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		To my readers, always

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		“Mom!” Kerry screamed, frustrated as she pushed a hand into her bright red hair. The color came from a box, but she’d always wanted to be a redhead and became one the day she turned eighteen. Six years had passed in a flash. Kerry never expected her life to come to this. She had no idea what to do and wished she could rewind the clock a few years to when her grandfather was healthy. “How can you talk about your dad like that?”

		

		Frances shrugged as she sat with her hands in her lap. They were at Kerry’s parents’ house in their elegant living room. Frances inherited money from her father when she married Rick, but at least they’d been in love. Frances hated the idea of her daughter marrying someone she didn’t love for money, but Frances couldn’t imagine the millions going to anyone but Kerry. She deserved the money. It was her birthright.

		

		“My father is a controlling asshole. Everyone knows it. He won’t listen to reason no matter how logical it sounds. I’ve tried to tell him that he should give you the money regardless of your marital status, but he won’t hear it.”

		

		“Who do you expect me to marry, mom?”

		

		“A friend you can trust. Divorces are expensive, which I explained to my dad, but do you know what he said?”

		

		Kerry shook her head.

		

		Frances had a heavy look on her face as she debated whether to tell her daughter the horrid things her father had said about women and decided against it at the last moment. Kerry loved her grandfather, and Frances didn’t want to ruin any of the happy memories she had with Henry’s words. Frances grew up with the man, so she’d seen him at his worse, but Kerry never saw that side of her grandfather. To Kerry, Grandpa Henry was the man who spoiled her rotten, except when it came to this inheritance.

		

		“It’s not important, but you deserve this money, Kerry. Can’t you think of somebody to marry?”

		

		Kerry folded her lips as she looked around the living room. Her mother had redecorated since she lived in the house, but the view to the backyard hadn’t changed. Kerry imagined herself in years past lying outside on the grass with a book in her hand. Life used to be much simpler before she moved out of her parents’ house to strike it out on her own, feeling like she would never make it in life if she didn’t try living without her parents’ money.

		

		It was hard at first, but she’d learn how to get by while working as a cashier at a craft shop thirty hours a week. Her other time was spent going around the city to a bunch of different thrift stores to see what clothes she could resell online, transform into a cuter item, or wear herself. Kerry loved finding a good deal, and her side hustle kept her from asking her parents for money, so it was a win-win in her eyes.

		

		The inheritance would be a game changer, though. Kerry couldn’t deny that the millions her grandfather wanted to leave her would be more than enough to focus on fashion full time. She wanted to start an online boutique with her own designs. If that was successful, she would love to have a store where she could sell a signature line along with other clothes and accessories that she loved.

		

		“Well?” asked Frances. “Can you think of anyone?”

		

		“I don’t know. I don’t trust any of my ex-boyfriends.”

		

		“You never were very good at picking them,” said Frances.

		

		“Thanks, mom. That’s encouraging.”

		

		“I’m sorry, dear, but what do you want me to say? What was that boy’s name who robbed us? Travis?”

		

		“Trevor,” Kerry said under her breath. “Why do you always have to bring him up when you want to attack me?”

		

		“Sweetie, stating the facts is not attacking you,” said Frances. “Who was the one after Trevor? The one who made me wake up in the middle of the night to give you a ride because he got arrested while driving drunk with you in the passenger’s seat. Scott?”

		

		“Mom, please.”

		

		“Answer the question, dear.”

		

		“Yes, his name was Scott, but you already knew that. He came over here for dinner three different times.”

		

		“Yes, he did, and he reeked of bad boy, but that’s what you like, isn’t it? I’ll never understand where I went wrong, Kerry. Why can’t you date sensible men who’ll treat you right?”

		

		“Neither of those men hurt me,” Kerry screamed. This conversation was a regular occurrence between Kerry and her mother, and she wished that it would end. Kerry hated how her mother poked and poked about the men of her past, but it wasn’t Kerry’s fault that she ran around with a lively crowd. Trevor and Scott came into her life through friends, and Kerry wasn’t going to apologize for having a little fun with two hot guys.

		

		Frances sighed. “Right, you always say that. At least you’re not dense enough to marry one of them. They’d take you for your money and run.”

		

		“You’re always so sure of things.”

		

		“I’ve lived a long time, dear. So, do you have a man in mind to take your hand in marriage? We don’t have long if you want my father to change his will.”

		

		Kerry searched her brain, but a lot of the men she associated herself with were less than trustworthy, and marriage was serious business. Kerry had to settle with someone that wouldn’t try to take her for every dime she had once the divorce ultimately came. Kerry thought for a long minute before her co-worker Andre came to mind.

		

		“You just thought of someone,” Frances said and snapped her fingers. “What’s his name?”

		

		“Andre.”

		

		“How do you know Andre? Can we trust him?”

		

		“I don’t know, maybe,” Kerry said as she tried to imagine how Andre might react to the proposal. “He’s kind of quiet, but I catch him looking at me sometimes. I don’t get bad-boy vibes from him.”

		

		“Hmm, could you bring him over for dinner? Your father and I need to approve of this man first. Of course we’d be willing to pay him some money for marrying you, say one hundred thousand, but we’d need him to sign a prenup before you two walked down the aisle.”

		

		“Gee, mom. You make it sound so romantic.”

		

		“Kerry, don’t fool yourself. We both know that it’d be much closer to a business transaction than anything romantic. Just one thing, though. Does Andre come off as gay? Your grandfather would never trust us if we set you up with a sweet boy.”

		

		“Mom!”

		

		“I’m sorry! It’s not me, it’s your grandfather. He’s a bigot, but he made a lot of money in business. Do you want it or not? I thought you wanted to start a business of your own.”

		

		“I do,” said Kerry.

		

		“This is your chance. If you think you can trust Andre and that he’ll pass your grandfather’s insane judgement, then you should ask him. I couldn’t imagine a man who works with you at that craft store wouldn’t want to be one hundred grand richer.”

		

		“You think so poorly of people who have to work for a living while you don’t do a thing. You spend your days having lunch with the ‘ladies’.”

		

		Frances chuckled in a high voice, shaking her head as she turned to look out of the window. “Judge me if you want, but I’ve lived a blessed life and worked very hard when I was younger, or did you forget that I was a lawyer?” Frances asked as she rubbed her pearls. She had on a pale pink skirt that was straight and tight, leaving just enough room to cross her legs. Her suit jacket was the same color as the skirt, a white crossover blouse beneath it.

		

		Kerry was nothing like her prim and polished mother, and part of her wanted to refuse the money and find a way to make it on her own, but Kerry knew that she would regret giving up the chance to have millions of dollars. Her grandfather would leave her something either way, but the amount would be much, much more if she got married in the next couple months.

		

		“I’ll ask Andre.”

		

		“Good, but I’ll expect to meet him before we finalize any decisions.”

		

		“Of course, mother. I wouldn’t think otherwise.”

		

		Frances smirked, but she was satisfied with her daughter’s choice. It would be such a crime to see that money go to waste when Kerry could start the business of her dreams and live the life that she wanted. Frances only hoped for the best for Kerry, but sometimes she could be so stubborn.

		

		“Anything else?” asked Kerry.

		

		“Nothing else. I’ll walk you to the door.”

		

		Kerry stood from the couch. Her mother followed until they were standing just outside of the front door of their enormous, recently renovated home. Kerry kissed her mother on the cheek before walking to her car. Frances stood at the door and waved as she waited for her daughter to leave.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Andre sat at his desk and scrolled through one of his favorite websites that was filled with pictures of boys who had the confidence to become the girls they wanted to be. Andre had tried dressing en femme a few times, but each time ended in disaster. He’d watched more makeup tutorials than he could count, but when he went to do his makeup, it simply didn’t work. Andre never knew what he was doing wrong, but he’d completely given up on trying about a year ago.

		

		It killed him inside.

		

		Andre was happy for these femboys that he saw on his screen, all girly and cute. Some of the girls were downright gorgeous, and he longed to feel even half as beautiful, if only for a night. Andre was an attractive guy and never had trouble getting messages if he opened a profile on a dating app, but he was never the guy that girls wanted him to be.

		

		His personality didn’t match his face and body. He had thick arms and a defined midsection and was an inch over six feet, but Andre was a shy teddy bear. He never yelled. Never got into fights. Andre wasn’t very dominant, and he wasn’t gay.

		

		Thoughts of dressing up as a girl before fucking himself with a dildo had crossed his mind once or twice, but Andre knew deep down that he wanted a girlfriend who understood him. He wanted a girl who wouldn’t judge him for being in touch with his feminine side, but Andre would never find that girl if he didn’t first find his voice.

		

		Andre deleted every dating app he was on after his last date ended horribly. The girl kept trying to pounce on him, and then she told him to dominate her and use her however he desired, but Andre was only trying to kiss her. It was all too much for him to handle, but the girl accused him of not liking her when he asked her to stop for a second to catch his breath. She got into a huff and left his apartment screaming. Andre never wanted to date again after that experience, but he didn’t want to live his life alone.

		

		Andre sighed as he kept scrolling from picture to picture of the gorgeous crossdressers, wishing that one of those pictures were of him. He kept his body smooth. He even had a thick head of hair that hung a touch past his ears. Andre sometimes thought about growing it longer but didn’t have the nerve.

		

		When Andre couldn’t handle the jealousy swimming within him from looking at all the cute femboys, he closed his laptop and went to the kitchen to pour himself a glass of whiskey over ice. The pictures were swirling around in his mind as he went over to his couch with the drink in his hand. He stuck his free hand into his pants when he sat and rubbed his thickening manhood.

		

		One picture stuck with him. A femboy all dressed up with his girlfriend. They were fooling around in the picture, and all Andre wanted was to trade lives with that guy for a day. He would give anything to have a beautiful girl play with his feminized cock, but any time that Andre brought up the idea with a girl in the past, he usually lost her, but Andre knew that there were accepting girls out there. He would find one… eventually.

		

		He hoped.

		

		Andre unbuttoned his pants to fish out his erection and take care of business. He was so worked up from thinking about what he wanted and didn’t have. Every pump of his fist channeled his frustration and rage, hating that life was so difficult, but at least he had a hand to relieve himself.

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		Kerry felt nauseous as she walked into work the day after visiting her mother. The store had about five to eight people working at a time. It wasn’t the largest craft store, but there were a few quiet corners where Kerry could ask Andre what she needed… if she could work up the courage. Kerry hated the entire situation and wished that her grandfather would change his mind, but there was a better chance of a meteor hitting Earth.

		

		Kerry went about her day for the first hour until there was a chance to talk to Andre without anyone else around to hear. She stepped into the aisle where he was stocking products and walked over to him slowly. He didn’t notice until she was standing above him.

