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Chapter One




Ever since I was a child, I knew I wanted to work in the fashion industry. Of course, I kept all of that a secret from my friends and family. I grew up in a small country town, and I learned early that I was different. People in my hometown didn’t like anyone who was different. They noticed. They whispered. Eventually, they made sure you knew you didn’t belong.

I wasn’t a risk-taker. I played the long game. I kept my head down, acted like everyone else, and waited until I had a chance to leave.

When I turned eighteen, I headed straight for New York City without offering my parents much of an explanation. They were baffled. I still smile when I remember the looks on their faces, like I’d announced I was moving to another planet instead of another state. They thought I’d get tired of the city and come home eventually, but I knew exactly where my calling was.

I wanted to be surrounded by women’s clothing.

I’d occasionally let myself indulge while I was still living at home. Whenever my sister had slumber parties, I’d steal a pair of her friends’ panties and have a little fun. I loved the soft fabric against my skin and the private thrill of wearing something I wasn’t supposed to touch. I was careful, though. I always returned everything before anyone noticed it was missing, and I never let myself get caught.

My family was pretty simple and easy to fool. I was about to learn how different New York was from everything I knew. People were sharper there. They were always juggling multiple jobs, watching one another, and keeping their eyes and ears open for the next opportunity. They noticed details my family never would’ve caught.

I was no match for them.

I should’ve known that from the beginning.

“Cameron!” one of the designers called.

I rushed past models and clothing racks toward him, slipping through the narrow gaps backstage without knocking over a dress or stepping on anyone’s discarded shoes.

“Mr. Laurent,” I said. “What do you need?”

“Have you accounted for all the models?”

I nodded.

“And are all the dresses hanging on the proper racks?”

I nodded again.

“Okay. Do another head count and check with the seamstresses to make sure there are no last-minute adjustments.”

I nodded and turned on my heel.

The pressure of being Laurent’s assistant during a fashion show was more than I wanted to handle. Backstage was hot, crowded, and constantly in motion. Steamers hissed beside the racks. Hangers scraped against metal bars. Models called for missing shoes while seamstresses rushed between half-dressed women with pins held between their lips.

Still, I couldn’t help smiling as I wove through racks packed with women’s clothing. Satin brushed my arm. Sequins caught the harsh backstage lights. Lace, silk, and sheer fabric surrounded me in every direction.

I looked at the models standing around in their underwear, garters, and stockings. The women were sexy, but their clothes were even sexier. My attention always returned to the garments: the delicate straps, the tight waists, the way the fabric hugged their bodies before falling loose around their legs.

I couldn’t help picturing myself wearing them, strutting down the runway while everyone watched.

I completed my fifth head count of the day and handled the rest of Mr. Laurent’s errands. Despite the frantic juggling of responsibilities backstage, the show was a success, as always. That was the secret behind the famous runway shows I helped produce. The finished product looked smooth, polished, and effortless, but it took a storm of anxiety, sweat, and shouting to create it.

As the show ended, I stopped long enough to reflect on what had brought me there. I still couldn’t believe I’d actually broken into the industry. I’d escaped my hometown and found a place surrounded by beautiful women, expensive fabric, and clothing I’d once only seen in magazines.

There’s a myth that all male fashion designers are gay, but I happened to find one who was.

I wasn’t gay in the slightest. I liked women. I liked their bodies, their clothes, and everything soft and feminine about them. But when you’re desperate enough to reach your dreams, you’ll do almost anything.

All it took was a swift tug on Mr. Laurent’s zipper and a kiss against his hard cock. I remember the weight of it in my hand, the warmth of him against my lips, and the nervous pounding in my chest as I lowered my mouth. I didn’t want him, but I wanted what he could give me.

Within a week, I was his new assistant. After that, he invited me to every event.

I would’ve done anything to please him if it meant staying close to his designs and his beautiful models. I would’ve done anything he asked.

And I did.

“Hi, Cameron,” Colette said at the next runway show.

I knew her well. Laurent booked her regularly because of her long, fiery-red hair. She had one of the most distinctive looks among the fashion models, and my boss believed she made every outfit look better than it ever could on its own. He depended on her, and I loved that she was always around.

She was one hell of a flirt.

“Hello,” I said with a weak smile.

I knew her flirtation was mostly a game. She knew I was an easy target, and she enjoyed watching me struggle to act professional around her. I didn’t mind playing along. At least I got some attention, even if it was only for the amusement of one of the models.

She brushed her fingers along my arm as she spoke. Her touch was warm and light, but it sent a sharp awareness through me. I watched her lips move as she talked. They looked soft and delicate, with a faint shine that made me wonder what they would taste like.

I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to taste her and feel that teasing mouth against mine, but it would’ve been unprofessional, so I held myself back.

She was telling me about her recent trip to Spain. I listened because she was beautiful, but, to be honest, I couldn’t relate for even half a second. I’d never left the country. New York City was my grand adventure, and even after living there, parts of it still felt foreign to me.

I didn’t have enough experience to imagine what yachting off the coast of Spain would be like. I could barely imagine being invited onto a yacht at all.

“You should come next time,” she said with a devilish smile.

I laughed. “Good one. I’m just the help.”

I wasn’t being self-deprecating. I was stating a fact.

“You laugh, but I’ll get you in on the next trip.”

I nodded and told her I needed to get back to my job.

Walking away wasn’t easy while she stood there topless in a pair of lacy cream panties. Her breasts were bare, her nipples tight in the cool air spilling through the backstage corridor. She didn’t seem remotely embarrassed. None of the models did. Nudity was just another part of the job to them.

I was lucky enough to see as many breasts and bare asses as I would’ve if I worked in a strip club, but my work was considered high-end.

The world is funny like that.

I checked on the other models, stopping only when Nicole and Blair caught my attention. Blair had short blond hair that brushed gently against the tops of her shoulders. Nicole was a brunette with thick, dark hair that seemed to defy the laws of physics. It had more volume than any of the other women’s, falling in perfect waves with almost no styling. It also shone under the lights despite its deep color.

Sometimes I wondered whether she’d been hired mostly for that luscious hair.

They’d also gone on the trip to Spain and were eager to share the details. It felt like they were toying with me, maybe even trying to make me jealous, but I didn’t mind. Their voices spilled over me like honey, and I drank up every word.

Nicole wore a Japanese-inspired robe loosely tied around her narrow waist. Blair was already dressed in her runway outfit. I glanced at my watch, and my eyes widened as the time registered.

“Blair, you’re up in five.”

“Oh, thanks, hon,” she said, flicking her wrist.

They both spun away from me to focus on the show, and I started another head count.

