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Introduction
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“It’s just a female avatar, but why do I have so much fun playing her?”

Note: This is a graphic novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

I never imagined that I'd be captivated by the sultry and enigmatic Miss Sapphire, a virtual goddess in the world of Cyber Lovin'.

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

But as the lines between my real life and my online alter-ego began to blur, I discovered that the dangerous allure of Ms. Sapphire would lead me down a path of steamy encounters, unexpected connections, and a twisted journey to the very heart of desire.

Would I be able to navigate the sensual world I had entered, or would I lose myself completely in the pixelated paradise of passion?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender lesbian, transgender straight, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Cyber Babe - First-time Feminization by a Transgender Woman.


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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1
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I’m Greg Tucker, a 22-year-old college dropout who once studied accounting. I wasn't your typical handsome jock. I was a bit chubby, with brown hair and green eyes that always seemed to be searching for something more in life.

As I sat in my bedroom, the dim glow of my computer screen casting shadows on the walls, I found myself lost in the world of online gaming.

I was trying to distract myself from the nagging thoughts of my uncertain future, and the disappointment I knew my parents felt because of my decision to leave college.

As I played, an advertisement caught my eye. It was for a virtual game called Cyber Lovin', which claimed to let players turn online diamonds into real money.
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The idea intrigued me, and I couldn't help but click on the ad to learn more.

I soon found myself watching YouTube Let's Plays of the game, captivated by the vibrant colors, unique characters, and the enticing concept of turning virtual currency into cold, hard cash.

Cyber Lovin' was the hottest game in the world, and its mechanics were both fascinating and addictive. In it, players could create avatars and interact with others in a virtual world, forming relationships and participating in various activities to earn diamonds.

These diamonds could then be exchanged for real money, which made the game all the more appealing.

As I watched video after video, I could feel the excitement bubbling inside me. The idea of escaping my mundane life and immersing myself in this fantastical world was too tempting to resist.

I knew I had to give Cyber Lovin' a try.

I downloaded the game and eagerly began creating my avatar. I decided to make him a reflection of my ideal self, tall and muscular, with chiseled features and a confident swagger. I named him Gregorious and dove headfirst into the world of online romance.

It wasn't long before I was completely engrossed in the game. I spent hours each day exploring the virtual world, meeting new people, and earning diamonds.

I quickly discovered that female avatars were more successful in the game, often receiving gifts and attention from other players.

The idea of creating a female character crossed my mind, but I hesitated, unsure of how I would feel portraying a woman in the game.

My curiosity eventually got the better of me, and I decided to give it a shot.

I created a stunning female avatar with long, flowing hair and a captivating smile. I named her Ms. Sapphire, and as soon as I began playing as her, I noticed a significant difference in the way other players treated me.
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Gifts and compliments flowed in from all directions, and the diamonds I earned seemed to multiply before my eyes. My heart raced with excitement as I realized the potential of playing as Ms. Sapphire. It wasn't long before I began to prefer playing as her over Gregorious.

I couldn't contain my excitement about Cyber Lovin', and I knew I had to share it with my sister. Bursting into her bedroom, I found her sprawled across her bed, headphones on and lost in her music. As I began animatedly telling her about the game, she sat up and listened, her eyes widening with each new detail.

She shared my enthusiasm, and as I described the concept of earning real money from online diamonds, she grew even more excited.

We spent the next few hours discussing the game, our minds racing with the possibilities and potential it held.

Our excited chatter eventually caught the attention of our parents, who poked their heads into her room with curiosity etched on their faces. We tried our best to explain the concept of Cyber Lovin' and how it allowed players to earn money, but they struggled to understand.

Our father was supportive and intrigued by the idea, encouraging us to pursue it if we thought it was worthwhile.

"You never know," he said, "this could be the opportunity you've been waiting for, Greg."

Our mother, was more skeptical. As I explained how I was more successful in the game as a female character, her expression turned critical.

"It sounds like you're scamming people by pretending to be a woman," she said, crossing her arms.

"I don't think I like the idea of this game."

Maddie rolled her eyes at our mother's response, exasperated.

"Ugh, Mom, you're such a buzzkill," she groaned.

"It's just a game, and if Greg can make some money from it, what's the harm?"

Despite our mother's disapproval, Maddie and I continued to discuss Cyber Lovin' late into the night, our excitement only growing as we imagined the possibilities.

We both knew that this game had the potential to change our lives, and we were determined to see it through, no matter what our mother thought.

Over the next few days, Maddie and I spent every spare moment playing Cyber Lovin'. We shared tips, tricks, and strategies, all while earning more and more diamonds.

Our father occasionally checked in on us, offering words of encouragement and support.

Our mother, however, continued to express her concerns. She worried about the time we were investing in the game, and she couldn't shake her unease about the deceptive nature of my success as a female character.

I understood her concerns, but I couldn't help but feel frustrated by her lack of faith in me.

As the weeks went by, Maddie and I became increasingly invested in Cyber Lovin'. We had both managed to turn a significant profit from the game, and our excitement was palpable.

We knew we were onto something big, and we couldn't wait to see where this journey would take us.

One evening, as she and I sat in the living room, our laptops open and our fingers flying across the keyboards, our mother approached us with a stern expression.

"I think it's time you both took a break from this game," she said, crossing her arms. "You're spending far too much time on it, and I'm worried about the impact it's having on your lives."

My sister and I exchanged frustrated glances, our patience wearing thin.

"Mom, we're making money," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Isn't that what you want for us? To be successful and financially stable?"

Shaking her head, she proceeded to her bedroom with a glass of warm milk in tow.


Chapter 2

[image: ]

One day, Maddie approached me with an idea.

"You know, Greg," she began, "I think you should create a female Facebook account. It'll help make your claim to be a woman in the game more legit."

I hesitated at first, unsure of how far I was willing to go with this deception. But her enthusiasm was contagious, and eventually, I agreed to give it a try.

Together, we scoured stock image websites, searching for the perfect model to represent my online persona.

After hours of browsing, we finally agreed on a beautiful blonde girl with striking green eyes and an ample bosom. With a newfound sense of determination, I created a Facebook account for my character and prepared to dive back into the world of Cyber Lovin'.

Logging back into the game, I was immediately drawn to a user called Mr. Diamond. His avatar was decked out in extravagant gear—a shimmering silver suit, ornate golden wings that sparkled with each movement, and a small, jeweled dragon perched on his shoulder. It was clear that he had invested a considerable amount of money in his virtual appearance.
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Mr. Diamond: Hey there, beautiful! I couldn't help but notice your stunning avatar. What brings you to Cyber Lovin'?

Me: Hey! Thanks for the compliment. I'm just here to have some fun and see what the game's all about.

Our conversation flowed effortlessly, with Mr. Diamond showering me with compliments and sweet messages. It wasn't long before he asked if I had a Facebook account.

Mr. Diamond: You seem like a really cool person. Do you have a Facebook account? I'd love to add you and get to know you better.

Feeling a mix of excitement and trepidation, I provided him with the link to my new female persona's account.

Me: Sure, here's my account. I'm looking forward to getting to know you too!

He quickly added me on Facebook, and I accepted his request. When I clicked on his profile, my heart skipped a beat. There, staring back at me from the screen, was the face of the school jock who had tormented me throughout my high school years.

I couldn't believe my luck. Here was a golden opportunity to get back at my former bully, and all I had to do was keep up the charade.

A wicked grin spread across my face as I imagined the look on his face when he eventually discovered the truth. Over the next few weeks, I continued to interact with Mr. Diamond both in the game and on Facebook. He showered me with virtual gifts and diamonds, clearly smitten with my online persona.

Meanwhile, Maddie and I couldn't help but revel in the irony of the situation.

As the days turned into weeks, I noticed that my conversations with Mr. Diamond were growing increasingly genuine. While our relationship had begun as a means of revenge, I found myself developing a strange sense of camaraderie with my former tormentor.

My feelings were further complicated by the fact that Mr. Diamond seemed to have changed since our high school days. He was kind, attentive, and genuinely interested in getting to know me—or at least, the person he believed me to be.

This internal conflict weighed heavily on my conscience, and I began to question the morality of my actions. Was it right to deceive someone, even if they had wronged me in the past? And what would happen if Mr. Diamond discovered the truth?

These questions plagued my thoughts as I continued to navigate the complex web of lies I had created. I knew that I couldn't keep up the charade forever, but the prospect of coming clean was equally terrifying.

As I continued my online relationship with Mr. Diamond, I couldn't help but feel my conscience nagging at me. It was getting harder and harder to maintain the facade, and the guilt was beginning to take its toll.

One day, while exploring Cyber Lovin', I encountered a new player by the name of Mr. Moneybags. He was extravagantly dressed, decked out in the most expensive and exclusive gear the game had to offer.

To my surprise, Mr. Moneybags took an immediate interest in my avatar, Ms. Sapphire, and began showering me with gifts and virtual currency.

Despite his generosity, Mr. Moneybags was a controlling and possessive individual. He insisted on dictating every aspect of Ms. Sapphire's appearance, from her clothing to her accessories. While the items he provided were undeniably valuable, I couldn't help but feel stifled by his overbearing nature.

Furthermore, our conversations were painfully dull. Mr. Moneybags had little to say beyond discussing the game and the various items he was gifting me.

This stark contrast between him and the engaging, genuine conversations I'd had with Mr. Diamond only served to heighten my growing feelings of guilt and unease.

One day, while sporting my latest ensemble courtesy of Mr. Moneybags, I ran into Mr. Diamond in the game. His eyes widened in surprise at the sight of Ms. Sapphire's new, luxurious gear.

Mr. Diamond: Wow, Ms. Sapphire! You look incredible! Did you save up all your diamonds for that outfit?

Feeling a pang of guilt, I lied to him, unwilling to admit the truth about my dealings with Mr. Moneybags.

Me: Yeah, I've been saving up for a while now. I just couldn't resist splurging on this gear!

Mr. Diamond seemed to accept my explanation, and we began chatting about life outside the game. As we talked, I noticed how much he had changed since our high school days.

The cruel, arrogant jock who had once tormented me now seemed like a completely different person.

During our conversation, Mr. Diamond opened up about his regrets from high school, admitting that he wished he could go back and change the way he had treated people.

Mr. Diamond: You know, if I could turn back time, I'd do things differently. I was such a jerk in high school, and I hurt a lot of people. I'm trying to be a better person now.

His words struck a chord within me, and I found myself questioning my own actions. Was I any better than the person he used to be? Was deceiving him and others the right thing to do?

As our conversation continued, I couldn't help but feel a sense of kinship with Mr. Diamond. We had both made mistakes in our pasts, and we were both trying to find our way in the world.

Over the next several weeks, I began to distance myself from Mr. Moneybags. His controlling behavior and dull conversations had grown tiresome, and the guilt over deceiving Mr. Diamond weighed heavily on my conscience.

I found myself spending more and more time with Mr. Diamond, our conversations growing deeper and more meaningful.

We shared our dreams, our fears, and our hopes for the future. And as I got to know the person he had become, I found it harder and harder to justify my deception.

Three days later, my dad approached me with a request. The cafe he owned was short-staffed, and he needed my help. Despite my addiction to Cyber Lovin', I couldn't bear to let my dad down, so I reluctantly agreed to help out as a barista.

I donned my apron and took my place behind the counter, trying to keep my mind focused on work rather than the game. Throughout the day, I engaged in friendly banter with customers, preparing their orders and serving them with a smile.

"Hey, can I get a large cappuccino with an extra shot of espresso?" a customer requested.

"Of course! Coming right up," I said.

[image: ]

As I worked, I tried my best to stay present, but my thoughts kept drifting back to Mr. Diamond and the secret I was keeping from him. The guilt gnawed at me, making it difficult to concentrate on my tasks.

A few days into my stint at the cafe, I was stunned to see Harry Fleitmann—the handsome jock from my high school days and the person behind Mr. Diamond—walk through the door. My heart raced, and I felt a mixture of shock, guilt, and an inexplicable attraction towards him.

To my surprise, Harry was nothing but kind and polite when he approached the counter.

"Hey, Greg. It's been a while, man. How have you been?" he said, sending shivers down my spine.

"Uh, hey Harry. I've been alright, just helping out my dad here. What can I get for you?"

"I'll take a large iced coffee, please. Thanks, man."

As the days went by, I noticed Harry frequently stopping by the cafe and sitting in a quiet corner. I couldn't help but steal glances at him as he played Cyber Lovin' on his phone, completely unaware that I was Ms. Sapphire.
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I struggled with my growing feelings for him. As a straight guy, I found it confusing and frustrating to be attracted to him. I tried to rationalize my emotions, telling myself that it was merely the connection I had formed with him online as Ms. Sapphire that was causing these feelings.

"This doesn't make sense. I'm straight—why am I feeling like this? It must be because of the bond we have as Mr. Diamond and Ms. Sapphire. I just need to keep my distance and focus on work,” I thought.

Despite my attempts to shake off my attraction, I couldn't help but be drawn to his kindness and genuine personality. The more I observed him, the more I realized how much he had changed since our high school days.

One afternoon, as I wiped down tables, I couldn't help but overhear a conversation between him and his friend.

