

Girthy Girl

First-time Feminization with a Transgender Woman

This book is dedicated to my fur baby, Snuggles, to you, and my very good friend Nikki Crescent.

The concept of the story was the first-runner up for the poll that Nikki Crescent created in her newsletter.

Thank you, from the bottom of my pink and girly heart <3

A Book By

LILLY LUSTWOOD

Copyright © 2023


Copyright © 2023 by Lilly Lustwood. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

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

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

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


Table of Contents

[image: ]

Girthy Girl

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Epilogue

Book Bundles

Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction
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“I’m used to being called Atty. Cooper but why does Ms. Cooper make my heart flutter?”

Note: This is a graphic novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains transgender lesbian, 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 DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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 Girthy Girl: First-time Feminization with a Transgender Woman.


Free Vip Mailing List
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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
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I stormed into my office, slamming the door behind me. My assistant had really messed up this time. The legal brief she had prepared was an absolute disaster. I had never seen such shoddy work from her before. I could feel my blood boiling as I thought about the mess she had made.

My tailored suit, crisp white shirt, and silk tie, were disheveled from the morning blunder. My brown hair was slicked back, and my chiseled jawline was set in a scowl. It was just after 9:00 AM, and I had already had a full day's worth of frustration.

My assistant, Jennifer, was sitting at her desk, looking nervously at me as I walked over to her.
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"What is this, Jennifer?" I demanded, throwing the legal brief down on her desk.

"I can't believe you would let something like this leave our office!"

"I'm sorry, Mr. Cooper," she stammered.

"I must have made a mistake."

"A mistake? This is unacceptable. I have a reputation to uphold, and you're jeopardizing it with your incompetence."

I was seething with anger, my voice rising with each word.

"I'll make it right, I promise," she pleaded.

"You better. You're lucky I don't fire you on the spot," I said, turning on my heel and walking back to my office.

Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm myself down. I couldn't afford to lose my temper like that again. But Jennifer's mistakes were becoming more and more frequent, and it was starting to affect my work.

As I sat down at my desk, I tried to focus on the case at hand. But my mind kept drifting back to the legal brief and Jennifer's incompetence. I needed to find a solution to this problem, and fast. Otherwise, it could cost me everything.

"Get me a coffee, Jennifer," I called out, trying to keep my voice calm.

"And make sure you double-check everything before you send it to me from now on."

Moments later, I was sitting in my office, going over some case files, when my assistant walked in.

"Mr. Cooper, you have a consultation in 15 minutes with a new client," she said.

I looked up from my work and raised an eyebrow.

"Who is it?"

"It's a woman named Sally," she replied.

"She has a small claims case against her landlord."

I let out a sigh.

"Jennifer, I don't have time for these insignificant cases. Can't you schedule something more worthy of my time?"

"I'm sorry, Mr. Cooper. I thought it might be worth your time," she said, looking downcast.

"Well, you thought wrong. Cancel the consultation," I barked.

As I stormed out of my office and walked down the hallway, I couldn't help but notice a woman standing in the lobby. She looked lost and afraid, with dark circles under her eyes and an ill-fitting suit that looked like it had come from a thrift store.

"Can I help you?" I asked, with a scowl.

"I'm here to see Atty. Cooper," she said, looking up at me with pleading eyes.

"I am Atty. Cooper," I replied impatiently.

"What do you want?"

"My name is Sally. I have a small claims case against my landlord," she said.

"I don't have time for small claims cases," I said, waving my hand dismissively.

"But sir, please," she said, grabbing my arm.

"I have nowhere else to turn. My landlord has been refusing to make repairs to my apartment, and I've been living in squalor for months. I need your help."

I pulled my arm away from her grasp.

"I said I don't have time for this and even if I did, you wouldn’t be able to afford my services. Find another lawyer!"

As I walked away, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt. Maybe I was being too harsh. But I had a reputation to uphold, and I couldn't let myself get bogged down in insignificant cases.

Later that day, I was in the middle of a meeting with some important clients when my phone started buzzing. It was my ex-wife, Laura. I could feel my blood pressure rising as it kept ringing and ringing.

"Excuse me for a moment," I said, standing up from the conference table and answering the call.

"What do you want!? Make it quick!"

"I need you to come to the PTA meeting tonight," she said, without even saying hello.

"Kyle really wants you there."

"I'm busy, Laura. I have work to do," I replied, my annoyance growing by the second.

"Can't you just text me about this kind of thing!?"

"I tried texting you, William. You never respond," she said, her voice growing more agitated.

"That's because I'm working! I have a job to do!" I snapped.

"I'm paying you more than enough in child support. The least you could do is be respectful of my time."

"Oh, so now you're throwing that in my face?" she said, her voice rising.

"You think money solves everything, don't you? You're such a damn narcissist!"

"I am not a narcissist. I just don't have time for your nonsense!" I said, my temper starting to flare.

"You know what? Screw you, William! Screw you and your stupid job!" she shouted, before hanging up.

I could feel my heart racing as I stood there, phone in hand. Laura had always been a thorn in my side, always trying to make my life difficult. I couldn't stand the thought of having to deal with her again at the PTA meeting.

I took a deep breath and tried to focus on the meeting, but my mind kept wandering back to the argument with her. She was always so difficult to deal with, always causing drama and chaos.

But I couldn't let her get to me. I had to focus on my work, on my clients. That was the only thing that really mattered. She could scream and shout all she wanted, but I wasn't going to let her ruin my day.

I had a long day at the office, and all I wanted to do was go home, have a drink, and relax. But as I pulled up to my house, I could see a mover truck blocking my driveway. I slammed on the brakes and let out a frustrated sigh. It was around 8:00 PM, and the last thing I wanted to deal with was some idiot blocking my driveway.

As soon as I got out of my car, I walked over to the truck, my blood boiling.

"What the hell is going on here?" I shouted at the movers.

"I'm sorry, sir. We had to unload some furniture for the new neighbor, our truck stopped and we arrived late," one of them said, looking apologetic.

"Well, you're blocking my driveway. Move it now!" I said, my voice rising.

"We can't move it right away, sir. We have to finish unloading," he replied.

I could feel my anger rising. This was ridiculous. I had a right to access my own property, and these movers were preventing me from doing that.

I was about to start shouting again when I noticed a note attached to my front door. It was an apology from the new neighbor, Sienna Carter, and an invitation to come talk to her about the blockage.

I crumpled up the note and threw it on the ground. I didn't have time for this. I had a drink waiting for me inside, and I wasn't about to let some new neighbor ruin my evening.

But as I walked inside, I couldn't shake the feeling of annoyance. I needed to do something about this, or it was going to drive me crazy.

I decided to take a walk over to Sienna's house and give her a piece of my mind. I marched down the street, my fists clenched, ready for a fight.

But as I arrived at her house, something changed.

“Good evening!”

She emerged from the doorway, looking absolutely stunning. She had long, blonde hair that flowed down her back, and a tight-fitting dress that showed off her curves. Her makeup was perfect, and she had a sultry smile on her lips.

For a moment, I was caught off guard by her beauty. I had never seen someone so alluring in my life. But then I remembered why I was there. I was angry, and I wasn't going to let some beautiful woman distract me from that.

"What the hell is going on here?" I barked, trying to keep my tone angry.

"I'm sorry, Mr.?—”
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“Attorney, that’s attorney Cooper for you.”

“I see, so sorry about that. The movers got in late because of some tire thing and they parked at the wrong side of the street, unloaded everything before talking to me from embarrassment…” she said, with a contrite expression.

"Well, they're blocking my driveway," I retaliated, trying to maintain my composure.

"I understand. And I wanted to make it up to you—with a sultry smile.

"Can I offer you anything? Would you like to come inside for a drink or dinner?"

I hesitated for a moment, caught off guard by her sudden invitation. But then I remembered that I was still angry. I couldn't let her sweet talk me into forgetting about the mover truck.

"I don't have time for drinks, Ms. Carter," I said, trying to sound stern. "I just want you to move your truck so I can get to my own property."

"Of course, Mr., I mean, Atty. Cooper," she said, with a hint of disappointment in her voice.

"I'm sorry to have inconvenienced you."

I watched as she walked over to the movers and started barking orders at them. Despite my anger, I couldn't help but feel a little bit...distracted. Maybe there was more to Sienna than just her looks. But for now, I had to focus on getting her truck out of my driveway.


Chapter 2
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The next day, as I walked into the courtroom, I could feel the tension in the air. It was the final day of the trial, and the stakes were high. My client, a large corporation accused of fraud, was sitting next to me, looking nervous.

The prosecutor presented their case, laying out a series of damning evidence against my client. I listened carefully, taking notes and preparing my own rebuttal. I knew this was going to be a tough case, but I was determined to win.

As they finished their opening statements, I stood up and faced the jury.

"Ladies and gentlemen, my client is innocent. The prosecution has presented evidence, yes, but that evidence is circumstantial at best. They are trying to paint my client as guilty without presenting any concrete proof. I urge you to consider the full picture and find my client not guilty."
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The prosecutor objected several times during my cross-examination, but I overruled him with ease. I questioned their witnesses aggressively, using their own words against them and exposing inconsistencies in their testimonies.

As the day wore on, the tension in the courtroom grew. The jury was taking notes, the judge was asking pointed questions, and the prosecutor was struggling to keep up with my relentless cross-examination.

Finally, it was time for closing arguments. I stood up and faced the jury once again.

"Ladies and gentlemen, the prosecution has failed to prove their case beyond a reasonable doubt. The burden of proof is on them, and they have not met it. My client is innocent, and I urge you to find him not guilty."

The prosecutor gave his closing argument, but it was no match for my passion and persuasiveness. The jury went into deliberation, and I waited anxiously for their decision.

Hours passed, and finally, the jury came back with a verdict.

"Not guilty." The words echoed in the courtroom, and I felt a rush of relief and triumph.

As I walked out of the courthouse, my client came up to me, tears in his eyes.

"Thank you, Mr. Cooper. You saved my company," he said, shaking my hand.

I smiled, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment. Another victory in the courtroom, another notch in my belt. I was the best litigator in the city, and I had the wins to prove it.

As I made my way back to my office, my phone rang. It was Jennifer.

"Mr. Cooper, I have another potential client for you. It's a small business owner accused of embezzlement."

I sighed, feeling the weight of my profession. But I knew that's what I was good at, and I couldn't resist the opportunity to win another case.

"I'll take the case," I said.

"Send me the details."

As I sat in my car, scrolling through my phone, a message notification caught my eye. It was a photo of my son Kyle's grades for the semester. I clicked on it and scanned through the list of As and Bs, feeling a sense of disappointment wash over me.

I knew it was ridiculous to be upset over a few Bs, but I couldn't help it. I wanted Kyle to be the best, to excel in everything he did. I had always pushed him to work harder, study longer, be better than everyone else. And yet, here he was, with just a few Bs to his name.

I let out a frustrated sigh and tossed my phone onto the passenger seat. I needed a drink, something to calm my nerves and ease my mind. I turned on the ignition and drove to a nearby bar, one that I knew was usually quiet and empty.

As I walked into the dimly lit room, I could smell the stale scent of alcohol and cigarettes. The air was thick with the sound of chatter and the clinking of glasses. I took a seat at the bar and ordered a whiskey neat.

The bartender poured me a generous serving of amber liquid, and I took a deep sip, relishing the smoky flavor as it burned down my throat. I closed my eyes and let out a sigh of contentment.

The music in the background was a soft murmur, barely audible over the sound of the people around me. But I could feel the beat of the bass vibrating in my chest, a steady rhythm that matched the pulse of my own heart.

