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CABLE GUY

Annoyed Female Attorney Feminizes the Cable Guy

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Margaret

I paced the living room, staring at the clock on the wall, beyond frustrated that the cable guy had missed his ‘window’ a second time in the past week. I screamed as the minute hand turned, signaling another two hours wasted waiting for the man. Or woman. Or whoever it was the company had scheduled to install my internet.

Didn’t they know I was a high-powered tax attorney who needed her internet? Didn’t they know that I didn’t have all damn day to wait around my house? I went to the door, hoping to find the internet company’s van in my driveway, but I had no such luck.

My phone rang as I was standing at the front door, beyond annoyed and frustrated that I’d wasted even more of my paid time off to deal with this nonsense.

“Hello, Margaret speaking.”

“Margaret, we need you back at the office. Mark from Sports Indoors called an emergency meeting. He got a notice from the IRS.”

I cursed silently, squeezing the sides of my phone. I hated waiting, but I hated tax emergencies even more. Today was not going to be a good day.

“Be right there,” I said through gritted teeth.

“Thank you, Margaret. Did the cable guy show this time?”

“Nope, I’m still waiting.”

“Damn, well don’t worry about using your PTO for today, and I’ll give you a full day off next week to take care of your internet. We need you here now.”

“Walking out the door,” I said in the gentlest voice I could muster. My blood was boiling, but the internet would have to wait for another day.

Virginia, my boss, was generous in her offer to cover my time off, but it didn’t change the fact that I would have to sit around my house another day waiting for this mysterious cable person to show.

I wasn’t happy, and if my past was any indication, I would only grow angrier as the days passed.
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Philip

People expected me to care about my job, but I honestly didn’t give a fuck. I showed up at the corporate office on time, didn’t use any drugs, and never got in an accident while using my employer’s car.

They tried to track me, but a tech-wiz buddy of mine overrode the system, so I could basically go where I wanted when I wanted. I was never on time for appointments, and half of the people weren’t even there by the time I pulled up to install whatever bullshit they ordered.

Customers went off on me left and right, but none of the screaming phased me. They could call up the company and complain all they wanted. My faulty GPS plus the lies I spewed about nobody answering the door usually saved me.

I wouldn’t even care if I got fired, though. I hated my job and all the dirty ass houses I had to visit. It was truly vile how some humans lived, but they would still let me in no matter how nasty their space.

Today was my third stop at this house on a quaint suburban street with flower boxes in the window. Trimmed bushes beneath those, but the house could still be gross on the inside. I’d been fooled one too many times by a charming exterior.

The last two times I stopped by the house, equally as late as today, there were no signs of life, but today was different.

The garage door was open, as well as the front door. My heart ticked up a beat when I saw a pair of eyes leer at me through the blinds.

They disappeared as quickly as they’d emerged, and I knew I was in trouble with whomever was home. I parked on the street and checked that there weren’t any crumbs in my stubble from the extended lunch I’d enjoyed.

I hopped out of the car after catching my breath and putting up my long hair. I went around to the back to grab the supplies needed for an internet job.

A striking woman with blonde hair stepped out of the garage. She was wearing a red suit with a skirt bottom. She had on black heels and a look in her eyes that made me want to run, but I walked toward her instead.

“Good afternoon, miss. I’m sorry for the delay today and for those other days as well. Did you see the notes I left?”

“I saw them,” she said with her arms crossed over her chest and an expressionless face.

“Right,” I said. “Would you like me to take a look?”

“I suppose, even though I would have preferred you arriving punctually the first time.”

“We can’t dwell on the past. I’m here now,” I said.

“That you are,” the woman said.

The work order said her name was Margaret, but I honestly wanted to know the least I could about her. She was one of those weird clients that sat and stared at me while I did every step.

She even followed me outside and watched me climb the ladder to her roof! If she was going to pay that much attention to me, the least she could have done was bring me some water to drink, but she didn’t even offer.

I worked as quickly as I could, but the installation took me nearly an hour. I worried the entire time that Margaret was going to scream or yell or attack me with a heavy object.

She didn’t, thankfully, and she was even friendly, but there was a deadly anger boiling beneath the surface.

I only hoped her internet worked smoothly because I never, ever wanted to see that lady again.
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Margaret

Sunday had finally arrived, yet I still couldn’t relinquish my resentment toward the cable guy. I had his license plate number, his full name, and a strong urge to call the company where he worked to report him, but then I thought of something even better.

The man was clearly straight, judging from how he kept glancing at my breasts while he was here working, but he also had gorgeous hair. It was long and brown with natural blonde highlights, probably from spending his time in the sun instead of doing his job.

His hair was legendary, though, and it reminded me of a man who held a special place in my heart.

Don Stuart.

My law-school boyfriend. The love of my life. The man who got away.

I left what we had for a job, and our relationship fell apart in short order after I moved. The phone call where Don ended our love affair still echoed in my mind. I could hear his teary voice in my memory, burned their like a scorching cattle rod on skin.

Don didn’t have long hair, but he loved wearing wigs. Lingerie, especially. He only used lingerie when we first got together, but I pushed him and pushed him until he was wearing dresses, heels, makeup, and wigs.

We used to call him Geraldine. He almost never went out as Geraldine, but those times he did were some of the most exciting, awakening experiences of my life. Seeing how he could pass as a girl in public exhilarated me. We had a wonderful life together until my ambitions got the best of me.

Receiving Don’s breakup phone call left a hole in my heart. One I had yet to patch, but maybe I could use this Philip guy to temporarily fill the void. His hair was so beautiful, and I had the wildest urges to braid it into pigtails before putting him into a pair of overalls with a skirt bottom.

He could prance and skip around my yard while I snapped photos of his gorgeous hair bouncing on his shoulders. Those gray-blue eyes would sparkle in the camera.

I bit my lip and squeezed my thighs together, feeling a little damp at the thoughts of feminizing Philip for revenge. It was the least he could do after missing two of his appointments. Didn’t he know how badly my week was messed up from his behavior?

I sucked in a sharp breath and unlocked my phone as I stood at the kitchen island. I had Philip’s number written on a pad in front of me. I typed in the numbers, feeling my heartbeat tick faster. There was no reason I should be calling this man.

Part of me knew I should let go of the anger. It wasn’t healthy. Revenge was often more bitter than sweet, but none of that stopped me from dialing Philip’s number.

Sometimes I didn’t know what was wrong with me. Why couldn’t I just let things be? Why did I have to seek justice at every corner? It was the reason I’d chosen tax law. I got far too overzealous during an internship for a criminal lawyer.

I knew then that if I ever wanted a hint of a life that I would need a more boring field. I had to become a lawyer for the most boring topic of all. Taxes. It was working, and my life was just fine, but now I was consumed with getting revenge against Philip for making me wait due to his lackluster work ethic.

“Hello,” Philip said after connecting the call.

“Hi,” I said in a bright voice. “This is Margaret Robles. You installed internet at my house a few days ago.”

There was a long silence before Philip finally spoke. “Right. How did you get my number? What do you want?”

“Your number is on the internet, but I wanted to let you know that I’ve decided not to call your company to report you for not showing up on time twice.”

“Go ahead and report me, lady. They’re not going to do anything,” Philip said and ended the call.

I held out my phone and glanced at the screen, not at all shocked that Philip hung up on me, but he was only poking the beast when he did that. He didn’t know my tendency to fight until the bitter end. If I were a gladiator, they would have to decapitate me to keep me from fighting.

I picked up the phone and called again. Philip ignored me the first time I tried, but he picked up the second time.

“If you don’t stop calling me, I’ll report you to the police! This is harassment!”

“Quiet down, Philip. If you don’t want me reporting you, then you’re going to meet me for a drink. Meet me for one drink, and all will be forgiven.”

“I’m not meeting you anywhere. You’re fucking crazy!”

“Use as many foul words as you want, Philip, but I’ll be your worst nightmare until you learn to play by my rules.”

“Play by your rules? Now you’ve really snapped.”

“Snapped? No, sweetie. I’m giving you the chance to make up for what you’ve done. We both know that you’re lazy on purpose. We both know that you could have been at my house when I needed you, the first time, but you drive around town thinking you can do whatever you want, and that’s about to change.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Philip said, but I could hear the slightest quiver in his voice.

