

Dream Girl

A Deceitful Feminization Romance

“This story is for you.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”

[image: A person standing on a cloud with a fishing pole  Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2024


Copyright © 2024 by Brightlucky Press. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All the characters are within the legal age of consent. The author and publisher disclaim any liability, loss, or risk incurred as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of this book.

This book is intended for mature audiences and contains adult themes and language. Reader discretion is advised.

If you have any questions regarding the use or distribution of this book, please contact the author directly. Thank you for respecting the author's work and intellectual property rights.


Table of Contents

∞∞∞

Dream Girl

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Epilogue

Book Bundles

Custom Story

Audiobooks

Find Femboys

Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction

“$100 thousand dollars… but I have to look exactly like his dream girl.”

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

∞∞∞

I’d do anything to be a millionaire, wait, scratch that, a billionaire, and I have to start early. It all began when I successfully created a website to lure technologically-challenged customers. Then, it evolved into something bigger, something that would turn my savings from three digits to six.

Love scam, it’s the only key. However, there’s a huge problem. I’m not a girl… but then, I thought, for the right rea$ons, I could be.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, 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 Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Dream Girl.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I SAT IN THE CORNER outside the coffee shop beside our university, the noise around me fading into the background as I stared at my laptop screen. Exo Alpha University students loved hanging out there because it was where the cool kids could smoke, but me… I was there for the cheap coffee and I had more important things on my mind.

I had a plan.

A plan to get rich, and I didn’t care how.

My fingers flew across the keyboard as I fine-tuned the website. It looked legit—clean design, friendly colors, and plenty of reassuring words about health and vitality. The perfect trap for unsuspecting old folks. They'd think they were buying vitamins, but really, they were just lining my pockets.

"Hey, Gerald!" Terra's voice broke through my concentration. My sister was the social butterfly of the family, the popular girl everyone adored. I glanced up—annoyed by her perky presence.
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"What do you want?" I mumbled, my eyes darting back to the screen. I didn't have time for her today.

"What are you working on?" she asked, peering over my shoulder.

"Just a project for class," I lied smoothly.

"Something about web development."

"Always the tech wizard," she teased, ruffling my hair.

"You should come out with us tonight. There’s a party at Jason’s place."

"Maybe," I replied noncommittally. "I've got a lot to do."

"Suit yourself," she said, shrugging before bouncing off to join her friends.

As soon as she was out of sight, I returned to my work. I knew I was good at this. Better than good. I was smart, and I had the skills to prove it. But I also knew that if my parents or Terra ever found out what I was really doing, they'd never understand. They'd think I was just a troublemaker.

Maybe I was.

But I had dreams, and I was going to make them come true.

I took a drag from my cigarette, hidden in the folds of my hoodie. The smoke curled up, blending with the steam from my coffee. I didn’t care if smoking was bad for me. I needed something to calm my nerves.

This was it. My big break.

I logged into my fake email account and started sending out the phishing emails. Each one was carefully crafted to look like a legitimate offer.

“Exclusive offer on the best vitamins for seniors! Limited stock!” It was almost too easy.

Minutes turned into hours as I watched the emails go out, one by one. The outside area began to empty as lunchtime ended, but I stayed put, focused on my screen. My mind raced with the possibilities.

If this worked, I'd have enough money to start something real. Maybe even my own company. No more pretending to be the shy, geeky kid. No more living in anyone's shadow.

Soon after, a notification popped up on my screen, pulling me out of my thoughts. Someone had taken the bait. Then another. And another. I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face. It was working.
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"Hey, Gerald, are you coming to class?" My friend Mark's voice startled me. He was one of the few people I actually talked to, mainly because he left me alone most of the time.

"Yeah, just finishing up here," I said, quickly closing my laptop.

"I'll catch up with you."

He gave me a thumbs up and walked away, leaving me alone again. I packed up my stuff and headed out of the coffee shop, my mind still buzzing with excitement. This was just the beginning.

Moments later in class, I struggled to pay attention. My professor droned on about network security, but my thoughts kept drifting back to my website. I couldn't wait to check my account and see how much money I'd made. The thrill of it all was intoxicating.

As soon as class was over, I rushed back to my bedroom. I shut the door behind me and opened my laptop. My heart pounded as I logged into my account. There it was. Money. Not a lot yet, but enough to prove that my plan was working.

I leaned back in my chair, a sense of satisfaction washing over me. This was it. The start of something big. I knew I was playing a dangerous game, but the risk was worth it.

I was going to be rich, no matter what.

The days turned into weeks, and my scam continued to grow. More and more people were falling for it, and my bank account was steadily increasing. But with the money came a new set of worries. I had to be careful. One mistake, and everything could come crashing down.

One evening, as I was tweaking the website, my mom called from my grandma’s house. She wanted to know how I was doing, if I was keeping up with my studies. I assured her everything was fine, that I was working hard. She didn’t need to know the truth.

“Have you talked to Terra lately?” she asked.

“She says you’ve been distant.”

“Yeah, we talked,” I lied again. “Just busy, you know?”

“Well, don’t forget about your family,” she said gently.

“We’re here for you.”

“I know, Mom,” I said, feeling a pang of guilt. I knew I was lying to her, but I couldn’t stop now. I was in too deep.

As I hung up, I looked at my screen. The website, the emails, the money—it was all starting to feel heavy. But I pushed the thoughts away. I had a goal, and I was going to reach it.
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Soon after, I was checking the latest transactions again when there was a knock on my door. It was Terra.

“Can we talk?” she asked, looking more serious than usual.

“Sure,” I said, closing my laptop. “What’s up?”

She sat on my bed, fidgeting with her hands. “I know you’re up to something, Gerald. I’ve seen you sneaking around, hiding things. What’s going on?”

I felt my heart skip a beat. “It’s nothing. Just school stuff.”

“Don’t lie to me,” she said, her eyes narrowing.

“I’m not stupid. Whatever it is, you need to stop. It’s not worth it.”

For a moment, I wanted to tell her everything. To confess and ask for help. But then I remembered why I started this in the first place. I wanted to be rich. To make a name for myself. I couldn’t back down now.

“I’m fine,” I said, standing up. “Really.” She sighed, standing up too.

“Just be careful, okay? I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

“I will,” I promised, though I wasn’t sure if I believed it myself.

As she left, I sat back down and stared at my laptop. The thrill was still there, but it was mingled with something else now. Doubt. I shook it off and got back to work. I had a plan, and I was going to see it through. No matter what.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I was in my bedroom checking my emails. The money was rolling in, and I felt unstoppable. But today was different. Mixed in with the usual orders were refund requests. I couldn’t help but grin as I read through them. People were starting to realize they’d been scammed, but it didn’t bother me. I had a plan for this.

I replied to each email with a polite response. “Dear Customer, we apologize for the delay. Your order is on its way and should arrive soon. Thank you for your patience.” I knew the products would never arrive, but that wasn’t my problem.

Just as I was about to shut my laptop, my door burst open. Terra stormed in, her face red with anger. I’d never seen her this mad.

“Gerald! What the hell are you doing?” she yelled, slamming the door behind her.

I looked up, feigning innocence. “What are you talking about?”
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“Don’t play dumb with me!” she snapped.

“I saw the emails. Refund requests from your little scam. You borrowed my laptop last week when your battery was busted. You forgot to sign out of your scammy e-mail address.”

My heart sank. I thought I’d been so careful. But there it was, my big mistake.

“Terra, it’s not what you think—”

“Don’t lie to me!” she interrupted. “I know exactly what you’re doing. You’re scamming people, Gerald. Old people, for God’s sake! How could you?”

I stood up, trying to stay calm. “Okay, okay. Yes, I’ve been scamming people. But it’s not as bad as it seems. I just needed some extra cash.”

“Not as bad as it seems?” she echoed, disbelief in her eyes.

“You’re stealing from innocent people. Do you know how serious this is?”

I took a deep breath, trying to keep my cool.

