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In From Man to Sissy: A Tale of Feminization and Lust, we follow the tantalizing journey of a young man who, after a devastating breakup with his first love, discovers an unexpected escape in the world of cross-dressing. As he embraces his feminine alter ego, Sophia, he finds a newfound sense of freedom and pleasure. But when his ex, Elena, re-enters his life, their once-simple friendship takes a provocative turn. Elena, now intrigued by Sophia’s transformation, begins to blur the lines between friendship and seduction, leading to a series of steamy encounters that challenge everything he thought he knew about love, identity, and desire. This story is a sizzling exploration of self-discovery, forbidden passions, and the intoxicating power of submission.

As Sophia becomes more entangled in Elena’s world, she finds herself drawn to Elena’s charismatic but unpredictable boyfriend, Lucas. What starts as a playful game of feminization soon spirals into a whirlwind of lust, jealousy, and betrayal. Sophia must navigate her feelings for both Elena and Lucas, all while embracing her true self in ways she never imagined. From Man to Sissy is a bold, provocative tale of transformation, passion, and the irresistible allure of surrendering to one’s deepest desires.
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The rupture

It had been a couple of years since I broke up with Lila. She had been my first great love, the first woman in my life, and the only relationship that had lasted more than a year. To tell the truth, it was my first serious and formal relationship. I had been so deeply in love that I couldn’t see anyone else. I had already imagined our entire future together—our wedding, our shared life, everything. She was my world, and I had built my dreams around her.

But life, as it often does, had other plans. It can be cruel, and you don’t always get what you want. As the first two years passed, her interest in me began to wane. I didn’t know what to do. I felt lost, helpless, and desperate. Her lack of affection left me spiraling into a deep depression. I tried to hold on, to fix whatever was broken between us, but it felt like trying to catch water in my hands—the tighter I gripped, the more it slipped away.

Because we had been together for so long, her presence lingered in my home. There were clothes of hers in my closet, entire drawers dedicated to her exclusive use. Her things were always within reach, a constant reminder of what I was losing. One day, in the depths of my loneliness and despair, I found myself reaching for one of her dresses. It was slightly torn, something she had left behind, but it still carried her scent—a faint trace of her perfume mixed with the soft, familiar aroma of her skin. I hugged it tightly, burying my face in the fabric, and cried. The helplessness overwhelmed me. The woman I loved was slipping away, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

What started as an innocent act of comfort—seeking out her clothes when I felt sad—became a daily ritual. It was my way of holding on to her, even as she drifted further away. When she began canceling our plans, choosing to spend time with her friends instead of me, it shattered me. Each cancellation felt like a knife to the heart, a reminder that I was no longer a priority in her life.

One evening, after she left to go out with her friends, I found myself alone in my room again. The silence was suffocating. I reached for her clothes, my fingers trembling as I traced the delicate fabric of her lingerie. The scent was still there, faint but unmistakable. A strange thought took hold of me—an idea that felt both foreign and irresistible. The aroma of her clothes was hers. Maybe, just maybe, if I put them on, I could feel close to her again. Maybe I could feel the warmth of her skin, the comfort of her presence, even if it was just an illusion.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. Then, almost without thinking, I began to undress. I slid the lingerie over my nakedness, the fabric soft and cool against my skin. A shiver ran through me, not from the cold but from the intimacy of the act. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely alive. Next, I reached for the torn dress she had left behind—the same one I had clung to so many times before. I put it on carefully, the fabric brushing against my thighs as it settled into place. It was shorter on me than it had been on her, ending just above mid-thigh.

When I finally stood in front of the mirror, I felt a mix of emotions—discomfort, curiosity, and something else I couldn’t quite name. My body had never been excessively masculine. I was thinner than most men, with less body hair, and my frame was softer, more delicate. Because of that, the clothes didn’t look entirely out of place on me. The sensation wasn’t unpleasant, either. There was something oddly comforting about the way the fabric hugged my skin, the way it made me feel closer to her, even if only for a moment.

As I stared at my reflection, I felt a strange sense of clarity. This wasn’t just about Lila anymore. It was about me—about the parts of myself I had ignored or suppressed, the feelings I had never allowed myself to explore. In that moment, I realized how much I had lost myself in her, how much of my identity had been tied to our relationship. And now, standing there in her clothes, I felt a flicker of something new—a spark of self-discovery, of possibility.

For many, that incident might have remained an isolated event—a fleeting moment of vulnerability, quickly buried and forgotten. But for me, it was the discovery of a new world. At first, I told myself it was about Lila, about clinging to the woman I loved. I convinced myself that wearing her clothes, feeling the fabric against my skin, was a way to bridge the growing distance between us. But as time passed, I realized it was about more than her. It was about me. What had started as a desperate attempt to feel close to her became something entirely my own—an addiction, a revelation, a door opening to a part of myself I had never dared to explore.

I began to spend hours online, searching for tutorials on makeup and hairstyling. My shoulder-length hair could be styled in soft, feminine waves, and I learned to shape it into looks that made me feel beautiful. I bought my first makeup kit, experimenting with bold lipsticks and smoky eyeshadows. At first, my hands trembled as I applied eyeliner, but with practice, I grew more confident. Each step felt like a discovery, a piece of a puzzle I hadn’t even known I was trying to solve.

Within a few months, I had fully embraced this new side of myself. I became a full-fledged crossdresser, and for the first time in a long time, I felt happy. I found online communities where I could share my experiences with others like me—women who understood the joy of slipping into a dress, the thrill of seeing a transformed reflection in the mirror. Through these connections, my depression began to fade. I wasn’t just surviving anymore; I was thriving.

Still, there was a lingering melancholy. My relationship with Lila was unraveling, and I knew it. The distance between us had grown too wide to ignore. I tried to prepare myself for the inevitable breakup, steeling my heart for the pain I knew was coming. So, when she unexpectedly invited me out one day, I refused. Part of it was self-preservation—I needed to start putting space between us, to protect myself from the hurt I knew was coming. But there was another reason, one I couldn’t share with her: that afternoon, a package was arriving for Nicole.

Nicole. My crossdresser name. It felt like a secret identity, a part of me that was mine and mine alone. I couldn’t tell Lila about her, not yet. Maybe not ever. So, I made an excuse, claiming I didn’t feel like going out. The truth was, I was eager to open that package, to see the treasures it held.

When the delivery finally arrived, I tore into the box like a child on Christmas morning. Inside were a pair of black patent leather booties with a 10cm heel. They were divine—sleek, shiny, and impossibly elegant. I had been waiting for them to arrive so I could pair them with a set of brightly patterned stockings and a wine-colored dress I had recently bought. The dress was perfect: long-sleeved, mid-thigh, with a plunging neckline that made me feel daring and beautiful. It was an outfit that screamed confidence, and I couldn’t wait to wear it.

I rushed to the shower, eager to begin my transformation. By this point, I had waxed my entire body, savoring the smoothness of my skin and the way it enhanced the delicate fabrics I now adored. As the water cascaded over me, I felt a sense of anticipation, a thrill that had become familiar yet never lost its magic.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, I began my ritual. First, the stockings, their intricate patterns catching the light as I carefully rolled them up my legs. Next, the dress, its fabric whispering against my skin as I slipped it on. The booties came last, their heels clicking softly against the floor as I walked to the mirror. I took my time with my makeup, blending eyeshadows and perfecting my eyeliner until my reflection stared back at me—a woman I was proud to be.

First, I put on my stockings, carefully smoothing them over my legs to avoid snags or tears. Next came the dress, its soft fabric gliding over my skin as I adjusted it to sit just right. Finally, I slipped into the black patent leather booties, their 10cm heels clicking softly against the floor. I stood in front of the mirror, combing my shoulder-length hair into soft, feminine waves. Then, I began applying my makeup with meticulous care, choosing bright eyeshadows that complemented my outfit. When I finished, I was delighted with the result. I posed in front of the mirror, practicing graceful movements and imagining myself as the confident woman I longed to be. After a while, I moved to my bed, where I took dozens of pictures of myself in different poses, each one capturing a new angle of my transformation. I felt radiant, happy, and free.

But my joy was short-lived. I decided to get a glass of water from the living room, still smiling to myself. As I walked back, the door burst open with a loud crash, making me jump in fright. My heart raced as Lila stormed in, her face twisted with anger.

– You fucking bitch! – she shouted, her voice trembling with rage. – It’s you she’s been cheating on me with!

For a moment, I was paralyzed, unable to speak or move. My mind raced, but no words came out. She stepped closer, clearly intending to yell at me more, but then she stopped. Her eyes widened as she took in my appearance—the dress, the makeup, the heels. Her anger gave way to shock.

– Is it you? – she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. – What the fuck are you doing?

We argued for hours—or rather, she yelled while I stood there in shame, my eyes fixed on the floor. I couldn’t bring myself to look at her, let alone respond. My voice faltered, and I only managed to stammer a few fragmented replies between her accusations. I had never seen her so furious, so hurt.

– This explains a lot, – she said, her tone shifting as if she were no longer speaking to me. – I should have known this from the beginning. I was a fool not to realize it sooner.

– I’m so sorry, – I finally whispered, tears streaming down my face. – Please, forgive me.

But she seemed lost in a trance, her anger giving way to a hollow, distant expression. After a few minutes of silence, she turned and walked out of my house without another word. I stood there, stunned, before rushing to change out of my clothes and into something more neutral. I tried to follow her, to explain, but she was gone. I called and texted her repeatedly, but there was no response. Maybe, at some point, I had felt ready for the breakup, but this—this changed everything.

Two days later, I finally received a message from her.

– Hello, I’m sorry if that day I acted the way I did. It was not my intention to hurt you so much. I think you know that our relationship was not going through its best moment, and I thought you were cheating on me. That’s why I came to your house by surprise. I had seen through the window a girl in your bed, and the anger took over me. That’s why I did what I did. It’s not a justification, but I hope you can understand. I think it goes without saying that we can no longer be together—not only because our relationship has been broken for a long time, but also because when I discovered this secret of yours, I can no longer see you in the same way. I can understand and respect you completely, but this doesn’t fit with the plans and ideas I had for the future. I hope you can understand my decision. I am still fond of you, and I think I always will be. Maybe right now we can’t be friends, but in time, perhaps we can.

Her message shattered my heart into more pieces than I thought possible. I read it over and over, each word cutting deeper than the last. I responded immediately, pleading for her forgiveness, begging her to give me another chance. I told her I could change for her, that I would find a way to make everything go back to normal. But my words felt hollow, even to me. She didn’t reply. Her silence was deafening, a final, unspoken confirmation that it was truly over.

The depression I thought I had left behind came rushing back, stronger than ever. The weight of her absence, the guilt of my actions, and the pain of losing her all crashed down on me at once. I couldn’t eat, couldn’t sleep, couldn’t find the strength to get out of bed. The joy I had felt in embracing my true self now felt like a cruel joke, a fleeting moment of happiness that had cost me everything. I tried to distract myself, to find some semblance of comfort, but nothing worked. The world felt gray and lifeless, and I was drowning in it.


Reconnecting

As the months passed, the sharp pain in my heart began to dull, though it never fully disappeared. I packed all my feminine clothes into a locked suitcase, swearing to myself that I would never wear them again. I threw myself into work, hobbies, and anything else I could think of to bury that part of my life. But no matter how much I tried to distract myself, the sadness lingered like a shadow, always just out of sight but never truly gone.

Then, one day, my phone buzzed with a message from Lila. My heart leapt as I read her name on the screen. I opened it as fast as I could, my hands trembling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. The mere possibility of talking to her again filled me with hope. I replied immediately, carefully choosing my words, and stared at the screen, waiting anxiously for her response. When her next message arrived, I felt a rush of relief and joy. We talked for a while, catching up, and eventually agreed to meet for coffee later that week.

When the day of our meeting arrived, I was a bundle of nerves. I wanted to look my best for her, so I spent extra time getting ready. I shaved carefully, smoothed lotion over my face, and dressed in a coat she had always liked. As I walked to the café, my heart pounded with anticipation. I arrived early and sat at a table, fidgeting nervously as I waited for her.

When she finally walked in, she looked just as beautiful as I remembered. Her smile lit up the room, and I felt a wave of warmth as she approached. We sat down and began talking, and I was thrilled to see how kind and attentive she was. She treated me with the same affection I had missed so much, and for a moment, it felt like old times.

– By the way, – she said casually, smoothing the fabric of her dress, – do you like my dress?

– Of course I do, – I replied immediately, my voice a little too eager. – You look very beautiful.

– Thank you, – she smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. – I knew you’d like it. It’s just like the one I saw you wearing that time, only in black.