		

		“Hey, Kerry!” Andre said and touched his chest. “You scared me.”

		

		“Sorry, Andre. I didn’t mean to frighten you, but I was wondering if I could ask you a question.”

		

		“Sure,” he said and turned to face Kerry. “Did I do something wrong?”

		

		Kerry chuckled as her lips turned into a smile. “No! You haven’t done anything wrong at all. I… uh… what time do you get off today?”

		

		“Four. I opened.”

		

		“I get off at four today too! Would you like to get a cup of coffee or something afterward?”

		

		Andre looked confused, but then he shook away the doubt once he realized that a girl was asking him out for a cup of coffee, and Kerry was certainly someone who’d gained his attention more than a few times. Andre tried not to stare, but he often caught himself looking at her from across the store. She was so vivacious, friendly, and beautiful. She became irresistible when she was helping a customer, always patient and smiling from ear to ear.

		

		“Sure! Coffee sounds good.”

		

		“Awesome! I’ll see you when our shift ends.”

		

		“Can’t wait,” Andre said as Kerry smiled at him and turned away on her heels. “See you at four.”

		

		***

		

		Kerry kicked the ball down the court, but the time had arrived for her to play. Andre was literally the only man she sort of trusted to sign a prenup and not be weird if they got married. Kerry had a long list of exes, but none of them were any good. Deep down, Kerry knew that her mother was right but would never admit it to Frances’s face.

		

		“Thanks for coming out with me,” Kerry said as she looked over her shoulder at Andre and moved toward the counter. “I’m so glad to be done with work for the day.”

		

		“Me too,” Andre said as he dug his hands further into his pockets. They stood at the counter, Andre behind Kerry, so that she could order first. She got a hot mocha. He ordered iced tea.

		

		“Should we get dessert to share?”

		

		“Sure, whatever you want. I’ll get it.”

		

		“No, it’s okay! I can pay,” Kerry insisted and opened her purse, but Andre already had his card out and handed it to the cashier. “Andre! You didn’t have to pay. Seriously! Now I feel bad.”

		

		“Don’t feel bad. I planned on paying ever since you asked me.”

		

		Kerry made an appreciative face as she looked from the cashier to Andre. He smiled at them and went to grab the slice of cake that she’d ordered to have with their drinks. “Why don’t you find us a table while I wait for the drinks?” Kerry asked.

		

		Andre nodded and grabbed some things from the condiment station before finding a table by the window. He watched Kerry standing at the counter, hoping that she wanted something romantic with him, but what were the chances? People around the store had gossiped that Kerry had a bit of a reputation with bad boys, and Andre was not a bad boy in the slightest. He would give anything to have a beautiful woman like Kerry to call his girlfriend.

		

		“Sorry that took so long,” Kerry said in a huff as she slid into the booth with the drinks they’d ordered. “Thanks for grabbing us straws.”

		

		“No problem. So why did you invite me to coffee?”

		

		“Cutting right to the chase, huh?”

		

		“I was a bit surprised when you asked me, and now I’m more than a little curious why you would invite me here. Why now? How long have we been working together?”

		

		“Over a year now, I’d say.”

		

		“Something like that, right?”

		

		Kerry nodded as she picked up a fork from the table to take a bite of the cake. She turned her head away from Andre to avoid his eye contact. She felt terrible about what she had to ask, almost like she was asking Andre to be her prostitute, but it wasn’t like that. They could get a divorce after her grandfather died.

		

		“Figured you would have asked me out a long time ago if you were really interested, so what is it?”

		

		“Andre! I’m…” Kerry heard herself forming a lie in her head, but what was the point of lying when she would have to tell the truth eventually? Her mother was going to make Andre sign all types of papers if they went through with the marriage, so Kerry took a deep breath and told Andre as much as he needed to know.

		

		“What? You want to get married? To me?” Andre asked and pressed his back against the booth, trying to get as far away from Kerry as he could, but the booth wouldn’t let him go anywhere. “Why won’t your grandpa just give you the money?”

		

		“Long story short is he’s an asshole who wants to control everything about the lives of his family members. I never realized how bad it was until recently.”

		

		“I’m sorry he’s like that.”

		

		Kerry shrugged. “It is what it is, but are you even interested? If you are, I need to tell my mother. She wants to have dinner to meet you and see if you can pass her tests.”

		

		“Her tests? What is she going to do? Have a doctor there to make sure there’s nothing in my blood?”

		

		“I mean… maybe not at the first dinner, but I’m sure she’ll send you to the doctor for labs before we get married. If we get married. You don’t have to agree, but we’ll make sure that you get money if you do decide to go through with this plan. I know it all sounds crazy, I do, but my mom mentioned giving you one hundred grand.”

		

		Andre’s body went numb.

		

		One hundred grand?

		

		That was a lot of money. He could stop worrying about his bills if he got that money. He could invest some of it to save for down the road. That money could even give him enough to afford the down payment for a small house on the outskirts of town if he found the right deal. Andre had no idea what to expect from Kerry’s family, but his family had problems of their own. He was used to crazy.

		

		“The tests will be more psychological than anything. My mother, Frances, is a force of nature. I won’t lie. She’s not impossible, but she was a lawyer for most of her life until my father launched a campaign for governor. He won the primary but not the election. She never went back to work after helping him with that, though. She’s been ‘volunteering’ ever since.”

		

		“Why do you say volunteering in air quotes?” Andre asked with a laugh.

		

		“My mother does help people, but only if there’s a lunch with her friends involved.”

		

		“Why do you say that like it’s a bad thing? There’s nothing wrong with having a little fun.”

		

		“Yeah, I guess. We’re just so different.”

		

		“That happens sometimes. Does she show you love?”

		

		Guilt etched across Kerry’s face. She gave her mother a hard time, but she’d always been there for her, guiding her, pushing her. Kerry wouldn’t have half the grit she had if it weren’t for her mother, but Kerry still wanted to live a different life than Frances. She wanted to design clothes. She wanted to take risks. Kerry’s parents offered to pay her tuition, but she wasn’t interested in college. The last thing that Kerry wanted to do was attend law school like her parents. She thought about going to business school but spent her money on fabric instead.

		

		“Sorry for asking,” Andre said when Kerry didn’t respond.

		

		“No, it’s okay. My parents really aren’t that bad. Who knows? Maybe it’s me. You should probably run while you have the chance, but I would really love it if you didn’t.”

		

		“It would be hard to say no to you.”

		

		Kerry blushed as a smile crept across her face. She folded her lips to hide the smile, but it was no use. She cursed and picked up her glass of water to take a drink. Andre kept his eyes on her the entire time.

		

		“Stop staring at me!”

		

		Andre cleared his throat and sat a little more upright, glancing around the cafe. He was more than willing to marry Kerry so that she could get her money, but he wanted her to help him get in touch with his feminine side in return, except he didn’t know how to ask. Andre thought about telling her right there, but she looked so cute, and he didn’t want to ruin the moment.

		

		“Are you going to tell your mom that I agreed?” asked Andre.

		

		“Are you sure you want to do this?”

		

		“I have until after dinner to say no, right?”

		

		Kerry chuckled. “If my mom likes you, there’s a chance she won’t let you say no, so I’d be prepared for that.”

		

		“Your mother can’t force me to do anything against my will!”

		

		“That’s just it… she’ll have you agreeing before you even know what happened. Think about it, Andre. I wouldn’t want you to agree to anything that you’d regret.”

		

		“No,” Andre said with a shake of the head. “I’m sure that I want this. Positive. It’s a lot of money for both of us, and I can fool your grandpa into thinking that we’re in love if that’s what it takes.”

		

		“You’re the best,” Kerry said and reached her hands across the table.

		

		Andre took them and smiled at Kerry, excited about this adventure that they were going to take together. Andre had no idea what to expect, but he was looking forward to getting to know Kerry and promised himself that he would work up the courage to tell Kerry what he wanted even more than the money before any papers were signed. They stood outside of the cafe a few minutes later and hugged, turning to go their separate ways.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		Andre stood outside of Kerry’s family home a few nights later with Kerry by his side, intimidated by both the grandiose architecture before him and the fact that he was considering marrying a girl he really didn’t know that well, but every time he thought about the money that he could have, Andre knew that he had no choice, except Andre didn’t want to marry Kerry without confessing his feminine desires, but yeah, that was an entirely different bridge that he would have to cross once he got through this dinner.

		

		“Your parents are going to hate me,” Andre said just as Kerry reached for the doorknob.

		

		“Probably, but they hate everyone. At least you have something they need,” Kerry said and wrapped her arms around Andre’s, covering him in a cloud of her sweet perfume. He loved how she smelled.

		

		“I’m sure they could find another man to take my spot and marry you if it came down to it.”

		

		“Don’t be so pessimistic, Andre! You’re the perfect man for this job. Can we go inside now?” Kerry asked before reaching for the doorknob again. “There’s nothing my mother hates more than tardiness.”

		

		Andre nodded, even though he wasn’t at all prepared to meet Kerry’s parents. Her father had once been a candidate for governor, and her mother sounded equally as intense. Andre’s parents weren’t anything like that. They did what they pleased and always treated Andre as something of an afterthought. A burden. They made sure he was bathed and fed and went through the general motions of being parents, but Andre never felt pushed by them. He never felt overly loved or cherished in their lives.

		

		“Kerry? Is that you?”

		

		“It’s me, mom!”

		

		“Is Andre with you?” Kerry’s mother asked, her voice sounding closer than it did just a moment ago until she was walking around the corner with a champagne flute in her hand. “Oh, my! You didn’t tell me that Andre was such a looker!”

		

		Andre blushed as Frances stepped forward to give him a hug, kissing him on each of his cheeks. Kerry fluttered her lashes at Frances’s comment as she gave her mother two kisses, like they were European or something. Did people across the Atlantic even kiss like that anymore? Kerry never loved her mother’s over-the-top greeting but did it to please her regardless.

		

		“Come in! Dorothy will call us to the table when dinner is ready but help yourself to a drink in the meantime. Kerry, could you please show Andre where the bar is?”

		

		“Sure, mom. Do you need help with anything?”

		

		“Oh, no! Dorothy and I have it under control. You two relax.”

		

		“Where’s dad?” asked Kerry.

		

		“He’s in his study working on something, but I’ll grab him in a moment once Dorothy is closer to finishing. I need to run back to the kitchen, actually, so make yourselves at home!” Frances hooted before striding out of the room while holding her champagne glass high in the air.

		

		Andre and Kerry turned to each other and laughed a little. From what Andre knew about Kerry, he was shocked that her mother was so… different from the girl that he worked with at the craft store. Kerry grabbed Andre’s hand and led him to the bar that her parents had in the sitting room.

