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		To my readers, always

		

	
		1

		

		I had never done anything like this before. I was a sweaty mess as I took the elevator up to Olivia’s floor, worried that I was making the biggest mistake of my life, but I had to have hope. The apps weren’t working, and the one girl who didn’t care about my crossdressing ended up breaking my heart. I needed help.

		

		“Good afternoon, you must be George,” a young woman with a trim waistline said as she stood from behind her desk. “I’m Megan, Olivia’s assistant. We’re so excited that you’ve decided to give our dating service a try. Olivia is busy on the phone right now, but I can offer you a coffee or bottle of water while you wait.”

		

		“Coffee sounds good, thank you.”

		

		Megan smiled and scurried away to grab me a cup of coffee while I sat in one of the chairs next to her desk, feeling anxious as I waited for her to return. The office was decorated with affirmations of love and framed photos of happy couples. I could only hope that I would be part of a happy couple myself one day.

		

		“Would you like any cream or sugar?” Megan asked from the coffee station.

		

		“Black is fine,” I said.

		

		“Perfect,” she purred and came back over with the steaming cup of coffee in her hand. It was impossible not to notice the beautiful line her touching breasts created. She was wearing a simple scarlet dress with a plunging neckline and a pair of black kitten heels, perfect for a day at the office.

		

		“Thank you,” I said and trained my eyes on the cup of coffee as Megan leaned over slightly to give it to me.

		

		“You’re welcome, George! Olivia should only be a minute or so longer, and then she’ll come out.”

		

		I nodded and pulled out my phone to distract myself. A few magazines sat on the table in front of me, but I was more interested in the news, scrolling through the articles of the day, some sad and others more upbeat. I clicked on an article about women’s fashion, which I often found myself doing when I opened my news app.

		

		The article in question spoke about how pantyhose were making a comeback, and I could only hope that the news was true. I wouldn’t be caught dead walking outside with nothing other than pantyhose on my legs like some girls, unless I had on a full body suit or perfectly tucked dick or something, but even then, I probably wouldn’t have the nerve. Those girls who could pull it off had tiny little bird legs and no ass, which wasn’t me at all.

		

		I was of average weight, but I’d always had a big butt and hips, which I was grateful for when I dressed en femme, but my juicy booty would attract far too much attention in a T-shirt and pantyhose. A girl could dream, though, which was exactly what I did as I stared at the pictures of all the girls walking down the street in their pantyhose pants and heels, looking as fabulous as could be.

		

		“George, are you ready?” Olivia asked as she stepped into the waiting area. “Sorry my phone call took so long.”

		

		“No worries!” I said and locked my phone’s screen as I stood to follow Olivia back to her office.

		

		She was wearing white stilettos with matching bellbottom pants and a white blazer without a blouse on beneath it. Her lips were painted red, which looked amazing against her naturally olive skin and curly brown hair. She gestured to the seat across from her desk when we stepped into her office.

		

		“So, George, what brings you to my office today?”

		

		It was hard to admit the truth, but I could no longer ignore how my life had played out over the years. I was a success financially but a mess when it came to love, and I needed help, which was exactly what I told Olivia.

		

		“Why do you think it’s so hard for you to keep a woman?”

		

		I hadn’t been forthcoming in my application about the fact that I was a crossdresser, but it was the main obstacle in my numerous relationships. I knew deep down that I would rather be single than hide the girl within, but my willpower was crumbling by the day. I was two years away from turning forty, and I didn’t want to be single anymore. I longed for a companion, a woman, to spend my days with and part of me was growing capable of silencing the woman within to make a relationship work.

		

		“Is there a common thread that you’ve noticed? It’s best to be honest with me, so that I can find a woman who works for you. I don’t judge, and I’ve seen it all. This is a safe place, George.”

		

		“Yes,” I said dryly.

		

		“Okay, what is it you think women don’t like about you?”

		

		“I have unique tastes.”

		

		“Like a fetish?”

		

		I sighed. “I’m a crossdresser.”

		

		“Oh,” Olivia said in a high voice as her cheeks turned rosy. “Is this something you’ve been doing for a long time?”

		

		“Ever since my early twenties,” I said before sobbing lightly. I never had a problem with my feminine desires until it put such a damper on my romantic life. I used to prance around the house in lingerie and heels when I was a single guy, but I found myself wanting to do so less and less as my desire for companionship grew. “Do you think there’s any hope for me?”

		

		“Yes!” Olivia said quickly as she stood to run over to where I was sitting and give me a hug. “There’s hope for everyone. It’s all about finding the right person.”

		

		“I found one girl who liked me, Lorraine, but she broke my heart. She only wanted me for my money. She didn’t care about my crossdressing, but she cared even less about my heart.”

		

		“Oh, George! You poor guy!” Olivia said as she hugged me with her breasts pressed against my head, showering me in their pillowy warmth. Olivia rubbed the side of my head as she cooed into my ear. “We’ll find a girl for you!”

		

		“I hope so,” I said as Olivia broke away from me and returned to her chair on the other side of the desk.

		

		“This is my job, George. I have an entire database of women at my fingertips, women you’ll never see on any apps, but I think I already know the woman who’ll be perfect for you.”

		

		“Really?” I asked brightly as I sat more upright, eager to hear anything about a woman who might go for a guy like me.

		

		“Yep,” Olivia said as she tapped at her keyboard. She turned the monitor in my direction a few moments later, revealing the face of a gorgeous blonde who I felt was way out of my league. A woman I would never dare approach at a mixer or a dinner party, but Olivia seemed confident about our potential as she told me about Sarah.

		

		“What’s the catch?” I asked.

		

		“Well, I’m glad you said something.”

		

		A rock fell to the pits of my stomach. I had baggage of my own, but the same was true of Sarah and every other person in the world. I gripped the edge of my chair as I waited for Olivia to reveal Sarah’s flaw, hoping that it wouldn’t stop me from wanting to be with her.

		

		“Sarah is a powerful woman.”

		

		“Yes, you told me. She runs a successful advertising agency, but I have nothing against powerful women. I love them.”

		

		“Yes, but do you love dominant women?”

		

		“I… uh… I don’t know. I’ve never been with a dominant woman.”

		

		“Sarah is lovely, and she’s truly an incredible woman with a kind heart, but she’s struggled to find a man who can handle her dominant side. If you’re willing to take a chance on her, I’m pretty confident she would be willing to take a chance on you. She might even help you out and give you some clothing tips,” Olivia said with a shrug. “If that’s something you’re looking for.”

		

		“I certainly wouldn’t be opposed to some advice from an understanding woman,” I said with hope in my heart. “I guess I don’t mind Sarah being dominant. I’m not exactly an alpha or anything,” I said with an awkward laugh.

		

		“There’s nothing wrong with that, George. We are who we are. The best thing we can do is accept that and find someone who can love us for who we are.”

		

		“Couldn’t say it better myself,” I said as I smiled at Olivia.

		

		“If things don’t work out with Sarah or she isn’t interested, I’ll find someone else for you, but I’m feeling pretty good about the idea of you two being together. I’ve known Sarah for a long time, and if I know anything about her, it’s that she’s as ready to settle down as you seem to be, which is half the battle in relationships.”

		

		“Oh, Olivia! You’ve given me so much hope! I’ll try not to get my hopes up too much, but Sarah’s so pretty. I’d be lucky to get a girl like her.”

		

		“Keep your fingers crossed, and I’ll call you later with any details.”

		

		“Thank you, Olivia! I hope it works out!”

		

		“Me too. I’ll call soon. I promise,” Olivia said as she glanced at the door, and I knew that was my cue to leave. I stood and reached out my hand for a shake, our eyes meeting for a moment, and when I looked into Olivia’s eyes, I didn’t see a hint of judgement. She really had my best interests at heart, and I couldn’t wait to hear if Sarah would agree to a date.

		

	
		2

		

		My phone rang a few hours later while I was sitting on the couch. I raced to grab it from where I’d left it in the kitchen. I didn’t ever have to go to the office, as I made most of my money through passive investments after selling an invention in my late twenties.

		

		I went to school to become an engineer and always tinkered around with things in my garage for fun and ended up creating an invention that a company bought from me to help power a medical x-ray device. I was trying to create the next cookware revolution but ended up creating something that made me much, much richer than a kitchen accessory ever could.

