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I  came  out  of  the  dressing  room,  and  there  she  was.  I  felt  my  face  flush  as  hers  lit  up with a smile. She came over to me. “Hi, I was just thinking of trying on those jeans. Do you like them?” 

“Uh, I guess, yeah. They fit me the best. Well, better than most.” 

She  looked  me  up  and  down,  her  gorgeous,  made-up  eyes  traveling  all  over  me.  “I imagine  you’d  have  a  hard  time  finding  jeans  that  fit  well  in  a  men’s  shop  because  you’re  so slim.”  Her  eyes  focused  on  mine  as  she  looked  down  at  me.  She  was  probably  close  to  my height, but in her heels, she made me feel like a shrimp. 

“Yeah, that’s why. Men’s jeans are always too baggy for me. If I find the right length, the waist is too big. I guess I’m not built like most guys.” 

“Not at all. I’d say you were much cuter. Very good-looking.” Her eyes roamed over my hair and eyebrows and landed on my eyes again, flitting back and forth between them. It was as if she were collecting data. “Love your eyelashes—so full and long.” 

“I looked around nervously. Did she know I helped my lashes with a little mascara? “Uh, thanks. Most women think I’m not very interesting. They want big guys.” 

“Big  guys  are  good  for  one  thing.  Other  than  that,  they  aren’t  much  fun.”  She  grinned and winked at me. “Now  you’re cute and a lot of fun, too, I’ll bet.” 

“Well,  I’m  actually  pretty  boring.  If  you  like  sports,  I  don’t.  If  you  want  macho,  I’m not.” 

“I bet you like other more interesting things than sports. Like shopping.” 

“Sometimes. When I can find what I want.” 

“Well, I think I found what  I want. Oh,  I’m sorry! My  name’s Tyler. You  can call me Ty.” She held her manicured hand out. 

I shook it. “I’m Robin.” 

“How  sweet.  I  love  that  name,  and  it  suits  you  so  well.  Can  I  ask  you  out  on  a  date? 

Maybe drinks and dinner tonight? Five o’clock at Manny’s Bar?” 

I was stunned. I think my jaw dropped, and I just stared at her for a while, because she put her hand on my shoulder and laughed. “Are you okay, Robin?” She ran a hand over my hair. 

Her touch welled me up with emotion. I was infatuated with her. “Yeah. I’m fine. Just caught me off guard. I wasn’t expecting you to say that. Manny’s Bar at five would be great.” 

“Great!  Good  luck  with  buying  your  jeans.  I  have  to  go  to  the  next  store  to  look  for  a new outfit for tonight. I want to look my best for you. See you then.” 

I  watched  her  walk  out  in  her  denim  mini  and  heels  with  polka-dotted  white  leggings, her  hips  swaying  in  her  skirt,  her  hair  bouncing  with  each  step.  She  walked  powerfully, confidently.  How  could  I  ever  date  a  girl  so  perfect  when  she  towered  over  me  in  her  heels?  I was five five, and with the four-inch heels she wore, she was probably five eight or nine. This couldn’t work. 

I made my way through the store to see if I could find any other things that would look good on me. There was a blouse that felt so nice in my fingers that I had to get it. It was soft and

silky fabric, not shiny, but it still looked enough like a men’s shirt to be able to get away with it. 

I  picked  out  some  new  stud  earrings  and  a  couple  silver  rings  that  were  on  sale,  then  as  I  was checking out, I found a peach-flavored lip balm I had to have. 

I  walked  out  into  the  fresh  air,  and  a  huge  grin  spanned  my  face.  It  felt  like  the  entire world  had  changed  now  that  I  had  a  date  with  Tyler.  I’d  finally  be  a  real  man  and  have  a girlfriend of my own. A gorgeous girlfriend at that. I couldn’t wait. 
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Manny’s was only a block away from my apartment. I showered, shaving the little body hair I had, and I felt clean and fresh. I slid on my satiny men’s sheath underwear and a pair of thin, silky socks. I tried on my new jeans. They fit but still were a little baggy. I took a pair of padded underwear, slid them on, then tried the jeans on again. 

Better. Now I filled the hips and butt out a bit more. I slipped into my new silky shirt and buttoned it, tucked it in and put on a belt, then went into the bathroom and added some mascara and  lip  gloss.  I  sprayed  some  fresh-smelling  cologne  over  my  hair  and  shoulders.  I  checked myself in the full-length mirror. I looked good to myself, as good as a guy like me can look, I guess, but I wasn’t sure if Tyler would think so. I wasn’t very manly. I put my new stud earrings in both holes in each ear and smiled at myself. I was what I was. 

I  slipped  into  my  three-inch,  chunky-heeled  girl’s  boots.  At  least  I’d  get  a  little  more height in them and be a little closer to Tyler’s height. The boot-cut jeans had the length to cover the heel well. 

I  checked  my  watch.  My  heart  raced  at  the  thought  that  I  was  gonna  have  drinks  with her. I slipped on my leather jacket and left my apartment. I prayed I wouldn’t blow it. 
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Tyler  hadn’t  arrived  yet,  so  I  found  a  couple  of  seats  toward  the  back  of  the  bar  and threw my coat over the seat next to me. I ordered a gin and tonic with lime. 

I watched the door. Tyler came in looking like a million bucks. She walked powerfully in  her  high  heels  towards  me,  a  big  smile  on  her  face,  her  hair  flipping  side  to  side.  I  stood  to hold her seat out for her. “Hi.” 

“Hi, cutie! You look nice.” She leaned in and gave me a peck on the cheek. Her sweet perfume filled me with pleasure, as did the view of her creamy cleavage in her V-neck dress. 

“Thanks. This is as good as I get.” I held the seat. 