		

		“What would you like to drink?”

		

		“You guys have ice just sitting here?”

		

		“Dorothy has to put out fresh ice every evening.”

		

		“Does she live here?”

		

		“Yeah, she has a house in the back. My parents pay her well, though, and she doesn’t have to worry about rent. I used to complain that we didn’t need a housekeeper, but my mom wouldn’t hear it, and when I really think about it, keeping this house clean must be a full-time job.”

		

		“I bet,” Andre said and took the vodka and tonic that Kerry made for him. She had one for herself. Andre lifted his glass to clink against Kerry’s. “Cheers.”

		

		“Cheers,” she said and took a sip.

		

		Andre felt a little more at ease as they waited for Kerry’s parents in the sitting room. Maybe it was the alcohol or the fact that he’d now been in the house for fifteen minutes. Andre only knew that he felt more prepared for dinner than he had when he was standing outside of the house, but he still wasn’t sure how he would bring up the fact that he wanted Kerry to dress him as a girl.

		

		“Haven’t I heard that you want to become a fashion designer?”

		

		“People talking about me at work, huh?”

		

		“There’s not much to do at work except talk about each other.”

		

		Kerry grinned and set her cocktail on the coffee table in front of her before admitting that she did want to become a fashion designer. “I resell clothes online now. It does pretty well, and sometimes I’ll even customize pieces before I sell them, but I’d love to have my own line one day. I would love to host runway shows and see my designs when I flip through magazines.”

		

		“Is that what you’re going to do with the inheritance? Start a clothing line?”

		

		“Yeah, probably. What will you do if you get one hundred grand?”

		

		Fill my closet with beautiful clothes, shoes, and makeup.

		

		“I’m not sure,” said Andre. “I haven’t really thought about it.”

		

		“Will you at least quit our dreadful job?”

		

		“I don’t think it’s that bad,” Andre said with a laugh.

		

		“Not that bad?” Kerry gasped. “Have you lost your mind? I want to pull my hair out every time I’m there.”

		

		“Why do you work there when your parents clearly have money?”

		

		“Their money doesn’t come without strings.”

		

		“This inheritance will, though?”

		

		Kerry chuckled. “You mean besides the one where we get married? That sounds like a pretty long and thick string if you ask me.”

		

		Andre laughed. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. But your parents won’t monitor the way you spend the money?”

		

		“No,” said Kerry. “It’s not theirs to monitor. Every time my parents have given me money in the past, it was through a debit card or a credit card. They could see every transaction I made, and the questions from my mother became—”

		

		“Don’t let me stop you, Kerry!” Frances said as she walked into the room with a laugh. “The questions from me became what?”

		

		“Nothing, mother. Is dinner ready?”

		

		“It is! Your father is already waiting for us at the table.”

		

		“Perfect,” Kerry said and stood, glancing at Andre to follow her.

		

		He was a little slow to move, nervous about meeting Kerry’s father, and he was also a touch uncomfortable since he didn’t know how much Frances had heard of their conversation about the inheritance, but wasn’t this entire night about money?

		

		“Wow! Good work, Kerry!” Rick said when they entered the dining room. He stuck out his hand and gave Andre a firm handshake before smacking him a bit too hard on the back, but Andre acted like it was no big deal. “You found yourself a looker!”

		

		“That’s what I said!” Frances echoed.

		

		“We were worried you’d bring us a queer, but you’re all man, aren’t you?”

		

		“Uh,” Andre said with a pause. “Yeah, I’m a man.”

		

		Frances and Rick laughed like they’d heard the funniest thing in the world while Kerry looked mortified, but the weird tension in the air died down a few seconds later when they took a seat at the table. Rick called to the kitchen. Dorothy appeared with a tray of food moments later. Kerry gave Dorothy a warm greeting as she put a plate in front of her, but Dorothy was gone as quickly as she’d appeared.

		

		“So, Andre. Tell us about yourself!” Frances said in an artificially high voice. “What do you do? Where do you see yourself in the future?”

		

		“Mom! Can’t we at least eat first?”

		

		“Oh, yes! My bad! We’re both just so excited to meet the man who might become your husband.”

		

		“It’s a fake marriage, mom. Please stop acting like it’ll be real.”

		

		“Sweetie, you won’t be able to fool anyone if you can’t even fool yourself, so please stop thinking of this potential union as fake because it’ll be real in the eyes of the law.”

		

		“That’s right, sweetie,” Rick added. “We can’t have our friends and family accusing us of doing something wrong. You two will need to be married for at least two years before there are even whispers of divorce.”

		

		Frances made a noise of agreement as she nodded. “Divorce in under two years is so tacky. We definitely can’t have that. What do you think, Andre? Could you handle two years with our Kerry?”

		

		“Uh…” Andre said as he swallowed a breath.

		

		“Mom! Dad! Please! Andre hasn’t even taken a bite of his food, and you’re already asking him to commit to a relationship for two years!”

		

		“I’m sorry,” Frances said and cleared her throat. “Please, let’s eat.”

		

		Kerry shot Andre an apologetic look, but he wasn’t as worried about being married for two years as he was about potentially having to hide his secret if he couldn’t work up the courage to tell Kerry while he had the chance.

		

		Frances and Rick went as long as they could without speaking about the fake marriage, but it wasn’t more than five minutes before Kerry’s parents were going on about their expectations for the couple, which included living together, not dating other people, and doing what they could to make their marriage seem as real as possible to Kerry’s family and the friends of her family. Kerry kept looking at Andre like she was sorry for her parents’ behavior, but neither of them could get Frances and Rick to stop talking if they tried.

		

		“Mmm, that meal was simply scrumptious, wasn’t it?” Frances asked later as she patted her lips with a cloth napkin. “How does everyone feel about dessert and coffee?”

		

		“That sounds lovely,” said Andre.

		

		“Would you like any help, mom?”

		

		“Sure, dear. That would be great,” Frances said to Kerry. Rick kissed his wife on the lips as she cleared the table. Kerry helped, but she didn’t kiss Andre.

		

		“So, you work at the craft store too?” Rick asked.

		

		“That’s right,” said Andre.

		

		“Do you have any other plans for your life?”

		

		“I’m not sure what you mean, sir.”

		

		“You know, don’t you want to start a business or something? Make some real money.”

		

		“I haven’t really thought about it, sir, but maybe I could help Kerry get started with her clothing line. I’m a great worker, or at least that’s what I’m told.”

		

		Rick grunted and picked up the whiskey he’d been sipping on throughout dinner. He took a long swig as he stared into Andre’s eyes. Andre held his gaze for a moment before looking away, too uncomfortable to continue. The only thing Andre wanted from a woman was acceptance. Rick opened his mouth to say something else right when Kerry and Frances walked into the room.

		

		“Dessert is served, gentlemen!”

		

		“My, doesn’t this look lovely?” Rick said as Frances set a slice of cake in front of him. Dorothy followed with a mug of coffee.

		

		“Here’s yours,” Kerry said and placed a plate in front of Andre before sitting in the chair next to him while Dorothy finished serving everyone coffee.

		

		“So, what do you think, Rick?”

		

		“Andre seems like a standup man,” Rick said and leaned over to lay a heavy hand on Andre’s shoulder. “What does he say, though? Do you want to marry my daughter?”

		

		“I… uh… if Kerry wants to, I’m willing.”

		

		Kerry reached under the table to place a hand on Andre’s thigh. “I would love nothing more, Andre. I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather fake marry.”

		

		“Dear, please stop calling it a fake marriage,” said Frances.

		

		“What else is it, mom? We’re literally just doing this for the papers. I don’t even have a ring.”

		

		“Don’t speak so soon, dear. Rick?”

		

		Rick pushed himself up from the chair and left the room, coming back a few minutes later with a small square box in his hand. Kerry’s heart clutched as she watched her father open the box, revealing a gorgeous square cut diamond. Kerry squealed as she hopped to her feet and ran over to the ring, but Rick held it above his head.

		

		“You’re not wearing this ring until Andre asks for your hand in marriage.”

		

		“Wait, do you guys want Andre to propose here?”

		

		“My,” Frances said with a heavy sigh as she shot her husband a sharp glance. “You’re not giving me a lot of faith in this plan, Kerry. If you can’t fool my father into believing that this marriage is real, you’d be better off not getting married at all.”

		

		“No! We can make this marriage real. Right, Andre?”

		

		“Yeah,” he said in a questioning voice.

		

		“Great!” Frances said brightly. “Why don’t we step outside then, and you can propose.”

		

		“Now?” Andre squeaked.

		

		“Yes, boy! Now! We don’t have all night,” Rick said and walked over to Andre to place the diamond ring in his hand. “If anyone asks, you’ll tell them that we bought this ring together after you came to ask me for Kerry’s hand in marriage. Got it?”

		

		Andre swallowed and nodded as he stared at the ring in front of him, realizing just how much his life was about to change once he placed that ring on Kerry’s finger, but he’d come this far, and everyone in the room was staring at him expectantly. Andre cleared his throat as he picked up the small box with the ring. “Where should we do this?”

		

		“Let’s do it in the backyard.”

		

		“Yes, let’s do it there,” said Frances. “I’m going to take a lot of pictures, Kerry, and I expect emotion!”

		

		“You’ll get it, mom! Don’t worry,” Kerry said with a laugh.

		

		Everyone moved toward the double doors that led to the backyard. Frances opened them wide and had Andre and Kerry step outside. They hadn’t even kissed yet, and Andre was about to ask for Kerry’s hand in marriage. It all seemed so bizarre, but Frances and Rick had promised to give him one hundred grand for marrying Kerry, and that was enough to get Andre down on one knee.

		

		Kerry produced tears like an A-list actress as Andre kneeled in front of her, Frances snapping picture after picture. Andre pulled the ring from his pocket and opened it as he stared into Kerry’s eyes, hoping that the images looked much more authentic than he felt. Andre cleared his throat, saying some lines he’d heard in movies as Kerry stared down at him with a hand over her mouth, truly looking like she was surprised by what was happening.

		

		When Andre finally popped the question, Kerry screamed yes and jumped in place, acting like she was the happiest girl in the world, and Andre fell a little in love when he saw Kerry look like that. Part of him wished that this were true and that they weren’t acting, but he couldn’t fool himself. He had to protect his heart. This was only a financial transaction for everyone involved.

		

		Right?

		

		Andre felt so torn and confused as he stood to give Kerry a kiss at her parents’ command, falling dangerously close to love as his lips pressed against Kerry’s, growing more confused the longer the kiss lasted. Andre gasped as he stepped away from Kerry.

