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Introduction

“Mrs. Tucker is a total babe. I couldn’t resist her requests—even if they involved wearing her swimsuit while cleaning her pool.”

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

∞∞∞

My guild was one of the top teams in my favorite game Knight’s Revenge. My members were counting on me to reach the championship.

Suddenly, I got the blue screen of death. I needed a new GPU. Days later, I found an ad for a part-time pool boy position. That’s when I sent a message to the poster named Mrs. Tucker… which led me to experience sinful yet sweet girly weekends.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

I COULD FEEL THE FAMILIAR cold rush of air when I powered up my PC, its RGB lights flickering like a futuristic dance party. The familiar hum of the machine was a comfort, and the glow of the screen illuminated my darkened room.

I glanced around, the familiar chaos of my space filled with empty soda cans and an array of snacks. The sun outside had dipped below the horizon, but the glow of the streetlights painted my window with a dim gold hue.

Fingers brushing over the keyboard, I could hear the clicking of my mechanical keys as I typed in my password, the tactile response making it feel like playing a finely tuned piano. The smell of fresh popcorn wafted in, probably from the kitchen—mom's doing, no doubt. I'd snag some later.
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“Alright, Knights,” I bellowed into my headset, channeling my inner general, “it's War Day. We've prepped all week for this. I don’t want any last-minute slacking. Tomo, did you get those health potions?”

A voice crackled back, “Loaded up, George. Got enough to drown a dragon.”

“Good man,” I replied. My gaze darted to the list of guild members online.

“Mikey, you got the new armor?”

“Fresh out of the blacksmith’s, boss,” he replied with a hint of pride.

“Perfect. Everyone, gather in the assembly area. We march in ten.”

Sitting back, I could feel the fabric of my well-worn black t-shirt sticking to me slightly from the heat of the room. I glanced at my desk, spotting the hand sanitizer I religiously kept there. I pumped it into my hand, its cool sensation and sterile smell cutting through the warmth of the room.

“George,” a voice said, softer than the others, and unmistakably female.

“Can we talk after the war?”

It was Lila. I'd never met her in real life, but in the realm of Knight's Revenge, she was my right hand, the guild's most formidable sorceress. We’d spent countless hours in voice chats, strategizing, laughing, or just talking about life. My heart beat faster every time she spoke, though I'd never admit it.

“Of course,” I replied, doing my best to keep my voice steady.

“Always have time for you.”

There was a soft chuckle. “We better kick some ass then. Don’t want to keep me waiting.”

I smirked. “That's the spirit.”
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From downstairs, I heard my father’s voice rising, “George, for the love of God, could you keep it down? Some of us are working from home.”

Rolling my eyes, I hit the mute button on my mic momentarily, “I’m working here too, Dad!”

It might not be a traditional job, but being a guild master had its responsibilities. And, in this moment, that responsibility was leading my troops to victory.

“Okay, Knights,” I boomed, my voice filled with gusto, “tonight, we show them what we're made of. We've trained. We've grinded. Now, we conquer. For honor, for glory, and, most importantly, for the epic loot!”

The voices that erupted in response were filled with cheer and camaraderie, every single one of them ready to follow me into the digital breach.

Tonight, the virtual realm would be ours.

The adrenaline was electric, coursing through my veins, as I saw our enemies crumble before our guild's might. The colorful pixels of the Knight’s Revenge world seemed to shimmer more vibrantly than ever. We were on fire.

“Tighten the formation, guys! Archers, keep raining arrows from the back!” I called out, excitement dripping from every word. The taste of victory was almost palpable.

“Yo, George!” Mikey called out, laughter evident in his tone, “Check out the world chat!”

Switching tabs, I spotted the trash talk from the opposing guilds. Couldn’t resist joining in.

“Guess who's schooling all y’all right now? #KnightsReignSupreme,” I typed out swiftly, the clacking of my keyboard echoing the pride I felt.

The reactions were immediate, a flurry of good-natured banter and mock threats filling the chat box. Our reputation in the game was legendary, and tonight was a testament to that.

“Alright, Knights,” I declared, watching as the lifebar of the formidable final dragon dwindled.

“This dragon's almost down. We’ve got this! Lila, ready your final spell!”

“I’ve got it,” she responded, her voice smooth as silk but deadly in its intent.

Other guilds circled like vultures, waiting for their moment to swoop in and steal the kill. But we had the upper hand. The dragon roared, its virtual fire scalding our avatars. But we were relentless. We were unstoppable.

Suddenly, everything went wrong.

My screen blinked to a cruel shade of blue, lines of incomprehensible text taunting me. Blue screen of death. The colors seemed to mock me, the error text an alien script that might as well have been a middle finger.
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“NO!” I roared, my voice filled with the agony of a commander watching his empire crumble. The smell of burning circuits hinted at my computer's betrayal.

My door slammed open, and I could feel the vibrations through the floor as my parents rushed in.

“George!” My dad's voice was a mix of concern and frustration.

“What the hell happened?”

“The damn PC crashed! We were this close to victory,” I shouted, showing the minuscule distance between my thumb and forefinger.

Mom, always the peacemaker, gently laid a hand on my shoulder. The warmth contrasted sharply with the cold anger surging within me.

“Honey, it’s just a game.”

But it wasn't. Not to me.

Lila's voice echoed in my mind, our strategy, our teamwork, our moments of laughter. It was more than just a game—it was a world where I mattered, where I was a leader, a hero.

A soft ding indicated a message on my phone. Picking it up, a text from Lila read, “Everything okay?”

Bitterly, I typed back, “PC crashed. Just my luck.”

The sinking feeling in my gut combined with the stifling warmth of the room, making me feel like I was suffocating. There, in that dimly lit room, with my world shattered in blue pixels, I realized just how fragile my digital empire was.

My parents shuffled out, the echo of their fading steps a stark contrast to my raging heartbeat. I could still feel the heat of my dad’s glare as he stood by the door, his voice a low growl.

“Don’t you ever scream like that again unless it’s a matter of life and death, George. This is a house, not some gaming arena.”

The sour sting of my dad’s words clung to my tongue. I wanted to shout back, make him understand just how crucial that moment was. But, as the anger rose, threatening to erupt, a stifling sensation weighed down on my chest, urging me to hold back. Instead, I mumbled an incoherent “yeah” in agreement, but the frustration was palpable.

Tentatively, I approached the cursed computer, praying for some sort of technological miracle. Popping open the side panel, a sharp, acrid scent greeted me. The distinct smell of burnt circuits. My fingers traced the components, lingering on the GPU—the crown jewel of my setup.

[image: (((no people no person))) (((cpu rig)))]

The reality hit hard. The GPU was fried. The surface felt oddly warm against the cool tips of my fingers, and its usual glint was gone, replaced by a dull, defeated sheen. A sense of dread curdled in my stomach. I'd saved for months for that card, picking up odd coding jobs, scrimping on outings, all to invest in the ultimate gaming experience. And now, it was all for nothing.

I ran my fingers through my hair, the coarse strands scratching against my palm, catching in knots of frustration. The sense of loss was real, deep, visceral. It wasn’t just about the money, it was about the hard work, the anticipation, the countless hours of gameplay I’d looked forward to.

Collapsing on my bed, I grabbed my sheets, their rough fabric bunching in my hands. They became the outlet for my anger, my grip tightening as the feeling of helplessness consumed me. There was no way I could afford a replacement anytime soon, and the idea of asking my dad for help? Not a chance. Mom was kind-hearted, but her purse strings were firmly controlled by Dad.