Her comment caught me completely off guard. I choked on my coffee, my face turning bright red as I tried to recover. She laughed, a light, musical sound that made my heart flutter, and then she winked at me.

– Sorry, I took you by surprise, – she said, still grinning.

– It’s all right, – I managed to say, though my voice was shaky. I couldn’t help but smile back, even as my mind raced. Her words had stirred something in me, a mix of embarrassment and something else I couldn’t quite name. For the first time in months, I felt a flicker of hope—not just for us, but for myself.

– It’s a very nice dress, – she said, her fingers gently caressing the fabric. – My boyfriend says it fits me very well, although I don’t know if it fits me as well as it does you.

Her laughter was light and carefree, but her words hit me like a punch to the gut. My heart sank, and the fragile hope I had been clinging to shattered into pieces. She was already dating someone else. This coffee outing wasn’t a romantic reunion—it was just two old friends catching up. Her playful comments about my cross-dressing made it painfully clear that she only saw me as a friend now, one who happened to dress as a woman. I forced a smile, trying to mask the hurt, and quickly changed the subject. But after a few minutes, she steered the conversation back to my transvestism.

– The truth is, I haven’t worn any of those clothes for a long time, – I admitted, my voice quiet but honest.

– Why? – she asked, her hand gently brushing mine. – You looked very pretty in that dress. Besides, I saw how happy you were before… well, you know.

– Since then, I haven’t dressed again, – I confessed, avoiding her gaze. – I’ve left it behind.

We talked a little more about it, but I remained firm in my decision. A part of me clung to the hope that if I showed her I had stopped being a crossdresser, she might see me as someone worth loving again. Over time, we kept in touch sporadically through messages. Whenever the topic of cross-dressing came up, I would deflect or change the subject. Then, one day, she invited me to her house to watch a movie. I accepted immediately, my heart racing with excitement. I thought this could be the first step toward rebuilding our relationship. I arrived punctually, dressed carefully, and eager to see her again—this time, alone.

We prepared popcorn and settled in to watch the movie. I occasionally brought up memories of our time together, hoping to rekindle something, but she didn’t seem to attach much importance to those words. It was discouraging, but I was also relieved that she wasn’t pressing me about cross-dressing anymore—or so I thought.

– I want to ask you something, – she said suddenly, her tone serious as she gently caressed my hand.

Her touch sent a shiver through me, and I turned to face her, my heart pounding. The air between us felt heavy, charged with unspoken emotions. I nodded, bracing myself for whatever she was about to say.

– Whatever, – I answered without thinking, my voice trembling slightly.

– Anything? – she asked, her eyes locking onto mine. I nodded, my heart racing. – You have to promise.

With that, she took my hand and led me to her bedroom. My heart pounded in my chest, and my mind began to spin with possibilities. Was this it? Was she finally seeing me the way I had always hoped? I tried to steady my breathing as she turned to me, a playful smile on her lips.

– Close your eyes, – she said, her tone flirtatious and teasing.

I obeyed, my pulse quickening as I felt her brush something soft against my lips. At first, I thought it might be a kiss, and my stomach fluttered with excitement. But then, as the sensation continued, I realized what was happening—she was applying makeup. I sighed inwardly, a mix of disappointment and resignation washing over me. Still, I let her continue, telling myself that maybe this little game could bring me closer to her, even if only for a moment.

When she finally allowed me to open my eyes, she handed me a bundle of clothes. – Put these on, – she said, her voice warm and encouraging. I unfolded the items: a suede mini skirt, a long-sleeved striped blouse, and a pair of black thigh-high stockings. My hands trembled as I held them, but I didn’t protest. I changed into the outfit, feeling the soft fabric against my skin, and stepped out to show her.

– You look divine, – she said, her eyes lighting up as she hugged me. – Let’s go to the mirror.

When I looked at my reflection, I saw Nicole staring back at me. It had been months since I’d last seen her, and now, there she was—more feminine, more polished, and more confident than I had ever managed to make her before. Something deep inside me stirred, a feeling I couldn’t quite name. Unconsciously, I shifted my posture, adopting a more feminine stance in front of the mirror. Lila noticed and smiled, clearly pleased with the transformation.

– What’s your name, beautiful? – she asked, her voice soft and encouraging.

– I’m Nicole, – I answered, my cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and pride.

We returned to the living room to finish watching the movie, and afterward, we talked about clothes and makeup. Though I wasn’t entirely comfortable, I played along, partly because I enjoyed the way it felt to behave like a lady, to be seen and appreciated in this way. As the night deepened, I changed back into my regular clothes. Lila helped me remove the makeup, her touch gentle and careful. Before I left, she handed me the outfit I had worn.

– I don’t wear these anymore, – she said, pressing the clothes into my hands. – You should keep them.

I hesitated, not wanting to accept them, but she insisted. Her smile was warm, but there was something in her eyes—a hint of understanding, perhaps, or maybe just curiosity. Reluctantly, I took the clothes, my mind swirling with conflicting emotions. As I walked home that night, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between us, though I wasn’t sure what it meant.


The request

As time went by, I tried to find ways to win Lila back, but it became increasingly clear that her interest was shifting—not toward me, but toward Nicole. She treated my feminine side differently, with a warmth and openness she had never shown me before. Strangely, she rarely mentioned Lucas, her new boyfriend, when we spoke as friends. But with Nicole, she was more candid, sharing details about their relationship that she had never shared with me. It didn’t take long for me to realize that I might never be able to rekindle what we once had, and that realization left me feeling hollow and sad.

But, as luck would have it, that depression didn’t last forever. Over time, I began to come to terms with the breakup, just as I had promised myself I would. More importantly, I started to embrace my transvestism again in a way I hadn’t in years. I returned to watching tutorials, experimenting with makeup, and buying feminine clothes. It felt like rediscovering a part of myself that I had tried to bury, and it brought me a sense of joy and freedom I hadn’t felt in a long time.

Eventually, my feelings for Lila shifted. I began to see her as just a friend—albeit a somewhat distant one. Our interactions had fallen into a routine that felt more apathetic than meaningful. But with Nicole, it was different. Lila always made time for her, treating her not as my ex, but as a lifelong confidante. She shared things with Nicole that she never shared with me, and while I appreciated the closeness, it also made me uncomfortable at times. I had grown accustomed to talking about boys, but I still didn’t enjoy hearing about Lucas.

– Really, my friend, – she said to me one day, her tone light but insistent, – you should find yourself a guy. You’ve been single for a long time.

Her words caught me off guard, and I felt my face flush with embarrassment. I didn’t know how to respond, so I stayed silent, avoiding her gaze.

– Don’t be self-conscious, – she scolded, her voice teasing but kind. – I know you’ve been more open to the idea of experimenting lately.

– I never said that, – I replied quickly, my voice sharper than I intended.

– But you’ve never said otherwise, – she countered, her tone playful but pointed. – And you’ve never denied it either.

Her words hung in the air, leaving me flustered and unsure of how to respond. I knew she was right, but admitting it felt like crossing a line I wasn’t ready to cross. Still, deep down, I couldn’t help but wonder if she was onto something—if maybe, just maybe, there was a part of me that was ready to explore this side of myself more openly.

– Don’t worry, – Lila said with a reassuring smile, – I’ll help you get a date soon.

That conversation lingered in my mind long after it ended. Maybe she was right—maybe I did want to experiment. After all, there was nothing wrong with exploring that side of myself, and I would never know if I liked it unless I tried. But as I reflected on her words, I realized something: this wasn’t the first time she had brought it up. Over the past few months, Lila had been subtly—and then not so subtly—encouraging me to consider finding a partner. Her insistence was curious, almost out of character, and it left me wondering what had prompted this sudden change in her attitude. I would soon find out.

One day, I visited Nicole, as I often did. But this time, something was different. Lila was crying, her face streaked with tears, her voice trembling with anger and hurt.

– I hate him, – she sobbed, clutching a tissue in her hand. – He’s cheating on me. This time I know it’s real, not like with my other ex.

Her words caught me off guard, and for a moment, I was surprised she had chosen to ignore the fact that she was talking about me. But I said nothing, letting her vent as I listened quietly.

– The other day, I saw him, – she continued, her voice breaking. – I left work early and went to the square to look for a book. When I passed by a café, I saw him sitting there, holding another woman’s hands. Then he kissed her. I ran away before they could see me. I don’t know what to do.

Her pain was palpable, and I felt a pang of sympathy for her. I comforted her as best I could, offering a shoulder to cry on and a listening ear. There was a time, not so long ago, when I might have tried to take advantage of the situation, to use her vulnerability as an opportunity to rekindle what we once had. But those feelings were gone now. All I wanted was to be there for her, to support her as a friend.

After hours of talking and crying, she finally made a decision. – I’m going to end it, – she said, her voice firm despite the tears still streaming down her face. – I can’t stay with someone who doesn’t respect me.

I stayed by her side, offering whatever support I could. It was difficult to watch her go through the same pain I had felt when she broke up with me, but it also gave me a sense of purpose. I knew what she was going through, and I knew how to help her. In the end, I like to think I was useful, that I made a difference in her life during one of her darkest moments.

By now, my life as Nicole had taken up more time and space than I had ever anticipated. My crossdresser persona had become my main identity online, the account I spent the most hours on, the one I poured my energy and care into. I had even started to lose track of the last time Lila had seen me as a man. It was a thought I avoided, something I pushed to the back of my mind because it felt too complicated, too raw. I was content to live in a kind of denial, pretending not to notice how my feminine side was slowly monopolizing my time, my resources, and even my sense of self.

Despite the pain of seeing Lila so devastated by her failed relationship, I found myself feeling happier than I had in a long time. Every day, I embraced my femininity more fully, and even Lila, in her sadness, acknowledged it. She often commented on how radiant I looked, how confident I seemed. We spent a lot of time together during those weeks, as I became her main source of support. It was a strange dynamic—her leaning on me, Nicole, while the man I used to be faded further into the background.

One evening, as we sat together on her couch, she turned to me with a serious expression. – I need to ask you a favor, – she said, her voice quiet but firm.

– Of course, – I replied without hesitation, taking her hands in mine. – Whatever you need.

– Lucas left some of his things at my house, – she explained, her eyes downcast. – He keeps insisting on coming to get them, but I… I can’t see him right now. I don’t want to. I was wondering if you could give them to him for me. I’m going away this weekend—I need to be away from everything, from everyone.

Her words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken emotions. I could see how much the idea of facing Lucas pained her, and I felt a surge of protectiveness. – Of course I’ll do it, – I said, squeezing her hands gently. – You don’t have to worry about a thing. I’ll take care of it.

She smiled weakly, her gratitude evident in her eyes. – Thank you, Nicole, – she said softly. – I don’t know what I’d do without you.

Her use of my feminine name sent a warm rush through me, a reminder of how far we’d both come. But as I agreed to help her, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this favor might lead to something more complicated—something I wasn’t entirely prepared for.

The plan was simple: I would stay at Lila’s house and take care of things while she was away. When Lucas came to pick up his belongings, I would handle it so she wouldn’t have to face him. It wasn’t complicated, and honestly, it wasn’t too much trouble for me. I had stayed at Lila’s place before, so it felt familiar, almost routine.

That week, however, was anything but simple. Work was chaotic, with deadlines piling up and meetings stretching late into the evening. I barely had time to breathe, let alone visit Lila. When I finally managed to see her, she was grateful for my help but also concerned about how overwhelmed I seemed.

– Don’t worry, – I reassured her, forcing a smile despite my exhaustion. – I’ll be completely free by the weekend. I’ll handle everything.

She nodded, though her eyes still held a hint of worry. We said our goodbyes, and I rushed back home to prepare for another grueling day. The stress was relentless, and I found myself longing for the comfort of Nicole—the soft fabrics, the careful application of makeup, the quiet moments of self-expression. But there was no time. My days were consumed by work, and my nights were spent collapsing into bed, too tired to do anything else.

In a moment of desperation, I made an impulsive purchase: my first toy from a sex shop. I thought it might help me unwind, a way to release the tension that had been building inside me. But to my surprise, I didn’t even have time to use it. The days blurred together, and before I knew it, Friday had arrived.

Lila texted me that evening, reminding me of the plan. Apparently, she had arranged for Lucas to come by on Saturday to collect his things. That meant I would have the entire day to myself—or rather, to Nicole. The thought brought a flicker of excitement, a rare spark of joy amidst the chaos. Finally, I would have a chance to reconnect with the part of myself that had been pushed aside for too long.


