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REBOUND

Nerdy Guy Feminized by Woman

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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“You’re too much for me, Sarah. No more Sarah and Steve. I can’t do it. You crossed the line last night.”

My body flushed, but I knew this conversation was coming after the way Steve reacted when I asked him to try something new. All I wanted was for him to put on a pair of panties. Was that so much to ask? I thought it was reasonable, but Steve clearly didn’t agree.

What would our friends say? No more Steve and Sarah. The dynamic duo. The ones to watch. Everyone we knew was jealous of us, but I guess it couldn’t work if Steve wasn’t even willing to play a few games. He acted like I would tell people about him prancing around my apartment in panties and a skirt. I wouldn’t. No, definitely not.

I had a habit of breaking promises to myself, though, so maybe Steve was smart to get out while he had the chance. He had delusional dreams of becoming a governor or the president, but I’d never once told him he couldn’t do those things. I even encouraged him, telling him that I would be by his side on the campaign trail, but everything changed last night.

I would never forget how disgusted he looked when I held up the women’s clothing, asking him to give them a try. He slapped them out of my hand and got all upset. We ended up having sex, of course, but it was angry sex. He fucked me harder than he ever had, like he was trying to prove a point about how much of a man he was.

Yawn.

“So, what? You’re just going to dump me?”

Steve shrugged. “I don’t see how we can have a future. You’re a fun girl, but I have big dreams, Sarah. Big dreams, and I can’t have you ruining them with that crossdressing bullshit. You understand?”

“Yeah,” I said with a sigh. “Go off and find your yes-woman.”

“Don’t be like that,” said Steve. “We had a great run together as a couple, but we’re still young. We don’t have to stay together if we’re certain it won’t work.”

“You’re certain it won’t work, but that’s fine. I’m bored of this conversation, and I’m bored of you.”

I was holding my tongue about the more stinging comments I could dish out to Steve about our relationship, like how dry he was in bed, always repeating the same tricks he’d done a million times before. I could also tell him that his family was stiff and judgmental, which had trickled down to Steve. He wasn’t nearly as bad as them, but he was probably one lackluster blonde girlfriend away from becoming just like them.

“Why are you such a bitch? My parents have been right about you.”

“Ooh. Do tell. What did the Billops say about me?” I sat up straighter and crossed my legs, staring directly into Steve’s eyes. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, but I didn’t care if I was making him uneasy. I hoped that he felt uncomfortable in my presence. I deserved to make him squirm after all the nights I spread my legs for him, only to be left with hints of disappointment.

“They… you know what? It doesn’t matter.”

“Sure it does,” I said with a bright smile. “What did your parents say about me? Did they tell you that I’m a bad influence? Reckless? Did they say that you should dump me for a girl who would come off as more of a conservative?”

Steve’s jaw flexed at my line of questioning. I always knew that I would have to swallow my beliefs during his campaigns, and maybe I would be able to hide how I truly felt if he made it into a political office. I was more than willing to play the part for Steve, as long as he was willing to give me what I wanted in the bedroom, but that fantasy was over.

“I honestly don’t care, Steve, but if you have nothing else to say, then I guess we’re done here.”

Steve’s mouth opened but no words came out. He looked like there was a lot he wanted to say, but I was over listening to him. I was ready for him to leave. He would find a better woman to fit the bill he wanted, and I would find a boy who let me dress him in skirts and panties.

It wasn’t something I’d ever done before, dressing a boy up as a girl, but I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. As much as I tried, the idea lingered ever since I’d read an article about a girl feminizing her boyfriend and how it brought them closer together. I thought the same could be true for Steve and me, yet here he was pushing me away.

“It didn’t have to be like this, Sarah.”

“According to you, it did.”

Steve frowned. We were a great couple. We both enjoyed going to parties, tailgating at football games, throwing back shots, and being around our friends. We were social butterflies, networking and adding names to our phonebooks wherever we went, but those days were over. Steve had made his decision, and I was fine with it.