If there was one thing I’d learned since becoming a lawyer, it was how to pull the truth out of someone. Guilty people often got cagey when confronted with an accusation. All people got annoyed, but there was the slightest difference in tone when someone was riddled with guilt.

“Philip, I’m not a woman who likes to play games. Do you understand?”

“Who’s playing games?” Philip asked with a shakier voice.

“You.” I now felt like I had Philip caught in my trap. His leg was stuck, unable to move. He was my pet. My toy. I could do anything with the man I wanted now that I was confident he had a secret he didn’t want his company discovering.

“What do you want, lady? I’m seriously going to get a restraining order!”

“On what grounds? Because I called you to have a friendly conversation about your tardiness? Because I looked up your phone number on a public database? What court will issue you a restraining order because of that? I haven’t yelled or spoken out of line. I haven’t done anything wrong.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as a smirk spread across my lips. Philip didn’t know who he was messing with when he showed up late to my appointments, but I was going to make him pay, one way or another.

“So, would you like to hear my complaints, or would you rather I take them to your company?”

“I told you they won’t do anything.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said to play with my pet. “You’re hiding something, and I bet I could get your manager to give me the phone numbers of the other customers you’ve serviced. There’s nothing a manager loves more than a lawyer calling to do their job. I bet I could find out whatever secret it is you’re hiding after a bit of digging, and where would that leave you in the end? Huh, Philip?”

Silence.

If someone saw me, they would see all my teeth. I couldn’t stop the smile on my face. It had a life of its own.

“What do you want, Margaret?”

“I want to meet. At a bar or a restaurant. I want to know why you were late, and we’ll go from there.”

“You’re being weird. Why can’t you just call the company like a normal pissed-off person?”

I rubbed my fingertips along the counter, wondering the same myself. It would be so much easier to call the cable company to report him and stop there, but I was a touch crazy. It was the trait that made me a fabulous tax attorney.

When I got going, I could find things others couldn’t. Once I caught a whiff of wrongdoing, I was on a hunt like a bloodhound.

“Who knows? So, are you going to meet me or what?”

“It doesn’t sound like you’re giving me much of a choice.”

“You have a choice, sweetie, but if you want a chance of saving your ass, you’re going to meet with me. I have two secretaries who will help me call everyone on your client list until we get to the bottom of the crime. Maybe I could even bill the hours once we find something, but I’ll probably do the work for free and send an anonymous report.”

Philip growled into the line. “Where do you want to meet?”

“Let’s meet in two hours. I’ll text you the address of a place.”
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Philip

I pulled up to the bar fuming. Who was this woman and what business did she have summoning me like her fucking servant? I pounded my fist on the steering wheel, cursing myself for letting my friend talk me into installing that GPS jammer.

When I called Curtis to ask if my company could ever trace my actions, he told me that they could if they dug deep enough, which wasn’t what he told me when he’d installed the equipment. I wanted to wring his neck and break his back.

How could he?

I did some research online, and the company could sue me for time theft and make me pay back my earnings or even send me to jail. I couldn’t go to jail! I would have to shave off my hair and stitch my ass shut, or some alpha con would make me into his girl.

My hands shook as I pondered the paths my future might take. So much bad could come from me trying to cut corners at work, and I was seriously regretting doing any of it as I pulled my keys from the ignition. I stepped out of my car, slowly putting one foot in front of the other as I made my way to the entrance.

Margaret was at a table in the back corner, but I could see her from where I stood. She waved, wearing an elegant cream dress. She had her blonde hair pinned up to one side and a red lip lining her gorgeous smile. Seeing her captivated me, but I had to keep up my guards.

Margaret was dangerous. She could plaster a smile on her face, but I saw the darkness in her eyes. I saw her craving for blood, and I wasn’t about to let myself become her victim.

“Philip,” Margaret said in a beaming voice. “I’m so glad you could make it. Please, take a seat.”

I sat in the chair next to Margaret. She grabbed her roll of silverware and placed the napkin on her lap. She took a sip from her water glass.

“Would you like to split a bottle of wine or something? My treat.”

I narrowed my eyes at Margaret, wondering if she was playing a trick on me, but she seemed serious. She picked up the wine menu and gave it to me.

“Pick out a bottle. I prefer white, though. Doesn’t stain the teeth.”

I perused over the different choices, settling on a chardonnay from California, which seemed to delight Margaret. I rubbed my palms along my pants, hating how sweaty they’d gotten since I entered the restaurant.

“Why do you do what you do?” Margaret asked after we’d ordered the bottle of wine and two entrees. Neither of us were hungry for apps.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

Margaret leaned forward and placed an elbow on the table, supporting her chin with her hand. Her soulful brown eyes burned into me, making me more conflicted than I’d felt in ages. It would have been better to let her call the company and take my chances.

How likely was it that she would actually call all the clients I’d fucked over?

I swallowed, seeing in her eyes that she would call every person on whatever list she could find, which sent a chill down my spine. This woman was intense, and I was her victim. I was the cherry she wanted to put on her cake.

Her first bite.

“What can I do for you to leave me alone?”

Margaret shrugged. “There’s only one thing I really want from you. I doubt you’ll be willing, but if you let me do what I want, I’ll forget all about whatever secret it is you’re harboring.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“Let’s wait for the wine,” Margaret said just as the server was approaching. He poured us each a glass before leaving the table. “Cheers to a night of forgiveness and new beginnings.”

“Cheers.”

We clinked our glasses together, and I couldn’t escape the heaviness in my chest when I took the first sip. Margaret couldn’t keep her eyes off me, looking at me like she wanted to use me as her toy. I’d never had a woman stare at me so blatantly.

“So, what do you want me to do?”

Margaret rubbed her right thumb over her left hand as she stared at me with those intense brown eyes, making me wish I were anywhere else in the world. I worried what the woman was capable of and cursed Curtis for talking me into installing that GPS jammer.

I wouldn’t be in this position if I’d just done my job instead of pretending to be king of the world for using some dumb traceable technology that could easily get me fired if not much, much worse. I shook when I thought of becoming some man’s girl in jail.

It couldn’t happen, yet I wasn’t at all prepared for what Margaret was about to tell me.

“Your hair is beautiful.”

“Thanks,” I said as a question.

“I’ve been thinking about it.”

“How?”

Margaret bit her lip as she gazed in my direction, looking far more sexual than before. If she wanted to pull on it while I fucked her, that wouldn’t be so bad. I could live with that.

“Do you want to touch it?” I asked and leaned over the table.

“No, not yet. Sit in your seat.”

I plopped my butt in the chair, hoping more than anything that a quick fuck with the older woman would get me out of trouble. She wasn’t drastically older than me, maybe ten years or so, but I honestly didn’t even chase women.

They came into my life every now and then, but toys were enough for me. I loved sliding my manhood into a cock sleeve and taking care of business. None of that relationship bullshit like talking and managing feelings.

I was a lone wolf and would probably stay that way until I died, unless there was some woman who turned my world upside-down, but I doubted there was a woman capable, especially a challenging one like Margaret.

“I want to braid it.”

“Braid it?”

“You know, like pigtails. Wouldn’t that be adorable?”

“Pigtails? I would never do that to my hair! You’ve lost your fucking mind, lady.”

“Watch your mouth, or I’ll have to wash it out with soap to teach you a lesson.”

I sat back and crossed my arms, staring at Margaret like she’d snapped. If she hadn’t gone crazy, then she was crazy on a daily basis. Something was wrong in her head if she thought she was about to put my hair in pigtails!

“No,” I said with a clenched jaw. “You’re not doing that.”

“Don’t be so quick to tell me no. You might enjoy it.”

“Having you braid my hair into pigtails? No, I don’t think so.”

The server approached with our entrees as the tension was thick between us, but he didn’t seem to notice. He topped off our wine glasses before disappearing.

Margaret let out a breath as she picked up her fork and knife, refusing to lift her eyes to glance in my direction, even though I was staring at her intensely. I hadn’t touched my cutlery, wanting to get Margaret’s attention.

She finally looked at me. “What?”