I could taste the bitterness of the whiskey on my tongue, mixed with a hint of sweetness that lingered in my mouth. The texture was smooth, sliding down my throat with ease.

My eyes scanned the room, taking in the various patrons sitting at the tables around me. There were a few lone drinkers like myself, lost in their own thoughts and worries.

There were couples whispering intimately to each other, lost in their own world. And there were groups of friends laughing and joking, their joyous voices filling the room.

I took another sip of my drink and let out a deep breath. The stress of the day was beginning to fade away, replaced by a feeling of numbness and detachment. I knew I couldn't stay here forever, but for now, it was enough to simply sit and drink and forget about my problems.

"I thought you had no time for drinks, Mr. Cooper," Sienna said out of nowhere, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

I chuckled, feeling a sense of amusement at her playful teasing.

"Well, I couldn't resist the call of the whiskey," I replied, taking a seat next to her.
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She was dressed in a tight-fitting dress, her long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders in soft waves. Her makeup was expertly done, highlighting her stunning features and making her look even more alluring.

I couldn't help but feel a pang of attraction as I looked at her, admiring her beauty and her confidence. She was unlike any woman I had ever met, and I found myself drawn to her.

"So what brings you here?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

She smiled and shrugged.

"I'm doing hair and makeup for the singer who's performing later. Thought I'd grab a drink while I wait."

I nodded, impressed by her talent and her dedication to her work.

"That's cool. You're really good at what you do based on how you look," I said with a confident wink.

She grinned, her eyes sparkling.

"Thanks, I try my best."

We chatted for a while, talking about our lives and our interests. I’ve learned that she owned a beauty salon in our neighborhood and she has been saving up for it all her life.

As the night wore on, the bar grew more crowded and the music grew louder. Sienna and I moved closer to each other, our bodies almost touching.

I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume, a mix of floral and musk that made my heart race. I could feel the warmth of her body, radiating through her dress and into my own skin.

And as we talked and laughed and flirted, I realized that I was falling for her. Hard.

I knew there was something different about her, something that set her apart from other women I had met. But I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

As the singer took the stage and the crowd erupted into cheers, she leaned in close to me and whispered in my ear.

"Thanks for coming out tonight, Mr. Cooper. I had a really great time,” then exited to the backroom.

“Wait! Don’t go.”

“Don’t come,” she said with a siren gaze. At that very moment, I knew I had to have her. I’d never felt that way for any woman in my life before meeting her—to me, her presence was like an apparition, and having her out of sight only clarified the dissonance and emptiness in my life.

As I was about to leave the bar, I saw Sienna once more, waiting outside with her makeup train case. I approached her and asked why she was waiting on the curb.

"I'm waiting for a cab," she replied, looking a bit nervous.

I paused for a moment, considering my options. Then I made a decision.

"I'll give you a ride," I said, feeling a sudden surge of boldness.

She looked surprised but grateful. "Are you sure? I don't want to be a bother."

"Nonsense," I said, trying to sound cool and confident. "It's no trouble at all. Besides, it'll give us a chance to talk some more."

As we drove towards our homes, the conversation flowed easily between us. We talked about our jobs and families. I told her I was divorced and had one kid and she told me that she cut all family ties and she was single with no children. I couldn't help but feel drawn to her, captivated by her beauty and her charm.

When we reached her house, I parked the car and turned to face her. For a moment, we just sat there in silence, the tension between us palpable.

I leaned in closer, feeling the warmth of her breath on my face. I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume, mingling with the smell of the leather seats in my car.

And then, just as I was about to kiss her, she pulled away and got out of the car.

"I'm sorry," she said, looking flustered.

"I have an early day tomorrow. Thank you for the ride."

And with that, she disappeared into her house, leaving me feeling frustrated and confused.

As I drove home, I couldn't stop thinking about her. The way she looked in her tight-fitting dress, the sound of her laughter, the way her eyes sparkled when she talked about her passions.

I knew that I was falling for her, hard and fast. And I couldn't wait to see her again, to feel the electricity between us once more.


Chapter 3
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The next day, I was fuming as I waited for Laura to show up with Kyle. She was always late, and it drove me crazy. Finally, her car screeched into the driveway, and she rushed out, apologizing for being late. I didn't buy it for a second.

"You're always late, Laura," I spat.

"You don't give a damn about anyone's time but your own."

She rolled her eyes.

"Oh, spare me the lecture, William," she said.

"I don't need this from you."
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I clenched my fists.

"You don't need it? You're the one who's never there for our son! Instead of saving up for his future, you’d rather spend our money on your stupid handbags to impress your silicone-infested friends!"

She crossed her arms.

"Excuse me? I'm the one who has him during the week, who takes him to school and helps him with his homework."

I scoffed.

"And then you dump him on me on the weekends, so you can go out and have fun."

Her eyes narrowed.

"I have a life, William. You should try getting one of your own."

I was seething now.

"I have a life, Laura. I have a job, and I have a son and a bitch of an ex-wife who takes more than what she deserves!"

“And I have a narcissistic, possessive, and dense ex-husband who’s a dog and thinks that money could solve everything!”

Suddenly, I heard a noise ahead of me. I turned to see Sienna standing across the street, a bag of trash in her hand. She looked shocked and uncomfortable, as if she had stumbled upon something she wasn't meant to see.

I could feel my face turning red with embarrassment. I didn't want her to see me like this, angry and bitter.

But at the same time, I couldn't let Laura get away with her gold-digging behavior.

"You know what, Laura? Just go, enjoy shopping and meeting your biker boyfriend," I said.

"I don't want to deal with you right now."

She huffed and stormed off, leaving me alone on the curb with Kyle. As we walked towards my house, I could feel the tension between us. He didn't say hello to me and didn't acknowledge my presence at all.

And as I walked inside, I couldn't help but feel ashamed of myself. I had let Laura get under my skin, and I had done it in front of a woman I was starting to care about.

I sat down with Kyle at the kitchen table, my heart pounding in my chest. I had just received his report card, and I was disappointed to see that he had gotten a few Bs.
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"Kyle, can you explain these grades to me?" I asked softly, trying to keep the frustration out of my voice.

He looked up at me with a sarcastic smirk on his face.

"Oh, I'm sorry, Dad," he said.

"I guess not everyone can be as smart as you are."

I gritted my teeth, feeling my anger rising.

"That's not what I meant, Kyle," I said through clenched teeth.

"I just want to know why you're not doing better in school."

He shrugged.

"I don't know. Maybe I'm just not as good as you want me to be."

I felt a wave of guilt wash over me. Was I putting too much pressure on him? Was I expecting too much?

"No, Kyle," I said firmly.

"That's not it. I just want you to do your best, that's all."

He rolled his eyes.

"Sure, Dad," he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm as he continued fiddling with his phone.

Suddenly, I felt a surge of anger.

"Don't talk to me like that, Kyle!" I said sharply.

"I'm your father, and I deserve your respect!"

He stood up from the table, pushing his chair back with a loud screech.

"Whatever, Dad," he said.

"I'm going to my room."

I watched as he stormed off down the hall, feeling a mix of anger and sadness. Why was he being so difficult?

I decided to follow him, to try and talk things out. But as soon as I entered his room, I could feel the tension between us.

"What's your problem?" I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

He shrugged.

"I don't have a problem," he said.

"I just don't see why you care so much about my grades."

I felt my frustration growing.

"Because I want you to succeed," I said.

"I want you to have every opportunity in life."

He scoffed.

"Yeah, right," he said.

"You just want me to be a mini version of you."

I felt a pang of guilt. Was that true? Was I living vicariously through my son?

"I don't want you to be a mini version of me," I said softly.

"I just want you to be the best version of yourself."

He looked away, his expression unreadable.

“Just forget it!” he said before closing the door on me. As I left his room, I couldn't help but feel my heart leap out of my chest. I wanted to chastise him for the way he communicated with me. I was the best litigator in the city but when it came to my son, I could barely get my point across.

Shortly after, I sat on my porch, feeling the weight of disappointment settling in my stomach like a rock. It was thirty minutes after ten, and the sun was beginning to scald my skin as it casted a warm golden glow over everything.

I took a sip of my coffee, feeling its bitterness wash over my tongue. It was strong, just the way I liked it. But even the caffeine couldn't shake the feeling of frustration that had settled in my chest.

Just then, I heard the sound of footsteps approaching, and I looked up to see Sienna walking towards me.

She was wearing a cozy sweatshirt and jeans, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun. In her hands, she held a bag of bread and a thermos of coffee.

"Mind if I join you?" she asked, smiling.

I felt a smile tug at the corners of my mouth.

"Not at all," I said, gesturing for her to take a seat.

She settled down next to me, setting the bag of bread and the thermos of coffee on the table between us.

"I thought you had an early day today," I said, raising an eyebrow. She shrugged.

"The client cancelled," she said.

"So I figured I'd come over and share some breakfast with you."

I couldn't help but feel grateful for her presence. She had a way of brightening up even the darkest of my moods.
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“That smells really good,” I commented after taking a whiff of her drink.

“Moroccan coffee, have some,” she insisted.

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, sipping our coffee and munching on the bread. But eventually, the conversation turned to my ex-wife.

“This is really good, thanks,” I said as I enjoyed her generosity.

“Focaccia, it’s my favorite breakfast.”

I told Sienna about how Laura had once again taken Kyle late for the weekends as I had custody of him during those days. My frustration boiled over as I spoke with my words that could cut like a knife.

She listened patiently as I ranted, nodding along and offering her own insights. She had a way of seeing things from a different perspective, and I appreciated her input.

"You know, William," she said finally.

"I couldn't help but notice how sharp your words were with her. Maybe she's just trying to do what's best for Kyle."

I felt a pang of guilt wash over me. She was right, of course. I had been too quick to judge her intentions but then, I knew Laura more than she did and if only she had witnessed how my ex would throw lavish parties every week and spend my money on $20,000 handbags, she would feel the same.

She even got the house and I was forced to move to a neighborhood that didn’t exactly scream that I was the top litigator in the city.

"I know," I said, sighing heavily.

"I just wish she would respect my time with Kyle."

She smiled sympathetically.

"I understand," she said.

"But maybe the best thing you can do is just focus on your time with him, and make the most of it."

And just like that, she replaced her earlier opinion with a more valid suggestion. I felt a warmth spread through me at her words. She had a way of making everything seem so simple, so easy.

But then again, I couldn’t lose a case, even this one.

"But you do know that as a lawyer, it's my job to be sharp with my words."

We laughed about it and chatted some more before she finished her coffee. As she got up to leave, I asked if she was busy for the day.

"I have work at the salon," she replied.

I hesitated for a moment, then blurted out, "Would you like to join me and my son for lunch at a Japanese restaurant nearby? And then maybe we can all get our haircuts at your salon."

"I don't think that's a good idea," she said.

"Your son might find it inappropriate."

I felt embarrassed for even suggesting it, but then she added, "But I'd be happy to offer you both a free haircut at my salon."

I thanked her and watched her walk away, feeling disappointed that I couldn't spend more time with her. But maybe it was for the best—I didn't want to make things awkward between us.


Chapter 4

[image: ]

Moments later, we were finally at the Kyoto Flavorz restaurant. Seeing the food arrive, I immediately took a bite of the fresh sushi roll and savored the taste of the delicate fish combined with the tangy flavor of the soy sauce.

The Japanese restaurant was one of my favorite places to eat in the neighborhood, and I couldn't help but enjoy the serene atmosphere as we ate our meal. The soft lighting, the traditional decorations, and the welcoming staff added to the overall ambiance of the place.