		

		“What’s wrong?” everyone asked Andre.

		

		“Nothing, sorry. It’s a lot to process.”

		

		“No worries, son,” Rick said and placed another heavy hand on Andre’s shoulder. “You’ll adjust to the pressure.” Rick and Frances laughed as they slowly walked inside, leaving Andre and Kerry.

		

		“You want to leave?”

		

		Andre nodded, so they said a quick goodbye and headed out to the driveway. Andre turned on the radio when they got in the car. He wanted to tell Kerry about his desires to get in touch with his feminine side and wear pretty clothes, but his stomach kept turning in knots as he thought what to say. Kerry stared at the ring as he wallowed in his misery, completely oblivious to his thoughts.

		

		“Have you decided what you’re going to do with the money?”

		

		“I’m not sure,” said Andre.

		

		“How much do you think this ring is worth? Should we get it appraised? We can split the money once we get a divorce.”

		

		“Yeah,” Andre said in a depressed voice.

		

		“What’s wrong, Andre?” Kerry asked and dropped her hands to her lap. “Is everything okay?”

		

		“No,” Andre admitted.

		

		“What’s wrong? Don’t you want to get married?” Kerry asked with a hint of panic in her voice. She truly didn’t know who she would ask if Andre didn’t agree.

		

		“I do, but there’s something that you should know about me. Something I want from you besides money, I guess.”

		

		Kerry waited for Andre to continue, afraid of what he had to say. Kerry really didn’t know much about Andre at all, and everyone had a few skeletons in their closet. She only hoped that Andre wasn’t some secret murderer type or something, but who would confess that so easily?

		

		“I… uh… have certain interests.”

		

		“Oh, are you gay?”

		

		“No,” Andre said and shook his head. He didn’t like men. He loved women and the female body and wanted to feel what it was like to be a woman, and he wanted Kerry’s help doing it. “I… uh… fuck, this is hard.”

		

		“Tell me!”

		

		“I want to wear women’s clothing!”

		

		“You what?” Kerry asked before her mind could process the words. She cleared her throat. “Sorry, I heard you. Um…”

		

		“Make what you want of it, but I’m not letting two more years go by without realizing my dreams,” Andre said with a touch more confidence. “If you want to find another guy, so be it, but I had to let you know.”

		

		“Right,” Kerry said quickly, not sure what to say. “I see.”

		

		Andre swallowed his breath and looked forward to the road as they continued in silence until they were back outside of Kerry’s house. She said nothing else about what Andre had told her. She opened her door and waved, sliding out of the car much quicker than a person normally would, but Andre didn’t care. He was exhausted after dinner and meeting Kerry’s parents, and he just wanted to be alone, regardless of Kerry’s final decision.

		

		“Bye,” Kerry said in a bright voice once she was outside of the car, her new diamond ring shining in the light.

		

		Andre waved and pulled away from Kerry’s place, rolling down the windows as he went. Andre turned on the radio and sang along to the familiar tune, trying his best to forget what’d happened tonight. He didn’t want to get his hopes up about the money or clothes or anything else. Part of him was thinking that he might have to quit his job if Kerry went around telling everyone what he’d told her, but that was a concern for another day. Andre went home, poured himself a stiff drink, and turned on the TV to clear his mind of the night that he’d just had.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		Andre felt a touch panicked when he woke up the next morning. He was an engaged man! He’d put a ring on a woman’s finger after getting down to his knee to propose! It was all a bit maddening when he thought about it. Andre wanted the hundred grand, of course he did, but to commit two years of his life for the money? That wasn’t a small price to pay.

		

		Andre threw the covers from his body and pushed his hand into his hair as he thought what to do. He was so flustered and confused that the only thing that came to mind was hitting the gym. Yes, that was what he’d do. He would go to the gym and work out this anxiety that was coursing through him.

		

		It was a fabulous plan, at least until it didn’t work. Andre left the gym after an hour of working out equally as confused as when he’d woken up in the morning, except now he was terrified since he had to suck up whatever fear he had and go to work.

		

		Shit.

		

		Andre wondered what Kerry would tell their coworkers. She couldn’t just walk around flashing that big diamond ring everywhere, could she? It was huge! Much bigger than anything that Andre could afford on his meager salary from the craft store. Kerry could tell people that it was fake, but what if there was a gemologist in their ranks? Regardless of what their coworkers thought of the stone, they’d all be shocked to hear that Andre and Kerry were engaged, pretty much the unlikeliest of couples in the world.

		

		Kerry was bubbly and talkative.

		

		Andre was the complete opposite.

		

		He was sweating bullets as he walked toward the doors of the craft store, worried that his coworkers would attack him with questions the second he walked through the door. He wasn’t the best in social situations, and it only got worse if he had to lie about something. His friend once asked him to lie to his girlfriend about how he’d kissed another girl, and then the girlfriend asked Andre if something had happened. Needless to say, Andre wasn’t friends with that guy anymore.

		

		Much to Andre’s relief, nobody attacked him with questions when he went to clock in at the back of the store in the break room. He threw his things into his locker and took a few deep breaths before stepping onto the floor, now wearing his vest and nametag. A few coworkers waved at him like nothing was different as he went to find the manager on duty.

		

		“There you are, Andre!”

		

		“Am I late?”

		

		“No,” Darwin said with a wave of the hand. “It’s Kerry! She called in this morning to say that she could no longer work here! Can you believe it?”

		

		“Oh,” Andre said and scratched the back of his head. He’d never felt more relieved in his life but was doing his best not to show it. He didn’t want to tip Darwin off to anything. The man was a gossip. “I didn’t know her that well.”

		

		“The customers loved her! She’ll be missed.”

		

		“Okay,” Andre said carefully. “So, what did you need me to do? Work the register?”

		

		“No, you’ll be stocking. I was going to have Kerry start when she got here, but obviously she’s not coming anymore!” Darwin said with a big sigh. “You’ll have to work twice as hard today, Andre. Can you do that for me until I find someone to replace Kerry?”

		

		“I’ll try my best,” Andre said dryly. “Which aisle needs stocking?”

		

		“Yarn, paints, fabrics! There’s so much! Start with the paints and yarn. There’s plenty of fabric out there, but we do need to update the stock for the upcoming holidays.”

		

		“Right, I’ll get to it.”

		

		“Thank you, Andre! Don’t know what I’d do without you!”

		

		Andre grunted and went to the back to open a box filled with skeins of yarn. Andre sighed as he fingered through the product. He almost never had to stock the yarn and could hardly differentiate them, but he’d do his best. As Andre was looking, his phone vibrated. He quickly looked away from the open box of yarn to pull his phone from his pocket.

		

		Kerry: Guess what? I quit! My parents thought it would be best if I got a different job and gave me some funds to hold me over, and they gave me something for you too! Come over to my place when you get off work! I’ll be waiting.

		

		Andre stared at his phone. Kerry had sent along a map to her house and a picture of her smiling face. Andre couldn’t help but smile back at it. Kerry had fiery red hair and buckets of personality, which shined through in the photo. He sighed and slid his phone into his pocket, definitely not ready for the eight hours ahead.

		

		***

		

		It was a long day at work, but Andre got an automatic boost of energy the second he walked out of the door. He clicked his key fob and slid into his car, nervous to go over to Kerry’s place. Their fake engagement was starting to feel real now that Kerry had quit her job. Andre laid his cards on the table when he told Kerry that he was an undercover crossdresser, but she could always brush the moment under the rug and pretend that it never happened.

		

		Andre stood outside of Kerry’s a bit later, shaking with nerves. He lifted his fist to knock on the door, worried that this entire plan was too good to be true. Worried that it was all about to crumble in front of him. Did he really need Kerry to accept him for who he was? What if she’d already found someone else to take his place?

		

		“There you are! I thought I heard someone standing out here,” Kerry said as she opened the door, her fiery red hair styled to perfection. She was wearing a pale pink cotton dress and slippers, but it looked like she was ready to go out. “Come inside!”

		

		Kerry took Andre by the wrist and pulled him into her house. She led him over to the couch and pushed him to his bottom before placing a gift bag on his lap. Pink, glittery paper stuck out the top. Andre felt faint as he held the bag in his hands.

		

		“What’s in here?”

		

		“You won’t know until you look, silly!”

		

		Andre swallowed a breath as he slowly reached into the bag, feeling a soft fabric against his fingertips. He gripped his hand around the mystery object, slowly pulling it from the bag until he revealed a tiny pair of white lace panties. Andre held the panties in the air, not quite able to believe that he’d pulled them out of the bag.

		

		“Well, what do you think, Andre? Are they your type?”

		

		“Uh… I…”

		

		“Oh, come on! Don’t be shy! It’s just you and me here. Would you like to wear these panties?”

		

		“I mean… I wouldn’t not wear these panties.”

		

		Kerry giggled as she snatched the panties from Andre’s hands and held them against his crotch. She laughed even more wildly as she imagined how Andre might look wearing nothing other than the white lace panties, and now that she had a mental image in her head, she had to make it a reality. She had to see if Andre would look as adorable as she imagined!

		

		“Put them on, Andre!”

		

		“Right here?”

		

		“Yes! Have you never worn panties?”

		

		“No, I have, it’s just—”

		

		“Isn’t this what you wanted, Andre? I’m trying to be supportive, but if you’d rather—”

		

		“I’ll try them on! I just wasn’t expecting this.”

		

		“It’s the least I could do after everything you’re doing for me. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate it that you’re marrying me. All of my ex-boyfriends are trash.”

		

		“Why do you say that?”

		

		Kerry shrugged. “They lied, they cheated, and I never wanted to believe they were as bad as they were.”

		

		“It’s easy to ignore someone’s flaws when we love the person.”

		

		“What about you? Have you had any serious girlfriends?”

		

		“Not really,” Andre said as he held the white lace panties in his hand. He looked around the apartment, noticing that there were two bedrooms, which sent a shock of embarrassment through him. “Do you have a roommate?”

		

		“Yeah,” Kerry said with a light laugh. “Her name is Helen, but I’m pretty sure she’s at work. Do you have any roommates?”

		

		Andre shook his head. “No, I live alone.”

		

		“Lucky you.”

		

		“Hardly. I can barely afford my apartment, but I don’t want to live with my parents anymore. I’d rather eat rice and beans.”

		

		“Is that what you eat?”

		

		“Sometimes,” Andre said with a shrug. “It’s not as bad as it sounds. I get by as best I can.”

		

		“The hundred grand will help a lot.”

		

		“Yeah, it would.”

		

		“My parents did get you something, though! It might help hold you over until we can officially tie the knot!” Kerry said and hopped up from the couch to run over to the buffet against the wall. She opened the top drawer and pulled out a card, handing it to Andre as she sat back on the couch. “I’m not sure how much they gave you, but they wanted to give us a little cushion.”