“Look, I’ll stop. I promise. I’ll shut everything down.”

“You’d better,” she said, her voice shaking with anger.

“Because if you don’t, I’ll go to the police. And don’t think I won’t.”

A wave of fury washed over me, but I forced myself to stay calm.

“I get it. I messed up. I’ll stop. Just give me a chance to fix this.”

She stared at me for a long moment, then nodded. “Fine. But if I find out you’re still doing this, I won’t hesitate. This is your last chance.”

“I understand,” I said, feeling a mix of relief and anger. “I’ll stop. I promise.”

With one last glare, she turned and left the room, slamming the door behind her. I sank back into my chair, my mind racing. Terra had found out. I had to be more careful. But I wasn’t going to stop. Not yet.

Not when I was so close.

I sat there for a while, thinking about my next move. I couldn’t let her ruin everything. I had to find a way to keep going without getting caught.
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I opened my laptop again, signing out the fake email account from her device.

The next few days were tense. Terra watched me like a hawk, but I pretended to focus on my schoolwork. I went to classes, hung out with Mark, and kept my head down. I started acting more social, joining her and her friends at lunches, pretending to be interested in their conversations. It was exhausting, but it worked.

She seemed to relax, thinking I’d given up my bad habits. But every night, when everyone else was asleep, I’d sneak back to my laptop and work on my plan.

I was smarter than her. I could outwit her.

As I was setting up a new scam in my bedroom, I heard my phone ring. My heart skipped a beat, but I quickly shut my laptop and went to answer it.

It was Mark.

“Hey, man,” he said. “You up for a game?”

“Sure,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Just give me a minute.”

I logged on to my Discord account and we set up a 5v5 game. As we played, my mind kept drifting back to my scheme. I had to be careful. One slip, and my sister would ruin everything.

But I was confident.

I could handle this.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

ONE NIGHT, we were at a party at Terra’s friend, Jason’s place. The music was loud, and people were dancing and laughing. I spotted her talking to some of her friends and I decided to take advantage of the moment.

I slipped away from the party and headed back to my room. I had a new plan. This time, it would be foolproof. I set up a new website, even more convincing than the last one. I used a different email, one Terra wouldn’t find. I was ready to start again with the help of women who wanted to regain their youth with a magic lotion.

But just as I was about to send out the first batch of emails, my phone buzzed. It was Terra.

“Where are you!?” she asked, her voice suspicious.
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“Just needed some air,” I lied. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

“Hurry up,” she said, hanging up.

I took a deep breath, sending the emails quickly before heading back to the party. I had to keep up appearances, at least for now.

Not long after, I was back at the party and my mind was still wandering to my next scam. The thrill of the game had me hooked, and I couldn’t stop now. I was smarter, more careful. This time, I was sure no one would catch me. The new website was even more convincing than the last one.

Fake testimonials, professional design, the whole nine yards.

Suddenly, my phone rang. An unknown number. I hesitated for a moment, then answered it.

“Hello?” I said as I went outside to get some privacy.

“Is this Gerald Henderson?” The voice on the other end was deep and authoritative.

“Uh, yes. Who’s this?”

“This is Special Agent Collins with the FBI. We know what you’ve been doing, Gerald. We know about your scams, the fake websites, the stolen money.”

My heart nearly stopped.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I stammered.

“Don’t play games with me,” the agent said, his tone ice-cold.

“We have your IP address, your emails, your bank transactions. We know you’re behind these scams. It would be easier if you turned yourself in at the nearest police station.”
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Fear gripped me.

“I swear, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I repeated, my voice shaking.

“We also know where you live. 29-B Elm Street, Boulevard Village, San Francisco. We know everything. This is your last chance. Turn yourself in.”

I started to panic. “Please, you have to believe me. I didn’t do anything wrong. I’ll stop, I promise.”

There was a pause on the other end of the line, and then I heard a familiar voice. Terra’s voice, laughing.

“This is what will happen if you don’t stop,” she said, still laughing.

“So you better stop.”

I felt a wave of fury and embarrassment wash over me. She and her friends set me up.

“How could you do this to me!?” I yelled into the phone.

“Because you need to stop before you get into real trouble,” she replied, her tone serious now.

“I’m not kidding, this is your last warning!”

She hung up, leaving me seething with anger and fear. I ran to our house and threw my phone onto the bed then stared at my laptop. The emails, the website, all of it suddenly felt like a ticking time bomb.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I deleted everything, erasing all traces of my scam. My hands were shaking, my mind racing. I’d been so close, and now it was all gone.

I felt like I was suffocating.

That night, I tossed and turned in bed, unable to shake the feeling of dread. Terra had scared me, and I hated her for it. But deep down, I knew she was right. I was playing a dangerous game, and it was only a matter of time before I got caught for real.
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As I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind kept racing. I needed a new plan, something that would work without getting me into trouble. But no matter how hard I tried to think, the fear and guilt kept creeping in.

Eventually, exhaustion took over, and I fell into a restless sleep, my dreams haunted by thoughts of the FBI, Terra’s voice, and the countless people I’d scammed.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED since Terra’s fake FBI call, and I was feeling the pressure. I hadn’t scammed anyone since, but the fear of legal action from the refunders was eating me alive. I decided to confide in Mark. I needed to talk to someone, and he was the only person I trusted even a little.

We were in the library, a quiet corner where we wouldn’t be overheard. Mark looked at me, a mix of concern and confusion on his face.

“Dude, what’s going on? You’ve been acting weird for weeks,” he said.

I took a deep breath, feeling my heart race. “I need to tell you something. I’ve been... I’ve been scamming people. I set up fake websites, made them think they were buying stuff, but it was all a lie. I made a lot of money, but now I’m scared. People want their money back, and I don’t have it.”
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He stared at me, his eyes wide with disbelief. “What the hell, Gerald? You’re serious?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, looking down at my hands.

“I know it was wrong, but I got caught up in it. Now I don’t know what to do. I’m afraid they’ll take legal action.”

He shook his head, trying to process what I’d just told him.

“Why didn’t you come to me sooner? This is serious. How much money are we talking about?”

“A hundred thousand dollars,” I said quietly. “I upgraded my computer, bought some crypto, but then I got scammed too. It was a rug pull, and all my crypto is gone.”

He let out a low whistle. “Man, this is a mess. You need to give their money back. It’s the only way to make this right.”

“I don’t have the money, Mark!” I snapped, feeling desperate.

“I don’t know what to do.”

He rubbed his forehead, thinking. “Okay, okay. Calm down. It’s been a month, right? Maybe they’ve stopped trying to get their money back.”

“I doubt it,” I said, shaking my head. “People don’t just forget about losing that kind of money. I need to figure out a way to come up with a hundred thousand dollars. Fast.”

He sighed. “I wish I could help you, man. But I don’t have that kind of money. Maybe you could take out a loan?”

I laughed bitterly. “Who’s going to give me a loan for a hundred grand? Besides, I’d need to pay that back too. It’s just trading one problem for another.”

He nodded, understanding my point.

“So what’s your plan? You can’t keep hiding from this.”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, feeling the weight of my situation pressing down on me.

“I’ve been trying to come up with ideas, but my head is spinning. I can’t think straight.”

He looked at me, his face etched with worry. “I can’t think straight either. I’ve got my own problems.”
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“What’s going on?” I asked, curious despite my own mess.

He sighed, rubbing his temples. “There’s this girl I’ve been chatting with online. Her name’s Charlotte. She’s borrowed money from me twice now, and she’s not replying to my messages anymore.”

“That sounds sketchy,” I said, feeling a twinge of concern for him.

“I know,” he admitted, looking ashamed. “But I’ve kind of been falling for her. It’s dumb, right?”

“How did you meet her?” I asked, trying to piece it all together.

“From a dating app,” he said, avoiding my gaze.

And that’s when it hit me. An AHA moment. My next scam could be a romance scam. It was less risky because people willingly gave their money. They were driven by their emotions, and it seemed like the perfect opportunity.