"Hey, Harry, you seem different lately. What's been going on with you?"

"I don't know, man. I've been playing this game, Cyber Lovin', and I met someone there. We've been talking a lot, and I think I’m in love."

Hearing Harry's words only served to deepen my feelings for him, and my guilt over my deception became more and more unbearable. Each day, I found myself grappling with my emotions, trying to reconcile my identity as Ms. Sapphire with my true self.

As I continued to work at the cafe, I began to question everything I thought I knew about myself. My feelings for Harry challenged my understanding of my own sexuality, and I found it increasingly difficult to maintain the facade of Ms. Sapphire online.

One day, as I was preparing Harry's usual order, he casually asked me if I played Cyber Lovin'. Caught off guard, I feigned ignorance, trying my best to mask my nervousness.

"Hey, Greg, do you play Cyber Lovin'? It's this really cool game I've been playing lately."

"Uh, no, I've never heard of it. What's it about?"

He proceeded to show me the game on his phone. I pretended to be interested, asking him questions about the gameplay and mechanics, all the while knowing that I was Ms. Sapphire, the person he had been connecting with in the game.

That night, as I logged into Cyber Lovin', I received an invitation to a "Gang-Love" event. The event promised a significant number of diamonds, but it required Ms. Sapphire to "have fun" with ten different men online. Initially, I hesitated, unsure if I wanted to participate in such an event.

However, as the guys began to send me various options for scintillating outfits to wear during the event, my excitement grew. They offered an array of risqué clothing, including fishnet stockings, g-strings, and other provocative pieces.

I found myself drawn to a sultry red dress, which hugged every curve of Ms. Sapphire's virtual body. The plunging neckline and high slit left little to the imagination. Another option was a black lace teddy, which barely covered anything and was complemented by thigh-high stockings and stiletto heels.

The more outfits I saw, the more excited I became. There was a sense of power in being able to choose what Ms. Sapphire would wear, and the attention she received was intoxicating.

As I scrolled through the outfit options, I couldn't help but think about my growing feelings for Harry and how my attraction to him was affecting my understanding of my own identity. I felt a strange mix of excitement, guilt, and confusion, unsure of how to reconcile these conflicting emotions.

Despite my reservations, I eventually decided to participate in the Gang-Love event. I chose an outfit that was both daring and alluring—a form-fitting, black latex bodysuit with cutouts strategically placed to reveal just enough skin. To complete the look, I added a pair of knee-high black boots and a choker adorned with a sparkling gemstone.

Soon after, the event began with my avatar standing in the center of a lavish virtual ballroom, bathed in soft, ambient lighting. The atmosphere was both seductive and exhilarating, with the room buzzing in anticipation.

As the first of the ten men of different races, all hung and masculine while jerking their cocks as he approached, Ms. Sapphire felt a rush of adrenaline. He was tall and muscular, with a chiseled jawline and smoldering dark eyes. They began to dance, their bodies swaying in time to the sultry rhythm of the music. As they danced, the man whispered sweet nothings into Ms. Sapphire's ear, making her feel desired and powerful.

After their dance, the man leaned in and gently kissed Ms. Sapphire, his lips soft and warm against her virtual skin. The kiss was both tender and passionate, leaving her craving more. As the man stepped back, another suitor took his place, eager for his turn with the captivating avatar.

This time, my avatar found herself in the arms of a man with a boyish charm and a mischievous grin. They laughed and joked as they danced, the atmosphere light and playful. This man, too, shared a passionate kiss with Ms. Sapphire before stepping aside for the next participant.

Throughout the evening, she danced, laughed, and flirted with each of the ten men. Between each encounter, she would slip into a new, tantalizing outfit, each more daring and provocative than the last.

She donned a sheer, white babydoll dress, which left little to the imagination and made the men's eyes widen in appreciation. Another outfit was a sultry, black corset that cinched her waist and accentuated her curves, paired with a garter belt and stockings that made her feel like a vixen.

As the event continued, she found herself losing herself in the moment, her inhibitions fading away. She embraced the freedom and empowerment that came with being the center of attention, delighting in the adoration and desire that radiated from the men around her.

Soon after, she danced nude with a man who had an air of sophistication and grace, his movements fluid and elegant. He spun her around the dance floor, their bodies intertwined as they moved in perfect harmony. Their lips met in a lingering, romantic kiss that left her feeling breathless as he caressed her breasts as the other men watched.

Another man exuded raw, animal magnetism. His strong arms encircled her waist as they danced, then without thinking things through, he whipped his dick out and grazed her pussy with his big black cock, his every touch sending shivers down her spine.

When they kissed, it was a wild, unbridled passion that threatened to consume them both.

Between holes and partners, the men showered Ms. Sapphire with their cum, gifts, and compliments, each one vying to outdo the others in their displays of lust, affection, and generosity. The diamonds and gifts piled up, a testament to her allure and charm.

As the night wore on, Ms. Sapphire found herself in the embrace of a man with a sensitive, soulful demeanor. They fucked gently to a slow, romantic song, their bodies pressed close together as they shared an intimate, tender moment. Their kiss was soft and sweet, a balm to the heart that left her feeling cherished and cared for.

The final fuck of the evening was a whirlwind, with all ten men taking turns on Ms. Sapphire’s ass, pussy, and mouth, around the dance floor. They laughed and cheered, the room alive with excitement and energy.

As the event came to a close, she took a moment to catch her breath and take in the incredible evening she had just experienced.

The Gang-Love event had been a thrilling, intoxicating journey of desire, passion, and exploration. It had been an unforgettable night, one that had left her feeling empowered, desired, and alive.


Chapter 3
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Over the next few weeks, I found myself looking forward to the end of my shift at the cafe more and more. The Gang-Love events in Cyber Lovin' had become the highlight of my day, providing an exhilarating escape from reality.

As I logged into the game each evening, I eagerly checked my inbox for new Gang-Love invitations. The anticipation of the events made my heart race, and I couldn't wait to slip into the various tantalizing outfits that awaited me.

One evening, I dressed Ms. Sapphire in a form-fitting, red latex catsuit that clung to her every curve. The glossy material caught the light as she moved, making her the center of attention in the virtual room.

As I danced and flirted with the men in attendance, I felt powerful and seductive, the intoxicating sensations of the game washing over me.

Another night, Ms. Sapphire donned a barely-there, sequined bikini that sparkled and shimmered in the dim, romantic lighting. The outfit left little to the imagination, and I reveled in the desire and admiration it garnered from the men around me.

As the Gang-Love events continued, I found myself participating in a variety of activities. Some nights, Ms. Sapphire would be serenaded by a group of handsome men, their voices harmonizing beautifully as they sang love songs just for her.

Other nights, she would be treated to a luxurious virtual spa day, complete with massages, facials, and indulgent treatments that left her feeling pampered and relaxed.

There were also nights filled with thrilling adventures, where Ms. Sapphire and her admirers would embark on daring quests and explore exotic, fantastical landscapes.

Together, they battled mythical creatures and solved intricate puzzles, their shared experiences only serving to deepen the connections between them.

The more I immersed myself in the world of Cyber Lovin', the more I found my thoughts of Harry fading into the background. While I still noticed him at the cafe, my mind was often preoccupied with the excitement and adventure that awaited me in the game.

With each passing day, my addiction to the Gang-Love events grew stronger. I couldn't help but crave the thrill of the chase, the exhilaration of being pursued and desired by so many men. I felt alive in a way I never had before, and the thought of giving it up seemed unbearable.

I began spending more and more time in the game, the line between my virtual life and reality starting to blur. My conversations with friends and family became perfunctory, my thoughts constantly drifting back to Ms. Sapphire and her glamorous world.

As the weeks went by, I found myself growing increasingly restless during my shifts at the cafe. The hours seemed to crawl by, each minute feeling like an eternity as I waited for my chance to log back into the game.

Even my interactions with Harry took on a new light. I no longer saw him as the handsome, intriguing jock from school, but rather as a reminder of the excitement and passion that awaited me in Cyber Lovin'.

Our conversations grew shorter and more superficial, my mind preoccupied with the virtual world I longed to return to.

I knew, deep down, that my obsession with the game wasn't healthy. But the allure of the Gang-Love events was simply too strong to resist. The power, the desire, the sense of belonging—I couldn't bear to give it up.

And so, each night, I eagerly slipped back into the world of Cyber Lovin', leaving reality behind as I immersed myself in the thrilling, seductive world of Ms. Sapphire and her adoring admirers.

The Gang-Love events had become my escape, my sanctuary, and I couldn't imagine life without them.

The day finally came when I was eligible to withdraw my diamonds from Cyber Lovin'. My heart raced with excitement as I initiated the transfer, watching in awe as the virtual currency was converted into real-world money.

To my amazement, my first payday amounted to over $9,000—an impressive sum that I could hardly believe.

I decided to celebrate by treating my sister to a lavish shopping spree, hoping to share the excitement of my success with her. As we strolled through the mall, I couldn't help but encourage her to take the game seriously, telling her about the incredible opportunities it offered.

Maddie, however, remained focused on her upcoming high school finals. As much as she was enticed by the idea of playing the game and potentially earning money, she knew that her education was her top priority. I respected her decision and didn't push her further.

That evening, after keeping my earnings a secret from my parents, I logged back into the game as Ms. Sapphire. Almost immediately, I received a message from Mr. Diamond, who seemed concerned about my recent absence from our usual hangouts.

"Hey, how have you been?" he wrote.

"I haven't seen you around much lately. Is everything okay?"

I hesitated for a moment before responding, not wanting to reveal the true reason for my distance.

"Work has been really busy lately," I typed out.

"I've been swamped and haven't had much time to hang out online."

Mr. Diamond seemed to accept my excuse, and as a sweet gesture, he sent me a bouquet of virtual flowers. Although I thanked him for the gift, I couldn't help but feel underwhelmed by the relatively inexpensive present, especially considering the lavish items I'd grown accustomed to receiving at the Gang-Love events.

Later that night, I attended another Gang-Love event, where Mr. Moneybags reigned as the King of the Room. As usual, he showered Ms. Sapphire with extravagant gifts, further solidifying her status as the most desirable woman in the game.

To my surprise, during the next website patch update, Ms. Sapphire was announced as the hottest rising star of Cyber Lovin'.

The announcement catapulted her to a new level of fame, and soon, players from all over the world were clamoring for her attention.

The game's forums were abuzz with discussion about Ms. Sapphire, with players debating her beauty, charm, and allure. It was a dizzying, exhilarating experience to see my virtual self become the subject of such intense admiration and desire.

As the days went by, the attention only grew more intense. Players began to fight over Ms. Sapphire, engaging in heated bidding wars to win her favor.

The forums continued to buzz with speculation and gossip, as everyone tried to figure out who the mysterious Ms. Sapphire really was.

Through it all, I found myself becoming more and more addicted to attention and adoration. The thrill of being at the center of it all was intoxicating, something I’d never experienced back in my teens and I couldn't help but crave more.

As the days passed, I couldn't help but notice Harry's demeanor in the cafe. The once-confident and cheerful jock now appeared sullen and withdrawn, a stark contrast to the person I had known just a few weeks prior. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was somehow responsible for his change in mood.

One day, as I worked behind the counter, I finally mustered up the courage to ask Harry what was bothering him.
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"Hey, Harry," I began tentatively, "you've seemed a bit down lately. Is everything okay?"

He hesitated for a moment, looking somewhat surprised that I had taken an interest in his well-being. Then, he sighed and opened up to me about Ms. Sapphire, explaining how she had grown distant and cold.

"I don't know what happened," he admitted, his voice heavy with disappointment.

"We used to talk all the time, but now she barely responds to my messages. It's like she's a completely different person."

As I listened to his heartfelt confession, I could see the pain in his eyes, and my heart ached with guilt. I knew that I was the cause of his distress, but the allure of the money I was earning from the game made it difficult for me to consider giving up my virtual alter ego.

Trying to offer some comfort, I suggested that perhaps he should quit the game if it was having such a negative impact on his mental health.

He shook his head, his resolve unwavering.

"No, I can't just give up on her," he declared.

"I'm going to keep doing dungeon raids and collecting items so that I can shower Ms. Sapphire with gifts. Maybe then she'll start talking to me again."

His dedication and determination touched me deeply, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of admiration for his persistence. At the same time, however, I found myself wrestling with my own conflicting emotions—caught between the desire for money and the growing sense of guilt that was gnawing away at me.

As the days turned into weeks, I continued to juggle my dual identities, watching him struggle from both perspectives. In the game, I saw how he tirelessly completed dungeon raids and amassed virtual wealth, all in the hopes of winning back Ms. Sapphire's affection.

In the cafe, I witnessed his emotional turmoil, as he poured his heart and soul into his efforts to reconnect with the virtual woman he had grown to care for deeply.

It was a difficult situation to bear witness to, and I couldn't help but question my own role in his pain.

With each passing day, the weight of my deception grew heavier, and the moral dilemma I faced became increasingly difficult to ignore. The money I was earning from the game had brought me financial security and material comforts, but at what cost?

That night, as I logged into Cyber Lovin' once again, I stumbled upon a new character that immediately caught my attention. She went by the name of Ms. Crystal, and there was something about her that reminded me of my own avatar when I was new to the game. I found myself drawn to her and, before I knew it, I was showering her with gifts.