I felt stuck. A part of me wanted to lash out, scream at the universe for its unfairness, while the other part felt the sting of shame. I was a guild leader, revered in Knight’s Revenge, but here, in my room, with burnt electronics and the weight of the world pressing down on me, I felt as defeated as a newbie facing a raid boss alone.

A soft ping from my phone pulled me from my spiraling thoughts. Another message from Lila, "Sorry to hear about your PC. Let me know if there's anything I can do."

It was a small gesture, but it meant the world. At least, in this moment of crisis, I wasn’t entirely alone.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE MORNING SUN STREAMED IN, casting a golden hue over everything. I approached Dad hesitantly.

“Dad, can I borrow your laptop?”

His eyes, usually stern and disapproving, narrowed further.

“You're not going to play games on it, are you?”
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“No,” I responded quickly, “I’m going to look for a job.”

His eyebrows shot up, a hint of surprise flashing across his face. For a fleeting moment, a rare smile curled the edges of his lips.

“Finally decided to be useful, huh?”

Ouch. That stung. But I kept my composure. “Yeah, I guess it’s time.”

He handed over the laptop, his fingers brushing against mine. It felt cooler than I expected, the metal casing imbued with an odd seriousness.

“Good luck,” he said, nodding his approval.

With the laptop secured under my arm, I retreated to my room, feeling a mix of anxiety and determination. Sitting on my bed, I fired it up, the device coming to life with a soft hum. The familiar scent of old leather from my chair mingled with the newness of Dad’s laptop.

I started my job search immediately. Job after job popped up—engineer, programmer, lab assistant—but most required qualifications I didn’t possess, or they were located miles away. With gas prices what they were and my financial state being as bleak as it was, I needed something local.

And then, something caught my eye—a job post just 15 minutes away on foot. Mrs. Tucker was seeking a pool boy, offering $300 every Sunday. My heartbeat quickened. That was incredibly generous. Within a month, I could have a new GPU and return to my guild, stronger than ever.

The taste of hope was fresh on my tongue. However, there was a hiccup. A resume was required.

I had never crafted a resume before. But Dad, being the meticulous man he was, had his own saved in a neat folder on the desktop. Opening it up, I was met with an array of accomplishments and credentials.
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My task now was to transform this seasoned professional’s resume into something a 20-year-old could believably present.

The sounds of clicking and clacking filled the room as I typed, edited, and reformatted. Experience in coding, leadership skills from leading a gaming guild (no need to specify it was in a game), and my educational background. After what felt like hours, it looked decent enough.

With a deep breath, I attached my new resume and sent it off to Mrs. Tucker. As the confirmation message appeared, signaling its successful send-off, a wave of anticipation washed over me.

There I was, taking my first step into the real world, while my heart still longed for the virtual one. I hoped that somehow, the two could find a harmonious balance.

Soon after, with profound confidence that I’d get the job, I pulled out my phone, thumb hovering over Lila’s contact name. Crafting the message in my head was harder than I expected. Our gaming world was built on trust, and here I was, about to tell my closest ally a white lie.

“Hey Lila,” I typed, hesitating for just a moment before continuing, “I’m going on a business trip. Can you take over the guild for me for a month? I trust you with this.”

The little 'typing' bubble popped up almost instantly.

“Of course! But that's quite sudden, is everything okay?”

“Yeah, just some unexpected meetings and stuff. You know how it is. Business.” The irony wasn’t lost on me as I sent that. In the game, I was this successful businessman in his late 20s, mature, experienced.

In reality, I was a 20-year-old job hunter in San Diego, trying to scrape together enough money for a new GPU. The weight of my dual lives was starting to press down on me.

The taste of my morning coffee, still lingering, grew bitter in my mouth as I waited for her response. The sound of distant traffic from my window, mingled with the rustling of leaves, filled the silence.
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Finally, Lila’s reply appeared, “Alright, I’ve got your back. Safe travels and take care.”

I heaved a sigh of relief, feeling a mix of guilt and gratitude. Just as I was about to lock my phone, it buzzed with a notification. An email. The preview showed Mrs. Tucker’s name. My pulse quickened.

I tapped on it and was met with a very succinct message, “Interview scheduled for Saturday at 9 A.M. sharp. Do not be late.” The text was stern, the font almost imposing on the screen.

“Alright,” I muttered to myself, feeling a surge of nerves and excitement. The tactile sensation of the phone's cool screen under my fingers served as a stark reminder—this was real, tangible. It wasn’t the pixelated realm of Knight’s Revenge, where I was a hero, but San Diego, where I was just George, trying to find his way.

Determinedly, I sent a quick acknowledgement back, “Thank you, Mrs. Tucker. I'll be there.”

The mix of digital worlds and reality was disorienting, but in this moment, it felt like the lines were beginning to blur in the best possible way.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE WARM WATER CASCADED OVER ME, the droplets feeling like tiny comforting hands as I took a deep breath. It was Saturday, 8:00 AM sharp. My heart raced with a mix of excitement and anxiety. I could hear the muted sounds of the world waking up outside, a soft hum that contrasted with the steady drumming of water against the tiles.
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I stepped out of the shower, steam wrapping around me, and made my way to the mirror, wiping away the fog to reveal my reflection. My blonde hair, longer than usual, fell in messy waves around my face. I couldn’t afford a haircut, but I could definitely do something about the scruff that had taken residence on my face over the past week.

Taking out my razor, I focused on each stroke, the cold metal gliding smoothly against my skin. Each swipe was accompanied by the soft, rhythmic sound of hair being removed, as I carefully crafted a presentable version of myself.

Once done, I ventured into my dad’s bathroom. It was a realm I rarely entered, a place filled with the earthy and musky scents of a different generation. My hands hesitated briefly before picking up a bottle of cologne and aftershave. The scent was a sharp mix of cedar and sandalwood, mature and sophisticated. A small spritz of the cologne and the aftershave's cool sting later, and I felt a tad more confident.

Rifling through my closet, I pulled out the only decent shirt I owned—a crisp white button-up, paired with pants. As I dressed, the fabric felt cool against my still damp skin.
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"Okay, George, this is it," I muttered to myself, trying to pump myself up, "just treat it like a raid, but... you know, in real life."

The sun outside was bright, casting a glow over my room and making the dust particles dance in the golden light. I took one final look in the mirror. A 20-year-old kid from San Diego staring back, ready to tackle whatever was thrown at him.

"I've got this," I whispered, taking a deep breath, the rich aroma of Dad’s cologne filling my nostrils, grounding me.

With one last nod at my reflection, I headed out, ready to face the world—or at least, Mrs. Tucker.

The warm California sun bathed the street, turning the pavement into a tapestry of golden hues. With each step, I could feel the slight heat through my shoes, a reminder of the new territory I was entering. My phone vibrated with the steady hum of Google Maps guiding me.

"Destination is on your left," the voice declared.
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Looking up, I was met with the sight of a sprawling mansion, surrounded by lush greenery, the scent of fresh flowers wafting towards me. Its grandeur made my nerves surge anew, the weight of the upcoming interview pressing heavily on my shoulders.

I approached the elaborate front door, taking a deep breath to steady myself. Glancing at my phone, it read 8:41 AM. Maybe being early would score some points. With a hopeful push, I rang the doorbell, its chime echoing deep within the house.

Silence.

A few minutes passed, and my thumb darted to my phone, sending a quick text, "Hello Mrs. Tucker, it's George. I'm here for the interview."

I waited, hearing only the distant sounds of the city and the chirping of birds. An unexpected breeze carried the smell of the ocean, bringing a brief respite from my nervousness.

While pondering my next move, my wandering gaze landed on a slightly ajar bathroom window. The sight that met me was unexpected—a beautiful brunette with alabaster skin and the most delectable breasts I’d ever seen, elegantly tucking away her penis. The realization hit me—she was transgender.