		

		“Hello,” I said as I answered the phone.

		

		“Hi, George. This is Olivia. I have some good news!”

		

		“You do?” I asked, my voice cracking as I said the words.

		

		“Yes,” she said with a light laugh. “I spoke with Sarah, and she sounded excited about the idea of you being a crossdresser and confirmed that it wouldn’t be a problem at all. I arranged a date for you all tomorrow night based on the schedule you gave me. How does that sound?”

		

		“Tomorrow night?”

		

		“Don’t be nervous, George. I find it’s best to jump in the deep end when it comes to love. You two could spend weeks texting if you met through an app, but this way, I control the dialogue and make sure that you two get in front of each other and form your first impression in person. It’s much more powerful than messaging.”

		

		“Yeah, but tomorrow is so soon!”

		

		“The sooner the better, so should I call to make a reservation for you two?”

		

		“Yes!”

		

		“I’ll send you the details in a moment. Don’t forget to be yourself. Don’t try to be who you think you should be. Can you do that for me?”

		

		I felt like Olivia could see right through me. Had she been there on those dates when I tried to give off a macho persona? I used to be open about my crossdressing and shared the fact that I liked to wear panties and sexy lingerie and remove my body hair, but the more women I lost from doing that, the more caged up I became. I hid who I was until I was trying to act like a completely different person on dates, only stopping when I couldn’t stomach looking at myself in the mirror, seeing a fraud each time I did.

		

		I skipped out on one date when I couldn’t stand it anymore. I called to give them my credit card number from the car. I even saw my date that night get into her car and drive away with an angry look on her face, but what was I expected to do? I couldn’t keep pretending that I was some macho billionaire like the girls wanted.

		

		I was who I was, and I had to accept that fact like Olivia was saying earlier in the day. I didn’t need to hide who I was for the benefit of others. It was a waste of time and would only lead to despair.

		

		“George! I’m on a schedule! Promise me you’ll be yourself tomorrow night, or you’re wasting both our time and money.”

		

		“I promise I’ll be myself.”

		

		“Good. Sarah is a sweetheart, but she likes her men to look sharp. If I were you, I would spend my day shopping and getting a haircut. She doesn’t care about the crossdressing, but maybe you should go to this first date as a man.”

		

		“Yes, I planned on it.”

		

		“By the way, I’ve been wanting to ask. Is there a specific name you go by when you become a woman?”

		

		I chuckled. “Vicky.”

		

		“Cute! Text me tomorrow if you have any questions. I’m happy to help you with any fashion choices or whatever else you need. Okay?”

		

		“Yes, thank you, Olivia.”

		

		“Good luck!” Olivia said and ended the call. My stomach turned at the thought that I would be on a date with Sarah in less than twenty-four hours, but maybe Olivia was right when she said that I needed to jump into the deep end. I had no idea what to expect, but I was excited to meet Sarah.
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		One thing I loved about becoming a woman was that it covered up my bald head. I tried everything in my late twenties to keep my hair but eventually gave up and decided that I would be better off as a bald man, but that changed when I became a woman. I had an entire closet of wigs that gave me hair, but none of them were in a men’s style.

		

		I checked myself out in my closet mirror. I was wearing a gray suit and looking sharp. I’d spent my morning at the spa, where I got a massage and a haircut and a shave. I loved it when someone else shaved my face. It always felt so luxurious to feel the blade scraping against my skin, a person wiping up any extra shaving cream with a warm towel.

		

		The staff at the spa knew me by name and loved me because I always left them generous tips for their incredible services. I honestly didn’t know what I would do without their hot stone massages and acupuncture treatments and everything else they convinced me to do to my body to keep it feeling fresh.

		

		My phone buzzed, reminding me that I had to leave, or I would show up late for my date. Olivia called me in the afternoon to make sure that I would arrive on time, as tardiness was one of Sarah’s biggest pet peeves. She also warned me that Sarah was a bit eccentric, but that only excited me. I had no idea what to expect, but I left my place and went to the restaurant where Olivia had made reservations for us.

		

		***

		

		“There you are!” Sarah said as I entered the restaurant. She was wearing a black midi dress with a low neckline and tall black stilettos, looking radiant against the backdrop of Lake Michigan behind her. “I thought I was going to have to leave!”

		

		“I’m ten minutes early,” I said as I glanced at my watch.

		

		“Yes, you are. I always leave five minutes before a date,” Sarah said with a hoot as she rubbed the collar of my jacket. She pushed a hand through her hair, and her eyes looked crazed when they met mine, but there was no way to know if that was how she always looked. “You only had five minutes to spare.”

		

		“I would have come earlier had I known.”

		

		“You’re cute,” Sarah said as her eyes softened slightly. She pulled me by the collar of my sports jacket and plopped me down into the chair. “Olivia said I would like you, but I never know with her anymore. She’s sent me so many duds.”

		

		“How many?”

		

		Sarah shrugged as she plunged a toothpick into an olive and plopped it into her mouth. I stared at her lips as she chewed. She was wearing a bright magenta lipstick, but it matched the swirl of colors on her nails and looked incredible with the black dress.

		

		“Probably a half dozen or so,” Sarah said after swallowing the olive she ate. “It’s been a few years since Olivia and I first met. She only charges us girls if we make a connection, but she charges the men upfront.”

		

		“She told me that, and I was skeptical until she explained that it gave her a much larger roster of women than she’d have otherwise.”

		

		“Yeah, but it means us ladies only get called when she thinks she’s found someone that could work with us. The guys get to date until they find a match.”

		

		“Can the ladies pay if they want?”

		

		“Yeah, they can, but why would we?” Sarah asked with a laugh as she lifted her eyes to meet mine, and they sparkled like the Mediterranean Sea. Blue as a cloudless day. “You’re rather adorable, George. What do you do for fun if you don’t work?”

		

		“I volunteer.”

		

		“What? On some boards to attend fancy dinners?”

		

		“No,” I said as my cheeks reddened. “I mean, yeah, I do that, but I also help build and repair houses on the weekends. My dad was a carpenter and taught me everything he could, but I was much more interested in electronics than construction.”

		

		“Has that changed?”

		

		“Not really, but sometimes I feel like I can’t invent anything new. Most of my money is made through investments from that first initial break. I got lucky.”

		

		“I’d say you did, but aren’t you bored?”

		

		“Sometimes,” I said with a shrug.

		

		“How would you feel about me locking you up for a few days? That would give you something to do,” Sarah said with a wicked laugh.

		

		I didn’t know why, but my cock jumped. The thought of being locked away in a room for a few days with nothing to do sounded like my worst nightmare, but maybe it would be sexy if Sarah was holding the key? I honestly didn’t know what to think as she stared at me with that stupid smile on her face.

		

		“Ooh, I think someone likes that idea.”

		

		“No, I don’t! I’m shocked is all.”

		

		“Right,” Sarah said as she stabbed another olive with a toothpick and seductively parted her lips as she put the olive into her mouth, her blue eyes sparkling as she stared at me from across the table, looking so damn beautiful it hurt, but could I really be with a dominatrix?

		

		The thought made me shiver. “What do you do in your free time?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from any talk of locking me up. “Do you volunteer?”

		

		“Not recently, I must admit. I’m also not a billionaire like you.”

		

		“One billion, and maybe not even that anymore,” I said, trying to downplay the enormous amount of money that filled my many bank accounts, but most of my money was tied up in investments. I owned numerous rental homes and stocks and other things that generated passive income, but I also tried to give back when I could, usually giving the maximum my accountant would allow to different charities.

		

		“So modest,” Sarah said with a laugh. “I honestly don’t care about the money. I have plenty of my own. You don’t have to worry about me being a gold digger, even if I do have blonde hair.”

		

		I grew mesmerized by the woman as she tossed her hair from side to side and stuck her hand into it to tussle it with her fingers, staring at me like she wanted to take me right there, and I would honestly let her I was so horny.

		

		“Were you worried that I was a gold digger?”

		

		“No,” I said quickly.

		

		“Don’t lie to me, George! I can spot a liar from a million miles away!” Sarah snapped her fingers and pointed at me.

		

		I threw my hands into the air. “I’m not lying! I swear!”