That was when the first problem arose.

“Mr. Laurent,” I said as I walked up behind him.

“I know,” he said. “We’re missing Lauren.”

“What’s the plan?”

“We need to find someone to go in her place.”

“Blair can fit into those outfits pretty well,” I said.

“Pfft.” He tapped his fingers against his cheek. “I wouldn’t give Blair the satisfaction. That damn Lauren. I knew her coke problem would catch up with her.”

I shifted my gaze away, uneasy about knowing so much about Lauren’s personal problems. Backstage gossip traveled fast, especially when Mr. Laurent was involved, but hearing him say it so bluntly still made me uncomfortable.

He looked me up and down. His gaze lingered long enough to make my skin prickle before a smile curled into his cheek.

“You look to be about the right size. You’re pretty, too.”

He reached for my face and stroked his thumb along my cheek.

“Me? No. I don’t know the first thing about walking down a runway.”

“Interesting response,” he said, turning the idea over in his mind.

“What do you mean?”

“You didn’t seem opposed to wearing a dress. Just walking in front of everyone.”

Was it that easy to see through me?

“I mean, it’s all highly unusual,” I said.

“Go find Maggie. Tell her to get you into hair and makeup. We’ll find you a wig. Maybe platinum. Something exciting.”

“You can’t be serious.”

Mr. Laurent glared at me, his expression turning hard, and I didn’t dare question him again. His decisions were final, especially this close to a show.

I rushed off to find Maggie. She gave me a strange look when I explained what he wanted.

“Trust me,” I told her. “I wouldn’t be asking you otherwise.”

“Okay,” she said, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. “I have just the wig for you. Thank goodness Lauren goes on last.”

“Because she’s the finale. Why did he put all his faith in Lauren anyway?”

“Who knows? I think he picks whoever looks a certain way, not whoever’s the most punctual. Not that Lauren will be back after this. She’ll be fired for sure.”

I gulped.

Mr. Laurent was friendly for a designer, and that wasn’t saying much. He could be charming when things went his way, but when something threatened one of his shows, that charm disappeared. He was harsh when he needed to be, and Maggie was right about Lauren’s fate.

That only made me worry more.

What if I messed up on the catwalk and ruined my future with him? Would he blame me, even after I’d warned him I wouldn’t be any good? Would he fire me and leave me with no reason to stay in New York? Would I have to return home and admit that I’d failed?

The thought made my stomach twist.

Several makeup artists worked on me, applying foundation, lipstick, blush, mascara, and a dozen other products I couldn’t identify. Brushes swept over my cheeks. Powder settled against my skin. Fingers tilted my chin from side to side while the artists examined me under the bright vanity lights.

I didn’t understand half of what they were putting on my face. It seemed like some of the products existed only to make the makeup artists feel as though they were doing more than they actually were. They layered one cream over another, blended everything together, and then covered most of it with powder.

When Maggie arrived carrying the wig, my heart started racing.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, reaching a slender hand toward it.

“Don’t touch it unless you have to.” She slapped my hand away.

The hair was platinum blond, smooth and shining beneath the lights. Maggie settled the wig over my head and secured it carefully, tugging and pinning until it sat exactly where she wanted it.

I leaned toward the vanity mirror.

I wasn’t wearing my outfit yet, but I already looked like a girl.

My face appeared softer beneath the makeup. The false eyelashes made my eyes look larger, and the pale hair framed my features in a way my natural style never had. I barely recognized myself, but I couldn’t stop staring.

“Oh. My. God,” Colette said when she caught sight of me at the vanity. “Is that you, Cameron?”

I turned to face her and batted my false eyelashes.

She cupped her mouth with both hands and giggled. “I can’t fucking believe it.”

“I don’t know the first thing about modeling,” I confessed with a pout. “I’m pretty scared I’ll fuck something up.”

“You’ll be fine. You’re a natural. I can see it in you. Have you ever worn heels, though? That’s the thing that’d trip you up.”

I didn’t want to admit that I had, so I lied and said I hadn’t.

I knew heels wouldn’t be a problem for me. I remembered slipping my feet into my mother’s shoes once while she was gone. They’d been too large, but I’d loved the way they lifted me. I’d stood in front of the mirror, watching my legs lengthen and my calves tighten as I struggled to balance.

The shoes had changed the way I stood. They’d changed the way I felt.

Heels weren’t a problem for me.

Colette continued explaining how to balance in them. Since the information was useless, I focused instead on her long, slender legs as she demonstrated.

She rose onto the tips of her toes, and I watched her calves flex beneath her skin. When she lowered herself again, her breasts gave a soft bounce. My gaze caught there before returning to her legs, tracing the length of them while she continued talking.

For a moment, I felt isolated with her, as though the noise and movement backstage had faded and no one else was around.

I knew better than to let myself fall for a fashion model, though. Colette flirted because it amused her. She was beautiful, confident, and accustomed to men staring at her. Whatever I imagined between us was nothing more than fantasy.

Colette finished getting ready and eventually went onstage.

A rack of clothing was wheeled to my side, and I stood. The other assistants gathered around me and began dressing me in one of Laurent’s finest gowns.

The silhouette was one of his more practical designs, but the details made it exquisite. Tiny beads had been sewn into the fabric, catching the light whenever I moved. The material felt smooth beneath my fingers and heavier than I’d expected as the assistants settled it over my body.

One of them pulled the zipper upward.

The gown tightened around my hips and sides, cinching my waist and forcing my posture straighter. The fabric pressed against my body in all the right places, creating curves I hadn’t known I could have.

I turned toward the mirror.

The platinum hair fell around my made-up face. The gown hugged my waist before flowing over my hips. Between the dress, the makeup, and the confidence the clothes seemed to give me, I looked nothing like Mr. Laurent’s nervous assistant.

I looked fucking hot.


Chapter Two




It was finally my turn to walk down the runway.

I was the finale.

If I screwed up, I wouldn’t just embarrass myself. I’d screw up the entire show and ruin everything the others had worked toward. Every dress, fitting, rehearsal, and frantic adjustment backstage had led to this moment. The pressure settled heavily in my stomach.

I tried to calm my nerves as I peeked around the curtain. The lights were so bright that I could barely see anything beyond the stage. Only the first two rows of the audience were visible. Everyone behind them faded into darkness, reduced to vague shapes and the occasional glint of jewelry.

“You ready?” Maggie asked, her headset secured over her hair.

I gulped but nodded. What other choice did I have?

She pressed her hand against the small of my back, giving me the signal that it was time to go on. I took a deep breath, held it for a moment, and stepped onto the stage.