“Sarah, wait, maybe we can work something out.”

“Are you going to do what I want?”

“No, but—”

“Look, Steve. I get it. You need to protect your masculinity. You need to feel like a man. Don’t worry, I’m not here to take that away from you, but your entire attitude turned me off last night. The way you fucked me like you had something to prove. It was a bit… sad.”

Steve’s face got increasingly red as I spoke, but if he wasn’t going to leave me alone, then I was going to tell him how I felt. I wasn’t afraid to share my feelings. I wasn’t afraid to make him uncomfortable. If he didn’t want to dress up as a girl, that was fine. I could find another man to play my games. We were both young. We had plenty of time to search for new companions.

“Can’t we just act like last night never happened and start over? We’re good together, Sarah. We look good together. I don’t care what my parents say about you. I think you would be the perfect wife for me.”

I sighed, fluttering my eyelids a bit. Steve was always on the campaign trail in his mind, and that was beyond unattractive. He wasn’t even twenty-five years old yet, and he had already sold his life to a system, and the more I thought about it, the more certain I was that life wasn’t the life I wanted to live.

“I’m sorry, Steve, but this relationship is over. You and me. Finito. If you wouldn’t mind leaving me alone, I would like to order my lunch now and eat in peace.”

“You want me to leave?”

“That would be ideal, yes.”

“You’re such a bitch, Sarah.”

“Glad to know how you truly feel,” I said in a deadpan voice. Steve was all rosy and pissed, but what did he want from me? I wasn’t about to stand by his side and keep my mouth shut my entire life. He was crazy if he thought that.

“Sarah, please. You aren’t thinking clearly. I might be the next governor or president.”

“Good luck with that. Will you leave now?”

Steve opened his mouth to say something else, but then he shut it and grumbled some unsavory language under his breath, but I didn’t care what he thought. I didn’t care how far he thought he would go in life. I was done and didn’t say another word until Steve got it through his thick skull that he’d lost me.

He got up and left, eventually, and I felt a million times lighter when he finally did. I waved over the server to order a salad with salmon and a glass of white wine, savoring my newfound freedom.
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I was about halfway through my salad when I noticed a couple across the room. The man had nerdy vibes, and the girl looked like something of an artist. Neither of them was unattractive, but they both needed help in the fashion department. They would represent the before pictures of a makeover.

“It’s not you, it’s me,” the girl said to her nerdy boyfriend.

“What’s not me?” the guy asked.

Oh, sweet thing. He didn’t even recognize the first lines of a breakup. His face didn’t crumble until the girl said that things weren’t working out between them. Irreconcilable differences and whatnot. I was guessing it had something to do with the nerd’s cluelessness. The girl was an artist. Innocent from the looks of it, but she was still the type to chase the debauched life.

She probably wanted a musician boyfriend who would introduce her to drugs and parties, and there was no way she would get that with the nerd sitting across from her. I wondered how long they’d been together before the girl realized she was barking up the wrong tree. A week? Two?

The nerd looked absolutely crushed, like he hadn’t seen the breakup coming at all. The girl had probably given him his first taste of pussy, and now he was wondering where he would ever get another girl to have sex with him again. He certainly didn’t look like the type to approach a woman to ask for her number or ask her on a date.

I watched as the breakup unfolded, and I honestly felt bad for the guy. The pretty artist girl had given him a chance. She’d looked past the skinny arms and ugly glasses, but even her loneliness couldn’t keep her dating the man. It wasn’t her fault, though. She didn’t look like the type to lead.

Not like me.

I waited for her to say goodbye. She got up without finishing her food, escaping before the bill came, so that the nerd couldn’t follow her. It was a classic move, and one I appreciated, so that I could introduce myself to the nerd. I called over the server who’d been attending my table to tell him that I wasn’t leaving, just going over to say hello to a friend.

The server took my empty plate before I walked over to the nerd with the glass of wine in my hand. I pulled out the chair and sat across from him without asking permission. I put up my finger to silence him before he even had a chance to speak.