“You’ll have to ask me to do something else, or you might as well call the cable company because you’re crazy if you think you’re putting my hair into pigtails,” I said with a grunt of a laugh.

“We’ll see,” she said and continued eating.

“What is that supposed to mean? ‘We’ll see’? There’s nothing to see. Whatever twisted games you have in your mind, they’re over. You’re going to pay for this dinner, and then we’re going to go our separate ways, and that’ll be the end of it.”

“Okay,” Margaret said in a high voice, like there wasn’t a word of truth to what I’d said.

The woman was driving me absolutely insane! I grabbed my wine glass, nearly breaking the stem with my grip. I let out a breath and chugged the rest of the glass.

“Wine is meant to be sipped, not gulped.”

“Whatever,” I said.

Margaret ate for a few minutes before stopping to stare at me, sending a chill across my body.

“I won’t make you do anything, but I can guarantee you’ll have the time of your life if you just trust me. What’s life without a little fun?”

“Putting my hair in pigtails isn’t fun.”

“You never know until you try.”

“I don’t want to be a girl,” I said in a tense voice.

“Don’t you find girls sexy?”

“Yeah, but that’s different.”

“It would mean a lot to me if you gave it a try.”

I shook my head. “Call the company, but I’m not doing it.”

Margaret waved her hand. “I’m over calling to report you. I would rather have you in my life… as a friend.”

“No way. You give me the creeps.”

“I get it,” Margaret said with a sigh. “I came on a bit too strong, but your hair is so lovely. Your face has the perfect angles. Your lips are plump and juicy, and those eyes. Gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” I said as my cheeks reddened. “That doesn’t change my answer.”

“Let’s enjoy this meal. I’ll give you my card. You can call. Not call. Up to you, but I’m through arguing about it. I want to enjoy this delicious salad.”

I fell silent. We talked about sports and the weather before Margaret paid the bill, and then we were out the door. The first thing I did when I got in my car was pull down the visor to stare in the mirror, imagining myself with pigtails, and I could totally see it.

If it weren’t for the light stubble, there was a chance I might look like a girl with pigtails, and a seed of curiosity incepted my mind at that moment, forever changing the course of my life.
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Philip

Several days passed, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Margaret’s proposal. It was preposterous to think I could pass as a woman, yet I saw glimpses of my womanly self every time I glanced in a mirror. It made me want to shave my head, but I loved my hair.

Had I grown it out to look more feminine? It could have been an unconscious effort, but I couldn’t shake the possibility. I loved women, so what was so wrong about looking like one?

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror after getting home from work. It was one of the first few days I’d actually visited all my clients and made it to their homes on time.

Using the GPS jammer seemed out of the question after Margaret’s accusations. I only hoped that nothing would happen if I started doing my job well.

My hair hung past my shoulders just a touch. It was brown with strands of blonde sprinkled throughout. My mother was a natural blonde, so the color always came through the more time I spent in the sun.

I pulled my hair up into a bun and opened the medicine cabinet to grab my shaving cream and a razor. I lathered my face with the cream, wondering if I’d lost my mind for wanting to transform into a girl.

The more I stared at myself, the more I could envision her. I didn’t know her name, but she was me. She was a version of me I couldn’t wait to set free, as though I’d been given a challenge I needed to complete.

There was a pool of hot water in the sink. I dipped my razor into it before shaving a line of hair clean. It was the first of many until my face was smooth like a woman’s.

I washed off my face and wanted to put my hair into pigtails but didn’t have the slightest idea of how to begin, so I pulled out my phone and searched for an instructional video.

It took several times watching the video before I felt confident enough to begin. I started in the mirror but moved away from it because the reflection was confusing me. I had to start over a few times, but I eventually got the hang of it.

I sat on the edge of the tub when I finished, hair now braided into pigtails, feeling terribly afraid to look in the mirror. Countless worries passed through my mind, but the biggest worry of all was that I would like how I looked.

I ran my fingertips along the braids hanging from each side of my head, loving them more than I expected. There were a few loose hairs, but the braids still felt perfect, like I’d overcome a daunting task.

It took a few minutes, but I eventually stood from the edge of the tub and went to see my work.

The braids might have felt better than they looked. They were a bit lopsided and in slight disarray, but they gave me a glimpse into the future.

With some guidance and a bit of makeup, I could probably pull off being a girl, but I would need Margaret’s help.

There was no way I could do everything on my own, but part of my mind was begging me not to feminize myself at all.
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Margaret

Everything was back to normal, and I’d let go of my resentment towards Philip. I didn’t have the energy to get him fired and ruin his life. Seeing him squirm at dinner had been enough of a treat.

I was surfing the web with the news playing in the background two weeks after the date with Philip. I’d honestly given up on hearing from Philip again, but seeing him had me thinking a lot about my law-school ex.

I had gone to my closet to pull out the old photos of him dressed in femme, reminiscing on what we had and dreaming of the future we missed.

Don had a wife and kids now and probably never played dress up at home, but there was no denying he loved becoming my girl.

Geraldine, Don’s feminine half, would sing on the streets and twirl in circles. She became a different person when we went out, a spirit that soared in the night.

Geraldine got more than a few phone numbers over the years, but she only ever wanted me. She loved me, and I broke her heart.

Geraldine begged me not to move. She told me there were lawyer jobs everywhere, but when I asked her to follow me with the same reasoning, she didn’t want to leave.

She stayed behind and went back to being Don while I chased my dreams of becoming a powerful attorney. Meeting Virginia after my first job was fate. She pulled me out of a toxic male-driven environment, and we’ve since set up a feminine powerhouse. Life was pretty cozy, all things considered, but part of me missed having a cute boy to doll up and take out on the town.

Nobody like Don had entered my life since. I tried talking about feminization to one guy I was dating, but he flipped out on me and told me that he would never do anything like that. He would never put on makeup or a wig or even panties, which was severely disappointing.

When I met Philip and saw his long, gorgeous hair, I thought there was a chance we could have something. He even seemed to perk up at dinner when I mentioned feminizing him, but then everything fell apart.

Fear got the best of Philip, and he walked out of my life, or at least that was what I’d thought until my phone rang. The area code was local, so I went ahead and answered the call.

“Margaret speaking.”

“Hey,” he said in a shy voice.

“Who is this?”

“It’s Philip. We had dinner a couple weeks ago.”

“Philip,” I said brightly, curling my legs under my bottom. “How are you?”

“I’m… okay.”

“You must have been thinking about me if you called.”

“Yeah,” he admitted.

I was so happy Philip wasn’t in the room because I could feel a smile breaking my face. Philip had called, and he knew what I wanted to do with him, so I could only assume he wanted the same.

“Why did you call, Philip?”

“I… I… was wondering if you wanted to hang out.”

“Have you tried putting your hair in pigtails already?”

There was a long silence before Philip spoke. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“You’ll have to talk about it if you want to hang out.”

“Maybe I did, so what?”

I gushed into the phone. “There’s nothing wrong with that, dear. I love that you already tried putting your hair into pigtails. I bet you’re calling because you need my help, or am I mistaken?”

Philip grumbled when he spoke. “You clearly know more about being a girl since you are a girl.”

“No need to get testy, Philip. You’re the one calling me. You’re the one who showed up late for the appointment. If you’re going to have that attitude, I don’t think we need to talk at all,” I said and hung up the phone.

It was a risk, but I had to put Philip in place. I had to show him who was in charge if he wanted to fool around with me because I wasn’t about to play games with the man, who was probably ten years my junior. I would venture he was in his late twenties or early thirties, and I was already forty-two.

A fabulous forty-two but forty-two, nonetheless.

My phone rang after a few minutes. It was Philip. He couldn’t resist me, even if he tried.

“Philip, have you adjusted your attitude?”

“Yeah,” he said in a tense voice. “I guess. Are you going to help me or not? I thought you wanted this too.”

“I do want to transform you into a girl, but we have to work on your attitude. Nobody will think you’re sexy if you act like a grump. You need to open your heart to the gentle, feminine energy you harbor beneath the surface.”

“Feminine energy? You’re crazy.”

“Yet, you’re the one who braided your hair into pigtails,” I said with a laugh.