		

		Andre was going to protest, but the truth was, he could use as much help as possible when it came to his finances. He sighed and ripped open the envelope, not quite able to believe it when he saw the number written on the check.

		

		“Kerry! This is a check for five thousand dollars! I can’t accept it!”

		

		“And why not?”

		

		“It’s… it’s too much.”

		

		“No, it’s not! You deserve that. They want you working a few less hours anyway so that you can help plan the wedding.”

		

		“I… thank you.”

		

		“Don’t thank me! You’ll have to call my parents later to thank them!”

		

		“You’re right. I will. This is too much.”

		

		“Oh, please! My parents have plenty of money. They’ll hardly miss five grand. My mom drops that on new purses every other month. Trust me, it’s really not a big deal.”

		

		It was a huge deal to Andre, but he tried to keep his cool as best he could. When he thought about it, Kerry came from a very different world than Andre. His parents weren’t rich, they weren’t ambitious, and they didn’t try to control anything that Andre did with his life.

		

		“So, are you going to deposit the check?”

		

		“Now?”

		

		“Yeah! Can’t you deposit it to your banking app?”

		

		“I guess I could.”

		

		“Goodie! I’ll grab a pen!” Kerry said and patted Andre on the thigh before standing to grab a pen. He pulled out his phone when she returned and signed the back of the check, feeling a little tingly as he positioned his camera to take a picture of the five-thousand-dollar check.

		

		“You sure about this?”

		

		“Yes! Deposit it!”

		

		“Is this part of the hundred grand?”

		

		“Nope! I made my parents promise that it wasn’t. Consider it a bonus. I thought we could do a little shopping with the money if you wanted. Find something to match those cute panties that I got you.”

		

		“Really? You mean it?”

		

		“I’ve never been more serious,” Kerry said and patted Andre on the thigh as she eagerly watched him deposit the check. All the money wasn’t available right away, but enough of it was for them to have a little fun at the store.

		

		“Shit,” Andre said when he saw his bank balance grow by a thousand dollars. “It’s really in there.”

		

		“That’s right! So, have you ever dressed as a girl?”

		

		“I’ve tried, but it never really worked for me. I thought I looked ugly every time.”

		

		“Oh, I’m sure you didn’t look that bad!” Kerry said in an encouraging voice. “It’s probably hard for you to find flattering pieces with big arms and shoulders, but we’ll find something for you.”

		

		“You think?”

		

		“I’m positive!” Kerry’s voice was brimming with confidence, but Andre wouldn’t believe it until he saw it. He’d seen guys as big as him transform into beautiful women, but they probably had years of practice or an amazing glam squad. Andre hoped that Kerry could help him, but what did she really know about transforming men into women? “So, what do you say? Are you ready for a shopping trip?”

		

		“Where did you want to go?”

		

		“Let’s start at some thrift stores. We can buy a lot more and find some cuts and styles that work for you, and if anything needs adjusting, I have a sewing machine. I love transforming pieces.”

		

		Andre swallowed a breath and nodded slowly, putting his faith into Kerry’s hands. He tried not to get his hopes up as they made their way to the store, but part of him hoped more than anything that his new fake fiancée could make his dreams come true.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		“Do you have any idea what styles you might like?” Kerry asked Andre as they sifted through the dresses at the thrift store. Kerry pointed out a few options, but Andre was saying no to everything, and Kerry was beginning to think Andre’s sour attitude had more to do with himself than the clothes. “You gotta give me something, or we’ll never find anything.”

		

		“I know! It’s just… it’s weird shopping at a store.”

		

		“Why? It’s not like anyone will think the clothes are for you if I’m here!” Kerry said with a laugh as she continued flipping through the dresses. A dark blue dress with long sleeves and a tapered waist caught her attention, so she pulled it off the rack and held it in Andre’s face. “What about this one? I bet it would fit you perfectly!”

		

		Andre studied the dress that Kerry was holding. He wanted to like it, he did, but he was having trouble liking anything in the store. Andre had a few girly things in the back of his closet, but he’d ordered all those online. He’d never once shopped in a store, and it was all a bit much for him.

		

		“Let’s get it,” Andre said in a hushed whisper and snatched the dress from Kerry’s hands. “Actually, if it’s okay with you, why don’t you pick out everything you want me to wear, and I’ll wait over by the books?”

		

		“What?” Kerry asked in a high voice as she placed her hands on her hips. “You’re joking, right?”

		

		“No, I’ll just be over there,” Andre said and pointed over his shoulder at the book section.

		

		Kerry gasped and shook her head, but she was smiling, a playful look on her face. She stepped a little closer to Andre until her lips were pressing against his ear. “Either you stay with me, or I’ll send a picture of those white lace panties I got you to all of our coworkers.”

		

		“You wouldn’t!” Andre said in a breath.

		

		Kerry slowly stepped away from Andre, gazing into his eyes with a look that suggested she wasn’t playing. If Andre wanted to wear women’s clothing, he was going to stand by Kerry’s side while she picked out what she wanted him to wear, or they could leave the store.

		

		“Fine, I probably wouldn’t do that, but I definitely won’t be helping you shop if you ditch me now.”

		

		Andre glanced over his shoulder at the book section and then back at the blue dress that Kerry had picked out for him to wear. It wasn’t the prettiest dress, but Andre was confident that Kerry could make it look a million times better on his body than he ever could, so maybe it wouldn’t be the end of the world to do a little shopping with his fake fiancée.

		

		“That’s better,” Kerry said when Andre resigned to his position by her side. “I would love your input too if you’re willing.”

		

		Andre groaned, even though he was the one who wanted to wear dresses and skirts and everything beautiful. Kerry laughed to herself as she continued flicking through the dresses until she had a collection of five or six that they could try on when they got back to her place. She also had some skirts and blouses and a few pair of heels that happened to be in Andre’s size.

		

		“I’d say we have enough to work with. What about you?”

		

		“Yes,” said Andre. “Please, can we go now?”

		

		“How are you going to want to wear dresses and heels if you don’t like shopping for them?” Kerry asked with a laugh.

		

		“I like shopping for them… just not in stores.”

		

		“Oh, come on! Grow a pair and have a little fun with me! Nobody cares what you buy, and if anyone asks, you can always just say the clothes are for a woman in your life.”

		

		“Yeah, and what if they think I’m lying?”

		

		Kerry sighed and shook her head, but she also decided at that moment that she wasn’t going to buy the items. She tossed everything into Andre’s arms and turned him toward the register.

		

		“What are you doing?” he asked in a high voice.

		

		“You’re buying the clothes!”

		

		“What? I thought you were going to buy them! Isn’t that why we took out cash on the way over here?”

		

		Kerry opened her purse to pull out her wallet and give Andre the money they’d gotten from the ATM. Andre’s eyes widened as Kerry held the bills in front of him, gesturing her hand for Andre to take the money, but he was paralyzed. He glanced from the money to the register and back, but what would the cashier think if Kerry wasn’t standing by his side?

		

		“What are you doing? I thought—”

		

		“You need to do this, Andre. It’s for your own good.”

		

		“I… I…”

		

		“Andre,” Kerry said as she gently placed a hand on Andre’s shoulder and looked into his eyes, searching for the depths of his soul, trying to convey that everything would be okay. “You can do this. If this is something that you want, you need to take this step. It’ll make you stronger.”

		

		Andre glanced down at the dresses and heels and everything else womanly in his arms, knowing that he wanted every single item Kerry had picked out to add to his miniscule collection that he wished to grow into a gorgeous closet one day, but it was hard to take that first step toward the register.

		

		Ordering women’s clothes online was private. It was fun. Andre never thought much about it when he clicked buy. It wasn’t something he did often since he thought that everything he bought online looked hideous in person when he tried it on, but actually looking a cashier in the eye while he purchased women’s clothing was another obstacle entirely.

		

		“You can do this, Andre,” Kerry said again as she placed a hand on Andre’s shoulder. “I’ll be right outside. Okay?”

		

		“Kerry, wait,” Andre called, but Kerry was already walking toward the door. He stared at her with pleading eyes as she pushed the door open and stepped outside, leaving Andre alone in the thrift store to purchase the clothes he wanted to wear.

		

		Andre stared ahead at the checkout, his legs wobbling a bit as he took that first step forward, but Andre gained a little confidence with each of his steps. It was a simple purchase. Nothing crazy. If they asked, he could say that he was donating them or giving them to a woman in his family as Kerry said, but the cashier didn’t say a word about his purchases. They only asked to make sure Andre had found everything that he was looking to buy.

		

		“Yes, yes,” he said quickly and hid his face until the woman behind the counter told him the total. Andre passed over two twenty-dollar bills as he waited for the change, amazed that he got two big bags worth of merchandise for such a good price.

		

		“You did it!” Kerry hollered when Andre stepped outside carrying the big bags of clothes. Kerry ran over to Andre and threw her arms around him, pulling him close, stopping seconds before kissing him, but the intention was clear enough that they both paused.

		

		“I did it,” Andre said softly as Kerry had her hands on his chest, staring into her gorgeous eyes. He wanted to run his fingers through her fiery red hair right there and plant a kiss against her glossy lips, which would be normal for a man to do to his fiancée, but they weren’t exactly the average engaged couple.

		

		“You did it,” Kerry said much more softly this time as she slowly stepped away from Andre, not quite sure what to do about the heat coursing through her body. She never expected to fall for Andre during this entire ordeal, but every time Kerry looked at Andre, she couldn’t help but think he was looking pretty cute. “How did it feel?”

		

		“I’m happy that you pushed me to do that. Thank you,” said Andre.

		

		“You’re the one who did it!”

		

		“Yeah, but I never would have done that without your help.”

		

		“We still need to see how the pieces we got fit you.”

		

		“Should we go to my place or yours?”

		

		“I guess we could go to your place if you wanted a bit more privacy, but I have a lot of accessories and stuff at my house. It’s up to you. I don’t care either way.”

		

		Andre thought about it for a second. He was worried that Kerry’s roommate Helen might catch him wearing women’s clothing, but what did it matter anymore? Andre wasn’t getting any younger, and he wanted to try on these dang clothes, and it was probably best to do it where the aspiring fashion designer had her gear.

		

		“Let’s go to your house,” Andre said finally.

		

		“My house it is! Let’s go!”

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		Kerry sent Andre to the bathroom when they got to her apartment to make sure that he was shaved and smooth, surprised to find that Andre didn’t have much hair to remove at all. Some stubble had grown in since the last time he shaved his body, so he had to get rid of that, but it didn’t take very long. Kerry was waiting with a bottle of lotion for him when he returned to her bedroom.