As we began chatting and getting to know one another, Ms. Crystal opened up to me about her reasons for joining the game.

She explained that she was a transgender woman living in a small town where her identity was considered taboo. She felt isolated and unable to socialize with her neighbors, so she turned to Cyber Lovin' as a means of escaping her reality and finding some semblance of acceptance.

I was surprised that she had been so candid about her identity, but it only served to pique my interest further. As we continued to chat, I found myself growing more and more invested in her story and eager to help her in any way that I could.

Over the course of several days, I took it upon myself to teach Ms. Crystal the ins and outs of the game, showing her how to complete dungeon raids and earn diamonds.

As we spent more and more time together, I began to see a change in myself. My fixation on earning money started to wane, replaced by a genuine desire to help and support Ms. Crystal in her journey.

Despite the growing connection between us, the thought of the money I was earning from the game still lingered at the back of my mind.

The guilt I had been feeling over my treatment of Mr. Diamond continued to weigh on me, and now, with my newfound friendship with Ms. Crystal, I found myself questioning my motives and actions more than ever.

As the days turned into weeks, Ms. Crystal and I continued to grow closer. We shared stories, laughter, and secrets, forging a bond that transcended the virtual world of Cyber Lovin'.

Through our conversations, I learned more about the challenges she faced in her daily life and the courage it took for her to live authentically as a transgender woman.

One day, I mustered up the courage to ask Ms. Crystal if she had a Facebook account. To my surprise, she did, and she was more than happy to share her profile with me.

When I looked her up, I discovered that her real name was Alicia Summers. The moment I saw her pictures, I was completely taken aback. She was absolutely gorgeous—with long, blonde hair, stunning blue eyes, and a killer body that would make anyone envious.

Despite knowing that I was using a fake Facebook profile, I couldn't help but feel attracted to her beauty. As we continued to chat online, I discovered that her town wasn't too far from mine, which sparked the idea of meeting her in person.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized how much I wanted to meet her and get to know her beyond the virtual world of Cyber Lovin'.

For a week, I was consumed by thoughts of Alicia and what our first meeting might be like. I knew that I needed to be honest with her about who I really was, but the fear of rejection held me back. Finally, after a week of contemplation, I decided to come clean.

I picked up the phone and dialed her number, my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for her to answer. When she did, I took a deep breath and confessed the truth about my identity, explaining that I was the person behind Ms. Sapphire and that I had been using a fake Facebook profile.

To my relief, she was incredibly understanding and accepting of my situation. She told me that she appreciated my honesty and that she was still more than happy to meet me in person.


Chapter 4
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We arranged our first date at a cozy coffee shop in her town. When we finally met face-to-face, it was as if we had known each other for years.
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We spent hours talking, laughing, and sharing stories about our lives. It was a magical experience, and I could feel my heart swelling with affection for her.

As we continued to spend time together, I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt over my previous actions in the game. Despite the incredible connection I had formed with Alicia, the thought of the money I had made from Cyber Lovin' still lingered in the back of my mind. I knew that I needed to make a change, not just for myself, but for the sake of my newfound relationship with Alicia.

With each passing day, my priorities began to shift. I realized that the pursuit of wealth and virtual fame meant nothing compared to the love and happiness I had found with her.

Slowly, I started to distance myself from the game and the deceptive practices I had once been a part of.

As I let go of my old ways and embraced the love and support of Alicia, I discovered a sense of fulfillment and joy that I had never experienced before. The money, once the driving force behind my actions, had become an afterthought—a mere footnote in the story of my life.

However, my realization proved to be fleeting as days later, when I noticed Ms. Sapphire's ranking had dropped significantly and the diamonds I was receiving had decreased significantly, I discussed the game's new live-streaming feature with Alicia.

Hanging out in her apartment, she suggested that I could dress up as a woman to maintain my Ms. Sapphire persona during the live-streams.

"You know, Greg, you have a naturally feminine face and some curves that could work well with a push-up bra," she said, her eyes filled with enthusiasm.

I laughed nervously, "You really think so?"

She reassured me, "I'll help you with the transformation. If you don't like it, we don't have to do it."

Intrigued, I agreed to give it a shot.

Without thinking things through, she carefully selected outfits for me, holding up a beautiful, form-fitting dress against my body.

"This will hug your curves just right," she said, her eyes twinkling.

[image: ]

She handed me a pair of knee-high black boots with a modest heel.

"These will elongate your legs and make them look amazing."

As I tried on the boots, I felt a little wobbly at first.

"How do women walk in these?" I muttered, trying to find my balance.

She just grinned, "You'll get the hang of it!"

Next, she moved on to my makeup. As she applied foundation and concealer, she said, "This will create a flawless complexion. A touch of blush will give your cheeks a rosy glow."

She then lined my eyes with a smoky, sultry look and added mascara.

"Your eyes are going to pop!"

She finished the transformation with a glossy, pink lip.

"This is the cherry on top."

As I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, I was stunned. I looked like a beautiful, confident woman. She stood by my side, her eyes filled with pride and affection.

“Hmm, I’m still not satisfied, let’s try something else,” she said.

Shortly after, she led me to a room where she had an impressive collection of wigs displayed on mannequin heads. She examined each one, her eyes narrowing as she assessed their suitability for me. The variety of colors and styles was incredible, and I couldn't help but feel a little overwhelmed.

"Let's see," she mused, tapping her finger on her chin.

"We need something that will make you look feminine yet stylish." She picked up a wavy pink wig and held it up against my head.

"What do you think?"

I hesitated, unsure of how I felt about the color.

"Pink? Really?"

She grinned. "Trust me, it'll look amazing on you."

I gave in and sat down on a chair as she carefully placed the wig on my head, adjusting it until it sat just right. The pink strands felt soft against my skin, and I couldn't help but run my fingers through them, marveling at the texture.

Next, she picked out a silky blouse and a flirty skirt for me to wear. The fabric felt luxurious against my skin as I changed into the outfit. Then, she handed me a pair of heels that I stared at warily.

"Are you sure about these?" I asked, holding up the shoes.

"Absolutely," she replied, her eyes twinkling.

"You'll look stunning."

I reluctantly slipped my feet into the heels, feeling my balance shift as I stood up. I wobbled a little, unused to the height and the way my weight was distributed.

She guided me to her vanity, where she expertly chose the right lip color for my puckers. As she applied a coat of lipstick to my lips, I couldn't help but notice how close our faces were. The air between us seemed to crackle with tension.

Her eyes met mine, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still.

"You look... amazing," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I swallowed, feeling the bra pressing against my chest as I leaned closer.

"Thank you," I managed to say, my voice strained.

Our lips met, and it was as if a spark had been ignited between us. The kiss was tender and filled with emotion, our feelings for each other spilling over as we clung to one another.
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As we pulled apart, I could still feel the lingering warmth of her lips on mine. The sensation of the bra, the skirt, the heels—it all felt so novel, and I found myself becoming more and more enamored with this new persona.

But then, her beauty nagged me to kiss her once more, forgetting all of my heterosexual thoughts.

Her lips didn't make me feel like I was kissing a man, they were soft, and all I wanted to do was keep tasting them.

I never thought that I would ever feel like this for a transgender woman, but as soon as her erection pressed against my thighs...

I lost all sense of rational thought.

Never did I imagine I'd be getting hard in a skirt, but here I was, my penis restricted by tight panties and a skirt myself, hard against her crotch.

I had to get control of myself before I made another fool of myself. Stupidly, I stepped back, embarrassed and confused.

"You really don't have to do this, you know," she said, staring back at me.

I shook my head, blowing my reluctance away.

"I know that. But I want to."

She smiled. "Yeah? You want to?” she continued then rubbed my cock inside the panties. It was the most tactile sensation I’ve ever felt in my life. Shortly after, she stepped closer, rubbing her damp panties against my thighs, exhibiting how hard her dick was for me.

“Look what you’ve done, Ms. Sapphire.”

Then she kissed me again, this time even more scandalously, rubbing her lips against mine, as if she were having an affair.
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Her hand slid inside my panties and grabbed my cock, but she let it go almost immediately.

"It’s so big and thick. I’m so jealous of your cock,” she whispered.

She kissed me again, and just for a moment I thought about the situation. I was kissing a woman and being felt up by one as well. That was it, I knew. I was going to cum in her panties, and I don’t care.

I clenched my teeth and bit her lip, trying to suppress that feeling, but that pleasure clouded my senses. I pulled away and looked down.

"I’m going to blow off in your panties!” I said, and she laughed.

“Don’t. I want to feel it inside me and I also want to fuck you, it’s too early to cum.”

I nodded and embraced her once more, as if that moment wasn’t enough for me.

She took off her panties and pulled off her skirt, revealing her wet and willing cock.

"Take off your bra, darling?"

She grabbed my ass, and I felt my skirt rise up. I stepped out of the heels and let them drop on the floor.

I had to hurry, or I was going to explode and look like a fool.

I took off the bra, and finally, I stood there in my heels, panties, and skirt. She kissed me, her lips wet, but this time she didn't let me back, she only stood there and kissed me.
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I felt her hand slide into my panties…oh god, I thought, this is so hot.

She kissed me a few times, never letting go of my cock, and it felt so amazing, better than anything I’ve ever experienced in my life.

At times when I thought I was about to cum, she would stop and wait for a few seconds.

She let go of my cock and grabbed my hand, and then she led me to her bed…

"Sit down and wait."

She looked at me, smiling. She then took a little tube of lube and applied it on both of her hands before she reached out to touch my underwear. She let go of her cock and started squeezing my ass and kissing my neck.

When she got to my shaft, she grabbed it, her lubed hand sliding up and down my shaft. Oh god, I thought as I let out a moan.

When I was quiet she said, "Aren't you going to cum?".

I shook my head, too shy to say anything.

"Well then, I will make you cum." she said, kissing my neck and reaching the base of my shaft.

I felt her squeeze my balls, the lube was so pleasant.

She squeezed my balls, and as soon as she did I felt my balls swell.

"Oh god, I'm cumming!" I said, but she quickly let go of my cock.

I looked at her, but that wasn't enough, I wanted to see the cum shoot out of her pulsating dick

"What the hell!?" I said, and she laughed.

"It's my turn now," she said, squirting some lube on her cock.

She lay on her back with her legs spread, and I moved closer. I didn’t know how to ask for it, so I just sat there.

"Climb on top of me and put your hands on my breasts."

Oh god, I thought, this was it, she was going to pop my cherry with her throbbing penis. I climbed on top of her, feeling the lube on her cock, the weight of my chest, and the horny sensation of her hands on my ass cheeks.

“Don’t worry, it’ll only hurt a little, I will be gentle, I promise,” she murmured.

I put my hands on her breasts, and she guided her cock to my asshole. I felt her warm precum spread on my opening as she squeezed my ass with both hands.

There was no turning back. She squeezed my ass roughly, and her hands felt so good on my cheeks, so I decided to surrender to her and just relax my anal muscles. I relaxed my ass, and I felt the head of her cock slip into my ass.

“Ahhh!” I screamed in agony from the novel sensation of being penetrated.

“Shh, it’s going to be alright, Ms. Sapphire, shh,” she said.

With a squeezed face, I couldn’t see her reaction but I could feel her slide in further and further. I felt a sharp pain, and I instinctively clenched up. It hurt so bad, she was too big for my virgin ass.
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“Shh... Don’t worry, it’ll only hurt for a minute. Relax, I’ll make it feel good soon,” she said.

“Alright,” I said, and I relaxed. Her cock slipped inside me deeper.

It hurt bad, but the pain quickly subsided, and the pleasure of being penetrated was far way better than the pain. Although it hurt, I was glad to be penetrated by her cock, even if it was my first time.

I wanted to feel more of it, and I pressed down.

"Yes! Like that! Oh god,” she screamed.

I slid down on her shaft until it was all the way in.

Oh, holy shit, that feels so good, I thought.

I didn't care how much of this situation was normal and how much wasn’t. All that mattered was that I was feeling so fulfilled and good.

I started grinding myself on her cock, it felt so fucking good, probably better than any of my previous experiences with any woman.

“Oh, you feel so good, so fucking tight,” she said.

"That's it, ride my cock! Ride my fucking big cock!" she screamed. This wasn’t just me as Ms. Sapphire having a Gang-Love event online, I was not only playing the part of a slutty avatar anymore, I was a real-live slut for a gorgeous transgender woman.

I felt her hands on my hips, the lube made her fingers slide on my hips, and she grabbed on tighter. She went deeper inside me and I felt her balls brush against my ass.

She started thrusting again, and I screamed in pleasure as she hit my prostate.

“Oh my god, I’m going to cum!” she said.
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“Yeah, cum in me! Cum in me!” I said.

I rode her cock as hard as I could, and I felt her throbbing inside me as I reached my climax.

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming too!" I said, and she squeezed my ass.

“Cum for me, darling!” she said, and I did.

She let go of my ass, and I sat there, on top of her, with her cock inside me. I felt her cock twitch and pulsate inside me, and I felt the warm cum slide down my ass.