“Shut up.”

“Excuse me?”

“I’m sorry, Margaret. This is hard for me, and you’re making me feel like a joke.”

“Stop being such a sourpuss. Come over, and I’ll make you pretty.”

“Now?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m not doing much. Just reading over some documents, but I could use a distraction. A girl can only work so much.”

“I’m nervous,” he said.

“I understand, Philip. You have every right to be nervous, but we both know you want this, so you’ll have to overcome your fear if you want to give in to your desire.”

“Okay,” he said in a breath.

“So, are you coming over or what?”

“Yeah, I’ll head that way.”

“Perfect,” I said in a purr. “Can’t wait to see you.”

“Promise not to push me too hard?”

“You can always tell me if we go too far. Don’t worry. I’m not too crazy,” I said with a roar of laughter.

“Okay,” Philip said in a soft voice. “See you soon.”

We ended the call, and I sped around the house to grab supplies and spruce up my hair. It was Saturday, so I wasn’t exactly wearing my finest, but everything would be in place by the time Philip rang the doorbell.
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Philip

I knocked on Margaret’s door, feeling my heart pound in my chest. Was I actually about to let this woman feminize me? Wasn’t putting my hair in pigtails enough? The part of my mind that questioned the entire ordeal was screaming at me to run back to my car and get the hell out of there before things went south.

“Philip,” Margaret said in a bright voice when she opened the door. She was wearing a sleeveless pale pink dress with white kitten heels with a thick belt around the waist. Her blonde hair pinned up at the back, giving me the impression of a housewife from a different era.

“I’m so glad you could make it. Come inside,” Margaret said and grabbed my wrist as she pulled me through the door.

“Thanks for having me,” I said in a shy voice, feeling so much smaller than usual. Margaret had a hold over me that I couldn’t quite explain, and it was one I certainly didn’t love. It was her fault that I even thought about braiding my hair into pigtails.

Margaret released my hair and twirled to stand in front of me. She placed her hands on her hips as her eyes burned into me, making me feel even smaller than I did when I arrived.

“So, you want to dress up as a girl?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“You have to believe it, or nobody else will. Show me that you want to do this. Give me some emotion.”

“Fine,” I said in a harsh voice. “I want to style my hair. Put on makeup. Maybe wear a dress. Lingerie. At least once.”

“Only once?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe more than once.”

Margaret stepped forward, making me jump. She walked a complete circle around me. I swallowed, wishing I could escape. Wishing I could return from where I’d came, but I was already in Margaret’s house. In her possession.

I flinched when Margaret lifted her fingers to touch my hair. “Your hair is stunning. You must deep condition it.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Do you do anything else to care for yourself?”

“I moisturize my skin, but everyone should do that.”

“You’re right, but a lot of guys don’t think or care about their skin. Why do you think women age more gracefully?”

“Well, I’m not one of those guys, but that doesn’t mean I was thinking about dressing up as a girl. Not until you came into the picture.”

Margaret smirked. She ran her finger from my hair to my ear and down to my neck, making me shiver from the touch. I grew a little harder in my pants, hating that Margaret had this kind of power over me. The part of my mind that’d been protesting was still screaming that Margaret was setting a trap, but I didn’t listen.

I didn’t care.

Margaret was making me feel alive for the first time in ages, and I wanted more. I craved her touch. I longed for her to pamper me. To show me how to become womanly. I had a feeling she would reward me once I was all dolled up, but would I have any control by that point, or would Margaret own me?

“How about we get started? I’m sure you’re dying to see how you’ll look once I turn you into a girl. Were you disappointed when you tried to do it yourself?”

I dropped my head, too embarrassed to look Margaret in the eye. “Yes,” I said.

“You’ll get better with time. If you didn’t really want this, you wouldn’t have called. You wouldn’t have tried to braid your hair. Accept that you want this, and everything else will be a lot easier.”

I sucked in a deep breath.

“I want this,” I finally admitted to Margaret and to myself.

“Let’s get to work.”
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Philip

“Don’t come out of there until every hair is gone from your body!”

The hot shower water pelted my body as I held the razor in a shaky hand. Margaret had stripped me down and pushed me to take a shower and shave my body bare. I never thought to shave my body before. Only my face, but Margaret insisted, and who was I to argue with the queen?

Margaret was so elegant and powerful and everything I wished I could be. I was a hermit. A social pariah. Nobody was calling to check on me or wondering how I was doing. Even Curtis could go months without reaching out to see how I was.

“Hurry up, Philip! We don’t have all day!”

“I’m shaving as fast as I can,” I holler.

“Attitude!”

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s a lot to shave.”

“Yeah, and you better get every single hair!” Margaret said before leaving the bathroom.

I’d been in the shower for at least thirty minutes, trying to get every hair off my body, but just when I thought I finished, I would notice a patch of hair that needed removal.

It took another fifteen minutes before I felt confident that I’d gotten every hair. I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my body, feeling more bare than usual. Margaret flung open the door, making me jump.

“Drop the towel! It’s time for your inspection!”

“What? No! I can’t take my towel off in front of you,” I said in a quivering voice. It was one thing to get dressed up with Margaret’s help, but I wasn’t about to let her see me naked! Even less likely since my dick was completely soft and shriveled up from so much time in the water.

“This isn’t a discussion, Philip! Drop the towel!”

“I got every hair. Promise!”

“There’s no way I’ll be sure unless I check. Do you want me to help you with your makeup or what? You can either be a chicken and not let me check, or you can let me check your work, and we can get on with it.”

I held the towel before slowly undoing it, cursing myself for ever coming over to this crazy woman’s house, but secretly I loved it. I loved that she was paying this much attention to me, checking on me. Holding me accountable for my work.

“That’s better,” Margaret said in a satisfied voice when I dropped the towel to the floor. She squatted in front of me, grabbed my package, and lifted my balls. “Looks clean.”

“I shaved everywhere. I told you.”

I was growing hard as Margaret held my cock in her hand, and she took notice. She wrapped her hand around my thickening member and stroked it lightly, making me gasp and bite my lip.

“Fuck, what are you doing?”

Margaret chuckled as she stroked. I glanced down at her, and she was looking up at me with a seductive gaze as she pumped my dick. I wasn’t even dressed up, but I already felt girly each time I glanced down at my smooth body.

I gasped when Margaret released my dick and stood. “We need to moisturize your skin, or you might break out. Make sure you’re completely dry, and then come meet me in my bedroom.”

“Where’s your bedroom?”

“Just down the hall. You can’t miss it,” she said.

I nodded and patted my body dry. My skin felt tingly and a little angry that I’d ridded it of hair, but it was a small price to pay for having Margaret stroke my dick. I couldn’t remember the last time a woman had touched me so intimately, and I’d certainly never had a babe as hot as Margaret.

She was a catch. I was just some lonely cable guy, but Margaret had chosen me to make her toy, and I couldn’t have been happier. My worries shed with each step I took toward her bedroom. If she wanted this, I could easily want it too.

“There you are,” Margaret said in a soft voice when I stepped into the room.

“Here I am,” I said.

“Sit,” Margaret said and pointed at her bed. “You’re completely dry?”

“Yes.”

“Put this all over your body. It’ll save your skin.”

I took the bottle of lotion. It was a brand I didn’t recognize, and it felt like silk on my skin. It wasn’t oily at all, so I could only assume it cost a fortune.

“Is this fancy lotion?”

“Only the best. Us girls have to take care of ourselves. People think we’re useless after thirty, but oh how wrong they are,” Margaret said with a laugh.

I was feeling more comfortable being naked in front of her now that she’d touched my dick, so I didn’t bother hiding anything as I sat on the bed and rubbed lotion into my skin. Margaret arranged a bunch of different products along the vanity she had in the corner, and I could only assume she’d be using those products on me.

“All lathered?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Why don’t we put you in some panties? We wouldn’t want you sitting with your bare ass on my precious chair.” Margaret chuckled as she went over to her dresser. She pulled out a drawer and picked up a pair of panties.

“Do you think they’ll fit?”

“You don’t have a gut. Your ass is pretty plump, but they stretch. Put them on,” Margaret said and tossed the white panties in my direction.