		

		“So, you’ve had problems dressing as a woman in the past?”

		

		Andre nodded as he rubbed lotion into his skin. “I feel like I always look ugly when I try to wear women’s clothing. I wish more than anything that I could look like some of the femboys and crossdressers that I see online.”

		

		“I see,” Kerry said, trying to stifle a laugh.

		

		“Kerry!”

		

		“I’m sorry, Andre! It’s just… you’re not exactly what people think about when they think of femboys and crossdressers. You’re so big and muscular.”

		

		“Don’t you think I know that?” Andre asked tensely.

		

		“No need to get defensive, Andre. I’m not here to judge.”

		

		“You’re laughing, Kerry!”

		

		Kerry sucked in a sharp breath and nodded as she tried to suppress her giggles. “You’re right. You’re right!” Kerry waved her hands in the air in some sort of apology as she finally caught her breath. “I’m truly not trying to judge you, and I’m sorry if it sounds that way.”

		

		“It’s okay,” Andre said and sighed. “Which dress do you think I should wear?”

		

		“I love that purple midi dress that we found if you don’t think your arms will look too big in it,” said Kerry.

		

		“The sleeveless one?”

		

		Kerry nodded, already seeing that Andre wasn’t ready for a sleeveless dress. His arms were huge, but there were plenty of women who had big, muscular arms. Kerry didn’t think Andre would look bad in any of the dresses, but she moved on to her next favorite, which was the blue dress with a tapered waistline and sleeves. They’d also found a pair of creamy white heels that would look cute with the dress. Kerry was also thinking about adding an oversized white belt she had in her closet to the outfit. Andre could even wear her fake pearls if he wanted.

		

		“Yes, the blue one sounds better.”

		

		“I personally think you’d look great in either of the dresses, but let’s start with the blue one.”

		

		“Please,” Andre said in a heavy voice. “I need something to cover these guns.”

		

		Kerry laughed lightly as Andre patted his thick arms. She shook her head as she turned to grab the dress from where she’d left it, but first Andre would have to put on the panties that she got him. She also had a bra that she’d bought along with the panties for Andre to wear but hadn’t given it to him earlier, worried the bra might push him over the edge, but how was he supposed to wear the blue dress without some boobs on his chest?

		

		“Wait!”

		

		“What?”

		

		“I got you something else!”

		

		“Kerry, you didn’t—”

		

		“Don’t say a word until you see what I got you,” Kerry said and hopped up from her bed to run over to her closet, where she’d hidden the bra. She rummaged around until she found it, snapping back up with the bra in her hand. “You’ve got to wear this!”

		

		“A bra?”

		

		“Don’t sound so surprised, Andre! You didn’t think I’d buy you panties without a bra, did you? Why don’t you go ahead and put on your undergarments, and then we can get started.”

		

		“Right here?”

		

		“You can go to the bathroom if you want, but I wouldn’t mind watching.”

		

		Andre stared at the white lacy bra and panties in his hand. His cock was already a little thickened just holding them, but he was likely to spring a full-blown erection if he got naked in front of Kerry, but running off to the bathroom didn’t seem like the right move, so he took a deep breath before opening his towel and letting it fall to the floor.

		

		Kerry folded her lips as she took in the sight of Andre’s naked body, and she was not disappointed by what she saw. Not at all. His cock was plump and thick and slightly erect, and Kerry got hot between the thighs as she watched Andre pull the white lace panties up his legs. They barely did anything to hide his cock, but who was complaining?

		

		“Can you help me with this?” Andre asked as he held up the bra. “I’m not really sure what to do.”

		

		“Yes! I can help!”

		

		Andre and Kerry said nothing as she hooked the bra in place, but they were both feeling tense and excited and more than a little horny. Kerry didn’t want to put any pressures on Andre, but all she could think about was how good it would feel to bounce on his girly dick. He had a perfectly trimmed bush around the base of his cock, and it looked especially sexy in the lingerie that he was wearing.

		

		“You okay?” Andre asked when he finally glanced at Kerry.

		

		Kerry bit her bottom lip and nodded as she tried to push down the desire she felt for this man in front of her. This man who was supposed to be her fake fiancé and nothing more, but now she was hoping that they could have fun like any other normal married couple.

		

		“Yeah, I’m fine.”

		

		Andre gave Kerry a look with questioning eyes, but he had to take her at her word. He quickly put on the blue dress once he had on his bra, but it wouldn’t look right until he stuffed it, so Kerry ran to her closet for some pantyhose that she never wore and used them to give Andre’s bra some shape until he had a decent set of boobs.

		

		“Mmm, you’re looking sexy already.”

		

		“You really think so?” Andre asked in a soft voice. “Don’t lie to me!”

		

		“I’m not lying, Andre! I think you look great, and you’ll only look better once I put some makeup on you.”

		

		“Really? You’d do that for me?”

		

		Andre was trying his best not to cry, but Kerry was being nicer to him than he ever expected. He didn’t think that she would be mean about his desires, but he never expected her to help him this much. He would have been fine with some pointers and maybe having her help pick out an outfit or two, but she was holding his hand throughout the entire transformation, and it was even better than Andre had dreamed.

		

		“It’s been a disaster every time I try to do my makeup.”

		

		“What have you done?”

		

		Andre explained how he’d spent countless hours watching makeup videos online, but every time he tried to doll up his face, it never looked like he wanted, so he always gave up before he got too far. He wished that he could look like those beautiful trans girls and femboys that he saw online, but he had to take his transformation one day at a time.

		

		“You probably tried doing too much too soon. You really don’t need as much makeup as you think. This dress really works on your body. It definitely covers your arms, and your hair isn’t super long, but it’s long enough that I can style it in a more feminine way,” Kerry said as she stared at Andre’s face, thinking of everything that she could do to it, imagining it a dozen different ways, and then it clicked. She knew exactly what to do, so she ran to her bathroom to grab what she needed.

		

		“A curling iron?” Andre asked when he saw what Kerry had brought back from the bathroom. “Hairspray?”

		

		“Don’t you want to look like a girl?”

		

		“Yes, but—”

		

		“Don’t question me then!”

		

		“Sorry, I’ll trust you,” Andre said and took a deep breath to steady himself. He was wearing a dress and a stuffed bra, and it was all a bit more than he expected when he came over to Kerry’s after work, but he was having a blast. Andre couldn’t wait to see what Kerry did.

		

		“That’s what I like to hear,” Kerry said before getting started with Andre’s hair and makeup. “Hold still.”

		

		Andre closed his eyes, feeling a strange sense of satisfaction when Kerry’s makeup brush touched his face. He let out a deep breath and relaxed in the chair at Kerry’s desk, feeling a little more in love with this woman that used to be his coworker but was now his fake fiancée. He hadn’t even told his parents about her or the marriage but was thinking that he should because deep down he was hoping that this dream he found himself in never had to end.

		

		“You look girly already.”

		

		“Really?”

		

		“Yeah, I’m quite shocked at how good you look actually!”

		

		“Don’t mess with me, Kerry!”

		

		“I’m being totally serious, Andre!”

		

		Andre opened his eyes to see, but there was no mirror in front of him. He would have to wait until Kerry finished, already boiling inside with anxiety at what he might look like when he finally saw his reflection in the mirror, but he trusted Kerry for whatever reason and knew that she wouldn’t do him wrong.

		

		“Almost done,” Kerry said.

		

		“What are you doing now?”

		

		“I’m almost finished with your eyeliner, and then I was thinking about giving you a red lip. Or would you prefer a grape color? Burgundy could be cute too. Ooh, let’s do burgundy with a little bit of lipliner. It’ll really make your lips pop.”

		

		“Whatever you think is best, Kerry. I trust you.”

		

		“You’re so sweet,” Kerry said as she finished up with the eyeliner and then reached for her matte burgundy lipstick. She twisted the tube, smiling to herself as she slowly applied the lipstick to Andre’s lips. “So, what do you like in bed?”

		

		Andre shrugged.

		

		“Are you a virgin?”

		

		“No,” Andre said quickly. “Are you?”

		

		Kerry giggled. “Not quite, but I try not to whore it up too much.”

		

		“Why not?”

		

		“My flower is precious, duh!” Kerry said before they both fell into a fit of laughter at Kerry’s ridiculous tone. “Stop it! You’re going to make me piss myself, and we’re not done with your makeup yet!”

		

		“What’s left?”

		

		“Just the lipliner, and then I need to fix your hair, but that’ll only take a second.”

		

		The laughter died down enough that Kerry was able to finish up with Andre’s makeup, moving on to his hair once she’d finished. She curled the tips and added a bit of hairspray to give Andre that feminine glow, and she couldn’t believe how girly he looked. He looked like a sporty girl in a dress but still plenty girly. It was marvelous.

		

		“How do I look? Honest.”

		

		“Fantastic!” Kerry said and grabbed Andre to pull him to the bathroom, and he couldn’t believe the transformation when he saw himself. He had to wave a hand in his face to stop himself from crying. Kerry did the same, screaming at him to stop before he ruined all her work. “Andre! Seriously!”

		

		“I’m trying, but Kerry, look at me!”

		

		“I see you, girl! Now let’s put on some of those heels you got and take a walk around the block. I need a coffee. Ooh, you should also wear one of my belts. It’ll look so cute with that outfit!”

		

		“Wait!” Andre called as Kerry tried to leave the bathroom. She turned and looked at Andre with questioning eyes. “What did you say about going outside?”

		

		“Let’s take a walk around the block. Don’t you want to show yourself off to the world?”

		

		“Not really,” said Andre.

		

		“Please, Andre! You look so cute, and you’ll look even better once I get this belt that I have. Wait right here! Don’t move a muscle!” Kerry said and ran back to her bedroom to grab the oversized white belt. It was big and would balance out Andre’s shoulders and make him look even more like a girl than he already did.

		

		Kerry raced back to Andre and put the belt around his waist, but he tensed up when she touched him. She frowned as she looked into his eyes. “Isn’t this what you want, Andre?”

		

		“Yes, but I want to stay in the house. Not go outside!”

		

		“Andre, are you being serious right now? You can’t expect us to sit around in the house every time you want to get dressed. This is just like checking out at the thrift store, Andre. Take a walk with me. Feel the air. Feel like a woman on the streets! Isn’t that what you want?”

