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NEVER TOO LATE

Crossdressing Guy Gets Second Chance with Ex-Girlfriend

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Randy cursed under his breath when Erma Mei walked through the door. He hadn’t seen her since they were twenty-five. They’d both just graduated from college and were working in downtown Chicago, enjoying their best lives. They dated for over a year, and it was easily one of the best years of Randy’s life, but it all fell apart when he confessed his secret desires to Erma.

Randy was an average guy at five feet and nine inches. He’d studied business in college and had a job in supply-chain management. He listened to music and read books. He also enjoyed cooking with the television playing in the background. Randy didn’t steal. He didn’t do drugs. He tried to live his best life, but there was something about him that women couldn’t seem to accept.

He enjoyed dabbling in the treasures of femininity.

Every girlfriend he’d had over the years left him when they found out that he kept makeup and lingerie at the back of his closet. Whether women discovered his secret goodies and thought he was cheating or if he told them about his desires himself, they always seemed to do the same thing.

Leave.

Randy hated that he couldn’t find a woman who accepted his feminine desires, but he’d learned to live in solitude after a string of disappointing breakups. There was one woman who broke his heart more than the others, though, and that was Erma.

Erma was the light of Randy’s life back when they were in their twenties. They used to have the most incredible times together. They would soak up the sun at one of the many beaches in Chicago, visit the symphony orchestra, or stay out far too late at bars. Erma was also an amazing trivia partner, knowledgeable about many different subjects.

Randy hadn’t seen her since that day when she broke his heart all those years ago. He used to replay that moment in his head over and over. It stayed in the back of his mind for years until a few more embarrassing life events happened, allowing him to forget how everything had fallen apart with the girl of his dreams.

She was the first girl Randy ever told about his feminine desires, and he was certain that she would be okay with it when he told her. The most depressing part of the entire situation was how poorly Randy had read Erma. She was so outspoken about human rights and how people should be allowed to be themselves, but when it came down to it, she was like all the other women Randy had encountered.

Dejecting.

Hollow.

Selfish.

Randy turned in his chair, about to make his exit, but that was when Erma saw him from across the room. She had just taken a seat, her eyes lighting up when she saw Randy sitting across from her. She smiled and waved, but her smile quickly fell to a frown as she remembered how badly things had ended between them.

Randy waved back since he was a kind man, but he really didn’t want to be there in the same room as her. They were at a book club, one Randy had been frequenting for the past few months, so the last person he was expecting to see was his ex-girlfriend. She’d never gone to a book club meeting before, but there was a first time for everything.

Erma folded her lips as memories flooded her mind. When she thought of Randy, only positive thoughts came to mind. He was one of the few ex-boyfriends that she actually missed, so when she fully remembered why their courtship had ended, a pang of guilt struck her heart. Erma couldn’t believe she’d given up the beautiful relationship they had over some lingerie. In retrospect, leaving Randy over something so trivial was not only a mistake but also a betrayal of her beliefs.

Randy couldn’t hear the remorseful thoughts going through Erma’s head. He wasn’t even looking at her after they’d waved. He only wanted to disappear, so he excused himself to head to the bathroom just as the meeting’s host sat in their chair.

Erma watched as Randy left the circle of chairs, hoping that he would return. There was so much she wanted to say to him now that she’d seen him, and the first thing she wanted to do was apologize for how she’d acted when they were young, even though she had a feeling Randy wouldn’t return, and she was right.

Randy went to the bathroom to splash water onto his face. He told himself that he couldn’t leave to avoid Erma. That would be immature, and at forty-seven, he tried to avoid immaturity, but it was possible to feel like a boy even at his age. Randy couldn’t remember the last time he had a racing heart from being in the presence of a girl, but if there was anyone who could do that to him, it was Erma.

Sweet, beautiful Erma.

Why did she have to show up? Randy hated it when he ran into ex-girlfriends that knew his secret, but it hurt worse seeing Erma. She was the one who was supposed to accept him. She was the one who was supposed to make him feel safe and secure, yet she’d stomped on his heart when it mattered most.

Erma was heartbroken when Randy didn’t return, but she didn’t blame him for leaving. As much as she wanted to speak to Randy, she didn’t know if she would find the right words to say. How was she supposed to apologize to a man for something she did two decades ago?
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Erma left the book club meeting with a heavy heart. As much as she hoped her feelings of regret and disappointment would disappear, she was still thinking about Randy days later. Erma had even found his online profiles, debating whether she should send a message.

If she weren’t currently dating a man, she would have sent Randy a message the moment she left the book club, but she was afraid that she would break Randy’s heart all over again. Not that she wanted to stay with her current boyfriend forever, but she wouldn’t deny the fact that she had one.

Bobby Marks, her boyfriend, was a successful artist with a large following in the Chicago area. When they first met a few years ago, Erma fell for him hard, but she’d since seen how arrogant and condescending he was. If it weren’t for all the amazing parties that she got to attend with him, she probably would have broken things off already, but there were few things Erma loved more than free champagne.

Was Randy one of them?

The more time that passed since seeing Randy at the book club, the more memories came back to Erma. How he would stare at her from across the room when the orchestra was practicing. Erma and Randy had both studied music in college. Erma was a major. Randy a minor. They didn’t start talking romantically until near the end of their senior year, but Randy used to watch Erma from across the room.

She always pretended not to notice his eyes on her, but she did. He was the handsome kid with tan skin and shaggy hair who hung out with the cool kids and played the upright bass. Erma used to hope that he would talk to her, even though he never did.

They didn’t start talking until some of their mutual friends told them that they should at a party their senior year. Erma could still remember how awkward Randy was the first time they talked, constantly touching his hair and face. His cheeks even got a little red. Erma thought she would have been the nervous one, but she was the one putting him at ease.

The memory brought a smile to her face just as Bobby walked into her house. She didn’t have her phone in her hands or a book or anything. She was simply staring off into space thinking about the man that got away. The one she threw away over some lingerie.

What a mistake.

Where could they be now had she not done that? Kids? A cute house in the city? One in the suburbs? Erma hated thinking about how she dumped the man who she was meant to love. Part of her wanted to run away from Bobby and find Randy, but that would be more than a touch irrational.

“Why are you smiling?” asked Bobby.

“Nothing,” Erma said and waved her hand in the air to dismiss Bobby’s question. “How was the studio?”

Bobby glanced down at his painting clothes, which were covered in fresh splatters. His studio was a few miles from where she lived. His house was north of the city, but they spent most of their time at Erma’s since it was closer to his studio and the restaurants where they liked to eat. Erma still hadn’t figured out why she gave Bobby a key when he hadn’t given her a key to his place.

“It went well. I’m about finished with another piece. Hopefully.”

“Yeah, you always say that, and then you find something that you want to change.”

“That’s the plight of being an artist. What can I say?”

“Nothing,” Erma said with a grin.

“I’m going to hit the showers. Should we go to dinner afterwards?” asked Bobby.

“Yeah. How does the new Indian restaurant sound?”

“Perfect,” Bobby said and walked over to the couch where Erma was sitting to bend down and give her a kiss.

Erma didn’t know what it was, but there was a weird taste on Bobby’s lips. It was slightly tangy, and the taste of it made Erma’s stomach turn. Had he eaten something exotic for lunch? Erma frowned when he walked past her and went to the bathroom. It wasn’t the first time he’d come home with a funky taste on his lips.

The shower ran in the background as Erma opened her computer and went to Randy’s social media profiles. He lived a simple life. There weren’t many pictures of him. A few social events where someone else had clearly snapped the photo, but he’d kept up well, and he still had that same charming smile that Erma had loved so much.

Where had she gone wrong?

Bobby was charismatic and outgoing and had plenty of friends, but sometimes Erma didn’t know if she could trust him. She was at the doctor every three months minimum getting checked to make sure she hadn’t caught anything during their lovemaking.

She hadn’t found any concrete proof that Bobby was cheating, but sometimes she had this sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, much like she had now. What did Bobby do during his days at the studio? Was he always painting? Or was he fucking one of the many girls who fawned over his artwork?

Bobby stepped out of the shower a few minutes later with a towel wrapped around his waist. He smiled at Erma like nothing was wrong in the world before stepping into her bedroom to change. He had a drawer at her place, but did she have one at his?

Nope.

Erma fumed as she sat there debating all the possibilities. She and Bobby didn’t spend a lot of their time together. He worked in the morning. Most of her work was done in the afternoons and evenings. She almost never had practice early in the morning, which was when Bobby liked to paint most. He often said that he was useless after four in the afternoon.