She  slid  the  hem  of  her  minidress  under  her  as  she  sat  and  crossed  her  legs,  silky  and shiny in sheer suntan stockings. She placed her bag on the purse hook in front of her and hung her coat on the back of the chair. 

I sat next to her, and my drink arrived. “Get you a drink?” 

“Sure.” She turned to the waiting bartender. “Beam Manhattan with bitters, please.” 

She  turned  back  to  me  and  placed  her  hand  on  my  leg,  smiling.  Her  flitting  eyes observed me from top to toe. They landed back on my eyes. “Your lashes are so nice; maybe you should add a little mascara and really make them pop.” 

I  looked  around  the  bar  and  looked  back  at  her,  my  face  hot.  “I,  uh,  I  already  do  that. 

Just a little.” 

“Maybe next time, use a little more. It suits you. You have such pretty eyes already, and you should take advantage of it. You see, I own a salon and I help guys and girls look their best. 

It’s what I do. There’s nothing wrong with accentuating your best features.” 

Her drink arrived, and she lifted it to me. “To being our best.” 

I clinked and sipped. It was really weird, having a girl wanting to make me look my  best. 

That assumed I had something to start with already. 

She  felt  the  fabric  of  my  shirt.  “I  like  this  shirt.  It  must  feel  really  nice  against  your skin.” 

“It does.” 

She  looked  down  at  my  legs.  “I  see  you  bought  the  jeans  too.  Oh,  and  show  me  your boots.” She tugged at the leg of my jeans, lifting it a bit, and I lifted my boot off the chair-rail. 

“Good idea. Nice heel. You should wear even higher heels, though. It’ll make your legs look really long.” She connected with me, leaning into my face and smiling. “I’m sorry. I must be making you nervous with all my suggestions. I’ll stop.” She placed her hand on my thigh. 

I  squeezed  my  hand  on  her  hand  on  my  leg.  “No,  it’s   very   nice.  Thanks  for  the suggestions. No one’s ever approved of my attire or given me great suggestions like that. Thank you.” 

She took my hand from hers and placed it on her silky, stockinged thigh, then squeezed my hand with hers. “I’m so glad we met. You’re a living doll.” She leaned in, giving me a good view of her cleavage, and gave me a peck on my lips. 

My heart was pounding in my chest, and I was hard in my jeans and throbbing. I drank

down my whole gin and tonic. Tyler was sliding my hand on her leg, gazing into my eyes. She sipped her drink while I ordered another, then gazed at me some more. 

“So, Robin. You know what I do for work. What do you do? I bet it’s very interesting, just like you.” 

“I’m an actor. You know, small parts on Broadway—no leading men’s roles, of course.” 

“What kind of characters do you play?” 

“Mostly  boys  or  young  men.  In  my  most  recent  role,  I  was  sixteen  years  old,  but  it’s ended, and I need to find another gig. I’ve been auditioning, but no bites yet.” 

“I see. Must be a lot of work being an actor. Is that where you learned to use mascara? 

You probably do much more makeup than that for the stage.” 

“True.” 

“I think you should do it for me sometime. Or, I could do it for you. I could do your hair too.”  She  ran  her  hand  through  it.  “It’s  so  nice  and  shiny.  A  cut  with  a  few  layers  and  maybe some highlighting would really show it off and frame your beautiful face.” 

“Really? You think I should?” 

“Why not? I could give you a cut and color for free when you’d have to pay me $150 at my salon for the same services. Isn’t that worth trying? I’d never charge you.” 

“I don’t know. I think it might confuse people even more if I did that. With my voice, size, name, and the way I already look, they sometimes mistake me for a girl as it is. 

She sipped her drink and studied me over the glass. She nodded. “Hmm, I can see that. 

But so what? Why not go for it and see if you like it? I think you’d make a gorgeous girl.” 

I laughed. “Why not? Because I’m not a girl. I’m a guy.” 

“Oh, Robin. I guess it’s all in how you define it. But if you haven’t tried it before, how can you know? You might be missing the opportunity of a lifetime, not to mention you’d be able to  audition  for  twice  as  many  roles.  Robin  Williams  had  no  problem  being  a  woman  in   Mrs. 

 Doubtfire. You could be the second Robin to do it.” 

She pushed her drink to the rail for a refill. I motioned to the bartender, and he nodded. 

“I never thought of that before. I guess it would open up more opportunities.” 

She grasped my hand and slid it on her silky thigh again. “It would. And can you even imagine how good it would feel? You could wear stockings like mine and a cute minidress, and I could do your hair and makeup. It’d be fun, wouldn’t it?” 

I gazed into her loving eyes as they went back and forth between mine. My hand on her leg made me want her even more. Why wouldn’t I do this with her? She was the first girl in ages who had taken an interest in me. What did I have to lose? I sure didn’t have a lot of masculinity anyway. 

Ty reached around me for the arm of my coat, hanging on my chair. “I love your coat. I have  one  identical  to  it.  Same  size  probably  too.  C’mon,  Robin,  you’re  wearing  mostly  girls’

clothes already. Let’s take it to the next logical step. Be my girlfriend.” 
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Tyler was very convincing, and the thought of it all was beginning to truly thrill me. We finished our drinks, and she opened up her salon for me. 

She  did  my  hair  with  layers  and  highlights,  put  fake  painted  nails  on  me,  and  did  my makeup,  complete  with  blush,  eyeshadow,  eyeliner,  and  lipstick.  Watching  her  in  the  mirror,  I wondered  why  I’d  never  done  it  all  before.  I  guess  because  guys  aren’t  supposed  to  dress  like girls or they get beaten up. 

“What do you think, Robin?” Standing behind me and looking at me in the mirror, Tyler played with my hair. “I think it suits you.” 