“Mark, I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, trying to keep my excitement in check.

“But you need to be careful. There are a lot of scammers out there.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” he said, sighing. “I just feel so stupid.”

“You’re not stupid,” I said, trying to reassure him.

“You just trusted the wrong person.”

Mark nodded, looking a little comforted by my words. But my mind was already racing with plans for my next scheme.

“I’ve got to head out,” I said, standing up. “Thanks for talking. I’ll figure this out.”

“Thanks,” he said, giving me a small smile.

I left the library, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and anticipation. This was it. This was my way to make the money I needed. I rushed to the nearest bathroom, needing a quiet place to think.

As I leaned against the sink, I let my mind race. A romance scam. It was perfect. I’d create fake profiles, lure men in, and get them to send me money. They’d think they were helping someone they cared about, but it would all be a lie.

I needed to come up with a persona, a backstory that would draw them in. Someone believable, someone who could tug at their heartstrings. I decided to catfish men, knowing they were more likely to fall for the bait.

I thought about the details, the messages I’d send, the photos I’d use. I’d be careful this time, covering my tracks and making sure there was no way to trace it back to me. This was my chance to make things right, to get the money I needed without the risk of getting caught.

I left the bathroom, feeling a sense of determination. I had a plan, and I was going to make it work.
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When I got back home, I felt a surge of excitement and nervous energy. I was about to start my new scam, and it felt like the beginning of something big. I grabbed my notebook and flipped to the page where I’d outlined the persona of my “Dream Girl.”

Her name was Geraldine. I chuckled at the name. It was close to mine, and that irony wasn’t lost on me. She’d be blonde with big boobs, a cheerleader, and a freshman in college studying literature. She loved dogs, the beach, cooking and baking, working out, yoga, and Pilates.

She was the perfect fantasy girl.

I opened my laptop and started scrolling through Instagram, searching for the right “baddies” to use for Geraldine’s profile. It was easy to find attractive girls who fit the image I had in mind. I saved pictures of blondes in bikinis, doing yoga, posing with dogs, and baking cookies. I was into it, finding these girls hot, but then a thought struck me.

What if the men I targeted asked for a video call?

I frowned, thinking it over. AI technology wasn’t convincing enough yet to fake a live video. I needed a better plan. I decided to take a break and brew some coffee.

While waiting for the coffee to brew, I played with some apps on my phone that could change my appearance. One app could change a person's gender, turning a guy into a girl.

I uploaded a picture of myself and adjusted the settings, giving myself long blonde hair. The result wasn’t bad. In fact, I looked pretty convincing as a girl. I stared at the image, remembering how kids used to tease me for looking like a girl.

Even in high school, I’d struggled to grow facial hair.

I chuckled, feeling a strange sense of validation. Maybe this could work. I celebrated my little victory and decided to go all in. I spent the next few hours editing different photos of myself, transforming into “Geraldine.”

I made sure to place myself in various girly situations – at the beach, cooking, playing with dogs, doing yoga. The pictures looked genuine, and I felt a surge of pride in my work.

I created a profile on Christian Mingle, figuring it was a good place to find vulnerable, lonely men. I filled out Geraldine’s bio, making her seem wholesome and relatable. I uploaded the edited photos and sat back, waiting for the messages to roll in.

The first message came within minutes. A guy named Tom sent a simple “Hi there!” I smiled, feeling the thrill of the game begin.

“Hi! :) How are you?” I replied, using the friendly, bubbly tone I’d imagined for Geraldine.

“I’m good, thanks. Your profile caught my eye. You’re really pretty,” Tom wrote back.

“Aww, thank you! You’re sweet. Tell me about yourself!” I typed, slipping into character with ease.
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As the messages continued, I felt more confident. I could do this. Geraldine was believable, and the men were falling for her. Tom shared details about his life–he was a construction worker, recently divorced, looking for a fresh start. I played into his emotions, making him feel understood and cared for.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

OVER THE NEXT FEW DAYS, I juggled conversations with several men. Each one thought they’d found a connection with Geraldine. I kept the conversations light and flirty, slowly building trust. When the time felt right, I started to weave in stories of financial struggles–a sick dog, a broken-down car, unexpected tuition fees.

The men were eager to help, sending money to support Geraldine.

I kept detailed notes on each man, making sure to remember their stories and personal details. It was a lot to manage, but I was good at it. The money started to come in, and I felt a sense of relief. This was working.

One evening, as I was editing more photos for Geraldine’s profile, my phone buzzed with a message from Mark. “How’s everything going?” he asked.
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“Pretty good,” I replied, feeling a bit guilty for not telling him the full truth.

“Just busy with my project.”

“That’s great. Keep at it,” he encouraged.

I smiled, appreciating his support even though I couldn’t share the details with him. I returned to my work, feeling more determined than ever.

As the weeks passed, I refined my approach, making Geraldine even more convincing. I added small touches to her profile–favorite books, quotes about love and life, pictures of her “family.” The more real she seemed, the more the men fell for her.

But despite the success, there was always a nagging feeling of unease. I was living a double life, constantly on guard, making sure no one found out the truth. The guilt was there, but I pushed it aside, focusing on the money.

One night, as I was chatting with one of Geraldine’s suitors, he asked for a video call. My heart raced. I needed to think fast.

“I’d love to, but my webcam is broken,” I typed quickly.

“I’m saving up for a new one.”

“Oh, that’s too bad,” he replied. “I can send you some money to help with that.”

“Really? That’s so sweet of you!” I wrote back, feeling a mix of relief and triumph.

He sent the money, and I added it to the growing stash. I knew I had to be careful, but I couldn’t stop now. I was getting closer to my goal, and the risk was worth it.

As I lay in bed that night, I thought about the future. I’d pay back the people I’d scammed, make things right. I’d start fresh, with a clean slate. But for now, I had to keep going. I had to reach my goal.

The next morning, I woke up feeling determined. I continued to refine Geraldine’s profile, adding more details and photos. I responded to messages, building relationships, and gaining trust. The money kept coming in, and I felt a sense of accomplishment.

[image: landscape california]

But as the weeks turned into months and the season began to change, the pressure also started to build. Managing multiple personas was exhausting, and the constant fear of getting caught was always in the back of my mind. I knew I couldn’t keep this up forever, but I had to reach my goal. I needed that money.

One evening, as I was scrolling through messages, I received a notification. A man named David had sent a large sum of money to Geraldine, along with a heartfelt message about how much she meant to him. I felt a pang of guilt but pushed it aside. This was the game, and I was playing to win.

I thanked David, using Geraldine’s sweet and caring tone.

“You’re amazing, David. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

His reply was instant. “Anything for you, Geraldine. You’ve changed my life.”

I closed the laptop, feeling a mix of triumph and unease. The money was piling up, but so was the guilt. I needed to find a way out, a way to make things right.

As I lay in bed that night, I thought about the future. I had to be smart, had to stay focused. I was so close to my goal. I just needed to hold on a little longer.

But the pressure was always there, a constant reminder of the risks I was taking. I knew I had to be careful, had to stay one step ahead.

It was exhausting.

One evening, as I was chatting with one of Geraldine’s suitors, I received a message from Tom, the construction worker. He’d sent another large sum of money, along with a heartfelt message about how much he cared for Geraldine. I felt a pang of guilt but pushed it aside.

“Thank you so much, Tom,” I typed, using Geraldine’s sweet and caring tone.

“You’re amazing.”

“You mean the world to me, Geraldine,” he replied.

“I’d do anything for you.”

Tom's latest message wasn't just about love and money. This time, he shared some Bible verses about hardships and trials, trying to inspire Geraldine.

"Dear Geraldine," he wrote, "I know you're going through a tough time right now, but I want you to know that God is with you. Here are some verses that have helped me in my darkest times:

'Consider it pure joy, my brothers and sisters, whenever you face trials of many kinds, because you know that the testing of your faith produces perseverance.' - James 1:2-3

'And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.' - Romans 8:28

'Cast all your anxiety on him because he cares for you.' - 1 Peter 5:7

I hope these bring you some comfort. I'm always here for you, Geraldine. Keep the faith."