The music was loud and thumping, the bass vibrating beneath my feet and rattling through my chest. My heels were nearly silent against the catwalk by comparison. I thought about every model I’d gotten to know over the past few months and tried to mimic what I’d seen them do.

I strutted down the long glass path and swayed my hips with as much attitude as I could manage. I pouted. I smoldered. I lifted my chin and dared anyone in the room to challenge me. I tried to look as fierce as possible, even while my heart pounded hard enough to make me feel lightheaded.

The flashing cameras were distracting. Bursts of white light struck me from every direction, making it difficult to focus on the end of the runway. By the time I reached it, I was seeing spots.

I desperately wanted to rub my eyes, but no one wanted to watch a sleepy fashion model stumbling through the finale. I held the pose for a beat, turned sharply on one heel, and concentrated on not falling out of my shoes.

Then I strutted back down the catwalk until I was safely behind the curtain.

The moment I stepped backstage, I was greeted by open arms from the models and even Mr. Laurent himself.

“You did wonderfully, my flower,” he said. “You were perfect for the finale.”

Now that no one could see me, I took the opportunity to rub my eyes. They felt dry and irritated from the harsh lights.

Colette came up beside me. “You’ll get used to it. The lights are harsh at first.”

“Well, this was the only time,” I said.

“You’re going to tell Mr. Laurent no? After watching you up there, he’s decided to make you a permanent model.”

“What? But I’m a boy,” I argued.

“No one else knows that. Besides, you’re a very pretty boy.”

She kissed my forehead, and a warm tingle slid down my spine.

“Just think about it.”

The small crowd around me gradually dispersed, allowing me to strut back toward my vanity. I was still moving with more confidence than usual, as though the dress had changed the way my body carried itself.

“Hang your dress up when you’re done,” Maggie said.

Models didn’t normally put away their own clothing, but I’d been an assistant up until that point, so everyone seemed to assume I could handle it myself.

I stripped off the gown and looked at my reflection in the mirror. I was left standing there in my briefs, but I wished I were wearing a pair of panties instead. The makeup and platinum wig still softened my face, but the plain underwear broke the illusion.

I sighed and carefully hung up the dress.

Beside it was a much simpler red dress that immediately caught my eye. I hadn’t noticed it earlier, and I wondered if it was an older piece that had somehow ended up on the rack. The fabric looked smooth and soft, without the heavy beading or elaborate details of the runway gown.

I ran my fingers over it and sighed.

Then I glanced around to make sure no one was watching.

I quickly removed the dress from its hanger, folded it as tightly as I could, and shoved it into my bag.

I leaned over my vanity and started removing my makeup. Cotton pads dragged across my skin, slowly erasing the face the artists had created. The vanity beside mine belonged to Blair, but she was nowhere in sight.

A pair of stockings had been tossed into the wastebasket underneath her station. I assumed there was a snag or a small run somewhere in the nylon. Models discarded clothing for flaws most people would never notice.

I looked around again to make sure no one was watching, then reached into the wastebasket and pulled them out.

That was when I noticed a garter belt and a pair of panties beneath them. There was a lipstick smudge on the fabric, but otherwise, they appeared to be in perfect condition.

No need to let these go to waste, I thought.

I shoved the stockings, garter belt, and panties into my bag before quickly zipping it closed. Then I dressed in my usual work clothes and slid the strap over my shoulder.

Maggie returned to the clothing rack, smiled at me, and wheeled it away.

My heart raced with panic.

What if she noticed the red dress was missing?

It was too late to do anything about it now. The dress was already buried inside my bag, and it seemed safer to leave it there than to expose myself as the cross-dressing thief I apparently was.

I finished closing out my shift with everyone and said goodbye to Mr. Laurent.

“Please be my new model,” he begged. “You are reliable and beautiful. You’d make a great finale piece for every show.”

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

I left the building and took a taxi through the New York City traffic. Cars crawled between intersections while horns blared outside the windows. I kept my bag close to my side the entire ride, irrationally afraid that someone might somehow see through the material and discover everything I’d taken.

Once I was home in my unbearably small studio apartment, I breathed a long sigh of relief.

I flung my bag onto the bed and watched the feminine contents spill across the sheets.

Only then did I fully realize how strange my day had been.

I was used to dressing up from time to time in the privacy of my own home. That was different. It was controlled and secret. No one could see me unless I wanted them to.

But I’d just walked in front of some of New York City’s wealthiest and most influential people in a dress, wig, and full makeup.

I cringed as I imagined one of the reviewers studying the photographs and realizing I was a man. What if someone noticed the shape of my face or the way I walked? What if an article came out exposing the entire thing?

I hoped no one would put it together.

The only thing that could calm me down was putting on the panties and stockings I’d found in Blair’s wastebasket.

I closed the blinds, turned on the bedside lamp, and stripped.

My cock began to harden at the thought of wearing stockings and a garter belt. Both were still new to me. Panties had always been my favorite, but these were different. They felt more deliberate and more feminine, like something chosen for the sole purpose of making the wearer look sexy.

I stepped into the panties first and slowly pulled them up my legs. A quiet sound escaped my throat as the soft fabric slid across my skin. The material cupped my cock and balls gently, holding them in place with a snug, almost loving pressure.

Then I gathered one stocking in my hands and rolled it carefully up my leg. The nylon whispered against my skin as I pulled it past my knee and over my thigh. I repeated the process with the other one, taking my time so I wouldn’t snag them.

I loved the tight feeling around my upper thighs.

I ran my palms along the smooth nylon, enjoying the contrast between the slick stockings and my bare skin. My legs looked longer and more finished. I felt more decorated than I ever had before.

I fastened the garter belt around my waist and attached the clips to the tops of the stockings. The straps pulled slightly whenever I moved, reminding me that they were there.

Then I walked to the nearest mirror.

I swayed my hips as I studied myself and ran my hands over my body. I turned to the side and pushed my ass out, letting my palms glide down the fronts of my thighs.

My cock throbbed inside the soft panties.

On the way back up, I dragged my palm over the length of it. The pressure made me shiver.

I turned my back to the mirror and looked over my shoulder. The stockings framed my legs, and the garter straps stretched down beneath my ass. I slipped one hand inside my panties and wrapped my fingers around my cock.

I stroked myself slowly while staring at my reflection.

My gaze stayed fixed on my ass and legs, on the way the lingerie changed my body and made me look softer. I gave myself a light spank and moaned at the sharp little sting.

I only wished I still had the wig and makeup.

I walked over to the red dress and slid it over my body. It looked like a normal cocktail dress, and I started wondering if it had been meant for that rack at all. Maybe it belonged to someone backstage. Maybe it had been placed there by mistake.