“That was something else, how she dumped you like that. What was her name?”

The nerd hadn’t quite recovered from me invading his space, but he cleared his throat and told me his ex-girlfriend’s name like a good boy.

“Lola. Who are you?”

“Someone who was also just dumped. Can you believe it?” I laughed lightly and tossed my hair back with a hand, closing my eyes gently as I did. I looked right into the nerd’s eyes as I set my glass on the table. He was transfixed, confused, and stunned by my presence. “By the way, what’s your name?”

“I’m Barry,” he said. “Can I help you?”

“I don’t know, Barry, can you?”

“What do you want? I’m just trying to finish this burger and go home.”

“Don’t you want to ask me for my name?” I asked.

“Uh… I guess. What’s your name?”

“I’m Sarah. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Barry.” I held out my hand. It took Barry a moment, but he finally lifted his hand for a shake. I gripped his hand in mine. This caught Barry’s attention, and he looked into my eyes with a touch of panic.

“Can you leave me alone now?”

“Why? So that you can go home and cry over how that bitch Lola hurt you? Wouldn’t you rather spend the day with me?”

“I don’t know,” Barry said and stared at the food on his plate.

“Don’t be like that, Barry! You and I could have a lot of fun together. Do you think I’m pretty?” I asked, batting my eyelashes as I stared at Barry from across the table. The more that I looked at him, the more I saw potential. He could be a pretty handsome guy, but he could also be a drop-dead sexy girl. Nobody would think twice about him in a dress and heels. He was probably five feet, seven inches with tiny arms and a thin waist.

“Yeah, sure, you’re pretty. Honestly, you’re probably too pretty to be talking to a guy like me. How do I know you’re not playing some prank? Did your friends put you up to this?”

“No!” I protested. “I just got dumped by a guy named Steve Billops. You might believe me more if I told you why he dumped me.”

“Why did he dump you?”

The smirk that came across my face was instantaneous. I couldn’t help myself from smiling, especially since I had a potential second candidate sitting right across from me. Sure, I would stay with a guy if we clicked, but I wasn’t about to settle. I would rather have fun. After all, I was only in my twenties.

“Well, Barry, I asked Steve to dress up as a girl last night, but he completely freaked out, which led to him dumping me today.”

“What?” Barry asked, looking like he hadn’t quite registered what I said. “You asked him to dress up as a girl? Why in the world would you do that?”

I shrugged, maintaining the devilish smile on my face. I couldn’t help it. I was getting rather turned on by this nerd the longer I sat across from him. He wasn’t like Steve. He didn’t have that same confidence and arrogance. Barry needed a girl like me to guide him and prop him up, whether he was a girl for the day or a boy.

“Why not?”

“Because he’s a guy!”

“Would you act like that if I told you that he wanted to dress me up as a guy?”

“I don’t know. That’s weird too!”

“Plenty of girls wear pantsuits, jeans, and t-shirts. Why can’t a guy wear a skirt?”

“Can you just leave me alone? I was enjoying my burger.”

“Do you want to have sex with me? Yes or no! Don’t think about it!”

“Yes, but—”

“Shh! Are you willing to dress as a girl? Yes or no! Don’t think about it!”

“I don’t know… no.”

It was about the most unconvincing no that I’d ever heard in my life, and it brought a smile to my face. Barry wasn’t ready to agree right now, but I could get him to come to me. I just needed to give him a little space, so I grabbed a napkin and wrote my number on it.

“I’ll give you a makeover whenever you’re ready, but if you want to do anything sexual with me, then you’ll have to let me dress you as a girl. Only call me if you’re serious. Understand?” I asked as I slid the napkin over to him.

“Are you being serious? You’d actually have sex with me?”

“Sure, why not?” I asked with a laugh.

“I don’t know.”

“Look, Barry. You don’t have to dress like a nerd or have that ugly haircut. I can help you be a handsome guy, but in return, I want to turn you into my girl. Maybe for a night. Maybe for longer. I don’t know, but if you call me, you need to be open to that as a possibility. I’ve been looking for a guy to dress up as a girl, and I’ll keep searching once I leave here. Whether you’re that guy or not is up to you,” I said and pushed out my chair.