Preparation

I left work on time that Friday, determined to make the most of my days off. As soon as I got home, I took a long, relaxing bath, shaving carefully to ensure my skin was smooth and soft. I wanted to fully embrace Nicole, to lose myself in her world without any distractions. When I stepped out of the shower, I slipped into a sweet peach-colored dress, layering it with a black dress adorned with white dots and a heart-shaped neckline. I paired the outfit with beige sandals, and just like that, the sexy, confident Nicole was back.

The afternoon was a blur of self-indulgence. I took hundreds of pictures around the house, experimenting with poses and lighting, feeling more alive and vibrant than I had in weeks. I scrolled through posts in the crossdresser girl groups I followed, drawing inspiration and confidence from their stories and photos. At one point, I even dared to watch adult videos, something I had never done before. The excitement was overwhelming, and soon, I couldn’t resist the urge to try out the toy I had bought earlier in the week.

It was a fuchsia-colored rubber dildo with a vibrating function and multiple speed settings. Holding it in my hand, I felt a rush of naughtiness, a thrill of anticipation for what I was about to do. I lay down on the bed, lifting the skirt of my dress, and began to apply lubricant. After a few minutes of teasing myself with my fingers—a strange but not unpleasant sensation—I felt ready to take the next step. I carefully inserted the dildo, starting slowly, easing it in bit by bit. At first, it was difficult, and I had to pull it out and reinsert it several times to make progress. But finally, it slid all the way in, and I let out a soft moan as I felt the last stretch. The sensation was incredible—I felt feminine, empowered, and a little slutty, in the best possible way.

I picked up my phone and found a video of a crossdresser girl being pleasured by a well-endowed man. I began to mimic her expressions, her moans, and her positions, moving the dildo in and out in rhythm with the video. When I turned on the vibration function, the pleasure intensified to a level I had never experienced before. It was overwhelming, electrifying, and utterly intoxicating.

I lost myself in the moment, switching hands when one grew tired, and eventually setting the phone aside to focus entirely on the sensations. I got on my knees, bouncing on the toy as moans escaped my lips. The pleasure built and built until I felt myself melting, completely consumed by the ecstasy I had created. It was a moment of pure, unadulterated freedom—a celebration of Nicole and everything she represented.

The sensation of the toy moving in and out drove me wild, and the vibrations sent waves of pleasure through my body. I quickened the pace, my breath hitching as I reached down to touch myself. But it was too much—I was so overwhelmed with heat and desire that, within seconds, I was done. I collapsed onto the bed, my body trembling, my mind a blur of satisfaction and guilt.

When I finally managed to sit up, the guilt hit me hard. I hurried to hide the toy, shoving it deep into a drawer where I wouldn’t have to think about it. For a moment, I considered never doing it again, pushing the experience out of my mind entirely. But the memory lingered, a mix of shame and something else I couldn’t quite name. I cleaned up quickly, my hands still shaking, and climbed into bed, telling myself I needed to rest. Tomorrow, I had responsibilities—Lila’s plants to water, her mail to check, and, most importantly, Lucas’s belongings to hand over.

When I woke up, I found a message from Lila waiting for me. She had outlined everything I needed to do: water the plants, make sure the water and gas were turned off, check the mail, and, of course, deliver Lucas’s things. I replied kindly, and she thanked me in a warm, almost playful tone, adding a flirtatious emoji at the end of her message.

– Oh, and by the way, – she added, – if you check the guest room closet, you’ll find some nice things. Clothes I don’t wear anymore that Nicole might like to try on when she’s alone. – She ended the message with a wink emoji.

My heart skipped a beat. The offer was too tempting to ignore. I was about to leave my house when her message made me pause. Should I pack some things for Nicole too? No, of course not. That would be a mistake. I was already carrying the guilt from the night before; I didn’t need to add to it. But as I closed the door behind me, I hesitated. My hand hovered over the handle, my mind racing. Before I could talk myself out of it, I turned back, opened the door, and packed a small bag with makeup and a few of Nicole’s favorite clothes.

By the time I arrived at Lila’s house, my cheeks were still flushed from the decision I had made. But despite the lingering embarrassment, I didn’t let it stop me. I headed straight to the guest room to collect the clothes she had left for me, knowing I would be staying in her room that night. The idea of Nicole spending an entire day in a completely feminine environment filled me with a strange mix of excitement and nervousness.

I used the keys Lila had given me before she left, and as I stepped inside, a flood of memories washed over me. So many moments had been shared in this house—laughter, arguments, quiet nights, and passionate days. Life had taken so many unexpected turns since then. Now, here I was, helping my ex through a breakup with her current boyfriend while carrying a backpack full of women’s clothes that were mine. The irony wasn’t lost on me, and I shook my head, trying to push the confusing thoughts away.

I left my backpack in the living room, grabbed a glass of water, and then made my way to the guest room. Inside the closet, I found the clothes Lila had mentioned: two dresses, a skirt, a pair of shorts, and three blouses. But the real surprise was a beautiful black baby doll with a delicate bow at the front. I laid everything out on the bed, admiring the soft fabrics and feminine designs, before gathering it all and taking it to Lila’s room. I had decided that Nicole would spend the entire day living as a woman, uninterrupted and free. The only task I had was to deliver Lucas’s belongings; the rest of the time was mine to enjoy.

After watering the plants and completing the tasks Lila had asked of me, I sent her a message to let her know everything was under control. I told her I had located Lucas’s things and that I would stay until she returned on Sunday night to give her the keys.

– Thank you so much for your help, – she replied warmly. – It sounds like you’ve got everything handled. And tell me… have you checked the closet in the guest room yet?

– I just went to see, – I lied, my fingers hesitating over the screen. – To get my things ready for the night.

– The nightgown is new, and it’s a gift for you, – Lila wrote, her message warm and encouraging. – I really hope you have a great time. Like I told you, everything in the house is yours to use—my room, my dressing table, everything. Enjoy yourself, Nicole.

– Thank you, – I replied, though a pang of guilt tugged at me. – But first, I have to deliver those things. After that, I can get dressed.

– Ugh, – she responded, her tone playful but slightly exasperated. – Here I was, thinking everything was going so well, and you had to go and mention that.

– Sorry, – I typed quickly, feeling a little sheepish.

– Don’t worry, – she said, her tone calming. – I really appreciate you helping me with all this. Lucas still hasn’t confirmed if he’s coming today, though.

– Don’t stress, – I reassured her. – I’ll be here waiting.

– I know, but I also wanted you to have a good time, – she replied, sounding a little frustrated. – I’m going to push him to confirm when he’s coming so you can plan accordingly and get ready.

– It’s really no problem, – I insisted. – I came here to help you, after all.

– Anyway, – she said, her tone firming up, – I’ll tell him I’m not at his disposal. If he doesn’t come early, I’ll reschedule for another time and let you know so you can relax.


Alone

We didn’t talk much after that. I decided to take a bath, indulging in the small luxury of using Lila’s shampoo and body creams. The familiar scents wrapped around me, stirring a strange mix of nostalgia and excitement. When I stepped out of the shower, my skin felt soft and fragrant, and all I wanted was to rush into Nicole’s clothes. But I had to wait. Lucas’s belongings still needed to be delivered, and until that was done, I couldn’t fully relax.

To pass the time, I grabbed some fruit from the fridge and settled on the couch, flipping through movies on TV. It might have seemed boring to some, but after such a heavy week, this quiet break was exactly what I needed. The solitude felt comforting, and I was grateful for the chance to simply sit and do nothing.

Around 7 o’clock, my phone buzzed with a message from Lila.

– Hi, honey, – she wrote. – I was talking with Lucas, and… well, we argued a little. I’m feeling a bit angry, and I don’t really know how to process it all. But don’t worry about that. After we talked, I told him I wouldn’t be available to receive him after 7. If he wants his things, he’ll have to come tomorrow after noon. So, the night and tomorrow morning are all yours. Kisses, have a wonderful time, and share some pictures with me!

I responded kindly, expressing my sympathy for what she was going through. But her message left me feeling torn. Should I get dressed as Nicole now, or wait? I decided to post about my dilemma in an online crossdressing community, seeking advice from others who might understand. Within just 30 minutes, the post was flooded with comments encouraging me to go for it. Their enthusiasm, combined with Lila’s message, finally pushed me to make a decision.

I started by choosing a set of pastel pink lingerie, wanting to feel as feminine as possible. Then, I reached for one of the dresses Lila had left for me—a stunning pink piece with delicate floral details. The dress had a soft bow just below the bust, and the fabric transitioned into a sheer, ethereal transparency where the flowers began to fade, only to reappear near the shoulders. From the moment I saw it, I had been spellbound. Now, I couldn’t wait to wear it.

After slipping into a pair of natural, vanished tights, I stepped into pale red platform sneakers. They added just the right amount of height and femininity to my look. As I began applying my makeup, I rummaged through Lila’s collection of costume jewelry, marveling at the variety. I decided to try some of it on, pairing a thin choker and matching bracelet with my outfit. Oddly enough, I recognized the bracelet—it was one I had given her some time ago. Instead of feeling nostalgic, I felt a quiet joy at being able to wear it myself. Before leaving the room, I spotted a pair of ankle bracelets and didn’t hesitate. Now, a delicate chain with rhinestones adorned my right foot, catching the light with every step.

When I finally stood in front of the mirror, I was amazed at the result. Nicole looked as beautiful and feminine as ever. I posed, twirled, and spent nearly an hour taking pictures, capturing every angle of my transformation. The house felt like my own private runway, and I reveled in the freedom of it all.

As the evening deepened, I prepared a simple dinner and sat down to eat, flipping through TV shows while answering messages. Lila was thrilled to see me so happy and carefree. We chatted like old friends, our conversation drifting into more intimate topics. Her warmth and encouragement made me feel seen and appreciated in a way I hadn’t in a long time. At her suggestion, I grabbed a bottle of vodka with cranberry juice to toast with her, even if it was from a distance.

The combination of the alcohol and Lila’s playful messages made me feel spectacular, but my low tolerance quickly caught up with me. Before I knew it, I was more than a little tipsy, sprawled on the couch, my phone in hand. The temptation to share my photos on Nicole’s social media grew stronger with each passing minute. The alcohol dulled my inhibitions, and I found myself scrolling through the pictures, my finger hovering over the “post” button.

– I’d tell you to check my nightstand, – Lila wrote, her tone playful and teasing. – So you could really feel like a little woman.

– Maybe you keep something in your drawer? – I replied innocently, though my heart was racing.

– A toy to give you pleasure, – she responded, her words dripping with flirtation. – Too bad I have it with me, otherwise you’d have it between your legs for sure, you naughty little thing.

The alcohol had loosened my inhibitions, and without thinking, I shared a picture of my own toy with her.

– Well, I have mine, – I wrote, adding a mocking emoji for good measure.

– No way! – she replied, clearly surprised. – And what are you waiting for, baby? Have some fun.

There were only a couple more messages exchanged before I found myself, almost without realizing how, in Lila’s bedroom. My stockings and panties were around my ankles, my legs spread open. I didn’t question the situation too much—I was already there, and the alcohol had dulled any hesitation. I reached for the lubricant, my hands trembling slightly as I prepared myself. The first penetration drew a soft moan from my lips, and I turned on the vibration, the pleasure building quickly. But just as I was losing myself in the sensation, I heard a noise.

Panic shot through me. I hurriedly pulled up my panties and stockings, but then second-guessed myself. Maybe I should take them off completely? I turned in circles, unsure of what to do, before finally bolting to the bathroom. I waited there for a few minutes, my heart pounding, straining to hear any further sounds. When silence persisted, I convinced myself I was safe.

I grabbed my phone, intending to tell Lila about the scare I’d just had. But as I typed, I caught my reflection in the dark TV screen and started laughing. The absurdity of the situation hit me all at once. I decided to fix my hair, which had become disheveled, and began posing again, my earlier fear replaced by a giddy sense of amusement. As I moved, I tripped over the extra glasses on the floor and burst into laughter, the sound echoing through the empty house.


The surprise

In the living room, I poured myself another glass of vodka cranberry, the ice clinking softly against the glass. I continued with my feminine poses, feeling sensual and provocative. Even the way I brought the glass to my lips was deliberate, an attempt to exude confidence and allure. A wide smile spread across my face—I was having an amazing time, lost in the joy of being Nicole.

I held the glass in one hand, lightly biting the rim as I fumbled with my phone, trying to unlock it with little success. The alcohol had made my fingers clumsy, and I giggled at my own ineptitude. But my laughter was cut short when the living room door suddenly swung open. My body froze, my eyes darting to the doorway. There stood Lucas, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

For a moment, I couldn’t process what was happening. My mind raced, and I quickly set down the glass and phone, instinctively smoothing my hair and adjusting my dress. My heart pounded as I tried to regain my composure.