It fit me too perfectly to care.

The dress hugged my waist and hips before flaring slightly at the edges. The fabric moved softly against my stockings as I walked back to the mirror.

I lifted the skirt over my ass.

Then I slid my hand back inside my panties and stroked my cock, using the raised fabric of the dress to block it from view.

From what I could see in the mirror, I was all woman. A woman with her dress tucked up behind her, showing off her stockings and garters while she touched herself.

I bit my lips until they looked redder and fuller, then moaned like a girl.

The sound turned me on even more.

My hand moved faster beneath the dress. The panties tightened around my fist and cock, the soft material rubbing against the sensitive head with every stroke. My legs trembled beneath me, and the garter straps pulled taut as my body tensed.

I stared at the woman in the mirror until the fantasy overwhelmed everything else.

My body shook with unusual intensity, and I came hard onto the bedroom floor.

For a moment, I stayed where I was, breathing heavily and staring at my reflection. The dress was still bunched around my waist. My stockings and garters remained perfectly in place, and my cock softened slowly inside the panties.

I walked to my bed and lay down with my arms stretched out at my sides.

The sheets felt cool beneath my back, while the dress and lingerie still held close to my skin.

I sighed and fell asleep in my new girly clothes.


Chapter Three




I saw the reviews the next day on my way to Mr. Laurent’s office. No one had so much as hinted that I might be a boy, and the entire show received glowing praise. Several reviewers even mentioned the finale, though none of them seemed to suspect anything unusual about the mysterious platinum-blond model wearing Laurent’s gown.

Relief left me almost lightheaded.

I’d spent most of the night worrying that someone would study the photographs closely enough to figure me out. Instead, they’d seen exactly what I’d wanted them to see: a beautiful woman modeling a beautiful dress.

I felt elated as I walked into work to help Laurent choose models for the next show. I still had the reviews open on my phone, and I couldn’t stop replaying the previous night in my head. For once, I felt as though I truly belonged in the world I’d fought so hard to enter.

My excitement quickly disappeared when I heard him yelling about a missing dress.

My chest tightened, and my heart began pounding before I even reached his office.

I brought Laurent his coffee and tried to keep my expression calm while he vented at me.

“Have you seen my new design? It was on one of the racks yesterday. One of these damn models probably took it.”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” I told him, trying to calm him down while protecting myself. “It’s probably around here somewhere.”

He snatched the coffee from my hands and brought it to his lips. It had to be scalding hot, but he drank it anyway. He was too angry and distracted to notice whatever pain it caused his tongue.

I started to fear for my life.

If he discovered I was the one who’d taken the dress, I might not only lose my job. Judging by the fury in his eyes, he might actually kill me.

I hadn’t known it was a new design. I never would’ve risked taking it if I had. Over the years, Laurent’s work had become more detailed and complex, filled with intricate stitching, dramatic shapes, and expensive embellishments. The red dress had been so simple that I’d assumed it was older and therefore less likely to be missed.

Now I understood that the simplicity had been deliberate.

That somehow made stealing it feel even worse.

I cursed myself under my breath as I pretended to search throughout the office. I checked beneath tables, looked behind garment racks, and opened cabinets where no one could reasonably expect to find a dress. Every pointless movement made me feel guiltier.

Colette was there, having just been booked for the next show. She came up to me quickly and grabbed my hand.

Her fingers tightened around mine. Her eyes were wide, and she dipped her head toward my neck to whisper directly into my ear.

“I know it was you.”

A chill ran through me.

I pulled back and arranged my face into a look of disgust. “What? How could you say such a thing?”

She took out her phone and scrolled through her pictures.

Then she showed me one of myself stuffing the red dress into my bag.

The image was painfully clear. My face was visible. So was the dress. There was no angle I could argue with and no reasonable explanation I could invent.

I was nearly in tears when I saw the evidence.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “I can vouch for you. But you owe me.”

“Anything,” I said, desperate for a way out of the situation.

“I hope you mean that.”

She narrowed her eyes as she studied my frightened face.

I nodded and swallowed. My mouth had gone suddenly dry, and my tongue felt thick against the roof of it. I didn’t know what she intended to ask of me, but at that moment, almost anything seemed better than letting Mr. Laurent find out the truth.

Once Colette was convinced I meant what I’d said, she turned toward him and called after him.

“I’m so sorry,” she told him. “I know I should’ve asked you first, but I took the dress.”

“You what?” he said, fiery anger burning in his eyes. “You know I could expel you from the industry for this?”

“You won’t when you hear why.”

She was strangely calm. Her expression barely changed, and her voice remained smooth and confident.

I couldn’t believe she was putting herself on the line for me. Laurent had enough influence to damage her career if he wanted to. She was risking her reputation and her future while I stood there pretending I didn’t know anything.

Mr. Laurent folded his arms across his chest and tapped his foot against the floor.

“Well, let’s hear it.”

“I took it as a surprise. I was going to have our very own Cameron here model it at the party tonight. I thought it would be a superb way to introduce your new line.”

I was stunned by how easily the excuse came to her.

She hadn’t hesitated or stumbled over a single word. She delivered the lie as though she’d planned the entire thing in advance.

Even more surprising, he seemed to believe her.

Mr. Laurent studied us while turning the idea over in his mind, searching for any possible downside. His anger gradually faded as his attention shifted from the missing dress to the attention he might receive by revealing it at the party.

“Colette, you’re a genius,” he said.

The tension that had been building inside me since I’d arrived drained away so quickly that my knees almost weakened.

“Can I trust you two with the wig he wore yesterday? And you’ll give him a full face of makeup?”

She nodded excitedly. “He’ll look perfect. No one will know he’s a boy at all.”

Mr. Laurent waved her away, already distracted by something else, and Colette skipped toward me.

“Where do you live? After work, I’ll meet you there. Unless you’d like to come to my place.”

I didn’t want Colette to see my tiny apartment. The studio was cramped, plain, and barely large enough for one person. The idea of someone like her standing beside my narrow bed and looking around at everything I owned made embarrassment tighten in my stomach.

“Your place would be great.”

“Okay. Just be careful moving the dress.”

“I will.”

Colette smiled and left me to my work.

I watched her go, still unable to believe how heroic she’d been. She’d saved my job, protected my secret, and convinced Mr. Laurent that stealing his newest design had actually been a clever promotional idea.

Of course, she hadn’t done it for free.

I couldn’t stop thinking about what she might demand from me in return.

I also couldn’t stop thinking about the party I’d be attending in women’s clothing. I’d already walked down a runway dressed as a woman, but that had been different. The lights had hidden most of the audience, and I’d only needed to stay onstage for a few minutes.