What else was there for me to say?

“Wait!” Barry said quickly.

I lifted my eyebrow, waiting for him to continue.

“Like, you want me to wear makeup and a wig and stuff?”

“That’s the plan. Think about it,” I said and winked at him. “I need to run, though. You have my number. Don’t be afraid to use it.”

Barry stared at me as I stood from the chair. I smiled at him one last time before turning on my heels to find the server to pay my bill, and then I left the restaurant without looking in Barry’s direction. He would want me more if he thought I’d already forgotten about him, but how could I forget a cute face like his?

I could only hope and pray that he would make my girly dreams come true.
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I was walking out of the airport where I worked as a desk agent when my phone buzzed with a message. I couldn’t help but smirk when I read the message on the screen. Barry had only taken a day to get back to me. I was impressed.

Barry: Hey, this is Barry. The guy from the restaurant yesterday. I was wondering if I could call you to talk about your offer.

Asking permission to make a phone call. I was already wet from the possibilities, but instead of replying right away, I locked my phone and slid it into my purse. I was a safe driver, and I desperately needed a shower. Plus, it was better Barry learned to wait from the get-go.

I drove home, whistling along to the songs on the radio. To say that I was excited was an understatement. I’d found a guy to fulfill my fantasies and in much less time than I’d been expecting. Steve would lose his shit when he found out that I got what he never thought I would, and in a day?

Oh, I couldn’t wait to rub this in Steve’s face.

Not that my ex would ever have another chance.

Nope, I was done. I wished him nothing but the best in his quest for a woman who would check all the boxes, but he was setting himself up for a life of disappointment and failure if he only did what others expected of him. What about what Steve wanted? What about what Steve thought? Didn’t that count for anything?

I shrugged, shaking off the thoughts of my ex-boyfriend. Steve had his chance, and it wasn’t even the refusal to wear women’s clothing that pushed the final nail into his coffin. It was his entire attitude. His relentless determination for some fantasy goal. He was living twenty years in the future, and I couldn’t keep up.

Sure, it was nice to dream, but I didn’t want to plan every detail of my life from now until I died. I wanted to see where things went. I wanted to let the course of my life unfold how it would. I didn’t want to control every little detail, which was impossible when it came down to it.

Steve could plan his entire life working toward the presidency only to die in a plane crash when he launched his campaign. It wasn’t likely, but still, anything could happen. I wanted to live in the now. I wanted to explore my desires and fantasies as they emerged and not repress them, only to let them grow into regrets.

There wasn’t much traffic on the roads, so I got home at a reasonable time. Plenty of daylight left to play some games with Barry, but I needed a shower before I called him. I went to the bathroom and spent extra time getting squeaky clean. I made sure my goodies were shaved. There was no telling where the night would lead, but I had ideas of where I would like it to go.

I sat on my bed with a towel wrapped loosely around my body after getting out of the shower, relishing the sensation of my freshly washed skin. There was nothing like those first moments after getting out of the shower. I put my hands into my wet hair and finger brushed it to get out some of the knots.

I went over to my desk to grab a bottle of lotion and a brush. I went back to sit on the bed and opened the towel, exposing my body to the air. I put a big glob of lotion into my hand, slowly rubbing the lotion into my skin, wondering what Barry would say if I told him to put lotion on me. Would he obey? Would he protest? What all would he be willing to do with my pussy on full display?

Once I’d finished moisturizing, I stood from the bed and walked through the apartment without a whisper of clothing on my body. I grabbed my phone and opened it, tapping the screen until I got to the message from Barry. I hit the call button in the corner. He answered on the first ring.

“Hello,” he said quickly. Then he cleared his throat, realizing he might have made a mistake by answering so soon. Where was the suaveness? Where was the sullen demeanor men were expected to display? I smiled to myself as Barry tried, and failed, to redeem himself. “Uh, hey. This is Barry. From the restaurant.”