As I was relishing in the moment, I noticed Kyle's demeanor soften. He looked up at me and cleared his throat, a sign that he was about to ask me for something.
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"Dad," he said, hesitantly.

"Can I ask you a favor?"

I braced myself, knowing that he usually asked for something big whenever he used that tone.

"Sure, what is it?" I asked, trying to keep my tone casual.

"Well, I wanted to buy some in-game items for my favorite game," he said, fidgeting with his chopsticks.

"It's $100 for a card, and I was wondering if you could buy it for me."

I was taken aback by the amount he was asking for, but I tried not to show it.

"What kind of in-game items are worth $100?" I asked, genuinely curious.

Kyle explained the details of the game and how the items would help him progress faster. I listened intently but couldn't help but feel frustrated at how much these digital products cost.

"Back in my day, $100 could buy you a whole computer," I grumbled.

He looked down, crestfallen. I realized I had been too harsh with my words and immediately regretted it. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath.

"Look, Kyle, I'm sorry. It's just hard for me to understand how something digital could cost so much. But if it means that much to you, I'll get you the card," I said, hoping to repair our relationship.

Kyle's face lit up with a smile, and he thanked me profusely. We finished our meal, and I paid the bill, feeling a mix of contentment and frustration at the same time. The restaurant had served its purpose, but the thought of spending $100 on a digital product still bothered me.

As we left the restaurant and headed to Sienna's salon, I couldn't help but wonder if I was being too stingy or if I was right in questioning the value of digital products.

The thought stayed with me as we arrived at the salon. The place was busy with people coming and going, and the sound of scissors and blow dryers filled the air.

Sienna greeted us with a big smile, and Kyle immediately blushed at the compliment she gave him.

"Wow, you're so handsome!" she said, making him smile even wider.

I introduced Sienna to Kyle, and they exchanged pleasantries. Then Sienna took us over to meet her employees.

[image: ]

"Latrice, Juju, this is William and his son Kyle," she said, introducing us.

"They're new in the neighborhood."

Latrice and Juju both greeted us warmly, and I couldn't help but notice that they were both transgender women. It didn't bother me, of course, but I knew some people could be judgmental.

As Sienna started working on my hair, I leaned in and asked her quietly, "Hey, do you know how to buy an Apple card?"

She looked at me curiously.

"Why do you ask?"

"Well, Kyle wants to buy some in-game items, and he needs an Apple card to do it," I explained.

She thought for a moment.

"You can buy them online and get the details emailed to you," she said.

"It's pretty easy, actually."

I nodded, grateful for the information.

"Thanks, Sienna. I appreciate it."

As she worked on my hair, I couldn't help but notice the atmosphere in the salon. It was friendly and welcoming, and everyone seemed to be having a good time. It was a far cry from the stiff, formal world of the courtroom.

"So, what made you want to open a salon?" I asked Sienna, making conversation.

She smiled. "I've always loved doing hair and makeup. It's a passion of mine, and I wanted to create a space where people could come and feel beautiful and confident."

I nodded, impressed.

"It seems like you've created a great space here. And your employees seem happy, too."

She beamed.

"Yeah, they're like family to me. We look out for each other."

Moments later, I looked at myself in the mirror and smiled, running my hand through my freshly cut hair.

"Looks great, doesn't it?" I said to Kyle, who was standing next to me.

"Yeah, I really like it," he replied, nodding his head in agreement.

Sienna and her team had done an excellent job on our haircuts. Kyle's hair was neat and stylish, while mine was sleek and professional. I was impressed with how skilled the hairstylists were, and it was clear that they had a passion for their craft.

"Thank you so much, Sienna. You and your team did an amazing job," I said, turning to her.

"It was our pleasure, William. You both look fantastic," she replied with a smile.

“How much is it?”

“Don’t worry, it’s on the house. Consider it as an apology for blocking your driveway,” she said.

“Nah, I can’t do that. If you don’t let me pay now, I won’t come here next time.”

And just like that, she folded. I paid for our haircuts and left a generous tip, feeling grateful for the great service we received. As we walked out of the salon, I put my arm around Kyle's shoulder and said, "I'm really proud of you, buddy. You did great in there."

"What do you mean?” he asked, beaming with confusion.

“Nothing,” I said before shaking my head with a heady smile.

We walked out of the salon and into the warm afternoon sun. I felt a sense of contentment as I looked at my son, who was growing up so quickly. I knew that he was going to be just fine.

"Well, what do you say we grab some ice cream?" I asked, turning to Kyle.

"Sure!" he replied with a grin.

We walked down the street and found a cozy little ice cream store that served all kinds of flavors. As we sat down at the table, I couldn't help but feel grateful for this moment with my son.

"So, how was school this week?" I asked—tasting my vanilla cone.

"It was good. We had a math test on Wednesday, and I got an A," he said, looking pleased with himself.

"That's great, Kyle! I'm so proud of you," I replied, smiling.

We talked about everything from Kyle's favorite video games to his plans for the weekend. As we finished our meal, I leaned back in my chair and sighed contentedly.

"That was delicious. Thanks for coming with me, Kyle."

"Anytime, Dad," he replied, grinning.

We walked back to the car, and I handed Kyle my phone—showing him the details of the card.

"Here, I got you something," I said, watching as he eagerly widened his eyes in surprise and delight.

"Wow, thanks, Dad! This is so cool!" he exclaimed, hugging me tightly.

"You're welcome, son. I just want you to know how much I love you," I replied, feeling emotional.

As we got into the car and drove away, I couldn't help but feel grateful for this moment with my son. It was a reminder of how much he meant to me and how lucky I was to have him. He’s the only and best thing that ever came to fruition from my failed marriage.

I lay in my bed, tossing and turning, my mind consumed by thoughts of Sienna. Her blonde hair, those sparkling blue eyes, and those full lips that I couldn't stop imagining kissing. I was completely infatuated with her, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I needed to ask her out on a date.

I tried to distract myself by scrolling through my phone, but every time I unlocked it, her image popped up in my mind, making it impossible to focus on anything else.

I knew I had to make a move, but I couldn't shake off the nerves that had been creeping up on me since the moment I met her.

After an hour of tossing and turning, I finally mustered up the courage to grab my phone and send her a text message. My heart raced as I typed out the words, my fingers trembling slightly as I hit send.

"Hey Sienna, I was wondering if you would like to go out to dinner with me on Monday night?"

I stared at the screen, waiting anxiously for her reply. Every second felt like an eternity, and I couldn't help but feel like a teenage boy with a crush. But finally, my phone buzzed with a response.

"Hey, William! I would love to!”

I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding and felt a wave of relief wash over me.

"Great! Can't wait to see you," I quickly replied.

As I put my phone down and finally closed my eyes, I couldn't help but replay the moment in my head, imagining all the possibilities of what our first date could be like. But as much as I tried to think about something else, my mind kept wandering back to her.

The hours leading up to our date were filled with a mix of excitement and anxiety. I couldn't stop thinking about her, and the anticipation of finally seeing her outside of work was almost too much to handle.

When Monday finally arrived, I spent the whole day getting ready, making sure everything was perfect for our date. As the evening approached, I found myself pacing around my apartment, checking the time every five minutes.

When it was finally time to leave, I made my way to the restaurant where we had agreed to meet. My heart was pounding as I walked inside and scanned the room for her.

And then I saw her, sitting at a table by the window, her blonde hair shining in the light. She looked even more beautiful than I remembered, and my heart skipped a beat as I made my way over to her.
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"Hi," I said nervously, trying to keep my cool. "You look amazing."

She smiled back at me, and I felt a rush of warmth flood through me.

"Thank you, you look pretty handsome yourself," she replied.

As we sat down and started to chat, I couldn't help but feel like everything was falling into place. The conversation flowed easily between us, and I found myself laughing and smiling more than I had in a long time.

As the night went on, I felt my nerves starting to ease up, and I realized that I was having the time of my life with her. It felt like we had known each other for years, and I couldn't help but feel like I had found someone truly special.

As the night started to wind down, I knew I had to make my move. I took a deep breath and looked her in the eyes.

"Sienna, I just wanted to say that I've had an amazing time tonight. And I was wondering if you'd like to go out with me again sometime?"

She smiled back at me, and I felt a surge of hope.

"I would love that, William," she said back with a warm breath.

I was so elated when we finally got to our street to commence our kisses. I felt her lips on mine once again and my heart raced with excitement. The warmth of her breath and the softness of her lips sent shivers down my spine. We pulled away, our eyes locked in a loving gaze, and I felt a rush of emotions I couldn't quite describe.

"I can't get enough of you," I said, running my fingers through her blonde hair.

She smiled and kissed me again, her hands running over my shoulders and down my back. I could feel her passion and desire for me, and it only made me want her more.

Without thinking things through, she took my hand and led me out of the car and up to her front door. We didn't say anything, but I could feel the tension building between us.

As soon as we stepped inside, she turned to me and pulled me into another kiss. This time, the intensity was palpable, and I couldn't help but let out a low moan of pleasure.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Me too," I replied, feeling my desire for her growing with every passing moment.

She led me to her living room, where we sat down on her plush couch. The room was dimly lit, with the soft glow of candles flickering on the coffee table. The air was thick with the scent of lavender and vanilla, and I felt myself becoming lost in the moment.

She then leaned in and kissed me again, her lips moving passionately against mine. I could feel the heat rising in my body, and I knew I wanted her more than anything.

"I can't believe we're doing this," she said, pulling away slightly.

"I know," I replied, my voice hoarse with desire.

"But I don't want to stop," she added, her hands moving to my shirt and pulling it off.

I could feel her breath on my neck as she kissed her way down to my chest. The sensation was electric, and I couldn't help but let out a gasp of pleasure.

As she continued to explore my body, I felt myself losing control. I wanted her more than anything, and I knew that I couldn't hold back any longer.

"I need you," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

She looked up at me, her eyes full of love and desire. She leaned in and kissed me again, then stood up and took my hand.

"Come with me," she said, leading me to her bedroom.

The room was warm and inviting, with soft blankets and pillows strewn across the bed. The candles cast a warm glow over the room, and I felt myself becoming lost in the moment once again.

She pulled me onto the bed, her body pressing against mine as we kissed passionately. I could feel her hands moving over my body, sending waves of pleasure through me.

"I want you," I said, pulling away slightly.

She looked at me, her eyes full of love and lust.

"I want you too," she replied, pulling me back into another kiss.

We continued to explore each other's bodies, lost in a world of passion and desire. I could feel my heart racing with excitement, and I knew that I wanted this moment to last forever.

Softly, I inserted my hands under her dress and started cupping her huge breasts.

"Mmm, that feels nice," she said as she painted my neck with wet kisses.

Feeling her hard nipples only made my cock twitch in a myriad of directions inside my briefs. Feeling satisfied with groping her boobs, I moved on to her belly and eventually planned on reaching her panties.

"Not yet," she said, before guiding my hand to her ass, the softest and biggest thing I've ever squeezed in my life.

"Mmm, you're so hot," I said then she rewarded me by rubbing my throbbing dick.

At that very moment, I wanted to know how wet she was for me. Without thinking things through, I tried to get my hand inside her panties again but with feminine vigor, she pushed my hand away.

"No!"

"What's wrong, I asked?"
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"S-sorry... I haven't been completely honest with you."

She pulled away, wiping her mouth and fixing her disheveled hair.

"I'm a transgender woman..." she explained.

Mixed emotions coursed through my body. I wasn't gay, I'd never dreamed of having gay sex, and while I respected people for their choices, I wasn't sure I could get myself sexually involved with people like them.