At first, I found it funny. The irony of receiving Bible verses meant to inspire me, a scammer preying on his kindness, wasn't lost on me. But as I read the verses again, something about them resonated. After all, Geraldine was supposed to be a good Christian girl on Christian Mingle.

Out of all the guys I'd been scamming, Tom seemed different. He was a real gentleman, not just another wanker looking for a fling. He genuinely cared. The guilt hit me harder than ever.

I looked in the mirror, staring at my reflection.

Could I find a way to repay his kindness?

Could I do something to make up for the lies?

And just like that… an idea began to form in my mind, something crazy and risky.

What if I dressed up as Geraldine and video-called him? It would be a way to show him I wasn't entirely fake, even if it meant creating another layer of deception.
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I started laughing at the idea but I couldn’t get it out of my head. After moments of going back and forth in my head, I’ve decided to give it a shot… but, I didn’t want to do it just for the sake of trying. I needed to make it convincing.

Then, I opened Amazon and started searching for everything I’d need. Wigs, clothes, lingerie, makeup–the works. I clicked through page after page, adding items to my cart, feeling a mix of excitement and trepidation.

Blonde wigs with curls, straight wigs, wigs with bangs – there were so many options. I settled on a few that looked the most natural. Next, I moved on to clothes. Cheerleader outfits, casual dresses, beachwear, workout clothes–I added a bit of everything, trying to cover all bases.

Lingerie was tricky. I felt awkward scrolling through the options, but I needed to make sure Geraldine's persona was complete. I added a few sets to my cart, hoping they'd fit.

Makeup was the last item on my list. Foundation, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick–the choices were overwhelming. I had no idea what shades to pick or how to use half of the stuff. I added a beginner's makeup kit, hoping it would be enough.

As I reviewed my cart, I felt a wave of uncertainty. This was a big step, and I wasn’t even sure if I could pull it off. But I had to try. I hit the checkout button, entering my shipping information and placing the order.

The confirmation email came through almost instantly. My head was spinning with thoughts of how to make this work. How would I transform myself into Geraldine convincingly?

What if Tom saw through the disguise?

I pushed the doubts aside. This was my plan, and I had to see it through. For now, all I could do was wait for the packages to arrive.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS LATER, I woke up early with a sense of nervous anticipation. It was 5 a.m., and I had just received an email notification that my package was out for delivery. Living with my parents and sister meant I had to be vigilant about who saw the package. I couldn't afford to have anyone find out about my plan.

I remembered an old trick from when I was younger. Whenever I wanted to skip school, I’d sandwich onions under my armpits to fake a fever. It worked every time. I decided to use it again. I grabbed an onion from the kitchen, sliced it, and applied it to my armpits.
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The smell was awful, but it was necessary.

I crawled back into bed and lay still, pretending to be asleep. A few hours later, my annoying sister barged into my room.

"Gerald, get up! Mom says breakfast is ready," she said, shaking me.

I groaned, pulling the covers over my head. "I don't feel well," I mumbled.

"Oh, come on. You're always fine," she said, trying to pull the covers off.

"I think I have a fever," I insisted, sounding as pitiful as I could.

She sighed, clearly annoyed.

"Fine, I'll tell Mom. But if you're faking, you're dead."

I heard her footsteps retreat, and a few minutes later, my mom came in. She felt my forehead and frowned. "You do feel warm. Stay in bed, and we'll check on you later."

I nodded weakly, keeping up the act. As soon as they left for the day, I got up and headed to the bathroom. I needed to get rid of the onion stench. After a long, hot shower, I felt refreshed and ready. I dried off and checked the clock. The package should arrive any minute now.

I paced the living room, glancing out the window every few minutes. Finally, I saw the Amazon delivery truck pull up. My heart raced as I watched the driver drop off the package at the front door.

As soon as he left, I rushed outside to grab it.

Back in my room, I tore open the box, my excitement mixed with a bit of dread. I pulled out the wigs first, running my fingers through the blonde curls. They felt soft and looked surprisingly real. Next were the clothes–cheerleader outfits, dresses, workout gear. I laid everything out on my bed, feeling a strange mix of amusement and awe.

The lingerie made me chuckle at first. It was so delicate and frilly, nothing like what I was used to. But as I inspected it more closely, I couldn't help but appreciate how pretty it all was.

The makeup kit was the last item. I opened it, staring at the array of brushes, powders, and tubes. I had no idea how to use any of it.

I sat on the edge of my bed, surrounded by all the girly stuff, feeling overwhelmed. This was going to be a lot harder than I thought. But I was determined to make it work. I took a deep breath and grabbed my laptop, pulling up some makeup tutorials.

After watching tutorials and dressing up a bit, I realized I needed a lot more preparation if I was going to pull off this transformation. I had to fully commit to being feminized. This was going to be a process, and I was determined to get it right.

The first step was shaving. I grabbed a razor and some shaving cream and headed to the bathroom.
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I started with my face, carefully shaving off every bit of stubble. I hadn’t shaved this close in years, and it felt strange to see my face so smooth.

Next, I moved on to my chest, arms, legs, and even my armpits. The razor glided over my skin, leaving it soft and hairless. I had never felt so smooth in my life and it made me feel so confident.

When I finished, I stood in front of the mirror, looking at my hairless body. It was a little funny, seeing myself like this, but I had to admit, it was also kind of nice. I felt clean and fresh, like a blank canvas ready to be transformed.

The next step was tucking. I had read about it online, but I had never tried it before. I followed the instructions carefully, tucking everything back and securing it with medical tape. It was uncomfortable at first, but after a few adjustments, it felt secure. I checked myself in the mirror, and it looked convincing. There was no bulge, and I felt a surge of confidence. This was going to work.

“Thinking of you,” I received a message from Tom on my phone. For some reason, I felt butterflies in my stomach. I’d never felt like that for any guy in my life but he was the only one who understood me—or Geraldine.

“Muah, my next class is about to star, xo,” I texted back.

I then moved on to skincare. I had ordered some basic products: cleanser, toner, moisturizer, and a face mask. I started with the cleanser, gently massaging it into my skin and rinsing it off with warm water. Next, I applied the toner with a cotton pad, feeling it tighten my pores. The face mask came next, a thick, creamy concoction that I smeared all over my face. I looked ridiculous, like a ghost or a mime, but I was committed.

While the mask dried, I read excerpts from an e-book called The Girly Guide 2 by Lilly Lustwood and Nikki Crescent. It was filled with tips and tricks for feminization, from makeup techniques to voice training.

I absorbed every word, determined to become the best Geraldine I could be.

After the mask dried, I rinsed it off and applied the moisturizer. My skin felt soft and smooth, like I had just stepped out of a spa—even if I had no idea what being in a spa felt like.

I was ready for the next step, the most daunting: makeup.

I set up my laptop and pulled up some tutorials. The first one was about applying foundation. I followed along, using a beauty blender to apply the foundation evenly over my face. It felt strange, like I was painting my skin, but the results were impressive. My complexion looked flawless, like I had been airbrushed.

Next came the concealer, which I applied under my eyes and on any blemishes. I blended it in, erasing any imperfections. Then it was time for contouring. I used a darker shade to define my cheekbones, jawline, and nose, and a lighter shade to highlight my features. It was like sculpting my face, and the results were dramatic.

I moved on to my eyes, applying eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara. I poked myself in the eye a few times with the mascara wand, but eventually, I got the hang of it. My eyes looked bigger and more defined, framed by long, dark lashes.

I finished with blush, highlighter, and lipstick. The blush added a healthy glow to my cheeks, the highlighter made my skin look dewy and fresh, and the lipstick completed the look. I chose a soft pink shade, something subtle but feminine.