A rush of emotions surged through me—surprise, curiosity, and a touch of embarrassment for inadvertently intruding on a private moment. The contrast of her delicate features and the act of tucking was a sight I'd never witnessed before. A chuckle escaped my lips, more out of nervousness than judgment, and a warm blush spread across my face.

I quickly turned away, retreating back to the front door, mentally preparing myself for the meeting ahead.

Just as I was about to knock again, the door swung open to reveal Mrs. Tucker. Dressed in skinny jeans and a spaghetti strap top, she looked even more striking up close. My brain struggled to reconcile her sultry appearance with the revelation I had just witnessed.

[image: (((beautiful teen Slavic female))) (((brunette hai]

"I told you, 9:00 AM sharp, not 8:45", she remarked, her voice dripping with annoyance.

Before I could muster up an apology,

I opened my mouth to apologize, but she halted my words with a surprising gesture, her cool fingers brushing against my cheek. "Come in," she invited, her voice softer, a hint of mystery lurking behind her words.

Stammering a quick "Thank you," I stepped into her home as she stepped into my world.

The moment I stepped inside, the sheer opulence of the mansion hit me full force. High vaulted ceilings, intricately designed chandeliers, and plush carpets underfoot—the place screamed money.

And yet, the person in front of me seemed too young, too vibrant to be the owner of such a property. I found myself stealing glances at Mrs. Tucker, wondering how someone seemingly my age could afford all this.

She moved gracefully across the room, grabbing a slender bottle of champagne from a nearby table. The effervescent liquid sparkled as she poured it into a delicate flute.

"Care for some?" she asked, her gaze meeting mine.

Caught off guard, I hesitated. "Uh, I don't really drink," I admitted, feeling a bit juvenile. I wasn't accustomed to socializing with such alluring company. It wasn't just her looks, though they certainly played a part. It was her energy, a certain gravitas that drew me in.

She let out a light chuckle, her laughter as musical as the distant waves.

"Suit yourself." She took a sip, the rich aroma of the bubbly teasing my nostrils. She smelled like... sophistication, if that makes sense. Like those expensive perfumes advertised in glossy magazines.

"Well," she began, placing her glass down and motioning for me to follow, "let me show you around."

We made our way to the back of the house, where vast glass doors offered a panoramic view of the grandest pool I'd ever seen. Azure waters shimmered under the Californian sun, framed by an elaborate patio dotted with luxurious lounge chairs.

"This," she gestured grandly, "is where you'll be working."

Pausing from the abrupt news, all I could say was, “Wait what!?”

With a chuckle, she said, “you’re hired.”

“Thanks for this opportunity, Mrs. Tucker. I promise to keep maintain your pool according to your needs.”
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She smiled, her eyes twinkling. "Thank you. I expect it to be kept in pristine condition." Pausing, she explained her expectations—skimming, cleaning, ensuring the pH levels were optimal. The tasks seemed straightforward, but the backdrop made it feel like a gig out of a Hollywood movie.

As the tour concluded, and we headed back inside, my mind raced. This job felt more like a lifeline than a mere means to an end. It was an entrance into a world I had never known. A world I was eager to dive into—literally and figuratively.

“Well, I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow, 9:00 AM, not 8:45, sharp.”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE SUN HAD BARELY BEGUN to stretch its golden fingers across the San Diego sky when I found myself outside Mrs. Tucker's opulent mansion once again. Checking my watch compulsively, I made sure it read 9:00 AM sharp before pressing the doorbell. My heart raced. Last night, I had hardly managed a wink of sleep, my mind preoccupied with thoughts of her.

As I waited, I self-consciously checked my breath, the tangy mint of the gum I'd just spit out still fresh in my mouth. It wasn't just her wealth or the unexpected connection we seemed to share—it was her, purely and wholly.

She was gorgeous, a surprising blend of soft femininity and self-assured confidence. Even though I'd never imagined myself being attracted to a trans woman before, with her, it felt like there was no distinction. She was, without question, all woman.
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The door swung open, revealing her in a stunning red swimsuit. The color contrasted brilliantly against her alabaster skin, accentuating every curve. The sight momentarily stole my words—and, it seemed, my ability to shut my mouth.

She raised an eyebrow playfully, her lips quirking into a smirk.

"You can close your mouth now," she teased.

Flustered, I stammered, "S-sorry. Good morning, Mrs. Tucker."

She gave a small chuckle, her laughter reminiscent of the soft chime of wind chimes. Soon after, she moved past me, her scent wafting over—a mix of coconut sun lotion and a perfume that was as exotic as it was captivating. She settled gracefully onto one of the chaise lounges by the pool, her silhouette painted against the backdrop of shimmering blue waters.

I tried to focus on my task, retrieving cleaning supplies from the nearby storeroom. The chlorine's sharp scent filled my nostrils, acting as a much-needed reminder of the job at hand. But every so often, my eyes would wander to where Mrs. Tucker reclined, the gentle rustle of the palm trees above her blending with the distant hum of the city.

Cleaning a pool had never felt so complicated.
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I surreptitiously pulled out my phone, quickly typing into YouTube, "How to clean a pool." Glancing towards Mrs. Tucker, relief washed over me as I saw she was blissfully unaware, her headphones nestled over her ears and her eyes closed in relaxation. Every few moments, I'd steal a glance in her direction, trying to concentrate on the video's instructions but constantly distracted by her radiance.

As I worked, sweat began to dot my forehead. The San Diego sun was unforgiving, especially in my button-up shirt and jeans. Why hadn't I thought this through?

Her voice cut through the sound of the pool filter and my own increasingly ragged breathing.

"Aren't you hot in that outfit?"

I tried for nonchalance. "I'm fine."

She sat up, removing her headphones, her eyes roving over me with clear skepticism.

"No, you're not."

Flustered, I tried to focus on the task at hand, implementing what I had just learned from the video. Mrs. Tucker disappeared into the house for a moment, returning with a pink swimsuit and a bottle of sunblock in hand. She casually tossed the swimsuit onto a nearby chair, holding out the sunblock to me.

"Would you mind helping me with this?"

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly feeling very dry.

"Sure," I said, a little too quickly, my voice pitching higher than I intended.

She turned, allowing me a view of her bare back. "Start here."

The texture of her skin was soft under my fingers, the sunblock cool and slick as I massaged it in. She directed me to various areas—her shoulders, down the curve of her waist, the hollow at the base of her throat—and with each new area, my heartbeat quickened.

The atmosphere between us grew charged, thick with tension and unspoken desires. As my hands traveled lower, massaging the lotion around her hip area, my fingers brushed something unexpected. The soft, yet firm bulge startled me. Yet, as I processed it, the taboo thrill of the moment only heightened my arousal.

Once I had finished, Mrs. Tucker turned to face me, a coy smile playing on her lips. "Now, it's my turn."
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I blinked, puzzled. "Sorry?"

"To return the favor. You look like you're baking in that sun," she said with a teasing glint in her eyes.

She held out the bikini to me with an expectant grin. "Here, put this on."

"Mrs. Tucker…" I stuttered, eyeing the tiny piece of fabric dubiously.

She laughed, the sound melodic and free. "Sorry, I don't have any speedos. I donated all of my ex's stuff after our divorce. But really, this is fine."

I felt my cheeks heat up. "I can just wear my boxers, Mrs. Tucker."

She rolled her eyes, a playful smirk playing on her lips. "I don't want cotton messing up my pool. Trust me, no one's gonna see. Plus," she said, gesturing to the high walls around the yard, "it's completely private."

Swallowing my embarrassment, I held the bikini out in front of me.

"Do I...uh, also need to wear the top?"