“Uh, I guess. I sure don’t look like a guy anymore. Not at all.” 

“Exactly.” She took the protective cape off my shoulders and held my hand, inviting me to stand. “Let’s go to dinner, princess.” 

I stood, brushed off my pants, and took one last look in the mirror. “Sounds good. I’m famished.” I turned to her, put my hands on her shoulder, and reached up to plant a kiss on her lips. “Thanks. This is interesting.  You’re  interesting.” 

“Thank you, and you’re quite welcome.” She placed her hand lightly on the top of my head. I think you could do with some five-inch heels, though. I’d like to get you to my height. 

It’s easier to kiss you then.” 

“I don’t know if I could walk in heels that high.” 

“You will, and you’ll love it.” She tugged my hand, “But that’s for another time. Tonight we need go to dinner before I pass out. I missed lunch today.” 

We left the salon and Ubered to a sushi bar. No one had any idea I was a male. We ate nigiri  and  sashimi  and  drank  hot  sake  while  we  chatted  about  things  in  general.  I  got  used  to wearing  the  fake  nails,  admiring  how  pretty  they  made  my  hands  and  movements.  I  loved  the fluffy feeling of my new haircut as I ran my hand through it. At the end of the night, I had the Uber take us to Ty’s place before dropping me off. 

Before she got out of the car, Ty placed her hand on my cheek and gazed into my eyes. 

Of  course  I  melted  when  she  said,  “Robin,  why  don’t  you  stay  over?  I  can  take  the  day  off tomorrow, and we can make it a long weekend. My girls can reschedule my appointments for me or take them themselves. Please?” 

I wanted to so badly. “Uh, I, uh...” 

“It’s okay. We don’t have to sleep together if you don’t want to. Even though that would be nice. I have an extra room.” 

“Uh, I, uh...” 

“Please? Then tomorrow we can finish your beautification process. Okay?” 

“Hey, girls, I have another person to pick up,” the driver said. “Don’t mean to rush you two lovebirds but...” 

Tyler  opened  the  door  and  took  my  hand.  She  tugged  me  out  of  the  car  and  shut  the door.  She  wrapped  her  arms  around  me  and  gave  me  a  hug.  “Come  inside,  girlfriend.  Let  me relax you.” 
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In  her  apartment,  Tyler  mixed  us  drinks,  and  we  sat  on  her  couch.  “I  have  some nightclothes you can wear to bed if you don’t want to be naked.” 

“Uh, I, uh...” 

“Oh, come now, Robin. Relax already. I’ll go change, and I’ll leave clothes on the bed for you. Then you can change, and we can have another drink if you want, okay?” 

“Okay.” 

She flipped me the remote control and went into her room. When she came out, she was wearing  a  black  satin  corset  over  snug  black  panties  with  sheer  black  stockings  held  up  by garters. On her feet were five-inch, strappy stilettos. Her sheer blouse was belted in the middle, open to expose her hard-nippled breasts. I gasped. 

She laughed. “I think that’s a compliment.” 

“It is. I mean, very much so.” 

“Good. Now go change your clothes, and we can relax.” She took my glass from the side table. “I’ll mix us another one.” 

I went into the room and found an almost identical outfit laid out for me, except in pink. 

A  bottle  of  perfume  sat  next  to  it  on  the  bed.  I  stripped  and  sprayed  the  perfume  all  over  me, sending delicious sensations of femininity through me. 

Then  I  began  putting  it  all  on.  The  stockings  sent  shivers  through  me  as  the  sensual fabric glided up my legs. I slipped the panties up and tried to contain my arousal in them. When I was  done  dressing,  I  looked  into  the  full-length  mirror.  The  heels  made  my  legs  as  alluring  as Tyler’s  and  made  me  feel  sexier  than  I’d  ever  felt  before.  But  for  the  lack  of  breasts,  I’d  have looked like a woman. 

Looking into the mirror, I fluffed my hair and ran my long nails though it. I took a deep breath and went into the living room, my heart pounding in my chest, my face flushed. 

Ty  stood  and  smiled  ear  to  ear.  “You  look  wonderful!  Thank  you.”  She  wrapped  her arms around me and kissed me deeply on the lips with one hand behind my head and the other massaging me in my panties. She kissed my neck and whispered, “So sexy.” She exhaled her hot breath in my ear. “Let’s have another drink and get you relaxed, girlfriend.” 

She sat me next to her on the couch and crossed her leg over mine, slipping it back and forth against my thigh. “See, doesn’t this feel nice? Don’t you feel how sexy it is to be a girl?” 

I nodded. She picked my drink up and handed it to me, then proposed a toast. “To Robin being comfortable in her new skin.” 

I  clinked  and  shot  down  half  of  the  bourbon.  I  grimaced  and  placed  the  glass  on  the table. Tyler pressed my chest, pushing me back against the back of the couch. “We’ll take care of your breasts tomorrow. I have things for you to use.” 

“Yeah, it does look weird without any. That would help.” I drank down some more of the bourbon, finally relaxing a bit. I slid my hand on her leg. I made my way up her thigh and touched her bare flesh above her stocking. I kept moving my hand toward her panties so I could get inside them. 

She moved my hand away. “Sorry, not a good time. Just relax and let me make you feel good.” She handed me my drink. I sipped it, and she slid down and pulled my panties to the side. 

She  wrapped  her  fingers  with  their  long,  painted  nails  around  my  rigid  shaft  and  stroked  it, looking  up  into  my  eyes.  “I  never  would  have  guessed  you  could  have  such  an  enormous  one. 

It’s as big as a huge guy’s.” 

“Yeah, it’s the only masculine thing I have.” 