"Oh, fuck,” she said, hissing and panting as her thick and warm gravy trailed my orifice. We lay there, each of us spent and satisfied, we didn't say a word. Instead, she kissed me and licked my face as she slipped out.

She then handed me a towel, and I wiped the cum off my ass.

"That was fun, Greg, I mean, Ms. Sapphire, thank you.”

“Well, I’m always at your service, Ms. Crystal,” I jested before kissing her like I’ve never kissed anyone before.


Chapter 5
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One day, while playing as Ms. Sapphire, I noticed a barrage of notifications popping up on my screen. They were from Mr. Diamond, and he had sent me several gifts along with messages asking how I was doing.

"Hey, Ms. Sapphire! I got you these new wings. I played for days to earn them for you. I hope you like them," one message read.

I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt as I typed back a quick, "Thank you, Mr. Diamond. I appreciate it."

But my heart wasn't in it. Ever since meeting Alicia and helping her in the game, my feelings for Mr. Diamond had become a distant memory.

I was completely besotted with her, and I couldn't bring myself to care about the gifts or attention from Mr. Diamond.

She and I spent hours together, both online and in her apartment. I taught her everything I knew about the game and how to earn diamonds.

We strategized, planned, and executed our gaming sessions with precision, enjoying every moment we spent together.

One evening, as we lounged on her couch after a particularly intense gaming session, I opened up to her about my upcoming livestream.

"I have to admit, I'm kind of nervous about this whole livestream thing," I confessed, running a hand through my hair.

She looked at me with understanding and put a reassuring hand on my arm.

"You're going to be great, Greg. Just be yourself and show everyone how amazing you are at the game."

"But what if they don't like me?" I asked, my voice shaky.

She smiled warmly.

"They're going to love you, Greg. And even if they don't, it doesn't matter. You're doing this for yourself, and that's what's most important."

Her words were like a balm to my soul, and I couldn't help but smile back at her.

"You're right, babe. I can do this."

We continued to practice and prepare for the livestream, with her cheering me on every step of the way. She helped me perfect my feminine persona, teaching me how to walk in heels, talk in a modulated voice, and apply makeup like a pro.

As the day of the livestream approached, my nerves grew, but her unwavering support gave me the strength I needed to face my fears head-on.

The night before the livestream, she and I sat down for a final review of our plans.

"Alright, babe," she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"We've gone over everything, and I know you're ready for this. Just remember to relax and have fun. The viewers will love you."

I took a deep breath and nodded.

"Thanks, babe. I couldn't have done this without you."

She squeezed my hand and smiled.

"I'm always here for you, Greg. Now go out there and show them what Ms. Sapphire is made of!"

With her encouragement echoing in my ears, I faced the livestream with renewed determination.

The day of the livestream had finally arrived, and I was a bundle of nerves. My heart raced as I sat down in front of my computer, Alicia standing by my side, offering words of encouragement. I looked at my reflection on the screen—I truly looked like Ms. Sapphire, a beautiful, confident girl gamer.

"Alright, Greg, you're ready for this," she whispered, squeezing my hand.

"Remember, just be yourself and have fun."

Taking a deep breath, I nodded and clicked the "Go Live" button.
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Instantly, my screen was flooded with live messages and reactions from viewers. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I read their comments.

"Wow, Ms. Sapphire is even more beautiful than I imagined!" one user wrote.

"Seriously, she's the hottest girl gamer I've ever seen," another chimed in.

As I continued to play the game, the messages kept pouring in, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. I was doing it—I was actually pulling off the Ms. Sapphire persona.

Throughout the livestream, I was showered with gifts from viewers—virtual clothes, accessories, and even diamonds. I couldn't believe how generous they were being.

She stood beside me, grinning from ear to ear as she read the messages along with me.

"See, Greg? I told you they'd love you!"

Though I was thrilled with the attention and gifts, I couldn't bring myself to speak to the viewers just yet. I was still afraid they'd somehow discover I was a man. So, I focused on playing the game and responding to their comments through text.

"Thanks for the gifts, everyone! You're all so amazing!" I typed, hoping to convey my gratitude.

The viewers continued to praise my skills, my appearance, and my charming personality. I was on cloud nine, feeling more confident and accepted than ever before.

As the livestream progressed, I couldn't help but sneak glances at the live ranking board, watching as Ms. Sapphire's ranking steadily climbed higher and higher.

With each passing moment, my excitement grew, and I could hardly believe what was happening.

"Greg, look!" Alicia exclaimed, pointing to the screen.

"You're ranked number one on the platform!"

My eyes widened as I saw my name at the very top of the list. I was officially the number one streamer and gamer in the Cyber Lovin' community, and I couldn't have been more elated.

The chat erupted in cheers and congratulations, and I felt a swell of gratitude for each and every person who had supported me on this journey.

"Thank you all so much!" I typed, my fingers shaking with excitement.

"I couldn't have done this without you!"

As the livestream came to an end, I couldn't help but think about how far I'd come, not only as a gamer but as a person.

She wrapped her arms around me, beaming with pride.

"You did it, babe! I'm so proud of you!"

As the days went by, Alicia and I continued to enjoy our success in Cyber Lovin', watching the diamonds roll in and our popularity soar.

With each passing day, my thoughts of Mr. Diamond seemed to fade further into the background, and I found myself completely focused on my girlfriend and our growing partnership.

One day, as we were going through the countless congratulatory messages Ms. Sapphire had received, she paused and looked at me curiously.

"Who's this Mr. Diamond guy? He seems really sweet."

I shrugged nonchalantly, trying to brush it off.

"Oh, he's just a fan. Nothing special."

She didn't press the issue, but I could tell she was intrigued. Instead, she redirected her attention to her own avatar, Ms. Crystal, and we began to brainstorm ways to give her a complete makeover, just like we'd done for Ms. Sapphire.

We spent hours poring over virtual clothes, hairstyles, and accessories, trying to find the perfect look for Ms. Crystal. I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and satisfaction as we worked together, building her avatar up from the ground.

Alicia seemed just as invested in the process, her eyes shining with enthusiasm as she experimented with different looks.

Eventually, we settled on a stunning new appearance for Ms. Crystal—a fiery redhead with captivating green eyes and a wardrobe that screamed confidence and power. Alicia and I couldn't have been more proud of our creation.

With Ms. Crystal's makeover complete, we set our sights on increasing her ranking within the Cyber Lovin' community. We knew that the key to our success would be working together as a team, just like we'd done for Ms. Sapphire.

We spent countless hours playing the game, strategizing, and engaging with the community. Alicia quickly proved to be a natural, her charm and wit captivating viewers just as Ms. Sapphire had done.

As her ranking began to rise, we found ourselves growing even closer, bonding over our shared success. Along the way, we also made it our Ms.ion to help her earn a substantial amount of money through the game.

With my experience as Ms. Sapphire, I knew all the tricks and tips to maximize our earnings, and we put that knowledge to good use.

Together, we participated in dungeon raids, completed challenges, and attended exclusive in-game events—all in the name of earning as many diamonds as possible.

As Alicia's earnings began to grow, we couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment, knowing that our hard work was paying off.

And as our success in Cyber Lovin' continued to flourish, so too did our relationship. The more time we spent together, the more I found myself falling for Alicia—not just as a partner in the game, but as a person.

She was kind, funny, and incredibly supportive, always there to offer a helping hand or a shoulder to lean on.

One day at the coffee shop, I noticed Harry sitting alone at a table in the corner, tears streaming down his face. My heart ached at the sight, and the guilt that had been building inside me threatened to bubble over. I knew I couldn't keep the truth about Ms. Sapphire from him any longer.
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As I mustered up the courage to approach him and reveal everything, a customer walked in, demanding my immediate attention. The moment slipped away, and as I took the customer's order, I couldn't help but feel that maybe it wasn't the right time to tell him the truth. The nagging guilt, however, continued to eat away at me.

Later that night, as I prepared to transform into Ms. Sapphire once again, I found myself questioning why I was enjoying the process of dressing up as a woman. I carefully applied foundation to my face, blending it in with a sponge to create a smooth, even complexion.

The silky texture of the makeup felt soothing against my skin, and I couldn't deny the sense of satisfaction I felt as I watched my appearance gradually change.

Next, I picked up a tube of mascara, carefully applying it to my lashes to give them a dramatic, feminine look. The bristles of the wand tickled my eyelids, sending a shiver down my spine. As I continued with my transformation, I felt a strange sense of exhilaration—a feeling I couldn't quite put my finger on.

I moved on to my lips, meticulously applying a bold red lipstick that seemed to make my entire face come alive. The rich, velvety texture of the lipstick glided across my lips, leaving behind a vibrant pop of color that made me feel powerful and confident.

Finally, I donned the pink wavy wig that my girlfriend had chosen for me, adjusting it until it sat perfectly on my head. The synthetic strands felt soft and smooth against my skin, and I couldn't help but admire how well the color complemented my newly made-up face.

With my transformation complete, I took a step back and looked at myself in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me was undeniably feminine—a far cry from the Greg I had been just a short while ago.

A mixture of excitement and uncertainty washed over me as I grappled with the fact that I was genuinely enjoying this process, despite the initial apprehension I had felt.

As I continued to ponder my feelings, my thoughts drifted back to Alicia and our mission to help Ms. Crystal rise through the ranks of Cyber Lovin'.

I knew that, together, we made a formidable team—one that was capable of not only increasing Ms. Crystal's ranking but also helping Alicia earn a substantial amount of money in the process.

As I logged into the game that night, I tried to push my doubts and guilt aside, focusing instead on our shared goal. Alicia and I had come so far already, and I didn't want my personal struggles to hold us back.

"Hey, babe," I said hesitantly after we had finished our gaming session for the night, "do you mind if I keep this look on for a while? I don't know why, but I feel really good in it."

She looked at me, her expression a mixture of curiosity and concern.

"Really? I mean, I'm glad you feel confident as Ms. Sapphire, but is there a reason you want to stay like this?"

I sighed, trying to find the right words to express what I was feeling.

"I don't know, I just feel more confident when I'm dressed up like this. It's like I can be myself without worrying about what other people think. Does that make sense?"

She nodded slowly, her eyes filled with understanding.
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"I get it, Greg. You know I'm always here to support you, no matter what. But I have to admit, I'd feel a bit embarrassed going out with you dressed up as a woman. I hope you understand."

I felt a pang of hurt at her words, but I knew she was just being honest.

"Yeah, I understand," I said softly.

"I don't want to make you uncomfortable. I'll keep it to the house, I promise."

She gave me a warm smile.

"Thank you, Greg. I really appreciate that. And like I said, I'm here for you. We can explore this side of you together, as long as you're comfortable with it."

We sat in silence for a few moments, the weight of our conversation settling around us. I knew that her support meant the world to me, but I couldn't help but feel a little hurt by her reluctance to be seen with me dressed as a woman in public.

"Hey, babe?" I ventured, breaking the silence.

"Do you think there's something wrong with me for feeling this way? For enjoying dressing up as a woman?"

She shook her head emphatically.

"No, not at all. Everyone has their own ways of expressing themselves and feeling confident. If dressing up like this makes you feel good, then there's nothing wrong with that. Just be true to yourself, babe."

Her words were reassuring, but I still felt a nagging doubt in the back of my mind. Would I ever be able to fully embrace this side of myself without feeling ashamed or embarrassed? Was I destined to keep this part of me hidden away, confined to the privacy of my own home?

As the days went by, Alicia and I continued to explore my newfound interest in dressing as Ms. Sapphire. We experimented with different outfits, makeup looks, and even tried out various wigs.

Each time, I found myself feeling more and more comfortable in my female persona, and my confidence began to grow.

But despite my growing comfort, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was somehow betraying Harry by keeping my identity as Ms. Sapphire a secret. The guilt continued to gnaw at me, and I knew that I would have to confront it sooner or later.


Chapter 6
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As I stood in the living room, dressed as Ms. Sapphire, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. Alicia was spending the night at a friend's house, and for the first time in a while, I was home alone. The thought of venturing out into the world as Ms. Sapphire began to take hold in my mind.

An internal battle raged within me. On one hand, I was eager to experience the world outside, feeling alive and free in my female persona.

On the other, I remembered the promise I had made to her about keeping my dressing up confined to our home. I felt torn, but the desire to go out and explore proved too strong to resist.

I took my time getting ready, carefully applying my makeup and selecting the perfect outfit. I chose a form-fitting black dress that hugged my curves and highlighted my feminine figure. As I zipped up the back, I felt a sense of anticipation building within me.

Next, I picked out a pair of black, strappy heels that added a few inches to my height, making me feel more powerful and confident. I practiced walking in them, getting used to the way they shifted my weight and changed my posture.

I then moved on to the finishing touches, putting on a pair of silver hoop earrings and a matching necklace. I brushed out my pink, wavy wig, ensuring every strand was in place before positioning it on my head.

Finally, I looked at myself in the mirror, pleased with the reflection that stared back at me. Ms. Sapphire was ready to take on the world, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement.

With a deep breath, I stepped out of the apartment and into the night, my heart racing in my chest. I could feel the eyes of passersby on me, some curious, others appreciative. It was a thrilling and nerve-wracking experience all at once.

I walked through the streets, feeling more alive than I had in a long time. Eventually, I found myself outside a lively club, the bass from the music pulsing through the ground beneath my feet.