Bobby stepped out of the bedroom wearing a button-up shirt and jeans. He smelled like a fresh spritz of cologne, which normally got Erma excited, but she didn’t usually have Randy on the mind. She wasn’t normally thinking about the past she lost. The one that could have been her destiny.

“Is everything okay?” Bobby asked when he stepped into the living room. It would take a stone not to see that Erma was fuming.

“I don’t know. Is it?”

Bobby groaned. “This again? What’s with your attitude, Erma? Can’t you just be happy? You’re a violinist in one of the world’s best orchestras!”

“Life isn’t all about work, Bobby.”

Bobby shrugged and went to the kitchen for a glass of water while Erma watched him with daggers in her eyes. Bobby was whistling, every note of his made-up song grating on Erma’s nerves. She wanted to go over there and scratch his eyes out. She wanted to yell at him that he was cheating.

For real, though, what in the world was that smell on his lips? Was he eating some twenty-year-old pussy? Was he trying to live a double life?

“Why don’t you give me a key to your place?”

Bobby sighed and shook his head. He leaned against the kitchen counter and slowly turned his body toward Erma. “We’ve talked about this. What point is there in me giving you a key if we spend most of our time here?”

“What if I want to spend more time at your house? Why shouldn’t we? I’m tired of always being here.”

Bobby narrowed his eyes at Erma, but she didn’t look away from him. She wasn’t going to back down. Not now. She needed a reason to stay in this relationship. She needed to know that she could trust Bobby and that he wasn’t out eating pussy or ass or whatever the fuck made his lips taste that funky.

“You’re not getting a key to my place, Erma. I’m sorry.”

Was he kidding? Erma’s blood boiled, but she was old enough to keep her emotions in check. She swallowed a breath as she slowly set her laptop on the coffee table, gently closing its lid. She got to her feet and walked over to Bobby.

“Why not, Bobby?” Erma asked and crossed her arms over her chest. “Why won’t you give me a key?”

“Because,” he said.

“Would you like to elaborate? Are you hiding something at your house? Are there things you wouldn’t like me to find if I’m alone there?”

“Let’s go to dinner, Erma. Why are you making a big deal out of something so trivial?”

“It’s not trivial, Bobby! You’re supposed to be my boyfriend, and I’m pretty certain that you’re keeping secrets! Plus, you have a key to my place, so why shouldn’t I have a key to yours?”

“I don’t need this,” Bobby said and drank the rest of the water from the glass he was holding. He set it onto the counter with a heavy hand, which made Erma curse at him. She paid a lot for that countertop, and he’d better respect it!

“You don’t need this? I don’t need this, Bobby! Would you care to explain why your lips smelled like pussy when you got here?”

“What are you talking about? You’re crazy!” Bobby said in the most unconvincing voice ever. Erma had only been accusing him of something to see how he would react, but his tone told the truth. He was cheating! He was seeing those fangirl skanks behind Erma’s back.

“I can’t believe you, Bobby! Who was it?”

“Nobody. You’re delusional,” Bobby said with a straight face as he stared into Erma’s eyes. He’d recovered from the moment of dishonesty, ready to lie his life away, like he did every other day of the week. Erma knew she should have trusted her gut the first time.

“Do not call me delusional, Bobby! I’m not one of those groupie bitches that follows you around like a puppy dog! Give me my key and get the fuck out of my house!”

Bobby gestured his hands and hollered at Erma that she was crazy, but she was done. She would rather be alone than with a man who was cheating on her. She stood there with her arms crossed as she waited for Bobby to pull out his keys and give her what she wanted.

“Have you finished?” Erma asked when Bobby stopped to catch his breath. “Give me my key and leave, please. I have nothing left to say to you.”

“Come on, Erma. It doesn’t have to be like this.”

“Oh, yes, it does.”

Bobby cursed as he reached into his pocket to get his keys. He said profanities under his breath as he moved Erma’s key off the ring, and then he tossed it at her like a little boy throwing a tantrum.

“Get out, Bobby.”

“Whatever,” he said. “I never loved you, anyway.”

“Bye,” Erma said as she tried to hold back the tears while Bobby took his sweet ass time getting out of her apartment.

Erma wasn’t even sad to see Bobby leave. She was sad that she’d wasted so much time in her life. She’d spent the last few years dating Bobby, but how many of those years was he cheating? Had he been cheating the entire time? Erma didn’t even want to think about the answer since she was positive that she already knew what it was.

Bobby slammed the door when he left her apartment. Erma ran over to the door to lock the deadbolt and put the chain into place. She turned and rested her back against the door as a tear slid down her cheek, but she refused to cry more than that. She hollered at herself in her head to get it together. Bobby didn’t deserve her tears.

In a moment of haste, Erma went over and opened her computer, feeling an injection of love into her heart when she saw the picture of Randy on her screen. He was just as handsome as always, and unfortunately, she could imagine why he was still single.

Erma sent him a message to ask if he wanted to get together for coffee. She wouldn’t be upset if he denied her request, but the least she could do was apologize to him for how things ended. In retrospect, an honest man who wore women’s clothing was a million times better than an egotistical man who cheated.
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Randy thought about ignoring Erma’s message, but that would be immature, and he needed to make up for slipping out of the book club meeting. He still felt wrong for doing that. He could have discussed literature with the group and stayed after to talk to Erma and see how she was doing. At the end of the day, he still cared about her as a person.

Instead of ignoring Erma and blocking her account, Randy returned a message. He told her that he would love to meet her for a cup of coffee. Randy didn’t know how honest that was to say, but he didn’t want to be a bad guy.

Randy stood in front of his mirror at home. He was wearing a pair of jeans with a plaid button-up shirt. He would normally wear a thong beneath his jeans, but he’d gone with a pair of briefs today. They were the closest thing he could get to panties in the men’s section, but they still felt off.

Randy shook off the unpleasant feeling from wearing briefs instead of panties and went to grab his keys and wallet. He didn’t live too far from the café where Erma wanted to meet, but now that the time had come, he was getting rather nervous. He wondered what would happen.

Would they be able to pick up where they left off, or would it be the most awkward lunch in the history of the world? Randy wished he would have canceled as he stood in his living room looking out the window. He glanced over his shoulder at his bedroom door, where all of his womanly treasures were housed.

He often wondered if being perpetually single was worth dressing up as a girl, but those doubts washed away every time he pulled a dress over his head or put on a wig. There was nothing he loved more than sitting around the house in a dress and heels. He would even chat online with likeminded individuals sometimes, but no matter what, there was a part of him that longed for companionship.

Randy would love to have a woman in his life, but could he settle for someone who didn’t fully accept him for who he was? Could he ignore the womanly desires that coursed through him like the air he breathed? Most people didn’t understand, but dressing up as a girl was something that came to him naturally.

He didn’t fully explore his desires until he was in college and living on his own, but Randy had always known. He used to steal his mother’s makeup and play with it when he was a boy until his parents found out and lost their shit. That night when his parents discovered the truth was one Randy would rather forget, but he could still remember that warm, fuzzy feeling he got when he looked at himself with lipstick on his lips and blush on his cheeks.

He used to watch his mother so carefully. How she would apply makeup or brush her hair, always wishing that he could have long hair like her without being ridiculed. He was always a little jealous when she would get dressed up in a skin-tight pencil skirt and a cute blouse with kitten heels, which was the outfit she often wore to her job as a secretary.

Randy had an outfit just like it in his closet, but he had yet to wear any of them in public. He was too afraid of what others thought after everything he’d been through. The teasing and humiliation he witnessed toward the men who were brave enough to express their femininity in public also kept him at bay.

Would Randy die without making his dreams come true?

It was a fear he had, and now that he was pushing fifty, it was a fear that would probably become reality. Randy hated to think like that, but every time he got dressed up and tried to leave, he froze. He would put his hand on the doorknob, and that was it.

He couldn’t leave the comfort of his apartment.

It was impossible.

No matter how many times Randy tried, he had yet to step outside of his door with makeup on or women’s clothing. The young guys who were now walking around wearing makeup and heels and purses were such an inspiration, but what would they think of a middle-aged man doing the same?

Randy hated himself for all the fear he felt, but he didn’t know how to manage it, and he sensed judgement from the two therapists with whom he tried to talk about his situation. They hadn’t said anything outright, but nonverbal communication was powerful enough for Randy to know what they thought.

They didn’t have to say the words.

Going out with thongs and panties on beneath his jeans was the most that Randy could do. He was proud that he could do at least that, but he wanted the world to see the woman within him. He wanted them to see all the work he’d done over the years. He might have been middle-aged, but Randy could doll up his face and body until he was a fairly convincing woman.