		

		“Fine, I’ll believe you, this time.”

		

		Sarah and I ordered our food when the server stopped over again, and Sarah also picked us out a bottle of white wine to share. I was happy to let her make the decision, as I never knew what to choose. The server went to grab our bottle of wine, returning a few moments later to pour us each a glass.

		

		“Cheers,” said Sarah.

		

		“Cheers,” I said and clinked my glass with hers.

		

		Sarah reached her hand across the table after taking a sip of wine, looking a little anxious as she touched my hand, but I loved the feeling of her thumb rubbing against my skin. She looked at me with those sparkling blue eyes again, and that gorgeous gaze of hers hit me right in the heart.

		

		“Olivia told me that you like to wear women’s clothing.”

		

		“Uh, yeah, that’s right.”

		

		“Don’t be embarrassed. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to date a crossdresser. What size shoes do you wear?”

		

		“A ten in women’s.”

		

		“Ooh, that’s much bigger than me. I was hoping we might be able to share shoes but no worries. I bet you have a cute collection.”

		

		“It’s not bad,” I said as a nervous chuckle left my lips.

		

		“Would you be willing to show it to me one day?”

		

		“Yes! Is that something you actually want to see?”

		

		“Of course it is! As long as you don’t mind me showing you my toy collection.”

		

		“Uh, what’s in your toy collection?”

		

		“I have a bunch of different things,” Sarah said with a big smile. “Would you rather see my toys first, or should we check out your closet?”

		

		“I don’t know,” I said in a breath. “What do you think?”

		

		Sarah couldn’t answer as our food had arrived. The server placed our plates on the table, and Sarah never answered my question as she picked up her fork and knife and praised the dish in front of her. “I would take a picture if I didn’t have a million pictures of food on my phone already.”

		

		I laughed. “You’re one of those people?”

		

		“Those people? What is that supposed to mean?”

		

		“You know, one of those people who takes a picture of everything they eat.”

		

		Sarah sighed. “Not everything. I promise I’m not that bad.”

		

		I couldn’t even be upset with Sarah for not answering my question as I picked up my cutlery to eat the creamy ravioli I’d ordered. They were stuffed with truffles and mushrooms and lots of yummy cheese. Sarah had a spinach and sausage wrap bathed in a tomato sauce that looked divine.

		

		“Mmm,” Sarah purred when she took a bite, and the sound she made had me picturing her in bed with her legs spread wide for me. “It tastes so good. Do you want a bite?”

		

		“Sure,” I said and took a little bite from her plate. I couldn’t help but moan when the explosion of flavors hit my tongue. I hadn’t yet tried my ravioli, but I could only hope they were half as good as her spinach wrap.

		

		Sarah took the first bite of my food, and the sounds she made had me excited as I pushed my fork into the ravioli, amazed when I finally got the bite into my mouth. It tasted just as good as her spinach and sausage wrap, and we stopped speaking as we devoured our food, laughing when both of our plates were clean within minutes.

		

		“Oh my, God! I can’t believe we just ate all that food,” Sarah said with a laugh. “We ate like pigs!”

		

		“Oops,” I said and chuckled.

		

		“What are you doing this weekend?”

		

		“I volunteer Saturday morning, but I’m free in the afternoon.”

		

		“Around two or three?”

		

		“Two should be good.”

		

		“Perfect. I expect to see you then. I have to get going,” Sarah said as she pushed out her chair and got to her feet.

		

		“What?” I asked. “We haven’t even ordered dessert yet.”

		

		“I have a really important meeting in the morning that could make my agency a million dollars. I have to get back to the office to prepare, but at least I’ll have someone cute to think about while I’m there,” Sarah said as she reached down to grab me by my chin.

		

		“You’re just going to leave me?”

		

		“I’ll see you on Saturday. Give me your phone.” I passed her my phone. She sighed and handed it back to me. “You have to unlock it first, George.”

		

		“I’m sorry,” I said, my hands shaking while I unlocked the phone and passed it back to her. “What did you want to do on Saturday?”

		

		“It’s a surprise.”

		

		“Can’t you give me a hint?”

		

		“Nope,” Sarah said as she passed my phone back to me. “I texted myself, so now you have my number. I’ll see you Saturday.”

		

		Sarah bent down and kissed me on the cheek. “See you Saturday,” I said in a breath as she walked away from the table. I didn’t even notice it, but she’d tossed forty dollars onto the table when she kissed me on the cheek, and I couldn’t help but stare at her backside with a smile on my face as she walked away from me.
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		“Where are you?”

		

		“I’m heading back into the city. We were repairing a house in the suburbs today. I took a taxi.”

		

		“You don’t have a driver?”

		

		“He’s off today, actually,” I said. “I give him whatever days his wife has off, which is usually Friday and Saturday.”

		

		“How kind of you,” said Sarah. “Will you be able to meet me in two hours?”

		

		“That should work,” I said as I looked out to the traffic on the highway. “I need to shower, but it shouldn’t take very long.”

		

		“I’ll text you an address, and I want you to meet me there in two hours. Got it?”

		

		“Okay. I’ll be there.”

		

		“Don’t be late,” Sarah said and ended the call. I smiled to myself as I looked out at the road, wondering what I was getting myself into with this woman, but I couldn’t wait to see what she had planned for us.

		

		***

		

		“Can you go any faster?” I asked in a panicked voice. I was already five minutes late meeting Sarah at the address she’d given me, but the traffic in the city was awful today. We weren’t moving an inch.

		

		“I’m afraid not, sir.”

		

		I glanced at the map on my phone. We had at least a mile to go until we were at the cafe, which wouldn’t take long on a day when there wasn’t bumper-to-bumper traffic, but we were having no luck. I waited in agony as it took nearly ten minutes to go that one mile.

		

		“Thank you so much,” I said and tossed the driver some bills as I hopped out of the car. “I appreciate it.”

		

		Sarah was standing outside of the coffee shop with a hand on her hip. She shook her head slowly as I approached her. I threw out my arms and apologized, but Sarah looked unamused.

		

		“You’re late.”

		

		“Don’t you see the traffic?”

		

		“You should have planned for the traffic,” Sarah said with her arms crossed over her chest before her face fell into a smile. She laughed and wrapped her arm over my shoulder. “Your worried face is so adorable, George, but you have no need to worry. I don’t see myself giving you up anytime soon.”

		

		“I thought we were going to the cafe,” I said as Sarah pulled me away from where she’d been waiting for me.

		

		“Nope. That was only so you wouldn’t know where I really wanted to take you.”

		

		“Where is that?”

		

		“You’ll see,” Sarah said in a naughty voice as she led me down the street until we were standing outside of a nail salon.

		

		“Wait,” I said. “What are we doing here?”

		

		“We’re turning you into a girl!”

		

		“What? Why? That’s something I like to do at home.”

		

		“Yeah, I figured that, and I wanted to break you of that habit from the beginning. You want to know why I’m carrying this huge purse?”

		

		“Why?” I asked in a breath.

		

		Sarah snickered as she pulled out a huge pair of knockers from her purse. I gasped and shoved them back into her bag, looking every which way to make sure that nobody had seen her.

		

		“What are you doing with those?” I asked in a panicked voice.

		

		“I had them ordered express just for our date! Don’t tell me that you’re going to chicken out before we even get started! I have a lot of fun planned for us today, and it all starts with some manis and pedis! Come on,” Sarah said as she pulled me toward the door of the nail salon.

		

		“Sarah, wait! Please!”

		

		“If you second guess this now, you’ll never want to take the next step, and I’m not going to date a boy who only wants to become a girl at home. I like to go out and have fun, and I want to do that with both sides of you. Isn’t that what you want?”

		

		“Yes, but—”

		

		“Stop right there, George! Don’t you dare say it.”

		

		“How do you know what I’m going to say?”

		

		“You can be afraid of what others might think, but I’m going to show you that you have little to worry about. How long have you been practicing?”

		

		“Years,” I said.

		

		“Aren’t you ready to step out into the world? What do you think of yourself as when you’re a girl?”

		

		“Vicky,” I said.

		

		“Doesn’t Vicky what to show off who she is to the world?”