“Don’t worry. It’ll be harder to hide, but it can be done, and you’ll will love how happy it’ll be under a dress or skirt.” She put her head down and wrapped her hot lips around it, then began bobbing her head and flicking her tongue while she looked up at me, her gorgeous eyes locked on mine. 

I placed my hand gently on her head. “You like doing that?” 

She mumbled around it in her mouth and nodded. She slurped off it and kept stroking it while  she  said,  “It’s  wonderful.  All  girls  love  doing  this,  and  if  they  don’t...  Well,  they  don’t know  what  they’re  missing.  It’s  so  gratifying  to  give  someone  such  pleasure.  You’ll  see.”  She dove back onto it. 

I thought about what she had just said.  I would see?   I  watched  her  as  she  passionately went at it but couldn’t imagine doing that myself. She was enjoying herself thoroughly. Then I was... “Uh, I, uh...” 

She popped off it and let it bob in the air. “Already?” 

“I almost did. Just didn’t want you to have to swallow it by accident. Should I go get a tissue to catch it?” 

She laughed. “I want it. It’s the best part. You will too. It’s a reward for doing a good job.” She went back onto it. When I was about to do it, she popped off and let the cool air waft over it again. She sat up and sipped her drink. “I love teasing too. It makes the finish even better. 

Let’s give it a minute.” 

I  sat  there  with  it  bobbing  in  the  air  and  dripping  as  Ty  ran  her  hands  over  my  legs, caressing  them.  She  bit  and  sucked  my  nipples.  I  was  in  heaven.  “Ty,  please,  I  need  it.  I  can’t take it anymore.” 

She went back on it and watched my eyes closely. She popped off it at the last minute again. “Tyler, please!” 

“Hmm, begging for it, little girl?” 

“Yes. Please.” 

She chortled. “Let’s see. What do I want from you first? How about that you’ll give me no  hard  time  about  being  fully  feminized  tomorrow?”  Her  hand  wrapped  around  my  shaft  and stroked it slowly. 

“No problem. Now could you please...?” 

“Of course. But while I do this, I want you to imagine it’s you, not me. Someone’s nice hard shaft like yours. Imagine your lips and hand round it, and imagine it flooding your mouth when it happens.” 

Her words entered my thoughts. “Oh god...” 

Her  mouth  went  onto  it,  and  she  looked  up  at  me.  I  imagined  being  her.  It  was enormously  exciting.  I  placed  my  hand  gently  on  her  head  and  whimpered,  “Oh  god,  Ty,  huh, uh.” My body shook and my legs jerked as I watched her swallow each gush I spent into her face and imagine she was me. 

When I was done, she immediately sat back up, still stroking me with her hand, and gave

me  a  deep  kiss.  She  shoved  a  good  amount  of  my  emissions  into  my  mouth,  which  I  greedily swallowed while I was still spasming from her stroking. 

I  took  her  hand  away  from  it,  wrapped  my  arms  around  her,  and  we  embraced  on  the couch,  Tyler  kissing  me  deeply  and  passionately.  When  she  broke  the  kiss,  she  ran  her  hand through my hair and looked into my eyes. “I think I love you, Robin.” 

“I may love you too.” 

“Wonderful.” She took me by the hand and led me to her bed. We slid under the covers together, and she spooned me. “Tomorrow, you’ll have your first time making someone feel that good. Right?” 

“Uh, I uh…” 

“It excited you to imagine it, right?” 

I nodded tentatively. 

“What? Tell me.” 

“Uh, I uh....it did,” I whispered. “I’m scared.” 

“Don’t be, baby. You’ll see. Let me take care of everything and take care of you. You’ll be able to play any woman’s role after I’ve perfected you.” 
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It took me some time to fall asleep. Ty was out in a second. How could I? Mind you, it was quite erotic, but that would make me something else. I’d have a different label. I wanted a girlfriend,  and  I  had  one  now.  A  great  one,  but  what  she  thought  I  should  do,  I  wasn’t  so  sure about. 

I tried to blank my mind and succeeded after a time by focusing on the love I felt from her and the closeness of sleeping with her. 

In the morning, I woke slowly and realized Ty was doing it again. Her eyes were looking up past my flat belly to my face. I gently placed a hand on her head. She lifted it off and said, 

“Imagine you’re the girl here, doing this.” She went back on it, her eyes locked on mine. 

I  imagined  how  it  must  feel  on  her  lips  and  tongue.  I  imagined  looking  up...  but  I couldn’t imagine a man’s face looking back. I could feel her passion, and I felt the joy she felt doing it. She was immersed in it. I imagined being so completely focused on doing that. I was filled with wonder at how good it was for her. I opened my mouth as if there were one between my lips. 

I shuddered and shook and let out a whimper, “Huh, uh, god.” There was no stopping it. 

It came out in a flood, and her eyes went wide as she swallowed and bobbed on it, struggling to keep up. As soon as she came off it, she kissed me and fed it to me. I swallowed it willingly as we embraced and kissed. 

She broke the kiss, leaned back, and smiled at me. She licked her lips. “The breakfast of champions.  Unfortunately,  there  is  never  enough  to  fill  a  belly.  French  toast,  my  sweet?”  She straightened up and sat Indian-style. 

“Sure.  Sounds  great.”  I  tucked  myself  back  into  my  panties.  “I  think  I’ll  shower  and change while you make breakfast.” 

“Change into what? Your clothes from last night?” 

“Yeah. They aren’t that dirty.” 

“Nonsense.  You’ll  wear  my  clothes  today.  Come  into  the  kitchen,  and  I’ll  make  us coffee before I cook.” 

“But it feels weird dressed like this. I feel like a crossdresser or something.” 

“That feeling will leave. You’ll see. It won’t be long until you’ll feel like a crossdresser when you dress like a man. You’ll feel like an imposter then. Get used to being the girl you are. 