Randy shook away the thoughts. He was getting ahead of himself. He hadn’t even seen Erma. She probably had a boyfriend. She probably just wanted to catch up and hear how Randy was doing. Randy wanted the same, even though he knew a lot about Erma. He felt a bit stalkerish, but he’d kept tabs on her over the years. He’d even gone to see her play in the orchestra since she would never notice him in the shadows of the audience.

Randy had never gotten over her completely, but it was worth swallowing his doubts and worries to see her across the table. To be close enough to her to catch whiffs of her perfume. Randy stepped out of his apartment and left before he lost his nerve and called Erma to cancel the lunch.
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Erma arrived at the restaurant first. She requested a table in the corner by the window. It was a lovely two-person table with a vase of flowers next to a small wooden bowl of sugar packets. Erma crossed her legs and pulled out her phone to check the news, feeling much more nervous than she had when she sent the message.

Randy stepped into the building a few minutes later. He had a bit of a beard, which was salt-and-pepper in color, but he still looked as handsome as ever. His hair was still thick with strands of gray peppered throughout it.

Not that Erma could talk. Her hair had turned gray years ago, but she liked the color. She dyed it once in her early forties, but she despised the upkeep, so she let the natural color grow in and told herself that it was what it was. Plenty of women had gray hair.

“Over here,” Erma called after Randy looked around for a few seconds.

Randy smiled when his eyes met Erma’s. They were twenty years older than when they dated, but they were attracted to each other as though the years had never passed. Randy rubbed his sweaty palms together as he walked over to Erma.

She stood from the table and opened her arms, giving Randy a big hug. He felt so firm and strong against her body. Nothing like Bobby, who hadn’t visited the gym a day in his life. Randy seemed like he took much better care of himself, and he didn’t have a posse of wannabe artists following him around, ready to kiss the ground where he walked.

“Randy! How are you?” Erma asked as she released Randy and took a step back to look into his eyes. They were as brown and soulful as ever, and they were the same eyes she used to stare into when they were making sweet love.

“I’m doing well. How about you?”

“I can’t complain,” Erma said as she took a seat. “I’ll just throw it out there, but I checked up on you before coming here. You’re working in supply-chain management now? That’s pretty cool!”

Randy laughed and shook his head. “Cool? It’s hardly that, but it pays the bills.”

“Probably more than they’re paying me at the orchestra.”

Erma wasn’t wrong, but playing in the orchestra was a dream. It’d been her dream for as long as Randy knew her.

“You must feel proud that you’ve made your dreams come true,” he said.

Erma nodded. “I can’t complain. It’s an incredible job, but I always worry that I’m one broken finger away from losing it. There are only like a million people waiting to take my place.”

“That’s true. It’s a cutthroat industry.”

“Tell me about it,” Erma said with a sigh. “What about you? How is the supply-chain life treating you?”

“I get things from around the country to Chicago or from here to around the world. I’ve worked at a few different companies in the city, but I’m liking the place where I am now. We mostly deal with domestic production, so it’s much simpler, and I don’t have to travel to China anymore.”

“You had to go to China?” asked Erma. “Why didn’t you take me with you? I could have been your interpreter.”

“I certainly thought about you every time I was there,” Randy said with a bright smile.

Erma was from a Chinese family, but her parents had moved to the United States before she was born. They raised her speaking Chinese and sent her to Mandarin classes all throughout her childhood, and they went to China every other summer to visit Erma’s grandparents until they died, which unfortunately happened when she was in her late twenties.

“Did you really?”

“How could I not? You used to cook me the most delicious Chinese food when we were dating,” he said. “I miss those shrimp and pork dumplings that you used to make.”

“Those were one of the first things my mother taught me how to cook,” Erma said, recalling the memories of being in the kitchen with her mother as a child. Erma tried to cook as much as she could, which wasn’t nearly as often as she’d like, but Erma had to spend a lot of time practicing, and cooking was the last thing she wanted to do after six hours of playing the violin.

The server came over to take their order. They both got ice water and salads and planned on getting coffee for dessert. They agreed that coffee and salad weren’t the best combination.

“So, do you still play the double bass?”

Randy sighed. “I wish, but I haven’t touched a bass since my twenties.”

“What? You’re kidding!”

“Unfortunately not.”

“I guess you don’t have time for music when you’re moving products around the country.”

Randy chuckled. “Something like that. I still listen to all kinds of music, but I always feel a little warm when I put on classical music. It takes me back to the concerts we put on while we were in college.”

“Have you been to see me play?” Erma asked with a smirk, like she already knew the answer.

“Would you call me a stalker if I say yes?” asked Randy.

“No, of course not! The symphony is for everyone.”

“Then, yes. I have been to see you play. You always have the most majestic look on your face when you’re holding a violin, like the entire world disappears except for the music. I used to—. Shit, let me shut up.”

“No! Keep going. What were you going to say?”

Randy shook his head as a streak of blush flashed across his cheeks. Even though they were twenty years older, Erma looked as beautiful as ever. All those days they spent in practice together came rushing back to him.

“I used to stare at you playing. You had an intensity that none of us could match. Watching you was like seeing art come to life.”

“Stop it, Randy!” Erma couldn’t contain the smile that spread across her face.

“You still have that intensity. I see it every time I go to the symphony.”

“How many times have you been?” Erma asked in a breath. It’d been a long time since she felt her body heat up from conversing with a man, but damn, Randy really had her engines going. She couldn’t believe that he’d been to see her, and more than once? That was more than Bobby. Cheating bastard.

“I go about once a year.”

“Once a year?”

“Yes,” Randy chuckled. “Why do you seem so surprised? I used to play the bass.”

Erma didn’t want to say that none of her boyfriends had been that often, so she shook her head and changed the conversation to the herbs she was growing in her windowsill. Randy didn’t mind the change of pace. He didn’t have herbs growing in his apartment, but he had some plants. He even had pictures of them on his phone, so he pulled them out to show Erma.

“Your energy is electric,” the server said when she dropped off their dishes.

“What?” Erma asked with a laugh.

“We’ve been watching you two from the servers’ station, and my coworkers told me that I should tell you guys how jealous we are of the spark between you two.”

“Oh, wow.” Erma couldn’t hide her surprise. She wasn’t upset that people had been watching them, but she was shocked that others had noticed their energy and thought it was electric. “We’re just old friends catching up after years apart.”

Randy had that stoic look in his eyes as he nodded at the server. She shrugged and told them to ignore her before walking away from the table, but her comment had shaken both Erma and Randy. If others noticed them, was it meant to be? Had they thrown away their destiny twenty-one years ago?

“That was different,” Erma said after the server walked away from the table.

“Yeah, it was. Do you think she was right? You know, about our energy?”

“I think so.” Erma smiled, but her face quickly fell to a frown as the guilt of the past came crashing into her like a fiery ball falling from the sky.

“What’s wrong?” asked Randy.

He was enjoying himself so much that he’d nearly forgotten about the past. They were so young and inexperienced when Erma broke up with him. They were practically each other’s firsts, so he’d learned how to forgive her, especially when every other girlfriend he ever had dumped him too.

Erma wiped her eyes as she struggled to fight back tears. She was so overwhelmed with guilt, and when she thought of what Bobby had just done to her, fuck, it only compounded the feelings of regret and disappointment with herself.

“Erma! Don’t cry!”

“I’m sorry,” she said and sucked in a breath. “I don’t want to cry, but I feel so terrible for how things ended between us.”

“It’s okay,” Randy tried to say, but Erma waved him away.

“No! It’s not okay. What I did was wrong, Randy. We were so happy together, and I ruined it. I gave it all up, and for what? For pride? For fear of what others would think?”

“Trust me,” Randy said and reached out his head to grab Erma’s from the air. He gently lowered it to the table and held her hand until she looked him in the eyes. “Erma, please, trust me. You don’t have to feel guilty.”

She shook her head, still fighting back tears.

“Erma, you aren’t the only one.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“You aren’t the only woman who dumped me for that reason.” Randy shrugged. “You were the first, but you weren’t the last.”

Randy tried to laugh off the pain, but he hurt every time he thought about all the rejection he had to endure over the years. The countless broken hearts. None of them hurt as much as when Erma left, but none of them felt good.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Randy. If it makes you feel any better, the guy I was just dating came home smelling like his lips were made of vagina, so that’s over.”

“Shit, Erma. I’m sorry.”

Erma shrugged. “It is what it is. He was a pretentious asshole, anyway. Nothing like you.”

“Thanks?” Randy said and narrowed his eyes.

