldn't contain my excitement as I shared the incredible news.

Her eyes went wide, and she gasped, "We did it! We sold out in just 8 minutes and 8 seconds!"

We stared at each other for a moment before bursting into laughter and jumping up and down with excitement. Our hard work had paid off, and our products were in high demand.

"This is unbelievable! I can't thank you enough for everything you've done to help make this dream a reality!" I wrapped my arms around her, feeling a surge of gratitude for her unwavering support.

She hugged me back, beaming with pride. "I knew you could do it! I've believed in you from the very beginning. This is just the start of something amazing!"

As we continued to celebrate our incredible success, I couldn't help but feel overwhelmed with gratitude for the journey that had led us to this moment.

It had been a rollercoaster of emotions, but with Jessica by my side, we had managed to turn our dreams into reality. And now, with the launch of Kylie Causemetics, it felt like we were finally on the path to even greater things.

A year later, I stood in front of the mirror, taking a deep breath as I looked at my reflection. I could hardly believe that my brand was still thriving since its launch. Kylie Causemetics had become a billion-dollar success, and today, we were opening up to the stock market. It felt like a dream.

My hair, now long and flowing, framed my face perfectly. I had started hormone therapy six months ago, and the changes to my body and appearance were incredible. I felt more like myself than I ever had before.

After changing my name to Kylie Brenner and embracing my identity as a transgender woman, I finally felt like I was living my true life.

As I began to dress for the day, I carefully selected my outfit—a tailored, black blazer with a white, silk blouse tucked into a high-waisted, black pencil skirt. The ensemble was completed with a pair of black stilettos that gave me an extra boost of confidence. I couldn't help but admire the woman staring back at me in the mirror—a boss babe, ready to take on the world.

I then moved on to my makeup, applying a flawless foundation followed by a subtle smoky eye, a hint of blush on my cheeks, and a bold red lip. The finishing touch was a set of diamond earrings that sparkled as they caught the light.

"My love, are you ready?" Jessica called out from the living room, her voice filled with excitement.

I took a final look at my reflection, feeling a mix of nerves and anticipation.
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"I'm ready, my love!" I responded, my voice strong and determined.

As I stepped out of the bedroom, I saw her waiting for me, dressed in her own boss babe ensemble—a stunning burgundy pantsuit with gold accessories. She looked at me with pride, her eyes shining with admiration.

"You look incredible!" she gushed, taking in my appearance.

"Thank you, so do you!" I replied, feeling a wave of gratitude wash over me.

She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a tight embrace.

"Really, my love. I’m so proud of you."

I hugged her back, my heart swelling with love and appreciation.

"I know, my love. I love you so much."

As we pulled away from the hug, she looked deep into my eyes.

"Are you ready for this? Are you ready to make history?"

I smiled, feeling a surge of confidence.

"I'm more than ready. Let's do this."

With that, we shared a passionate kiss, sealing our bond and our commitment to this incredible journey we were on together. Hand in hand, we walked out of the apartment, ready to face the world as the unstoppable duo we had become.

As we made our way to the announcement event, I couldn't help but reflect on the incredible journey that had led us to this moment.

From our humble beginnings in Genaro's restaurant to launching a billion-dollar brand, we had faced countless challenges and obstacles along the way. But through it all, we had remained by each other's side, supporting one another and lifting each other up.

After the huge announcement, as we continued posing for photo ops at the stock exchange, I caught sight of my parents, brother, and sister-in-law, Josephine, walking toward me. I felt a mixture of emotions—shock, surprise, and a touch of anxiety—as they approached.

Jessica, sensing the tension, gently squeezed my hand before excusing herself to give us some privacy.

As they stood before me, I noticed the tears in their eyes, and I could feel the weight of the moment. My father spoke first, his voice cracking with emotion.

"Kylie, we're so sorry. We never should have treated you the way we did."

My mother chimed in, her own tears streaming down her face.

"We're so proud of you, sweetheart. You took the nothing we gave you and turned it into something incredible. You've shown us that you're strong, capable, and resilient."

My brother, clearly struggling to find the right words, finally spoke up.

"Kylie, I'm sorry too. I know they favored me because I was the firstborn, and that was wrong. You deserved better, and I hope you can find it in your heart to forgive us."

Josephine, holding my niece's hand, looked at me sincerely.