But at that very moment, one emotion stood out, both literally and figuratively, and it was the one that made my dick hard. I was balls-deep in euphoria for her. She was the most beautiful woman I've ever kissed.

"I don't care!" I said before kissing her aggressively to blow all of my reluctant feelings away. I promptly undid her bra, freeing her big and soft boobs. I could tell anyone firsthand that they were the softest breasts I've ever touched.
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I spent a few seconds looking at her beautiful breasts before I put them in my hands and started caressing her nipples. She just caught me admiring her boobs before she started doing the same with my cock.

After admiring each other's bodies for a while, we started kissing once more, only this time I was in the position to explore her body with my eager hands.

I rubbed her belly, she grabbed my shaft, and with time she guided my hand inside her panties. I felt like I was on a game show, trying to know what was inside the box, then there it was, her hard, extra-girthy penis, throbbing and begging to be held.

I'd never touched a girl's dick before and my curiosity got the better of me. I could barely wrap my hand around it as it was really thick. Trying to circle it with my fingers, I started stroking it up and down. It was then that I noticed that the harder she got was also how hard my dick was getting, which only furthered my desire for her.

"Mmm, that feels so good," she moaned as she rubbed the tip of my penis.

I took a minute to admire her long, girthy, and hard cock and then without thinking, I moved down and kissed the thick base of it.

"Is that all for me?" I said as I licked her balls and tasted her precum.

"Mmm, yes... it's all for you, baby," she replied.

Her words were like music to my ears. I was in heaven, admiring and tasting her cock while she held my head, forcing me to suck on the tip of her cock, making it harden even more in my mouth.

"Mmm, that feels so good," she moaned again.

I felt the desire to explore that weirdly enticing gap between her huge balls and her shaft. So I got on my knees, lubricated her asshole with my saliva, and started fingering it. She seemed to enjoy that tremendously and started pulling my hair.

"Mmm, do you want to fuck me?" she asked.

"Yes, I want to fuck you so bad," I replied while my dick was throbbing in her hand.

"You'd have to suck me first," she shyly said.

I didn't know what I was about to do but I removed my hand from her asshole, wiped my finger in my mouth, and then grabbed her long, fat, and hard cock. Still not knowing what to do, I started licking her cock from the base to the tip, cleaning all of her pre-cum.

"Mmm, that's so good," she moaned.

Hearing her elation challenged me to do a better job. Having a view of her pretty face and huge breasts truly encouraged me to explore something new without feeling like I was compromising my heterosexuality. With that, I opened my mouth wide and started taking her extra-fat meat.

"Mmm, oh my fucking god!" she said while I inserted her cock into my mouth.

It was so thick and long. I had no problems taking its full length but I still knew that I was nowhere near the base of it. Shocked at how hard she was, I moved my head up and down on her length before getting her cock to the back of my throat.

"Mmm, so good," she said with a feeling of euphoria.

I could tell that she loved my mouth and wanted to keep it there. I was able to reach the base of her cock but her hand guided my head forward, forcing her to fuck my face.

"Mmm, oh my god, yes!"

“You like this, don’t you!?”

She talked dirty to me and it turned me on even more. She held my head like she was mounting a horse and started fucking my mouth. I could tell that she was really close to shooting her load and I didn't want to miss any of her sweet pre-cum.

"Oh shit, I'm going to cum!" she moaned, telling me to get ready.

She didn't have to tell me. Even with her cock in my mouth, I could tell that she was about to release her load. As soon as the first shot of cum hit the back of my throat, I started swallowing her delicious cum.

Shocked at how much she had, I continued swallowing her cum as fast as I could. There was so much juice that I could feel it all over my face, dripping down. And still, I couldn't believe how much she had, it seemed to not end.

"How do you like it?" she asked as she put her cock away.

"Sweet, so sweet..." I said, still catching my breath.

"I'm glad that I got you to enjoy this," she said, giving me one last kiss."

"Now, it's your turn to cum."

With the taste of her jizz still fresh in my throat, she started licking my feet, then my legs, up to my thighs, before ending at my groin. As I sat on the edge of her bed, feeling ticklish from her tongue flicks, my hands behind my head, I had a feeling that she would be an expert cocksucker based on how full her lips were.

"Mmm, I love your cock... everything about it," she said before kissing the tip of my dick.

She then started kissing my balls, sucking them and licking them before taking her time with my shaft. She licked my shaft from the base to the tip and then repeated it a few more times.

"How will you feel if I do this?" she said as she started slowly taking my large dick in her mouth.

I smiled at her and could only reply with a moan. It felt amazing.

She continued to take my big cock in and out of her mouth, letting it pass through her lips and down her throat, exploring my shaft with her wet tongue.

"Mmm, you're so big!" she said with her mouth full.

She was so enthusiastic that it made me feel even more aroused. She licked my shaft for a couple more minutes until I felt like I was about to explode.

“Ah! Sienna, you’re so good!”

“Mmm, mmm, suck my cock!”

As she sucked my dick, she couldn’t help but shake her head and close her eyes like she was going through a trance.

"I'm so close to cumming," I said, looking down at her to confirm.

She looked up at me as she stood up, took me in her arms, and kissed me hard.

"Do it for me, cum for me," she said.

I followed her lead and let myself do what she wanted. Before I knew it, I started cumming all over her face.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cu—."

"Mmm, that's so good," she said.

I was surprised to see how much I shot at her and all over her face. There was probably enough cum to keep her fed for the rest of her life.

“Whew! That’s crazy!” I yelled.

“Wanna do it again?” she jested before we collapsed on her bed and spooned each other.


Chapter 5
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As I walked into my office, I felt a smile tugging at the corners of my lips. It was an unusual feeling, given the stress and demands of my job, but I couldn't help it. Last night had been amazing, and I was still basking in the glow of my time with Sienna.

Jennifer was taken aback by my cheerful greeting.

"Good morning, Mr. Cooper," she said with a hint of surprise in her voice.
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"Good morning, Jennifer!" I replied, my smile growing wider.

"How are you today?"

She raised an eyebrow, clearly thrown off by my uncharacteristically friendly demeanor.

"I'm fine, thanks," she said, still looking a bit confused.

I chuckled to myself, knowing that Jennifer wasn't used to seeing me in such a good mood.

"Well, let's get to work," I said, still smiling.

As I settled in at my desk, I couldn't help but think about Sienna. Her smile, her laugh, the way she looked at me...it was all still fresh in my mind. I felt grateful for the time we had spent together, and I couldn't wait to see her again.

My phone rang, interrupting my thoughts. It was Laura, reminding me that Kyle needed me for a Father's Day event at his school. Normally, I would have been annoyed by the interruption, but today I felt a sense of warmth towards her.

"Thanks for letting me know, Laura," I said, surprised at how polite and even grateful I sounded.

She paused for a moment, clearly taken aback by my tone.

"Uh, you're welcome," she said, sounding slightly confused.

I hung up the phone and smiled to myself. It was amazing how a single night with Sienna had turned my outlook around. I felt happier, more relaxed, and even kinder towards others. It was a feeling I hoped would last.

As the day wore on, I found myself humming under my breath and joking around with my colleagues. They were all surprised by my sudden change in attitude, but I couldn't help it. I was in a great mood, and nothing could bring me down.

When the workday was over, I practically skipped out of the office and headed straight for Sienna's salon. I couldn't wait to see her again and tell her how much I had enjoyed our time together. I arrived at Sienna’s salon, eager to see her again.

As soon as I walked in, I was greeted by her cheerful colleagues, who were all busy with their respective clients. Latrice, who was doing a pedicure, was the first to notice me.

"Good afternoon, sir! How may we assist you?" she asked with a smile.

"Hey, I'm just here to see Sienna," I replied, trying not to seem too eager.

"Ah, the lucky man!" Juju, who was doing someone's hair, chimed in.

"Sienna's been glowing ever since she met you."

I couldn't help but smile at their words. It was clear that Sienna had spoken about me to her colleagues, and the thought made me feel warm inside.

"She's in the back doing someone's hair right now, but I'll let her know you're here," Latrice said before disappearing into the back room.

A few moments later, Sienna came out of the back room, a wide smile spreading across her face as soon as she saw me.

"William! I didn't expect to see you here," she said, walking over to me and giving me a quick hug.

"I just wanted to drop by and say hi," I said, returning her hug.

"Plus, I wanted to see you in action."

"Well, let me show you around then," she said, taking my hand and leading me through the salon.

As we walked, Sienna's colleagues couldn't help but tease her about our relationship.

"Ooh, Sienna's got herself a man!" Latrice said with a grin.

"You're so lucky, girl," Juju added.

"I've been single for months now."

Sienna blushed at their words, but I could tell she was secretly enjoying the attention.

"They're just teasing me," she whispered to me, squeezing my hand.

"I don't blame them," I replied, smiling at her.

As she finished up with her client, she turned to me and asked,

"Would you like to grab a drink or something?"

"I'd love to," I replied, feeling my heart race at the prospect of spending more time with her.

"Great! Let me just finish up here and we'll head out," she said, flashing me a smile.

While Sienna finished up, her colleagues couldn't help but comment on our chemistry.

"Girl, you two are giving me major rom-com vibes," Latrice said with a laugh.

"I know, right?" Juju added.

"It's like you two were made for each other."

Sienna blushed again, but this time I could tell it was from happiness.

Once she finished up, we said goodbye to her colleagues and headed out to a nearby café. As we sipped on our coffee, we talked about everything from our childhoods to our favorite TV shows.

Moments later, I couldn't help but feel a tinge of sadness that our time together was coming to an end. Sienna looked stunning as always, and her beauty only seemed to grow with each passing moment.

Her smile, her laugh, her warmth - everything about her was just so captivating. It was hard to imagine how I had ever lived without her in my life.

"I'm sorry, Sienna," I said, feeling guilty for having to leave so soon.

"I really wish I could stay longer, but I have an early day tomorrow."

Her face softened, and she placed her hand over mine.

"I understand, William. You have a son to take care of, and that's important. We'll see each other again soon, I promise."

I leaned in and gave her a soft kiss on the lips.

"I'll hold you to that," I whispered, feeling the warmth of her body against mine.

As I got up to leave, she walked me to the door.

"Take care, William. And give Kyle my regards," she said, her eyes shining with affection.

"I will," I promised, feeling a sense of gratitude for the wonderful woman standing before me.

"Goodnight, Sienna."

"Goodnight, William," she replied, giving me one last smile before closing the door.

As I walked back to my car, I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing. I wanted to stay with her, to hold her in my arms and never let go.

When I got back to my house, I went straight to bed, eager to get some rest before the early morning ahead. But as I closed my eyes, all I could think about was Sienna. Her blonde hair, her sparkling blue eyes, her soft lips—everything about her was just so perfect. I couldn't wait to see her again.

The next morning, I woke up feeling refreshed and ready for the day ahead. I had made a promise to Kyle, and I intended to keep it.

As I drove to his school, my mind wandered back to the night Sienna and I made love. The way she had looked at me, the way she had smiled and laughed, the way she kissed me, the way she smelled, the way her skin felt against mine, the heavy feeling of her cock in my mouth—it was all so perfect. I wanted more of that, but I had to abandon thoughts about her as I couldn’t have a honking erection at Kyle’s school.

As I walked into Kyle's home economics classroom, I could see the excitement in his eyes as he ran up to me and said, "Dad, you made it! I knew you would."
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It was the Father's Day Olympics at school, and I wouldn't have missed it for the world.

The school grounds were transformed into a mini-Olympic stadium, with various stations set up for the different events. I could see other dads and their kids warming up and preparing themselves for the games.