“I’m serious, Randy. You’re sweet and kind and didn’t even look at other women when we were together. I didn’t know how good I had it until it was over.”

“Same here,” Randy said in a heavy voice. Erma was pulling on his heartstrings. The last thing he expected was for her to want him.

“Long story short, I’m older now, and I’m trying to be better and more understanding and let my actions speak louder than my words. Are you still dabbling in women’s clothing?”

“I have a closet full of stuff,” Randy said with a laugh.

“If you’re willing, I would like another chance to understand.”

“You want to see me get dressed up?”

Erma nodded. “What do you say?”

“How about after lunch? You can come over to my place. Might as well see how you react before we get too excited.”

“That sounds perfect.”

“I’ll start preparing myself for rejection,” Randy said and put a hand over his heart.

Erma told him to be quiet and play tossed her napkin at him, but there was a chance she would tell him that his dressing as a woman was too much to handle. He knew it just as well as she did, but Erma was willing to give their love a second chance.
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Erma and Randy made their way back to his place. They’d both taken public transit to the café, so there were no cars or parking to worry about, which was a weight off Erma’s shoulders. She absolutely hated driving in the city.

“What a cute apartment,” Erma said as they stepped inside.

“Thanks,” said Randy.

“How long have you been living here?”

“I bought the place about six years ago. I can’t believe it’s been that long already.”

“Time flies, doesn’t it?”

“Don’t remind me,” said Randy. “Would you like something to drink?”

“I’d love green tea if you have some.”

“You still drink that after you eat?”

“Pretty much always,” Erma said with a laugh.

“Well, you’re in luck. I have some tea in the cabinet. I’ll fix us a couple cups.”

Erma thanked Randy as she took a seat on his couch. He had a few books and magazines on his coffee table. They were about architecture, food, and music. Erma had spent enough time thinking about music that week, so she picked up the magazine about food and flipped through it, but she couldn’t stop looking over the pages at Randy standing tall in the kitchen.

She felt like she was back in her twenties, waking up after a late night of bar hopping and passionate sex. She could still remember how loudly she used to moan when Randy fucked her or when he ran his tongue over her pussy lips. She squeezed together her thighs as the memories rushed through her mind.

“Seeing any good recipes?” Randy asked and glanced over at Erma.

“Uh, yeah. There are a few,” she said.

Randy smiled to himself. He was also thinking about their past lives together, but what he remembered most was all those times he got to watch Erma while she was sleeping. Those mornings that he would wake up before her and hold her from behind. She would moan gently when he pressed his lips against her neck, slowly waking her up. There was nothing sexier than when her eyes fluttered open. That look she got when she realized that she was still in Randy’s arms was priceless.

“Here you go,” Randy said and passed Erma a mug of green tea on a little plate. “Would you like anything else?”

“This is fine. Thank you,” she said.

“No problem.”

They sat there on the sofa, staring at each other, both remembering different memories from their past, but what they both recalled were happy, upbeat moments. They almost never fought, but even when they argued or disagreed, they found a way to find some consensus without their emotions boiling over into dangerous territory.

“I messed up breaking up with you, didn’t I?”

Randy shrugged. “Water under the bridge.”

“Are you sure? I feel so bad about it,” Erma said and frowned. She set her saucer with the cup of tea on the table and leaned back against the couch. She wanted to cry for having let this gorgeous man go from her life.

“We can’t turn back the clocks even if we wanted to.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“No use beating yourself up about it now, and honestly, I forgave you long ago. Right around the time that the second girlfriend I told about my crossdressing lost her shit. You broke my heart, but I guess I wasn’t expecting you to dump me over the crossdressing, but you were much friendlier than the next girl.”

Randy laughed, but Erma felt even worse than she had a few moments before. She hated herself for breaking such a compassionate man’s heart, but maybe the string of terrible boyfriends she had after Randy was payback from the universe.

“What did she do?”

“She called me terrible names and told some of our mutual friends about my crossdressing, but it’s whatever. I wasn’t the biggest fan of her.”

“Still, you shouldn’t have to deal with that. You’re an amazing guy,” Erma said and placed her hand on Randy’s thigh. His eyes sparkled when he lifted them to look at Erma. She felt her heart flutter in her chest as he stared into her eyes.

“Would you like to see what I look like as a girl?” asked Randy.

“It would be my honor,” said Erma.

“Make yourself comfortable. It’ll take a minute since I need to shave off this beard, among other things.”

“Can I help you at all?”

“You’ve already done more than you know,” Randy said and smiled at Erma. His heart felt fuller than it had in a long time with Erma sitting by his side. They were both older than they’d once been, but Erma was still the same woman that Randy loved all those years ago. She still had that same soothing energy and gracious smile that warmed Randy.

“I’ll keep reading this magazine, but please let me know if you need anything.”

“Of course,” Randy said and leaned toward Erma. She leaned toward him too, slowly closing her eyes. Randy’s heart raced as their lips got closer, feeling like he could explode from joy when they pressed together. Randy lifted his hand to cup the side of Erma’s face as their kiss deepened.

They kissed for twenty, thirty seconds. There was no telling how long. The world had completely blurred around them when their lips touched, like the universe had stopped moving to watch their love blossoming from the ashes of their past.

“Damn,” Randy said when he pulled away to look at Erma. His love, his life. He hoped putting on women’s clothing wouldn’t ruin his second chance with the woman, but if their love was to endure, then there couldn’t be secrets. There couldn’t be unfulfilled desires.

“Damn is right,” Erma said with a laugh.

“I hope you like me as a woman.”

“I can’t wait to see what you look like.”

“Are you sure? Do you mean it?” Randy asked, suddenly nervous that everything they were building would fall apart. The more time he spent with Erma, the more he remembered how good they’d been together. Randy would be devastated to lose her a second time, but he couldn’t imagine his life without wearing the clothing hiding in the back of his closet.

“Yes,” Erma said and took Randy’s hand. “I want you to show me your truest self.”

Randy knew that Erma was telling the truth, but she could change her mind when she saw him all dressed up. He was terrified that she would end up leaving all over again, but he had to cross this bridge. No matter what, he would be able to savor that kiss they just had for years to come, but Randy wanted more. He wanted to have Erma. He wanted her to be his, but only she could make that final decision.

“Here I go,” Randy said in a heavy voice.

“I’ll be right here waiting,” Erma said and smiled.

***

Randy shaved and moisturized his face, and then he stepped into the shower to make sure that he removed every hair from his body, something he’d done many times before in his life, except he never had his favorite ex-girlfriend sitting in the living room waiting to see him all dolled up and feminized.

It took about half an hour until Randy was all shaved and moisturized from head to toe. He stared at his nude body in the mirror. He loved it when his body was all smooth and sparkling like it was now, but he worried that Erma would reject him. He worried that she would think he was a freak, but Randy couldn’t let those concerns stop him.

He had to show Erma who he was.

He was part girl.

Randy thought back to all those days he would play with his mother’s makeup, the ones before his parents caught him. He used to do it so innocently, long before he knew the rules of society, long before he knew that men weren’t supposed to wear makeup, or so people said.

Randy always hated those stupid rules. He hated feeling like he had to be forced to be a certain type of way just because he had a penis between his legs. He spent so many years being jealous of all the cute things that girls could have and hated all the things that he was supposed to want.

When he found music, it was an excuse, an escape from the sports his father wanted him to play. It was a reason to say he was too busy for athletics. Never did he think music would lead him to the woman of his dreams, but then he was in orchestra with Erma. She was so open and friendly and bubbly, and now she was back in his life.

Randy desperately hoped she would stay this time as he opened his makeup bag and got out a bottle of a luxurious primer that he loved to wear over his moisturizer. He put some all over his face before staring at his reflection, asking himself if he was really about to go through with this, but he already knew the answer to that question.

Randy zipped up his makeup bag and grabbed a few other supplies that he would need before heading to his bedroom, ignoring Erma in the living room. If he looked her in the eye, he might give up before he even had a chance to finish. He was so nervous, so afraid to lose her.

Once in his bedroom with the door closed and locked, Randy went over to his closet. It was huge and one of the reasons he’d purchased this condo. He loved all the built-in storage they’d added since it gave him plenty of places to put all his womanly treasures. Not that he tried to hide much of it anymore. There were plenty of skirts, dresses, and blouses hanging in the closet.

Randy grabbed a pair of white panties and a matching bra. He would pair them with one of his favorite cream dresses that made him feel fabulous. Even if Erma rejected him, he would be able to recover as long as he was wearing that dress. It wasn’t quite as extravagant as a wedding dress, but a girl could get away with wearing it at her wedding if she wanted.