Her laughter filled the air again, light and infectious. "Well, it is a two-piece, after all." Then, as if to contradict her point, she smoothly slipped off her bikini top. The sight of her bare breasts caught me off guard, and I felt my entire body flush.

"I hate tan lines," she said, her voice casual, but her eyes danced with mischief.

"Hope you don't mind."

My mouth felt dry as I tried to find the right words. "No, I mean... that's, uh, cool."

She winked and reclined on the sun chair, sipping her champagne. I tried not to stare, took a deep breath, and quickly made my way to the nearest bathroom.

Inside, I stripped down, feeling the cool air against my skin. The feel of the bikini fabric was foreign and a little tight, but surprisingly not as uncomfortable as I had anticipated. Still, the reflection staring back at me was something I never imagined I'd see… George in a bikini.

"Okay," I murmured to my reflection, trying to hype myself up.

"This is happening. You can do this."

Emerging from the bathroom, I felt every inch of my skin exposed to the sun and Mrs. Tucker's gaze. Taking a deep breath, I stepped into the bright sunlight, unsure if I was ready for whatever was next.

I felt every ounce of my vulnerability exposed. My hands instinctively moved to cover my arousal, but there was no hiding the obvious from Mrs. Tucker's playful eyes.

She gestured for me to come over. "Here."
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I hesitated, but the warmth in her eyes was too inviting to resist. As I approached, she chuckled softly, "Seems like you're...quite happy to see me."

My face burned with embarrassment. The implication was clear, but the teasing tone of her voice made it hard to feel too mortified. She grabbed the sunblock, and her fingers danced over my skin, leaving trails of coolness.

Every touch, every brush of her hand, heightened my erection. The sensation was overwhelming, and before I could process what was happening, I felt the unmistakable wetness in the bikini bottom. I just came in her bikini.

Panicking, I jumped into the pool, the cool water instantly enveloping me. I stayed submerged for a few seconds, trying to calm the rapid beating of my heart and the heat flooding my cheeks.

Her voice floated above the water's surface, "What happened? You okay?"

I emerged, running a hand through my wet hair.

"I'm fine, Mrs. Tucker," I replied, trying to sound casual.

She tilted her head, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

"You better not blame me when you get skin cancer," she jested.

"I won't," I said, grateful for the cover of the water. Taking a deep breath, I tried to shake off my embarrassment. That was close, I thought to myself.

Mrs. Tucker resumed her position, adjusting her headphones and sinking into the comfort of her sun chair. I stole glances at her every now and then, still in disbelief at the surreal encounter.

Later that day, the setting sun cast a soft glow, its warmth diffusing through the opulent living room. Mrs. Tucker, wrapped in her plush robe, looked tired, her movements slightly off. The distinct scent of alcohol permeated the air, contrasting sharply with the subtle aroma of nearby blossoms.
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"Are you okay Mrs. Tucker?" I tried to keep my tone light, although concern threaded my words.

She managed a weak smile. "Some days, champagne is my only friend. It... helps, you know?" Her voice held a hint of vulnerability.

There was a profound sadness behind those lively eyes. It dawned on me that maybe there was more to Mrs. Tucker than the confident, playful woman I had encountered. Her seemingly constant need for a drink made me wonder if she was battling demons I couldn’t see.

"I owe you for today," she said, heading unsteadily towards the staircase. She returned moments later, handing me a wad of cash. Our fingers brushed briefly, the fleeting touch sending a shiver down my spine. But then, her face paled, and she swayed on the spot.

With a rush of adrenaline, I reached out, steadying her.

"Mrs. Tucker? Are you gonna be alright?"

Her voice was barely audible, "Just a little lightheaded."

Thinking quickly, I guided her to her bedroom, ensuring she was settled comfortably on her bed. Her peaceful expression, framed by dark locks, gave her an ethereal look. The raw vulnerability on display tugged at something deep within me.

Glancing at my watch, I was taken aback to find it was already 6:00 PM. I gently closed her bedroom door behind me and made my way home, my mind awash with thoughts of the enigmatic Mrs. Tucker.

[image: street at night, residential area with houses]

The walk back was filled with contemplation. I felt an undeniable connection with her, deeper than just physical attraction. But the professional boundary loomed large. And I couldn’t forget my initial goal–that GPU.

Still, as the San Diego evening breeze greeted me, the pull of the virtual realm seemed distant compared to the emotions surging in my heart.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT WAS ANOTHER SUNDAY as I approached the sprawling mansion. Fresh from a haircut yesterday, I was feeling a new surge of confidence. More than the boost in my stride, I secretly hoped that my new look would catch Mrs. Tucker's eye.

The door swung open, revealing Mrs. Tucker in a terry cloth robe, white wine in hand. The shimmering sun made her seem almost ethereal, the warm glow bouncing off her skin and the wine’s pale golden hue. She looked me up and down, her gaze lingering on my newly trimmed hair.
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"Aww," she pouted playfully, her fingers ruffling my hair.

"I kinda liked it longer."

A flush warmed my face. "Thought I’d try something new."

She gave me that magnetic smile, tilting her head towards the interior of her home. "Come inside."

As we stepped into the cooler shade, I took a moment to muster the courage to voice what had been on my mind. "Mrs. Tucker, I hope I'm not crossing any lines here, but... why do you drink so much?"

She looked taken aback for a brief moment, but then a chuckle escaped her lips, its sound echoing in the vast living room. "My life's a mess," she said with a wry grin, raising her glass slightly.

"My pool’s a mess. Hence, you. Get to that."

I immediately regretted my words, feeling the weight of embarrassment settle heavily on my shoulders.

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Tucker. It wasn't my place."

She simply waved a hand dismissively, the rich scent of her wine filling the air between us. "It's fine, George. Just... focus on the pool."

I nodded, heading towards the back, but a million questions churned in my mind. Who really was Mrs. Tucker? Every interaction with her only added to the enigma that she was. And as much as I tried to focus on the task at hand, my thoughts kept drifting back to the mysterious woman inside the house.

Moments later, the rhythmic motions of cleaning the pool usually soothed me, but today they did nothing to drown out the weight of guilt in my heart. The glinting water reflected the azure of the California sky, but even its shimmering beauty couldn’t distract me from the gaffe I'd committed earlier.

Before I could sink further into my thoughts, Mrs. Tucker's voice, laced with a hint of softness, broke my concentration. "George," she called out.

I straightened, turning to face her. She stood there, looking a tad vulnerable, her posture lacking its usual confidence. The light breeze carried the gentle scent of her floral perfume, intertwining with the chlorine aroma from the pool.

"I wanted to apologize for how I responded earlier," she began, her voice softer than I’d ever heard.
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"Mrs. Tucker, I should be the one apologizing. It wasn't my place to ask," I rushed, the weight on my chest begging to be relieved.

She motioned for me to sit next to her. Reluctantly, I did. The warm tiles under us carried the heat of the day, contrasting sharply with the cool, wet edge of the pool where our feet dangled.

"He wanted kids," she said suddenly, her gaze fixed on the shimmering water. "My ex-husband. He impregnated someone. By accident." She let out a bitter laugh.

"But deep down, I knew he always wanted them. And I couldn't... nevermind."

I bit my lip, holding back a million questions. I'd caught a glimpse of her secret, but it wasn't my place to bring it up.

"If it's any consolation," I started, choosing my words carefully, "he's an idiot for leaving you."

She chuckled, though her eyes were misty. "I always believed he was 'the one', you know?"

"Yeah," I murmured, understanding her pain on some level, even if my experience couldn’t match the depth of hers.