They had a lacey trim and were easily the most feminine object I’d ever put on my body, but I loved how the panties felt as they slid up my legs. They felt even better hugging my ass and dick. I put my hands on my hips and stared at my massive bulge in the mirror.

My cock wasn’t the biggest, six inches or so, but it looked huge in the tiny white panties. Margaret came up behind me, surprising me with her touch, running her fingers along my backside, which made my dick grow even bigger.

My breath became shallower as Margaret snuck her hand around my body to slip her hand into my panties, staring at me through the mirror. She grabbed my cock and nibbled on my ear.

“Damn,” I said through a moan. “You’re going to make me cum.”

Margaret released my dick, leaving me on the edge of an orgasm. Margaret led me to the vanity, plopping me into the chair. I stared at my reflection, eager to transform completely. Excited to see how I might look with a bit of makeup.

“I’m going to start with a light moisturizer to prime your face, and then I’ll do the rest after we put you in some clothes.”

“Clothes?”

“Yes, sweetie. I picked out the most adorable outfit for you.”

“Where? I want to see it,” I said.

“Patience,” Margaret urged.

She squirted some of the moisturizer onto her fingertips before rubbing it into my skin. She had me stand from the vanity next and handed me a bra.

“You want me to put this on?”

“Yes, why wouldn’t I?”

I shook my head, not able to come up with a protest. A bra was part of being a girl. “I don’t have boobs, but okay.”

“We’re going to stuff the bra with tissue.”

“That works?”

“Sure it works. Do you need help putting on the bra?”

“Maybe. I don’t have much experience with bras.”

“Aren’t you a ladies’ man? I figured you would have a ton of girlfriends,” Margaret said.

“Not really. I’m more of a loner.”

“I have a feeling you’re just waiting to come to life,” Margaret said and touched the side of my face.

She helped me put on the bra and stuff it before handing me a blue dress. I pulled it over my head. It had short sleeves that slimmed my shoulders, and it went all the way down to my knees. It had a classy look, like something a society woman would wear to brunch in summer.

“What do you think?” Margaret asked.

“It feels nice. Much more comfortable than pants, if I’m being honest.”

“You look fabulous. Now let’s get to work on your face.”

“Okay,” I said and let Margaret lead me back to the vanity.

She got to work on my face. I didn’t know what products she was using, but I felt some liquids, brushes, and she was giving me command after command. I listened and let her do her work, doing my best not to look at myself in the mirror.

“Open your eyes,” Margaret said after about ten minutes.

I was slow to part my eyelids, gasping when I finally did. My face looked completely different!

“What did you do? How?”

“I’ll teach you all the tricks with time. What do you think?”

I was speechless, no longer seeing a boy in the mirror. I was all girl, and Margaret hadn’t even done anything special to my hair. Everything that was masculine about my face seemed to disappear, and honestly, if I saw myself on the street I would probably stop to stare.

“Philip? Hello?”

“I… I look incredible.”

“Yes, you do. Now, let’s have some fun,” Margaret said and grabbed my wrist to lead me out of her bedroom.
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Margaret

Philip hesitated as I pulled him toward the front door. He made his body heavy, not allowing me to pull him through the doorway. He had wide eyes when I looked over my shoulder, like a person gearing up to face one of their greatest fears.

“What are you doing?” Philip asked.

“We can’t sit around here all day. We need to get you some heels before nightfall.”

“Why in the world would I need a pair of heels?”

I lifted an eyebrow, daring him to challenge me. He knew damn well why he needed a pair of heels. His dress wouldn’t be complete without them. He could also use some fresh panties. Maybe a skirt, a few dresses, and blouses. Whatever looked cute once I could get him to the store.

“You can’t be serious, Margaret. I thought we were just going to sit around the house. If anyone hears me speak, they’ll know right away that I’m not a girl.”

“Better practice your girly voice then. I suggest speaking as softly as possible.”

“No, Margaret. Please, you can’t make me go. I don’t want anyone seeing me and thinking I’m some type of… fag.”

I scoffed. “Don’t use that language. There’s nothing wrong with being homosexual, and why in the world would I think you were a homosexual? You got hard when I was touching your dick! If you don’t want to wear the dress and makeup, go to the bathroom and take it all off, but I’ll have to ask you to leave my house.”

Philip stared at me a long moment, looking like he wanted to rid himself of his womanly appearance. Part of him was probably hoping to escape or turn back time or do anything that would save him from walking out of that door in a dress, but he was going to learn to be my doll if he wanted to stay with me.

“You’re being impossible, Margaret. Why can’t we just hang out here?”

“I don’t want to hang around my house. I’m here all the time, and I finally have you to myself. Why won’t you let me spoil you for the day? We both know you’ll love coming back with shopping bags filled with clothes.”

“Women’s clothing.”

“Isn’t that what you want to wear?” I asked with a smirk.

Philip bit his lip, reaching down to mess with the bottom half of his dress, folding the fabric between his fingers.

“You can stop now, but I don’t want a regular guy. I want a girly guy.”

Philip was silent for a moment as he continued playing with his dress, refusing to meet my eyes, but we couldn’t wait around all day. I was a busy woman with better things to do if Philip was getting cold feet.

“What’s it going to be, Philip? Are we leaving, or are you leaving?”

“I don’t understand why we can’t hang out here. Why do we have to go out in public?”

“Don’t be so afraid, sweetie. I’ll be right there with you every step of the way.”

“Fine,” Philip said with a grunt. “I swear I’ll freak out if someone catches me.”

“Keep quiet, and you won’t have anything to worry about.”

Philip shook his head, reluctantly following me out the door.

***

Margaret

It was just as difficult to get Philip out of the car as it was to get him out of the house, but we finally made it into the mall. The place was buzzing with people, entering and exiting stores like bees around a hive.

Philip walked like he was hiding from a stalker, taking small steps and hunching his shoulders. I stopped and grabbed his hand, turning him toward me.

“Nobody is looking at you, but you’ll draw attention to yourself if you keep walking like that.”

“Like what?”

“Lift your shoulders. Stand like you’re a woman who is proud of herself.”

“I’m embarrassed,” Philip said in an exasperated voice. “I’m wearing a dress in public. Everything about that is wrong, wrong, wrong!”

“Keep your voice down. Aren’t you the one trying to keep a secret?”

Philip swallowed and looked each way. There were two girls several yards away who were staring at Philip, trying to see beneath the mask of makeup I’d applied to his face.

“Come on,” I said and hooked my arm with Philip’s, turning our backs to those girls. They knew the truth, but we would lose them once we turned the corner. It looked like they were on their way out.

“Those girls knew,” Philip said in a whisper as we walked toward the bend.

“Who cares?”

“I care,” he hissed.

I glanced over at him. There was panic in his eyes, but he looked stunning. Absolutely fabulous. His hair was bouncing on his shoulders, like a model on the runway. There were more than a few guys checking him out as we walked.

“Keep your voice down, and you’ll have nothing to worry about, but maybe we should think of a name for you.”

“Like a girl’s name?” Philip whispered. There were so many voices and people that he could speak at a normal tone without drawing too much attention to himself.

“Yeah, do you have any in mind?”

“No, I’ve never thought of using a girl’s name.”

“What about Rachel?” I suggested.

Philip shook his head.

“Katrina?”

“No,” he said.

“Jessica?”

Philip paused, taking a moment to let the name register. He seemed to like it, judging by the smile on his face. “Jessica, huh? I don’t hate it. I feel like a lot of Jessica’s are both girly and boyish, which could suit me well.”

“Perfect. Let’s find you some cute clothes, Jessica!”
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Philip

There was no telling how long we spent inside the mall, but I walked out of it like one of those fabulous girls in a movie with a ton of different bags in my hands, feeling completely different from when we’d entered the building.

I saw the way guys looked at me when we walked around a store. Their eyes fixated on me as I walked around the store, whether they had a girlfriend or not. It flattered me, but I prayed they didn’t come up to me. I wasn’t trying to start a fight, especially if a guy found out I wasn’t really a girl.

“Thank you so much for all of these clothes,” I said to Margaret.

“You’re welcome, dear. It’s the least I could do.”

“I feel like you’ve done so much. I never would have done this myself.”