Randy put on the white undergarments before stuffing his bra with some gel inserts that he had. They were soft and squishy and made him feel like he had real breasts. He grabbed a corset next and pulled it tight around his waist. He loved how it trimmed his waistline and gave him more of an hourglass figure.

Next were some white tights. He pulled them up his legs and over his panties, admiring how they made his legs look as he stared at himself in the mirror in his closet. Randy adored how he looked when he dressed up as a girl, but there was a sinking feeling in his gut that Erma would reject him the second she saw him all dolled up, just like every other girl in his life.

Randy considered taking all of the clothes off and putting on a pair of gym shorts and telling Erma that he couldn’t go through with this, but if he did that, a cloud would be hanging over them. She would still know his secret, and she would still be wondering how she felt about it.

The only way to know for sure how Erma felt was for her to see Randy all dolled up, but he was terrified. He was shaking. He stared at himself, feeling all the hate and shame he’d experienced in his life pouring over him, reminding him of how people really felt about something that felt so natural to his heart. If only they could spend a second in his mind, they would understand. They would know that he’d always been curious about his feminine side, and why should he be punished for expressing his curiosity?

Randy shook away his doubts long enough to pull the white dress over his head, adjusting it to his body until it covered his breasts perfectly, making him feel like a girl. He still had to do his makeup and put on his favorite brunette wig, but he was already well on his way to becoming a convincing woman.

Nerves ran through Randy as he stepped out of the closet and went to grab his makeup bag. He had a mirror above his dresser and sat on the edge of his bed to apply the makeup. He stared into the mirror, telling himself the worst that Erma could do was leave. The worst she could do was break his heart a second time, but he had dealt with heartbreak enough to work through that.

He'd learned how to love himself long ago, and that was what mattered most. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before picking up a bottle of liquid foundation. He got to work spreading the foundation across his face, evening it out with a sponge. Once he got the foundation spread evenly, he used some highlighter and bronzer to bring out the shape of his cheekbones.

Randy had applied makeup to his face thousands of times, but it felt so different that day knowing that Erma was waiting in the other room. His hand was shaking like crazy. It was so bad that he had to stop himself every few minutes to catch his breath, to remind himself that he loved himself no matter what Erma said.

His face was all feminine and girly, complete with eyeliner and eye shadow and everything else he usually used. He was leaving the lipstick for the last second, but everything else was done, which made him even more nervous. He was so close to the moment when he would have to walk out of his bedroom door, and it rattled him to the core.

Randy went to his closet to grab the missing pieces, his wig and pearls and heels. He had a pair of creamy three-inch heels that went perfectly with his dress, and the pearls were like his armor. Whenever he was wearing them, he felt so happy and complete, like nothing bad could ever happen to him.

Randy placed the long brunette wig onto his head, he slipped the heels onto his feet, and he placed the pearls around his neck. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he saw the femboy he’d grown to love, the woman within him he cherished. He only hoped Erma could accept this side of him.

To finish his look, Randy went to grab the tube of red lipstick he’d set out. He popped off the top, twisted it open, and ran the color across his lips as he stared at himself in the mirror.

“Are you ready?” Randy hollered from behind his closed bedroom door.

Erma set down the magazine she was reading. She was beyond anxious to see Randy. He’d been between the bathroom and his bedroom for the better part of an hour, and Erma couldn’t wait to see what he looked like dressed up as a girl.

“Yes! Come out here!”

Randy placed his hand on the doorknob and took a deep breath before slowly opening the barrier that separated him from Erma. The last time she’d seen him in women’s clothing, he was only wearing a pair of panties, so to say that his heart was racing as he slowly revealed himself was an understatement. He’d gone from panties to a complete look, but this was who he was. He had accepted it long ago, and he deserved a woman who could do the same.

Erma covered her mouth when she saw Randy dolled up from head to toe, looking like an angel who’d fallen down from the heavens. There was so much to say, but she was speechless. She couldn’t get out a word, which gave Randy the wrong message.

“I knew you would hate it,” he said and turned to retreat into his bedroom.

“No!” Erma hollered to stop him. “I don’t hate it. You look… stunning.”

Randy looked at Erma suspiciously, and she knew this was her chance to dispel any doubts that Randy had about how she felt. Erma couldn’t believe that this beautiful woman standing before her was the man she loved. She couldn’t believe that he’d transformed himself so fully. It was breathtaking.

“Are you lying?”

“No,” Erma said as she stood from the couch. “I’m not lying to you. You look stunning, Randy, truly. Is it okay if I call you Randy?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Sometimes I tell people my name is Ursula when I’m all dressed up like this. I don’t know why, but I’ve always loved that name.”

“Ursula,” Erma said, testing the name on her tongue. She didn’t hate it, and more than anything, she knew that she could accept Randy now. The unaccepting woman of her past had faded. She’d grown and wanted to show Randy that she could try to love this side of him. It was all new to her, but there was nothing wrong with trying new things.

“Are you sure you don’t hate it?”

“Yes, Ursula. You look beautiful as a woman. I promise,” Erma said as she stepped closer to Ursula, the woman also known as Randy. The woman who was a man beneath the makeup and pearls. The woman Erma wanted to love. “Are you willing to forgive me for the past?”

“Of course,” said Ursula, switching to her practiced feminine voice.

“You can even talk like a girl?”

“I try,” she said.

Erma smiled at the woman standing in front of her, and then she grabbed her hand to pull her over to the couch. They sat facing each other. Erma stared into the eyes she knew. The eyes of the man she loved, and what was so wrong if he wanted to dress as a woman? If he’d been doing it for over twenty years, this was clearly part of him.

Randy was Ursula.

Ursula was Randy.

Erma wished she’d seen the truth all those years ago, but now she had the chance to make up for lost time. She had the chance to show Ursula that she could love her as both a woman and a man. She no longer cared what others thought or what the future would hold. Not after twenty years of uninspiring boyfriends.

“What do you like to do when you’re all dressed up?” Erma asked Ursula.

She shrugged. “I normally just sit around the house. Might chat online with other crossdressers or post pictures of myself. Nothing much.”

“Have you ever fooled around while you’re all dolled up?”

“Not really,” Ursula said and shook her head. There were a few lucky nights in Ursula’s past, but not nearly as many as she would have liked. Most women she had been with preferred her without the pearls and makeup.

Erma placed her hand on Ursula’s thigh. She loved how the cream dress looked against Ursula’s naturally tan skin, and she loved how well she’d done her makeup. Erma would definitely need lessons from Ursula, but first she wanted to prove to Ursula that her words were more than hot air, and she wanted to prove it to herself that she could be with Ursula whether she was a woman or a man.

“Want to change that?”

“Right now?” Ursula asked, surprised by Erma’s forwardness.

“Yeah, it’s not like we haven’t been with each other. Why not see if we still click before we go any further?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure!”

Erma grinned and grabbed Ursula’s hand to lead her to the bedroom from where she’d just come.
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Erma pushed Ursula to the bed, admiring how feminine and beautiful Ursula looked beneath her. Ursula still had Randy’s eyes, but she looked completely different. The long brown hair. The red lipstick. The highlighted cheekbones. Erma got surprisingly excited as her gaze moved up and down Ursula’s body.

“Are you sure about this?” Ursula asked. She’d been rejected so many times that she was waiting for the moment when Erma would do the same, but Erma had no plans on leaving.

“Positive,” Erma said as she crawled onto the bed and straddled Ursula’s hips. She pulled her hair over one shoulder before leaning down to kiss Ursula’s painted lips. Ursula moaned into Erma’s mouth. Erma pushed her fingers into Ursula’s long brown hair, feeling her own body come to life.

Ursula got more aggressive when she realized that this wasn’t a dream. This wasn’t a fluke. She was with the woman she first loved. Her favorite ex-girlfriend. It was like a dream come true, and Ursula wanted to savor every second of it.

She pushed Erma onto her back and climbed atop her, feeling like she could finally be herself. Erma stared into her eyes, and there was zero apprehension. Zero doubt. Ursula moaned deeply as she leaned in close to kiss Erma’s neck and push her fingers into her hair, feeling her girly dick grow beneath the white panties she was wearing as she kissed Erma everywhere she could.

Ursula kissed along Erma’s body until her mouth was near Erma’s crotch. Erma gasped when Ursula pushed up the shirt she was wearing and pushed it over her head. Ursula was quick to remove Erma’s bra and toss it to the side, getting greedier by the second. She needed every inch of Erma’s body. She needed to feel their bodies fused together in an act of love.