Be in the role.” 

“Role. Right. Okay. I guess that’s a good idea. I am practicing a role.” 

She kissed my lips and took my hand, leading me off the bed and into the kitchen. 

“Go sit.” She went to make the coffee. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. “Let me help. It feels too weird dressed like this to do nothing.” 

“Okay.  Make  the  coffee,  then  set  the  table.  Juice  is  in  the  fridge.  Vitamins  are  in  the cabinet in a pill box.” 

We both clattered around in our heels on the tile floor as we went about our tasks. When she  was  flipping  the  toast,  I  couldn’t  resist  hugging  her  from  behind  again,  smelling  the  sweet

toast cooking in the butter. I whispered, “This happened so fast. I never expected to fall in love so quickly.” 

“It was fast. I’ve never found anyone and slept with them the same day. I mean, it’s not like  I’ve  slept  with  a  lot,  because  most  guys  are  just  toys,  and  I  don’t  want  their  hairy,  smelly bodies in my bed in the morning. But the moment I saw you, I knew you were for me.” 

She took the french toast from the pan, put it onto plates and into the oven to stay warm. 

She dipped more bread and put the slices in the pan, then turned around and hugged me front to front, her breasts crushing on my chest. “Coffee should be ready.” She let me go, and I clattered across the kitchen and poured it for us. 

“Sugar or cream?” I asked. 

“Nope. I’m sweet enough, aren’t I?” 

“True.  Me  too.  So,  since  we’re  so  close  already,  what  do  you  want  from  life?  Do  you want kids?” 

She faced  the  stove and  shook  her head  as  I  sat and  crossed  my legs,  delighting  in  the silkiness  and  sensuality  of  the  stockings.  “Hell  no.  I  can’t  have  any  anyway,  so  I  guess  it’s  a blessing I don’t want any. You?” 

“I don’t know. I always thought guys married girls and were supposed to have kids, but I could  never  get  my  mind  around  having  them.  I  hate  babies’  crying  and  their  smells.  Kids  are sticky and get dirty and are always at risk of being hurt, no matter how careful a parent is. It’s not for me.” 

She came over and placed our plates on the table, sat, and smiled across it. “Good, so we have that in common. Religion?” 

“Nope.  Causes  too  many  issues  in  the  world.  It  seems  to  do  more  harm  than  good.  I prefer to just be a good person and try to help others and not be prejudiced—like our forefathers from  the  Enlightenment  period  when  they  wrote  the  Declaration  of  Independence.  Stephen Pinker wrote a great book about it and where we are today, based on solid data.” 

Her eyes lit up. “I’ve read that one! It’s Bill Gates’ favorite book ever. He carries it with him everywhere.  Enlightenment Now, discussing reason, science, humanism, and progress. One of my clients bought me a copy. Guess if we both liked that book, girl, we don’t have to worry about not getting along together.” 

“Speaks to your cognitive abilities as well. I never liked bimbos any more than you like big, dumb guys.” 

She nodded, grinning as she ate. “Good.” She looked at her watch. “Let’s clean up and have a smoke on the balcony. I’m nothing without my morning smoke and coffee, and then we can get you all prettied up for the day.” 

We clattered around and did the dishes. I poured us more coffee, and Ty took a pack of smokes from a drawer. “Want one?” 

“Heck,  why  not?  Haven’t  had  one  in  a  while.  I  could  use  the  nicotine.  It’ll  help  me relax.” 

She took them out of the pack, took a lighter, and we went onto the balcony, the fresh air running across my skin. We sat and I looked around. “No one’s out.” 

“Nope. This is typical. People don’t relax enough. Ready to be a girl today?” 

“I guess. I have the hair and nails.” 

“Oh,  yeah.  We  need  to  do  your  toenails  to  match.  Can’t  have  unpolished  nails  in  your strappy heels.” She smiled and sipped her coffee, looking at me. Her eyes lit up. “And I have to

remember  to  dig  out  my  old  breast-forms.  The  ones  I  used  before  I  got  these  lovely  puppies.” 

She squeezed one. “I was a really flat girl like you before these. I was never blessed with them like other girls are.” 
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Ty showered first while I sat on the balcony, then I showered and borrowed a razor to clean up the little hair on my body and face. When I stepped out, I remembered my hair had been newly styled and used her hair dryer to fluff it and make it pretty. Ty had given me some fresh cosmetics and mascara to use, and I did my makeup. It came out exceptionally well, considering I had never done a woman’s makeup before for work. 

I  wrapped  a  towel  around  my  waist  and  went  into  her  bedroom.  She  was  dressed  in  a flowered V-neck minidress, sweater, and heels. She looked and smelled gorgeous. I went to her by the mirror and kissed her neck. “Mmm, how’s your period? Is it done yet?” 

Her face flushed in the mirror. “I, uh...sorry. Can’t do that.” 

“Aww, I want to make you feel good  sometime. It seems so selfish, you taking care of me like you do, and I can’t take care of you.” 

“You’re  doing  fine.  Don’t  worry,  we’ll  have  plenty  of  time  once  you  get  your  head around being a girl and can demonstrate it. Let’s get dressed. I put your clothes on the bed.” 

I  sat  on  the  bed  and  put  on  the  sheer  suntan  pantyhose,  loving  the  feeling  of  them  as much as I had the stockings. “Demonstrate it?” 

“You know. Show that you can play the role completely. That you’re not afraid of it, and you actually love all of it. Then things will be fine.” 

“Hmm. I do love the dressing part.” I took my package out of the hole she had cut in the pantyhose for me and slid the panties up. 

She came over to me and held the bra out. “See if you can figure out how to put this on.” 

I took it and wrapped it around me, clasped it in front, and slid it around, then put my arms through the straps. 