“I know who you are. I called you,” I said with a laugh.

“Right,” Barry said with nerves coursing through his voice. His timidness was rather cute, and it would help him pass as a girl. “Sorry.”

“No need to be sorry, handsome. So, you’ve thought about what I proposed?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess.”

“Does that mean you want to dress up as a girl?”

“You’ll let me fuck you if I do, right?”

I laughed. “Guess what?”

“What?”

“I’m naked right now. I’m pacing around my living room without a piece of clothing on my body. How does that make you feel? Do you wish you were here with me?”

“Yes,” said Barry.

I chuckled and smiled to myself as I walked back to my bedroom. I didn’t bother putting on clothing or anything, but I wasn’t about to put my bare ass on the couch. Not right after getting out of the shower anyway. I sat on my open towel and crossed my legs, enjoying the sounds of Barry’s staggered breathing.

“When was the last time you got laid, Barry?”

“A week or so ago,” he said.

“Was that girlfriend of yours your first?”

Barry went silent, which gave me the answer I needed. I didn’t care if Barry was inexperienced. That would give me the opportunity to teach him. I would be able to tell him exactly how I liked my pussy licked, and I could even teach him how to fuck me properly. Hopefully he wasn’t one of those guys who came in five seconds, but that was why there were toys.

“I’m guessing she was since you didn’t deny it.”

“Hey,” he protested, but what could he really say?

“It’s okay, Barry. I’m not judging. How was sex with her? Did you like it?”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “It was fine. Why are you asking about that?”

“Why not?” I countered.

Barry sighed into the phone. I was probably a lot for him to handle, but I was hoping it would be a lot easier to train and mold a guy like Barry than a guy like Steve. Barry seemed like a smart guy, but he was more book smart than socially smart. He could probably recite famous quotes, but could he survive a party where he knew nobody?

“Are you afraid of me, Barry?”

“I don’t know. Not really,” he said.

He was a little afraid, but I would gain his trust. I wasn’t out to hurt him. No, not at all. It would be nice to have a boyfriend who would listen, though. I wouldn’t push Barry too hard, but I wouldn’t be easy on him. He would be mine. He would do as I said. He would respect me, even if he lost a little respect for himself in the process.

“Good,” I purred. “Why don’t you come over in an hour? Can you do that?”

“Are you going to dress me up as a girl?”

“Among other things,” I said and hung up the phone. I didn’t have time for the questions, so I went ahead and sent Barry my address. It was up to him whether he came. I needed to get dressed and clean the kitchen.
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Barry knocked on my door an hour later, almost to the minute. He impressed me yet again. Punctual and obedient? Could I really be getting this lucky? I smiled brightly at Barry as he stood on the other side of the door. He was wearing a navy t-shirt and a pair of light-colored denim jeans. His tennis shoes were ratty, but I would soon teach him the beauty of high heels.

“I’m so glad you came, Barry!”

Barry smiled, looking a touch uncomfortable, but it came with the territory. He’d agreed to dress up as a girl and was probably wondering if he’d made a grave mistake as he stood there outside of my door, but I didn’t let him think about it for too long. I pulled him inside and slammed the door shut behind him.

“Sit down,” I said and pushed Barry onto the couch. “Would you like a glass of water? Wine? I have a bottle of white in the fridge.”

“Water is fine.”

“Ice?”

“Sure,” he said.

I went over to the fridge to fix us two glasses of ice water. I couldn’t help but notice how Barry was looking at me, admiring the miniskirt that I was wearing. My outfit was all pink, miniskirt on bottom with a crop top that showed plenty of my midsection. It barely even covered my breasts, but that was why it was my favorite outfit to wear to the club.

Boys could never ignore me when I wore this outfit, and Barry was no different. Poor guy. He was probably so intimidated to be in the presence of a pretty girly girl. His ex wasn’t unattractive, but she’d been a bit rough around the edges. She didn’t wear makeup or sexy clothes. Not that there was anything wrong with girls like her, but I loved feeling like a princess. I loved getting all dolled up.