		

		“Yes, but—”

		

		Kerry stepped forward with her hands on her hips until she was standing in Andre’s face, staring into his eyes, seeing the real him. Seeing that man she wanted in this moment and perhaps forever. There was no telling where their marriage would lead, but Kerry was positive it would lead to a dead end if Andre didn’t leave the house to take a walk with her. Kerry saw nothing wrong with his outfit, and she honestly didn’t think that people would look twice at Andre once they got out onto the street. He looked pretty fucking fabulous in her eyes. Maybe she was a little biased since she’d done his hair and makeup, but regardless, Andre was looking cute.

		

		“You need to stop doubting yourself, Andre. If we’re going to make this relationship work, and if crossdressing is something that you truly want, you have to accept it in your heart,” Kerry said as she pressed her fingers against Andre’s chest. “Can you do that, Andre? Can you accept this part of yourself?”

		

		Andre stared into Kerry’s beautiful, soulful eyes, falling for her at that moment, but wasn’t that dangerous? Wasn’t this supposed to be a fake relationship? Andre couldn’t help thinking that whatever they had was starting to feel real.

		

		“Am I ugly?” Andre asked in a low voice.

		

		“No, Andre,” Kerry said forcefully as she cupped the side of his face. “You’re beautiful, inside and out.”

		

		“Promise?”

		

		“Yes, Andre, I promise. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

		

		Andre took a deep breath and nodded, never pulling his eyes away from Kerry’s. He breathed a little more easily as they looked at each other, and the longer he stared into her eyes, the more he knew that he could trust her. Kerry wasn’t coming from a bad place. She didn’t want to hurt Andre. She only wanted to help him.

		

		“Let’s go for that coffee.”

		

		“Are you sure?”

		

		“No,” Andre said in a heavy voice, “but I’ll feel better once we do it, like I did when I bought those clothes at the thrift store. Thank you for pushing me, Kerry.”

		

		“I only want to make you happy.”

		

		Andre held Kerry’s hand tightly as he nodded and accepted what he was telling her. Kerry grabbed Andre’s creamy white heels that matched the oversized belt perfectly and slipped them onto his feet, completing his transformation from boy to girl.

		

		“You have quite the eye for design,” Andre said as he stared at himself in the mirror. “How come I couldn’t make myself look this good?”

		

		“You don’t have to worry about a thing now that you have me,” Kerry said and placed a hand on Andre’s shoulder. They locked eyes in the mirror as a spark passed between them, so powerful it pulled a breath of air from Kerry’s lips, yet they ignored the desire boiling over between them to go for their iced coffees.

		

		“Doesn’t it feel lovely out here?” Kerry asked as they walked down the sidewalk by her house. She lived on a lively street, and one of her favorite cafes in the city was just around the corner. “I’ll be so sad when summer comes to an end.”

		

		“Yeah,” Andre said softly as his eyes darted every which way, nervous that someone would spot him. It was completely ridiculous. Nobody had even given him as much of a glance, but Andre couldn’t shake the nerves that had flooded his system. Not until Kerry reached over to lace her fingers with his.

		

		“It’s okay,” Kerry said and squeezed Andre’s hand. She smiled at Andre as she stood on her tiptoes to give him a gentle kiss on the cheek, staring into his eyes as she lowered herself to the ground. “You’re with me.”

		

		Andre nodded. “I’m with you.”

		

		“Don’t forget it.”

		

		“I won’t.”

		

		Andre breathed a little more easily as they continued down the sidewalk to the cafe. He glanced over at Kerry every few feet, feeling like the luckiest boy in the world to have this caring, understanding woman by his side.

		

		“So, does this girly side of yours have a name?”

		

		“Oh, I haven’t thought of one.”

		

		“Is there a name you’ve always liked?”

		

		Andre squinted as he thought about this question, still holding Kerry’s hand, meeting her eyes every few moments until they were standing in front of the café.

		

		“If you want to keep thinking about it, I can order your coffee.”

		

		“Okay,” Andre said with a nod. “I’ll have an iced mocha.”

		

		“Extra sprinkles?”

		

		“Just this once.”

		

		“Girls love extra sprinkles,” Kerry said with a laugh as she turned to go inside, leaving Andre to think about what he would call this feminine half that Kerry brought to life.

		

		Andre sat at an empty table on the patio, staring up to the dark and cloudy sky, feeling relaxed for the first time since they left Kerry’s. It was getting late in the evening, but they were having a blast, and Andre felt eternally grateful for what Kerry had done, and that was when the name hit him.

		

		Grace.

		

		“Got our drinks,” Kerry said as she came outside a few minutes later, looking endlessly beautiful, her red hair bouncing on her shoulders as she walked toward Andre. “Have you come up with a name?” Kerry asked as she sat at the table.

		

		“I have.”

		

		Kerry squealed. “Tell me! What is it?”

		

		“Guess.”

		

		“How am I supposed to guess? There are millions of names in the world. Maybe even billions!”

		

		Andre chuckled. “You’re right. You could be guessing all night.”

		

		“So, what is it?”

		

		“Grace,” he said.

		

		“Grace?”

		

		Andre nodded. “What do you think? Do you hate it?”

		

		Kerry shook her head and scooted forward in her chair, reaching over to place a hand on Andre’s thigh. “I love the name Grace for you. It’s as beautiful as you are.”

		

		Andre placed his hand over Kerry’s as he gazed back at her, amazed and delighted that his dreams had come true, but even more than that, he was happy to have Kerry by his side, and the only thing he could think to do was lean forward and kiss her.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		Andre was wearing a cute pair of pink lace panties, but that was the only thing feminine that he was wearing tonight. He had on a pair of loose slacks to avoid any panty lines, desperately wishing he could wear a pair of pumps instead of boring loafers, but Kerry’s grandfather was expecting to meet a gentleman, or he would cancel their wedding, which was somehow only a month away.

		

		“Are you nervous?” Kerry asked as she adjusted Andre’s collar, staring at him through the bedroom mirror. They were at Kerry’s parents’ house, hiding away in Kerry’s childhood bedroom, which had been stripped of her childhood objects, except for the books she used to keep and one lone doll perched on a shelf.

		

		“A little. I’ll feel better once it’s over.”

		

		“You and everyone else.”

		

		“Are you nervous?” Andre asked Kerry.

		

		“Yeah.”

		

		Before either could say anything else, they heard a commotion downstairs, and Andre knew that Kerry’s grandfather had arrived by the look in her eyes. He was trembling with nerves, but what was the worst that could happen? He had on his belt extra tight and was ready to meet the man who had to bless this marriage.

		

		“Let’s do this,” Andre said and pulled on his suit jacket.

		

		“After you,” Kerry said and motioned toward the door.

		

		Andre took a deep breath before stepping forward, Kerry following closely behind him. Her parents were standing at the bottom of the steps. Frances waved for them to hurry before Grandpa Henry walked through the door, so they rushed down the steps to stand by Kerry’s parents.

		

		“Don’t be nervous. Everything will be fine,” Frances said through a smile.

		

		The look on her face filled Andre with nerves, but he tried to stay as calm as he could, the door slowly opening a few minutes later. Frances rushed forward when an older man wearing a sharp suit stepped inside.

		

		“Daddy!” Frances screamed and threw her arms around Henry. “How are you?”

		

		“I’m dandy, girl. Give your old man some room to breathe!”

		

		Frances excused herself and stepped away from Henry, smoothing out her skirt. Kerry stepped forward next to give Henry a hug and kiss on the cheek. He patted her back before she slowly stepped away. Rick gave Henry a handshake, and then it was Andre’s turn to step forward, yet he felt like a slab of stone.

		

		“Don’t leave me hanging here, son! I don’t bite,” Henry said in a playful voice. “Unless you hurt my granddaughter that is.”

		

		Everyone laughed along with Henry, but the comment only made Andre feel more paralyzed, helpless in the situation. What if he hurt Kerry? What if something went wrong along the way? Was this man going to make him pay? Would he use his connections to destroy him?

		

		“Seriously! My hand is hurting here!” Henry said as he held his hand in the air.

		

		Kerry pushed on Andre’s shoulder, snapping him out of his daze. He apologized and stuck out his hand to shake Henry’s, gripping it tight but not too tight. Andre looked into Henry’s eyes, and he didn’t seem like an evil man. Andre relaxed a touch as he took a step back, seeing Henry in a new light.

		

		“No need to be nervous, Andre. I’m just like everyone else, except I got a bunch of money!” Henry said and laughed loudly. Everyone joined him, but they sounded a bit uneasy. “Anyway, gotta make sure that my grandbaby isn’t marrying one of those hoodlums I’ve seen her running around with, but you certainly don’t look like one of those types.”

		

		“Grandpa!” Kerry protested.

		

		“Oh, please, Kerry. Save it. Everyone knows that you’ve run around with plenty of bad-boy types. Your poor mother was telling me how one of them robbed this house! Please don’t tell me you think that’s acceptable behavior, baby girl,” Henry said as he rubbed Kerry’s cheeks and stared into her eyes.

		

		Kerry growled and looked away from Henry. She couldn’t protest. She couldn’t deny her grandfather’s accusations about her past, but Kerry wanted to turn a new page. She wanted a new beginning with Andre, so she stepped toward him and hooked her arm with his, hoping that he could forgive her for what she’d done before they got to know each other.

		

		Andre glanced at Kerry and smiled at her, not even the slightest bit upset about her past. They had a bright future ahead. Kerry didn’t care that Andre was wearing a pair of pink lace panties beneath his slacks, and she accepted him for being Grace.

		

		Andre hoped to be her muse. Her inspiration. He wanted to love her and show her that she was worth more than whatever money Henry might leave her. Worth more than all the money in the world. Andre knew they were meant for each other when he walked down the street wearing a blue dress with her by his side and would spend his life proving to her that this fake relationship was always meant to be real.

		

		“All right, lovebirds! Wait until after you say your vows to consummate! Don’t do it here in the foyer!” Henry hollered playfully and waved his arms. “Where’s the whiskey, Frances? I need a drink.”

		

		“Ice?”

		

		“Yes, please. Soda on the side.”

		

		Frances nodded and ran out of the room to fix her father a drink while everyone else headed to the table at Frances’s command. Dorothy helped Frances set the table, and then everyone ate, talked, and laughed. They retired to the sitting room once they’d finished with dessert, and it wasn’t nearly as stressful as Andre would have thought.

		

		“Are you two ready for the wedding?” Henry asked toward the end of the night. “We’ve already put a deposit down at the golf course. You spoke with caterers too, didn’t you, Frances?”

		

		“Yes, daddy. They’re waiting for confirmation, but I’ve already planned the entire event if it’s to happen.”

		

		“Well, lovebirds, what do you say? Can you commit to a life together before I leave this Earth? I don’t have long.”

		

		“Grandpa! Don’t talk like that.”

		

		“Kerry, everyone in this room knows that I’m dying. No use pretending I’m not. So, what will it be? You gonna let me see my favorite granddaughter get married before I die or not?” Henry asked Kerry.