She took a deep breath, trying to shake off the sadness that enveloped her. "Luckily, I got to keep the house. But I've got to start going back to work," she added, the giggle in her voice making it sound almost whimsical.

I felt a sudden urge to be of more help. "Is there anything I can do to help, Mrs. Tucker?"

She hesitated, shaking her head slowly. But then, a sly smile curved her lips.

"Well, there might be one thing..."

I waited, anticipation and curiosity bubbling within, as her words lingered in the warm California air.

Soon, as Mrs. Tucker excitedly pulled me by the wrist towards her bedroom, a flurry of thoughts raced through my mind.

Was she actually making a move on me?

Was this some unexpected culmination of the weird, magnetic tension between us?

Her room smelled of jasmine, a delicate aroma that made the atmosphere feel ethereal. I noticed the dappled sunlight filtering through the sheer curtains, casting golden patches on the plush carpet. My heart raced.
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"Have a seat," she said, gesturing towards the vanity chair. I obeyed, the soft fabric comfortable against my skin. Mrs. Tucker then reached for a blonde wig from her collection, its hue eerily close to my natural hair color.

She gently placed it on my head, adjusting its position.

"Mrs. Tucker, what are you doing?" I asked, my voice filled with confusion.

She chuckled softly. "Before I met Karl, I was about to finish beauty school. But then he proposed, and with his money, said I'd never have to work. I left my dreams behind."

I watched her, captivated, as she rummaged through her makeup kit, her fingertips lightly dancing over an array of brushes and shades. There was a wistful look in her eyes, a mix of regret and longing.

"I've been thinking of going back, refining my skills. It's been so long," she admitted, her voice a tad shaky.

"Would you... would you let me practice on you?"

The request took me aback, but given our awkward exchange earlier, I felt the need to oblige, to somehow make it up to her. I took a deep breath.
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"S—sure," I murmured, "if it makes you happy, Mrs. Tucker."

Her face lit up with a genuine smile, the kind that reaches the eyes and warms the soul.

The room had a soft, inviting glow, with the afternoon sunlight filtering through sheer curtains. Mrs. Tucker's tabletop was an organized mess of brushes, palettes, and skincare products.

"I see you've shaved," she noted with an approving nod.

"Just seemed like the right thing to do," I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

"Alright, let's start with skincare," she began, her hands moving with practiced precision. Each product had its own unique texture and scent. The cleanser felt cool, the moisturizer was rich, and with every step, she explained its purpose.

"This is to hydrate, this is to seal in moisture," and so on.

As she began the makeup application, I felt oddly at ease. Mrs. Tucker's proximity was comforting, not intimidating. Her voice, explaining each step, became a soothing background sound. The brushes on my skin felt like soft feathers, and I found myself relaxing more with each passing moment.

However, when she approached my eyes, I tensed up. I had never had anyone put makeup on me, and the thought of an eyeliner pencil so close to my eye was daunting. Sensing my discomfort, she paused, offered reassuring words, and promised to be gentle.

When she finally stepped back, allowing me to see the full effect, I was taken aback. I looked so different, but in a good way. It was me, but enhanced, sharper, more refined.
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Picking up a blonde wig from her selection, Mrs. Tucker carefully set it on my head.

"Final touch," she declared with a satisfied grin.

Staring at my reflection, I was at a loss for words. "Mrs. Tucker, this is... I never imagined..."

She chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "The power of makeup, darling. And I'm thrilled to see that my skills are still intact."

Her passion for her craft was evident, and I left that room not just with a new look, but with a newfound respect for the art of makeup.

The rush of transformation had me riding a giddy high. I swayed my head, letting the long blonde strands of the wig glide over my shoulders, and adopted an exaggerated pose. "I'm so pretty. Very pretty," I teased, laughing at the surreal nature of the moment.

Mrs. Tucker was staring at me, but her eyes weren’t filled with amusement like I'd expected. Instead, there was a depth, an intensity, that caught me off guard. "Yes, you are," she whispered, reaching out to caress my face. Her touch was soft, warm, inviting.

Our faces drifted closer, our eyes locked, and I swear I could feel the heat of her breath mixing with mine. The world blurred, and the only thing that mattered was the anticipation of our lips meeting.

But just when I thought we were about to kiss, she pulled back, a shadow crossing her features. "I'm sorry," she breathed, her voice filled with a cocktail of regret, desire, and something else I couldn't quite place. "This is not right."

I blinked, trying to process what had just happened, my earlier confidence replaced by a sudden shyness. "Mrs. Tucker?" I began, but she had already left the room, leaving me to wrestle with the whirlwind of emotions that threatened to consume me.

Moments later, I took off the wig, placing it carefully on the vanity, and trudged back to the pool. The cool water, with its rhythmic waves, felt therapeutic against my skin, a sharp contrast to the fiery intensity of the bedroom. As I resumed cleaning, my mind swirled with thoughts and unvoiced questions.

What had I done wrong?

Did she regret inviting me into her world or getting so close?

The uncertainty was overwhelming, but one thing was clear—I had felt something real, something potent. The challenge now was figuring out what came next.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I HAD BARELY GOTTEN A CHANCE to process my emotions from the previous Sunday, when I stood in front of Mrs. Tucker's door again, my heart pounding in my chest. The events of our last meeting, the charged moment that had passed between us, had been on my mind the entire week.

Just as I reached out to press the doorbell, the door swung open abruptly. Mrs. Tucker stood there, her eyes wide with anxiety. She wasn't the composed, slightly mysterious woman I was used to seeing. This was someone different–frantic, vulnerable.
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"Good, you're here! Thank God!" she exclaimed, her voice trembling slightly.

Taken aback, I asked, "What's wrong, Mrs. Tucker?"

She began pacing, the heels of her shoes clicking sharply against the tiled foyer, her hands wringing together in a gesture of pure distress.

"I don't know how to say this..." she began, pausing mid-step to face me.

"What is it?" My concern grew, the pool and all thoughts of our previous interaction temporarily forgotten.

"I reenrolled in beauty school, and today's a big day. I had a model lined up, but she flaked on me last minute." Her eyes pleaded with me, desperation evident.

"Can you... Would you... model for me?"

I blinked, surprised. "But... the pool?"

She waved her hand dismissively. "Forget the pool. Let’s go!"

Without waiting for a response, she grabbed her car keys and gestured for me to follow. I found myself rushing to keep pace with her as we made our way to her sleek Lexus. As she navigated the streets of San Diego, she kept repeating, "Thank God, thank God."

In the cool, air-conditioned embrace of the car, I couldn’t help but think of how life has its own set of surprises. Mrs. Tucker's relieved chatter filled the car.
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"You're an angel, you know? I really mean that."

I just nodded, a strange mix of nervousness and excitement building within me. Whatever the day held, one thing was for sure: my relationship with Mrs. Tucker was evolving in ways I could never have imagined.

The entrance to the beauty school felt like walking into another dimension. Polished floors reflected overhead lights, creating a soft glow throughout. It looked more like a hotel than a school. The scent of various cosmetic products blended with freshly brewed coffee, creating a tantalizing aroma that lingered in the air.

“You're back!” A chorus of hellos echoed around us as several women approached. She seemed to be quite popular, her presence eliciting genuine smiles and animated chatter from those around her.

I trailed behind her, a hint of nervousness causing my palms to sweat. The reality of the situation started to sink in. I was the only guy in the room, surrounded by what looked like professional models. Sleek hair, refined poise, confidence radiating from them in waves.

Mrs. Tucker seemed to sense my unease. Wrapping an arm around my shoulder, she introduced me, “Everyone, this is George. He's helping me out today.”

Their eyes widened in surprise, glancing between the two of us with barely concealed amusement.
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“Oooh! Moved on already, huh?” one teased, winking at her.