		

		“Yes,” I admitted for the first time ever. I used to tell the women that I dated that I only wanted to dress as a woman around the house and that they would never have to worry about going out with me in public, but maybe that had been a mistake. Maybe I needed a woman like Sarah to push me toward what I truly wanted most, which was to feel just like any other woman walking down the street in a fabulous outfit, if only for a day.

		

		“Ready to get your nails done?”

		

		“No, but let’s do it.”

		

		“That’s the spirit!” Sarah said as she pulled me into the nail salon. The workers greeted us and told us not to worry about being late for our appointment. They pointed at the traffic and laughed and said there was an event happening down the street. Sarah and I were led to a table for our manicures.

		

		“I want you to choose a color.”

		

		“What? Can’t I get a clear coat?”

		

		“Absolutely not! You need something cute to match whatever dress we’re going to buy you.”

		

		“Sarah! Why are you doing this?”

		

		Sarah sighed. “I already told you that, George, or should I call you Vicky?”

		

		“No! Not here.”

		

		“Oh, stop being so worried about everyone else. What do you want? How do you feel? I want you to be happy, and I have a feeling you’ll be much happier if you stop denying yourself.”

		

		“You don’t understand,” I said.

		

		“Understand what? George, you might be a billionaire, but you’re not a famous one. People don’t know your name. They’re not writing countless articles about you. People like you and me are going to die and be forgotten, and that’s okay, but it also means that we should enjoy ourselves while we’re here on this crazy world.

		

		“You’re not hurting anyone by painting your nails a certain color or wearing a dress or heels, so let’s have fun today, okay?”

		

		It was hard to accept that Sarah was right, but what did it matter what anyone else thought if Sarah was happy to spend the day transforming me into a girl? I relaxed a little in the chair and flipped through the different colors until I found a deep purple color that I loved. I always loved it when girls used the color for their lips and was hoping that we could pick up some lipstick for me to do the same.

		

		“Excellent choice,” Sarah said and picked out a peachy color for her nails. “Something light to go with the dark.”

		

		The woman who was doing my nails passed no judgement as she filed them down and applied the dark-purple polish. I decided on the same color for my toes and couldn’t wait for my pedicure as we walked over to the chairs.

		

		“Don’t you guys have drinks?” Sarah asked the nail technician.

		

		“Yeah,” the woman said and turned to scream at someone to bring us a menu.

		

		Sarah folded her lips and looked my way with a small smile on her face. A young man brought over a cocktail menu for us, and we ordered two mojitos to get our long, fabulous day started. I had money to blow, and Sarah wasn’t afraid to help me go through it.

		

		We went down the street to a shoe boutique once our nails dried, and I picked out a pair of black heels with an ankle strap and exposed toes, and I wore them out of the store! My entire body tingled when I stepped onto the sidewalk with those heels on my feet, the purple polish on my toenails glinting against the sunlight.

		

		“What are you doing to me?” I asked Sarah with a wild laugh as we made our way down the street to a clothing store where they sold dresses.

		

		“No, not here. I need a wig first. Please. I can’t walk around in a dress with a bald head.”

		

		“Don’t worry, cutie! I have a wig for you in my purse,” Sarah said and fished through her oversized bag to pull out a wig with an ombre of brown to blonde. “Isn’t this wig so sexy?”

		

		“Yes! I love it!” I said and grabbed the wig from Sarah’s hand. I balanced it on my fist as I fluffed it out with my fingers, knowing that it would look so cute on my head with the right dress, and I was so happy that Sarah had shown it to me before we went into the clothing store, as my eyes went straight to the perfect dress. It was a simple A-line dress with a fabric made of many colors, but it had deep purple undertones and would look fabulous with the black heels and wig.

		

		“You like that one?” Sarah asked as I pulled it off the rack.

		

		“Like? I love it!” I need to try it on right now,” I said and ran over to the dressing room to try on the dress, so relieved that it fit. I turned to look at my backside in the mirror, moaning a little when I saw how good my butt looked in the dress, especially with the strappy black heels I’d bought at the other store.

		

		“How does it fit?” Sarah asked.

		

		I opened the dressing-room door, and we both screamed when she saw me. The dress honestly fit my body so well, and I was loving it more by the second. My arms looked a little big, but it wasn’t the end of the world. I still hadn’t put on the wig, and I could adjust my hair to have it fall over my shoulders and cover up their broadness a bit.

		

		“I need the wig,” I said and held out my hand.

		

		“Do you think the boobs will fit under that dress?”

		

		“Ooh, yes! I need those too!”

		

		The dress fit pretty well without the breast forms, but they would also help reduce how big my shoulders looked since nobody would be looking at my shoulders when I had a big pair of knockers on my chest. I unzipped the dress and worked it down my body enough to put on the bra with the attached boobs.

		

		Sarah helped me hook the bra into place, and then she zipped up my dress and watched me through the mirror as I donned the wig onto my head, the hair transforming my entire appearance.

		

		“There’s Vicky.”

		

		“Here she is,” I said as Sarah draped her arms over my body and stared at me through the mirror. She turned her head and kissed me on the cheek as our eyes met again, and I cursed as my cock grew hard in the briefs I was wearing.

		

		“I should have worn some of my panties.”

		

		“I brought you a thong just in case,” Sarah said as she pulled a thong out of her purse. It was big enough in the front to cover my dick and balls but had a tiny little string that would slide between my cheeks, which was a feeling I loved. I slipped off my briefs and pulled the white thong up my legs, which matched the bra that Sarah had given to me.

		

		“Let’s pay for that dress. The day isn’t over yet.”

		

		“It’s not?” I asked.

		

		“Nope! I have a girl waiting down the street to do your makeup! Hurry, or we’ll be late!”

		

		We ran out of the dressing room, and the saleswoman smirked when she saw me in the dress with my wig and big boobs. “I love that dress on you,” she said in a sweet voice.

		

		“Thanks,” I said softly. “Here’s my credit card. Pick out something for yourself.”

		

		“Seriously?”

		

		“Yeah,” I said.

		

		The saleswoman squealed and grabbed a pair of sunglasses. “I’ve been eyeing these all month but couldn’t justify the price. Are you sure you don’t mind?”

		

		“Add them to the bill,” I said with a laugh.

		

		“You’re the best!” the saleswoman said as she rang up the sunglasses with the dress that I was wearing. Sarah smiled at us as the young woman ran my credit card and passed it back to me with the bag and the receipt. She jumped up and down and ran around to our side of the counter and threw her arms around me. “Thank you! Thank you!”

		

		“No problem,” I said and patted her on the back.

		

		“If you don’t mind,” Sarah said as she took my hand and pulled me away from the girl. “We have to get going.”

		

		“Of course! Have an amazing day you two!”

		

		“We will!” Sarah said as she pulled me out of the door and out to the sidewalk, giving me a little kiss as she threw her arms around the back of my neck.
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		“Fabulous!” Sarah said as the woman she’d hired to do my makeup stepped away to admire her work. “You’ll have to teach us everything you know.”

		

		“I give private lessons,” the woman said brightly. Her name was Christine, and she was several years younger than Sarah and me, still in her twenties I’d guess, but she was fabulous.

		

		“What do you say, Vicky? Would you like some lessons on how to do your makeup?”

		

		“Yes!” I said as I stared at myself in the mirror, amazed by the woman staring back at me. Every ounce of my masculinity seemed to vanish, and I’d never been happier for it. “If you can teach me how to make my face look like this, I’ll buy you whatever purse you want.”

		

		“Shut up! Are you serious?” asked Christine.

		

		“I think he is,” Sarah said with a laugh. “He bought the girl down the street a pair of sunglasses.”

		

		“Oh my, God! There’s this purse I’ve been wanting so badly,” Christine said and reached for her phone. She unlocked it quickly and tapped at the screen. “It’s like a thousand dollars, but it’s seriously the cutest purse I’ve ever seen!”

		

		Christine turned her phone toward us to show us the purse. It was boxy and pink and made of leather from the looks of it and had a pattern stitched into the fabric, and it was a bag I would definitely love to carry on my arm, but it was meant for Christine, and honestly, a thousand dollars was a small price for me to pay if I could learn how to doll up my face like a girl.

		

		“You give me a few private lessons, and the bag is yours.”

		

		“Deal! Here’s my card,” Christine said and turned to pick up a card from her workstation. “Please don’t get a girl’s hopes up if you’re not being serious.”