“How do you feel?”

“Wonderful,” I said and lifted my arms above my head, bags and all.

Margaret chuckled and wrapped her hand around my waist, resting her head on my shoulder.

“Should we get our nails done too?”

“Sure! I’ve always wondered what that would be like!”

“Once we get your nails done, you can slip on those cute flats you got. I’ll teach you to walk in heels when we get home.”

“I can’t wait,” I said brightly.

Margaret unlocked her car. I threw the bags in the trunk, and she drove us to a nail salon down the road. Everyone in the place seemed to know Margaret, waving at her or stopping to ask how she was doing. I was doing my best not to speak a word.

“That purple polish you picked out will look fabulous,” Margaret said.

I nodded, still not wanting to speak. There were too many people around to hear my non-womanly voice.

Margaret chuckled and gave me a knowing smile, but the craziest thing was, she was the only person who seemed to know I wasn’t a girl. Even the woman doing my nails hadn’t given me a cross look, but I was being extra careful not to let her see up my dress and catch a glimpse of the bulge beneath my panties.

“Don’t you think we should go out tonight?”

I shrugged.

“It’s been so long since I had a night out on the town.”

I felt a hint of panic creep in my body. It was enough for one day being out at the mall and having my nails done. I didn’t need to spend the entire night trying to pass as a girl. What would I do if a guy came up to me to flirt?

I nodded and shrugged.

“You’ll have to say something, Jessica. You can’t be mute all night,” Margaret said with a wink.

The nail technician gave me a curious look before going back to massaging my calf. She worked my muscles, releasing the tension from my body, relaxing me. I closed my eyes and ignored Margaret, letting the woman do her job.

I giggled when she grabbed the bottom of my foot to dry it and apply the polish. I opened my eyes to watch as she painted my toenails purple. The polish transformed me even further, making me look entirely girly, and I honestly loved it.

I was resistant when Margaret first proposed the idea of feminizing me, but today was easily one of the best days of my life. It was nice having Margaret as a friend and a potential lover. I hoped we could continue what we’d started into the future.

Margaret was bringing out a side of me I never knew existed, and I loved her for it. I fell more in love with her each time I glanced in her direction. She was magnificent. Fabulous to an excruciating degree, yet I wasn’t jealous.

I only hoped Margaret would teach me everything she knew as she made me hers.

We got up from the chairs and went across the room to get manicures. We sat next to each other and placed our hands on the table. Margaret smiled when she glanced in my direction, flashing her gorgeous teeth. I blushed and dropped my head, my hair falling into my face.

I nodded or shook my head when the manicurist asked questions, refusing to use my voice.

“Don’t mind her,” Margaret said to the man doing my nails. “She’s always cagey in public.”

“I’ll say,” he said. “She’s mute!”

My cheeks reddened further, but there was nothing the man could say to get me to speak. I didn’t have to answer his questions. He clearly liked what he saw, so it was already creepy enough letting him touch my hands.

“You’re doing great,” Margaret said when we had our hands under the dryers a few minutes later.

“Thanks,” I whispered.

It was a lot being out in public as a girl, considering I’d only shaved my entire body for the first time a few hours before. Margaret had me going full speed toward womanhood, but I was fine with it. We sat there with our nails under the dryers until our polish was dry to the touch.

“Let’s get out of here,” Margaret said.

I stood, wobbling in the disposable sandals, and we made our way out the door.
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Margaret

We were back at my house, and it wasn’t yet late. Seven o’clock in the evening with an entire Saturday night ahead of us. A had a strong urge to take Jessica out on the town now that she had painted nails and a fresh wardrobe, but she’d already done so much for one day.

We were sitting on the couch. Both of us had our legs tucked under our bottoms. I suggested Jessica sit like that to look a touch more girly.

“What should we do, Jessica? I’m bored.”

“You’re sticking with that name, huh?”

“Why wouldn’t I? I love the name Jessica for you.”

“Yeah, but we’re back at your place. You can call me Philip.”

I shook my head. “Absolutely not, Jessica. Why would I call you that when you look so feminine? Don’t you want to be Jessica?”

She nodded as she stared into my eyes, looking so sexy it hurt. I wanted to push up her dress and pull down her panties to ride her dick, but I didn’t want to give myself away so easily. My pussy was hot, wet, and hungry, but I had to use my mind.

I couldn’t let my desires get the best of me.

“Jessica? I asked you a question.”

She sighed. “I want to be Jessica, but it’s a lot. I never expected everything to move so quickly when I called.”

“You have to dive in, or you’ll never go all the way. You would stop with panties or become hesitant about makeup or painting your nails, but this way you don’t have to worry about any of that. You’ve already done everything, so what do you have to fear?”

Jessica shrugged. “I’m afraid you’ll stop liking me.”

I moved closer to Jessica on the couch, reaching forward to cup her face. My body grew hot, staring at her and knowing what lay beneath that dress. My pussy was aching to slide her shaved, girly cock into it, but I couldn’t lose control.

Control gave me power.

Power was all I had.

“I won’t stop liking you, Jessica.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“Positive,” I said. “Kiss me.”

Jessica moved her face closer until her lips were pressed up against mine. Our kiss quickly grew more intense as everything else faded into the background. All I could feel was Jessica’s tongue sliding against mine and the ache in my center.

I squeezed my legs together as Jessica reached up to touch the side of my face. We held each other as we kissed, moving closer and closer until our legs were entangled.

“I want you, Margaret. More than I’ve wanted any other woman.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“Yes,” Jessica said.

I lost all sense of self as I pushed Jessica against the couch and climbed atop her lap. I straddled her hips. My blonde hair fell. I pushed a hand through it to move it out of my face, and Jessica was staring at me with those intense, gorgeous gray-blue eyes.

“I’m soaking wet for you, girl.”

“You are?” Jessica asked.

“Yes,” I said. “I want your girly dick so badly.”

“You can have it, Margaret. I’m dying to get a taste of your pussy.”

I shook my head, still on Jessica’s lap. “We should wait.”

“We can wait, but I want you so badly. I need to have you.”

I moaned, squeezing the sides of Jessica’s legs. She looked so gorgeous with her brown hair and blue eyes and painted nails, and I got even more turned on as I felt her womanhood poking my pussy through the dress.

“We need to wait,” I said and hopped off Jessica’s lap, staggering away from her.

Jessica sat there, unable to hide the tent that’d appeared in her dress. I stared at Jessica’s cock, my pussy begging me to forget the rules and just slide my lips over her shaft. I turned away from Jessica, trying to calm my titillated body.

“Maybe it’s best you leave, Jessica.”

“What? I thought we were having fun.”

“We were. We are, but I don’t have sex without knowing a guy better. It’s against my rules.”

“It’s our second date. Doesn’t that count for anything?”

“Yes, but I need to wait, or I’ll never feel right about it. You should leave.”

“Margaret,” Jessica pleaded.

“We can see each other later in the week. I’m sorry,” I said. I went over to the corner and stood with my back to Jessica as she gathered her things.

She came up to me and touched me on the shoulder, but I shook her off, and she got the message, leaving through the front door.
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Philip

I was obsessed. Every free moment I had was dedicated to watching hair and makeup tutorials. I felt so blessed to have my long, luscious hair. I could do anything with it. Look like a boy one minute and walk out of the bathroom looking like a girl the next.

I felt like a gender chameleon, like I’d discovered a superpower few possessed. It was disappointing when Margaret kicked me out of her house, but I wasn’t upset with her. We’d been texting each other nonstop, talking about our past accomplishments and regrets as well as our goals for the future.

Margaret was happy with her job at the law firm, but she was hoping to become completely independent by the time she retired. I didn’t have ambitious goals, but Margaret was joyous when I told her that I was making all of my appointments on time.

The truth was that I was always eager to get home and try on one of the mini outfits Margaret bought me. I would always send her a picture, and she would usually reply with glowing reviews. She’d offered some constructive feedback on bra stuffing, and I appreciated every bit of advice she gave.

She wasn’t free to see me until the weekend, and I couldn’t wait. Spending even a day without her was painful. I loved having her in my life and wanted her there day in and day out, but she was a busy woman.