"Hey there," a woman standing by the entrance said, giving me a friendly smile.

"You look amazing! I love your outfit."

"Thank you," I replied, my voice wavering slightly.

"I appreciate the compliment."

With a newfound sense of confidence, I entered the club, the music and energy washing over me. I danced and laughed, fully embracing my Ms. Sapphire persona. It felt freeing and exhilarating, a feeling I hadn't experienced in a long time.
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As the night wore on, I couldn't help but think about my promise to my girlfriend and the guilt that accompanied my decision to venture out. I knew I had broken her trust, and I couldn't ignore the gnawing feeling that I would have to face the consequences of my actions.

But at that moment, as I danced and celebrated my newfound freedom, I felt truly alive. The thought of returning to the confines of my apartment and the limitations I had agreed to with her felt stifling and suffocating.

The night eventually came to an end, and I reluctantly made my way back to the apartment, my mind swirling with a mixture of guilt and exhilaration. I knew I had some difficult conversations ahead of me, but for the first time, I felt a sense of clarity about who I was and who I wanted to be.

As I hung up my dress and carefully removed my makeup, I knew that my journey as Ms. Sapphire was far from over. There would be challenges and heartache along the way, but I was finally ready to face them head-on, with or without the support of those around me.

The next day, I saw Harry enter the coffee shop again, looking more downcast than ever. I couldn't help but feel responsible for his misery, and I decided to do something nice for him. As he approached the counter, I greeted him with a warm smile.

"Hey, Harry. Your coffee's on the house today," I said, trying to lift his spirits.

"Really? Thanks, Greg. That's very kind of you," he replied, looking genuinely touched by the gesture.
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As I prepared his coffee, I could see that he was still deeply affected by Ms. Sapphire's distance. I wanted to help, but I wasn't sure how to broach the subject. As I handed him the coffee, he finally spoke up.

"I don't know what to do, Greg," he admitted, his eyes welling up with tears.

"I've tried everything I can think of to get Ms. Sapphire's attention, but it's like she doesn't even care."

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. This was the perfect opportunity to tell him the truth, but seeing his pain made it all the more difficult. Just as I was about to confess, he broke down, tears streaming down his face.

"I think I might need psychological help," he sobbed, his voice cracking with emotion.

"I've never felt this way about someone before, and it's tearing me apart."

I couldn't bear to see him like this, so I did the only thing I could think of—I reached out and pulled him into a comforting hug. He cried on my shoulder, his body shaking with sobs. It was heartbreaking.

"Harry," I said softly, "maybe it's time to forget about Ms. Sapphire. You deserve someone better, someone who will appreciate all the effort you put into making them happy."

He slowly pulled away, wiping his tears and giving me a weak smile.

"You're right, Greg. I need to move on. Thank you."

"Don't mention it, man," I replied, feeling a mix of relief and sadness.

"You're a great guy, and you deserve to be happy."

He composed himself, and then, to my surprise, he invited me to dinner.

"Would you like to grab dinner with me tonight, Greg? You know, as former classmates and all. I think it would help me take my mind off things."

I hesitated, tempted to accept his offer, but then I remembered my commitment to Alicia.

"I appreciate the invitation, Harry, but I can't. My girlfriend is waiting for me at her apartment."

He nodded, understandingly.

"No problem, Greg. Maybe some other time, then."

"Yeah, definitely," I agreed, feeling a pang of guilt for not being completely honest with him.

"Take care of yourself, Harry."

As he left the coffee shop, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was letting him down. I wanted to tell him the truth, but it seemed that doing so would only cause him more pain. The weight of my secret, my life as Ms. Sapphire, felt heavier than ever.
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Later that night, as Alicia began waxing my body, I felt the familiar sting of hot wax being applied to my skin. She was gentle and patient, making sure to remove every hair from my body to maintain my Ms. Sapphire persona.

"Babe," I started, wincing as she ripped off a strip of wax from my leg, "something happened today that I need to tell you about."

"What is it, Greg?" she asked, pausing her work to give me her full attention.

I took a deep breath and began recounting the encounter with Harry at the coffee shop—his tears, the hug, and his invitation to dinner.

She listened attentively, her expression growing increasingly serious as I spoke.

"So, he still doesn't know that you're Ms. Sapphire?" she asked, concern etched on her face.

"No, I couldn't bring myself to tell him," I admitted, feeling a wave of shame wash over me.

"I wanted to, but I just couldn't."

She sighed, resuming her waxing duties.

"You need to keep it that way, babe. Telling Harry the truth would ruin everything we've built together—our careers, our income, everything. It's not worth it."

I flinched as she ripped off another strip of wax from my chest.

"But he's suffering, babe. He thinks he's losing his mind over Ms. Sapphire, and it's all my fault."

She applied more wax to my arm, her expression softening.

"I know it's hard, babe, but you can't risk everything for one person. You have to think about what's best for both of us."

"I know you're right," I conceded, feeling the weight of my secret grow heavier.

"But it's just so hard to see him like that."

She pulled the wax strip from my arm with a quick yank, causing me to wince.

"Painful, isn't it?" she said, a sympathetic smile on her lips.

"But sometimes, the things that hurt us are necessary for our growth."

I nodded, trying to accept her words of wisdom. As she continued to wax my body, we fell into a comfortable silence, punctuated only by the occasional rip of wax from my skin.

By the time she finished waxing me, my body was smooth and hairless, perfectly prepared for my Ms. Sapphire persona. Despite the physical pain, I felt a sense of satisfaction, knowing that I was doing what was necessary to protect my livelihood and my relationship with my girlfriend.

As I examined my reflection in the mirror, admiring the feminine curves and contours of my body using a spandex that I bought online, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in what I had achieved.

But at the same time, the guilt over keeping my secret from Harry continued to gnaw at me, a constant reminder of the price I was paying for my success.

She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her body against mine.

"You're doing the right thing, babe," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

"Sometimes, we have to make difficult choices in life. But as long as we stay strong and true to ourselves, everything will work out in the end."

I leaned into her embrace, drawing strength from her words and her presence. For the moment, the guilt was held at bay, replaced by a sense of determination and resolve.

That night, she and I settled into our usual gaming routine, side by side on the couch with our devices in hand. The familiar sound of the game filled the room as we navigated our avatars, Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal, through various challenges and quests.

We were so engrossed in the game that I didn't even notice when my phone buzzed with an incoming message. I excused myself to use the bathroom, leaving my phone on the coffee table next to Alicia.

As I was washing my hands, I heard her exclaim, "Oh, you've got to be kidding me!"

I hurried back to the living room, feeling a sense of unease.

"What's wrong?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

She held up my phone, her face a mask of disgust.

"It's that Mr. Diamond guy again. He just won't leave you alone, will he?"

I felt a surge of panic as I realized that she had read the message. I reached for my phone, but she pulled it away, her fingers flying across the screen as she typed a reply.

"Wait, babe! What are you doing?" I cried, trying to grab the phone back.

She glared at me, her eyes flashing with anger.

"I'm telling this loser to leave you alone, once and for all. He needs to get the message."

Before I could stop her, she hit send and tossed the phone back to me. I stared at the screen in disbelief, reading the expletive-filled message she had sent to Mr. Diamond. My heart sank as I realized the damage that had been done.

"Alicia, why did you do that?" I demanded, my voice shaking with anger.

She crossed her arms and scoffed.

"What's the big deal? You've been ignoring him for weeks anyway. It's about time he got the hint."

"But it wasn't your place to do that!" I argued, feeling a mix of frustration and guilt.

"He's just a guy who's struggling, and you've probably hurt him even more now."

She rolled her eyes and turned her attention back to the game.

"Stop being so dramatic, Greg. He's a grown man. He'll get over it."

I sat there, staring at my phone, feeling a sense of betrayal and disappointment. How could she have done something so thoughtless and cruel? I knew that she was protective of me, but this was a step too far.

“I don’t wanna fight with you, just suck my dick,” she said.
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I was still mad at her but I couldn’t resist her charms. Reluctantly, I started rubbing her bulge and started licking her balls.

“Mmm, we should be fucking, not fighting,” she jested.

Over the next few days, the tension between her and me grew. We continued to game together, but the easy camaraderie we once shared had been replaced by an uneasy silence. I couldn't shake the feeling that a wedge had been driven between us, and it was all because of that one impulsive act.

Despite my anger, I couldn't help but worry about Harry. He hadn't replied to the message, and I wondered if he was okay. The guilt weighed heavily on me, and I felt an overwhelming urge to apologize to him.

As the days turned into weeks, my relationship with her continued to suffer. I found myself unable to forget the incident, and it cast a dark shadow over our once-happy partnership.


Chapter 7
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I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled over me. It had been days since I'd last seen Harry at the coffee shop, and his absence was beginning to worry me.

To make matters worse, Mr. Diamond's last online status on the game had been weeks ago. I couldn't help but think that Alicia's harsh message had something to do with it, and the guilt was eating me alive.

To add to my stress, she just texted me that she wouldn’t be coming home that night. She was staying with a friend, leaving me alone with my thoughts.s

The emptiness of the apartment only served to amplify my anxiety, and I found myself pacing the floors, unable to settle. I needed a distraction, something to help me escape the suffocating worry that was closing in on me.

And then, it hit me—I could go out again, dressed as Ms. Sapphire.

The idea was both thrilling and terrifying, but I knew it was what I needed to do. I began the transformation process, carefully applying makeup to my face, adding layers of foundation, concealer, and powder. I sculpted my cheeks with blush and contour, and highlighted my features with a touch of shimmer.

Next, I moved on to my eyes, giving them depth and allure with smoky eyeshadow and winged eyeliner. I completed the look with a pair of false eyelashes and a bold coat of mascara. I studied my reflection in the mirror, amazed by how different I looked.

"Is this really me?" I murmured to my reflection, my voice barely a whisper.

I took a deep breath and continued the process, selecting a long, wavy pink wig from Alicia’s collection. I carefully placed it on my head, adjusting it until it fit perfectly.

The wig transformed me even further, and I began to feel the confidence I had experienced the first time I dressed as Ms. Sapphire.

I moved on to my outfit, choosing a flattering black dress that hugged my curves and showed off my legs. I paired it with black stockings and high-heeled ankle boots, taking a moment to practice walking in them before I left the apartment.

As I stood before the full-length mirror, I felt a mixture of excitement and fear.

"You can do this," I told myself, trying to summon all the courage I could muster.

With a final check of my makeup and outfit, I stepped out into the night, the cool air greeting me as I walked down the street. I could feel the curious glances of passersby, but instead of feeling embarrassed or ashamed, I felt alive.

The confidence I had found in my Ms. Sapphire persona seemed to grow with every step, and before long, I found myself at the entrance of a popular club. The music was pulsating, beckoning me inside, and I knew I couldn't resist.

As I walked through the door, I was hit with a wave of excitement and adrenaline. The club was a whirlwind of flashing lights and bodies moving to the rhythm of the music. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to proceed, but then I felt a hand on my arm.

"Hey, you're new here, aren't you?" a friendly voice asked.
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I turned to see a woman with a warm smile, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

"Yeah, it's my first time here," I replied, trying to sound as confident as I felt.

"Well, don't just stand there," she said, grinning.

"Come on, let's dance!"

With that, she pulled me onto the dance floor, and I found myself swept up in the music and the energy of the crowd. For a few hours, I was able to forget about my worries and lose control.

As the night wore on, I became more and more immersed in the dancing and the music. The atmosphere in the club was intoxicating, and I could feel the tension and worry of the past few days melting away with each beat of the music.

I danced with various partners, laughing and enjoying the sense of freedom that came with my Ms. Sapphire persona. It was as if I had left all my problems at the door, and I was finally able to just be myself—or at least, this new version of myself.

My euphoria was short-lived, however, as my eyes fell upon a familiar face across the room. It was Alicia, dressed in a risqué outfit that left little to the imagination.

She was entwined with a tall, muscular black man, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. As if that wasn't enough, she was also grinding against another equally hunky Latino man.

A surge of emotions washed over me—anger, jealousy, hurt, and betrayal all vying for dominance. The carefree happiness of the night vanished, replaced by a burning rage that threatened to consume me.

I couldn't believe that she would do this to me, especially after everything we had been through together.

Fueled by my anger, I stormed across the dance floor, making a beeline for her. As I approached, she broke off her kiss and looked at me, her eyes widening in surprise.

For a brief moment, I thought she might actually feel guilty about what she was doing. But then she laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that cut me to the core.

"I don't know who that crossdresser is," she said dismissively, turning her back on me as if I was nothing more than an annoyance.

The humiliation and embarrassment I felt were overwhelming, and I could feel tears prickling at the corners of my eyes. My first instinct was to flee the club, to escape the suffocating pain that threatened to swallow me whole. But something inside me refused to back down, to let her have the last word.

Gritting my teeth, I stepped forward and tapped her on the shoulder. She turned around, her expression a mix of amusement and irritation.

"What do you want?" she snapped, clearly annoyed by my persistence.

"I want an explanation, Alicia," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Why are you doing this? After everything we've been through, how could you betray me like this?"

She rolled her eyes, dismissing my pain with a wave of her hand.