"Kylie, I apologize for how I treated you that day. We both do. We accept you for who you are, and we want to be a part of your life if you'll let us."

I felt overwhelmed by their words, tears welling up in my eyes. It was a lot to process, and I couldn't bring myself to hug them after all the pain they had caused. But I knew that they were making an effort to change, and that was a start.

Instead, I turned and gestured toward Jessica, who had been waiting nearby.
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"I'd like you to meet Jessica, my girlfriend. She's the one who has been by my side, supporting me and helping me become the person I am today."

My family looked at her, and I could see the recognition in their eyes—the understanding that she had played a crucial role in my success and happiness.

My mother smiled warmly at her.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Jessica. Thank you for being there for our daughter."

She returned the smile, stepping forward and extending her hand.

"It's nice to meet you all as well."

As my family exchanged pleasantries with her, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of emotions—relief, hope, and a bit of sadness. I knew that their apologies and acceptance were important steps toward healing, but I also knew that it would take time to rebuild the trust that had been broken.

With a deep breath, I excused myself and Jessica, explaining that we had responsibilities to attend to. As we walked away, hand in hand, I felt a sense of closure. My family had finally acknowledged and accepted me for who I am, and that meant more than I could have ever imagined.

I turned to her, my eyes filled with gratitude and love.

"Thank you, my love. For everything."

She smiled, squeezing my hand.

"I'll always be here for you. We're a team, remember?"

I nodded, feeling a renewed sense of purpose and determination.

"Yes, we are. We’re also soulmates, don’t you ever forget that," I said with a wink before leaning in and kissing her with all my heart’s love.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS PASSED, and Kylie Causemetics continued to thrive, becoming a household name in the world of beauty and cosmetics. I, ever the visionary, decided to launch a new venture—Kylie Ladies. Inspired by my own experiences as an Avon Lady, I wanted to create opportunities for others to earn a living while sharing their love for makeup and empowering others.

Alongside the growth of my business, I felt a strong desire to give back to the community that had embraced and supported me during my own journey.
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I founded a charity dedicated to helping transgender women, crossdressers, and anyone in between. Through this charity, we provided resources, support, and a safe space for individuals to embrace their true selves and find a community where they were celebrated and loved.

As the launch of the charity approached, I couldn't help but feel an immense sense of gratitude for everything that had happened in my life.

I was especially thankful for the unwavering love and support of Jessica, who had been by my side every step of the way. I knew in my heart that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her and decided to plan a public proposal during the charity launch event.

I searched high and low for the perfect ring and finally found it—a rare, stunning pink diamond that symbolized the powerful femininity she had helped me discover within myself. I knew this ring would be the perfect embodiment of our love, and a reminder of the journey we had taken together.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy All Made Up? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Girlification 1.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Sissified in Mars

From a small male Earthling to the Queen of Mars, I, Elona Max, will tell you a story of Love, Sacrifice, and the Power of the Feminine Spirit.

Story 2 – Let’s Get Physical

With the help of my workmates from the Big Boys gym, I didn’t only unleash the talent I had for creating choreography, but I also discovered that I had the perfect body for tight pink leggings and sports bra.

Story 3 – Dangerous Disguise

The death toll was rising and I had to do something. With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.

Story 4 – New Wardrobe

As I slipped into the character of Bonnie, I found myself captivated by the art of transformation. With each layer of makeup, every stroke of the brush, and the careful selection of wigs, lingerie, and clothing, I felt my true self emerging. The sensation of satin against my skin and the gentle sway of my hips in a skirt awakened a desire that I couldn't ignore.

Story 5 – Cyber Babe

As I became more and more obsessed with her, I found myself dressing up and transforming into her, embracing every curve and stitch of her digital persona.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Girlification 1


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Sissy Store
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Many of my readers love dressing up. What inspired me to create the Sissy Store is the e-mails I’ve received from them wanting to emulate the characters in my story.

And the best way to do that? Dressing up of course! That’s why I made the Sissy Store, it’s a curation of my favorite finds online to provide you with an easier time in shopping for the best outfits available.

From wigs, breastplates, stockings, and down to shoes, toys, uniforms, lingerie, and more, you’ll find everything you need!

Visit The Sissy Store


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“I don’t know about this, Captain. Do I really have to wear these stockings?”

Read In The Navy
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading All Made Up- First-time Feminization and Transgender Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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