She laughed, rolling her eyes, “Don’t be silly! We’re just friends.” She patted my back lightly.

I tried to chuckle along, but her words felt like a sharp prick.

Just friends?

Was it because I wasn’t in her league, financially or otherwise?

The insecurity that had been simmering inside me now threatened to boil over. But right now, I was here for her, to support her dream, and I was determined to do a good job.

She guided me to a chair in front of a large mirror. The cold leather of the seat sent a shiver down my spine, grounding me back to the present. I watched her in the reflection, her focus entirely on her kit. The delicate brushes, the array of colors, everything meticulously arranged.

“Relax,” she whispered, noticing my tense posture. Her fingers felt cool and soft as she applied a primer to my face, smoothing out any imperfections. I could hear the soft conversations happening around us, punctuated by occasional laughter, but it all felt distant. The only thing that mattered was her touch, the closeness, the shared warmth.

As she worked, I tried to push away any feelings of inadequacy. I wanted to be there for her, even if it was just as a friend. But every stroke of her brush, every glance into my eyes, made it harder to keep those feelings at bay.

Hours seemed to pass in a blur, and before I knew it, she was done. The reflection staring back at me was almost unrecognizable, yet familiar. The power of makeup, indeed.

She looked satisfied, a proud smile playing on her lips.

"There we go. Told you I hadn’t lost my touch."

"Yeah, you really haven't," I murmured, still taken aback by the transformation.

The day might not have turned out as I had imagined, but it was a start.

"Alright, George, clothes off," she said with a nonchalant tone.

I blinked, taken aback. "What?"

"We need to prep you entirely. Trust me," she cooed.

There was a sea of women around me, and the mere thought of stripping in front of them made my stomach drop. I could feel my face heat up.

Mrs. Tucker seemed to sense my discomfort.

"Relax," she said with a laugh, "It's not like they haven't seen a penis before, right girls?"

Chuckles filled the room. "Just pretend we're not here," one shouted playfully.

I reluctantly complied, leaving my boxers on. I felt vulnerable, like a fish out of water. But Mrs. Tucker's voice cut through my embarrassment.

"Nice bod. Tight and right," she joked, giving me an appraising look, which only made me turn a shade redder.

"But too hairy," she mused, eyeing my arms and chest. With a decisive nod, she turned to her peers.

"Anyone got a shaver?"

Several hands went up, and a couple of women approached, each with a razor and shaving cream in tow.

I felt hands on my arms, lathering the shaving cream, while another pair began on my legs. The coolness of the foam was soothing, and the gentle glide of the razors felt oddly therapeutic. With each pass, the hair was stripped away, leaving smooth skin in its wake.

Mrs. Tucker took charge of my chest, her fingers carefully maneuvering around, ensuring no nicks. The room was filled with the soft whispers of the razors and the occasional giggle. The embarrassment I initially felt began to wane, replaced by a camaraderie I hadn't expected.

It was an odd sensation, feeling so many hands of beautiful girls working in tandem. The scents of the shaving creams, the gentle caress of the blades, the occasional brush of Mrs. Tucker's fingers against my skin–it all combined into a sensory overload.

Soon enough, they were done, and I was hairless, smoother than I'd ever been.

Mrs. Tucker stood back, admiring her handiwork. "There we go. Now you're ready."

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever was next. With Mrs. Tucker, it seemed, anything was unpredictably fun.

After the makeup ordeal, Mrs. Tucker didn't miss a beat, opening up her suitcase to reveal an array of materials—delicate fabrics in pastels, lace, sequins, and shimmering textiles. She started holding up items against me, sizing them up with a thoughtful look in her eyes.

"Hold this," she instructed, draping a light, silky dress over my arm. The fabric felt smooth, almost cool to the touch.

"What's this for? I thought it was just makeup," I inquired, eyebrows raised in genuine curiosity.

She chuckled, "For the full experience and for better grades, George. Trust me, it'll be fun."

We went through the process step by step, with Mrs. Tucker offering guidance and a playful running commentary. First, there was the corset, the lacing making me stand straighter than I'd ever thought possible.

"Posture is everything," she remarked, giving a final tug on the laces.

“Tuck it,” she said—handing me a pair of silky panties. I almost chuckled when she said it as the very first time that I’d seen her was through the bathroom window of her, doing the same thing she was asking me to do.

Next came the pink dress. The sensation of the fabric flowing over me was both alien and oddly calming, its weight and flow so different from anything in my usual wardrobe.

I hesitated when she handed me the stockings. "Trust me," she prompted. As I pulled them up, they felt soft and smooth against my skin—making my legs feel warm without suffocating.

She then carefully placed a wig on my head, adjusting and styling it. The unfamiliar weight and feel of it made me hyper-aware of every movement.

"Now, the shoes," Mrs. Tucker said, handing over a pair of modest heels. I stared at them, dubious. She laughed, "For balance."

Balancing was an understatement. But with her guidance and a lot of wobbling, I managed to stand.

When I finally looked in the mirror, the reflection staring back was startling. I hardly recognized myself, yet there was a peculiar sense of intrigue. Mrs. Tucker stood beside me, a proud smile on her face.

"You did great, George. Thanks for being such a sport. You’ll really help me pass this test.”

As I waited in the makeshift backstage area, Mrs. Tucker approached, her heels clicking against the tiled floor. She leaned in, her perfume wafting over.

"Listen, George," she began, her voice a soft, reassuring murmur amidst the ambient chatter. "Remember to hold your chin up, shoulders back. And for heaven's sake, keep your core engaged—it'll help with balance."

I glanced down at the heels she'd put me in.

"I'm more worried about face-planting in these," I admitted.

She chuckled, her laughter light and infectious.

"Just take it slow. Imagine you're at the beach in San Diego, just enjoying the waves. Oh, and when posing? Confidence is key."

The nerves must've been evident on my face because she took my hands into hers.

"You're going to be amazing."

Before I could fully process her words, it was go-time. One by one, models strutted out, showcasing her classmates’ work. My heart raced, the thumping rhythm threatening to drown out the music from the runway.

And then, it was my turn. Taking a deep breath, I recalled Mrs. Tucker's words, envisioning the waves at my favorite San Diego beach spot. The moment I stepped onto the runway, the energy shifted. There were gasps, cheers, and more than a few catcalls, all in good fun. The support from the crowd, the majority of whom were women, was overwhelming.

“Whooo! You go girl!” one of them cheered.

At the end of the runway, I struck a pose, the camera flashes creating a kaleidoscope of bright spots before my eyes. Then, turning slowly, I made my way back, every step filled with newfound confidence.
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As the event concluded, Mrs. Tucker raced over, her face radiant with joy. "You nailed it!" she exclaimed, pulling me into a tight embrace. Our faces inches apart, for a heartbeat, it felt like we were about to cross a boundary, lips inching closer.

But just as quickly, she pulled back, her attention caught by someone else.

"Hey girl!" she exclaimed, leaving me standing there, a mix of elation and frustration coursing through me.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE FOURTH SUNDAY rolled around, the California sun beating down hard as I scooped a stubborn leaf stuck on the pool’s filter. Each movement of my hand felt rigid, fueled more by frustration than by the need to get the pool clean. The recent encounters with Mrs. Tucker weighed on my mind, playing over and over like a song I couldn't get out of my head. I felt like I was stuck in some twisted game, unsure of the rules or the end goal.

The scent of freshly cut grass from the yard mixed with chlorine, dragged me briefly back to reality. I heard the back door click open, and Mrs. Tucker's voice broke through my reverie.

"George, I thought I'd bake some cookies. It's been ages since I last did. Would you like some?"