"You really think you're something special, don't you? Just because we had some fun playing that stupid game and dressing you up like a girl, that doesn't mean I owe you anything. I'm just enjoying my life, and if you can't handle that, maybe you should go back to your little fantasy world."

Her words felt like a slap in the face, and I struggled to hold back the tears that threatened to spill over. I knew that I couldn't continue this confrontation, not without losing whatever dignity I had left.

Turning on my heel, I walked away from Alicia and her laughter, my heart heavy with the knowledge that our relationship had been built on lies and deceit.

The club, which had once felt like a sanctuary from my problems, was now just another source of pain and heartache.

As I made my way through the throngs of dancers, I felt more alone than ever before. The music and lights that had once seemed so inviting now felt oppressive and suffocating. I couldn't wait to escape the club and return to the safety of my parents’ house.

When I finally reached the exit, the cool night air felt like a balm on my wounded soul.

As I walked through the streets, still dressed in my Ms. Sapphire persona, the tears I had been holding back finally began to fall. The weight of the betrayal and hurt I felt was too much to bear, and I found myself sobbing uncontrollably.

In my despair, I felt a deep yearning for the comfort and safety of my family. So, through my tears, I made my way to my childhood home, seeking solace from the people who had always loved and supported me.

When I arrived, I hesitated for a moment on the front porch, unsure of how my family would react to seeing me like this. But the need for their support was stronger than my fear, and I knocked on the door, my entire body trembling with emotion.
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The door swung open, revealing my shocked and confused parents and sister. Their eyes widened as they took in my appearance, clearly struggling to understand what was happening. But before they could say anything, I broke down, my words spilling out in a torrent of tears.

"I'm so sorry," I sobbed.

"I don't know what's happening to me. I've been playing this game and dressing up like a woman, and it felt so good, but then I found out that my girlfriend was cheating on me, and I just couldn't take it anymore."

As I poured out my heart, my family's shock turned to concern and compassion. They gathered around me, wrapping me in their arms and offering the comfort that I so desperately needed.

"It's going to be okay," my mother whispered soothingly, stroking my hair.

"You're not alone. We're here for you, no matter what."

My father nodded, his eyes filled with love and understanding.

"We'll help you through this, son. You're stronger than you think."

My sister hugged me tightly, adding her own words of encouragement.

"You'll get through this, Greg. We'll be with you every step of the way."

With my family's support, the crushing weight on my chest began to lift, if only just a little. They led me inside, helping me remove my makeup and wig, and offering me a change of clothes. Once I was more comfortable, they guided me to my room, where I crawled into bed, emotionally drained.

As I lay there, my family's love surrounding me, I knew that I had a long road ahead of me. I had lost so much—my relationship with Alicia, my sense of identity, and my self-confidence—but I also knew that I wasn't alone.


Chapter 8
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As I continued to work at the coffee shop, my phone buzzed relentlessly with text messages from Alicia. I glanced down and saw her desperate apologies, claiming she had been drunk and didn't know what she was doing. But the hurt was still too fresh, and I couldn't bring myself to respond.

It was in the midst of this emotional turmoil that Harry, looking cheerful and in a much brighter mood than I had seen him in a long time. My heart clenched at the sight of him, guilt gnawing at my insides.

"Hey, Greg," he greeted me with a warm smile.

"How's it going?"

Seeing that there wasn’t anyone around, I knew that it was the perfect moment. Well, there was no perfect moment to tell him that I was instrumental in breaking his heart. But then again, he needed to know, he had the right to know.

Taking a deep breath, I decided it was finally time to tell him the truth.

"Harry, there's something I need to tell you. It's about Ms. Sapphire."
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His eyes widened, and he leaned in closer, clearly interested.

"What about her?"

I hesitated for a moment, then plunged ahead.

"Ms. Sapphire is… it's me, Harry. I've been playing as her all this time."

His face contorted with disbelief and anger.

"Seriously?!”

He scoffed, with eyes welling.

“You've let me go on like this, obsessing over her, and you never thought to tell me the truth?"

"I'm sorry, Harry," I pleaded, my voice shaking.

"I didn't know how to tell you. And the thing is, Ms. Sapphire isn't just a character for me anymore. I… I feel like I am her. That's why I couldn't bring myself to tell you because, in my heart, I feel like I'm really her."

He stared at me, his expression a mixture of confusion, hurt, and disappointment. Then, without another word, he turned and walked away, leaving me standing there, feeling utterly lost and alone.

Unable to bear the weight of everything, I retreated to the backroom of the coffee shop, my emotions threatening to overwhelm me. In the dim, quiet space, I allowed myself to crumble, my entire body shaking with sobs.

"Why is everything falling apart?" I whispered to myself, the tears streaming down my face.

"I never meant for any of this to happen. I just wanted to be happy, to feel like I belonged."

As I poured out my heart, I realized just how much I had lost—my relationship with Alicia, my friendship with Harry, and my own sense of identity.

I had become so entangled in my online persona that I had lost sight of who I was and what truly mattered.

"I don't know what to do anymore," I admitted to the empty room, my voice barely more than a whisper.

That night, I found myself in my sister's room, confiding in her about everything that had happened. She listened patiently, her expression a mixture of concern and sympathy.

"Greg," she said gently, "maybe you should consider seeing a psychiatrist or an expert. They might be able to help you understand and navigate these feelings you're having."

I frowned, reluctant to accept her suggestion.

"I don't know, sis. I'm not sure if that's really what I need. It's just… everything's so confusing right now."

As we continued to talk, our voices growing louder in our passionate discussion, our parents overheard our conversation from the hallway. They entered the room, their faces etched with worry.

"Greg, we couldn't help but overhear what you were saying," my father said, his voice gentle but firm.

"We think your sister is right. It might be a good idea to talk to someone who can help you make sense of all this."

My mother nodded, her eyes filled with love and concern.

"We just want you to be happy, honey. If talking to a professional can help you find that happiness, then we think it's worth considering."

My resistance slowly began to crumble under the weight of their collective concern. I looked from my sister to my parents, realizing that they all just wanted what was best for me.

"Okay," I agreed, my voice barely audible.

"I'll think about it."

Over the next few days, I found myself wrestling with the decision to seek help. Part of me still resisted the idea, feeling that it was somehow an admission of failure or weakness. But as I continued to struggle with my emotions and the complexities of my identity, I realized that I needed guidance and support.

Finally, with my family's encouragement, I made an appointment to see a psychiatrist. As the day of the appointment approached, I grew increasingly nervous, unsure of what to expect and how I would feel about opening up to a stranger.

The psychiatrist's office was a warm, inviting space, filled with soft lighting and calming artwork. As I sat down on the comfortable couch, the psychiatrist, a kind, middle-aged woman, looked at me with a reassuring smile.

"Greg, I understand that this might be difficult for you," she said gently.
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"But I want you to know that I'm here to help you, not to judge you. We'll work through this together, at your own pace."

As we began our sessions, I slowly started to open up about my feelings and experiences, delving into the complexities of my identity and my relationships. It wasn't easy, but with each passing session, I felt a growing sense of understanding and self-acceptance.

My family was a constant source of support during this time, always there to listen, offer advice, or just give me a hug when I needed it. They never wavered in their love and encouragement, and I felt incredibly grateful to have them in my life.

Over time, as I continued to work with my psychiatrist, I began to understand that my feelings and desires were valid and that it was okay to embrace both my male and female aspects.

It was a slow, sometimes painful journey, but ultimately, I found a sense of balance and peace within myself.

With this newfound understanding and self-acceptance, I felt better equipped to face the challenges that lay ahead. I knew that repairing my relationships with Harry and Alicia wouldn't be easy, but I was determined to try.

The following appointment, I desperately wanted to understand what was going on with me and find a way to reconcile my feelings.

During the session, the psychiatrist listened intently as I shared my experiences dressing up as a woman and my emotional connection to my online persona, Ms. Sapphire.

After carefully considering my situation, the psychiatrist suggested that I try dressing up as a woman 24/7 for a month. This would help determine if I was experiencing gender dysphoria or if dressing up was simply a way to escape my daily life.

My sister and mother agreed to help me with this journey, and we went shopping together for clothes, makeup, and accessories. Their support meant the world to me as we picked out dresses, skirts, blouses, and more.
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We laughed together as we tried on different outfits, and I felt a sense of joy and belonging I hadn't experienced in a long time.

As we moved on to the makeup section, my sister and mother eagerly showed me different products and techniques. They patiently taught me how to apply foundation, blush, eyeshadow, and lipstick. I felt incredibly grateful for their guidance and encouragement.

Next, we tackled my hair. My sister helped me select a few wigs that would allow me to change my look and express my newfound femininity. Each wig brought out a different side of me, and I reveled in the transformation.

At home, I began my month-long journey of living as a woman. Each day, I woke up and carefully applied my makeup, chose an outfit, and styled my hair.

I felt more confident and alive than I ever had before, and the positive feelings only grew stronger as the days went by.

My family continued to support me every step of the way. They encouraged me to embrace my new identity and be true to myself. It was a period of self-discovery and growth that brought us closer together.

During this time, I began to notice how different aspects of my life were affected by my new appearance. I felt more in touch with my emotions and more empathetic towards others.

I also felt a newfound sense of freedom and liberation, as if I had broken free from the constraints that had held me back for so long.

As the weeks went by, I started to realize that my feelings went beyond simply enjoying the process of dressing up. I truly felt like I was discovering a part of myself that had been hidden for years. The more I embraced my feminine side, the more natural and authentic it felt.

I also noticed that my relationships with others began to change. People seemed more open and accepting towards me, and I found it easier to connect with others on a deeper level.

It was as if dressing up as a woman had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for me.

As my month-long journey came to an end, I returned to the psychiatrist for a follow-up appointment. I shared my experiences and how dressing up as a woman had positively impacted my life. The psychiatrist listened carefully and acknowledged the significance of my feelings.

During the session, I opened up about my experiences with Ms. Sapphire, my emotions, and my love for dressing up as a woman. She listened intently and asked a series of questions to better understand my situation. It was a relief to finally be able to share my thoughts and feelings with someone who could provide guidance and insight.

After a thorough discussion, the psychiatrist diagnosed me as a transgender woman. The realization hit me like a tidal wave, but it also brought a sense of clarity and relief.

The confusion and conflict I had felt for so long suddenly made sense. I felt a surge of happiness and excitement, knowing that I had taken the first step toward embracing my true self.

As I left her office, I felt a newfound sense of purpose and determination. I knew that there was still a long journey ahead of me, but for the first time, I felt confident in my path.

I started to think about what name I should use for myself, and after some consideration, I decided that Ms. Sapphire would be the perfect name to embody my new identity.

Over the next few days, I began to explore my identity as Ms. Sapphire more fully. I experimented with different clothing styles, makeup, and wigs, embracing my feminine side with enthusiasm. The more I allowed myself to be Ms. Sapphire, the more I felt a deep sense of happiness and contentment.

My family continued to be supportive throughout this process, and their encouragement meant the world to me. My sister and mother accompanied me on shopping trips, helping me choose outfits that made me feel beautiful and confident. We laughed and shared in the joy of my newfound self-discovery.

I continued to practice my makeup skills, learning how to create a variety of looks that made me feel even more connected to Ms. Sapphire. I also experimented with different hairstyles, discovering which ones best suited my face and personal style.

As the weeks went by, I began to notice a change in my overall demeanor. I felt more at ease with myself, and my self-confidence soared. It was as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders, and I could finally be the person I was always meant to be.

I started to attend support group meetings for transgender individuals, where I met others who shared similar experiences and emotions. It was incredibly validating and inspiring to hear their stories and learn from their journeys.

During this time, I also began the process of coming out to my friends online. Although it was nerve-wracking, I was met with overwhelming support and understanding from those around me. It felt incredible to be accepted for who I truly was.

As I continued to embrace my identity as Ms. Sapphire, I found that I was able to let go of the guilt and negative emotions that had plagued me for so long.

My relationship with Alicia had come to an end, but I knew that it was for the best. I needed to focus on myself and my own happiness.


Chapter 9
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The following day, I logged into the game as Ms. Sapphire, feeling both excited and nervous about coming out as a transgender woman to my online community.

As soon as I logged in, I saw that Ms. Crystal was live streaming. My heart raced as I clicked on the stream, eager to see what was happening.

To my shock, I heard Alicia, aka Ms. Crystal, say, "I'm a proud transgender woman, unlike Ms. Sapphire who's just a guy pretending to be a girl for money."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. The betrayal cut deep, and I could feel my anger rising. I clenched my fists as I watched her ranking shoot up to number one.

Messages started flooding in, with players canceling Ms. Sapphire and praising Ms. Crystal for her honesty.

As I sat there, fuming, my sister walked into the room and saw the live stream.

"What the hell is going on?" she asked, her face turning red with anger.

"I don't know!" I replied, my voice shaking.

"Alicia just outed me as a guy pretending to be a girl for money, and now everyone's turning against me!"

My sister clenched her jaw and crossed her arms.

"We need to do something about this. We can't let her get away with spreading lies about you!"

“Well, I mean, isn’t that true, I made that character to get diamonds.”

“No, you’re Ms. Sapphire now, and you’re not pretending anymore.”