When I looked in the mirror, I was stunned. I barely recognized myself. Geraldine stared back at me, beautiful and flawless. I felt a surge of confidence. I could do this.

Next came the dress. I had ordered a few different outfits, but I decided to start with something simple: a pink sundress with spaghetti straps. I slipped it on, adjusting the straps and smoothing out the fabric. It fit perfectly, hugging my body in all the right places. I felt pretty, like I was really becoming Geraldine.

I added some accessories: a necklace, bracelets, and clip-on earrings. They were small touches, but they made a big difference. I looked and felt more feminine with each addition.

The wig came next. I chose a long blonde wig with soft curls. I carefully placed it on my head, adjusting it until it looked natural. The curls framed my face, making me look even more like a girl. I brushed it out, feeling the soft strands glide through my fingers.

“What the!?” This is nuts!” I said to myself—my gaze finding it hard to escape the mirror. I felt beautiful, but I also felt that there was something missing.

“Aha!” I let out—seeing the breastplate peeking from the box. Without hesitation, I took it and placed it under my dress. At that very moment, I knew that I had to take another look and it was then that I knew that Geraldine was every bit of a dream girl and every man’s fantasy.
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“So sexy…”

Finally, I practiced my girly voice. I pulled up some voice training videos and followed along, trying to mimic the high-pitched, breathy tone. It was harder than I thought. My voice kept slipping back to its normal pitch, but I kept practicing. I repeated phrases, trying to keep my voice light and feminine.

“Hi, Tom. It’s so nice to see you.” My voice was shaky, but it was getting there.

“Thank you, Tom. You’re so sweet.” I giggled, trying to sound genuine.

I practiced for hours, repeating phrases and adjusting my pitch. It was exhausting, but I was determined to get it right.

As the day turned into night, I felt a mix of exhaustion and excitement. I had come so far, and I was almost ready. I looked at myself in the mirror one last time, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment.

Geraldine was real, and she was beautiful.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself in front of the mirror again, double-checking my looks as Geraldine. Every detail had to be perfect. I carefully adjusted my wig, making sure the soft blonde curls framed my face just right. I scrutinized my makeup, ensuring my foundation was smooth, my eyeliner sharp, and my lipstick flawless.

The final touch was the concealer I had drawn on the edges of my breastplate. I adjusted the lines, adding a bit more coverage to make it look realistic.
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To be sure everything was perfect, I turned on my laptop and activated the test webcam. The image on the screen showed Geraldine looking back at me. I adjusted the camera angle to highlight my best features, then examined the cleavage. It looked surprisingly real. I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of pride and excitement. I was starting to enjoy the process of feminization.

Just then, a message notification popped up on the screen. It was from Tom. My heart skipped a beat, and nerves fluttered in my stomach as I opened the message.

"Hi Geraldine, how are you today? I've been thinking about you."

I took a deep breath and started typing.

"Hi Tom! I'm good, just finishing up some school work. How about you?"

"I'm good, just had a long day at work. Talking to you makes it better, though."

His words made me smile, and for a moment, the guilt slipped away. We continued to chat, our conversation flowing easily. Tom shared more about his life, his dreams, his struggles. He talked about wanting to travel, to find someone who understood him. I found myself opening up too, sharing Geraldine's "dreams" and "aspirations."

"Tell me more about your dreams, Geraldine," Tom wrote. "I love hearing about them."

I hesitated for a moment, then typed back. "Well, I've always dreamed of living by the beach, waking up to the sound of the waves. I want to write a novel someday, something that inspires people. And I want to find someone who understands me, who supports my dreams."

But all of those dreams weren’t real. At that very moment, I only wanted to pay the refunders and start anew.

"That sounds amazing," he replied. "I feel like I understand you, Geraldine. We share the same dreams."

His words struck a chord with me. It felt like Tom was the only one who really understood, even though it was all based on a lie. My heart pounded as I typed my next message.

"Tom, I have a surprise for you."

"A surprise? What is it?" he replied.

I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. "Just a second," I typed, then turned on the webcam.

The screen flickered to life, and there I was, live as Geraldine. Tom's eyes widened, and his expression turned to shock.

"Oh my... Geraldine, you're even more beautiful than I imagined," he said, his voice filled with awe.

I blushed, feeling a strange mix of relief and excitement. "Thank you. I'm so glad you like it. I was really nervous."

"You have nothing to be nervous about," he said, his voice soft and reassuring.

"You're perfect."

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me.
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"You're so sweet, Tom. But what about you? I'd love to see you too."

He hesitated, a look of uncertainty crossing his face. "I'm a bit shy, Geraldine. I'm older, and I'm not sure if you'll like what you see."

"Tom, age doesn't matter to me," I said.

"I like you for who you are, not what you look like."

He seemed to consider my words, then nodded slowly. "Alright, give me a moment."

The screen flickered as he adjusted his webcam. When it came back on, I saw Tom for the first time. He had a kind face, with lines that showed wisdom and experience. His hair was graying at the temples, and his eyes were gentle.

"Hi," he said, looking a bit nervous.

"Hi, Tom," I replied, smiling warmly.

"It's so good to finally see you."

"You too," he said, his voice softening.

"You're even more amazing than I thought."

We continued to chat, the video call making our connection feel even more real. I felt a strange sense of comfort and happiness. For a moment, I forgot about the scam, about the money.

It was just me and Tom, sharing a moment.

As the call went on, I felt a growing sense of guilt. He was genuine, kind, and I was deceiving him. But I couldn’t stop now. I had to keep going, had to see this through.

After the call ended, I sat staring at the blank screen, feeling a swirl of emotions. Slowly, I turned to look at myself in the mirror. Geraldine stared back at me, perfect and flawless, but all I could see was the deception.

"Who am I?" I whispered, tracing the contour of my face. "What have I gotten myself into?"

All of this – the makeup, the wigs, the lies – was for the wild dream of becoming a millionaire. A dream that seemed so distant and impossible now. As I stood there, the reality of my actions began to sink in, and I felt a deep sense of regret.

Flashes of the people I might have hurt filled my mind. The customers I had scammed with my fake websites, the elderly who trusted me and lost their money, the men who thought they were helping a girl in need. Their lives were affected by my greed and desperation.

And then there was Tom. Tom, who had been so kind, so genuine. He didn’t deserve to be treated this way. He had opened up to me, trusted me, and I had betrayed that trust. The guilt weighed heavily on my chest.

Then… the unthinkable came, I considered dropping Tom entirely, just disappearing and focusing on the other men I was chatting with. It would be easier, less painful. But as soon as I thought about it, a wave of sadness and guilt washed over me.

He didn’t deserve that. He deserved better.

I didn’t know what to do. The conflict between my need for money and the growing guilt was tearing me apart. I couldn’t keep living this double life, couldn’t keep deceiving people. But I also couldn’t stop now; I was in too deep.
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As I stood there, staring at my reflection, I felt a sense of helplessness. The path I had chosen was a dark one, and I didn’t know how to find my way out. I had to make a decision, but every option seemed wrong.

Exhausted and emotionally drained, I crawled into bed. My mind was still racing, but my body was too tired to keep up. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, feeling the weight of my actions pressing down on me.

Slowly, sleep began to creep in, pulling me away from my thoughts. As I drifted off, the image of Tom’s kind face lingered in my mind, a reminder of the person I had hurt the most. I didn’t have the answers yet, but I knew I had to find a way to make things right.

For now, I had to rest. Tomorrow was another day, and I would face it one step at a time.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, I found myself in a state of confusion that seemed to deepen with each passing day. The lines between Gerald and Geraldine had blurred, and it was no longer just a role I was playing. I felt a strange sense of enjoyment and comfort in being Geraldine, and it was starting to scare me. It was as if I was losing myself in the persona I had created, and I didn’t know how to make sense of it.

I tried to concentrate on the game Mark and I were playing in my bedroom, but my mind was elsewhere. The screen blurred in front of me, and I couldn't focus on the characters or the objectives. He noticed my distraction and paused the game, looking at me with concern.
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“Hey, you okay? You’ve been out of it for a while now,” he said, leaning back on my bed.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I lied, forcing a smile. “Just a lot on my mind.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You sure? You can talk to me, you know.”