The atmosphere was filled with excitement, and I could feel my own heart beating faster with anticipation.

The first event was the egg and spoon race, and Kyle and I were paired up for it. I watched as he balanced the egg on the spoon and took off running towards the finish line.

I ran alongside him, cheering him on and making sure he didn't drop the egg. We crossed the finish line together, and the look of joy on Kyle's face was priceless.

The next event was a three-legged race, and Kyle and I were paired up again. We tied our legs together and started hopping towards the finish line, laughing as we struggled to maintain our balance.

We fell a couple of times, but we kept getting up and pushing forward. When we finally crossed the finish line, we were both out of breath, but we high-fived each other in celebration.

The third event was a relay race, and Kyle and I were part of a team with two other dads and their kids. We had to run around the classroom and tag the next person on our team to continue the race.

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for my turn. When he finally tagged me, I took off running as fast as I could, passing the baton to the next dad on our team. We all cheered each other on as we crossed the finish line, coming in first place.

The final event was a tug-of-war, and all the dads and kids were split into two teams. I could feel the tension in the air as we all grabbed onto the rope and started pulling with all our might.

I could see Kyle and the other kids on our team giving it their all, and I knew I had to do the same. We pulled and pulled, and finally, our team emerged victorious.

As the games came to a close, all the dads and kids gathered together for a group photo. I looked around and saw the pride and joy on everyone's faces, and I knew that this was a day that we would all remember for a long time.

As he and I walked back to our car to drop him off at his mom’s house, well, my old house, I could see the excitement still coursing through his veins.

"Dad, we won! Can we do this again next year?" he asked, beaming up at me. I smiled and ruffled his hair, feeling a sense of pride and happiness wash over me.

"Yes, Kyle, we can do this again next year," I said, realizing that this was the start of a new tradition for us. A day where we could bond over sports and competition, and make memories that we would cherish for a lifetime.

As I rushed towards Sienna's salon, my heart was pounding with fear and anger. I could see a group of people with placards standing outside the salon, chanting slogans against transgender people.

My mind immediately raced to her safety. As I got closer, I saw that the situation was much worse than I had anticipated.

Sienna, Juju and Latrice, were standing in front of the salon, trying to shield themselves from the verbal abuse being hurled at them. The protesters were yelling derogatory remarks, calling them abominations and demanding that they leave the neighborhood. My blood boiled as I saw the fear and distress on their faces.

Without thinking, I marched towards the group, my head held high and my voice booming.

"What the hell is going on here?" I shouted, my eyes darting around the group of protesters.

"Who are you people to come here and spew your hate and bigotry? You should be ashamed of yourselves!"

The protesters seemed taken aback by my sudden arrival and my stern words. Some of them tried to explain their stance, but I cut them off.

"I don't want to hear your excuses," I said firmly.

"This is a hate crime and I won't stand for it. They have every right to be here and run their business, and no one has the right to harass them."

They looked at me with a mix of fear and gratitude, and I knew I had to act quickly to diffuse the situation.

"I am a lawyer," I said, my voice dripping with confidence. "And I can tell you right now that what you're doing is illegal. You are violating their civil rights and I won't hesitate to take legal action against you."

The protesters started to disperse, muttering under their breaths and shooting me angry glares. Sienna and her colleagues looked visibly relieved as I approached them, my heart still racing with anger and adrenaline.

"Are you all okay?" I asked, my tone softening as I turned to face them.
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"Did anyone hurt you?"

Sienna shook her head, tears welling up in her eyes.

"Thank you so much for coming, William," she said, her voice trembling.

"I didn't know what to do."

I put my arm around her, feeling a wave of protectiveness wash over me.

"You don't have to worry anymore," I said reassuringly.

"I won't let anyone hurt you."

As we walked into the salon, Sienna's colleagues thanked me profusely for my help. I could see the fear and trauma in their eyes, and I knew that this was just the beginning of a long battle. But I was determined to stand by their side and fight for their rights.

As she and I sat down in her office, I couldn't help but feel a mix of anger and sadness.

"I can't believe people can be so ignorant and hateful," I said, my voice trembling with emotion.

"It's disgusting."

She nodded, her eyes glistening with tears.

"It's been happening more and more lately," she said softly.

"I don't know what to do."

I took her hand in mine, feeling a sudden rush of affection towards her.

"We'll figure it out," I said firmly.

"We'll fight this together. You're not alone."

She smiled weakly, her eyes filled with gratitude.

"Thank you, William," she said softly.

"I don't know what I'd do without you."

Moments later as they tried to recover from the incident, I could still see the fear in her eyes, despite her attempt at a reassuring smile.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my tone full of concern.

“I’m fine, just a little shaken up,” she replied, trying to downplay the situation.

“Look, if you’re scared, I can stay with you tonight,” I offered, hoping to ease her worries.

She hesitated for a moment, but then gratefully accepted my offer. Later that night, as we walked into her cozy apartment, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of protectiveness over her.

After settling in, she excitedly announced that she would be cooking dinner for us. As she bustled around the kitchen, chopping vegetables and seasoning the chicken, I couldn’t help but admire her culinary skills.

The smell of the food wafted through the air, making my mouth water in anticipation.

As we sat down to eat, Sienna’s cooking did not disappoint. The chicken was perfectly seasoned and tender, and the vegetables were cooked to perfection. We savored each bite, enjoying the meal and each other’s company.

“This is amazing,” I said between bites.

“You really know how to cook.”

She beamed with pride, clearly happy that I enjoyed her cooking. We continued to talk and laugh throughout the meal, enjoying the intimacy of the moment.

As we finished up, I offered to help with the dishes, but she waved me off, insisting that she could handle it. Instead, we retired to the couch, where we snuggled up and watched a movie.

As we lay there, I couldn’t help but feel content and at ease. Her presence had a calming effect on me, and I was grateful to be able to spend this time with her.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said, snuggling closer to me.

“I’m glad too,” I replied, feeling my heart swell with emotion.

She started kissing my lips, trailing my neck—sending shivers down my spine. At that moment, her presence turned from calming to energizing.

As we cuddled and made out, I could feel her cock rubbing against my thighs.
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"I'm so hard, baby," she said as she rubbed my dick which was already hard from the very moment our lips met.

"I don't want to wait much longer," I said as I pushed her down on the bed.

"I have to have you right now!"

I ripped off her dress and threw it on the floor.

"That's expensive!" she retaliated.

"I'll buy you a new one," I smugly said before kissing her again.

I sucked on her nipples before slowly moving down to her abdomen. Licking her navel before trailing a line with my tongue straight to her cock. As I slowly sucked her cock deep into my mouth, I could feel her penis getting fatter and fatter.

"Fuck!" she screamed as she pushed my head hard against her crotch.

I could feel her cock swell even more as she prepared to cum.

“Ah! William! Keep doing that, keep doing that!”

“Mmm, mmm!” I groaned in delight and the sweet taste of her semen.

"Goddammit, I'm cumming!" she screamed.

Her cock grew even bigger in my mouth as I felt blast after blast of hot cum hit the back of my throat. Her balls were so full that I could feel them swinging as her cock emptied inside me.

As I slowly pulled her dick from my mouth, I could see loads of cum slowly dripping off it.

"I want you to fuck me," she said before bending over on the couch-offering me a view of her round ass, tight hole, and hanging balls.

"I've never done backdoor before," I said with a tone of excitement.

"Consider this an advanced birthday gift," she jested before spitting on her hand and lubricating her hole.

"You sure?" I said with warm breaths.

"I'm sure," she said with confidence.

"Be gentle, I haven't done this in a long time," she advised.

With that, I grabbed a pillow from behind the couch and laid it on the floor. I sat down on the pillow and guided her ass above my face. I gave her ass cheeks a squeeze and pulled her crack open then gave her puckered hole a long, slow lick.

Squeezing her tits, I kissed her again before spitting in her hole as she suggested. I grazed it with my mushroom head and pressed into her.

I wasn't even fully in but I knew that it was the tightest orifice my dick has ever been in and I knew that it was going to be one hell of a fuck.

"It's so tight! How long have you been single?" I asked as I pulled out just a bit.

"A while, and I’m usually a top," she said.

"Never found another guy that could match my size but seems like the tides have turned."

"Mmm, let’s find out," I moaned as I pushed into the base of my shaft.

“Ahhh!” she let out an agonizing scream.

“Sorry, I’m sorry.”

“You’re so big, baby.”

I lay my head on her upper back, still in disbelief that my dick is nestled into her ass. Shortly after, she reached back, grabbed my butt, and pulled me in—signaling that she was ready to be taken.

“Ahhh!” I screamed from experiencing the most pleasurable sensation that I’d never felt before.

“You’re so tight!”

“Ahhh! Your cock feels so nice!” she screamed with conviction.

Soon after, I pounded her like a jackrabbit, rewarding my body a continuous surge of orgasmic pleasure.

“I think I’m gonna cum!”

“Oh, fuck! Yes, cum for me!”
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“Ah! I think I—,” but before I could share my ejaculation recitation, my balls opened their floodgates and released my unborn heirs in her extra tight orifice.

“Woah! That was fucking insane!” I yelled.

“Oh, God! You’re amazing!” she cheered before reaching back for a romantic kiss.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I murmured—painting her neck with kisses of gratitude.


Chapter 6
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I woke up in Sienna's bed feeling happier than I had in a long time. I stretched out my arms and legs, reveling in the comfortable warmth of her soft sheets. As I sat up and looked around, I noticed a note on her nightstand.

It read, "Good morning, my love. I have an early day, but I made you breakfast. Help yourself. See you later. -Sienna."

My heart fluttered at the sight of the note, and I couldn't help but smile. It was amazing to wake up in her house, surrounded by her things. It made me feel closer to her, like we were a real couple.

I got out of bed and followed the scent of bacon and coffee, which led me to the kitchen. Sienna had left a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon for me, along with a cup of coffee. The eggs were fluffy and the bacon crispy, just the way I liked them. I savored each bite, feeling grateful for her thoughtfulness.

As I ate, I couldn't help but think about how lucky I was to have Sienna in my life. She was beautiful, kind, and talented. I admired her strength and resilience in the face of discrimination and hate. She was an inspiration to me.

After breakfast, I cleaned up the dishes and decided to explore Sienna's house. It was a cozy and eclectic space, filled with colorful artwork, unique furniture, and photographs of her travels. I loved seeing glimpses of her life and personality through the decor.

As I wandered around, I heard my phone buzz in my pocket. It was a message from Sienna, asking how I slept and if I liked breakfast. I replied with a kiss emoji and a message telling her how much I enjoyed it.

Moments later, as I stepped out of the shower, I realized that I had no clothes to change into. It was only then that I remembered that I wasn't in my own home, but in Sienna's. I quickly wrapped a towel around my waist and headed to her room to see if I could find something to wear.

As I searched through her closet, I noticed that most of her clothing was obviously female, with lots of dresses, skirts, and blouses. I hesitated for a moment, not sure if I should wear something that was out of what I’d normally wear, but I didn't want to wear my dirty clothes from last night either.

That's when I noticed a pair of pink silk panties. I picked them up and examined them, thinking about whether or not I should wear them. They looked like they would fit me, but I couldn't help feeling a little uneasy.
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I knew that society would judge me for wearing women's underwear, but I couldn't help but appreciate how soft and silky they looked, and no one was around.

After some hesitation, I decided to give them a try. I slipped them on and looked at myself in the mirror. The feeling of the silk against my skin was amazing, and I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. I had never worn women's clothing before, but I found myself enjoying the feeling of the underwear against my body.