– What are you doing here? – I asked, my voice tinged with annoyance.

– I’m here to see Lila, – he replied, his tone firm.

– She’s not here, – I said, crossing my arms defensively. – She’s out.

– I don’t believe you, – he shot back, stepping further into the room. – I was just talking to her. She told me not to come so late, but I saw the lights on. I thought she’d be here.

– It’s the truth, – I insisted, taking a step back as he moved closer. – She doesn’t want to see you. She asked me to give you your things and leave.

– If she’s not here, then it shouldn’t bother you if I call her to tell her I’m here and found you like this, – he said, his voice growing more aggressive.

– Go ahead, – I challenged, holding up my phone. – She knows I’m here.

I showed him the screen, our conversation clearly visible. But before I could react, he snatched the phone from my hand, his eyes scanning the messages.

– Hey! – I snapped, my voice sharp with anger. – Give it back to me.

He ignored me, his eyes glued to the screen as he scrolled through the conversation. Minutes passed, and still, he didn’t hand over my phone. I folded my arms across my chest, trying to mask my frustration, and finished my drink in one long sip. He continued reading, his expression shifting—sometimes grimacing, other times smiling faintly, as if amused by what he saw.

– Are you happy now? – I said, my tone icy as I stretched out my hand. – Give me my phone.

– Here, – he replied, tossing it back to me with a look of annoyance. – I’m leaving now. I’ll come back another day to talk to her.

He turned and headed for the door without waiting for a response.

– Wait! – I called after him, hurrying into the living room. – Take your things with you.

He stopped and looked me up and down, his gaze lingering on my outfit. For a moment, I felt exposed, vulnerable under his scrutiny.

– No, – he said flatly. – I’ll come back another day for that—and to talk to Lila.

– She doesn’t want to see you, – I insisted, my voice firm. – That’s why she asked me to handle this.

– You don’t know anything, – he shot back, his anger flaring.

– Of course I know, – I retorted, stepping closer. – I understand that she doesn’t want anything to do with you anymore. You should just accept it.

– Like you? – he said, his voice dripping with sarcasm as he pointed at me. – Is that what you’re doing? Accepting it?

His words hit me like a slap, and I froze, unsure of how to respond. The room felt suddenly smaller, the air heavier. I clenched my fists, my mind racing.

– Yes, – I said hesitantly, my voice trembling slightly. – I was able to understand and move on with my life.

– Don’t compare yourself to me, – he snapped, his tone dripping with disdain. – You let her go. You weren’t man enough, and that’s why she went with me. She cheated on you because you preferred to spend your time dressed like a whore. I’m not going to lose her, you understand me?

His words cut deep, but I refused to let him see how much they hurt. – What the fuck is wrong with you? – I shot back, my anger boiling over. – You came here to insult me? I was trying to be nice, but fuck it. Get the hell out of here. Understand this—she doesn’t want anything to do with you anymore.

– Don’t yell at me, faggot, – he shouted, his voice echoing through the room. – I’ll leave whenever I want, and I’m going to work things out with Lila.

– Insulting me and barging in without permission isn’t going to solve anything, – I fired back, my voice steady despite the storm of emotions inside me. – Get out of here.

– I’ll leave when I want to, – he said, his tone defiant. – You don’t command me. And take off that dress.

– What? – I demanded, my hands clenching into fists. – Are you going to tell me I look ridiculous? Or something else equally intolerant?

– I don’t care what you do, – he said, his voice cold. – But that dress is hers. I went with her when she bought it, and I was the one who took it off to make her feel like a woman. You shouldn’t be wearing it.

– She gave it to me, – I said, my voice sharp with hurt. – Probably because it reminds her of you, and she doesn’t want anything to do with you anymore.

– You’re… – he started, but his words faltered, his anger rendering him speechless.

– Now go away, – I said, pulling out my phone and showing him the emergency number. – Or I’ll call the police—and Lila.

– You’re not going to talk to anyone, – he snarled, snatching the phone from my hand. – I’ll leave when I want to, not when you tell me to.

Furious, I tried to grab my phone back, but he was too quick. Defeated, I decided not to fight anymore. – Do whatever you want, – I said, my voice heavy with resignation. I picked up my glass and walked back to the living room. – Just take your stuff with you before you go.


Smoothing out the rough edges

I turned on the TV and sat down in the living room, deliberately turning up the volume to drown out any chance of further conversation with Lucas. I took a sip of my drink, the sweet tang of vodka and cranberry soothing my nerves, and focused on the movie playing on the screen. When he turned to say something, I raised the volume even higher, refusing to give him the satisfaction of a response.

– Stop being ridiculous, – he said, his voice cutting through the noise. – You’re going to wake everyone up, and I don’t like drawing attention to myself.

– You should’ve thought of that before barging in, – I shot back, though I reluctantly lowered the volume a little. After finishing my glass, I got up to pour myself another drink. The taste was too good to resist.

– Aren’t you going to offer me a glass? – he asked, his tone indignant.

– This bottle was a gift from Lila, – I replied coolly. – Just for me.

– Bad manners, – he muttered under his breath.

I ignored him and watched as he walked to the refrigerator, pulling out a beer. My irritation flared.

– Hey, – I complained, – what are you doing? Stop that.

– I bought these beers, – he said, popping the cap off. – You wanted me to take my stuff, didn’t you?

I rolled my eyes and returned to the couch, determined to focus on the movie. But as I sat down, I heard a low, mocking chuckle. I turned to look at him, and though he avoided my gaze, his expression was unmistakably amused.

– What are you laughing at? – I demanded, my voice sharp. – What’s so funny?

He looked like he was struggling to hold back laughter. – I’m sorry, – he said, clearing his throat. – Just… curious.

– What is it? – I asked, my voice tinged with irritation.

– You, – he said, finishing the bottle in one long swig. He sat cross-legged on the floor, gesturing vaguely with the empty glass. – I just hadn’t noticed before. You’re… very feminine.

– Yes, well… – I stammered, caught off guard by his comment. – Thank you, I guess.

An awkward silence settled between us, broken only by the sound of him opening another beer. After a moment, he spoke again, his tone softer now.

– Hey… I’m sorry about earlier. I was really angry, and I shouldn’t have talked to you like that. I don’t usually behave that way. I’m sorry. I took it out on you, even though you’re probably one of the few people who could understand how I feel right now.

He shook his head, as if trying to clear his thoughts, and took another swig from the bottle.

– Don’t worry, – I said, my voice quieter now. – I didn’t behave well either. I drank more than I should have.

– I can see that, – he said with a small smile, his earlier hostility replaced by a hint of amusement.

The tension in the room began to ease, and we exchanged a few more words, the conversation flowing more naturally now.

– I’m really sorry, – he said again, running a hand through his hair. – I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I drank too much before coming here, and… well, I guess I wasn’t thinking straight.

He handed me my phone and settled into another armchair, his posture more relaxed now. The tension between us had eased, but the air still felt heavy with unspoken emotions.

– I can feel it too, – I said, gesturing with my nose toward the lingering scent of alcohol.

– Yeah, well, – he replied with a sigh, – it’s not every day the love of your life leaves you.

I couldn’t help but smile a little at his comment, though I quickly tried to hide it.

– You don’t have to make fun, – he said, his voice genuinely sad. – I know I did wrong, but it really hurts. A lot.

– I’m sorry, – I apologized quickly. – It wasn’t a mockery. It’s just that… like you said, I understand exactly what you’re going through. I suffered a lot too. I spent so much time crying and hurting after that breakup.

We talked a little more about it, the conversation flowing more openly as we continued to drink. Seeing him so vulnerable made me feel a strange mix of empathy and sadness. I remembered how I had begged for the chance to just talk to Lila, to fix things, and I could see that same desperation in him now. But as the conversation deepened, it began to reopen old wounds for me too. Eventually, we decided to change the subject, not wanting to dwell on the pain any longer.

– This is my last beer, – he said, holding up the bottle as if toasting the end of the topic.

– I can pour you a glass of this if you like, – I offered, gesturing to the vodka cranberry.

– Thanks, but I don’t think I’d like it, – he said with a small smirk. – It’s a girl’s drink.

– I thought you’d left that attitude behind, – I teased, laughing lightly.

– Well, then you try this beer, – he countered, holding out the bottle.

We toasted and took our first sips, then exchanged drinks, our eyes meeting briefly as we did. There was a quiet understanding in that moment, a small bridge built between us.

– You know, – he said, leaning forward slightly, – if things were different, we could be good friends. It seems like we don’t have much in common, but we agree on some ideas.

– Cheers to that, – I said, raising my glass with a smile.


Congeniality

As he drank, I studied him more closely. I could see why Lila had been drawn to him—he was undeniably handsome, with sharp features and an easy charm. And now, after talking to him, I understood that his charisma ran deeper than just his looks. He was right about one thing: if circumstances were different, we might have been friends.

– What do you think? – he asked, breaking the silence.

– You’re right, – I said, my tone light but honest. – If you weren’t so homophobic, we could be friends.

– I’m not homophobic, – he replied, his voice serious.

– Well… the things you said earlier—

– I was angry, – he interrupted, his tone softening. – I wasn’t thinking straight. I don’t think it’s wrong for you to dress like that. It was just a shock, seeing you—Lila’s ex—in those clothes. But I respect it.

– But it’s not something you like, is it? – I pressed gently. – I get it. A lot of people think being attracted to a crossdresser makes them less of a man.

– I don’t think that, – he said, shaking his head. – If anything, I think it’s the opposite. It takes a real man to be with a girl like you—someone confident, masculine. I don’t think those things conflict. I’m pretty liberal about all that.

– Wow, – I said, genuinely surprised. – That’s… not what I expected to hear.

– Lila didn’t mind that I saw it that way, – he added, his voice tinged with sadness. – But, well… you know how it is. I really don’t want it to end.

Seeing him so vulnerable, I reached out and gave him a hug. To my surprise, he hugged me back tightly, his arms strong and secure. I could feel the firmness of his muscles, and beneath the scent of beer, I caught a hint of his cologne—something fresh and subtle. My hands found their way around his neck, and I gently caressed his hair. We stayed like that for a few minutes, the silence between us heavy with unspoken emotions.

When we finally pulled apart, his hands lingered on my knees, sending a shiver through me. My skin prickled, and when our eyes met, I felt something I hadn’t expected. There was no rejection or repulsion in his gaze—just a quiet intensity that made my heart race. But beneath that, I felt a deep, unfamiliar fear.

– You should go now, – I said, turning away to hide the flush creeping up my cheeks.

– Yeah, – he replied hesitantly, his voice tinged with reluctance. – I think that’s for the best.

– I left your things behind the chair in the living room, – I added, gesturing vaguely toward the corner.

I heard a groan as he stood up, his movements slightly unsteady from the alcohol.

– I thought we were past that, – he said, his tone carrying a hint of frustration.

I stood up to face him directly, my hands rising to my head in exasperation.

– Please, we were talking nicely. I don’t want to argue again, – I said, my voice pleading.

He laughed, and when I gave him a questioning look, he responded with a smirk.

– I can tell you haven’t been out much or been with anyone, – he said, his eyes flickering with amusement as he took in my surprised expression. – When you raise your arms like that, your dress rides up. I can see your panties peeking out.

My arms dropped instantly, and I tugged at my skirt, pulling it down to cover myself. My face burned with embarrassment as he laughed, clearly enjoying how flustered I was. He took a step closer, stumbling slightly before steadying himself. Now, he was standing very close, his presence overwhelming.

– I’ll take my things, – he said after a pause, his voice low and deliberate. – But I also want that dress.

– You’re not serious, – I replied, my voice trembling with disbelief.

– I am, – he said, his tone firm. – I was serious when I told you what I said earlier. – He grimaced slightly, as if wrestling with his own thoughts. – Besides, you don’t know. Maybe I’ll find some relief in cross-dressing, like you.

– I doubt you’ll end up like me, – I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

– Maybe not, – he admitted, his gaze softening. – But it’s really weird talking to you dressed like that. Not because of the women’s clothes, but because of that dress. It’s just… – He paused, his eyes locking onto mine. – It looks better on you. Because of your height, it sits higher than it did on her, and… well, I don’t want to say more, okay?

My legs felt like they might give out beneath me. His words were unexpected, disarming, and they left me speechless.

– All right, – I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. – Give me a minute.

I hurried to the room, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. I moved so quickly that I almost tripped, my heels catching on the carpet. I hesitated, unsure of what to do. Should I take off my heels? No, I decided. It wasn’t necessary. I just needed to get out of the dress.