Ursula gripped Erma’s breast and held it in her hand as she slowly wrapped her lips around Erma’s nipple, making Erma’s back arch, exacting loud moans from her lips. Ursula reached down and stuck her hand into Erma’s pants as she suckled.

Erma gasped when Ursula’s rough hands reached her pussy. Her mound already damp and excited, hungry to take Ursula’s girly cock. She was a little surprised every time she opened her eyes and saw Ursula’s girly figure, but it wasn’t a bad feeling. Erma knew that this woman above her, coating her in a sugary sensation sweeter than candy, was the woman she was meant to love.

Her femboy.

Her Ursula.

“Yes! Put your fingers in my pussy!” Erma begged.

Ursula didn’t need to be told twice. She moved her fingers over the folds of Erma’s pussy lips until she got to her opening, easily sliding two fingers into Erma’s accepting hole. Erma bit her lips and gasped as Ursula’s digits filled her, but it was exactly what she wanted.

Exactly what she needed.

“Fuck me with them!”

Ursula sucked Erma’s nipple and thrusted her fingers, loving all the sounds of pleasure that were leaving Erma’s lips. She was in a different world, gasping and moaning, like she couldn’t get enough, like she never wanted it to end.

It had Ursula’s dick throbbing. She longed to touch it, but her cock was buried beneath a pair of tights and a pair of panties. She was far too focused on Erma’s pleasure to fish out her cock, but Erma had other plans.

Erma pushed away Ursula’s hand when the pleasure became too intense. She wanted to feel Ursula’s big girly cock in her mouth before she came, so she pushed Ursula onto her back. She reached behind Ursula’s back and slowly unzipped her dress. Ursula moaned and twisted, like she didn’t want Erma to take it off, so Erma stopped to look into Ursula’s eyes.

“I’m not going anywhere, Ursula. You needn’t worry.”

Ursula relaxed enough for Erma to pull off the dress completely, revealing the corset and lingerie that she was wearing. Erma found it all surprisingly sexy. The makeup, wig, and lingerie, but what she found sexiest of all was that thick bulge beneath Ursula’s tights.

Erma leaned over to set the dress onto the floor. She could tell the dress meant a lot to her girl, and she didn’t want to ruin it. She turned back to Ursula and winked at her before working to pull down her tights and panties, leaving her in nothing but her bra and corset combo.

Ursula’s hard dick stood at attention, looking all shaved and girly. Erma kissed Ursula quickly before moving down between her legs and wrapping her hand around Ursula’s big, girly dick. Ursula twisted and moaned as Erma slowly wrapped her lips around Ursula’s cock.

Erma was already naked and dripping wet, on the edge of an orgasm, as she moved her lips down Ursula’s length. She opened the back of her throat to accept Ursula’s cock, doing her best to show Ursula how much she wanted this, how much she needed this. Erma didn’t want their relationship to end how it had the first time. She wanted their courtship to last this time around, so she bobbed her head with vigor, playing with Ursula’s smooth balls as she worked.

“Yes, Erma! Fuck yes!”

Erma held Ursula’s cock in the back of her opened throat as she slowly moved her lips, letting Ursula feel the tightness of her throat around her cock, breathing through her nose as she tried to give Ursula the best blowjob she could.

Erma couldn’t ignore her pussy, though. It was begging for her touch, desperate to feel something, anything, so Erma reached between her legs to touch herself and quell the desires of her womanhood.

Ursula watched Erma suck her feminized cock while she touched herself, and Ursula was positive she had never seen anything as sexy in her life. Ursula watched Erma’s glossy lips move up and down her girly shaft, not sure how long she could hold her load.

“Fuck, Erma. You’re going to make me cum,” Ursula said in a breath.

Erma pulled her lips off Ursula’s cock to stare into her eyes. There was a spark between them. It hit both of them at the same moment. Erma couldn’t help but climb back up Ursula’s feminine body and plant a kiss on her lips.

She lay there on Ursula, kissing her and whispering how much she liked her. How much she wanted things to continue this time around, all while Ursula’s hard cock pressed into her thigh.

“Yeah?” asked Ursula. “You mean it?”

“Yes,” said Erma.

Ursula pushed her fingers into Erma’s hair and kissed her, loving the feeling of her weight atop her. She could have stayed like that forever, lost in a parallel world, with Erma’s naked body pressing against hers while she wore her wig, pearls, and fake breasts.

It was a moment Ursula would never forget.

A day she would forever cherish.

“Will you fuck me?” asked Erma.

“In a heartbeat,” said Ursula.

Erma rolled off Ursula’s body, allowing Ursula to climb atop hers. She spread Erma’s legs and climbed between them, her girly dick hard and ready to enter Erma. To spread those beautiful pussy lips of hers and fuck them hard.

Erma pulled Ursula closer when she couldn’t stand the separation of their bodies another second. Ursula grabbed the base of her dick and guided it into Erma’s accepting hole. Erma gasped when Ursula entered her, but she quickly adjusted to Ursula’s size.

She was wet and ready to take Ursula, wetter than she’d ever been for Bobby. Normally Erma would need a touch of lube for intercourse, but not today. No, she was flooded and horny, desperate to right the wrongs of her past.

“Yes, fuck me hard!”

Ursula pushed deep into Erma, getting a loud moan from her before starting to pick up speed. Erma spread her legs wide for her girly boy. She held her hands against Ursula’s back as Ursula fucked her harder and harder, straining against the call of an orgasm.

“I’m getting close,” Ursula said in a tight voice.

“Fill me,” Erma said and wrapped her legs around Ursula’s back.

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” said Erma.

With those words, Ursula couldn’t hold on for another second. She bent her head back and screamed as she shot a huge load into Erma’s pussy. Erma was close too and came with her girl, arching her back and gasping as an orgasm took her.

They held each other as Ursula remained inside of Erma for a minute or two, and then Ursula slowly pulled her sticky cock out of Erma, and all they could do was smile when they looked at each other.
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Erma and Randy had been spending a lot of time together since their afternoon of lovemaking. They’d since had sex more times than either could keep track of, both with Randy as Randy and Randy as Ursula. Erma didn’t care either way, as long as her femboy was happy. He was a far cry from Bobby, who was already posting pictures on social media with different young women on his arm.

Erma was sure that he was trying to make her jealous, but how could she be jealous when she was in love? For the first time since her twenties, she felt like she’d met the right man. They both wished they could go back and change the past, but they were together now, which was all that mattered.

They’d been to a bunch of different restaurants, out to see movies, and they even took a romantic boat ride around Lake Michigan one evening. It was magical. Erma loved being back in Randy’s life, but she could see the pain he felt.

As much as Randy loved dressing up in women’s clothing, he didn’t feel entirely comfortable as Ursula. There was part of him that was holding back, like he was ashamed of who he was when he was dressed en femme, and Erma felt partly responsible for that behavior. She wanted to help Randy come to terms with his feminine half.

They were sitting around at Randy’s condo on a random Wednesday night when she turned to him and placed a hand on his thigh, looking at him with concern in her eyes.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

“I was wondering if you wanted to go out tonight.”

“Sure, where would you like to go?”

“I mean go out as Ursula,” Erma clarified.

Randy looked panicked, like he hadn’t been expecting Erma to suggest they go out with him dressed en femme. Randy shook his head, but Erma tightened her grip on his thigh.

“I think it would be good for you.”

“I’m not ready,” he insisted.

“Yes, you are.”

Randy shook his head. He didn’t want to have this conversation. When he was dressed up as Ursula, he wanted to stay in the house where it was safe. He didn’t want to go out into the world where he would face ridicule and humiliation. It was too risky.

“I know you want to go out as Ursula, and you deserve to do that. I’ll be right there by your side the entire time.”

“I can’t,” Randy said with a shake of the head.

“Yes, you can. Tell me that you can.”

Randy chewed on his lip. Erma was offering him what he wanted most in the world, yet it felt impossible to accept. He felt like if he agreed to what she was offering then something terrible would happen. The heavens would come crashing down to Earth, or he would get sucked into the fiery pits of the underworld.

“Let’s just stay here,” Randy said and stood from the couch. He paced the living room a few moments before Erma stood and walked up behind him, placing her hands on his shoulders to relax him.

“Please,” she said. “Will you do it for me?”

Randy looked at Erma suspiciously, like she was trying to play a prank on him, but when he saw the loving gaze in her eyes, he knew that she was only trying to give him what he wanted most. For years, he’d been trying to go out into the world, yet he never had the courage, and here was the woman he loved, offering her hand. Promising to protect him when they stepped into the unknown.