Her tone was light, hopeful, but I couldn't bring myself to share in her enthusiasm. "Cool," I replied, aiming for indifferent but probably sounding more terse.
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She approached the pool's edge, her shadow falling over the shimmering water. I felt her gaze on me, searching. "What's wrong? You seem... off today."

"Nothing," I muttered, a lie so transparent I almost laughed.

"Just a bad day, I guess."

We held a momentary, charged silence. I could hear the distant hum of a lawnmower, the chirping of some birds, and the steady beat of my own heart.

Finally, Mrs. Tucker sighed, her disappointment palpable. "Alright," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the gentle lap of pool water against the sides.

She turned to go back inside, her movements slow, heavy. I felt a sharp twinge of regret, but my pride held me back from calling out to her. The door clicked shut again, leaving me with my own tangled emotions and the ever-present blue of the pool.

As the day's work wound down, Mrs. Tucker approached me, her silhouette framed by the setting sun, casting long shadows across the lawn. Her expression seemed distant, contemplative, as if she was gathering the words she wanted to say.

"George," she began, extending an envelope towards me. I recognized it immediately-my payment for the pool cleaning. But her fingers lingered on it, hesitant.
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"And take these," she added, gesturing to a basket of freshly baked cookies, their sweet aroma filling the air.

I hesitated. My pride urged me to decline, but the tempting scent of the cookies, combined with the genuine concern in her eyes, made it hard to resist.

"Thanks, Mrs. Tucker," I mumbled, accepting both the money and the treats.

She smiled weakly, her eyes holding a hint of sadness.

"Have a good evening, George."

I nodded, trying to swallow the lump forming in my throat.

"You too, Mrs. Tucker."

The walk home was a blur, the streets of San Diego passing by in a mix of neon lights and fleeting shadows. Later that night, my room felt both familiar and foreign, as if I was seeing it through a haze. I lay in bed, the soft rustle of the sheets, the distant hum of traffic, and the faint glow of streetlights through my window my only companions.

Mrs. Tucker's face haunted my thoughts as I stared at the ceiling. Every time we got close, she pulled away.
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Why?

Was it something I said?

Something I did?

Did she feel like she was too good for me?

The texture of the sheets seemed to intensify, every thread pressing against my skin, reminding me of her touch.

The night pressed on, heavy and suffocating. I tossed and turned, trying to escape the weight of my thoughts. But there was no escaping her. I could almost feel the warmth of her breath, the softness of her lips. I let my mind wander, imagining what it would feel like to finally, truly, kiss her.

With that fantasy fresh in my mind, sleep slowly claimed me, pulling me into a world where the line between reality and dream blurred, where the scent of freshly baked cookies mixed with the intoxicating allure of a forbidden romance.

The next day, stepping into the tech store, the hum of electronics met my ears—a symphony of beeps, fans, and soft conversations. The cool, recycled air wrapped around me, carrying with it the distinct aroma of fresh plastic and metal. I navigated the clean, sleek aisles, my sneakers softly thudding against the polished floor.

The bright displays of the GPU section caught my attention. I'd been eyeing a few models online, and now that I'd saved up enough, I was eager to get my hands on one. As I examined the rows of graphics cards, a store associate approached.
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“Hello, sir, we have a new CPU,” a female employee offered. With a smile, I shook my head and continued walking.

"Hey there, looking for a GPU?" he asked, his voice enthusiastic.

"Yeah, I've been saving up for a while now," I replied, glancing at the options in front of me.

"You're in luck! We just got the new 'Nvidia Titan Z9' and the 'Radeon Quantum RX8'. The Z9 has 24GB GDDR6X memory, perfect for high-end gaming and rendering. The Quantum, on the other hand, boasts faster clock speeds and is great for multitasking," he rattled off, pointing to the boxes.

Another associate joined in, "Or if you're looking for something more budget-friendly, the 'Galactic G5' just dropped. Still powerful, but won't break the bank."

I weighed the options, letting my fingers dance over the sleek packaging. The tactile sensation of the smooth, laminated boxes sent tiny thrills up my fingers.

"What about the cooling system? My rig can get pretty hot."

The first associate nodded, "The Z9 has a triple fan design and the Quantum has liquid cooling integrated. Both are top-notch for keeping temperatures down."

I could almost visualize the performance boost one of these would give my setup. The adrenaline of a potential purchase tingled in my veins.

"I think I'll go with the Quantum RX8. Been hearing a lot of good things about it."

A grin broke out on the associate's face. "Excellent choice! You won't be disappointed."

Walking to the counter, the weight of the GPU box in my hand felt satisfying—like a promise of better gaming nights and smoother renderings. The familiar chime of the cash register and the crisp sound of the receipt printing was music to my ears.

Reaching home, I'd barely closed my front door when I set the GPU on my desk, already pulling out my tools to get the PC build started. The sounds of metal against metal echoed softly as I unscrewed the side panel. The familiar scent of electronics—somewhere between the crispness of new tech and the faint musk of heated components—floated around me.

Just as I was slotting the GPU into its rightful place, I heard footsteps approaching, a rhythm I recognized as my dad's.

"Can’t live without the game, huh?" he said, leaning against the doorframe and watching with a blend of amusement and bewilderment.

I grinned, my fingers deftly attaching wires. "Yep, I got the Quantum RX8. This bad boy is going to revolutionize my gameplay."

Dad chuckled, shaking his head. "Crazy boy." But his smile gave away his pride. "Well, have fun with your... whatever this is," he said, chuckling as he retreated.

After ensuring everything was in place, I connected the power and watched the LEDs come to life, illuminating the room in a soft blue hue. The whirr of the fans was a sweet lullaby, signaling the life breathed into my machine.
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Logging in, notifications bombarded me, a cacophony of pings and alerts. My gaming group had been busy. Launching the chat box, I fired off a message, "Guys, I'm so glad to be back. How are all of you?"

Replies began flooding in.

Jayden42: "Dude! Finally! We thought you'd abandoned us."

KnightmareMikey: "Hey, George! We missed your mad skills."

Starling: "Guess who stepped up while you were gone? Lila was a game-changer."

My fingers froze for a second. "Thanks, Lila, for holding down the fort," I typed, curiosity piqued.

Lila: "All in a day's work, George *wink emoji*."

"Alright, team, who's up for a raid? I've been itching for some action."

The chat exploded with enthusiasm. The sounds of virtual warfare awaited. For now, all the real-world puzzles and emotions were pushed to the background.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

SUNDAY MORNING BROKE CLEAR and bright, and the sun seemed to bounce off every reflective surface in San Diego. But that brightness didn't make its way into my heart. The week of relentless gaming had been an escape, but as I approached Mrs. Tucker's house, nerves replaced my brief respite.

She greeted me, wine glass in hand, though it was not yet noon. The subtle redness in her eyes betrayed a night or perhaps a whole day of tears.

"George! Right on time, as always. Coffee's just about ready," she said, her voice quivering slightly.

I hesitated, "Mrs. Tucker...I have something to say." I sucked in a deep breath, bracing myself. "I can't work for you anymore."
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Her face crumbled in shock, wine nearly spilling from her trembling hand. "Did I do something wrong? Is it because of last week?"

Stumbling over my words, I tried to explain, "I've decided to go back to school. Focus on my studies. So I won't be available."

She looked directly into my eyes.

"You have school on Sundays now?" Her voice was low, tinged with hurt and disbelief.

"Y—yeah…" I stammered, even though we both knew it wasn't. I felt a tightening grip around my chest; it was harder to breathe.

Mrs. Tucker stepped closer, the sweet scent of her perfume mixing with the rich aroma of coffee. "Please, George, just tell me what's going on."