A party meant standing close to people. It meant conversation, scrutiny, and hours of pretending.

I shivered at the thought of someone discovering the truth, but Colette had guaranteed that no one would find out.

I could only hope she was right.


Chapter Four




I met Colette at her place with the dress and panties tucked safely inside my bag. I didn’t think the stockings would be allowed with the outfit, but I brought them just in case.

“Are these Blair’s?” she asked, holding them up in front of her.

Her apartment was a large, open loft that she shared with a few other models I hadn’t worked with before. The ceilings were high, and the main room seemed impossibly spacious compared to my cramped studio. Clothes, magazines, and half-empty glasses covered some of the surfaces, but the place still looked stylish in a careless, expensive way.

Fortunately for Colette and me, her roommates were gone for the night. They were probably already at the same party we’d be attending.

“She threw them away. I just thought . . . just in case . . .”

“In case what?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

She’d caught me.

“You like wearing panties, don’t you?”

I blushed, and she laughed.

“That’s okay. I like a man who’s not afraid of girly things.”

My cock twitched at the compliment, even though it was a strange one. Maybe it was the approving way she looked at me or the fact that she didn’t seem disgusted. She’d uncovered one of my most private secrets and treated it as something cute rather than shameful.

“We’re going to have to shave your legs, you know.”

“What? Oh, yeah. I guess that makes sense.”

“You were fine yesterday because of the length of the dress. This one is much shorter. What kind of model doesn’t have a nice wax job on her legs?”

“Wax?”

I shivered at the thought. I’d never tried waxing any part of my body, but my mother used to scream bloody murder whenever she did it to herself. I could still remember hearing her from the other side of the house.

“Of course. It’s the best way to get a smooth finish.”

She held out her hand, and I took it.

Colette led me into her large bathroom, which had a deep garden tub and more counter space than my entire kitchenette. Everything was white, bright, and clean. Bottles and jars were arranged neatly around the sink, though I couldn’t have guessed what half of them were for.

She searched through the cabinets until she found the wax.

“Go ahead. Get naked,” she said.

I nervously removed my clothes and folded them into a pile. My cheeks grew hotter with every piece I took off. I’d imagined Colette seeing me naked plenty of times, but the reality was more intimidating than the fantasy.

She looked me up and down and smiled.

I couldn’t tell whether she liked what she saw or thought I looked funny. Both possibilities made my cock begin to harden.

“Throw your leg up here,” she said, pointing to the bathroom counter.

I lifted my foot and angled it against the edge. The position left me exposed, with one leg stretched out and my cock hanging plainly between my thighs. I tried not to think about how closely she could see me.

Instead, I looked at my reflection and admired the slender shape of my raised thigh.

Colette coated my leg with warm wax, smoothing it across my skin. I bit my lip. The heat was noticeable but not painful. So far, it didn’t feel nearly as terrible as I’d expected, though nothing had actually been pulled off yet.

She pressed the first strip of paper over the wax and smoothed it firmly against my leg. Then she looked directly into my eyes.

“I’ll be as fast as possible,” she warned.

I closed my eyes as she lifted one corner of the strip.

She tore it off in a single quick motion, and I screamed.

A hot, sharp pain burned across my skin. The sting spread through my leg and sent a warm, tingling sensation through the rest of my body. My cock hardened even more, rising between us before I had a chance to hide my reaction.

It was the first time I realized I might enjoy a little pain in the bedroom.

Colette continued waxing me. Each strip hurt, but my cock seemed to love it more and more. My body tensed in anticipation before every pull, then loosened as the pain faded into a lingering warmth. Knowing Colette was the one doing it only made the strange pleasure more intense.

By the time she finished, the skin on my calves was fiery red.

I reached down and ran my fingertips over one leg. Despite the irritation, the skin felt impossibly smooth. My palm slid over it without catching on a single hair, and I immediately fell in love with the sensation.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” Colette asked, noticing the way I caressed my freshly waxed skin.

I nodded with a smile.

I was nervous about the party, but having Colette prepare me felt like a dream come true. I was standing naked in a beautiful model’s bathroom while she helped transform me into a woman.

More importantly, I felt safe with her.

She knew I cross-dressed. She knew I enjoyed it. She might’ve found it amusing, but not in a cruel or offensive way. She genuinely seemed to be having fun getting me ready, and her acceptance made it easier for me to enjoy the experience without feeling embarrassed.

I slid on the panties, enjoying the soft fabric against my newly smooth skin, and Colette helped me step into the dress. She adjusted the material over my hips and pulled it into place.

I ran my hands down my body again, my head spinning.

Was this really happening?

Was I about to walk into a party full of models, designers, and photographers dressed as a girl?

I slipped into a daze as Colette attached the wig and began doing my makeup. I felt the light drag of brushes over my skin and the careful pressure of her fingers as she tilted my face. I tried to remain still, though my stomach fluttered every time she leaned close.

“Have a look,” she said, motioning toward the bathroom mirror.

I turned to face my reflection.

I looked gorgeous.

I’d never considered myself a particularly handsome man, but I always felt beautiful as a woman. The dress fitted my body in a way that made me seem softer and more delicate. My freshly waxed legs looked long beneath the short hem, and the wig framed my made-up face as though it belonged there.

Women’s clothes suited me somehow. Wearing them felt less like putting on a costume and more like uncovering something that had always been there.

“You’re going to do great tonight.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said, touching my face carefully so I wouldn’t smudge the makeup.

“I’m always right,” she joked.

Colette and I gathered our things and headed out to the party. It was only a few blocks away, but we didn’t want to risk damaging Laurent’s dress by walking, so we took a cab.

I sat carefully throughout the ride, keeping my legs together and smoothing the skirt over my thighs whenever it shifted. The unfamiliar sensation of the dress against my bare, waxed legs kept reminding me of how I looked.

We took the elevator to the penthouse where the party was being held and walked inside.

I was immediately overwhelmed by the number of people squeezed into the large apartment. The room was crowded with models, photographers, designers, and people I recognized from magazines but had never expected to meet. Perfume, alcohol, and expensive cologne mingled in the warm air.

A wall of windows overlooked the city, turning the buildings below into a glittering backdrop. Beyond the glass doors was a wide balcony where people drank and socialized despite the cold.

There was even a small pool outside. It had to be heated because several people were still swimming while steam drifted from the water.

“I can’t believe this,” I whispered to Colette.

“Oh, yeah. I forget you never come to these. I’ve gotten used to them by now.”

She looped her arm through mine and guided me across the room.