"But what can I do?" I asked, feeling defeated.

"Everyone already believes her."

"We'll figure it out," she said determinedly.

"But first, you need to set the record straight. Tell everyone the truth."

“I don’t think I’m ready for that…”

Over the next few days, the drama continued to unfold. Many players remained loyal to Ms. Crystal, while others took my side.

I was nervously tapping my shoes by the counter when I saw Harry enter the coffee shop. He looked at me for a moment, then quickly looked away, but I could see the anger in his eyes. I knew I had to talk to him.

"Hey Harry," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

He didn't respond, just walked over to the counter and ordered a coffee from my workmate. I waited nervously, wondering if he was ever going to speak to me again.

Finally, he turned to me and said, "So, you finally decided to take the game to reality, Ms. Sapphire?"

I took a deep breath and said, "I'm sorry, Harry. I should have told you the truth from the beginning."

"You're damn right you should have," he said, his voice rising.

"You made me feel like a fool, thinking you were this amazing girl I was talking to. And all along, it was just you playing a stupid game."

"I know, Harry. And I'm sorry. But please, can we talk about this?"

He looked at me for a moment, then sighed and said, "Fine. Let's talk."

We sat down at a table, and I explained everything to him. How I had started playing the game as Ms. Sapphire, and how I had come to realize that I was actually a transgender woman. I told him about the battle with Ms. Crystal and how she had betrayed me.

He listened quietly, then said, "So what are you going to do now?"

I shrugged.

"I don't know. I feel like I've lost everything. I don't have Alicia anymore, and now I've lost my reputation in the game too."

He put a hand on my shoulder.

"You haven't lost everything. You still have your family, and me… and all the people who care about you. And as for the game, maybe this is a chance for you to show everyone who you really are. Maybe this is your chance to come out as the real Ms. Sapphire."

I looked at him, surprised.

"You really think I should play again?"

He nodded.

"I do. And I'll be there to support you every step of the way."
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Harry and I were still chatting about the drama with Ms. Crystal when my phone beeped. I glanced down and saw a message from the people behind the game. My heart skipped a beat as I opened it and began to read.

"Oh my God, Harry, look at this!" I exclaimed, shoving my phone in his face. He leaned closer to read the message.

"Wow, they want to set up a live showdown between you and Ms. Crystal? That's huge," he said, his eyes widening in excitement.

"I know, right? This could be my chance to prove to everyone that I'm a real woman and not just some guy pretending to be one," I said, my heart racing with anticipation.

"But are you ready for it?" he asked, a hint of concern in his voice.

"I don't know," I admitted.

"I believe in you, Ms. Sapphire," he said, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder.

"Thanks, Harry. Your support means everything to me," I said.

Days passed and Harry promised to help me practice for the upcoming showdown. As I was playing side by side with him, I couldn't help but feel this inexplicable connection between us.

We've been playing together for weeks now, and the bond between us has grown stronger with each passing day. We've been through countless battles together, and the way he protects me in the game has made me feel safe and secure.

As we were gearing up for a tough raid, I couldn't help but steal a glance at him. His eyes were focused on the game, and his lips were slightly parted in concentration.

I found myself staring at his lips, wondering what it would feel like to kiss him. I quickly shook the thought out of my head, feeling a bit embarrassed.

We battled through the raid, and it was tough, but with Harry by my side, I knew we could do it. We emerged victorious, and we both let out a sigh of relief.

As we were basking in our triumph, he turned to me and said, "You're amazing, Ms. Sapphire. I couldn't have done it without you."

I felt my cheeks turn red, and I couldn't help but smile. I turned to him and said, "No, Harry, we did it together. I'm so lucky to have you as my partner in the game."

As we were winding down for the night, he suggested we do a few more quests together. I agreed, feeling this urge to spend more time with him. We spent the next few hours battling through quests, and I couldn't help but notice how handsome he looked. His eyes were so kind, and his smile was infectious.

As we were wrapping up for the night, I felt this urge to tell him how I felt. I turned to him and said, "Harry, can I talk to you about something?"

He turned to me and said, "Of course, what is it?"

I took a deep breath and said, "Harry, I don't know how to say this, but I think I have feelings for you. I know we've only known each other in the game, but I feel this connection between us, and I can't ignore it."

His face lit up, and he said, "Ms. Sapphire, I feel the same way. I've been trying to find the right time to tell you, but I didn't want to mess things up between us."

I felt a wave of relief wash over me, and I said, "I'm so happy to hear that. I don't know what this means for us outside of the game, but I know that I want to explore this connection between us."

He took my hand and said, "I would love nothing more than to explore this connection with you. You're amazing, and I feel so lucky to have you in my life."

As we were staring into each other's eyes, I felt this overwhelming urge to kiss him.
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I leaned in, and our lips met, and it felt like fireworks were exploding inside of me. It was my first kiss with a boy, and it felt so magical and perfect.

As we pulled away, he said, "Ms. Sapphire, that was amazing. I can't believe how much I've been missing out on."

Without thinking things through, I took his hand and led him to the backroom of the coffee shop. My heart was pounding, and I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks. We were alone, and I wanted nothing more than to be close to him.

As we entered the room, I turned to him, and we looked into each other's eyes. At that moment, all of my fears and insecurities faded away, and I knew that I wanted him.

Without a word, he pulled me close, and our lips met in a kiss that was soft at first, but quickly became more passionate. His hands were on my waist, and I could feel the heat of his body against mine.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer to me, as we kissed. Our bodies were pressed together, and I could feel his desire for me growing.

As our tongues met in a dance of passion, I knew that I wanted him more than anything. I had never felt this way before, and I never wanted this moment to end.

He pulled away from the kiss, and looked into my eyes.

"I've wanted to do that for so long," he said, his voice husky with desire.

"I know," I replied, feeling breathless.

"I've wanted you too."

He pulled me back into another kiss, and I lost myself in the moment. Our bodies were pressed together, and I could feel the intensity of his desire for me.

As we kissed, I knew that I wanted to be with him. I never thought I’d be into men but he was everything that I had ever wanted all along, and I knew that I would never be able to resist him.

We continued to kiss, our passion growing with each passing moment. At that moment, nothing else mattered, and I knew that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

He started licking my neck as he squeezed my butt from my skirt. He then trailed my bra, causing the silicone pad to press hard against my erect nipples.

"Sorry, I don't have surgeries yet," I shyly said.

"I like natural girls," he replied before tracing my thighs with his strong hand.

"I've never been with a transgender woman before but I'm willing to try everything with you," he continued before rubbing his bulge on my thigh.

His bulge finally entered my crotch as he pressed it hard against my hard penis inside my pink panties. He then started grinding it against my yearning until I was able to feel its girth.

"I love how big your dick is," I told him as he unzipped his pants.
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"I like how hard you are for me," he replied as he reached his hand under my skirt.

His fingers instantly entered my panties then he started stroking my shaft.

"Are you sure about this?"

"I've never been more sure in my life," he said before consuming my mouth with fervor.

He then pulled back my bra to reveal my breasts from fat, causing me to shiver in embarrassment from my lack of hormones and surgery.

"You have a beautiful body," he said as he cupped them hard with his hand.

"You have more to love," he added.

He then pulled off his pants and underwear and slid his dick inside my chubby thighs. He continued thrusting it hard, rubbing against my penis, causing me a sensation that only he could deliver.
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I then stuck my tongue in his mouth, reaching for his gums, which quickly made him heighten his pace, causing a swirl of ecstasy inside me.

He then pulled my butt up and dragged me toward the sofa. He pulled me towards him and planted me on top of his waist, allowing him to rub his meaty dick against my round butt.

Without thinking things through, he then unbuttoned my skirt and threw it on the floor.

"You're so hot," he said before sticking his head underneath my skirt and licked my balls and dick.

"Oh my God!"

"Shh, it's fine, let me suck your penis," he continued before putting my dick into his mouth.

I could feel his warm tongue as he sucked my dick, stroking it hard, causing me to toss my head in excitement, causing me to feel dizzy.
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"Mmm, you're so sweet Ms. Sapphire," he moaned.

I tried to reply, but I was too overwhelmed by his service.

"I never thought a penis could taste so sweet," he continued.

"I love it, it's so fat," he added before licking the tip clean of precum.

He maneuvered me then removed my panties and slipped his tongue inside my asshole. I could feel his tongue massaging the entrance of my anus, causing me to feel warm throughout my body.

"Please give me your cock," I begged said as I was about to reach climax.
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"Please fuck me."

Being a good listener and having a lot of practice with Alicia, he stuck his manhood inside my rectum and then rammed it hard.

"Fuck! I've never been in something as tight as this!"
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"Mmm, you like my hole, Harry?"

"Yes, Ms. Sapphire, I could make love to you all night. You're so hot!"

As he fucked me like a jackrabbit, I stroked my penis while rhythmically joining his thrusts.

The feeling was euphoric and I shouted in ecstasy.

"I'm about to come, Ms. Sapphire!"
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"Keep fucking me," I begged, clenching my asshole.

He kept thrusting me then crashing his manhood hard against my ass walls.

"You're so hot, you're making me cum so fast!" He moaned as he reached orgasm inside me.

And just like that, he pulled out his dick as it came out with a pop, oozing out thick cum that landed on my butt cheeks.

"That was amazing," he said.

"You're amazing," I replied.

He then gathered my cum-covered ass cheeks and licked them one at a time.

"Oh my God, that's so hot," I said.

"I love your ass," he added before kissing my butt cheeks.

I could feel his warm saliva slide down my crack.

"I could do this every night with you. It's way better than Gang-Love events," he jested before we collapsed on the floor—bodies spent from the novelty of our unexpected yet romantic pairing.


Chapter 10

[image: ]

Days later, I decided that it was time to practice with Harry for one last time before the epic showdown between Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal. Our relationship had grown stronger and deeper, and we knew that this upcoming battle would be a defining moment for both of us.

We decided to use our time together to prepare and strategize, ensuring that we would give our all in the impending clash.

We met up in the virtual arena, standing side by side as we began our practice session. The atmosphere was electric, as both excitement and tension filled the air. We knew that the outcome of the showdown would have significant consequences for our in-game reputations, but we couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration at the prospect of facing such a formidable opponent.

Our first order of business was to review our arsenal of weapons, abilities, and gear. We spent hours poring over the various options, discussing strategies, and weighing the pros and cons of each choice.

It was clear that we had to make sure our characters were in top form, with the most powerful equipment and skills at our disposal.

As we practiced our moves and honed our skills, we also discussed various tactics and strategies for the showdown. We were well aware of Ms. Crystal's prowess in the game, and we knew that we needed to be prepared for any eventuality.

Our conversations covered everything from evasive maneuvers to well-timed counterattacks, ensuring that we would be ready for whatever Ms. Crystal had to throw at us.

During our practice sessions, Harry and I worked seamlessly together, like a well-oiled machine. Our characters moved in perfect synchrony, anticipating each other's actions and responding accordingly.

It was evident that our time together in the game had forged an unbreakable bond between us, both as friends and as teammates.

We spent hours upon hours in the virtual arena, practicing relentlessly as we fine-tuned our strategies and honed our skills. We took breaks only when absolutely necessary, determined to make the most of our time together and ensure that we were as prepared as possible for the upcoming showdown.

As the sun began to set in the virtual world, casting a warm orange glow over the landscape, we took a moment to pause and admire the view. Despite the intensity of our practice, we couldn't help but marvel at the beauty of the world that had brought us together.

We continued practicing late into the night, pushing ourselves to our limits and beyond. Our dedication to our goal was unwavering, and we knew that every moment spent honing our skills would ultimately make a difference in the final battle.

The next morning, as the sun began to rise, casting a gentle light through the curtains of my bedroom, I knew it was time to begin my preparations for the showdown. The stakes were high, and I wanted to ensure that Ms. Sapphire looked the part of the hottest girl gamer. With Harry's help, I was determined to create the perfect outfit and image for the big event.

I started my day with a refreshing shower, feeling the warm water cascade down my body as I washed away any lingering nerves or tension. The soothing sensation of the water helped to calm my mind and focus on the task at hand—transforming Ms. Sapphire into a vision of virtual beauty.

As I stepped out of the shower and wrapped myself in a soft, fluffy towel, Harry was already waiting in my bedroom with an array of outfits and accessories laid out before him. Together, we would carefully select the perfect combination to create the ultimate look for Ms. Sapphire.

We began by choosing the base outfit, which needed to be both stylish and functional. After much deliberation, we settled on a sleek, form-fitting bodysuit that hugged every curve, accentuating Ms. Sapphire's feminine figure.

The bodysuit was a deep shade of blue, with intricate silver detailing that added a touch of elegance and sophistication.

Next, we moved on to selecting the perfect pair of boots for Ms. Sapphire. We decided on a pair of knee-high, black leather boots with stiletto heels that added an air of confidence and power to her overall appearance. The boots were adorned with silver buckles and accents, complementing the details of the bodysuit.

With the base outfit chosen, it was time to accessorize. Harry handed me a stunning silver necklace, which featured a large, sparkling sapphire pendant that hung gracefully just above my cleavage.

The necklace was not only a nod to my in-game persona but also a symbol of the strength and resilience that I had shown throughout my time in Cyber Lovin'.