“Good girl.” She placed silicone gel breast forms into each side and made cleavage on my chest. “There, much better, wouldn’t you say?” 

“Much. Hmm, looks real.” 

“You like it?” 

“I do. I’m not afraid of it, and I love how it feels. So am I ready?” 

“Not quite, honey. You’re doing well, but all girls love to please men, and you need to be able to do that.” 

“I’ll never have a role like that.” 

“You never know. It may become the single most important thing in your life, once you get past your prejudices against it. It can change you. As well as we both think we’ll get along together, we might not if you can’t do that.” 

She stood up from strapping my shoes on and held the dress for me to step into. I put my hand on her shoulder, stepped into it, and slid it up. “Why? Why wouldn’t we?” 

“How can we be two girls out together, picking up guys, if you can’t do that?” 

“I don’t want to pick up guys.” 

“What if  I  do? Would you rather stay home and wait for me to bring them back, or do it behind your back?” 

“You’d do that?” 

“Honey...don’t  make  this  hard.  Just  trust  me  that  you   have  to  be  okay  with  pleasing men’s  parts.  Please?  Trust  me.”  Her  doe  eyes  stared  into  mine  with  desperation.  I  saw  her  lip twitch. I was making her nervous now. This was very important to her. I kissed her lightly on the lips. I turned to look in the full-length mirror and sprayed perfume all over me. 

“You’re beautiful, Robin.” 

“I sure seem to be.” I turned and looked from all angles. I was for all effective purposes, a girl. Almost. A girl who’s afraid of the idea of pleasing a man the way his girlfriend wants him to, for some strange reason. A girlfriend I loved more than anything. 
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The day was heavenly. Ty took me shopping, and I tried on so many clothes! We bought quite  a  few  things  along  with  new  dangling  earrings,  which  really  helped  frame  my  face  more than  just  the  studs.  Bracelets,  necklaces,  even  ankle  chains.  Perfume,  makeup,  purses,  shoes, bras, panties and lingerie. I was like a kid in a candy store. 

We  ate  lunch  at  a  bistro  outside.  The  fresh  breeze  titillated  me,  blowing  on  my  legs, under  my  minidress,  through  my  new  hairstyle.  I  was  beside  myself  with  joy  in  my  newfound love and self. It was as if I were reborn. 

Ty reached across and squeezed my hand. “So, big girl, I think you’re loving all of this, aren’t you?” 

“I am. More than you can imagine.” 

“Oh, I know how good it feels to be a girl, all right. Wait until you get to please a man.” 

“Tyler, why do you insist on ruining it all? I was having such a good time.” 

She glared at me. “You need to be a big girl and face up to what you need to do. I won’t take no.” She checked her phone. “It’s time to go home and put these things away so we can get ready for dinner and go out.” 

I didn’t want to make her angry, so I dropped it. “I’ll go straight to my place and drop my things off.” 

“Why? Aren’t we going to live together now? We’ll save a lot of money. More cash for clothes and shoes.” 

“True. I guess we should.” 

“Good.  That’s  what  we’ll  do.  You  can  share  my  closet  and  dresser.  I’ll  put  my  winter things and the things I don’t use much in the spare room.” 

She stood and put money under her glass for lunch, and we left. We put our things away and put clothes in the wash, then decided what to wear. I rinsed off, and Ty helped me make my makeup more dramatic for the evening, then she rinsed off while I dressed. 

I  was  taken  by  the  whole  process  of  dressing  and  loved  every  second  of  it.  Not  like before,  when  I  was  dressing  as  a  guy,  when  nothing  fit  right,  and  I  hated  the  way  I  looked.  I stood  in  the  mirror  in  my  new  black  strappy  stilettos  and  suntan  thigh-highs,  throbbing  in  my panties  beneath  the  flared  hem  of  my  little  black  dress,  my  cleavage  creamy  in  the  V-neck.  I sprayed perfume under my dress and over my hair and shoulders. 

Ty came out and stepped into her dress right away then slid off her old panties. She slid some  clean  ones  on,  followed  by  her  stockings.  “Ty,  what’s  that  attachment  you  have  in  your shower for?” 

“It’s for cleaning out my bottom when I want to use it for pleasure.” 

“Really?  Does  it  really  feel  good  in  your  bottom?  I  never  thought  having   anything shoved  in it would feel good.” 

“Robin,  you  have  so  much  to  learn.  You’ll  need  to  use  that  attachment  at  some  point, too, so a man can use your bottom...If you ever grow up.” 

I had to remember she had her period and not upset her anymore. I packed my new purse

while she strapped her heels on. We met at the mirror, where she checked herself. “Perfect,” she chimed and looked at me. “Just like you. Right, princess?” 

“Right.” I kissed her cheek gently, careful not to leave any lipstick on her. “The ultimate hot girls.” 

“Okay, I’m famished. Let’s go eat.” 

We  went  to  a  seafood  restaurant,  had  martinis,  oysters,  crab  legs,  and  espresso.  All through dinner we chatted and had fun learning more about each other. Ty caressed my leg from time to time beneath the table, and my libido continued to climb. 

I  paid  the  bill,  and  we  left  to  go  clubbing.  At  the  club,  we  took  seats  at  the  bar  and ordered drinks. The music pounded in the next room, and girls and guys chatted and drank. Ty took  her  phone  out  and  texted  someone,  then  clinked  glasses  with  me.  “To  my  new  girlfriend overcoming her fears.” 

I shook my head. “Here we go again.” 

She glared at me. “Damn right. Now suck it up and do what you need to do.” 

I sipped my drink. A handsome guy placed his hand on Ty’s shoulder, then leaned down and  kissed  her  cheek.  “Hey,  hot  stuff.  Got  your  text.”  He  turned  to  me,  “So  you  must  be  Ty’s new girlfriend with a ‘taste for some men’s passion’ as she described it.” He beamed at me and held his hand out. 