But my hands were shaking so badly that I couldn’t manage the zipper. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but just as I was about to try again, the door to the room creaked open.

– You really need to learn how to close the door, – he said, his voice low and teasing.

– What are you doing? – I demanded, my voice rising in panic. – Get out of here!

– What do you think? – he replied, stepping closer. – I came to help you.

I backed away, my heart racing, unsure of how to react. Before I could protest further, he was standing right in front of me. His hand reached up to caress my face, his touch surprisingly gentle. He took a lock of my hair, twirling it between his fingers before bringing it to his nose and inhaling softly. The intimacy of the gesture left me breathless. Then, without warning, he pulled me into his arms and kissed me lightly on the lips. When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine, as if waiting for a reaction.

– You smell like her, – he said, his voice low and tinged with something I couldn’t quite place. – And in that dress, you remind me of her too.

I didn’t know how to respond. My mind was a whirlwind of emotions, and I stood frozen, unsure of what to do or say.

– I told you to take off that dress, – he said, his tone firm but not unkind. Before I could react, he reached out and roughly pulled the dress off me, leaving me exposed in front of him. He tossed the dress aside, his eyes never leaving mine. – I don’t want to think about her anymore.

He took my hand and turned me around, his gaze sweeping over me as if seeing me for the first time. – Take off your stockings, – he instructed, his voice steady. – But put your heels back on.

I didn’t hesitate. My mind was blank, my body moving on its own as I obeyed. I bent down to remove my stockings, but his voice stopped me.

– Slowly, – he said, his hand tightening around mine. – Lean back on the mattress and do it slowly. Look at me while you do it.

I felt a shiver run through me, but I did as he asked. I walked over to the bed, my heels clicking softly against the floor, and sat down on the edge of the mattress. Slowly, I began to remove my stockings, one leg at a time. I rested my head on my knee, my eyes locking with his as I pulled the stocking down past my thigh. Just as I reached my knee, he moved closer.

He stopped me with a hand on my waist, his touch sending a jolt through me. Then, without warning, he leaned in and kissed me, his lips soft but insistent. When he pulled back, he knelt in front of me, his hands moving to my leg. He pulled the stocking down slowly, his lips following the path of his hands as he kissed my knee, then my thigh.

Left alone in nothing but lingerie and heels, I felt a wave of shyness wash over me at first. I was letting myself be carried away by the moment, but deep down, a part of me wanted to give in completely to this handsome man. My mind flashed back to how it all began—posing and photographing myself in feminine clothes, experimenting with my toy before being interrupted. Now, here I was, moving as sensually as I could, posing for him, feeling desired, happy, and overwhelmingly aroused.

For a moment, the absurdity of the situation hit me. I had become best friends with my ex, Lila. I was at her house to help her break up with her boyfriend, and yet, here I was, about to sleep with him. But the thought didn’t linger. I was too caught up in the heat of the moment, too consumed by the way he looked at me, the way his touch made me feel.

I turned my back to him, swaying my hips in what I hoped was a sensual dance. But he didn’t let me continue for long. His hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me close as he began kissing my neck, his lips warm and insistent. His hands roamed my body, brushing the edge of my panties before slipping his fingers underneath. I gasped, the sensation sending a jolt of electricity through me. It felt like I was living in a fantasy, one I never wanted to end.

We kissed for what felt like an eternity, his lips claiming mine with a hunger that matched my own. Then, suddenly, he spanked me, the sharp sound making me jump in surprise. From that moment, the passion between us intensified. His caresses grew more aggressive, his touch more demanding, and it drove me wild. Soon, he leaned on my shoulders, guiding me to my knees. I looked up at him, my eyes locking with his, silently telling him I would do whatever he wanted.

He caressed my head gently, his fingers threading through my hair, before he opened his pants. His member brushed against my cheek, the unexpected contact making us both laugh softly. But I didn’t waste any time. I reached out, taking him in my hand. The heat of his skin against mine was almost overwhelming, like holding fire, but I didn’t want to let go. The contrast between the heat and the softness of his skin was intoxicating. Without thinking, I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth.

My mind was entirely focused on what was happening, as if the world outside had ceased to exist. I wasn’t thinking about how or why I had ended up in this situation—all I could focus on was Lucas. His presence, his touch, his dominance consumed me completely.

After a few minutes of him kissing and caressing me, his hands exploring my body, I felt his strength as he lifted me suddenly and carried me to the bed. He positioned me at the edge, making me arch over the mattress with my legs spread. My breath hitched as he began to pull down my panties. I instinctively reached out to stop him, but he grabbed my wrist firmly, his grip both commanding and reassuring. I realized he was reaching for the lubricant, and he guided my hand behind my back, making it clear that he was in control.

That gesture sent a thrill through me. As he applied the lubricant, his dominance was undeniable. He was setting the pace, making the decisions, and I was completely under his spell. I moaned softly as he introduced his fingers inside me, the pleasure building with every movement.

Suddenly, he pulled away briefly to rummage through the drawers. He found a condom, opened it with practiced ease, and rolled it on. My heart raced as he positioned himself, and when he began to enter me, I felt my legs tremble, my body responding to his every touch.

After a couple of thrusts, he pulled out completely, leaving me breathless and disoriented. With some effort, I leaned on my hands to push myself up, only to notice a trickle of saliva on the sheets. I couldn’t believe it—this man had me literally drooling.

I watched as he removed the rest of his clothes, his movements confident and deliberate. I sat on the edge of the bed, trying to regain some composure and look sensual again. But as he laid his clothes at the foot of the bed, he noticed my toy, the one I had abandoned earlier.

– You really are a little bitch, – he said with a smirk, his tone teasing but not unkind.

– I just want to be your little whore tonight, – I whispered, my voice trembling with desire. I wanted more of him, more of this moment, more of the man who had awakened something in me I hadn’t known existed.

Lucas didn’t hesitate. He threw himself against me, his lips crashing onto mine in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. My legs wrapped around his body instinctively, pulling him closer. I had never imagined myself in this scenario, but now that it was happening, I loved it. The weight of his body on mine, the way his sex rubbed against me teasingly—it was intoxicating. I felt alive in a way I hadn’t in years.

At one point, the teasing became too much. I couldn’t hold back anymore.

– Please, – I begged, my voice breaking. – Put it all in me. Make me yours. I can’t take it anymore.

– You’re such a slut, – he murmured, his breath hot against my ear as he bit down gently. – But I decide when to give it to you.

He continued to tease me, his hands pinning mine above my head while his other hand gripped my hips. I loved the control he had over me, the way he made me wait, but it was driving me insane. My body was on fire, every nerve screaming for release.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he looked at me with a wicked grin. My face must have been a picture of desperation, my eyes pleading with him to end the torment. He smiled, took a deep breath, and then, in one swift motion, he pushed himself inside me completely.

I gasped, my mouth opening in a silent scream before a moan escaped my lips. My body arched instinctively, and I clung to him, my nails digging into his back. For a moment, I thought I might faint from the intensity of it all. But then, as he began to move, I felt a wave of pleasure so overwhelming that I could do nothing but moan and writhe beneath him.

Lucas lifted my legs onto his shoulders, the position exposing me completely to him. The sight was almost too much to bear—his muscular torso glistening with sweat, his face a mask of passion as he thrust into me with a rhythm that was both punishing and exhilarating. My heels rested against his broad back, the ankle bracelet jingling softly with every movement. I was lost in the moment, completely consumed by the pleasure and the connection between us.

I reached for him, struggling to pull him closer so I could kiss him again. Our lips met in a frenzy, his kisses matching the intensity of his movements. He fucked me like he wanted to claim me, to make me his in every way possible. I moaned and screamed, my body trembling as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak.

And then, finally, I felt it—a deep, shuddering spasm inside me, followed by a warmth that spread through my entire body. I cried out, my back arching as the wave of ecstasy crashed over me. Lucas held me tightly, his own release following moments later, his body shuddering against mine.

In that moment, nothing else mattered. I was his, and he was mine, and the world outside ceased to exist.


Crude morals

My lover collapsed on top of me, his weight warm and comforting. With some effort, I shifted him to the side so we could lie together, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. He was a little sweaty, but I didn’t mind. I loved the way his skin felt under my fingertips as I traced small, lazy circles on his shoulder. We stayed like that for a few minutes, the silence between us heavy with unspoken thoughts. I think we both felt a sense of guilt, and that’s why neither of us said anything. After a while, he stirred and sat up carefully.

– I have to go, – he said, his voice quiet as he began searching for his clothes. – It’s late, and I’m out of beer.

– Lucas, I… – I started, but my voice trailed off. I wasn’t sure what to say.

– You don’t have to say anything, – he interrupted, his tone gentle but firm.

At that moment, the guilt wasn’t the only thing weighing on me. I felt a sharp pang of hurt, too. Had I been rejected? Was he pulling away already? I stayed silent, pulling the blankets up to cover myself as I watched him dress.

– Calm down, – he said, leaning over to kiss my lips softly. – It’s not what you think. It’s just… complicated. I think you understand.

– Yes, – I whispered, my eyes meeting his. – I understand.

I reached for the baby doll Lila had given me, slipping it on quickly. I didn’t plan to do anything else but lie down and sleep. As I adjusted the delicate fabric, I noticed Lucas staring at me, his expression unreadable.

– Don’t do this to me, – he said, running a hand through his hair in frustration.

– What’s the matter? – I asked, genuinely concerned.

– Don’t tempt me anymore, – he replied, his eyes still fixed on me. – It’s already late, and I really have to go.

– Oh, really? – I teased, shifting my position on the bed. I lay on my side, curling up like a mermaid, the baby doll clinging to my figure.

– That’s enough, – he said, kneeling in front of the bed. His voice was playful but firm. – I’m warning you, miss.

– What am I doing? – I asked innocently, rolling onto my stomach and propping my chin on my hands. I kicked my legs flirtatiously, the movement deliberate.

He lifted me up and kissed me passionately, his hands moving to unzip the baby doll once more. But just as I felt him press against me, I hesitated, pulling back slightly.

– Oh, – I murmured, my voice tinged with regret. – I don’t want you to leave.

– I can’t leave if you don’t let go of me, – he said with a playful smirk, his tone light but his eyes serious.

We both laughed, and I reluctantly released him, though my hands lingered for a moment longer.

– I don’t want to let you go, – I admitted softly.

– I know, – he replied, his voice calm but tinged with something I couldn’t quite place.

He reached for my phone, gently taking my finger to unlock it. I watched as he entered his number, his movements deliberate.

– We’ll talk tomorrow, – he said, handing the phone back to me. – Take care of yourself.

He kissed me one last time, his lips lingering for a moment before he pulled away. I walked him to the door, where we said our goodbyes again. As the door closed behind him, I was left alone in the quiet house. I picked up the discarded clothes from the floor and lay down on Lila’s bed, my mind racing.

The next morning, I could barely move. The physical soreness was intense, but the emotional weight was even heavier. Not only had I slept with a man for the first time, but he was my ex’s boyfriend—or at least, he had been. I didn’t know how to feel about it. Guilt, confusion, and a strange sense of longing swirled inside me.

I wanted to tear off the baby doll, throw everything away, and go back to the life I had before Nicole. But my clothes were nowhere to be found, and the hangover made the idea of searching for them unbearable. Instead, I stayed in the delicate fabric, feeling both exposed and trapped.

I answered Lila’s messages tersely, my replies short and distant. Lucas’s morning greeting went completely ignored. The remorse was overwhelming, and I didn’t know what to do. My mind was a storm of conflicting emotions, and I couldn’t find clarity.

In the end, I dressed in the first thing I could find—a simple outfit that felt like a shield. The idea of enjoying the weekend as Nicole was gone. Yes, I was dressed. Yes, I was alone. But I no longer had the courage to embrace my femininity. The joy I had felt the night before had been replaced by doubt and shame.

I handed the keys back to Lila, avoiding her eyes as I mumbled an excuse and hurried out of the house. All I wanted was to forget everything—the night, the choices, the person I had become.


Temptation

That day would be the last I spent as Nicole in that apartment. I decided to focus on enjoying the moment and set aside the messages from both Lucas and Lila. Instead of letting my phone distract me, I took a long, relaxing shower, letting the warm water wash away the lingering tension. When I stepped out, I dressed in an outfit with delicate black lace details, layering a red blouse over it and pairing it with the denim shorts Lila had given me.