I hesitated, unsure of how to bring up the topic that had been haunting me for weeks. I needed to know if I could trust Mark, if he would understand. I decided to start with some probing questions.

“Mark, can I ask you something personal?” I said, trying to sound casual.

“Of course, man. What’s up?”

“What do you think about… people who are different?” I asked, my heart pounding.

He frowned, clearly confused. “Different how?”

“You know, like… people who don’t fit into the usual categories. Like, um, guys who might be into things that aren’t considered… typical for guys,” I stammered, feeling my face heat up.

Mark shrugged. “I don’t really care about that stuff. Everyone’s got their own thing, right? As long as they’re not hurting anyone, it’s all good.”

I felt a glimmer of hope. “So, you’re okay with, like, guys who might dress differently or have different interests?”

“Yeah, why not?” he said, looking at me curiously. “Are you talking about someone specific?”

I took a deep breath, my heart racing. “What if it was me?”

His eyes widened slightly, but he didn’t look shocked or disgusted.

“What do you mean?”

“What if I told you that I… I’ve been dressing up as a girl?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “What if I said I’ve been pretending to be someone named Geraldine?”

There was a moment of silence, and I felt my stomach twist in knots. Then Mark spoke, his voice gentle.

“Gerald, you’re my best friend. If this is something you’re into, or if it’s something that makes you happy, then I’m here for you. I don’t care what you wear or what name you go by. You’re still you.”

I felt a wave of relief wash over me, and I could feel tears welling up in my eyes. “Thanks, Mark. That means a lot.”

He nodded, giving me a reassuring smile. “Do you want to tell me more about it?”

I took another deep breath and began to explain everything. I told him about the scam, about how I had created Geraldine to trick people out of their money. But then I told him about how things had changed, how being Geraldine had started to feel less like a scam and more like a part of me.

I told him about Tom, about the guilt and the confusion, and how I didn’t know what to do anymore.

He listened patiently, not interrupting, just letting me get it all out. When I finished, he looked thoughtful.

“Sounds like you’ve been through a lot,” he said. “But if being Geraldine makes you feel good, maybe it’s something you should explore more. You don’t have to figure it all out right now. Just take it one step at a time.”

I nodded, feeling a sense of calm for the first time in weeks.

“Thanks. I really appreciate it.”

“Anytime,” he said, giving me a friendly pat on the back. “You’re not alone in this. We’ll figure it out together.”

As we resumed our game, I felt a weight lift off my shoulders. I wasn’t sure what the future held, but I knew I had a friend who understood and supported me. It was a start, and for now, that was enough.

"Hey, Mark," I said, pausing the game.

"Can you give me a few minutes? There's something I want to show you. Continue the game but don’t go home yet…"

He looked curious but nodded. "Sure, take your time."
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I got up and went to the bathroom, my heart pounding. I had never revealed Geraldine to anyone in person before. This was a big step, but I felt ready. I started by washing my face and carefully applying my makeup: foundation, concealer, contour, blush, eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. Each stroke and layer felt natural, almost therapeutic.

Next, I put on my wig, adjusting it until the blonde curls framed my face perfectly. I secured it with clips and brushed it out, making sure it looked as real as possible. I then dressed in one of my favorite outfits: a soft pink sundress with spaghetti straps that hugged my figure just right. I added some jewelry: a delicate necklace, a couple of bracelets, and a pair of clip-on earrings.

I looked in the mirror, double-checking everything. The makeup, the dress, the wig – it was all perfect. I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. This was it.

I walked back into the bedroom, feeling the soft fabric of the dress swish around my legs. Mark turned to look at me, his eyes widening in shock and awe.

"Wow, Gerald…ine," he said, his voice filled with genuine surprise.

"You look amazing. I mean, really convincing."

I smiled, feeling a sense of pride. "Thanks. It took a lot of practice."

He stood up, still looking at me in disbelief. "I can’t believe how real you look. If I didn't know better, I’d think you were an actual girl."

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks. "It’s been a weird journey, but this is the only thing that's been keeping me going. The guilt has been eating me alive, but when I’m Geraldine, I feel... free."

His expression softened. "I get it. I sometimes want to escape too."

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of my confession. "I have to repay the refunders someday. I can’t keep living with this guilt. But I’m scared, Mark. I don’t know how to make it right."

He stepped closer, putting a comforting hand on my shoulder. "You’ll figure it out, Gerald. You’re not alone in this. I’m here to help you."

I felt a surge of gratitude and emotion. "Thanks, that means a lot."

He pulled me into a hug, and I felt his warmth envelop me. It was comforting, and for a moment, I let myself relax in his embrace. The tension between us grew, and I found myself looking into his eyes, our faces inches apart.

It was an intense moment, filled with unspoken feelings.

But then he pulled back slightly, clearing his throat.

"I should probably go home. It’s getting late."
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"Yeah, you’re right," I said, feeling a mix of disappointment and relief.

"See you at school."

"See you," he said, giving me one last look before leaving.

As the door closed behind him, I felt a sense of loneliness but also a flicker of hope. I had taken a big step tonight, and it had brought me closer to understanding myself and my journey. I didn’t know what the future held, but I knew I wasn’t alone. And for now, that was enough.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS LATER, I found myself in a state of confusion and emotional turmoil. Mark and I had been hanging out a lot, and more often than not, I was dressed as Geraldine. There was always this underlying tension between us, a sense that we both liked each other but couldn’t quite make a move. He had been incredibly supportive, even promising to go with me to see a gender specialist.

One evening, we were lounging in my room, playing a game and chatting. I was dressed in a casual outfit: a pair of tight jeans and a cute top, my makeup subtle but effective, my blonde wig perfectly styled. The tension between us was palpable, but we kept things light, talking about anything and everything.

But tonight, I had something important to confess. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves.

"Mark, there's something I need to tell you," I began, my voice shaky.

[image: video game on TV screen (((NO PEOPLE NO PERSONS)))]

He paused the game and turned to look at me, his expression concerned.

"What is it, Geraldine?"

I swallowed hard.

"Remember the romance scam I told you about? With Tom?"

"Yeah," he said slowly, his brow furrowing. "What about it?"

"Tom... Tom promised to loan me a hundred thousand dollars," I said, watching his reaction closely. "I told him I needed it to pay off my student loans."

Mark's eyes widened in shock and anger.

"Geraldine, that's insane! What if he finds out? What if he gets violent? This is serious."

I tried to keep my cool, even though I felt a twinge of guilt. "Don't worry, Mark. I've got him wrapped around my fingers. He won't hurt me."

"Are you even listening to yourself?" he snapped, standing up.

"You're not thinking straight. This guy could seriously hurt you if he finds out you’ve been lying to him."

"I know what I’m doing! Besides, we met on Christian Mingle, and he seems like a very religious man. He’s not capable of doing such thing," I said, a bit defensively.

"I need that money. I’m going to be a millionaire by the time I'm 25. This is my chance."

"At what cost!?" he shouted, his frustration boiling over.

"You’re risking your safety for some wild dream of getting rich quick. This isn’t you."

"You don’t understand," I shot back, feeling a mix of anger and desperation.

"I have to do this. I can’t go back to being broke, to feeling worthless. This is my chance."

Mark shook his head, his face a mix of disappointment and anger.

"Talk to me when you’re decent, Geraldine. I can’t watch you do this to yourself."

He stormed out of the room, leaving me standing there, stunned and hurt. The tension had finally erupted, and now I was left alone with my thoughts and the weight of my decisions.

[image: back of a blonde girl wearing pajama, sitting on b]

I sat down on my bed, wanting to cry but tears couldn’t find their way out of my eyes. Mark didn’t understand. He couldn’t see the pressure I was under, the desperation I felt to succeed. Becoming a millionaire was my way out, my way to prove that I was worth something.