		

		Kerry glanced at Andre, and they both knew the answer the second they looked at each other. Frances watched them with folded lips and squeezed fists, hoping more than anything that they’d kiss, and they did, which said it all.

		

		“Guess it’s happening,” Henry said with a laugh and threw back the rest of his whiskey. “Frances, darling, could you get me a refill?”

		

		“Yes, daddy. Coming right up,” Frances said and grabbed the empty glass from Henry as she watched Andre and Kerry staring at each other.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		The wedding went off without a hitch. Everyone cried, ate, drank, and danced. They got a million pictures of Andre and Kerry dancing together, slicing their oversized cake, and kissing. Lot of kisses, but none of it compared to the honeymoon they had prepared. They raced away from the reception in a cab to a fancy hotel by the airport and had tickets to fly to Italy in the morning.

		

		“Your grandpa really spoiled us,” Andre said as he popped open the bottle of champagne that’d been left in the room for them.

		

		Kerry stepped forward and placed her hands on Andre’s chest, staring into his eyes as she let her hands slowly slide south. He’d worn a white lacy thong under his suit, and Kerry simply needed to see it. His dick always looked so big when he was wearing a thong, and now that they were married, well, Kerry wanted to make things official.

		

		“Grace,” Kerry said, using Andre’s femme name. “Let’s stop pretending this is a fake marriage.”

		

		Andre was silent for a long second. “Wait, are you being serious?”

		

		“Yes, so serious. I was hoping we could take things to the next level since we’ll be stuck together for the foreseeable future, but honestly, I like you. I like you a lot.”

		

		“I like you too, Kerry. I love you.”

		

		Kerry sighed a breath of relief. “I love you right back.”

		

		“Good,” Andre said as he held the side of Kerry's face, his fingers pushing lightly into the ends of her fiery red hair. He closed his eyes to gently kiss his wife’s lips.

		

		“Grace,” Kerry said softly when their lips parted.

		

		“What is it, beautiful?”

		

		“I got you a present to wear tonight.”

		

		“You did?” asked Andre.

		

		Kerry nodded and went over to her suitcase to fish out the white lace corset and white stockings with lace trim that she’d gotten Andre to make him feel like a bride on his wedding night. She walked over to Andre with the lingerie in her hands.

		

		“Put these on while I get the heels.”

		

		“You got heels too?”

		

		“Yes, so you could feel just as beautiful as I did tonight.”

		

		“I’ve never seen anyone look more stunning than you tonight in your wedding dress. I’ll never forget how amazing you looked walking down the aisle toward me.”

		

		“Why don’t you get dressed so I can say the same about you?”

		

		Andre smirked and slowly unbuttoned his shirt and slacks, stripping down until he was wearing nothing other than the white lace thong, his cock already rock hard and leaking against the fabric. Kerry stepped forward and pressed her hand against Andre’s bulge, unable to resist the urge to touch him. Andre gasped loudly as she rubbed the outline of his cock, making it grow harder and harder beneath her hand.

		

		“I want you inside of me.”

		

		“I want to be inside of you,” Andre said in a breath.

		

		“Not before you put on the corset and stockings.”

		

		Andre nodded quickly as Kerry took a step away from him and released his dick. She watched as he slowly pulled the stockings up his legs, his cock shifting a little with each of his movements, screaming Kerry’s name, but she waited patiently.

		

		“Can you help me with the corset?”

		

		Kerry nodded and walked over to Grace and stepped behind her to tie the corset in place, making sure that it was tight around her girl’s body before reaching around Grace’s waist to brush the outline of her dick, her pussy wetter than ever with desire for this femboy who’d been dropped into her life.

		

		“How do the stockings feel, Grace?”

		

		“Incredible,” she said in a tense breath as Kerry played with her cock through the thong. “I feel just like a blushing bride.”

		

		“Me too,” Kerry said as she slowly pushed the white dress she’d changed into for the reception over her shoulders, letting it to pool around her ankles on the floor. She wasn’t a virgin, but this would be the first time they made love as a couple, and she wanted it to be an experience they would never forget, but how could they after the wedding they’d just had?

		

		Kerry stepped around Grace to look into her eyes before giving her a gentle kiss on the lips. She wasn’t wearing makeup and her hair wasn’t styled, but Kerry knew she’d married a man with a woman within him, and she was happy with that. She stared into Grace’s eyes for a moment after their kiss before slowly falling to her knees in front of Grace.

		

		She pulled down Grace’s thong and wrapped her hand around the base of her dick, loving how her stockings looked on Grace’s thick legs. She cupped Grace’s balls and stuck out her tongue to lick them. They were so smooth and soft, and Grace would never tire of getting them a little wet with her mouth.

		

		“You want me to suck your girly cock, Grace?” Kerry asked as she looked up at her woman through hooded eyes.

		

		“Please,” Grace said in a breath.

		

		Kerry moaned deeply as she opened her mouth and slowly closed her lips around Grace’s thick shaft, moving her painted lips further and further down Grace’s length as she reached between her thighs to touch herself. Kerry moaned even more loudly on Grace’s cock as it pushed against the back of her throat, her own nectar coating her fingers with its sweetness.

		

		Grace stared down at Kerry and pushed her fingers into her wife’s red hair, loving how she was staring up at her like she couldn’t get enough of her girly dick, and Grace would never stop giving it to her. She would feed her this dick whenever she wanted it, night or day. Grace owed Kerry so much and would never stop repaying her with love.

		

		“Stop touching yourself and use my dick.”

		

		Kerry gasped as she pulled off Grace’s cock, wet and shiny from her blowjob. Grace took Kerry’s hand and led her over to the bed. They lay on it together, but Kerry needed to ride Grace’s cock. She was so close and wanted to use Grace to hit her spot, so she straddled her hips and jutted her hands out behind her.

		

		“I’m so wet for you, Grace.”

		

		Grace reached between Kerry’s thighs and moaned deeply when she felt Kerry’s hot pussy against her hand, wet and open for her, ready for her dick. She took her wet hand and rubbed it up and down her shaft, holding her base for Kerry to use. They needed each other.

		

		“I need this dick,” Kerry said as she lifted her hips.

		

		“Use my dick, baby.”

		

		Kerry gasped as she sank her pussy lips down Grace’s cock. She stared at the ceiling. Her vision was already blurry from the pleasure of Grace’s cock stuffing her. She held still as she adjusted to Grace being inside her, and then she moved her hands to Grace’s thighs as she slowly moved her hips, her fingers brushing against the soft fabric of the stockings.

		

		“That feels so good, Kerry! Yes!”

		

		“Play with me, Grace! Please!”

		

		Grace moved her hands to Kerry’s breasts and squeezed them as she stared up at her wife’s endless beauty. She gasped and moaned as Grace played with her hard nipples, slowly moving her hands down the curves of her midsection until she had one hand on her clit. Kerry’s pussy felt so fucking good Grace could cum at any second, but she was holding on for dear life, trying to give her woman as much pleasure as possible.

		

		“This is your dick to use, baby!”

		

		Kerry gasped and moaned as Grace played with her clit. She adjusted her hips to the perfect position until Grace’s cock was hitting her G-spot over and over and over again, and it was so fucking intense, but it felt too damn good to stop.

		

		“Right there! Fuck!”

		

		Grace hollered as Kerry’s pussy clenched around her dick. Grace tried to pull out as Kerry kept squeezing her pussy walls, but her wife was off in another world, creaming all over her dick, so Grace closed her eyes and gasped and let her cum fill Kerry’s tight pussy.

		

		Kerry cursed and collapsed against Grace a few moments later, Grace’s cock sliding out of her creamy pussy. Kerry rested her head against the white lace corset. She pushed her hand into Grace’s thick brown hair as she relaxed a little more, and even though they were a sticky mess, she didn’t want to move. Not for a second.

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		One Year Later

		

		Grandpa Henry died only a month after the wedding, but he died a happy man. Kerry still didn’t love that he’d forced marriage on her to get an inheritance, but she was over the moon that her fake marriage had led to a love realer than any she ever could have imagined. Andre was her life. Her soul. Kerry had started her own fashion line in the past year, but somehow, not even that could compare to what she felt when she was with Andre.

		

		“How do I look?”

		

		Kerry turned around to find Grace, completely feminized with her long brown wig of loose curls and her breast forms beneath a dazzling red dress that had a long slit up the left leg. She was wearing jewelry studded with diamonds and looked like a million dollars.

		

		“Luminous,” Kerry said and stood from the dining table at the loft that they shared. It was downtown, and they had tickets for the opera tonight. Kerry was wearing a strapless black dress that stopped at the knees with a pair of black pumps and a collection of eclectic jewelry. “What about me?”

		

		“You always look stunning,” Grace said and held out her hand for Kerry. Grace pulled her from the seat, wrapping her arms around her to give her wife a tight hug. “With or without clothes.”

		

		Kerry giggled. “Likewise.” They only had time for a quick kiss before Kerry’s phone buzzed to let them know that the taxi was downstairs waiting. “We’ll have time for kisses later.”

		

		“Plus a whole lot more,” said Grace.

		

		They grabbed their purses and rushed out the door to get downstairs to the taxi. Grace used to be so nervous to go out in public as a woman, but now it was like second nature. She didn’t think much about it at all, especially when Kerry was by her side.

		

	
		FIND ME ON PATREON

		

		Thank you for reading Married for the Money! If you enjoyed it, please consider subscribing to my Patreon page where you will discover exclusive crossdressing and feminization stories that you won’t find anywhere else. These Patreon-exclusive stories have audios as well for you to sit back, listen, and enjoy! Of course, you can just read the stories too! You’ll also get downloadable copies of the books and their audios.

		

		In addition to the Patreon-exclusive stories, I’ll give away some free books that have been previously published along with a bunch of other goodies. The more my page grows, the more subscribers will receive. If you’re willing to contribute to my Patreon, I’ll do my best to make it worth your money. Everything listed above is available for one low price! Your support would mean a lot and help tremendously with the sustainability of my writing endeavors!

		

		
			Clover Cox Patreon Page
		

		

		Stories you’ll find on my Patreon include:

		

		Casual Encounter

		

		Lost Boy

		

		Panty Thief

		

		Auctioned

		

		Wallflower

		

		plus many more…

		

	
		STAY CONNECTED

		

		Thank you again for reading Married for the Money. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find other sweet and steamy reads and everything else you need to know. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they happen. Find new books of mine for free before they are released on Booksprout in exchange for a review.

		

		I cherish you for reading ♥
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	OEBPS/cover.jpg
o2 MONEY

CLOVER COX