As I stood there, admiring myself in the mirror, I realized how much I had been holding back in my life. I had always followed the rules and done what was expected of me, but I had never allowed myself to explore my true desires. Wearing these panties made me feel alive and free in a way that I had never experienced before.

I felt empowered by my decision to try something new and break free from the constraints of society's expectations. I headed back to the bedroom to find something else to wear—I felt like I was early into the Yukon gold rush.

It was then that I picked up a bra, hesitant but curious about how it would feel. As I fastened the clasps and put it on, I felt a sense of comfort and satisfaction that I couldn't explain. The sensation of the fabric against my skin, the way it molded to my body, and how the pad comforted my nipples made me feel feminine in a way that I had never experienced before.

I couldn't resist trying on more clothes, starting with stockings that clung to my legs like a second skin. The way they made me feel was indescribable—confident, sexy, and alive.

I continued exploring, trying on different skirts, dresses, leggings, and tops, each one making me feel more excited. As I stood in front of the mirror, I saw a reflection of someone looking back at me, someone who I felt proud seeing. It was a revelation, a realization that I had been suppressing a part of myself for too long. I felt like I had discovered a hidden part of my identity that had been buried beneath the expectations of society.

The softness of the fabrics, the way they hugged my curves, and the delicate feel of the lace against my skin made me feel like I was finally living my truth. It was a moment of pure joy, and I couldn't help but smile at myself in the mirror.

I twirled in front of the mirror, admiring the way the dress flowed around me. It was a beautiful floral pattern, with hues of pink and blue, and it made me feel so feminine and free. As I spun around, lost in the moment, the door suddenly opened and Sienna walked in.

We both stopped in our tracks, frozen for a moment as we took in the sight before us. I could feel my face growing hot with embarrassment, knowing how ridiculous I must look in her clothes. But she didn't seem angry or upset, just surprised.
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"William, what are you doing?" she asked, a smile creeping onto her face.

I stumbled over my words, trying to come up with an explanation for why I was wearing her dress.

"I, uh, didn't have any clean clothes," I muttered.

She looked at me skeptically, but then her face softened.

"Well, lucky for you, my client canceled today. I can help you pick the prettiest outfit you can wear for the walk to your house," she jested.

I let out a sigh of relief, grateful for her understanding. But as she started pulling out more dresses and skirts for me to try on, I realized that I wasn't just borrowing clothes for practical reasons—I was actually enjoying this.

The way the soft fabrics felt against my skin, the way the dresses hugged my curves in all the right places, it was like a part of me had been waiting to be set free. I felt beautiful, confident, and alive.

She seemed to notice the change in me, and her smile grew wider as she watched me twirl and dance in front of the mirror.

"You look amazing," she said, her voice full of admiration.

I blushed at her compliment, but I couldn't stop the smile from spreading across my face. It felt like I had finally found a part of myself that had been missing for so long.

As we continued trying on clothes together, she would suggest different styles and colors, and I would eagerly try them on. We laughed and joked around, like two best friends having a fun dress-up party.

But inside, I was feeling so much more than just simple enjoyment. It was like each dress and skirt was a step towards discovering my true happiness.

“I think I’m fine with this one,” I said.

“I’ll see you later babe,” I followed before kissing her and exiting her house.

As I walked from Sienna’s home to my own, I felt nervous but exhilarated at the same time. My neighbors smiled at me from a distance, not even recognizing me in my new attire. It was thrilling to be able to express myself in a way that felt true to who I was.

The sun shone down on me, and the light fabric of the dress flowed around my legs as I walked. It felt free to be able to wear something that wasn’t constrained by traditional gender roles.

As I got closer to my house, I felt a bit more self-conscious. What if someone I knew saw me? When I finally made it home, I was exhausted from the mix of emotions that had come over me.

I stood in front of my closet, staring at my selection of office clothes for the day. As a lawyer, I was used to wearing traditional male attire—suits, dress pants, and button-up shirts. But today was different.

I took out the pink silk underwear and stockings, feeling guilty for taking them off. But as I ran my fingers over the soft fabric once more, I couldn't resist the temptation to wear them again. I quickly put them back, feeling an electric excitement rush through my body as I looked at myself in the mirror.

I decided to wear them underneath my work clothes, feeling a sense of confidence and power that I had never experienced before. As I walked out of the house, I felt a new sense of energy and vitality coursing through my veins.

Moments later, as I made my way through the city streets, I couldn't help but feel a sense of nervousness and apprehension. I had never worn women's clothing in public before, and the thought of being judged or ridiculed made my heart race.

But as I walked, I noticed that no one seemed to take notice of me. I blended in with the crowd, my traditional male attire covering up the secrets I held underneath.

The feeling of the silk fabric against my skin was intoxicating, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of liberation and joy that I had never felt before. I walked with a new sense of confidence, feeling like I was finally able to be my true self.

As I arrived at my office building, I took a deep breath and stepped inside. No one seemed to notice anything out of the ordinary, and I felt a sense of relief wash over me.
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Throughout the day, I felt a sense of euphoria and joy that I had never experienced before. The sensation of the silk fabric against my skin was a constant reminder of the newfound power and freedom that I had discovered.

And as the day drew to a close, I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation for the next time I would be able to embrace my true self and wear the clothing that made me feel alive.

Later that night, as I took off the clothes that Sienna let me wear, I felt a pang of guilt for what I was about to tell her. I slowly took off the pink lace underwear and stockings, trying to hide them as much as possible.

She noticed the look on my face and asked, "What's wrong, William?"

I took a deep breath and finally decided to come clean.

"Sienna, I feel great wearing these. I don't know how to explain it, but they just feel so right on me."

Her eyes widened in surprise, but then she gave me a supportive smile.

"William, it's okay. I know exactly how you feel."

I was taken aback by her words.

"What do you mean?"

Sienna sat down next to me and started to tell me about her own experience. She explained that she too struggled with her gender identity for a long time before she finally accepted herself as a transgender woman.

As she spoke, I felt like a weight was lifted off my shoulders. For the first time in my life, I felt like someone understood me.

Sienna then suggested that I try on more of her clothes, to see how they made me feel. I was hesitant at first, but I trusted her and decided to give it a try.

As I put on a skirt and blouse, I was amazed at how comfortable and natural it felt. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a person that I had never seen before. It was a feeling of excitement and fear all at the same time.

Sienna was there the whole time, encouraging me and giving me tips on how to walk and move in the clothing. I felt like I was learning a whole new language of expression, one that I never knew existed.

As we sat and talked, she reassured me that there was no right or wrong way to express oneself. She said that everyone has their own journey, and that we should embrace it fully.

For the first time in my life, I felt like I was truly understood. Her support and understanding gave me the courage to explore this part of myself that I had kept hidden for so long.

The day after, as I entered the courtroom, I could feel the adrenaline pumping through my veins. The air was thick with tension and anticipation, and I could sense my client's nervousness. But I was determined to win this case, no matter what.

The judge took his seat, and I stood up to present my case. I started off strong, laying out the facts and evidence with confidence. My arguments were sharp and convincing, and I could see the jury nodding along in agreement.

As I progressed through my case, I could feel my confidence growing. I was in my element, and there was nothing that could stop me. My opponent tried to counter my arguments, but I was one step ahead of them at every turn.

Finally, it was time for the verdict. The tension in the room was palpable as the judge announced that we had won the case. My client jumped up in excitement, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and satisfaction wash over me.

I quickly gathered my things and made my way out of the courthouse, my mind already racing with the next case I needed to prepare for. But before I could get too far, my phone buzzed with a text message from Sienna, asking me to meet her at the salon at 8:00 PM.

Despite my excitement at the victory, my thoughts immediately turned to Sienna. I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation as I contemplated what the evening might bring. As I made my way to my car, I couldn't wait to see what the rest of the day had in store for me.


Chapter 7
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As I walked into Sienna's salon, I could feel a sense of nervousness and anticipation building up inside me. She greeted me with a smile and led me to a private room. I noticed a table with various waxing supplies and my heart started racing.

"William, I want to help you fully embrace your feminine side. And that means getting rid of all this hair," she said, gesturing towards my chest and arms.

I gulped nervously.

"All of it?" I asked.

"Yes, all of it. Trust me, you'll feel so much better," she said, reassuringly.

I took a deep breath and nodded.

"Okay, let's do it," I said, trying to sound confident.

She began to apply the warm wax to my chest, and I couldn't help but flinch at the initial shock.

"Ouch!" I exclaimed, trying to distract myself by looking at the ceiling.

"Sorry, sorry," she apologized, "I'll be gentle."

I could feel my skin start to prickle as the wax was applied. I tried to focus on the music playing in the background, but the pain was too intense.

"This is a lot worse than I thought it would be," I said, gritting my teeth.

"It's okay, babe, you're doing great," she encouraged.

As she continued to apply the wax, I started to feel a sense of relief. It was as if all the hair that had been holding me back from fully embracing my femininity was being stripped away, leaving me feeling lighter and freer.

After what felt like hours, the waxing was finally over. I slowly got up from the table, wincing at the pain in my sensitive areas. She handed me a mirror, and I couldn't believe what I saw. My chest and arms were completely hairless, and my face was smooth like a baby's bottom.

I couldn't stop staring at myself, feeling amazed and grateful for what she had done.

"Thank you so much, babe. I feel like a new person," I said, giving her a hug.

"I'm so glad. Now let's get you dressed up in some of my clothes and show you off," she said, smiling mischievously.

As I slipped into a pair of her stockings and put on a skirt, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement building up inside me. I had never felt so alive and free. The sensation of the soft stockings against my freshly waxed legs was exhilarating.

She then helped me put on a blouse and a pair of heels, and as I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't believe how showstopping I looked. I felt like a whole new person.

“For the final touch,” she said, before placing a long blonde wig atop my head.
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“Woah! That’s insane!” I said.

I couldn’t believe the image that was looking back at me. She was beautiful with a welcoming look to her face, she was what’s been hiding beneath the facial hair and men’s clothing, perhaps, the better version of myself.

She continued by teaching me how to walk in heels—causing me to struggle more. Never did I imagine how something so mundane could be tougher than passing the bar exams.

"Are you ready, William?" Sienna asked, grinning from ear to ear.

"What do you mean?" I queried.

“We’re going out for drinks!”

“What!? Have you lost your mind?”

I stepped back—frazzled at her suggestion.

“Don’t be so dramatic, we’ll have fun.”

She continued yanking my arm with puppy-dog eyes and I couldn’t resist.

“If only I didn’t love you,” I said back with a soft kiss.

As we walked out of the salon, I could feel the stares of people on the street. But this time, with her by my side, I didn't feel ashamed or embarrassed. Instead, I held my head high and walked with confidence, feeling proud of who I was and what I had become.

Soon after, Sienna and I walked into the bar and I could feel eyes on us as we made our way to the counter. I was feeling self-conscious in my female clothing and wig, but her confidence put me at ease.

"Let's order some drinks," she said, leaning in towards me with a smile.

I nodded, feeling a little more relaxed. As we waited for our drinks, a group of guys approached us.

"Hey, ladies. Can we buy you a drink?" one of them asked her.

She smiled back at them.

"Sure, why not?" she said, winking at me.

“I could buy us drinks, you know,” I said, a little jealous by the male attention she got. Soon after, I was surprised but excited to be treated as a woman as well. The guys continued to buy us drinks, and we started to dance to the music.

"Wow, you're a great dancer," one of the guys said to her as they swayed to the beat.

She laughed.

"Thanks, but I think my friend here is the real talent," she said, gesturing to me.

I blushed and started dancing more confidently. It was amazing to be able to let loose and enjoy myself like this.