“Are you sure?” asked Randy.

“I’m positive,” Erma said with a smile. “Why don’t we go somewhere close? Is there anywhere we could go within walking distance?”

Randy folded his lips and tapped them as he thought. There were a bunch of restaurants around, but they’d already eaten dinner. They could go to the park, but it was getting a bit late, and the last thing Randy wanted was to get trapped in a dark corner.

“It’s a little childish, but there’s an arcade down the street.”

“An arcade? That sounds fun!”

“Really?”

“Yeah, sure! Why not?”

“I don’t know, Erma. Maybe this isn’t a good idea.”

“You can’t spend your entire life afraid of the world, Randy. If you don’t want to go out, that’s fine, but I know you’ve been wanting to experience the world as Ursula, and I’m happy to give you that chance. Today, tomorrow. Whenever you’re ready.”

“I want to, but I’m afraid.”

“It’s okay to be afraid, but the only way to conquer a fear is by facing it. Wouldn’t you rather do this with me by your side?”

Randy wanted to leave the house as Ursula so badly, but he was frightened of what he might encounter. There was no telling what might happen. The ridicule he might face, but maybe going down to the arcade wouldn’t be so bad. There were so many flashing lights and loud noises that people probably wouldn’t even notice him.

“Okay, let’s do it.”

Erma perked up and sat a bit straighter. “Really? Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” Randy said with a nod. “Now or never.”

“Ooh, what are you going to wear?”

“That’s a good question. Want to help me pick out something cute?”

“Yes!”

Erma followed Randy to his bedroom, feeling giddy that he’d agreed to her plan. She wanted to make amends for how she’d dumped Randy all those years ago, and if getting him out of the house as Ursula was a way to do that, then she was happy to help make his dreams come true.

Randy gestured toward his closet, so Erma stepped into it and looked around. She was wearing a simple gray sheath dress with a draped bottom. She had on a pair of black flats with a black hair clip holding up her messy bun, so she wanted to find Randy something that would complement her outfit.

“What do you think about this black circle skirt with this pink crossover top? We could also try the peach blouse you have.”

Randy loved both of the options, but what he loved even more than that was having Erma in his closet picking out something cute for him to wear. His dreams were already coming true, which made him feel like the luckiest guy in the world. He couldn’t stop himself from stepping toward Erma and pulling her into his arms to plant a big kiss on her lips, taking her by surprise.

She giggled and wiggled out of Randy’s greedy arms. “Pick out an outfit, boy! Which one?”

“I don’t care,” Randy said and reached out to grab Erma again. She didn’t struggle this time, throwing herself against her femboy. Randy pushed his fingers into her hair as he stared into her eyes. “You have no idea how much this means to me, Erma.”

“I love you, Randy, and I’ve loved you for a long time.”

“Not as much as I love you,” Randy said and started attacking Erma with kisses.

She threw back her head and accepted the kisses, gasping and moaning, but then she pushed him away. She shook her head as she tried to catch her breath, lifting her hand to wave her finger in the air.

“Nope, you aren’t getting out of this, mister!”

“What? What are you talking about?” Randy said and tried to pull Erma back into his arms, but she wouldn’t let him.

“You can have me all you want when we get back from the arcade. No more kisses until then.”

“No!” he cried.

“Come on, boy! I want to see Ursula. Doesn’t she want to come out to play?”

Randy glanced at the clothes Erma had picked out for him. He did want to go out, but he was still terrified of what would happen. At least Erma would be there by his side when they went out, which gave him a bit of hope. He nodded and stepped out of the closet after Erma.

She waited with her arms crossed, tapping her foot as Randy stripped out of his boy clothes and changed into the black skirt with the peach blouse. He tucked the blouse into his skirt after putting on a bra and his fake tits. Erma was shocked at how quickly he could transform from man to woman.

He was doing his makeup after five minutes, and then he was slipping on his black flats and some silver jewelry, looking as girly as ever. Erma sat by his side on the bed and wrapped her arm over his shoulder, pulling him close.

“I guess you can have one more kiss.”

Randy, who was now Ursula, smiled and moved her lips closer to Erma’s. She pressed them gently against Erma’s, sliding her tongue into Erma’s mouth. Erma deepened the kiss, and they nearly fell to the bed to make love, but then Erma remembered the mission.

“We need to get you out of the house!”

Ursula shook her head. “We could stay here.”

“Absolutely not! Come on, girl! Let’s show you off to the world!”

Ursula dropped her head in defeat, but she let Erma pull her from the bed. Her heartbeat increased as they approached the door. The barrier that’d kept Ursula safe all these years. She hadn’t gotten more than a foot through the doorway before fear got the best of her, but Erma wasn’t having it.

She held Ursula’s hand and pulled her into the hallway. Ursula panicked, but then nothing happened. Nobody was standing there with a carton of eggs. Nobody was there to point at her and call her names. Ursula felt a little brighter now that she was standing in the hallway.

“Shall we?” Erma asked and pulled lightly on Ursula’s hand.

“Yeah, let’s do it.”

Erma smiled and laced her fingers with Ursula’s, and then they were on their way. Ursula’s heart stopped racing by the time they got to the elevator. She still felt faint and different, but she could do this. She’d already come further than she ever had, and it was all thanks to her lovely girlfriend Erma.

“You’re amazing, Erma. I’m so happy you’re back in my life,” Ursula said in her girly voice and pressed her feminized body up against Erma’s as the elevator took them down to the ground floor.

“Nobody is happier than me,” Erma said as Ursula held her body against hers.

“Are you sure about that?” asked Ursula.

“I’m pretty positive,” she said with a bright smile.

They were both swimming, dripping in their mutual love. They couldn’t get enough of each other. They kissed deeply, only parting when the elevator doors opened. They giggled and stepped out of the elevator doors.

For a split second, Ursula felt like any other girl. Her long brown hair bounced on her shoulders, and her skirt moved with the sway of her hips. Ursula couldn’t remember why she’d ever feared this, why she had never gone out as a girl, but then the building’s security guard stopped them. Michael was on duty, and he was the toughest of all the guards.

“Excuse me, ladies, but I’m not sure that I recognize you.”

“I live here,” Ursula said without thinking.

“Then how come I haven’t seen your face before, miss? I know everyone who comes through these doors. It’s my job to keep this building safe. Can I see some ID?”

“Yes, of course.”

Erma glanced at Ursula with a concerned look in her eyes. She hadn’t been expecting the guard to stop them. It was a roadblock before they even got out to the world, but nobody could get upset with the guard for doing his job.

For all Michael knew, they had just robbed an apartment blind. Not that they could fit much into the tiny purses they were carrying, but diamonds and jewels were worth a lot and easy to stash.

Ursula cursed under her breath as she opened her purse to pull out her wallet. She’d put her cards and a little cash into it, but she thought she was past the age where she would have to show ID. She hadn’t been expecting to get carded at her own door, but there was no avoiding this awkward moment. If Ursula didn’t show Michael her ID, he might call the police, which would be even more embarrassing.

“Uh, right,” Ursula said as she pulled out her ID that had a picture of her as a man. Her body flushed. Embarrassment crawled over her skin, but then Erma put a hand on Ursula’s shoulder to remind her that she wasn’t alone.

Michael snatched the ID from Ursula’s unsteady hand, his eyes widening when he realized what was happening. He stood from his chair and looked at Ursula more closely, cursing under his breath.

“Oh, uh. Shoot, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.”

“It’s okay,” Ursula said and took the ID from Michael’s hand. “I like to dress up sometimes.”

“Yeah! No problem. If I’m being honest, you look pretty good…”

“Ursula,” she said. “You can call me Ursula.”

“Noted,” Michael said and tilted his head at Ursula. “As you were. I’m sorry for bothering you, Ursula.”

“Thank you, Michael. You’re the best,” Ursula said and smiled at Michael before stepping outside, letting out the breath she’d been holding ever since Michael stopped her.

Erma caught up to Ursula and grabbed her shoulders, and then they fell into a fit of laughter. Ursula couldn’t think to do anything but pull Erma into her arms, holding her closely, letting the anxiety and fear run through her.

“You did it, babe!”

“I did it,” Ursula said in disbelief.

Erma broke the hug and stood at an arm’s length to look at her girl. Maybe she wouldn’t have been ready to love Ursula when she was in her twenties, but she was beyond ready now. She cupped the side of Ursula’s face and kissed her painted lips softly.

“Are you ready for the arcade?”

“I’m ready for anything after that,” Ursula said with a laugh.

“I bet you are! Who would have thought that we would get stopped at your door?”