“Here you go,” I said and passed Barry the glass of water before taking a seat on the coffee table in front of him. I was naughty and kept my legs spread wide. Did I mention that I forgot to put on a pair of panties?

Barry coughed up the sip of water he’d drank, which made me chuckle.

“Is something wrong?” I asked playfully.

“You… uh… no. It’s nothing.”

Did he think I was doing this on accident? He was so cute. He had so much to learn about how things really worked, but I was happy to teach him. Girls were just as naughty as boys. They were simply better at hiding it.

“Are you looking at my pussy, Barry?”

“No, not at all!”

Barry’s cheeks reddened quicker than a stoplight going from yellow to red. He was so adorable. I could hardly contain myself, but we had a lot of work to do if I was going to turn Barry into a presentable girl, which was my goal.

I wanted him to look just like a chick when I sucked his dick. I was so curious what it would be like ever since reading that article about a girl who feminized her boyfriend. There was something so seductive about the idea. It’d taken hold in my mind, and I couldn’t let it go. I didn’t know why I was so obsessed with the idea, but I assumed it had to do with the control.

The girl in the article talked about how feminizing her boyfriend had completely changed the dynamic between them, and I guess that was what I wanted most. I wanted to control a boy. I wanted a boy who would respect me for giving him what he didn’t even know he wanted.

“It’s okay if you look at my pussy, Barry. I’m glad you like it.”

Barry’s face reddened even more than it already was as I sat there with my legs spread wide. He kept trying to focus his eyes anywhere but my womanhood. He was failing miserably. He couldn’t help himself, but I didn’t blame him. Any warm-blooded man would be doing the same thing.

I crossed my legs to give Barry a break. If we were going to have some fun, then he needed to get started. I couldn’t spend all night feminizing Barry. My shifts at the airport started far too early in the morning. I could do the job half-asleep, but I needed a few hours of rest minimum.

Barry breathed a little easier when I crossed my legs, but then his attention went back to my breasts. He couldn’t stop looking at my body, but it made me happy to know that I turned him on and that he would want to touch me when I finally gave him the chance.

“So, are you ready to become my girl?”

“What does that entail?”

“A little makeup, some cute clothes. I have a wig too that you can wear. It’s not the best wig in the world, but it’ll do. I have it for the nights that I want to go out as a blonde.”

“You said you would help me look better as a guy too, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, sure! After I make sure you can look good as a girl.”

Barry groaned, but he would get over it. He’d known my plans for him before he came over here. He knew that I wanted to turn him into my girl, and he would just have to get over that. I’d take him shopping for men’s clothing and get him a cuter haircut and help him find new frames for his glasses, but that was all secondary to turning him into my girl.

“Don’t act like you aren’t curious to see what you’ll look like as a girl.”

“I guess I’m a little curious, but do we really have to do this?”

“Yes, and then I’m going to take a picture of you all dressed up to rub it in my ex’s face.”

“What? You didn’t say anything about pictures!” Barry hollered, getting a little bass in his voice since the first time we met. Watching him get upset was rather adorable.

“You know where the door is if you don’t want to play by my rules. I don’t have time for yet another boyfriend who doesn’t know how to have fun. I swear, when will I ever get lucky?”

I walked away from Barry, acting like I was going to retreat to my bedroom and leave him. Barry hopped up from the couch and ran after me. He didn’t touch me, but he begged.

“Wait! I’m sorry! It’s just… this is all new, and it’s a lot for me. I don’t know what to say. You know, guys aren’t supposed to dress like girls, and it’s all just confusing me.”

“Well, you should know that I plan on taking a picture once we have you in a dress and makeup. I thought I would put that out there before we got started. It’s not too late for you to leave, Barry. You know where the door is,” I said before continuing to my bedroom. I would be just fine catching up on my series and using my vibrator.