		

		“Oh, I’m being serious. Promise,” I said with a laugh. “Here’s a couple hundred today for making me look this pretty.”

		

		Christine gave me a big hug after I passed her the two-hundred dollars, but it was a small price to pay for looking as cute and girly as I did. I couldn’t even contain my excitement as Sarah and I walked out of the door with our arms hooked together, laughing like girls who were having the best day of their lives.

		

		“We aren’t done yet!” Sarah said as she pulled me by the wrist. “I have something else planned for us.”

		

		“Something else after all of this?”

		

		“Yes! Hurry! We’re already an hour behind where I wanted to be.” Sarah picked up her pace, walking with ease in her heels, but I was still struggling a little with mine. The sidewalk wasn’t as smooth as I would like, but I did my best not to fall onto my face.

		

		“You want to take the train?” I asked when she pulled me toward the entrance of an L station. I never took the trains or buses. “Why don’t we call a taxi?”

		

		“Where’s the fun in that? Don’t you want everyone to see you after all the work you’ve done?”

		

		I stared at the stairs that led to the train’s platform, my body a touch warmer than a moment ago, but this was what I’d always wanted. A beautiful woman by my side, a flowy dress hanging on my body, and people walking around me like it wasn’t a big deal, but where were we going after the train? What if I wasn’t prepared for whatever Sarah had planned?

		

		“I want to, but we’ve already done a lot. Can’t we just go back to my place? I would love for you to see it.”

		

		“No,” Sarah said as she put her hands on her hips. “We’re not going back to your place after all the work we’ve done! Have you lost your mind? The world needs to see Vicky. You can’t keep hiding her.”

		

		I gasped as Sarah grabbed me by my hand and led me up the stairs. She already had tickets on her phone, pushing me past the bars first. My big boobs swayed as I made my way toward the train. A few people glanced over at us, and I even saw two guys turn to whisper to each other as they stared directly at me.

		

		“Don’t worry about them,” Sarah said as she laced her fingers with mine. “You know how much boys like to snicker and joke, but they’re harmless, and I have pepper spray in my purse if anyone tries anything.”

		

		“Always prepared,” I said and leaned over to give my girl a kiss.

		

		The guys were staring at us with open mouths when we broke our kiss, and Sarah stuck her tongue out at them. They went wild, but they were all the way on the other side of the tracks, and our trains were approaching. I gestured for Sarah to step into the car first. We were lucky enough to find two open seats, and now that I was on the train, I was happy that Sarah had given me the push that I needed.

		

		“Where are we going?” I asked as the city passed by before us.

		

		“You’ll see! It’s a surprise!”

		

		“Haven’t you given me enough surprises for one day?”

		

		“I don’t think so!” Sarah said as she rubbed her hand along my thigh. She rested her head on my shoulder as I relaxed into the seat, feeling at ease for the first time in a long time, and as nervous as I was for Sarah’s surprise, I would follow her wherever she wanted to take me.
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		“This is our stop,” Sarah said and stood to pull me from my seat. She laughed and spun in a circle as she stepped out of the train car. I reached out to grab her, but she was already three steps ahead of me and racing toward the exit. My breasts bounced on my chest as I chased after her, calling her name without a care in the world for what anyone else thought of me. Not after everything we’d been through that day.

		

		“Hurry, Vicky! We don’t want to be late!”

		

		“We’re already late!” I cried as I tried to keep up with Sarah, but she was much quicker in heels than me. I was struggling but doing everything I could not to fall on my face, even if that meant Sarah was getting farther and farther away.

		

		She stopped eventually, turning around to smile in my direction. She pushed strands of her blonde hair behind her ear as she watched me approach her. “Can’t keep up?” she asked with a laugh.

		

		“I need more practice in these heels.”

		

		“It’s a lot harder on the sidewalk, isn’t it?”

		

		“Terribly so,” I said and let out a deep breath as I put my hands on my knees, but Sarah only let me rest for a second before she grabbed my hand and pulled me further down the sidewalk. I groaned as the shoes pinched my toes, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

		

		“We’re almost there, Vicky! I promise,” Sarah said as she kept pulling me along the sidewalk, but damn, I was struggling. I loved being out with Sarah as Vicky, but couldn’t she let up for a second? I cursed and shook her hand off mine.

		

		“Wait!” I cried.

		

		“What is it now, Vicky? I’m so hungry, and the restaurant is only around the corner. I have a table reserved with lake views. Do you really have to do this right now?”

		

		“My feet are killing me!” I whined, near my breaking point. I was about to pull off my strappy black heels and throw them into the trash they were hurting my toes so badly, but I took a deep breath to steady myself when I saw the disappointed look on Sarah’s face. “I’m sorry for yelling, Sarah. I only ever wear heels at home, and I can take them off there if they ever get uncomfortable. I’m not used to this pain.”

		

		“I would carry you if I could, but I can’t, and frankly, you’re the one who wants to wear girly shoes. I mean, I don’t blame you. Those heels are cute as fuck, but you gotta learn how to suck it up.”

		

		“Do they ever stop hurting?”

		

		“Your feet might go numb eventually, if you’re lucky,” Sarah said with a laugh. “Now can we please go eat this fabulous meal I reserved for us? If we’re too late, they’ll cancel our reservation and charge me a bunch of money for nothing.”

		

		I nodded. “Let’s do it.” My feet screamed at me with every step that I took, but I followed Sarah to the restaurant, which was three blocks away. A lot further than ‘around the corner’ as she’d led me to believe, but we made it eventually.

		

		I cursed when I finally sat down and got my feet off the ground. I loosened the strap around my ankle and kicked off one heel to rub the arch of my foot. A man came over to take our drink order, and I swore he was staring at my boobs when I lifted my head to greet him.

		

		“Ooh, they have a non-alcoholic sparkling rose. Why don’t we get a bottle? That’s a perfect drink for lunch,” said Sarah.

		

		“Yeah, sounds good.”

		

		Sarah smiled at the man and pointed to the bottle of rose, and I went back to rubbing my screaming feet, but Sarah waved her hand at me to stop, telling me that a lady should never rub her feet in public.

		

		“Suck up the pain like the rest of us,” Sarah hissed.

		

		She was so bossy, but I loved that about her. I got rich by luck and a bit of smarts. I wasn’t the leader type. Never had been. I longed for a woman who would give me freedom from making so many decisions. I wanted a woman like Sarah who would pick out a bottle of wine instead of making me look through the menu like I actually knew what any of it meant.

		

		“Do you have anything planned after this?” I asked.

		

		“I thought we could take a walk along the beach since we’re so close to it, and then maybe we could take a taxi back to one of our places.”

		

		“I would like that. Where’s your place?”

		

		“Not too far from here.”

		

		“I’m further north, and I also have a several properties west and south of here throughout the city. I was living just south of downtown last year, but I turned that condo into a short-term rental.”

		

		“You’re just Mr. Real Estate, aren’t you?” Sarah asked with a laugh.

		

		“My team handles most of my investments, but I look over all of the numbers to make sure they aren’t screwing me out of any money.”

		

		“At least you’re smart enough to do that,” Sarah said just as our server returned with the bottle of sparkling rose. He poured us each a glass before leaving the bottle in a bucket of ice. We ordered our food, and then it was just the two of us again. Sarah lifted her flute glass of bubbles as she stared into my eyes. “Cheers. To a marvelous day.”

		

		“To a marvelous day,” I echoed and clinked my glass with Sarah’s, admiring the purple polish on my nails as I lifted the glass to my painted lips. “Did you ever think that you would be out with a girl like me?” I asked in the best girly voice I could.

		

		“It never crossed my mind I guess, but I’m certainly not opposed. I’ve had more fun today than I’ve had in ages. Thank you for going along with everything that I had planned. I guess I’ll have to reward you for being such a good girl.”

		

		“How so?” I asked in a soft voice, yelping when Sarah pressed her foot against my leg. She chuckled as she moved her foot higher and higher up my body until it was touching the back of my thigh.

		

		“You don’t have any ideas for what we could do?”

		

		“I guess I could think of a few things.”

		

		“Mmm, do tell.”

		

		My body was hot all over as I imagined making love to Sarah while wearing this dress and wig, losing all concentration as my cock hardened in the thong that Sarah had given me. I wanted nothing more than to take her back to my loft and make love to her.