But as I sat there, the doubt started to creep in.

Was I really making the right choice? Was this path worth the risk?

Tom’s face flashed in my mind, and the guilt hit me hard. But the drive to succeed, to make my dreams a reality, was still there, burning inside me.

I wiped away the tears and took a deep breath. I had to see this through. I had to find a way to make it work. Even if it meant pushing Mark away, even if it meant taking risks, I couldn’t give up now.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself sitting on the bus, dressed as Geraldine. I was nervous, my hands shaking slightly as I clutched my purse. I had lied to Mark, telling him I wouldn’t meet Tom anymore. He believed me, thinking I had come to my senses. But the truth was, Tom and I had been in contact again, and tonight was the night I was going to meet him in person.

I glanced around the bus, feeling the eyes of the other passengers on me. I tried to gauge their reactions, to see if anyone was looking at me funny. To my relief, no one seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary.
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I looked convincing and it gave me a boost of confidence.

I pulled out my phone and texted Tom.

“I’m on my way. I should be there soon.”

Tom replied almost immediately.

“Great! I’m already at the restaurant. Can’t wait to see you.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. The bus ride felt like an eternity, but finally, my stop arrived. I got off and made my way to the restaurant, “The Blue Orchid.” The neon sign glowed softly in the evening light, and I felt my heart race as I approached the entrance.

Before going in, I pulled out a cigarette from my purse. I needed something to calm my nerves. Lighting it, I took a long drag and exhaled slowly, watching the smoke curl into the night air. My hands were still shaking, but I tried to project an air of confidence.

I texted Tom again.

“I can’t wait to see you. Be there in a minute.”

His reply was instant. “I’m inside, at a table near the back. Take your time.”

I took another drag from the cigarette, trying to gather my thoughts. This was it. I was about to meet Tom face-to-face. I had to keep my cool, had to make sure everything went smoothly. The hundred thousand dollars were within reach, and I couldn’t afford to mess this up.

With a final exhale, I dropped the cigarette and crushed it under my heel. I took a deep breath, adjusted my dress, and walked into the restaurant.

Soon after, the warm, inviting atmosphere of The Blue Orchid enveloped me, and I made my way to the back, scanning the tables for Tom.

There he was, sitting at a corner table. He looked up and saw me, a wide smile spreading across his face. I forced myself to smile back, feeling a mixture of excitement and dread.

“Geraldine,” he said warmly as I approached.

“You look even more beautiful in person.”

“Thank you, Tom,” I replied, my voice steady despite the nerves.

“It’s so nice to finally meet you.”

I sat down across from him, trying to project an air of confidence and charm. The night was just beginning, and I had to make sure everything went according to plan.
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As we started to talk, I couldn’t help but think of Mark, of the promise I had broken and the trust I had betrayed. But I pushed those thoughts aside, focusing on the task at hand. Tonight was about securing the future I dreamed of, no matter the cost.

Tom couldn’t stop looking at me, his eyes wide with admiration. He seemed genuinely captivated, and it took all my willpower to keep my composure and play the part of Geraldine.

"You look amazing, Geraldine," he said, his voice filled with awe.

"Thank you," I replied with a shy smile. "You’re very kind."

He reached across the table and took my hand.

"So, what do you feel like eating tonight?"

I glanced at the menu, pretending to consider my options. "I think the grilled salmon sounds good."

"Excellent choice," Tom said, nodding. He called the waiter over and ordered for both of us, adding a bottle of white wine to go with the meal.

As the waiter left, Tom’s gaze never wavered from my face.

While we waited for our order, he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a checkbook. My heart skipped a beat as I watched him flip it open.

"No, it can't be," I thought, panic rising within me. I wouldn't be able to claim the money with a check made out to Geraldine. I hadn't changed my name legally, and there was no way I could cash it without raising suspicion.

"Tom, wait," I said, forcing a calm tone.

"I was hoping you could give me the money in cash instead. It would be much easier for me to handle."

He looked at me, his expression softening.

"Of course, sweetheart. Anything for you."

I breathed a sigh of relief, managing a grateful smile.

"Thank you. You’re wonderful."

Our food arrived, and we started eating. The grilled salmon was delicious, and I made sure to compliment Tom on his excellent choice.

He smiled, clearly pleased.

The conversation flowed easily as we ate, filled with laughter and fake lovey-dovey stuff. I leaned forward, hanging on his every word, playing the part of the enamored girl perfectly.

"Tom, you have such interesting stories," I said, giggling at one of his anecdotes.

"I could listen to you all night."

He beamed at me, his eyes twinkling.

"I feel the same way about you. You’re a breath of fresh air."

I touched his hand lightly, feeling the warmth of his skin.

"I’m so glad we met. You’ve made me feel so special."

He squeezed my hand, his expression serious.

"You are special, Geraldine. More than you know."
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We finished our meal, and Tom ordered dessert: a rich chocolate mousse. We shared it, our spoons clinking together as we laughed and flirted. The entire time, I kept reminding myself of the goal: the hundred thousand dollars.

After dessert, he leaned back in his chair, a satisfied look on his face.

"That was wonderful. I’m so glad we did this."

"Me too," I said, feeling a pang of guilt but pushing it aside.

Tom glanced at his watch.

"The cash is at my house. Would you like to come with me to get it?"

A surge of fear shot through me. The idea of going to his house made me uneasy, but the thought of one hundred thousand dollars in cold cash was too tempting to resist.

"Sure," I said, forcing a smile. "Let’s go."

We left The Blue Orchid, Tom holding the door open for me as we stepped into the cool night air. As we walked to his car, my heart pounded in my chest.

This was it. I had to stay calm and focused.

Soon after, he drove us through quiet streets, making small talk as I stared out the window, my mind racing. I had to be careful, had to make sure everything went smoothly. The money was within reach, and I couldn’t afford any mistakes.

When we arrived at his house, a modest but well-kept place on a quiet street, Tom parked the car and turned to me with a reassuring smile.

"Come on in, Geraldine. Make yourself at home."

I nodded, following him inside. The house was cozy, with warm lighting and comfortable furniture. I felt a sense of unease but tried to push it aside.

The money was what mattered.

He led me to the living room and gestured for me to sit on the couch.

"I’ll be right back," he said, disappearing down a hallway.

I sat there, my hands trembling slightly. This was it. I had to stay calm, had to keep my wits about me.

After a few minutes, he returned with a briefcase. He set it on the coffee table and opened it, revealing stacks of cash. My eyes widened at the sight.

"Here it is," he said, smiling. "Just like I promised."

I felt a rush of excitement and relief. The money was real, and it was right in front of me. I just had to play my part a little longer.

"Thank you so much," I said, my voice filled with genuine gratitude.

"You have no idea how much this means to me."

He sat down beside me, his expression soft.

"Anything for you, Geraldine. You deserve it."

As we sat there, Tom's mood suddenly changed. His friendly demeanor shifted to something darker, more insistent. He took my hands, holding them tightly, and pulled me closer to him. I felt a surge of unease.

"Don't you want to thank me properly?" he said, his voice low and suggestive.

I tried to pull back, but he held on tighter, his grip almost painful.

"Tom, you've been so kind. This money means a lot to me."

He ignored my words, moving his hands to my arms, pulling me even closer. "Come on, baby. Just one night. You owe me that much."

Panic started to rise in my chest. I wasn't prepared for this. Yes, I felt guilt for deceiving him, but I wasn't attracted to him that way. Besides, I was a virgin and had no intention of changing that tonight, especially not under these circumstances.

"Tom, no. Stop," I said, my voice trembling.

He was forceful, his hands roaming, and I struggled to push him away.

"Come on, you bitch," he whispered harshly. "You can't tease me like this!"

"Tom, I said no!" I yelled, trying to get away from him. In the struggle, my wig slipped off and fell to the floor, revealing my short, natural hair.

He stared at me, shocked and confused. "What the...?"