As the night went on, we had more drinks and danced with more people. I even got hit on by a few guys, which was a new experience for me.

"I can't believe how much fun we're having," I said to Sienna as we sat down for a break.
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"I know, right? Sometimes you just have to let loose and enjoy life," she replied, smiling at me.

I nodded, feeling grateful for her friendship and guidance. We continued to dance the night away, feeling free and alive. It was a night I would never forget, and I knew it was just the beginning of something exciting.

As Sienna and I stumbled into her living room, I couldn't help but smile. The night had been incredible, with dancing and drinks that seemed to never stop flowing. But as we crashed onto the couch together, her lips mere inches from mine, I knew the night wasn't over just yet.

"You got all the attention from the guys tonight," she teased, running her fingers through my wig.

"Now it's my turn."

I laughed, pulling her closer to me.

"I think I've given you plenty of attention already," I replied, my eyes locked onto hers.

She rolled her eyes playfully.

"Not like that, silly. I want to dance with you, like you did with those guys."

I couldn't resist her playful smile, and before I knew it, I was on my feet, pulling her up with me. We stumbled to the center of the room, the music still blaring in the background.

As we danced together, I couldn't help but feel completely alive. It was like all of my worries and doubts had melted away, and all that was left was the two of us, lost in the moment.

As the song ended, I pulled her close to me, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss. The taste of alcohol and sweetness mixed together, and I knew that I never wanted this moment to end.

"I love you," I whispered into her ear, my hands still wrapped tightly around her waist.

"I love you too," she replied, her voice just as soft as mine.

We collapsed onto the couch once again, our limbs tangled together as we talked and laughed into the early hours of the morning. It was like nothing else in the world mattered, as long as we were together.

"I have to admit, seeing you wearing female clothes made me really horny, I have to have your ass tonight," she said with warm breaths.

Wearing female clothes was one thing, but having her girthy cock inside me was another. I continued kissing her, hoping that she would forget her suggestion but she started grabbing my ass, intensifying how good the silk panties felt against my skin.

"I don't know, babe, you know I'm a virgin..." I said.

"Don't worry, I'll be gentle," she reassured before pulling down my skirt aggressively.

I was scared, I couldn't stop her, there was no way. My mind started racing about all the possible scenarios. My mind was working so furiously that I didn't even realize that I was exposed from the waist down. I was just about to tell her when she playfully bit my ass cheek—pushing my thighs back with my legs in the air as she devoured my ass like she was finishing a month’s stock of groceries.

With a siren gaze, she stood up and pulled her skirt down. She rolled her panties to the side, revealing her monster cock.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” she said.

“I could look at this image all day,” she followed before grazing my hole with her dick head. She pulled back and slowly yet generously spat on her cock before leading my hand to jerk it for her.
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Moments later, she leaned closer and started resting my ankles on her shoulders.

“Fuck!” I screamed as soon as she inserted her mushroom head inside my tight asshole.

She held me close and buried her cock all the way in my ass and that was the moment I realized how it felt like to participate in the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

I let out another scream of pain before gripping the sheets and arching my back.

“Fuck! That hurts!”

“Shhh,” she hushed, petting my wig—making me feel secure.

“It will even out. Just wait,” she said, moving in and out of my ass inch by inch—slow and gentle.

“Oooooh,” I let out, gripping the sheets harder.

She started thrusting into my ass faster and faster, her cock sliding in and out smoothly. I gasped in pain and pleasure when she started smashing into my ass harder and harder.

I cried out in pain and pleasure as the friction between her cock and my ass increased and my asshole stretched. Suddenly, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived, all I could feel was tactile delight.

“Mmm, it feels so good,” I said in euphoria.

“I told you, you will love it,” she confidently said as she rammed my ass with her extra-fat meat.

“Ahh! Fuck!”

“You’re so fucking tight, babe!” she yelled as she continued pouncing while giving me a view of her huge jiggling breasts. It was the most erotic point of view, her beautiful face painted in a deliciously delirious daze, her boobs bouncing, while drowning me in the weight of her lady cock.

“I’m gonna cum!”
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“Yes!” I cheered.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!”

“Yes, yes!” I said with profuse pants.

“Oh fu—” she followed while filling my virgin ass like a creampie.

She convulsively shook her body while releasing the last spurts of her sweet cream before collapsing on top of me—letting me feel that I’ve drawn all her semen out.

“Oh, fuck, that was amazing,” she said.

I could still feel her fat cock inside me and I didn’t want her to take it out. But then, she started losing her virility—all I could do was kiss her while her sperm trailed down my thighs.

“I love you, Sienna.”

“I love you more, Will.”


Chapter 8
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A month has passed since I decided to devote more time to exploring my true identity, and it's been such an amazing experience. I've been spending most of my time helping out at Sienna's salon, and I've never felt more alive.

Every day, I wake up excited to try on a new outfit, experiment with makeup, and feel the soft fabric against my skin. I'm not sure if I'm fully ready to come out yet, but I'm definitely enjoying this journey of self-discovery.

It's been such a liberating experience to finally be able to express myself in a way that feels authentic and true to who I am. I never realized how much I was holding back before, how much I was living my life for others and not for myself.

Now, I'm finally living for me, and it feels amazing. I feel more confident, more alive, more everything.

Sienna has been such a great support throughout this journey. She's been patient with me, answering all my questions, and helping me navigate this new world. I'm so grateful to have her in my life.

I've also been meeting new people in the LGBTQ+ community, and it's been such a welcoming and accepting space. I never realized how much I needed this kind of community until now.

My work at the law firm has taken a bit of a backseat, but I don't regret it. I'm still taking on some clients, but I've learned that it's okay to prioritize my own happiness and well-being.

It was one of our night-outs when Sienna and I arrived at the bar called Glamzy, the go-to place for drag performances in the city. I was wearing a cute red dress and my blonde wig, feeling confident and ready to have some fun.

As we made our way to the bar, I noticed a few guys checking me out. Sienna leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Looks like you're turning some heads tonight, William."

I blushed and chuckled.

"I guess so."

We ordered drinks and found a spot to sit and watch the drag show. I was in awe of the performers and the energy of the crowd. She and I swayed our shoulders and sang along to the music.

After a while, the host of the show approached us.

"Let’s get to know our beautiful guests tonight," she announced—pertaining to us.

The crowd cheered as we made our way to the stage. The host asked us some questions and had us participate in some silly games. I was having a blast, feeling so free and alive.

Then she turned to me and asked, "So William, what do you do for a living?"

"I'm a lawyer," I replied proudly.
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The crowd murmured in surprise and amusement. The host couldn't resist making a joke.

"Well, with that curly blonde wig, you could probably get away with anything in court!"

The audience erupted in laughter, and even Sienna couldn't help but chuckle.

"I think you just found your new look for the courtroom, William," she teased.

I laughed along with everyone else, feeling a sense of joy and acceptance that I never thought was possible. This night out with Sienna was exactly what I needed to remind me of the joy and freedom that came with embracing my true self.

Still recovering from a hangover, I had to win a case the next day.

I was about to present my closing argument when my opponent's lawyer stood up and began playing a video on the projector. I was shocked to see myself on the screen, wearing a curly blonde wig and dressed in women's clothing.

"What is the relevance of this, counsel?" The judge asked, clearly irritated.

"I believe it calls into question my opponent's credibility as a lawyer, Your Honor," the opposing lawyer replied smugly.

I took a deep breath, feeling my heart racing. This was my worst nightmare. I had been so careful to keep my personal life separate from my professional life, but now it was all being exposed.

"I fail to see how Mr. Cooper’s personal life has any bearing on this case," the judge said firmly.

"This is irrelevant and I will not tolerate any further attempts to discredit Mr. Cooper in this manner. Let us focus on the matter at hand."

The courtroom fell silent, and I felt a mix of relief and embarrassment. I knew that my opponent would stop at nothing to try and win the case, but I never expected him to go so low.

As the trial resumed, I focused on my arguments and tried to push the embarrassing video out of my mind. I knew that I had a strong case and I wasn't going to let this setback derail me.

In the end, the judge ruled in my favor and I won the case. As we were leaving the courtroom, my opponent approached me and sneered, "Nice wig, Cooper. Maybe you should stick to drag shows instead of practicing law."

As soon as the words left his mouth, I saw red. How dare he insult me like that? I stood up and got into his face.
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"What did you just say to me?" I growled.

"I said you're a disgrace to the legal profession," he spat back, not backing down.

"You're just angry because you’re a loser who can’t win a case," I countered.

"You're not even a real man, how could you possibly win?" he sneered.

That was it. I swung at him with all my might, but he dodged it and landed a punch square in my jaw. We started grappling and throwing punches at each other, and before we knew it, we were tumbling around on the ground.

"Get off me, you bastard!" I yelled, trying to push him off me.

"You started this, not me!" he grunted, trying to get the upper hand.

We continued to exchange blows, neither of us gaining much of an advantage. It was a brutal, messy fight, and I could feel the bruises and cuts forming on my face and body.

"You're going to pay for this!" he shouted, and I could see the fire in his eyes.

"You're the one who's going to pay!" I snarled back.

Eventually, we were both exhausted and panting, lying on the ground, unable to get up.

"Are you done yet?" I panted, trying to catch my breath.

"You started this," he repeated.

"Whatever," I muttered, sitting up and wiping the blood from my lip.

We glared at each other for a few more moments before the judge finally intervened.

"Enough! This behavior is unacceptable in my courtroom," she scolded. "The case is over, and Mr. Cooper has won. I suggest you both leave before I hold you both in contempt."

I got up and walked out, feeling the aches and pains all over my body. I knew I had won the case, but I also knew that this wasn't over. There would be consequences for what had happened, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for them.

It was the weekend and Laura just arrived with Kyle—a stern impression on her face. I couldn't believe what was happening in front of me. She was fuming, spewing insults and anger at me on the street outside of our house. And for what? Because some kids at Kyle's school were making fun of me? It was absurd.

"I can't believe you would embarrass our son like that," she hissed, her eyes flashing with fury.

"What kind of father are you?!"

"I didn't embarrass him," I said, my voice tight with anger.

"I didn't do anything wrong."

"That video of you in that wig is all over the internet, William!" she spat.

"And now Kyle's classmates are teasing him because of it!"

"I can't control what other people do," I said, trying to keep my voice calm.

"And I'm not going to apologize for who I am."

"Well, maybe you should," she shot back.

"Maybe you should apologize to Kyle for being such a freak!"

I felt a pang of hurt and anger shoot through me at her words. But before I could say anything, Kyle stepped forward, his face set in a determined expression.

"Stop it, Mom!" he said firmly.
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"I don't care what the other kids say. I love Dad just the way he is."

I felt a surge of love and gratitude towards my son, but also a deep sadness that he had to witness this. I put my arm around him, pulling him close to me.

"Listen, Laura," I said, my voice calm but firm.

"I know this is difficult for you. But you can't control how other people react to me. And you can't control who I am. I am Kyle’s father and nothing would ever change that but I can’t compromise my identity to make you feel comfortable."

Her face softened slightly, but she still looked angry.

"I just don't understand why you have to be like this," she muttered.

"It's not a choice, Laura," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"This is who I am."

There was a tense silence for a moment, and then Laura turned on her heel and stalked off down the street. Kyle and I stood there for a moment, watching her go.

"Dad?" Kyle said hesitantly, his eyes wide with concern.

"It's okay, buddy," I said, squeezing his shoulder.

"Everything's going to be okay."

But even as I said the words, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of doubt in the pit of my stomach.