“No,” Barry said and dropped his head. “You’re kind of weird, but I don’t want to leave. I want to see where things go.”

“That’s all I need to hear!” I grabbed Barry’s hand and pulled him to the bathroom, where we would take the first steps to turn him into a girl.
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“Can’t you give me some privacy?” asked Barry. He was standing in his white briefs with a hand over his crotch, looking endlessly adorable. I thanked the heavens for sending me this treasure of a man, not at all upset that I’d lost Steve in the process.

“Honey, you already saw my pussy. How much privacy do you need?”

“I… It’s different. You’re a freak.”

“Excuse me? What did you call me?” I asked and crossed my arms over my chest. If there was one thing I wouldn’t tolerate, it was Barry addressing me in ways he shouldn’t.

“Sorry,” he said quickly. “I didn’t mean it like that. I was just saying—”

“What were you just saying, Barry? Please clarify that for me.”

Barry opened and closed his mouth several times, struggling to find the words to say. I was messing with him more than anything, but it was so sexy to watch how he squirmed. It got me a little wet.

“Get your ass in the shower, boy!”

Barry glanced down at the last piece of fabric on his body, but we both knew that I was going to win this battle, so he sighed and pushed down his briefs. I was a little shocked when he did, as Barry was far from small. His cock was bigger than most, and it wasn’t even all the way hard.

“What’s wrong?” asked Barry.

“Nothing,” I snapped and shook myself back to reality. I pointed at the shower, commanding Barry to step inside of it. “I want every hair off that body, mister! I want you looking girly like me. Understand?”

“I’m not sure how that’s possible, but okay,” Barry grumbled.

“Shut up and leave the hard work to me,” I said and pushed Barry toward the shower. He finally got into the shower and turned on the water. I left him and went to my closet to find him something cute to wear for our picture.

I sifted through the clothes in my closet, but I couldn’t get the sight of Barry’s naked body out of my mind. The nerd had a ton of potential. He had six-pack abs under that shirt. They weren’t super defined, but the boy had little fat on his frame. With the right haircut and outfit, he would turn a few heads.

Not that anyone would be getting him after he got a taste of my pussy. I would have him locked down, which was exactly what I planned on doing after seeing that dick. Damn, I was salivating thinking about how it hung over his balls, and I couldn’t wait until it was all shaved and perfumed, so that I could stick it in my mouth.

I picked out a simple outfit for Barry to wear for his first time dressing as a girl. I had a pair of pink boy shorts with lace trim. He could wear that with a loose-fitting light-blue tent dress that I had. I would give him a pink bra as well. I had everything laying out on the bed when I heard the water cut off in the shower.

“Are you done in there?” I asked outside of the bathroom door.

“I think so,” said Barry.

“Come out here, and we can put some lotion on your skin to avoid it getting irritated. The first time shaving is always the hardest, but your skin will get used to it.”

“Get used to it?” Barry asked in a high voice.

“Yes! It requires maintenance to be a girl, Barry!”

“I’m not becoming a girl, though!”

“You’ll be a girl more than tonight if you stick with me. That’s for sure! Enough arguing! Come out here and put this lotion on before your skin starts breaking out!”

I smiled to myself as I walked away from the bathroom door. If Barry didn’t want to play my games, he was free not to call me. He was free not to come over, but why would he do that? He would be hooked once I gave him a taste of my pussy.

Whether I would like him dressed as a girl was to be seen, but either way, we could have some fun. We could play plenty of games, especially if it meant getting to play with that big dick.

Barry easily had a few inches on Steve. Poor guy. Steve thought he was doing something when he broke up with me. I couldn’t wait to send him a picture of Barry and me. He would lose his shit, and I would only laugh. He was the one missing out by trying to plan every day of his life, like he could see into the future or something. I would bet money he hadn’t seen this turn of events coming.

“I feel ridiculous,” Barry said when he came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. I could tell just by looking at him that he’d shaved everywhere. He looked much smoother than when I saw him before the shower.