I’m  sure  I  looked  like  a  dear  in  the  headlights  as  I  shook  his  hand  and  stuttered,  “I’m Robin.” 

“Hi, Robin. Nice to meet you. I’m Mike.” He looked to Ty with a strange expression on his face. 

Ty said, “She’s just a little nervous. She has never done it with a man before, so you’ll have to allow for that. Once she has you in her mouth, though, I’m sure it’ll all come out in there fabulously. Right, Robin?” 

“I uh, I...”  Shit! She wasn’t backing off of this. She brought this guy over to me so I could suck him. Crap. 

She glared at me again. “Right, Robin?” 

She slid off her stool and put her purse on her shoulder as if she were going to leave. If she did, I’d probably never see her again. I had to do it. 

“Right,  Ty.  Of  course.”  I  slugged  my  drink  down  to  gain  some  courage.  I  had  a  little buzz from dinner, and a little more might help. 

“Good girl. She held her hand out to me and said to Mike, “Follow us, handsome.” 

She  led  us  through  the  crowd  to  an  office  in  the  back  and  knocked  on  the  door.  It opened. “Hi, Billy. Mind if we use the privacy of your office for a few minutes?” 

Billy  stood  from  the  couch  and  tossed  the  book  he  was  reading  onto  the  end  table.  He came over to Ty and gave her a hug. “No problem, Ty. I need to walk around the club anyway.” 

He left and closed the door. Ty and I sat on the couch together, and she put her hands out to Mike. “Come here, big boy, and let us girls make you feel good. Stand in front of Robin if you would,  honey.”  Mike  came  over,  and  Ty  unzipped  his  pants  and  took  out  his  shaved  package. 

She  wrapped  her  fingers  around  his  now  growing  shaft  and  stroked  it.  She  took  my  hand  and wrapped it around it too. My heart raced in my chest as I felt the warm, velvety skin and the heft of it firming up in my hand. 

“Good  girl,  Robin.  Now  move  to  the  edge  of  the  couch  so  you  can  take  it  in  your mouth.” 

I stared at her wide-eyed. 

“Robin!” 

I looked at his shaft in my hand. I could use two hands on it if I wanted to, now that Ty had let it go. 

“Go on, be a big girl, you’ll love it.” 

I moved forward and brought the oozing tip to my lips. I flicked it with my tongue and tasted the saltiness. Mike put his hand gently on my head. “Your lips are gorgeous, Robin. Why not wrap them around it, you pretty girl?” 

I let it slip between my lips into my mouth. It was warm and silky. He moved my head, and I began to bob up and down on it. 

“Good girl,” Tyler said, and she patted my head. “Now run your tongue around the head and the whole shaft while you stroke it with your hand, and you can tug gently on his balls.” 

I did as she said. Mike said, “That’s it, Robin. You’re doing great. It feels so nice.” He held my head with both hands. 

Tyler said, “Look up at Mike, Robin, so he can see how good it looks going in and out of your pretty face.” 

I looked up. Mike was looking down at me and smiling. He began thrusting lightly while I bobbed and circled his now huge and hard shaft. I could tell how much he was enjoying it, and my nervousness went away as I got into doing what I was doing. I was rigid in my own panties, somehow being aroused by doing it to him. 

I  began  to  increase  my  actions  as  I  looked  up  into  his  eyes,  and  he  squeezed  my  head tight. “Good girl, Robin,” Ty said as she rubbed my shoulders with one hand. “Now be ready to swallow, honey. Mike’s almost ready to give you his reward.” 

My  heart  pounded.  I  never  would  have  imagined  doing  this,  and  yet  I  wanted  to  make him finish. I wasn’t sure if I’d gag from it or not, but I wanted to feel his flood of pleasure. 

His eyes were riveted on mine. “That looks so hot. Your face is gorgeous with that in it.” 

He grunted and squeezed my head tight. 

I  felt  it  shoot  from  the  base,  through  my  fist  and  into  my  mouth.  I  swallowed automatically as he thrusted a few more times with each load he shot into me. It was so titillating to me that I did the same thing in my panties. 

When he was done, I slurped off it and smiled up at him. “Was it okay, Mike?” 

He lifted me to my feet and kissed my lips gently. “It was incredible. Thanks. Buy you girls a drink?” 

Ty stood. “Thanks, Mike, but I think this was enough excitement for Robin tonight.” 

“Okay, well, I owe you girls one then.” 

I looked down to be sure I didn’t wet my dress as I adjusted it. 

Ty stood by the door. “Sounds good.” She opened it and we left. 
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I was staring out the window as she drove. “You okay, Robin? You’re awfully quiet.” 

I turned to her. “Yeah, fine. Just processing.” I turned back to the window. 

At  home,  Tyler  made  us  drinks,  put  on  some  soft  music,  and  we  sat  on  the  couch together.  I  crossed  my  stockinged  legs,  and  Ty  glided  her  hand  on  my  thigh.  “You  okay,  my sweet princess?” 

I sipped and nodded. 

“Speak to me, girl. How was it? Was it okay?” 

I raised my eyebrows and rolled my eyes. 

“So what’s that mean? Tell me. Was it exciting?” 

“I just can’t believe I did that. I mean, I never would have thought...” 

“What? Are you feeling ashamed now?” 

“No.” 

“Then  what?”  She  held  my  hand  and  kissed  the  back  of  it.  Her  gorgeous  eyes  showed her concern. 

I lifted my dress and showed her my still wet panties. “Does that answer your question? I did it the same time he did.” 