"Tom, let me explain," I said quickly, trying to diffuse the situation.

"I'm sorry. I never meant for it to go this far."

He stood up, his face contorted with anger and disgust. "What are you? Some kind of freak? You're a guy?"

"Yes, but please, listen," I pleaded.

"I was desperate. I started this scam, but I'm trying to turn my life around. I didn't want to hurt you."

Tom's face turned red with rage.

"You disgusting liar! You think you can fool me and then preach to me? You make me sick. I’m going to kill you!"

Before I could react, he punched me hard in the face. I fell to the floor, pain radiating through my jaw. He loomed over me, his hands wrapping around my throat. I struggled to breathe, my vision starting to blur.

Just then, there was a loud knock on the door. Tom froze, his grip loosening slightly. The door burst open, and Mark stormed in, his face a mix of fury and fear.
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"Get off her!" Mark shouted, rushing forward and punching Tom hard in the face. Tom staggered back, releasing me. Mark grabbed me by the arm, pulling me to my feet.

"Come on, we need to go," Mark said urgently, his eyes filled with concern.

We ran out of the house, Tom's shouts of anger echoing behind us. We got into Mark's car, and he drove off quickly, his knuckles white on the steering wheel.

In the car, I broke down, tears streaming down my face. I was shaking, terrified, and overwhelmed with guilt and fear.

"Geraldine, what the hell were you thinking?" he said, his voice a mix of anger and worry.

"I told you this was a bad idea. You could have been killed!"

"I'm sorry," I sobbed. "I'm so sorry. I didn't know what else to do. I needed the money to make things right."

He sighed, his anger giving way to concern. "You scared the hell out of me, you know that? But you're safe now. That's all that matters."

I looked at him, my vision blurred by tears.

"Thank you, Mark. I don't know what I would have done without you."

He pulled over to the side of the road, parking the car. He turned to me, his eyes filled with a mix of anger and compassion.

"Geraldine, you can't keep doing this to yourself. You deserve better than this. You deserve to be happy and safe."

"I know," I whispered, my voice breaking.

"But I don't know how to get there."

He reached out, wiping away my tears. "We'll figure it out together. But you have to promise me you'll stop taking these risks."

"I promise," I said, my voice trembling.

At that moment, I felt a surge of emotion and leaned forward, pressing my lips to his. It was an impulsive act, driven by fear, gratitude, and something deeper I couldn’t yet name.

Mark hesitated for a moment, then kissed me back, his hands gently holding my face.

We pulled away, both of us breathing heavily. The car was filled with a charged silence.

"Mark," I began, my voice shaky.

"I'm so scared. I don't know what I'm doing."

"When I said I would be there for you, Geraldine, I meant it," he said softly, but firmly.

I looked at him, my heart pounding, not just from the kiss but from the intensity of the moment. "I know. You've been amazing. I just... I was so desperate."

He took out his phone and tapped a few times before showing me the screen. It was a GoFundMe page titled "Help Geraldine Make Things Right." My eyes widened as I saw the total amount raised: $100,000.

"I created this for you," he said, his voice filled with a mix of pride and frustration. "I knew you needed help, and I wanted to find a way to support you. We reached our goal, Geraldine. You didn't need to take that risk with Tom. If you had just waited and trusted me..."

Tears filled my eyes as I stared at the screen. I was overwhelmed with emotion, a mix of gratitude, guilt, and relief.

"Mark, I... I don't know what to say. This is incredible."

He reached out, wiping away my tears. "You don’t have to say anything. Just promise me you'll trust me from now on."

"I promise," I whispered, feeling a surge of love for him.

"Mark, thank you. This means everything to me."

I leaned in, kissing him again, this time more deeply, letting all my emotions pour into the kiss. As our lips moved together, I felt a strange sense of rightness. Kissing a guy was new to me, but it wasn't bad.

In fact, it felt... good. Comforting. Safe.

When we finally pulled away, we were both breathing heavily. Mark rested his forehead against mine, his hands gently holding my face.

"I love you, Geraldine," he said softly, his eyes filled with sincerity.

"I love you too, Mark," I replied, my voice shaking with emotion.

"I never expected this, but it feels right."

We sat there in the car, wrapped in each other's arms, letting the enormity of the moment sink in. We were both new to this setup, this relationship, but it felt like we were exactly where we were meant to be.

Mark held me close, his warmth seeping into me, and I felt a sense of peace I hadn't known in a long time. For the first time, I allowed myself to believe that things could get better, that I could find happiness and redemption.

"We'll get through this," Mark said softly, his voice filled with determination. "Together."

"Together," I echoed, feeling a newfound strength. With Mark by my side, I knew I could face whatever challenges lay ahead. Our future was uncertain, but it was also filled with promise and hope.
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As we drove away, the city lights reflecting off the car windows, I felt a sense of closure and a new beginning. It was time to make things right, to start a new chapter as Geraldine with Mark, and build a future together.

And this time, I wouldn't have to scam anyone and do it alone.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD PASSED, and my life had changed in ways I never could have imagined. I had paid off all my debts, thanks to the support from Mark and the generous people who contributed to the GoFundMe campaign. The guilt that had weighed so heavily on me had lifted, replaced by a sense of purpose and hope for the future.

I had grown my hair out naturally, and the soft waves now framed my face beautifully. I had been on hormones for six months, and I loved the changes. My skin was softer, my body was slowly taking on a more feminine shape, and I felt more at home in my own skin than ever before.

Today, Mark and I were in the library, our usual spot for working on our latest project. The library was quiet, the only sounds being the rustle of pages and the occasional whisper. We were seated at a large wooden table, our laptops open in front of us.

"So, I think the app needs more customization options," he said, not looking up from his screen.

"Users should be able to track not just their hormone levels, but also their mood, energy levels, and other personal metrics."
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I rolled my eyes playfully. "We've already added a lot of features, babe. We need to make sure it’s user-friendly, not overwhelming."

He finally looked up, giving me a teasing smile.

"You're just saying that because you're tired of coding."

I laughed, shaking my head. "Maybe a little. But seriously, we have to keep it simple for now. We can always add more features in updates."

He reached across the table and squeezed my hand.

"You’re right. As always."

Our app, Hormonify, was an HRT tracker designed specifically for transgender women. It allowed users to log their hormone dosages, track their progress, and even set reminders for medication. It had been a labor of love, born out of my own experiences and the desire to help others on their journey.

Despite our occasional bickering over the app’s features, Mark and I were happier than ever. Our relationship had grown stronger, and we had found a balance between work and personal life that made everything feel right.

"So, are we good with the mood tracking for now?" I asked, typing some final notes on my laptop.
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"Yeah, let's leave it as it is," he agreed.

"We'll get some user feedback and see what they think before we add more."

I nodded, feeling a sense of accomplishment. "Sounds like a plan."

We packed up our things and headed out of the library, the afternoon sun casting a warm glow over the campus. As we walked hand in hand, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for how far we had come.

A year ago, I had been lost, scared, and burdened by guilt. Now, I was living my truth, surrounded by love and support. I had found my place in the world, and it was more beautiful than I ever could have imagined.

"Hey, babe," he said, pulling me out of my thoughts.

"How about we celebrate finishing the app’s first version with some ice cream?"

I smiled, leaning into him. "That sounds perfect."
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We headed to our favorite ice cream shop, enjoying the simple pleasure of being together. As we sat there, laughing and sharing stories, I realized that I had found something even more valuable than the money I had once sought so desperately. I had found love, acceptance, and the courage to be myself.

Life wasn’t perfect, and we still faced challenges, but we faced them together. And that made all the difference.

"To Hormonify and to us," I said, raising my ice cream cone in a mock toast.

Mark grinned, clinking his cone against mine. "To us."

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Dream Girl? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But when I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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 Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“No, absolutely not! I’m the voice of this generation. I don’t want to be known as the crossdressing popstar!”

Read Pop Princess


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


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

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

“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 Dream Girl – A Deceitful Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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