“Michael’s a tough one, but that’s why everyone loves him. He doesn’t let anything happen on his watch.”

“Why don’t we pick up some dessert on the way home? We can give him a little as a thank-you gift.”

“Yeah, good idea. He scared the fear right out of me.”

“Perfect! Let’s hit the arcade and work out some of that adrenaline.”

“Can’t think of anything better,” Ursula said and reached out to take Erma’s hand. They walked side by side to the arcade, feeling on top of the world as they went. Ursula got past her fear and lived to play a few games, which was all she could have asked for and more.
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Ursula and Erma spent forty-five minutes or so at the arcade before they couldn’t stand the flashing lights and loud music, but they didn’t go straight back to Ursula’s place. They walked around the neighborhood a bit, letting Ursula enjoy being out in the world as a woman. It was her first time leaving the house as Ursula, but it certainly wouldn’t be the last.

They picked up desserts when they were tired of walking around and dropped one off for Michael. He tried to refuse the dessert at first, but then he accepted the chocolate brownie before bidding the ladies a good night.

“That’s one gentleman you have at the front door,” Erma said as the elevator took them up to Ursula’s floor.

“Yeah, he’s a great guy.”

“How are you feeling about him knowing?”

Ursula shrugged. “It is what it is.”

“Yeah, and he even told you that you looked good!”

Ursula couldn’t hide her smile. It was nice getting a compliment from the man. She had always feared ridicule and humiliation, but it had been a lovely night. There was no drama except that moment at the front door, but even that wasn’t much. Michael was just doing his job.

“Yeah, he did.”

“You’re a catch, Ursula. Whether you believe it or not.”

“I’m starting to believe it,” she said gently as Erma wrapped her arms around the back of her neck.

“Good,” said Erma. “I’m sorry that I didn’t give you a chance when we were younger.”

“Please, don’t mention it. I’m happy that you’re here now.”

“Me too.”

The elevator doors opened, and they walked down the hall to Ursula’s place holding hands. Erma plopped down on the couch, and Ursula plated their brownies when they got inside. Ursula poured them each a glass of white wine to help wash down the brownie before going over to sit on the couch with their goodies.

“I would have helped you,” Erma said.

Ursula waved her hand at Erma. “It’s fine. Would you like to watch something?”

“How about a home-makeover show?”

“Perfect,” Ursula said and picked up the remote. The show played in the background as they sipped their wine and enjoyed their brownies, but they were both horny after the night they’d spent together, and once the brownies were gone, the show wasn’t doing much to hold their attention.

Erma scooted closer to Ursula and tucked her legs under her butt. She reached out her hand and curled some of Ursula’s hair around her finger. Ursula stared into Erma’s eyes, getting warm all over.

Ursula reached to touch Erma’s leg as the woman played with her hair. She scooted closer to Erma, feeling her girly cock twitch beneath the skirt and panties she was wearing.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” asked Erma.

“That I should carry you to the bedroom?”

Erma grinned and shook her head. “Why go to the bedroom when we can start right here?” Erma smirked as she slid off the couch and got between Ursula’s legs.

Ursula spread her legs to give Erma room, and then Erma reached up Ursula’s skirt to grip the waistline of her panties and slowly pull them down her legs. She tossed Ursula’s panties to the side and lifted her skirt to reveal that girly cock she so desperately wanted in her mouth.

“I’ve been thinking about this moment all night.”

“Yeah?” Ursula asked in a breath.

Erma nodded and wrapped her hand around Ursula’s hardened length. She parted her lips and put them onto Ursula’s girly cock, loving how deeply Ursula moaned when she moved her mouth all the way down to her base, opening her throat wide to accept every last millimeter of Ursula’s member.

“Fuck, Erma!”

Erma moaned on Ursula’s cock. She didn’t pull her lips off it. She couldn’t. It tasted so good. Feeling it push against the back of her throat had her panties wet with desire. She wasn’t the young, dripping girl she’d once been, but Ursula made her wetter than anyone else. She made Erma hot with desire.

Ursula pushed on the back of Erma’s head, making her girl gag a little on her cock, but Erma loved it. She loved it when Ursula took control, so she didn’t stop Ursula when she pulled Erma’s lips off her girly cock and moved her up to the couch.

“My turn,” Ursula said as she slid off the couch to get between Erma’s thighs.

Erma gasped when Ursula pushed up her dress and slid her panties down her legs, revealing her swollen mound. Erma shook and moaned as Ursula kissed the inside of her thighs all the way from her knees until she was centimeters from her womanhood.

Ursula looked up at Erma through hooded eyes before pressing her lips against Erma’s hot pussy. Erma gasped as Ursula ran her tongue over the folds of her mound, flicking her clit every so often with her tongue, making her shake with desire. She loved getting head from Ursula, but she wanted more before she came. She wanted to feel the fullness of Ursula’s girly cock stuffing her.

“Fuck me! Please!”

Ursula licked Erma’s pussy for a minute longer before giving her girl what she wanted. Erma tasted so fucking good that she couldn’t help herself, but Ursula also wanted to fuck, so she stood and lifted Erma into her arms, carrying her to the bed.

Ursula grabbed some lube from her drawer and slathered her cock with it before going over to the bed to lift Erma’s legs into the air. Then she pushed into Erma’s accepting hole, sliding in easily with the thin layer of lube coating her cock.

“Yes, Ursula! Give me that girly dick!”

“Take this dick, Erma!” Ursula said and pounded Erma’s pussy with every inch of her cock. She thrusted slowly at first but picked up speed once Erma was nice and loose, filling the air with sounds of their lovemaking.

Erma’s back arched and she screamed out as she took Ursula’s dick, loving every second of the fucking. She had her legs wrapped tightly around Ursula’s body, clutching Ursula’s breasts through the blouse. Neither of them was naked, but somehow that made the entire experience that much hotter.

“Fuck, Ursula! Yes!”

Ursula made unintelligible sounds and let go, holding Erma for dear life as she flooded Erma’s pussy with her cum. Erma held her close and came all over Ursula’s girly dick, and they stayed like that, connected and moaning, for at least a minute longer.

Ursula slowly pulled out of Erma and collapsed by her side, holding her and kissing her and telling her that she loved her.

“I love you, too, Ursula. You’re my girl, now and forever.”
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Six Months Later

Erma was playing tonight, so Ursula was dressed in her favorite cream dress, complete with pearls and stilettos, and she’d even found some silk gloves to wear. She felt like a million dollars as she walked around the symphony with a glass of white wine in her hands, chatting with random people she might never see again.

Ursula didn’t always dress up, but she went out in womanly attire at least once or twice a week, and Erma had been the one to suggest she attend the symphony as a woman. She even gave Ursula a free ticket for an amazing seat, so it was hard to deny the offer.

After mixing and mingling for twenty minutes, the ushers called everyone to take their seats. Ursula said bye to her symphony friends and went to find where she was sitting. She was close enough that she could even see Erma all dressed in black and looking beautiful with a violin in her hands.

Ursula waved at her woman. Erma waved back, and then the lights above the audience dimmed, and the show got started. It was always so lovely to watch Erma play, and it was even better now that they were back together and in love.

***

One Year Later

Randy and Erma were at his place. He was wearing a silk slip dress, but he hadn’t bothered with anything else. Not even a pair of panties. No reason to put on panties when Erma would probably just take them off later in the night. Once the lights went off, she could be quite the sex hound. Not that Randy was complaining. He would take any chance he could to have her.

She was his everything.

They’d built a fort in the living room, complete with sheets as the roof and a palette of blankets on the floor. They wanted to have a sleepover night and act like girls much younger than themselves. They picked out movies, popped popcorn, and played a little game of truth or dare that led to some oral fun but no orgasms.

They were saving those for later.

“What color nail polish do you want?” Erma asked. She’d brought over her collection of polishes, so that they could paint their nails.

“Do you have a purple to match this slip dress?”

“Yeah!” Erma dug through the bottle of nail polish until she found the perfect color.

“What about you?” asked Randy.

“I’ll do red!” said Erma.

“All right. I’ll do your nails first.”

Erma held out her hand. “I’m ready.”

Randy picked up the bottle of red nail polish and beat it against the palm of his hand before he opened it and carefully applied the color to Erma’s nails, each brushstroke making him a little happier than the last. Randy felt grateful that Erma had reentered his life, and he would do everything and anything to keep her.

Who ever said that dreams didn’t come true?

Randy wasn’t sure who came up with that line, but he knew for certain that it was a false statement, and he hoped to keep living in dreamland for the rest of his life.
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