		

		“Why don’t we go back to my place so that I can show you?”

		

		“Are you sure you can handle me?” Sarah asked and lifted an eyebrow.

		

		“We’ll have to go back to my loft and find out.”

		

		“I usually don’t go to my dates’ houses, but I guess I can make an exception for you.”

		

		“I feel so flattered,” I said and lifted my hand to request the check. “You won’t regret it.”

		

		“We’ll have to wait and see for that answer,” Sarah said with that sly smirk of hers, but I was growing to love it when she looked at me like that. We waited for the server to run my credit card, playing footsies under the table as we stared at each other, a gorgeous view of the sparkling lake acting as our backdrop.
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		We took the train back to my loft, something I never did, but it was fun with Sarah sitting by my side. I didn’t worry about being out in public wearing a dress and a wig and a stunning face of makeup. None of that mattered when I had Sarah’s support, and I planned on showing her just how grateful I was when we got back to the bedroom, even if that meant her taking control.

		

		“Your place is stunning. I thought it was weird that you didn’t live closer to the water, but this apartment is gorgeous, and your view is incredible,” Sarah said as she stepped in front of the window that looked out to Chicago.

		

		“I’m glad you like it. Feel free to come over whenever you like,” I said and placed my hand on Sarah’s shoulder as I stood behind her.

		

		“You’ll have to come to my place next time,” Sarah said as she placed her hand over mine and pressed her backside into my crotch. “I have a bunch of things we can play with at my house.”

		

		“Like what?” I asked in a breath as my cock stiffened further. I wanted to slide into Sarah’s warmth, but I would follow her lead. I would wait for her to give some type of signal that she was ready for me to take her.

		

		“We’ll have to see what you like, but there’s nothing that I love more than playing a few games.”

		

		I rubbed my crotch against Sarah’s backside, unable to resist the temptation of her touch. She moaned deeply as I cupped my hand around her chin and turned her head toward mine to steal a kiss. A soft moan left her lips. I caught it in my mouth as I slid my tongue between her lips. Sarah moved her ass up and down, rubbing it against the outline of my stiffened cock, and I took that as my cue that I could take her.

		

		It'd been far too long since I last got any action, so I didn’t waste a second to strip Sarah from her dress. I pushed it to the floor in one quick motion and ripped off her lingerie. I lifted Sarah’s naked body into my arms and carried her to my bedroom.

		

		“I’m going to fuck you in my dress.”

		

		“Please,” she said. “I need it.”

		

		“Don’t tease me, Sarah.”

		

		“I’m not. I’ve been hoping we’d make it here all day.”

		

		I kicked open my bedroom door, growling at Sarah as I carried her over to the bed and gently put her onto her hands and knees. I turned her ass toward me as I lifted my dress and pushed down the white thong to reveal my stiff cock.

		

		Sarah’s eyes widened as she looked over her shoulder at my dick hanging out from the white thong. “Your dick looks so good, Vicky! Put it in me!”

		

		I stepped forward and pressed my cock between Sarah’s thighs until it was rubbing against her wet folds. I lifted my dress and tucked the hem of it into my bra as I reached down to finger where my cock was rubbing up against Sarah’s womanhood. She gasped as she lifted her ass further into the air, presenting me with her pussy, begging me to take it, and I didn’t want to be the person to disappoint her.

		

		I held the base of my cock and slipped it into Sarah’s welcoming slit, gasping as her warm walls hugged my cock.

		

		“Yes, Vicky! Give me that girly dick!”

		

		I cursed under my breath as I pushed deeper into Sarah, my cock throbbing like wild as her wet pussy dripped its sweet honey all over my shaft, coating it with even more of her juices each time I slid in and out of her hole, but what turned me on more than anything was how she was screaming my girly name at the top of her lungs each time I pushed deep.

		

		“Ooh, Vicky! It feels so good, Vicky! Your cock is so big, Vicky!”

		

		I smacked Sarah’s juicy ass and watched it shake around my dick as I fucked her harder. She was going to make me cum if she kept talking like a dirty little slut, but I would never tell her to stop. My tits were bouncing like crazy. My hair was swaying every which way, and it felt so fucking amazing to be feminized and fucking this hot woman on her hands and knees beneath me, my painted nails gripping her flesh.

		

		“Fuck me hard, Vicky! Make me cum!”

		

		I cursed and grabbed Sarah by her blonde hair as I fucked her with the first few inches of my cock until I was hitting her spot and making her sing my name.

		

		“Yes, Vicky! Right there! Don’t stop!”

		

		“Whose pussy is this?” I asked as my girly balls tightened, threatening to shoot a load.

		

		“It’s yours, Vicky! I fucking love this girly dick!”

		

		“That’s right you do,” I said and lifted Sarah's back to my chest to wrap my hand around her naked body. I rubbed her clit as I continued fucking her from behind, and she lost all control when my wet fingers played with her button.

		

		“Fuck, Vicky! Fuck!”

		

		“Cum on my dick, Sarah.”

		

		Sarah reached her hand over her head and pushed her fingers into my hair as I played with her clit. She made wild noises and was screaming in a high pitch a few seconds later as her hot cum squirted all over my hand. I cursed and dropped my hand to fuck her pussy hard and cum with her.

		

		“Fuck me, Vicky! Hit my spot! Make me cum again,” Sarah begged as she rubbed her pussy, running her fingers past the area where our bodies connected. I gasped each time her fingers brushed against my cock, but I was ready to release my load. I was ready to fill Sarah with my hot, sticky cum.

		

		“I’m cumming!” I hollered as I dug my fingers into Sarah’s sides. I was trying to hold my load as she rubbed herself to a second orgasm, but I couldn’t hold my cream a second longer no matter how hard I tried. Sarah’s tight pussy walls were massaging my dick with each thrust of my cock.

		

		“Yes, Vicky! Give me that girly cream! I’m close,” Sarah said as she rubbed her pussy like a wild woman, but her fingers felt so good against my cock, and the sensation of her wet digits sent me over the edge.

		

		I pushed my cock to its base and dropped my head back as I flooded Sarah’s hole with more of my cum. I reached around her body to take her breasts into my hand as I kept dumping my seed into her, and she took every drop that I gave, her pussy clenching around my cock as I tried to pull out of her.

		

		“Not yet!” she said in a weak voice as she continued rubbing her clit with my dick stuffing her pussy. “One second.”

		

		I groaned and cursed as I kept my dick deep inside of Sarah, her pussy providing me with a pleasure so intense it hurt, but I did everything I could to savor this glorious moment as my woman worked herself to a second orgasm, screaming my name as she creamed all over my shaft for the second time.

		

		“Fucking hell,” I cursed when I could finally pull my cock out of Sarah. It was wet with our juices. I stroked it, extracting the last drops of cum from my tip, staring into Sarah’s eyes the entire time. She licked her lips and got onto her hands and knees, crawling over to me to grab my dick and stick it into her mouth. “So good,” I said and pulled my hips back after Sarah licked my cock clean.

		

		“We’re going to have lots of fun together, you and me.”

		

		“I certainly hope so,” I said as I got back onto the bed next to Sarah.

		

		“Does this gorgeous loft have an equally stunning bathroom?”

		

		“It does. There’s enough room for both of us in my shower.”

		

		“Ooh, let’s see it.”

		

		I grinned at Sarah and bent over to give her a kiss. Her naked body was exquisite. I would worship her until the end of time if she would let me, and I started by kissing her everywhere I could while we lay there in the bed, too lazy to move.

		

		“Vicky! Stop it! You’ll make me pee!”

		

		“Oh, no!” I said in a sarcastic voice. “Don’t pee.”

		

		“Vicky! I’m serious!”

		

		I released Sarah from my grip and stood from the bed to pick her up into my arms. We’d already made a mess of the bed, so she could have peed if she wanted, but she waited until we got to the bathroom, and then we took a shower together. I kissed Sarah on her neck, her breasts, and worked down her body until I could kiss her between her thighs.

		

		“Thank you for today.”

		

		“It was just as much fun for me as it was for you.”

		

		“I’m glad it’s that way, and I hope it doesn’t change.”