We continued to accessorize, adding a pair of long, fingerless gloves that reached up to my elbows. The gloves were made of a soft, black material with silver accents that matched the rest of my ensemble. The gloves added a touch of mystery and allure to my look, further enhancing my overall appearance.

As we moved on to selecting the perfect makeup look, Harry pulled out an array of eyeshadows, lipsticks, and blushes, all in varying shades of blue and silver.

We decided on a bold, smoky eye look that would draw attention to my eyes and make them appear even more striking. A swipe of mascara and a touch of eyeliner completed the eye makeup, giving me a fierce and captivating gaze.

For my lips, we chose a deep, rich shade of blue that perfectly matched the color of my bodysuit. The lipstick was bold and daring, yet it also had a subtle shimmer that added a touch of glamour and sophistication.

With a final dusting of silver highlighter on my cheekbones and a light application of blush, my makeup look was complete.

As Harry stepped back to admire his handiwork, I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence and excitement coursing through me. I looked every bit the part of the hottest girl gamer, ready to face Ms. Crystal in the ultimate showdown.

With my outfit and makeup complete, it was time to turn my attention to my hair. I decided to wear it down, letting my long, flowing locks cascade over my shoulders and down my back. To add a touch of drama and flair, I incorporated a few loose braids and a sprinkling of silver hair glitter, which sparkled in the sunlight as I moved.

Feeling fully prepared and looking the part, I turned to Harry and expressed my gratitude for his help in getting ready for the showdown.

" Thank you, Harry," I said sincerely, my eyes shining with gratitude.

"I couldn't have done this without you. Your support means the world to me."

He smiled warmly, his eyes reflecting the pride he felt for our accomplishments together.

"It's been an honor, Ms. Sapphire. You're going to be amazing out there, and I know you're going to give it your all."

With a final once-over in the mirror, I took a deep breath, feeling a mixture of anticipation and excitement. My transformation was complete, and I felt ready to face the challenge ahead.

As I stepped out of my bedroom and into the virtual world, I could feel the eyes of the other players on me, admiring my stunning appearance and the air of confidence that surrounded me.

Moments later, as Harry and I arrived at the bustling E-sports Arena, I could feel the energy and excitement in the air. The crowd was massive, with people from all walks of life gathered together to witness the epic showdown between Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal.
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The anticipation was palpable, and I couldn't help but feel a mixture of nerves and exhilaration as we made our way through the throngs of people.

I leaned in towards Harry and whispered, "I can't believe how many people are here. I never thought our showdown would attract such a crowd."

He smiled reassuringly and replied, "It just goes to show how much of an impact you've made in the game, Ms. Sapphire. You should be proud of yourself."

As we approached the entrance to the stadium, the cheers and applause from the crowd grew louder, reaching a fever pitch as I stepped through the gates. The atmosphere was electric, and I could feel the weight of expectation on my shoulders. I took a deep breath and steadied myself, determined to give my all in the upcoming showdown.

Just as I began to take in the enormity of the event, Ms. Crystal made her entrance. She looked stunning and confident, basking in the adoration of her fans. She was accompanied by a tall, muscular man who I quickly recognized as Mr. Moneybags – her partner for the tag-team match. The crowd's reaction to their arrival was deafening, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of envy as I realized that Ms. Crystal's fan base seemed to dwarf my own.
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The announcer's voice boomed through the arena, capturing the attention of everyone present.

"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the ultimate showdown between two of Cyber Lovin's most iconic players… Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal! Tonight, these fierce competitors will face off in a battle that will determine who truly deserves the title Cyber Babe!"

The crowd roared with anticipation, and I felt a shiver run down my spine as the gravity of the event sank in. The announcer continued, outlining the mechanics of the duel.

"Our players will compete in two rounds—first, a tag-team match featuring Ms. Sapphire and Mr. Diamond battling against Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags. The final round will be an epic showdown between the two ladies themselves!"

As the announcer explained the impact of the match, I was astonished to learn that not only was the stadium filled to capacity, but millions of viewers around the world were tuning in to witness the event online.

The showdown had captured the attention of the gaming community, making it a truly monumental occasion.

As the stage was set for the showdown, I took a moment to collect my thoughts and steady my nerves. I knew that this was the moment I had been working towards, and I was determined to prove myself as the hottest girl gamer in Cyber Lovin'. With Harry by my side and the support of my fans behind me, I felt ready to face whatever challenges the showdown would bring.

As the announcer's voice faded and the crowd's excitement reached new heights, I looked over at Harry and shared a moment of quiet determination. Together, we had prepared for this event, and we were ready to give it our all.

The crowd's anticipation reached a fever pitch as the tag-team match was about to begin. Harry, as Mr. Diamond, took his place beside me while Mr. Moneybags stood next to Ms. Crystal. I could feel her intense glare, and I met it with a determined gaze of my own.

The announcer's voice boomed through the arena, signaling the start of the match.

"Ladies and gentlemen, let the first round of the showdown begin!"

As the match commenced, Harry and I quickly found our rhythm, executing a series of well-coordinated attacks against Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags. The audience roared with excitement at each successful strike, spurring us on even more.

"An incredible move by Ms. Sapphire!" the announcer exclaimed, as I expertly dodged an attack from Mr. Moneybags and countered with a powerful blow.

"She's showing off her skills and proving that she's a force to be reckoned with!"

Despite our strong start, Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags were formidable opponents. They responded to our attacks with expert precision and teamwork, never letting us gain a significant advantage.

As the battle raged on, the crowd hung on every move, gasping and cheering in equal measure. The atmosphere in the arena was electrifying, and I could feel the pressure mounting with each passing moment.

During a brief lull in the action, I turned to Harry and said, "We can't let our guard down. They're strong, but we can do this."

Harry nodded in agreement, his eyes filled with determination.

"We've got this, Ms. Sapphire. Let's show them what we're made of."

As the match continued, Ms. Crystal launched a devastating attack on Mr. Diamond, sending him crashing to the ground. The audience gasped, and I felt my heart race in panic. I knew I had to act quickly to turn the tide in our favor.

With renewed resolve, I unleashed a powerful counterattack on Ms. Crystal, momentarily stunning her and giving Harry the chance to recover.

The crowd erupted in cheers, and the announcer's voice filled the stadium.

"What a comeback! Ms. Sapphire has managed to turn the tables and give her team a fighting chance!"

As the tag-team match neared its conclusion, both teams were evenly matched, each delivering and receiving powerful blows. The tension in the arena was palpable, with fans on the edge of their seats, waiting to see which team would ultimately prevail.

Finally, in a dramatic turn of events, Harry and I managed to land a simultaneous, devastating attack on Ms. Crystal and Mr. Moneybags, securing our victory in the tag-team match. The crowd exploded in applause, and the announcer's voice filled the stadium.

"In an incredible display of teamwork and skill, Ms. Sapphire and Mr. Diamond have emerged victorious in the first round of the showdown!"

As the cheers of our fans washed over us, I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and confidence. We had triumphed in the first round, but the final, decisive battle between Ms. Crystal and me was still to come. I knew that I had to maintain my focus and determination if I wanted to claim the title Cyber Babe.

The final showdown between Ms. Sapphire and Ms. Crystal began, and the tension in the arena was palpable. Each of us was determined to prove our dominance in the game, and the crowd eagerly awaited the outcome of the intense battle. With every move, the cheers and gasps from the audience fueled our determination.

As the duel continued, it became clear that Ms. Crystal had some tricks up her sleeve. Her attacks seemed to grow more powerful and precise with every passing moment, and I struggled to keep up. Despite my best efforts, Ms. Crystal was slowly gaining the upper hand.

"Ms. Crystal is dominating the match!" the announcer exclaimed.

"Can Ms. Sapphire turn the tide and make a comeback?"

Despite the mounting odds against me, I refused to give up. I continued to fight back, matching Ms. Crystal's attacks with my own. The crowd remained on the edge of their seats, unsure of the ultimate outcome.

Then, just as it seemed Ms. Crystal was about to claim victory, Mr. Moneybags made a sudden, shocking move. He rushed to the announcer's booth, his face a mixture of anger and determination.

"I can't stand by and watch this any longer!" he shouted into the microphone.

"Ms. Crystal has been cheating! She's been exploiting a hack in the game to give herself an unfair advantage!"

The crowd gasped, and Ms. Crystal's triumphant smirk faltered.

Mr. Moneybags continued, "I have proof! Just listen to this!" He played a recorded phone call from his phone, and Ms. Crystal's voice filled the arena, "These fans are so stupid and easy to manipulate. They'll believe anything I say."

The crowd erupted in outrage, and the announcer's voice filled the stadium.

"Ladies and gentlemen, it seems we have a shocking turn of events! Ms. Crystal has been accused of cheating and exploiting the game to her advantage!"

As the evidence against Ms. Crystal mounted, the referees quickly stepped in to review the situation. After a tense deliberation, they reached their verdict—she had indeed cheated and would be disqualified from the competition.

The crowd's boos and jeers followed her as she was escorted from the arena.

With Ms. Crystal's disqualification, I was declared the winner of the showdown and crowned the Cyber Babe of Cyber Lovin'. The crowd roared with approval, and the announcer's voice rang out once more.

"Congratulations to Ms. Sapphire, the true champion of Cyber Lovin'! She has shown incredible skill, perseverance, and integrity throughout this competition, and she is now the winner of the $100,000 cash prize!"

As the day came to an end, my family, Harry, and I decided to celebrate my victory at a cozy little restaurant in town. The place was a charming, dimly lit bistro with exposed brick walls, warm wooden floors, and an intimate atmosphere. The soothing sound of jazz music played softly in the background, and the delicious aroma of the evening's specials filled the air.

Upon our arrival, the hostess led us to a large, round table near the back of the restaurant, where we could enjoy some privacy. We all sat down, the excitement of the day still fresh in our minds. The menu was filled with mouthwatering dishes, making it difficult to choose just one.

Our conversation was lively and filled with laughter as we recounted the day's events. My parents beamed with pride, and my sister Maddie couldn't stop gushing about how incredible the showdown had been.

Harry, ever the supportive boyfriend, praised my determination and skill throughout the competition.

As our appetizers arrived, we shared stories and reminisced about our journey together. The camaraderie between us was heartwarming, and I felt incredibly grateful for their unwavering support. We clinked our glasses together in a toast, celebrating not only my victory but also the love and connection we shared as a family.

The main course was served, and we all dug in, savoring the delicious flavors.

My dad joked, "You know, Ms. Sapphire, with all that prize money, you could treat us to dinner every night for a month!" We all laughed, and my mom chimed in, "But we're just happy to see you succeed and follow your passion."

As the evening wore on, the conversation turned to our plans for the future. Maddie talked about her upcoming graduation and college plans, and my parents shared their dreams of traveling the world together.

Harry reached for my hand and looked into my eyes, saying, "Whatever the future holds for us, I know we'll face it together."

As we finished our desserts, he leaned in closer and whispered, "You know, Ms. Sapphire, you've always been my champion, both in the game and in my heart." I blushed and squeezed his hand, feeling my heart swell with love for this incredible man who had stood by my side through it all.


Epilogue
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As I looked back on the whirlwind journey that had brought me to where I was today, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of gratitude and disbelief.

Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined that playing Cyber Lovin' would change my life in such a profound way. It had started as a simple escape from reality, a way to earn some extra money, but it had become so much more than that.
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My relationship with Harry had blossomed into something beautiful and genuine. We had grown to love each other not just as our online avatars, but as the people we truly were. The game had brought us closer, allowing us to connect on a deeper level, and I cherished every moment we spent together.

Maddie had finished high school and started college, pursuing her own dreams with determination and grace. I couldn't have been prouder of the strong, independent woman she had become. My parents continued to support and love us unconditionally, and their happiness was contagious.

I had learned so much from my experiences in the game, particularly the importance of honesty and integrity. My showdown with Ms. Crystal had taught me that in the end, the truth always prevails, and that it's better to be yourself, even in the face of adversity.

As for me, I continued living as Ms. Sapphire, my truest identity. I also kept playing Cyber Lovin', not just for the money, but for the friendships and connections I had made. I took the lessons I had learned from the game and applied them to my everyday life, striving to be the best version of myself that I could be.

Harry and I often talked about our future together, filled with hope and excitement. We knew that life would continue to throw challenges our way, but we were confident that we could face them head-on, hand in hand.

Our love had been forged in the virtual world, but it was real and strong, and it carried us forward into the great unknown.

And so, as Ms. Sapphire and Mr. Diamond, we continued to explore the vast expanse of Cyber Lovin', side by side, ready to take on any challenge that came our way.

Our love story, born from the pixels of a virtual world, was a testament to the power of transformation. In the end, the game had not only changed our lives but had also shown us what truly mattered… love, honesty, and the courage to be ourselves.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Cyber Babe? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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

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

Read The Feminization Bible V2


Book Bundles

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

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Other Titles
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“Little did I know, the stylist’s stockings, lingerie, and high-heels were all I needed to unleash my truest identity.”

Read New Wardrobe

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Cyber Babe – First-time Feminization by a Transgender Woman.

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

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

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

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

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

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/epL92e/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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