My busy woman.

Margaret was a powerhouse, and I was her girl. She wanted to make the best of me, and I couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for the weekend. It was always a surprise with Margaret. She was a woman of mystery, and I cherished every bit of her attention I received.

There was nobody else in my life like her. If she wanted to make me Jessica, well, I saw nothing wrong with that. I was happy to become her pretty girl.
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Margaret

It was a week after I’d sent Jessica home from my place, masturbating feverously when she left. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d cum so hard, but Jessica had me so hot and horny by the time she left, and today was no better.

She was already on her way over, all dolled up and ready if the photos she’d sent a few minutes ago were any indication. I couldn’t believe how far Jessica had come in such a short amount of time. She was so accepting of herself. So open to the idea of becoming a woman.

Geraldine, my ex, was much more resistant to becoming a girl. She came to life once she was dressed up, but there was always a bit of tension before she came out to play. It probably had something to do with why Geraldine ran back to her life as Don and got married to a woman who probably never wanted to turn him into a girl.

I used to feel bad for myself, but then I met Philip and watched him come to life as Jessica. He was nervous at first, but that was to be expected. What I hadn’t anticipated was how quickly Jessica had accepted her feminine half.

She could have easily refused to enter the mall. She could have gotten in her car before we left and went home. A lot of people would have, but Jessica was ready to take on the world. She had a contagious energy, and I couldn’t wait for her to blossom as she got more comfortable in her skin.

My heart raced when there was a knock on the door. Jessica was right on time, and I had everything in place. I thought about taking her out dancing or to a cocktail bar or something but decided I would rather relax at home. I’d gone to the bar three times that week for work and was exhausted being around others.

Jessica was wearing a pencil-waisted pink dress with a large accent belt and white heels. She had her brown hair curled, cascading over her shoulders. There was a clear gloss on her lip that looked absolutely fabulous. I held open the door, letting Jessica step inside.

She kissed me on the cheek, surprising me with a feminine voice. “How are you, dear?”

“Well,” I said with a wide grin. “How are you?”

“I can’t complain,” she said.

“Your voice.”

“I’ve been practicing all week. Do you like it?”

“It’s quite impressive. Did you want to go test it out in the world?”

“Only if you want to go out,” Jessica said in a soft voice. “What did you have planned?”

“A night at home, but why don’t we go to a bar? You’re all dressed up. Maybe we can even find a couple guys to buy us drinks.”

“All right. Sounds like fun,” Jessica said with a bright smile.
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Philip

(Jessica)

We were at an elegant bar on a tree-lined street. We were sitting on the patio, enjoying the fresh air. No men had bought us drinks yet, but more than a few were checking us out, and I had to admit that I loved the attention.

“You’re quite the catch, Jessica.”

“You think?” I asked, flipping my hair over my shoulder.

Margaret smirked and shook her head. I picked up my martini glass to take a sip, feeling far more fabulous as a woman than I ever had as a man. I tilted my head back as the booze slid down my throat. Margaret stared off in the other direction, but I noticed a man watching me.

I set my martini glass on the table and met his eyes, loving how he saw a woman in pink when he looked at me. He was with another guy, reaching over to tap his friend on the shoulder. They stood and walked in our direction, the beefy guy and I hardly breaking eye contact.

“Look alive. Two guys are heading our way.”

Margaret turned her attention to the bulky guy and his friend, who was slender but equally as muscular. I stopped looking at him to catch a glimpse of Margaret, who seemed cool and calm.

“Good afternoon, ladies. How are you two?”

“We’re well,” Margaret said in a purr. “You?”

“Doing better now that we’ve spotted you. Do you mind if we sit?”

“Help yourselves. Are you going to tell us your names?” Margaret asked.

Panic swirled within me now that the guys were pulling out chairs to sit at the table. My voice was much better than a week ago, but there was a chance it could slip. That didn’t matter in front of Margaret, but these guys were a different story. I couldn’t break character, or they would flip.

“I’m Brandon, and this is my friend Russ,” the beefy guy said, gesturing toward his friend.

“Hey,” Russ said and put up his hand to wave.

“I’m Margaret, and this is my friend…”

I swallowed, terribly nervous to speak, but I couldn’t stay silent forever. Everyone was watching me, waiting for me to say my name.

“Jessica. Hi,” I said in the most feminine voice I could.

“You’re a shy girl, aren’t you?” Brandon, the bulkier guy, said and leaned closer to me. I was clearly his favorite, and Russ didn’t seem like the type of guy to argue with Brandon about who should get whom.

“I guess I’m a little shy,” I said.

“You’re fucking sexy. Are you two together?”

“Something like that,” Margaret said with a wink.

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry,” Brandon said. “We can go back to our table. I didn’t know.”

“We don’t mind a bit of flirting, do we, Jessica?”

I shook my head, feeling hot all over, flushed from head to toe. Brandon had me feeling a certain type of way, like I wanted to drop to my knees to fish out his cock, but I wasn’t even remotely gay. Being Jessica brought out a different side of me.

Margaret was pulling Russ into her web of lust while Brandon did the same to me. Our energy was growing. Several people turned to look at us, but we didn’t give a fuck about them.

Brandon put his hand on my thigh. “Do you like dick or only pussy?”

“Depends on the day, I guess.”

“Fuck, I love the way you talk.”

“Thanks,” I said as my cheeks reddened further.

“I love how nervous you are even more. You need another martini?”

“Desperately,” I said.

Brandon laughed and lifted his hand to call over the server. He ordered me another martini and got a whiskey sour for himself. Russ and Margaret were off in their own little world, giggling and kissing and touching like teenagers.

Brandon told me he was a manager for a national basketball team. He and Russ both worked for the team. He had stories of hanging out with the players, and I could only imagine how many women he’d been with, yet I still wanted one of those women to be me.

Margaret and I didn’t go home with the guys, but we got their numbers and promised to call, howling as we walked away from the bar.

“Let’s go to the park. I need to walk off that buzz.”

There was a park across the street, so we went and took a stroll, holding hands and stopping every few feet to kiss. I pulled out my phone and snapped several selfies of us, sending them to Margaret, so we could always have a memory of the evening.

***

Jessica

Margaret grabbed my ass as we walked through the front door, no longer tipsy, but I was horny and suspected Margaret was as well. She kicked the door shut with her heel, wrapping her hands around my body. I moaned when she pushed me up against the wall, pressing her lips against mine.

“I need you, Jessica. I was going crazy thinking about you all week.”

“Me too. You don’t know how badly I’ve been wanting to touch you.”

“Touch me,” Margaret said.

I followed her command, cupping her breast. I squeezed it as I pushed up. She moaned as she bent back her head, exposing her neck, so I took the opportunity to lick from her collarbone to her chin, growing hard in my pink panties.

I needed to bury my cock inside of her tonight. I couldn’t go another night without having her. We’d both suffered too much waiting as long as we did.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I said as I nibbled on her chin and fondled her breasts.

“So are you, babe. I want you inside of me so badly, Jessica.”

I reached my hand up her dress, pressing it firmly against her soaking panties. Her pussy was hot in my grip, begging me to fuck it hard, and I couldn’t wait. My cock was throbbing. It ached to be free of the fabric holding it in place, but Margaret’s scent was too strong.

I dropped to my knees in front of Margaret and yanked her panties down to her ankles. She gasped. She lifted her foot, allowing me to completely remove her panties. I spread her legs wider before diving my head into her dress.

Her smell grew more intense the closer I got to her pussy, but it smelled like I was floating towards the clouds of Heaven. I inhaled deeply before pressing my mouth against her bare pussy lips, licking them like chocolate stuck to a foil wrapper.

Margaret screamed, putting her fingers into my long hair. She gripped it tightly to hold my face against her womanhood, suffocating me with her gushing juices, but I couldn’t get enough. I let her fluids run down my face, like I’d gotten overenthusiastic at a water fountain.

“Yeah, baby. Eat that pussy!”

I moaned into her pussy, licking from her lips to her clit and back. Her legs trembled every time my tongue passed over her button, but I didn’t want to make her cum. I wanted to edge her to show how much I enjoyed eating her pussy.

How I cherished it.