I felt as though every pair of eyes turned toward me while we moved through the crowd. People whispered to one another about the new girl and the unfamiliar red dress. I couldn’t tell whether they were admiring me or trying to figure out who I was.

Either way, they were looking.

We finally found Mr. Laurent, who greeted us enthusiastically.

“Wonderful!” he cried, wrapping his arms around both of us.

He called out to the rest of the party until he’d captured most of the room’s attention.

“Introducing the new Laurent line!”

He took my hand and spun me around, making the short skirt flare slightly around my thighs.

The room erupted in applause.

I blushed. I knew most of the attention was for the dress, but I still felt incredibly lucky to be the one wearing it. For those few seconds, everyone was staring at me as though I belonged among the models.

“You did an excellent job,” he told Colette. “I can hardly see my sexy boy in there.”

I blushed again.

I was glad Mr. Laurent didn’t ask for regular blow jobs, but I could tell he thought about our time together often. There was always something suggestive in his smile when he looked at me, especially now that he’d seen how easily I could be transformed.

“Go,” he said. “Let everyone get a load of you.”

Colette encouraged me to walk through the room alone, which immediately made me nervous.

“I’m going to get us some drinks,” she said. “I’ll find you.”

I nodded and moved into the crowd.

Without Colette’s arm linked through mine, I felt far more exposed. I concentrated on keeping my steps graceful and my expression calm. Every so often, someone stopped me to ask whether I was new and who represented me.

I always told them I was exclusive to Mr. Laurent.

They seemed to respect the answer and be disappointed by it at the same time.

Leaning against the far wall of the living room was Blair. She spotted me through the crowd and waved.

I walked toward her, relieved to see someone familiar. The party still felt too large and too loud, and I was tired of introducing myself to strangers while pretending I wasn’t terrified they might look too closely. Blair brushed her short blond hair back with one hand and straightened as I approached.

“Do they know you’re a boy?” she asked.

I thought it was a strange question. She already knew no one had figured me out at the fashion show. I shook my head.

“Interesting,” she said with a mischievous smile.

Something in her expression made me uneasy, but before I could think much about it, she pushed herself away from the wall and slipped a hand around my waist. Her palm settled low against my back, pulling me close enough to feel the warmth of her body.

She leaned toward my ear and whispered, “I always had a fantasy for little femboys. Care to join me in one of the bedrooms?”

My cock hardened immediately, and everything inside me screamed yes.

I’d fantasized about Blair plenty of times. She was beautiful, confident, and standing close enough that her breath warmed the side of my neck. Still, my stomach twisted at the way she smiled. There was something sharp beneath the flirtation, and I wasn’t sure I could trust her.

Then she brushed her hand over my erection through the dress and panties.

Her fingers pressed lightly along my hardened cock, and she grinned with obvious delight. My legs nearly gave out from the sudden pleasure. Any warning my instincts had been trying to give me disappeared beneath the rush of blood between my thighs.

She clasped my hand and dragged me down the hall into one of the bedrooms.

Blair closed the door behind us and pressed her lips to mine. The kiss was immediate and hungry. Our tongues met and circled each other as she pushed me back against the door.

She tasted sweet but sharp, like cinnamon candy. Her perfume filled my nose, mixing with the alcohol on her breath and the warm scent of her skin. I wrapped my arms around her, hardly able to believe one of Laurent’s models was kissing me.

She lifted the bottom of my dress and cupped my erection through my panties.

Blair laughed and moaned at the same time, a strange sound that confused me almost as much as it aroused me. Her palm rubbed slowly over my cock, letting the fabric drag against it until my hips pushed forward on their own.

She slid my panties down my thighs and lowered herself in front of me. The elastic caught briefly around my legs before settling near my knees.

Blair wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked me. Her hand was warm and smooth, and I could feel every small movement of her grip. Then she leaned forward and closed her mouth around the tip.

I tipped my head back against the door and groaned.

Her lips tightened around me as she sucked, and her tongue swept beneath the head of my cock. I’d spent months watching Blair move around backstage in lingerie, never imagining I’d one day feel her mouth on me while I wore a dress.

She pulled away for a moment, but I didn’t dare look down. I was already too close. Seeing her kneeling between my legs might’ve made me come within seconds.

Then I heard a click.

My eyes shot open.

Blair had her phone raised toward me.

For a second, I couldn’t understand what I was seeing. Then I realized she’d taken a photograph.

I quickly shoved the skirt back down and yanked my panties over my erection.

“What the hell?”

“This will teach you to play fashion model,” she said, her expression twisting into something cruel. “You’re going to give me half of everything you make from here on out, or I’ll expose you to everyone.”

The arousal drained out of me so quickly it left me cold.

“I can’t afford that,” I said, panic sharpening my voice. “I’ll never be able to keep my apartment.”

“You’ll figure it out,” she said.

She stood, smoothed her clothes, and walked out of the room as though nothing had happened.

I remained beside the door, too stunned to move. My panties were crooked beneath the dress, and my heart beat painfully against my ribs. Tears burned behind my eyes.

Shit. What the hell was I going to do?

I wiped my cheeks, adjusted my clothes, and left the bedroom in search of Colette.

“There you are,” she said when she saw me. “I’ve been looking for you everywhere!”

I tried to answer, but my throat had tightened so much that I couldn’t get the words out. Colette’s smile disappeared as soon as she looked at my face.

“What is it?”

I took her hand and pulled her into the same bedroom I’d just left. Once the door closed, I told her everything.

“That fucking bitch,” Colette said. “I’m so sorry.”

“I don’t know what to do! I can’t afford her request,” I cried.

“There’s only one thing we can do,” she said. “We have to expose you ourselves.”

“What? No!”

“It’s the only way. Then she has nothing on you.”

“What will people say?”

“People always have something to say. You can’t pay so much attention to that. Besides, I’ll be there for you.”

Her certainty calmed me, even though the idea terrified me. She didn’t hesitate or look embarrassed by me. She spoke as though the problem was Blair, not the fact that I enjoyed wearing women’s clothing.

I felt comforted by her warmth.

Colette leaned in to hug me, then stopped halfway. Her eyes stayed on mine. The anger in her expression softened, and my heart began to race for an entirely different reason.

She leaned forward again and pressed her mouth to mine.

Colette tasted like milk and honey. I breathed in her vanilla perfume and wrapped my arms around her waist. Her body relaxed against mine, and for one brief moment, Blair and the photograph disappeared from my mind.

Colette pulled back with a soft expression.

“Sorry about that.”

“I don’t mind,” I choked out, still too confused by everything happening to say anything better.

She blushed and took my hand.