Frustration surged through me, and words poured out unfiltered.

"You wanna know what’s going on!?” I raised my voice.

“Every time we get close, you pull away! I can't handle these games, Mrs. Tucker!"

"I'm sorry," she whispered, her voice cracking, "It's not what you think."

My voice rose, bordering on anger, "Is it because I'm broke? Because you're rich and I'm not?!"

She hesitated, taking a shaky breath, "I'm... I'm trans."
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My heart pounded in my chest, but my reply was immediate and sincere, "I know, and I don't care. You're all woman to me."

She took a deep breath, her face contorted in pain, "B—but I like someone else and I’ve known him for almost a year. And if I kissed you... I'd feel like I was cheating."

"Who is it?" I whispered, dreading the answer.

She took a sip of her wine, steadying herself. "There's this game, Knight's Revenge. And there's this guy on there, my guild master. He's just...amazing."

I froze. That was my game and I was a guild master.

"And your in-game name?" I ventured.

Her eyes met mine, her answer almost drowned in the sounds of birds chirping and the gentle hum of distant cars. "Lila."

Everything clicked into place. "Does this guy happen to go by the name King G?"

Her face went white, "How did you—"

"I am King G."

Silence reigned for a moment, then tears welled in both our eyes, and, bridging the distance between us, we finally shared a kiss. The world outside faded, and in that moment, only the two of us existed.

The world fell away as Mrs. Tucker and I kissed. Her lips were soft, and their warmth flooded into me, thawing the chill of confusion and distance that had built up between us. My hands slid around her waist, pulling her close as our mouths moved in a rhythm that felt as natural as breathing.

She laughed against my mouth, "Feels like destiny, doesn't it?"

"I think it was written in the stars," I replied, my voice tinged with awe.

Our jests and banters continued, with the weight of our secrets now lifted. Everything felt lighter. But soon, our conversation turned more intimate, with words replaced by touches and undressing, the intensity of our mutual attraction undeniable.

Our kisses grew deeper, more passionate, each one expressing the years of hidden desires and pent-up emotions. As I kissed my way down her neck, she sighed, her breath warm against my ear.
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"I've wanted this for so long," she confessed.

I pulled back slightly, searching her eyes. "So have I," I replied honestly, feeling a pull towards her that was both powerful and gentle. I wanted to show her, in every way possible, that her penis didn't define her, that she was beautiful and desired.

She hesitated, a hint of vulnerability in her gaze. But I reassured her with my actions, leaning down to show my complete acceptance and love.

She hesitated at one point when I touched her penis, uncertainty flashing in her eyes, but I cupped her face, saying, "I want to show you how much you mean to me." My hands trembled slightly, nervous and yet eager to prove my love and acceptance.

She smiled gently, a tender vulnerability evident in her gaze. "Let me," I whispered.

The morning sun streamed through the window, painting our intertwined forms with hues of gold. Our connection deepened as I took the lead, ensuring she felt cherished and loved every step of the way. It was my very first time to encounter another person’s penis during sex, but I didn’t feel unsure of my sexuality even if she was pulsating inside my mouth.

“Mmm,” she moaned for the nth time as I continued choking and gagging while kneading her breasts. There was a rawness, a truth in our actions. It was the kind of intimacy that spoke of genuine connection and trust.
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“I want to make you happy too,” she cooed.

Soon after, she bent over, showing me the most erotic view of her hanging balls and round ass—inviting me to take her. The tension that had been building between Mrs. Tucker and me for so long reached its peak. We were two souls, bound together by fate from every thrust that I did deep into her behind.

Every touch, every look exchanged, spoke of deep connection and trust.

Her fingers danced lightly over my jawline, tracing down to my neck as I took her. I pulled her closer, feeling the soft curves of her body meld into mine. The connection was electric, sparking sensations that flowed like currents from the tips of our fingers to our intertwined toes.

“Ahh!” I bellowed—finishing inside her as she ensured that she squeezed my manhood for its very last drop. Soon after, both of us sweaty and satisfied on her couch, "George," she whispered, her voice full of emotion. "I never expected... this."

I smiled, brushing my thumb over her cheek. "Neither did I, Mrs. Tucker. Or should I say, Lila?" She chuckled softly, but her eyes remained intense.

Lila looked up at me, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. "George, you make me feel... whole."

I smiled, brushing a stray hair away from her face. "That's because, with you, I've found my other half."

The moments that followed were filled with gentle touches, whispered words of love, and an intimacy that transcended the physical.

Lying beside her afterward, our fingers entwined, I felt a deep sense of contentment. The barriers between us had been shattered, and all that remained was pure, unadulterated love.

"Lila," I murmured, my voice filled with emotion, "this is just the beginning for us. I love you so much."

She kissed me once more and traced my chest as she looked me in the eyes, “I love you more, George. More than you can see.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE ROAR OF THE ARENA ECHOED, a cacophony of cheers, jeers, and the low hum of excitement that seemed to physically vibrate through the very floor six months later. The massive screens suspended above displayed the Knight's Revenge battlefield, every character's move magnified for thousands to see.
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Beside me, Lila—decked out in our team jersey—cracked her knuckles and adjusted her headset. She'd nailed her beauty school finals but these past weeks, her passion was the championship. And today, it was the culmination of all our hard work.

I breathed in deeply, the smell of popcorn and the unique tang of electronics in the air. The atmosphere was electric, the kind of buzz you feel right in your fingertips.

"Love," she whispered, pulling me out of my trance, "you ready for this?"

I smirked, "Born ready, my love."

One of the casters took to the stage, his voice resonating through the arena. "And here they are! The underdogs who've become the sensation of this season! With King G leading the charge and his gorgeous sorcerer girlfriend by his side, can they take home the grand prize of a million dollars?"
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"Damn," I said, glancing at the crowd.

"Never thought streaming and gaming would lead me here. All these people..."

She laughed, "And they're all here for us. Let's give 'em a show."

As the game began, our coordination was like poetry in motion. Every strategy, every move was executed with precision. The adrenaline, the tension, it was overwhelming. But every time I felt doubt creeping in, a glance at Lila’s determined face kept me grounded.

"King G, move to the left flank! I've got this," her voice sounded in my ear.

"Got it!" I replied, guiding my avatar accordingly.
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The final moments of the game were a blur, our team pinning down the opposition, and then... victory. The arena erupted in applause. Our team had done it!

Ripping off our headphones, Lila and I locked eyes, a mix of disbelief and joy reflected in our gazes.

"We did it," she breathed, her voice filled with wonder.

Grabbing her in an embrace, I whispered against her ear, "We did it my love, we did it!"

She pulled back slightly, her eyes shining, "Always together."

The crowd's cheers were deafening, but in that moment, it was just us—two people brought together by fate and a shared passion for the game.

“What are we gonna do with the money?” I asked.

She gave me a naughty look. “More wigs and panties for you, my love,” she jested—causing my heart to skip a beat.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Girly Weekends? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

Moreover, I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I was an inch close to ending it all until he showed me that there was more to life… the beautiful life that I didn’t know I deserved.”

Read The Beauty Queen


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


Listen to Audiobooks


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and Girly Weekends – Feminized by a Trans Woman Neighbor.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DM.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc1BZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DC.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1D0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DE.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CK.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1C2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CT.jpg
Quoy Gim Onyarim






OEBPS/image_rsrc1D5.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DH.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D4.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LEELY WS TWOQAR

¢





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C7.jpg
k
f





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DP.jpg
Bl LY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C4.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D7.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1D2.jpg
ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CW.jpg
s
SN

mmé\\

q\xﬂlhm t





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D8.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BT.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BU.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)






OEBPS/image_rsrc1C6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D9.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