The afternoon passed quietly. I scrolled through the photos from the night before, smiling at the memories, and took a few more, posing in the living room. I spent the day resting, watching TV, and idly browsing through my social media. I was so absorbed in the calm of the day that I didn’t notice how quickly time was passing. Before I knew it, Lila walked through the door, her arrival pulling me out of my peaceful bubble.

– Hi, baby, – she said, setting down her bags with a tired but contented sigh. – Did you have a good time?

– I did, thank you, – I replied, standing to hug her. But something felt off, a strange tension in the air that I couldn’t quite place. – I’m going to change. I imagine you’re tired and want to rest.

– Stay a little longer, – she said, taking my hand and pouting playfully. – Come on, don’t leave yet.

– It’s okay, just let me change my… – I started, but she cut me off.

– Again with that? – she complained, her tone light but insistent. – Don’t be embarrassed. You’re very pretty, and you smell like a woman. – She laughed, the sound warm and familiar. – It would be strange if you changed now.

I stayed by her side, listening as she told me about her trip. She had had a lot of fun, and the time away from the city—and everyone in it—had been good for her. It was a chance to reconnect with herself.

– Well, I wasn’t alone the whole time, – she confessed, a sly smile playing on her lips.

– Naughty, – I teased, raising an eyebrow. – I thought you were in “mourning,” so to speak.

– I wanted to spend those days alone, – she admitted, – but in a bar, I met a guy. He was very polite, and while I usually wouldn’t have accepted his invitation, I think it was a good thing. After everything with Lucas, I realized I needed to move on.

– So… you don’t have any interest in him anymore? – I asked, studying her face carefully. There was a flicker of suspicion in my voice. – It’s just that when I gave him his things, he was really insistent about seeing you. We talked a little, and he seemed… very sad. I know what he did to you, but… I don’t know. It’s complicated.

Lila sighed, her expression turning serious. – I have to confess something, Nicole, – she said, her voice heavy with regret. – When you and I were having problems, I started seeing Lucas. I know it wasn’t right, and I didn’t have the courage to tell you. I’ve been keeping this truth for a long time. I knew him, and I knew how he was. I don’t know why I was surprised when I found out he was cheating on me. He changes his mind so quickly. That man… he’s unpredictable.

– Lila, I… – I started, but she held up a hand to stop me.

– Don’t say anything, – she said, her voice soft but firm. – I did wrong. Now Lucas has hurt me the way I hurt you. I think that’s partly why I preferred to avoid you and talk to you as Nicole rather than face you directly.

– Lucas told me yesterday, – I admitted, my voice hesitant. – He was drinking and angry. When I told him you didn’t want anything to do with him anymore, he got upset and let it slip.

– I’m sorry you had to go through that, – she said, her eyes filled with genuine remorse. – But like I said, he’s very capricious. In less than a week, he’ll probably be in love with someone else. And I’m not interested in going back to him.

– Lila, – I said, trying to get her attention again. – There’s something else I need to tell you.

– Whatever you’re going to confess can wait, – Lila interrupted me again, her voice firm but not unkind. – There’s been enough betrayal for one day. I swear, even if you were the girl he was cheating on me with, I don’t care anymore. Like I said, we’ve all been hurt. It doesn’t justify anything, of course, but now I just want to focus on moving forward, on turning the page.

– All right, – I said, nodding reluctantly. – We’ll talk about it another day.

We spent the rest of the evening watching movies, the tension between us slowly easing. When it was time for me to change and say goodbye, my mind was still swirling with unspoken thoughts. In the cab ride home, I noticed I had unread messages from Lucas. I tried to resist, but it didn’t take more than five minutes before I was eagerly responding to his texts, my fingers flying across the screen.

The days that followed were quiet, and there still wasn’t an opportunity to confess what had happened between Lucas and me to Lila. She didn’t seem interested in revisiting the topic, and honestly, neither was I. We hardly talked about those issues anymore. I didn’t ask her if she had spoken to Lucas lately, and I didn’t ask him either. There was a strange mix of anxiety and jealousy simmering inside me whenever I thought about the two of them. After two weeks, I convinced myself that it was all behind us—just an event we should all forget.

But then something happened that reignited my interest. I saw that Lucas had shared a new status on social media. He was with another woman. Even before opening it, I felt a surge of anger. That very afternoon, I had dressed up as Nicole and taken some pictures, even considering sending him one to start a conversation. My annoyance grew when, in the thumbnail, it looked like the woman with him was Lila. But when I opened the photo, I realized my mistake. It wasn’t her—it was someone else. They were at a fair, laughing and looking happy. I couldn’t contain my frustration and quickly typed out a message to him.

– I can see you’re very happy, – I wrote, my tone sharper than I intended.

– Hey, – Lucas greeted me, his tone casual but with a hint of teasing. – How have you been? You haven’t written to me these days. But if you’re jealous of my date, just say so.

– I’m not jealous, – I replied quickly, though my words felt hollow. – I couldn’t care less.

– Your message says otherwise, – he shot back, his tone playful. – But don’t suffer. If you have time, I can come see you tomorrow. I’ll even bring you another glass of that vodka you like.

– How brazen of you, – I said, my voice tinged with disbelief. – Do you really think I’m going to accept, especially after seeing you with someone else? And even worse, knowing what happened with Lila?

– I’m not going to lie to you, – he admitted, his tone softening. – I posted that photo to make her jealous. But it seems my plan worked out differently than I expected.

– Cynic, – I muttered, though part of me couldn’t help but feel a flicker of curiosity.

– Just send me your address, baby, – he said, his voice low and inviting. – I’ll see you tomorrow night.


The visit

I couldn’t believe it. I got up, leaving my phone on the couch as I raised my hands to my head in exasperation. Shaking my head, I walked to the kitchen to pour myself a glass of water, trying to calm the storm of emotions swirling inside me. When I returned, I crossed my arms and stared at the screen, which lit up with another message: I’m waiting for your answer, baby. See you tomorrow. I left it on hold, refusing to let myself fall into his trap. Instead, I changed out of Nicole’s clothes, determined to keep my distance.

The next day, as I was getting ready to leave work, my phone buzzed with a message from Lila.

– Hey, – she wrote, – I need to talk to you about something I saw.

– I already saw his status, – I replied quickly. – You were right about him.

– What are you talking about now? – she responded, clearly confused.

– I’m sorry, I think I misunderstood. What did you want to tell me?

– I told you, I don’t care what Lucas does, – she said, her tone matter-of-fact. – And I don’t mean that in a bad way. It’s fine for him to go out with whoever he wants. He doesn’t make me jealous. I’m dating too, you know.

– Ah, okay, – I replied, feeling a little deflated.

– Come on, beautiful, don’t feel like that, – she said, her words warm and encouraging. – You should think about seeing someone too. It’s been long enough since… well, you know.

– I’ll keep it in mind, – I said, though my heart wasn’t fully in it.

– Anyway, set aside the following weekend. I have plans for us.

– Thanks, – I replied, a small smile creeping onto my face. – I didn’t have anything planned, but it’s always fun to spend time with you.

When I got home, I took a long shower, repeating to myself over and over that I wouldn’t give in to Lucas’s advances. But as I waxed and exfoliated my skin, I rationalized that it was just self-care—it didn’t mean I had to dress up. After stepping out of the shower, I moisturized my skin and began searching for something to wear. Again, I talked myself into it: There’s nothing wrong with this. It’s just for me. I slipped into a pink bra and matching panties, paired with natural stockings that reached mid-thigh. I chose a black miniskirt and a blouse with animal print details on the neckline, then carefully applied my makeup. As I started taking pictures, I reassured myself: It’s okay if I send him one. I just won’t share my address.

– How pretty, baby, – Lucas wrote back. – Very sexy in that skirt. Send me your address.

– Pfft, of course not, – I muttered to myself, shaking my head. But less than two minutes later, I had already sent him my location.

I was restless, pacing back and forth in my apartment, my phone tapping nervously against my palm. Every so often, I brought my hand to my lips, biting my nails as I replayed my decision in my mind. What did I just do? I kept asking myself, over and over. I couldn’t believe I had fallen into his trap again. And now, here I was, preparing everything for his arrival.

– I’m outside, – his message read. – Come down and open the door.

That was a detail I hadn’t considered. I lived in a small three-story building with several apartments. To access the stairs and climb up, you had to first cross through a small courtyard after entering the front door. I peeked out the window and saw Lucas waiting below, his figure illuminated by the soft glow of the streetlight. I took a step toward my room, considering changing quickly to open the door. But what about the makeup? I hesitated, stepping back to the window as my phone buzzed again.

– Screw it, – I said to myself, grabbing my keys.

I was determined to go down as quickly as possible, but navigating the stairs in heels was a new and daunting challenge. I ended up clutching the handrail, descending slowly to avoid tripping and embarrassing myself further. By the time I reached the bottom, I tried to regain my composure, walking with one foot in front of the other as Lila had taught me—confident and sensual. But all that poise vanished the moment I stepped into the courtyard and found two of my neighbors there, a couple a little younger than me, sharing a cigarette.

I turned my eyes away, avoiding eye contact, but I could feel their gazes lingering on me. My heart raced as I hurried to the door, grabbing Lucas by the hand without saying a word. He followed without protest, his presence both comforting and nerve-wracking.

– Hi, baby, – he said softly as I tugged on his arm, his voice warm but teasing.

I kept my head down, hoping the boys in the hallway wouldn’t pay me too much attention. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, and I could feel the weight of their stares. Just as we reached the stairs, the girl from earlier called out.

– Good night, neighbor! – she said, her tone friendly but curious.

I waved my hand quickly in response, not daring to look back. My face felt as red as a tomato, and my heart pounded so loudly I was sure Lucas could hear it. As soon as we stepped into my apartment, I let out a long sigh and rushed to the kitchen to pour myself a glass of water. My hands trembled as I drank, trying to steady my nerves.

– Easy, doll, – Lucas said, his voice calm but laced with amusement. He placed a bottle of vodka cranberry on the table, the familiar label catching my eye. – Look, I brought your favorite.

I shot him a slightly annoyed look but couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at my lips. I poured myself a drink, the cool liquid soothing my frayed nerves. After downing it quickly, I poured another glass and handed one to Lucas. We toasted silently, the clink of our glasses breaking the tension. By then, my heart had begun to calm, though my mind was still racing.

– I thought you’d been out before, – Lucas said, leaning back against the counter. – But the way you reacted with those guys… I guess not.

– I’ve never been out before, – I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. – Not even in the hallway.

– But what about when you were at her house? – he asked, carefully avoiding Lila’s name. – Were you locked up there the whole time?

– Not locked up, – I said defensively, though I arched an eyebrow before taking another sip of my drink. – Whenever I’ve been dressed, it’s always been without anyone seeing me. Well, except for you on that occasion. I’m just… afraid of someone seeing me like this. And those guys…

– Easy, baby, – Lucas interrupted, his voice gentle but firm. He reached out, tilting my chin up so our eyes met. – You look beautiful.

– Thank you, – I said, my voice trembling. – But they… oh God. – I buried my face in my hands, the weight of the situation crashing down on me. – What are they going to say about me? Everyone will be whispering that I…


Second Appointment

Lucas pulled me into his arms, and our lips met again. This time, his kiss was deeper, more insistent. I could feel his tongue exploring mine, and for a moment, I let myself get lost in the sensation. But then, reality came crashing back, and I broke away, my breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

– Stop it, – I demanded, my voice shaky but firm. – Stop doing that.

– I don’t want to see you so tense, baby, – he said, his arms still wrapped around me. His voice was soft, almost soothing. – Don’t be mortified. I’m sure they didn’t recognize you.

– Maybe you’re right, – I said, trying to convince myself. – I don’t think they got a good look at my face.

– Well, whatever they missed, you look beautiful, – he said, his eyes locking onto mine.

– Thank you, – I whispered, my cheeks flushing again, but this time for a different reason.

This time, I was the one who leaned in to kiss him. My arms slid around his shoulders, and I felt his hands tighten around my waist. Between kisses, his fingers began to wander, sliding lower until one of his hands rested on my buttocks. I let him, my own fingers tracing the lines of his chest through his shirt. There was something about his lips—something addictive. When he bit my lower lip gently, I couldn’t help but smile.

– Let’s go, – I said, taking his hand and leading him toward my room.

– Wow, not what I expected, – he commented as he looked around, his eyes scanning the space. – Hey, I have these video games too.

– Yeah, well, – I said with a small laugh, – as you know, I’m a bit of a closet person. Plus, I don’t have as good taste as she does for decorating. – I avoided saying Lila’s name, but the mention hung in the air between us.

– It doesn’t matter, – he said, his gaze returning to me. – The important thing is that you look beautiful.