Later that night, as I lay on my bed, I couldn't help but feel the weight of the day's events. Laura's outburst earlier had rattled me, and I was grateful to have Sienna by my side now.

"I just can't believe she would say those things," I said, turning to her.

"I know, love," she replied, taking my hand.

"But we both knew it was only a matter of time before someone found out."

I let out a deep sigh.

"I just don't want Kyle to be affected by this."

"He's a strong kid, William," she reassured me.

"He loves you, and that's all that matters."

I smiled weakly. Sienna was right. Kyle was the most important thing in my life, and I was so grateful for his unwavering support.

As we talked, I couldn't help but notice how beautiful she looked tonight. She was wearing a flowing dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her hair was styled in loose waves that framed her face perfectly.

"You look stunning," I said, admiring her.

She blushed. "Thank you, love. You look pretty good yourself," she added, running a hand through my curly blonde wig.

I chuckled.

"I'm starting to think this wig is more trouble than it's worth."

She smiled. "I like it," she said.

"It's part of who you are now."

I took a deep breath, feeling a wave of gratitude wash over me.

"I'm so lucky to have you, Sienna," I said.

"And I'm lucky to have you," she replied, leaning in for a kiss.

As we kissed, I couldn't help but feel a sense of peace wash over me. Despite the challenges we were facing, I knew that Sienna was always going to be there for me.

Eventually, we pulled away, both of us smiling.

"I love you," I said, looking into her eyes.

"I love you too," she replied, squeezing my hand.

As we drifted off to sleep, I knew that no matter what the future held, we would face it together.

As I stood in front of my closet, I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread wash over me. It was Monday morning, and I had to decide whether to dress in my usual male attire or take a risk and embrace my true self by dressing in female form.

Part of me wanted to play it safe, to blend in with the crowd and not draw any unwanted attention. But another part of me, the part that had been growing stronger with each passing day, urged me to take the leap, to step out of my comfort zone and embrace my true identity.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, feeling the soft fabric of the dress brush against my skin. It was a bold choice, a power move. I was a lawyer, damn it, and I was going to dress like one.

I slipped into a pair of sheer stockings, feeling them glide up my legs and hug my curves in all the right places. I paired them with a pair of sleek black pumps, the kind that screamed confidence and authority.

Next came the dress, a fitted blazer dress in a striking shade of royal blue. It hugged my figure in all the right places, accentuating my curves and giving me an air of sophistication and grace.

I stood in front of the mirror, taking in my reflection with a mix of awe and trepidation. I looked like a powerful, confident woman, and for the first time in a long time, I felt like one too.

Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, bracing myself for the looks and stares I was sure to receive.

After a 15-minute drive…

“You got this, you got this, you got this,” I told myself as I fixed my bangs while looking in the rearview mirror.

As I walked down the street, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration wash over me. People were staring, sure, but they were also nodding their heads in approval, as if to say, "You go, girl."

I felt more alive than I ever had before, more confident and in control of my life. It was like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and I was finally free to be who I was always meant to be.

As I arrived at my office building, I could feel my nerves starting to get the best of me. What if my colleagues didn't accept me? What if they thought less of me because of my outfit?

But I pushed those thoughts aside and walked through the doors with my head held high, strutting down the hallways like I owned the place.

And you know what? I felt like I did. I felt like a boss, like a queen, like a force to be reckoned with.

My colleagues couldn't help but take notice, some of them giving me a nod of approval, others staring with a mix of confusion and awe.

But I didn't let their reactions faze me. I had taken the first step towards living my truth, towards embracing my true identity, and nothing was going to stop me now.

As I settled into my work for the day, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride wash over me. I had done it. I had embraced my true self, and it felt amazing and I had a damn good feeling that this was only the beginning.

I felt confident, powerful, and ready to tackle anything that came my way. And then there was Jennifer, my assistant. She stood there, staring at me with her mouth wide open in shock. I couldn't help but chuckle at her reaction.

"Mr. Cooper?" she stammered.

I smiled and corrected her, "Actually, it's Ms. Cooper now, Jennifer."

[image: ]

She looked at me, clearly unsure of how to react.

"I... I didn't know," she finally said, her cheeks turning red.

I assured her that it was alright and that I was still the same person she had always known, just with a different wardrobe. We went about our day as usual, but I couldn't help but notice how differently people were treating me.

As I walked around the office, I noticed a few whispered comments and pointed fingers. I knew it was going to take some time for everyone to get used to the new me, but I was ready for it.

Later that day, I had a meeting with a client, a wealthy businessman who had previously only worked with male lawyers. I could see the shock on his face when I entered the room, but I didn't let it affect me.

We discussed the details of the case, and I was able to present my arguments in a clear and concise manner. I could tell that he was impressed with my knowledge and abilities, and by the end of the meeting, he had agreed to let me represent him.

As he left the room, he turned to me and said, "You know, Ms. Cooper, I wasn't sure about this at first, but I think you might just be the best lawyer I've ever worked with."

I couldn't help but smile as I watched him leave. It was moments like these that made all the difficult times worth it.

After the meeting, I returned to my office to find Jennifer waiting for me. She had a hesitant look on her face, and I could tell that she was still struggling with the change.

"Is everything okay, Jennifer?" I asked her.

She hesitated before answering, "I just... I don't know how to act around you now. I'm sorry if I'm being weird."

I smiled and put a hand on her shoulder.

"It's okay, Jennifer. I understand that this is a big change for everyone. Just treat me the same way you always have, and everything will be fine."

Over the next few weeks, things began to settle down at the office. My coworkers became more accustomed to seeing me dressed as a woman, and I could tell that they were starting to treat me as they always had.

Even Jennifer, who had initially been so hesitant around me, began to relax and joke with me as we worked together.


Chapter 9
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Days later, as soon as Jennifer told me that my ex-wife was in the building, my heart raced and my hands started to sweat. I had no idea why she was here, but I knew I had to face her sooner or later.

She led her into my office, and Laura walked in with her boyfriend, a tall, muscular man with tattoos covering his arms.

"William!?" Laura said, her eyes widening as she took in my appearance.
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"Is that really you!?"

I took a deep breath, standing up and extending my hand.

"It’s Willa now," I said, trying to sound confident.

"Or just Ms. Cooper."

Her boyfriend, whose name was Mark, looked confused but didn't say anything. She hesitated for a moment, but then she took my hand and smiled.

"I'm happy for you," she said.

"You look…different."

I couldn't tell if she was being sarcastic or not, but I decided to take it as a compliment.

"Thank you," I said.

Jennifer, who had been standing awkwardly in the corner, cleared her throat.

"So, um, why are you here, Laura?"

She looked down at her feet, then back up at me.

"I actually need your help," she said.

"Mark got into an accident from the bike his sponsor sent, it was brand-new and malfunctioned—"

“But GenBikes is huge corporation and no one dares to take the case…"

"I'm sorry to hear that," I said.

"But I'm not sure I'm the right person to help you. I've been…busy lately."

She took my hand again.

"Please, Willia—I mean, Willa," she said.

"I know we didn't end things well, but I still trust you. And I think you're the only one who can help us."

I hesitated, but then I looked over at Jennifer, who was nodding encouragingly.

"Okay," I said finally.

"I'll see what I can do."

Laura and Mark thanked me and left the office, and Jennifer let out a sigh of relief.

"Well, that was interesting," she said.
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"I had no idea your ex-wife was going to show up."

"Neither did I," I said, still feeling a little shell-shocked.

"But I guess it's good that I can help them."

Weeks later, it was the final hearing day for the case of Mark Bumsberg versus GenBikes.

As I stood there in the courtroom, wearing a black and white pencil skirt, a crisp white blouse, and my favorite pair of black heels, I couldn't help but feel nervous.

This was a big case, and I was representing Mark, a biker and influencer who was suing an international corporation, GenBikes for negligence that almost cost him his life.

The air was thick with tension as the judge prepared to deliver the final verdict. I held my breath, waiting for the moment when I would know whether or not we had won the case.

Finally, the judge spoke.

"In light of the evidence presented, I find in favor of the plaintiff, Mark Bumsberg. GenBikes is ordered to pay Mr. Johnson ten million dollars in damages."

The courtroom erupted into cheers and applause, and I felt a sense of pride and relief wash over me. Mark hugged me tightly, tears streaming down his face as he thanked me for everything.

Laura joined in and thanked me again for all of my hard work. I couldn't help but feel proud of myself and my journey to becoming Ms. Cooper.

I couldn't believe it. I had just won a huge case, Mark had won his settlement, and then I saw Sienna, running towards me from a distance, her hair flowing behind her as she made her way towards me—causing my heart to pound a mile a minute.

As she reached me, she threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. I felt her warmth, her soft skin, and her gentle touch. It was then that I knew that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with her.

I was so drowned in happiness that I just had to do it. I didn’t know what has gotten into me but I turned to the judge and asked if I could make an announcement. He nodded, and I took a deep breath before turning to Sienna.

"Sienna, we've been through so much together," I said, taking her hand in mine.

"And I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Will you marry me?"

Her eyes widened in surprise, and then she broke into a wide smile.

“Where’s the ring?” she whispered in jest.

“Babe, we just won the case, you can pick any ring you want later,” I smugly said.

"Ha ha! You’re nuts," she said, tears streaming down her face.

"Of course, I'll marry you! With or without a ring!" she reassured.

The courtroom erupted in cheers and applause, and I felt like I was on top of the world. I pulled her close and kissed her deeply, tasting the sweetness of her lips and feeling her arms around me.

As we left the courtroom, I felt like I was floating on air. Everything seemed brighter, more vibrant, more alive. I could see the colors of the world more vividly, smell the flowers more strongly, feel the warmth of the sun more intensely.

Sienna and I walked hand in hand down the street, laughing and talking about our future together. Suddenly, we stumbled upon a Cartier store.

“Why don’t we celebrate this moment by helping you pick out the most beautiful rock in the store?”
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I could feel her heart jumping out of her chest from the way she nodded like a troll.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she said.

As we kissed, I felt the world fall away around us. It was just the two of us, lost in the moment, lost in each other. While the sun sank below the horizon, I knew that our future together was going to be bright and beautiful, filled with love, laughter, and endless possibility.


Epilogue
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A year had passed since that fateful day in the courtroom. I had officially become Willa Cooper, a transgender woman and a proud member of the LGBTQIA+ community. My life had taken a completely different path, but it was one that I was happy to be on.

I had continued to work as a lawyer, but now I was using my expertise to fight for transgender rights. I had taken on several cases that aimed to protect and promote the rights of transgender individuals. It was an uphill battle, but one that I was willing to fight for.
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Sienna and I had gotten married a few months after my proposal. It was a small and intimate ceremony, but it was perfect for us. We had decided to take a few months off work and travel around the world. It was something we had both always dreamed of, and we were finally able to make it happen.

Over the next few months, I had taken on some of the most challenging cases of my career. There were times when it felt like we were up against insurmountable odds, but we never gave up.

In the end, we had won some of the most groundbreaking cases in the history of transgender rights. We had helped to change laws, policies, and attitudes towards transgender individuals. It was a small step, but it was one that we were proud of.

Sienna and I had also become more involved in the community. We had started attending events and speaking engagements, sharing our story and advocating for transgender rights. It was a way for us to give back and to help those who were still struggling.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Girthy Girl? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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 The Feminization Bible V2


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!

	[image: ]	[image: ]
	[image: ]	[image: ]
	[image: ]	[image: ]



Other Titles
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“It’s just a female avatar, but why do I have so much fun playing her?”

Read Cyber Babe
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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 reading Girthy Girl – First-time Feminization with a Transgender Woman.

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)
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