Colette led me out of the bedroom and back into the main living room. The penthouse seemed to spin around me. The music, voices, and city lights blurred together as I tried to keep my breathing steady.

She left me for a moment to speak with Mr. Laurent.

He glanced in my direction while she talked, then nodded.

Colette hurried back with a smile.

“I have an announcement!” she cried to the room.

Half the guests looked irritated. I guessed it was unusual for one designer to demand so much attention at someone else’s party. Still, Colette was one of Laurent’s most recognizable models, so the conversations gradually quieted.

People turned toward us.

Colette reached for the hem of my dress and pulled it up without warning.

My jaw dropped.

Cool air struck my bare thighs, and the room suddenly had a clear view of the panties stretched over the shape of my cock. I covered my eyes with both hands.

I was horrified.

I waited for laughter. I waited for whispers, insults, and cruel jokes. Instead, the guests remained quiet, listening with surprising respect.

“Mr. Laurent’s new model is not who you thought she was. She is a boy. A beautiful boy. A dependable boy. He fits and displays Mr. Laurent’s dresses like a pro model. I dare anyone here to say he should sacrifice that kind of beauty and talent just because of gender.”

I peeked through the gaps between my fingers and studied their faces.

Colette released the dress, and the skirt dropped back into place. The guests seemed to be considering what she’d said. A few looked genuinely moved. Others remained skeptical, their expressions tight and unreadable.

Then one of the impressed guests began to clap.

A few more joined in.

“I think it’s marvelous, darling!” someone cried.

“Very progressive!” another called out.

The applause spread through the room until the inspired guests outnumbered the doubtful ones. A strange sense of pride rose inside me. I was still embarrassed, but I was also standing in front of the most important people in the industry without hiding.

Colette turned toward me, gently pulled my hands away from my face, and smiled.

“I told you it’d work out.”

I scanned the room for Blair.

She stood pouting in the corner, her arms folded tightly across her chest.

Colette noticed her too and immediately marched across the room. I couldn’t hear what she said over the noise of the party, but her hands moved sharply as she spoke, and there was no mistaking the fact that she was scolding Blair.

A moment later, I watched Blair hand her phone to Colette.

“I deleted that picture,” Colette told me in the cab on the way back to her place.

“What if she already sent it to someone?”

“So what? The important people already know about you. It’s not going to hurt you one bit.”

She placed her hand on my thigh in the back of the cab and squeezed. Her soft fingertips pressed into the smooth flesh of my freshly waxed leg. Even through the fading panic, the touch sent a warm pulse through me.

The cab pulled up outside her building, and I wished her good night.

“You’re not coming inside?” she asked with a pout.

My stomach twisted into a knot. I couldn’t tell whether she was being friendly, teasing me, or expecting something more. Still, I nodded and slid out of the back seat.

Colette linked her arm through mine.

“We need to celebrate. We accomplished something huge tonight.”

She led me upstairs to her empty apartment.

“Your roommates are still out?”

“Yes,” she said. “Why? Did you want to fuck me or something?”

“Oh, no. Not that. I just . . .”

I stumbled over the words. Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined I’d get the chance to fuck a woman like Colette. Even considering it felt ridiculous.

“Oh,” she said. “I was hoping we would.”

My eyes widened, and my feet froze in place.

“What?”

I couldn’t believe she’d said it. She had to be joking. She was probably teasing me, waiting for my shocked reaction so she could laugh.

Instead, she walked over and wrapped her arms around my waist.

Then she pressed her lips to mine.

Her warm, sweet scent surrounded me. Her full lips were soft and comforting, and her tongue moved gently against mine. There was none of Blair’s sharpness in the kiss. Colette touched me as though she actually wanted me there.

She found the zipper of my dress and slowly pulled it down. The fabric loosened around my body, and she slid it from my shoulders before letting it fall away.

Colette stepped back and looked me over.

I stood in front of her wearing nothing but panties and heels. The cool air touched my bare chest, while the panties remained snug around my cock and balls.

“I have a request,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“I want to fuck you like you’re a girl.”

“What? How do you mean?”

She curled her index finger, signaling for me to follow.

We walked into her bedroom, and she guided me onto the bed with my ass facing up. The mattress dipped beneath my weight. I rested on my stomach, still wearing my heels and panties, while she searched through one of her drawers.

When she returned, her hands glided slowly up my smooth thighs. Her palms felt warm against my sensitive skin.

She reached my panties and tugged them down.

The fabric slid over my ass and caught around the tops of my legs. Colette spread her hands across my cheeks and began massaging them, squeezing the flesh and pulling me open.

“You have the most girly ass I’ve ever seen on a man.”

“Thank you,” I said awkwardly.

“It’s a real turn-on.”

I heard the click of a bottle opening, followed by a wet squirting sound.

Colette spread the slick liquid across my ass with her fingertips. The lube was cool at first, but it quickly warmed beneath her touch. She circled my hole slowly before pressing one finger inside.

“Oh!” I cried, startled and excited.

I hadn’t expected that.

Of course, I hadn’t expected any of this.

She eased her finger deeper, moving it in and out while twisting it inside me. The pressure was strange but satisfying, especially when she curled her finger and touched places I’d never explored before.

With her other hand, she reached around my hip and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

She began stroking me.

“You like that?” she asked.

I pressed my fist to my mouth and nodded.

Her hand slid along my shaft while her finger worked slowly inside my ass. The two sensations blended until I couldn’t focus on either one separately.

I bit my knuckles as she added a second finger.

The stretch made me tense, but she moved carefully, giving my body time to open around her. Then she added a third. I groaned into my hand while she twisted her fingers and glided them in and out of me.

“I’ve got something even better.”

I looked over my shoulder and watched her pull off her dress.

I’d seen Colette’s body a million times backstage. I knew the shape of her breasts, the curve of her hips, and the long lines of her legs. This time felt different.

This wasn’t casual nudity beneath harsh dressing-room lights.

This was private.

For the moment, her body was mine in a way it had never been before.

Colette wrapped a harness around her waist. When she turned back toward me, I saw the large, thick dildo extending from it.

She was going to fuck my ass like she was the man and I was the girl.

Nervous excitement tightened my stomach.

Colette felt like a perfect match for me, though I had no idea whether she saw it that way. Maybe I was only her little toy for the night. Maybe she wanted to satisfy a curiosity and would forget about me afterward.

At that moment, I didn’t mind either possibility.

She coated the dildo with lube and stroked it as if it were her own cock. Her hand moved slowly along the length, spreading the slickness from the base to the tip.

Colette leaned her head back and sighed as though she could actually feel every pass of her fingers.

The sight made my cock throb against the bed.