		

		“Me neither,” Sarah said and rubbed her hand over my bald head, staring down at me as I kneeled beneath her.
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		“Are you girls ready for your makeup lesson?” Christine asked Sarah and me as we sat in her studio. “They have the purse I want down the street, and I’m so excited to get it!”

		

		“Is it on hold?” I asked.

		

		“No, but they don’t think I should worry.”

		

		Sarah and I gasped at the same time, and then we looked at each other and laughed. We’d been hanging out every chance we got and were getting to know each other. I didn’t always have time to become Vicky when we hung out, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t talk about fashion and hair and upcoming sales.

		

		“We need to get that purse!”

		

		“Yeah,” I agreed. “It shouldn’t wait!”

		

		“Are you sure? What if you don’t like the makeup lesson?”

		

		“You deserve a purse for what you did last time alone,” I said with a laugh. I wasn’t wearing any makeup, but I already had on a dress, my fake breasts, and a wig, so I felt plenty girly to do a little shopping. “We’ll finish our makeup stuff once we get you that purse!”

		

		“Okay!” Christine said. “I’ll lead the way then.”

		

		Sarah and I held hands as we walked next to Christine down the street. The boutique wasn’t too far away, so my feet weren’t killing me in the heels that I was wearing. Not like the last time Sarah and I saw Christine, when Sarah had me running around the city like a madwoman.

		

		“This is the store,” Christine said and held open the door for Sarah and me. “Are you sure about this, Vicky?”

		

		“Yes! Stop questioning it,” I said to Christine with a smile. She gushed and threw her arms around me before going up to the counter to tell them that she wanted the pretty pink purse that was small and boxy and perfect for a night out with the girls.

		

		“Do you see anything you like?” I asked Sarah.

		

		“What if I told you that I liked everything?” she said with a laugh.

		

		“I would have to agree. This boutique has an incredible selection. I can’t believe I don’t come to this part of town more often,” I said as I flipped through the dresses. “Is there anything that you would like to see me wear?”

		

		“Hmm, that’s a good question,” Sarah said as she flipped through the dresses. “I was hoping to put you in a short skirt when I got back to my house. Do you see any that you like?”

		

		“A short skirt?”

		

		Sarah bit her lip and nodded as we walked down the wall of the store together, looking at all the different options. The dress I was currently wearing was white and tight and a bit of a struggle to get on and off, so I picked out the cutest skirts in my size that I could find and added them to the bill. Sarah found a purse that she liked, so I got that too, and then I charged my card for an eye-watering sum of money, but it was a small price to pay to be with my girls.

		

		Christine walked out of the store with her new purse swinging on her arm as she smiled from ear to ear. “Do you guys see this purse? It’s so fucking cute!” Christine squealed as she pounded her heels on the pavement and jumped in place. “Thank you, Vicky! I can’t wait to show all of my friends. We’ve honestly been sending pictures of this purse back and forth to each other, and now I finally have it!”

		

		Seeing Christine so happy made my day. Maybe she felt as happy as I did when she transformed my face the last time we were together, but I doubted it. I’d never had my makeup done as well as Christine did it that day, and I couldn’t wait to learn everything that she could teach me.

		

		“Sorry,” Christine said when she finally caught her breath. She’d also taken about fifty different pictures of the purse, but we didn’t mind. I snapped some pictures of Christine and Sarah standing together showing off their new purses.

		

		We went back to the studio, where Christine taught us all about foundations and concealers and blushes and bronzers. She showed us different tricks to apply eye shadow, teaching us everything from a smoky eye to something much more subtle. Four hours passed before we even knew what happened, Christine’s next client entering the salon slowly as we laughed like wild animals.

		

		“Hey, Gary! Come on over. Sorry, I was just having some fun with my girlfriends.”

		

		“Thank you so much for everything,” I said to Christine again and gave her a hug.

		

		“You’ve been amazing,” Sarah said and gave her a hug after me.

		

		We waved at Gary and made our way toward the door with a wealth of new knowledge about how to apply makeup, and I couldn’t have been happier that we returned for our private lesson. Christine was a hoot to be around, and I was confident that Sarah and I would see her again.

		

		“Back to my place?” asked Sarah.

		

		“Yes! We need to try on these skirts that I bought.”

		

		“That’s right we do. Among other things.”

		

		I swallowed, nervous about what Sarah meant by ‘other things’, but she’d been holding back her dominant side, and I’d known since the beginning that it was only a matter of time before she showed it.
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		Sarah stripped me down to my lingerie and pushed me toward the bathroom when we got to her apartment. It was a cute two-bedroom apartment on the north side of the city not too far from the lake. The door to her office was open, and I only got a glimpse of it, but it looked like she did serious work there.

		

		“Put on one of those skirts and don’t come back out until you do!” Sarah said as she closed the bathroom door behind me. “Would you like any espresso?”

		

		“Yeah, I’ll have a shot over ice,” I hollered through the door.

		

		“Coming right up! Don’t take too long!”

		

		I glanced down at my mostly bare body before placing the bag from the boutique onto the countertop. I sifted through it, not sure which skirt I wanted to wear. They were all so cute, and I had a feeling that Sarah planned on soiling one of them, so I picked my least favorite to start, praying that it would fit.

		

		Just because it was my least favorite didn’t mean it wasn’t cute. It was navy and had an asymmetrical cut, and I was sure that it would dance in the wind when I walked down the sidewalk, but the other two skirts were even cuter. One had a tulle lining and would look adorable with a pair of platform heels. The other skirt was a pegged emerald skirt that wouldn’t even be fun to have sex in, so I settled on the asymmetrical skirt.

		

		Once I was sure that the navy skirt fit, I tried on the other two, delighted that all of my purchases fit and didn’t look terrible. I put the navy skirt back on before walking out of the door, wearing nothing other than my bra with the big knockers.

		

		“We should have gotten me a blouse to match this skirt,” I said when I stepped out of the bathroom.

		

		Sarah shook her head. “You look perfect like that if you ask me.”

		

		“Is that so?”

		

		Sarah bit her lip and nodded as she stood from the couch and walked toward me. She grabbed the espresso she’d made from the kitchen and stepped in front of me with it in her hands.

		

		“Thank you,” I said as I took the plate with a glass centered in the middle.

		

		“You’re welcome, Vicky. How did the other skirts fit?”

		

		“They’re perfect,” I said.

		

		“You were really nice buying Christine that purse,” Sarah said as she reached out to cup my face. She moved her fingers to my chin and then down my body until they were playing with the waistline of my skirt.

		

		“Look what she did to my face. How could I not?”

		

		Sarah chuckled as she stepped a little closer. “You look so good in that skirt. I can’t stop thinking about everything I want to do to you.”

		

		“What did you have in mind?”

		

		“Some things that might get you a bit more in touch with your womanly half.”

		

		I didn’t know what Sarah meant by that, but I followed her to her bedroom. She opened the door and guided me over to the bed. I was a bit confused when she pushed me onto my hands and knees, but then I noticed that she’d already had a few things sitting out for us, and one of them was a big butt plug.

		

		“You prepared?”

		

		“Of course I did,” she said. She was wearing a white dress with a lattice of laces over the cleavage and five-inch heels on her feet. She looked so gorgeous as she walked over to grab the butt plug and bottle of lube sitting next to it. “Are you prepared is the question.”

		

		I gulped. “That’s an answer I won’t know until you try.”

		

		“Your girly voice is getting so much better.”

		

		“I’ve been practicing a lot,” I said.

		

		“I love it when you talk like that,” Sarah said as she stepped closer to the bed with the butt plug in her hand. “You fucked me last time, so I figured it was only fair that I get to fuck you tonight. Wouldn’t you agree, Vicky?”

		

		My mouth opened, yet I had no idea what to say. Sarah’s logic was sound, but weren’t men supposed to fuck women? Sarah loved it when I was inside of her, but would I love it when she was inside of me? Did me dressing as a woman mean Sarah should make me feel like a woman by penetrating me?

		

		I hadn’t wrapped my head around how I felt about any of it by the time Sarah lifted my navy skirt and pulled down my panties. I gasped as she pressed her finger against my smooth bussy, feeling a lot more tantalized by the sensation than I’d expected.

		

		“Fuck,” I said in a breath.

		

		“Mmm, do you like that?”