We kissed again, and this time, he guided me to the bed. I lay back, and he began to kiss my neck, his teeth grazing my skin in a way that made me shiver. A soft moan escaped my lips, and he smiled against my skin, clearly pleased with himself. He continued, his lips and teeth exploring my neck before moving lower, to my cleavage. With one hand, he pushed aside my bra, and I gasped as his tongue flicked over my nipple. The sensation was electric, and I moaned again, louder this time. My hands gripped the sheets as I closed my eyes, letting myself be swept away by the pleasure.

After a few minutes, Lucas left my bra in place and moved lower, his hands trailing down my body until they reached my heels. He removed them slowly, his fingers brushing against my skin in a way that sent shivers up my spine. Then, he began to kiss his way back up, his lips warm and insistent. I was melting under his touch, my breath hitching as he reached my thighs. He lifted my skirt gently, his fingers grazing the edge of my mid-thigh stockings. Instead of removing them, he left them in place, his hands moving to my hips as he returned to my side.

Our lips met again, the kiss deep and hungry. I turned to face him, my hands gripping his shoulders as we lost ourselves in the moment. But after a few seconds, he lifted my skirt once more, his hands moving to unbutton his pants and remove his shirt. I stared at him, my eyes tracing the lines of his muscular frame. He was undeniably handsome, his body strong and slightly stocky. I bit my lip, feeling a mix of desire and nervousness.

When he lay next to me again, I sat up to kiss him, my hands roaming over his chest. He turned me gently, positioning me so my back was against his front. His lips found my neck, his kisses sending waves of pleasure through me. I moaned softly, my body pressing against his as I felt his hardness against my backside.

– You have… – he started, his voice low and husky.

– In the second drawer, – I interrupted, knowing exactly what he was asking for.

Between his caresses, I felt him prepare, his fingers slick with lubricant as he gently introduced one inside me. I arched my back, rubbing against him as a moan escaped my lips. I heard the rustle of the condom wrapper, and within moments, he was ready. He applied more lubricant, his movements careful and deliberate, before slowly guiding himself inside me. My eyes were closed, my breath shallow as I focused on the sensation of his lips on my neck and his body joining with mine.

When his pelvis pressed against me, there was a sharp moment of pain. I winced, wanting to tell him to stop, but I bit my tongue, determined to push through. Gradually, with each thrust, the pain began to fade, replaced by a growing wave of pleasure. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying this, how good it felt to be with him.

After a few minutes, we shifted positions. I was on all fours at the edge of the bed, while he stood behind me, his hands gripping my hips firmly. The pace quickened, and I felt myself unraveling, my moans growing louder as pleasure overtook me.

I could only moan with pleasure, my fingers clutching the sheets as I felt him moving inside me, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through my body. With one hand, he guided my back to arch deeper, his touch firm but gentle. I heard him sigh, his breath ragged, as he occasionally spanked me, the sharp sting mixing with the pleasure in a way that drove me wild. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and I couldn’t get enough.

– Ufff, – he groaned, his voice low and husky. – You’re so tight, so perfect. You feel incredible. I’m close… suck me.

I didn’t say a word, simply obeyed. Sitting up on the bed, I took his length into my mouth, my eyes locked on his face as I began to move, letting him slide in and out. At first, I hesitated, my gag reflex threatening to kick in, but the warmth and the pleasure it brought me were too much to resist. I moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan louder. He rested a hand on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he began to move faster, setting a rhythm that left me breathless.

– I’m coming, – he warned, his voice strained as he held me firmly with both hands.

He didn’t give me a chance to pull away. With a deep groan, he released, his cum flooding my mouth in hot, pulsing waves. I felt it spill over, a trickle escaping the corner of my lips, but most of it stayed inside. When I finally pulled back, I looked up at him, my lips glistening and my mouth full. He laughed, a low, satisfied sound that sent a shiver down my spine.

For a moment, I thought about rushing to the bathroom to spit it out, but something stopped me. Instead, I held his gaze, my heart pounding, and swallowed every last drop. When I opened my mouth to show him it was empty, his eyes darkened with desire, and he pulled me into a deep, passionate kiss.

– That was amazing, – he said, his voice rough but filled with admiration. – You’re a natural at all of this.

– Thank you, – I whispered, my cheeks flushing as we lay down together on the bed, our bodies still tangled.

We kept kissing, the intimacy between us growing stronger. The rest of the night was spent talking, laughing, and getting to know each other better. It was a connection I hadn’t expected, but one I couldn’t deny.

– Well, – Lucas said, glancing at the clock, – it’s late enough. I think I’d better go. It would be weird if I stayed.

– Why do you say that? – I asked, my curiosity piqued despite my lingering nerves.

– I don’t want to bother you, – he replied, his tone gentle. – You’re already tense enough because of your neighbors. But if you prefer, I can stay.

– As you wish, – I said, my cheeks flushing as I avoided his gaze.

– You tell me, – he insisted, his voice firm but kind. – Decide.

– If you have no problem spending the night in the house of a person like me, – I said, my voice hesitant, – then you’re welcome.

– A person like you? – he teased, a playful smirk spreading across his face. – You mean a half-slutty babe? Because if so, those are my favorite.

– You know what I mean, silly, – I said, laughing despite myself.

We shared a lighthearted moment, our laughter filling the room before we kissed again, the tension from earlier melting away. Later that night, I got up to tidy up the remnants of our evening—empty glasses, discarded clothes, and the general chaos we’d left in our wake. As I moved around the room, Lucas sat on the bed, scrolling through his phone but glancing at me every so often, his eyes lingering.

I walked over to the closet, trying to decide what to wear for the night. My fingers brushed against the nightgown Lila had given me, and I hesitated for a moment before pulling it off the hanger. Without putting it on yet, I held it up to myself, imagining how it would look.

– It’ll look divine on you, – Lucas said, his voice breaking the silence.

– Do you really think so? – I asked, walking over to the mirror to see myself. – I think I need a full-length mirror to really appreciate it.

– You should also make more room for your dresses, – he said, standing up and peering into the closet. – And especially throw this one away. – He held up an old, worn-out piece of clothing, his nose wrinkling in mock disgust.

In his hands, Lucas held the pink dress Lila had given me—the same one I’d worn the first time we met. He frowned slightly as he examined it, his expression a mix of disapproval and something else I couldn’t quite place.

– But it’s very cute, – I said, my tone a little flirtatious as I tried to lighten the mood.

– You know what I think, – he replied, his voice firm but not unkind. – You’re not her. You shouldn’t dress the way she does.

– I didn’t think it would bother you so much, – I said, my voice softening. – I’m sorry.

– It’s fine, – he said, shrugging as he tossed the dress aside. – It doesn’t matter.

We climbed back into bed, our bodies fitting together naturally as we kissed. Within minutes, I fell asleep spooned against Lucas, his warmth comforting and familiar. When I woke up, I felt a strange mix of emotions. I still wasn’t used to waking up in lingerie, let alone with a man’s body pressed so intimately against mine. The sensation sent a rush of heat through me, and when I turned around, I sought out his lips, craving more of his touch.

That morning, Nicole was more flirtatious and feminine than usual, clearly influenced by Lucas’s presence. I touched up my lipstick and fussed over my appearance, wanting to look my best for him. After preparing coffee, we talked and laughed, the easy camaraderie between us growing stronger. We started watching a movie, but as the time for him to leave approached, I couldn’t resist one last moment of intimacy. I caressed him gently, my leg sliding over his body as I kissed him deeply.

– It’s a little late now, – he said with a chuckle, his voice teasing. – If you wanted to, you should’ve started much earlier.

– Do you really have no more time left? – I asked, my fingers tracing patterns on his chest in a way that was deliberately flirtatious.

– Well, – he said, his voice dropping lower, – I have time for something quick. – His hand guided me down to his crotch, his intentions clear.

He was kind enough to adjust his position to make things easier for me, and I appreciated the gesture. I looked at him with desire, my eyes closing from time to time as I lost myself in the moment. At one point, after kissing and licking him, he took matters into his own hands, masturbating with a firm grip. I watched him, smiling softly, before returning my lips to his heated skin. When he was inside my mouth, I knew it wouldn’t take long for him to finish. This time, I was prepared. As he began to spasm, I drank him in, savoring the taste and the intimacy of the moment.

I said goodbye to Lucas from the doorway of my room, not daring to approach the apartment door dressed as I was—my lipstick smudged, my nightgown clinging to my frame. He had left the door open for another encounter, and Nicole didn’t hesitate for a moment to feel a spark of happiness at the thought of seeing him again.

The next day, after lunch, I changed into a pair of shorts and a loose top, ready to tackle my chores. My phone buzzed intermittently as I exchanged messages with Lucas, our conversation light and playful. By late afternoon, the messages had slowed, at least from him. Lila, however, had written to remind me about the plans she’d made to celebrate my birthday. I didn’t have many commitments—since the depression I’d battled almost a year ago, I’d lost touch with many friends. For my birthday, I’d envisioned something simple: a quiet evening at a bar. Lila and I coordinated, and soon, the plan was set.

When the day of the celebration arrived, I showed up punctually at the bar. A few friends trickled in shortly after, their eyes widening in surprise when they saw Lila. She quickly explained how things had unfolded between us and that we were now good friends. A couple of eyebrows raised, but the atmosphere remained light and fun. We spent the afternoon laughing, sharing stories, and sipping on beers. By the end of the night, Lila offered to give some of us a ride home, as it was on her way.

– You know that tomorrow I have plans with Nicole, – she told me, her tone animated and full of excitement. – I’ll wait for you.

The next morning, a message from Lila lit up my phone. It was a detailed list of what I should wear—she knew my closet so well that her instructions were clear and specific. Instead of feeling uncomfortable about her involvement, I found it endearing. It was nice to have someone who understood that side of me so intimately and wanted to dedicate a day to celebrating it.

I arrived at Lila’s house with my backpack slung over my shoulder. Unlike other times, I wasn’t nervous—I was excited, eager to see what she had planned for the day. She greeted me warmly and almost immediately ushered me off to change.

– Wear the black skirt I told you about, – she instructed, her tone cheerful but firm. – And the blue top. Pair it with the black heels, then come back. I’ll do your makeup.

Although I had improved significantly in my makeup skills over the past year, Lila was on a completely different level. I remembered how, back when we were together, her friends would often ask her for makeup tips and advice. At the time, I never imagined I’d be sitting in her chair, letting her work her magic on me. She chose a matching blue eyeshadow palette, applying it with a smoky touch that wasn’t too heavy—perfect for daytime. After finishing my makeup, she painted my fingernails and toenails in a two-tone purple, her movements precise and confident.

Lila had planned for us to spend the entire day together, eating and watching movies. She had suggested going out, but I still didn’t feel confident enough for that. Still, I was slowly warming up to the idea, and we agreed that an outing could happen another time. In the afternoon, we ordered food through an app from a Chinese restaurant we both knew well.

– When the delivery guy arrives, – Lila said, her tone casual but with a hint of mischief, – you’re going to answer the door. Give him the money, tip included. You won’t have to talk to him—just smile and say hello.

– You’re crazy, – I protested, my voice rising slightly. – Of course not. When he comes, I’ll go to the room so no one sees me.

– Don’t be a clown, – she replied, rolling her eyes but smiling. – It’s fine. Besides, it’s just a small step. Consider it a way to cheer yourself up.


Confessions

I continued to refuse, shaking my head as we sat on the couch, sharing a bowl of popcorn and sipping our drinks. Lila, ever persistent, scooted closer to me, her arm wrapping around my shoulders in a comforting hug.

– Come on, honey, – she said, her voice soft but encouraging. – Cheer up. You already want to go out with boys, don’t you? Think of this as practice. What’s going to happen when they ask you out?

– Maybe you’re right, – I admitted, though I kept my pouty face intact. – But… stay close, please.

– Of course, – she replied, giving me a reassuring squeeze. – I’ll be in the kitchen, but nothing’s going to happen. You’ll be fine.

The minutes dragged on painfully slowly as we waited for the food to arrive. My nerves were on edge, and I kept glancing at the door, half-hoping the delivery would take longer. But eventually, the doorbell rang, and I froze. Lila, ever the motivator, gave me a gentle push from behind, urging me toward the door.

I took a deep breath, plastered a smile on my face, and turned the knob. Standing there was a young delivery guy, holding a bag of food.

– Good afternoon, – he greeted cheerfully. – Order for Nicole?

I nodded, my smile still firmly in place. The young man didn’t seem to think much of it, quickly checking the contents of the bag before handing it over.

– I think that’s everything, – he said, his tone polite.