She straddled my legs and spread my cheeks apart. Then she pressed the thick head of the dildo against my hole.

The pressure alone made me shiver.

Colette began working it inside slowly and carefully.

I squealed as my body stretched around the tip. The fullness burned at first, forcing me to breathe through the discomfort while she eased more of it into me. My muscles tightened around the shaft, resisting before gradually giving way.

I reached beneath myself and wrapped a hand around my cock.

Stroking helped me relax.

Colette kept pushing until the dildo was buried completely inside me.

The base pressed against my ass.

She filled me so deeply that I felt stretched and stuffed from the inside out. My hand moved faster along my cock as I adjusted to the heavy pressure.

Colette pulled out slowly.

The dildo dragged along my inner walls before she pushed it back in. Each thrust came a little faster than the last. She built the pace gradually, allowing my body to get used to the size before she began fucking me hard.

Her hips slapped against my ass.

I pushed backward to meet her, arching my spine and lifting my hips from the bed. The straps of the harness pulled tight around her waist as she drove the dildo into me.

I looked over my shoulder and watched her small breasts bounce with every thrust.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried.

My cock swelled in my hand. My balls tightened and drew close to my body while the pressure built too quickly to control.

Colette continued pounding into me, gripping my hips as I stroked myself.

I came across her bed in thick spurts while she kept pushing and pulling the dildo through my clenching ass.

“That’s my good girl,” she said, stroking my cheek as the orgasm faded. “I knew you’d like a good pounding.”

Her praise sent another weak shudder through me.

Colette pulled out, leaving me empty and sensitive. Then she rolled me onto my back.

My legs felt loose and shaky.

She climbed over me and straddled my chest, holding the wet dildo just above my face.

“Clean it,” she commanded.

I opened my mouth.

Colette guided the dildo between my lips and pushed it onto my tongue. The thick shaft tasted like lube and my own body. She slid it slowly back and forth, rubbing the slick surface over my tongue and along the corners of my mouth.

I sucked it obediently, cleaning every inch she gave me.

Once she was satisfied, she pulled it free, unfastened the harness, and tossed it onto the floor.

Then she removed her panties and bralette until she was completely naked.

Colette climbed higher and straddled my head.

Her thighs settled on either side of my face as she lowered her pussy toward my mouth. The heat of her reached me before her skin did.

I extended my tongue and dragged it through her soft, wet cunt.

Colette tasted sweet and musky, with the same honeyed quality I’d noticed in her kiss. Her pussy was lush and creamy against my mouth.

I licked from her opening to her clit, gathering her wetness on my tongue.

Then I flicked the tip of my tongue across her clit.

Her hips jerked.

Colette rocked against my face, grinding herself over my mouth. She leaned forward and braced both hands against the headboard while rotating her hips above me.

I reached up and gripped her ass.

Her skin was hot beneath my palms. I pulled her more firmly against my face and buried my tongue deeper between her folds.

I could hardly believe what was happening.

I’d just been fucked, and now I was eating the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

Her body began to quiver.

Her legs trembled beside my head, tightening around me whenever my tongue struck the right spot. She gasped and moaned while her hips moved faster.

Her small breasts bounced as she rode my mouth.

I reached down and felt my cock harden again. My fingers closed around the shaft as I stared up at Colette’s body, licking her while I stroked myself.

“I’m going to come,” she told me.

I moved my hand faster and watched her climax build. Her stomach tightened, the muscles standing out beneath her smooth skin, and her face twisted with pleasure. Her pussy pulsed against my lips in small, quick waves.

I couldn’t look away from her.

Her body moved effortlessly above me, her hips working against my mouth as though she knew exactly what she needed. The sight and taste of her pushed me over the edge. I tightened my grip and shot another load across my stomach.

“Fuck!” she cried as she came against my mouth.

Her entire body shook. Her back hunched, and her thighs tightened around my head as the orgasm tore through her. It looked almost violent, as if it took every ounce of strength she had and left nothing behind.

Then she collapsed beside me on the bed, breathing hard. Her chest rose and fell quickly as she stared toward the ceiling.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve come like that,” she said.

A deep sense of gratitude filled me. Out of all the men and women Colette could’ve chosen, I was the one who’d given her that kind of orgasm. I’d made someone as beautiful and experienced as her completely lose control.

Still, a nervous thought crept in.

Maybe that was all she’d wanted from me. Maybe I’d been a curiosity for one night, and now that she’d satisfied it, she’d be finished with me.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

Over the next few months, Colette and I grew incredibly close. We worked together regularly and fucked even more often. Some nights, she treated me like her girlfriend. Other nights, she made me feel like her favorite little toy. I loved both.

I also became Mr. Laurent’s newest and most exciting model. He received a great deal of praise for supporting the transgender community by hiring me, even though I was still trying to understand exactly what that meant for me.

I knew I liked being seen as a woman. I knew I felt beautiful in dresses, makeup, and heels. For the first time in my life, I was allowed to explore those feelings instead of hiding them.

Thankfully, the news hadn’t reached my family back home.

I wasn’t ready to hear all their small-town opinions about my success or the way I’d achieved it. I could already imagine the whispers, the judgment, and the endless questions about why I couldn’t have found a more normal way to live.

I knew I’d probably tell my parents one day. If I did, though, it would only be because I had Colette standing beside me.

One night, Colette and I went out to dinner with me dressed as a girl at her request. We’d already had quite a few outings like that. Each one made it easier to step outside without worrying that every stranger was studying me.

I no longer felt nervous with her on my arm.

The restaurant was dim and intimate, with small candles glowing on every table. Colette leaned across from me, her smooth skin warm in the soft light.

“I want to talk to you about something,” she said.

Adrenaline rushed through my veins.

Was she about to end things? Had I misunderstood what we were doing? Maybe I’d grown too attached while she still saw our relationship as casual.

“What is it?”

“Don’t be so nervous,” she teased, reaching across the table to take my hand. “I want to make us official.”

“Official how?”

“I want you to be my girlfriend,” she said. “Or boyfriend. I know you’re still sorting through everything.”

Relief rushed through me so quickly that I almost laughed.

“You have no idea how much that means to me. It’s been hard for me, but I’ve been considering transitioning the more comfortable I feel in my skin. I’d love to have you by my side through it all.”

“I’d love to be there,” she said with a big, bright smile.

She leaned farther across the table and kissed me.

I slid out of my side of the booth and joined her on hers. Colette wrapped an arm around me, and I rested my head against her chest.

Her heart was beating quickly beneath my cheek.

I wondered if she’d been just as nervous about asking me to be her girlfriend as I’d been about hearing what she had to say.

I smiled at the thought.
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