“Fuck, Jessica!” Margaret’s voice was high, like it would break the windows if she screamed more loudly. “That tongue feels so fucking good!”

“Yeah,” I said into her pussy, sucking some of her juices into my mouth. “I love how you taste.”

Margaret stepped away from me, inhaling sharply. She dropped her head. “Fuck, girl. Damn.”

“Did I do something wrong?” I asked in the most innocent voice I could muster, trying to sound like a girl from a porno I’d watched.

“Not a damn thing. Lift up that dress and let me suck your dick.”

I didn’t need someone to tell me twice to let them suck my dick. I lifted my dress and dropped my panties to the floor, exposing my stiff womanhood. Margaret got to her knees in front of me, returning the oral favor.

Each movement of her lips sent a shock through my body. I moaned loudly, pushing on her head as she bobbed it along my shaft. I pulled on her blonde hair, getting a high-pitched moan to leave her lips.

“Let me fuck that pussy,” I said after a minute.

Margaret looked up at me through hooded eyes with her lips still wrapped around my dick. Her dress showed lots of cleavage, and I had a perfect view of her breasts.

“Take off your clothes.” I wanted to see Margaret naked.

“You’ll leave on yours?”

“Yeah. I want to fuck you while I wear this dress.”

“Good,” she said and smirked as she got to her feet. She stood less than a foot in front of me as she shimmied the dress down, slowly revealing her naked body, and it was absolutely gorgeous.

“Fuck, I need you now!” I lifted Margaret into my arms, and she squealed. I walked down to her bedroom. We’d already talked about our statuses and birth control and all that, so I threw Margaret to the bed and hiked my dress up to my waist.

“That dick looks so good.”

“You want this girly dick in your pussy?”

“Yes,” Margaret said in a gasp. She reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy as she stared into my eyes. I stepped forward. I grabbed her legs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. She wrapped her legs around my body. “I need that dick in my pussy.”

My cock was on her heat, sliding between her gushing lips. I gasped each time she lifted her back to tease my girly cock. It was shaved and bare and looked bigger than ever, and I was about to fuck the hottest woman I’d ever been with while wearing a dress.

Life couldn’t have been better.

“Fuck me, Jessica.”

I pressed my tip up against her entrance, teasing her pussy. Margaret moaned as I slowly thrusted my hips. Each thrust got me a little deeper inside Margaret until my entire cock head was in her pussy.

“Yeah!” Margaret screamed when I pushed my entire cock into her cave. “Fuck me hard, baby!”

I grabbed Margaret’s ankles and lifted her legs into the air. I spread them wide and pounded her pussy, getting closer and closer each time I pushed my dick deep. Margaret’s womanhood was dripping wet and oozing its fluids all over my cock, her lips swollen and puffy around my shaft.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off her sex as I pounded it with my girly cock, and I couldn’t get over how much I fucking loved being dressed up as a girl. My hair flew all over as my hips moved, and I would never forget what it was like having sex while being Jessica for the first time.

“I’m getting close,” Margaret said in a breath.

“Me too,” I said.

“I want you to cum all over me.” Margaret reached down past her bellybutton to touch her clit. She rubbed it as I stuffed her pussy, moaning more and more loudly until she was cumming all over my dick.

I yelled as her walls contracted around my dick, having to pull out of her hole before I came and couldn’t fulfill her wishes.

Margaret slid two fingers into her pussy while I beat my dick above her. I bit my lip as my balls tightened.

“Fuck!”

“Cum for me, Jessica. I need it!”

I glanced down at where Margaret was touching herself. I reached down to pick up some of her juices, using them to lubricate my cock.

“Yeah, Margaret!”

“Cum all over me, baby!”

I grunted, and then cum flew from the tip of my dick. My thick, white goo landed on Margaret’s stomach and chest. She moaned, slowly moving her hand away from her pussy as I came on her some more.

Margaret twisted her body and moaned, unbothered by the load I’d deposited onto her.

“That was hot, Jessica.”

“You’re telling me,” I said in my girly voice.

“Come here and kiss me.”

I lay by Margaret’s side and pressed my lips against hers. I put my hand on her side, careful not to get cum on my fabulous dress.

“How about we get you cleaned up?” I said after breaking the kiss.

“Yes, carry me to the shower.”

I stripped naked and did just that.
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Margaret

Morning sunlight flooded the room as I awoke, Jessica lying by my side. She was only wearing a bra, bare below the waist. I rolled over to her and draped my arm over her body. I brushed her half-erect dick with my knee as her eyes slowly fluttered open.

“Good morning.” Her gray-blue eyes pierced me with their brilliance. “How did you sleep?”

“Well,” I purred and squeezed Jessica’s body more tightly.

“What time is it?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I haven’t checked my phone.”

“Don’t,” Jessica said and turned her body toward me. She placed her hand on my shoulder before moving closer to kiss me. Her cock jumped beneath my knee as our lips touched.

Our kiss lingered until Jessica pulled away to stare at me. She laced her fingers with mine before bringing my hand to her mouth to kiss it.

“I’m falling in love with you, Margaret. No other woman has made me feel as special as you have.”

I beamed, inching closer to Jessica, even though our bodies were already smashed together.

“I’m falling in love too,” I said.

Jessica pushed her hand through my blonde hair, and I moved my hand down to her dick, stroking it lightly. It was impossible not to touch now that she was hard. Jessica held the side of my face as I continued to stroke her mindlessly.

“You’re beautiful, Margaret. How did I get so lucky?”

“I feel like the lucky one,” I said.

“We’re both lucky then,” Jessica said and kissed my forehead.

“That we are. What did you want to do today?”

“Wear a different dress. Maybe we could have a picnic in the park.”

I smile and press my head into her shoulder, feeling like the luckiest woman alive for having found Jessica. Part of me wondered if she was hiding within Philip the entire time because I’d never met a man who loved being a woman so completely.

“What should we eat for our picnic?”

“I was thinking we could stop by the store for some sandwiches. Maybe grab a bottle of chilled wine if they have it.”

“There’s a cooler I never use in the garage.”

“It’ll get some use today,” Jessica said and squeezed my hand.

“I can’t wait. Which dress are you going to wear?”

Jessica folded her lips and made a droning sound as she pondered the question. “That purple dress we bought.”

“The tent dress?”

“Is that what you call it?”

“Yeah, I’ll teach you all the lingo with time.”

Jessica let out a breath and grabbed my hand off her dick, moving both of my hands to her mouth. She pressed her lips against them as she stared into my eyes, coating me with her love.

“Should we head to the grocery store?” I asked.

Jessica nodded. “After we shower.”

“Together?”

“Yes, and then we can head to the park. It’s a lovely day.”

We got out of bed, and what a lovely day it was. We held hands everywhere we went. Kissed without a care about what others thought. They probably thought we were just two ladies in love, and in many ways we were.

Two ladies.

In love.


16

Jessica

(Philip)

Six Months Later

It was colder out now. The leaves had already changed colors and fallen from the trees, so I grabbed a long-sleeve wool dress from the closet. I put it on before sliding a pair of white tights up my legs until they were covering my pink panties, hugging my crotch just as much as my underwear.

I went over to my closet and grabbed a pair of black ankle boots to match the color of the dress and give me stability on the snowy sidewalks. I also wanted to keep my precious toes warm. It’d been a long day at work, and I couldn’t wait to get to Margaret’s and forget all about my life as Philip.

Margaret called me Jessica. She loved me for who I was. She might not have seen the woman in me from the beginning, but I believed in my heart that us meeting was fate. Margaret tested me, and I rose to the challenge.

A hidden part of me became unlocked when she asked me to shave and put on makeup. I never would have done all that or trained myself how to speak like a woman if I didn’t want to become a woman myself.

I stood in front of the mirror, finally Jessica again, after spending my entire workday thinking of this moment. There was nothing better than seeing her in the mirror for the first time after a transformation.

She was me.

Margaret was ready when I got to her place, so we hopped into her car and enjoyed a night out on the town. We never had more than a couple drinks, but we always let the boys buy us as many as they wanted. We had yet to take any of them home, but we loved to flirt.

We were just a couple of girls who wanted to have some fun.
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