I held out the money, my hand trembling slightly as he took it and counted the bills. He smiled and prepared to leave.

– Thank you very much for the tip, – he said kindly.

– You’re welcome, – I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. I smiled, closing my eyes and tilting my head to the side in what I hoped was a friendly gesture.

As soon as the door closed, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. My hands fumbled nervously with the lock, and just as I thought the moment was over, the doorbell rang again. My heart leapt into my throat as I opened the door, expecting the worst.

– I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable, – the delivery guy said, his tone sincere. – Have a nice evening, dear.

I smiled, trying to laugh a little to ease the tension. Before I could respond, Lila appeared behind me, her presence instantly calming my nerves.

– Thank you, boy, – Lila said, stepping in with a warm smile. – Excuse her, she’s a little distracted today.

The delivery guy waved goodbye, and Lila gently pulled me back inside, closing the door behind us. I stood there, my hands covering my face, feeling a mix of embarrassment and relief.

– Well, for a first attempt, it could’ve gone worse, – Lila said, her tone light and encouraging.

– I want to die, – I mumbled, my voice muffled by my hands.

– Calm down, – she said, placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder. – It’s a start. You’ll get better with time. Trust me.

– I don’t think this is my thing, – I admitted, finally lowering my hands to look at her.

– Nonsense, – she replied, her voice firm but kind. – You’re very feminine. You’ve polished your gestures—they’re delicate and graceful. And your way of walking in heels? It’s already so natural for you. Don’t be discouraged.

We spent the rest of the afternoon watching movies and eating the food we’d ordered. The tension from earlier slowly melted away, replaced by the comfort of Lila’s company. As evening approached, she sent me back to her room, a mischievous glint in her eye.

– Wear the purple dress, – she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I obeyed without hesitation. The dress was one she had helped me pick out—a stunning piece with a V-neckline that crossed elegantly over the chest. It fell just above the knee, with a flowing back that added a touch of drama. It was radiant, and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of confidence as I slipped it on. On Lila’s bed, I noticed a matching purple purse with subtle metallic accents and a pair of gray booties that complemented the dress perfectly.

– Happy birthday, – Lila said, pulling me into a tight hug as I stepped out of the room.

I changed into the outfit quickly, the combination making me feel more beautiful than I had in a long time. When I walked into the living room, Lila applauded, her excitement contagious. She gestured for me to twirl, and I did, smiling as the fabric of the dress flared out around me. We settled into an armchair together, the warmth of her friendship wrapping around me like a blanket.

– I was hoping you’d wear this outfit for your first outing, – Lila said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. – That’s why I got the matching bag.

– Thank you so much, my friend, – I replied, my voice filled with genuine gratitude. – It’s really beautiful.

I took the bag and placed it carefully with my things before returning to the living room. We settled back on the couch, the movie playing softly in the background as we chatted.

– You know, Nicole, – Lila began, her tone thoughtful, – you’ve been a great friend. You’ve supported me so much, especially considering that before… well, you and I… you know. But despite everything, you’ve been there for me, even during that whole mess with Lucas.

– Yes, about that… – I hesitated, feeling a sudden hollowness in my chest. – That night…

– He saw you dressed, didn’t he? – Lila interrupted, her voice calm but knowing. – I figured as much. He came as a surprise, and I hope he didn’t bother you too much. I know he’s pretty open-minded, but you never know.

– At first, we argued, – I admitted, my voice low. – He was especially upset that I was wearing one of your dresses.

– The pink one, – Lila said immediately, her tone matter-of-fact. – He chose it. I never really liked it, to be honest. Sorry, it never occurred to me that it could cause you problems.

– A little, yes, – I said, my cheeks flushing at the memory. – He insisted that I take it off.

– Hahahaha, how ridiculous! – Lila burst out laughing, her eyes crinkling with amusement. – So, what? Did you take it off?

– Lila! – I shouted, my face turning bright red as I playfully swatted her arm.

– I’m sorry, friend, – Lila said, her laughter fading into a more serious tone. – It’s just funny, that’s all. Besides, like I told you, I don’t care what he does. I’ve already seen his statuses with someone else, and it doesn’t affect me at all.

– Are you sure? – I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

– You’re kidding, right? – Her smile disappeared completely, replaced by a look of disbelief. – Are you just teasing me?

– Lila, I… – I started, but my words faltered.

– I can’t believe this, – she said, putting her hands to her temples. – What the fuck, Nicole?

– I’m sorry, – I whispered, my voice barely audible. – It all happened so fast. It just… happened.

Lila stood up abruptly and stormed off to her room, locking the door behind her. I knocked a couple of times, calling her name softly, but it was clear she wasn’t going to open. I thought about leaving, but something made me stay. I sat back down in the living room, leaving a movie playing in the background as my mind raced, replaying the conversation over and over.

Time seemed to blur as I waited, my thoughts spinning in endless circles. Eventually, the door to Lila’s room creaked open. She stepped out, her eyes red but composed. She glanced at me briefly before walking over.

– I think I overreacted, – she said, her voice steady but heavy with emotion. – You’re free to go out with whoever you want. And, well, I was the one who broke up with Lucas—and with you, for that matter. But you have to understand, this is a lot to process.

– I’m sorry, – I said, my voice breaking. – It was never my intention to hurt you. I didn’t know what I was doing, and I…

– You don’t have to justify yourself to me, – she interrupted, her tone firm but not unkind. – Like I said, both of you can do whatever you want. I think… if it was hard for me to assimilate, have you seen him again?

– What? – I asked immediately, my heart skipping a beat. – Of course not…

– Don’t lie to me, Nicole, – she said, her eyes narrowing.

– Last week, he came to my apartment, – I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

– It’s okay, – she said, taking a deep breath. – Lila, forgive me. I really don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I had to tell you. I’d do anything for you to forgive me.

– Well, what’s done is done, – she said, her tone serious but resigned.

– I think it’s time for me to go, – I said, standing up slowly.

– I’m not going to stop you, – she replied. – I understand that we’re both not in the mood, but I can’t force you to stay either.


Consequences

I nodded, my head hanging low as I made my way to Lila’s room. The weight of the situation pressed down on me, and I felt like I was on the verge of tears. But I took a deep breath, forcing myself to stay composed. I sat on the edge of the bed to take off my booties, but when I reached for my backpack, it wasn’t there. I checked again, my heart sinking as I realized it was gone. Confused and anxious, I left the room and found Lila sitting in the living room, a drink in her hand, her expression unreadable.

– Lila, – I said softly, my voice trembling. – Excuse me, I don’t want to bother you, but I can’t find my things.

– I left your backpack in the closet, – she replied, her tone dry and distant.

I hurried back to the closet, but when I opened it, all I found were my other set of girl’s clothes and my purse. My confusion deepened, and I returned to the living room, my stomach in knots.

– If you’re asking about your other clothes, – Lila said, her voice cold, – they’re in the trash. I ripped them to shreds with a pair of scissors. – Only then did she look at me, her eyes hard but glistening with unshed tears.

I stared at her in horror, my mind struggling to process what she’d just said. But before I could respond, she reached out and gently stroked my cheek, her touch a stark contrast to her earlier harshness.

– I’m sorry, – she whispered, her voice breaking. – I was so angry. And besides, you said you’d do anything for me to forgive you, didn’t you?

– Yes, but… – I stammered, my voice barely audible. – I have work tomorrow. I need to go home to get some clothes, and I can’t leave dressed like this.

– But nothing, – she snapped, her anger flaring again. – If you’re woman enough to sleep with Lucas, you’re woman enough to go home alone. – She paused, taking a deep breath to steady herself. – I’m sorry, I’m sorry, – she repeated, rubbing her eyes. – I’m still trying to process all of this, baby.

– It’s just that… – I started, but her sharp gaze cut me off.

– Could you at least give me a ride in your car? – I asked, my voice small and pleading.

– Any other day, of course, – Lila said, her voice firm but tinged with regret. – But I’ve had enough. – She looked at me, her eyes softening slightly as she noticed my teary gaze. – Look, I know it’s wrong, but I’m really not in the mood. I promise I won’t treat you badly again, but I need to get this out. And even though it’s wrong, I do want you to feel a little of what I’m feeling right now.

Shattered, I went back to the room, my hands trembling as I checked my purse. Thankfully, my money, cards, and phone were still there. I quickly called for a cab, my fingers shaking so badly I could barely dial the number. Tears streamed down my face as I sobbed quietly, and I could see Lila’s shadow lingering in the doorway. She didn’t come in, though, and I couldn’t blame her. I knew my actions had consequences, but it still didn’t feel fair.

When the cab was on its way, I gathered what little I had and went to the living room. Lila stood there, torn between her anger and sadness, but she remained composed. She walked over to me, her expression unreadable, and checked to make sure I had a ride. When she saw the confirmation on my phone, she sighed deeply. As the cab pulled up outside, she accompanied me to the door.

– I’m sorry, baby, – she said, pulling me into a tight hug. – But I really needed to get all of this out.

I nodded, unable to speak through my tears. The cab driver, seeing my distress, didn’t ask any questions as I climbed into the backseat. But karma, it seemed, wasn’t done with me yet. Halfway through the ride, the car suddenly pulled over. My heart raced with fear, but when the driver got out to check the engine, I realized the ordeal wasn’t over.

– I’m sorry, miss, – the driver said, his voice apologetic as he leaned through the window. – I’m going to have to cancel the trip. The car’s acting up, and I can’t risk driving it any further.

The app showed no available cars nearby, leaving me with no choice but to walk two blocks to the subway station. The confidence I usually felt while walking in heels was completely gone. Every step felt awkward and unsteady, and I could feel the weight of strangers’ eyes on me. Thankfully, it was late, and the streets were mostly empty. Still, the few people I passed seemed to notice me, their glances lingering just a little too long. By the time I reached the subway, I was on the verge of tears. I sat down, clutching my purse tightly, and checked my phone. A message from Lila popped up, apologizing for everything, but it was too late to ease the ache in my chest. I used a handkerchief to dab at my watery eyes, grateful that my makeup was still intact. For a moment, I thought it didn’t matter, but then I realized that at least this way, I could blend in a little more.

The subway ride felt endless. I avoided eye contact with everyone, keeping my gaze fixed on the floor or the passing stations. When my stop finally approached, I let out a sigh of relief, thinking that at least the ordeal was almost over. My feet ached from the heels, and the walk from the subway to my apartment was exhausting. But as I trudged along, my embarrassment began to fade, replaced by sheer exhaustion. I didn’t care about anything else anymore—I just wanted to get home and collapse into bed.

As I opened the door to my building, I heard voices echoing from the courtyard. The neighbors from the other night were there again, but I was too tired to care. I just wanted to get inside.

– Good night, neighbor, – the boy called out, his tone friendly but curious.

– Good night, – I replied flatly, not bothering to look up.

– Oh, – the girl chimed in, her voice teasing. – What a friend you would be.

– Sorry, I’m in a hurry, – I said, brushing past them.

– Join us for a cigarette, – she offered, her tone light. – It’ll relax you.

– I don’t smoke, but thanks, – I replied, forcing a small smile. – Another day, maybe.

– Of course, neighbor, – the boy said, waving as I walked away. – See you later.

The final challenge was the stairs. Climbing them in heels was no easy feat, especially after the night I’d had. I didn’t pay attention to whether anyone else saw me—I just focused on getting to my apartment. When I finally unlocked the door, I stepped inside, kicked off my heels, and peeled off my clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor. I collapsed onto my bed, utterly drained, and let the exhaustion wash over me.

As I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my mind replayed the events of the night. The anger, the tears, the walk of shame—it all felt like a whirlwind. But amidst the chaos, a strange sense of clarity emerged. I realized that, for the first time, I had faced the world as Mariana, not just in the safety of my home or Lila’s apartment, but out there, where people could see me. It was terrifying, yes, but also liberating. Maybe this was the start of something new, a step toward embracing who I truly was. With that thought, I closed my eyes, letting the exhaustion finally pull me into a deep, dreamless sleep. Tomorrow would be another day, and for the first time in a long while, I felt ready to face it—head held high, heels or not.


Afterword.

From Man to Sissy is more than just a story of transformation—it’s a celebration of embracing who you truly are, even when it defies societal norms. Through Sophia’s journey, we explore the beauty of self-discovery, the thrill of forbidden desires, and the power of surrendering to passion. This tale is a reminder that love and lust can be found in the most unexpected places, and that sometimes, the most profound transformations come from within. Thank you for joining me on this sensual and emotional adventure—may it inspire you to embrace your own journey with courage, curiosity, and a touch of daring.
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