		

		“It feels good so far.”

		

		“Perfect,” Sarah said and removed her finger from my hole to open the bottle of lube and prepare the plug for my ass. She pressed it up against my hole, causing my body to writhe in anticipation. “Relax,” she said and rubbed my ass cheeks as she pressed the plug a bit more firmly against my hole. “The more you relax, the less it’ll hurt.”

		

		I nodded and did my best to take deep breaths, wanting to take this plug up my ass. I wanted to get my hole stretched and feel like a girl. Sarah pushed a little harder, and I cursed as my hole began to stretch around the plug that was filling me bit by bit.

		

		“Take deep breaths, Vicky. Let me in that tight bussy.”

		

		“Yes!” I screamed as Sarah pushed the plug further. She kept going as my cock throbbed wildly between my legs, but my entire being was focused on the sensation of my bussy getting stretched. I couldn’t touch my cock if I wanted. “Fill my hole!”

		

		“Fuck, yes, girl. Take this plug.”

		

		“Give it to me,” I said in a broken voice as Sarah got near the hilt of the plug. I was in an entirely different universe as she pushed that plug a little bit further. I wasn’t sure that my hole could take it. I almost tapped out and told her to stop, but just when I was about to yell at her that I couldn’t do it, she got to the base of the plug. “Fuck! It feels so big!”

		

		“Yeah, it does! I’m stretching this virgin bussy, and you love it.”

		

		“I love it!”

		

		I glanced over my shoulder, and Sarah had her hand in her panties as she thrusted the plug deep in my ass, and my girly cock was vibrating uncontrollably as she fucked my hole with the plug.

		

		“You want me to fuck you with my strap, Vicky? You want me to make you feel like a girl for real?”

		

		“Yes! Please, Sarah! I need it!”

		

		“Fuck, I love how pretty you are, and I love how you have a cock too,” Sarah said as she reached between my legs to wrap her hand around my dick. I gasped as she pumped her hand on my cock, about to bust, but then Sarah wiggled the plug and shifted every ounce of attention from my dick to my ass.

		

		I cursed as Sarah made my body feel like a wonderland, never wanting the pleasure to end, and Sarah only made it last longer when she guided me to a sitting position and kneeled between my legs. The plug was deep in my ass, getting me ready for her dick, but Sarah gave me the best gift of all when she wrapped her soft, glossy lips around my smooth cock.

		

		I moaned deeply as Sarah swallowed the entire length of my shaft. I cursed under my breath as my cock passed into her throat and filled her. Her mouth felt so amazing around my dick. As much as I wanted to hold my load for her sweet cunt, I couldn’t wait another second to bust.

		

		“Forgive me,” I cried as my toes curled and popped. My cock throttled between Sarah’s lips as I dumped my load into her mouth, but she didn’t lift her lips from my dick. She pushed them to my base and swallowed every drop of my cum as my hole danced on the plug filling my ass.

		

		My body couldn’t handle everything happening to it, but Sarah wouldn’t let me move. She held me in place as she pushed her panties down her legs with her mouth still around my cock. She only lifted her mouth off my cock once she had her panties off her legs. I couldn’t even catch my breath before she slid her pussy onto my dick.

		

		“Fuck, Sarah! What are you doing?”

		

		“I changed my mind. I need this dick,” Sarah said as she straddled my legs and rocked her hips. “It tasted so good in my mouth, and I needed you in my pussy!”

		

		“Yes, take my cock! It’s yours!”

		

		Sarah gasped as she bounced on my cock. She cursed as she struggled to unzip her dress, so I lifted myself to help her, and we both rushed to pull it from her body and toss it to the side, and then we did the same with her bra until her tits were swaying in front of my face like the glorious melons they were.

		

		I reached up and grabbed Sarah’s boobs as she bounced on my dick, getting her syrup all over my shaft, but it felt so fucking sweet I nearly passed out in a sugar coma. I pressed my thumb against her clit as I watched her bounce on my girly dick, and Sarah lost all control. She leaned forward and grabbed my fake boobs as she cursed and screamed and commanded me to keep going.

		

		“I won’t stop, baby!”

		

		“Please don’t!” she begged.

		

		I went between pinching her button and rubbing it gently as her pussy walls squeezed my dick, each of us working the other to an orgasm. I’d already cum once, but I was close to cumming again, especially since this plug was hitting up against a sensitive spot deep in my ass each time Sarah rocked her hips on my dick.

		

		“Yes! I’m there, Vicky!”

		

		I groaned as I pushed my cock deep into Sarah’s pussy, painting her walls with my seed at the exact moment that she came all over my dick. My hole tightened around the plug, much like Sarah’s pussy was doing to my dick, and all of the sensations were insanely intense, so I screamed at the top of my lungs to do what I could to handle the pleasure.

		

		We cursed and held each other as we slowly came down from the highs of our orgasm. I gasped when Sarah finally pulled off my dick, and her pussy looked so fucking hot and used that I just wanted to slide into her all over again, but I cuddled up next to her instead, kissing her everywhere I could put my lips.

		

		“Stop it, Vicky! I’m ticklish!”

		

		“How can I stop kissing you when you’re this perfect?” I said as I touched Sarah’s side and then her breasts and then I grabbed her by her face and gave her even more kisses.

		

		“I’ll give you a spanking if you don’t stop!”

		

		“Better get the paddle then,” I said and kissed Sarah some more until she was screaming and rolling off the bed. Her face was red when she looked at me, but she was still the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She stood there with a hand on her hips and wagged her finger at me.

		

		“I told you to stop, and you were a naughty girl, Vicky!”

		

		“Oh, no! What will you do?”

		

		“On your hands and knees, girl! I warned you,” Sarah said as she went over to her closet, her gorgeous ass jiggling a little with each step she took. She came back with a flogger in her hands, and I gulped, my entire demeanor changing.

		

		“That’s what I thought, Vicky. Not so tough now, are you?”

		

		“Are you really going to spank me?” I asked.

		

		“You better believe it, girl!

		

		Sarah stepped forward and lifted my skirt to reveal my bare ass. She rubbed it with her hand for a moment, and then she used that flogger on my ass ten times to teach me my first lesson, but there were many more to come.
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		Three Months Later

		

		“I’m so glad to see you two getting along,” Olivia said as Sarah and I sat across from her. I was in my boring boy clothes today, but Sarah and I had plans on going out later in the night with some of our friends. We were going to take a boat around Lake Michigan, and I already had an outfit picked out. A black cocktail dress with matching pumps and gold jewelry. I couldn’t wait to sparkle in the moonlight.

		

		“We’re having a blast,” Sarah said and reached over to grab my hand.

		

		“Yes,” I said. “I can’t thank you enough for hooking us up, Olivia. I’m giving you a big bonus.”

		

		“That isn’t necessary,” Olivia said as blush flashed across her cheeks. “I’m only happy that you two found each other.”

		

		“You’re getting a tip,” said Sarah. “We got it in the form of a cashier’s check, so you can’t say no. Give some of it to your assistant Megan too. You two run an amazing operation here. Truly.”

		

		“You two are too sweet,” Olivia said as she touched a hand to her chest. “I don’t always make a match on the first try.”

		

		“Tell me about it,” Sarah teased.

		

		“Right, you know all too well, Sarah, but when I met you Geroge, I could just feel your energy, and I immediately thought of Sarah. I’m glad that I was right this time.”

		

		“You were,” I said and placed the cashier’s check on the table. “Please don’t be modest. I have more than enough and try to give out money whenever I can, and meeting Sarah has really opened my eyes. I’ve been volunteering for a lot of organizations that help crossdressers and trans individuals. I used to be afraid of doing anything public that might out me as a crossdresser, but Sarah has eased those fears.”

		

		“That’s wonderful. It sounds like you two were meant to find each other.”

		

		“Yes,” Sarah said and touched my thigh. “There’s nobody who relaxes me more than George. I love coming home to him and just forgetting about the world while we do our nails or give each other massages or watch TV or any of the other stuff we love to do together.”

		

		“You two are one of my success stories. Don’t be strangers.”

		

		“We won’t,” I said. Sarah and I made our way to the door. We waved goodbye to the women who made our romance possible and then we laced our fingers together before walking to the elevator, excited for yet another day to celebrate our love.
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