She  grinned.  “Excellent.  It  was  so  enthralling,  his  passion  for  you  made  you  release without  any  other  stimulation.  Your  mind  drove  you  to  feel  what  he  felt.  That’s  fantastic.  It means you were totally into it. See? You are a real girl just like me. I’m so proud of you.” 

“Thanks. I guess I am too. I did truly love it. It was an incredibly dreamy experience. I want to do it again. No. I will do it again.” 

Ty  chortled.  “Excellent.  And  you  will.  Plenty.”  She  leaned  in  and  wrapped  one  arm around my shoulder, placed her hand on my head and kissed me deeply. She slid her hand down and  squeezed  my  fake  breasts,  then  slipped  her  hand  under  my  dress.  She  pulled  aside  my panties, wrapped her fingers around my damp shaft, and squeezed and stroked it while we kissed. 

She broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. “I love you, Robin. So much.” 

“I love you too.” I slid my hand on her stockinged leg. 

“So is Mike one of your boyfriends?” 

“Just another guy. A toy. You’re my love and all I need.” 

“I’m all you need? Then why did you make me go through what I did? You said I’d need to so we can be two girls on the town. And now...I want to do it again. I’ll always want to, but now you don’t need men around, so there was no reason for me to do it. I’m so confused.” 

“Well, you needed to. You’ll see why.” 

We continued to caress each other. I was hard in her soft hand as she stroked me beneath my dress. I whispered, “This is so nice. I can’t wait until your period is over.” 

Ty’s face flushed. “Uh, I don’t get periods, Robin.” 

“Then...then why can’t I make love to you?” 

“Oh, you can. I so want you to. I’ll be right back.” 

She left and I tucked myself away. I took a smoke from the kitchen drawer and my drink

and went onto the balcony. I leaned on the railing, feeling the cool air across my legs and under my dress as I took a deep drag. This was it. I now had a girlfriend of my own, and we were going to make love together. A real girl to love and cherish forever, I hoped. I felt on top of the world. 

The  slider  opened  and  Ty  joined  me  on  the  balcony,  her  heels  clicking  on  the  cement. 

She had changed into a black corset with garters and stockings, a snug black panty, and a sheer blouse,  opened  and  revealing  her  bare  breasts  and  hard  nipples.  “Hi,  sweetie.  I  wanted  to  get ready for you to make love to me.” 

She lit a cigarette and leaned on the rail with me. Looking off into the distance she said, 

“It’s strange how things aren’t always as they seem, isn’t it?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Like how you look like a girl and act like a girl and now have the desires of a girl, and for  all  effective  purposes,  you  really  are  a  girl...  but  you  have  something  special  under  your dress.” 

“I know. I was afraid Mike might find out and beat me silly if he did.” 

‘Oh, Mike’s okay. He’s very openminded. He likes girls like you.” 

“Really? You think so?” 

“No. I know so.” 

We finished our smokes, downed our drinks and went inside. 

I  followed  Ty  into  our  bedroom  and  slid  out  of  my  dress,  leaving  my  bra,  panties, stockings, and heels on. I slid onto the bed with her, and we embraced and kissed. I fondled her breasts, and she stroked me. 

Ty slid up to the head of the bed and lifted her knees, spreading her legs. She pulled me to  her,  her  breasts  crushing  against  me.  She  slid  aside  her  panties  and  guided  me  into  her   very tight, wet hole. “Push, honey. Push it in,” she whispered. 

I pushed. “Ungh, god Ty, you’re so tight. Mmm.” 

She pressed her hips on it to make it go deeper. “You feel so good. You’re so big for a little girl.” 

“Mmm.” I was in her deep. I pressed her thighs back to the bed to try to go deeper and kept thrusting. Her heels flailed in the air above us, her toes pointed. Her arms crushed me to her as I thrusted. She moaned and said, “That’s it, baby, fill me, pound me, pound your lover.” 

Her  arms  let  me  go,  and  her  hands  slid  to  my  bottom.  Her  nails  dug  into  me.  I  lifted myself and looked down at her. Her breasts jiggled with each thrust, and her hands urged me on. 

Her feet flailed in the air. “Oh god, Robin,” she moaned. “I’m almost there, honey. Come with me, okay?” 

I pressed her thighs tight to the bed and rammed her as fast and hard as I could. I looked down to see me filling her. “Wait… what?” 

I  saw  a  duplicate  of  my  own  shaft  and  globes  that  I  thrusted  under  and  into  her.  Hers rolled in circles in the air. I looked into her face. She looked concerned. 

She asked sheepishly, “Do you still love me?” 

“God yes. Even more now.” 

I  pounded  her,  and  we  both  shuddered  and  shook  as  I  filled  her  with  my  passion  and love. I collapsed on her. 

Once  we  had  caught  our  breath,  I  rolled  to  the  side  and  kissed  her  cheek.  She  ran  her hand through my hair. “Now you know why I wanted you to do that with Mike. So I’d know if it was okay or not to let you know I was just like you. I didn’t want to lose you. I had to convince

you first.” 

“I know. Makes sense. But you’re so perfect. I mean your breasts and all.” 

“Implants.  You  can  get  some  too.  Butt  and  hips,  too,  if  you  want  to.  It’ll  limit  your acting to women’s roles though.” 

“That’s okay. I like playing this role a lot better.” I shook my head. “And all the while, I thought I had a real girlfriend.” 

“You do. Just like you. Aren’t you a girl now?” 

“I guess I am.” 

“So am I your real girlfriend?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“I’d like us to be more than just girlfriends, though. We can be each other’s wives, too, if you want, and live happily ever after.” 

I wrapped my arms and legs around her and gave her a deep, crushing kiss. I leaned my head back and looked into her eyes. “I love you, honey.” 

“I love you, too, my wonderful wife.” 
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