I plastered a smile onto my face and hopped to my feet. I wrapped my arm around Barry’s shoulder and frowned as I looked over at him.

“Why do you feel ridiculous? There’s nothing wrong with shaving your body hair! Trust me, you already look way hotter.”

“Really?” Barry asked.

I could tell he didn’t quite believe me, but I ran my finger down his chest as I stared into his eyes, nodding slowly. I was chewing on my lip, honestly turned on by the boy in front of me, but I was too curious to see what he’d look like as a girl to do anything other than pull him over to the bed.

“Sit down,” I said and went to grab the bottle of lotion. I passed it to Barry and told him to rub it everywhere he’d shaved, which was his entire body except his arms, which only had a light dusting of hair as it was.

I went into the bathroom to grab all my makeup supplies. Luckily, Barry and I were about the same complexion, so we could even share makeup! I couldn’t stop imagining a future with the guy, even though I knew that was dangerous. He could leave me, especially with all that I was doing to him, but I’d come too far to halt my plans.

As much as I wanted to turn a boy into a girl to see what it would be like, I also wanted to make Steve jealous after how he’d reacted to the proposition. I wanted to show him that I’d found a boy to do what I wanted the very next day. Fuck, that would hurt. I knew it would. Is it wrong that knowing that made me smile?

“What’s next?” Barry asked after applying the lotion to his skin. He seemed a little calmer now that he’d accepted his fate.

“Let’s put you in some lingerie.”

“You have to be kidding me,” Barry said.

I ignored his comment and grabbed the pink lingerie from the bed. I already knew that his dick would look so hot in the boy shorts. I had to squeeze my thighs together as my mound dampened. It was stealing my attention, wanting to be touched.

“These are pretty cute, aren’t they?” I asked and held up the lingerie in the air.

“I don’t know. They’re girly. That’s for sure.”

“Straight from my closet. I figured you’re skinny enough to fit them.”

“Don’t remind me.”

“With a dick like yours, you should have a bit more confidence.”

“Shut up,” said Barry.

“Ooh, is someone getting feisty?”

Barry grinned and shook his head. He probably knew that his dick was big, but he didn’t know how to use it. I hoped that he wouldn’t ditch me when I taught him how to carry himself, but I couldn’t control what the man did during his life. I could control him tonight and probably some other nights, but there was no telling where the future would take us, and that was okay. I didn’t need an exact roadmap. I needed to enjoy the moments I had and could go from there.

“Put them on, Barry! I have to work in the morning!”

“Sorry,” he said and grabbed the lingerie.

I bit my lip as Barry pulled the boy shorts up his legs, and I got even wetter when he pulled them over his dick. He wasn’t even erect, but damn, that bulge. It had me salivating for a taste, but I had to stay on my best behavior… at least until I got a picture to send to Steve. Fuck, Steve’s reaction might even be better than sex.

Maybe.

Barry had a pretty nice manhood, and I couldn’t wait to sink my pussy lips onto it.

“How do they feel?” I asked as I chewed on my lip, trying to suppress the hormones coursing through me.

“Not as bad as I thought. What do you think?”

“They’re fucking sexy. Let’s get your bra on next,” I said and picked up the bra to help him put it on. He laughed a little as my fingers brushed against his skin, and then we had the bra hooked into place. I was growing hornier, liking this entire feminization thing more than I thought I would.

“It fits! Fuck, this is weird,” Barry said with a laugh.

“Do you hate it?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Good, let me grab some tissue to stuff the bra.”

“Okay,” Barry said brightly.

I went to the bathroom to grab a roll of tissue paper, and then I stuffed his bra until he had two decent sized breasts. I helped him put on the dress after that, and he was looking rather girly with the navy tent dress hanging on his body! I folded my lips, more than ready to ride his dick, but I had to concentrate.

“Makeup,” I said and snapped my fingers, trying to remind myself of what I was doing, but my mound was damp with desire. Barry was actually letting me dress him up as my doll, and fuck, that turned me on nearly as much as his womanly appearance.

“You’ve really never done this to a boy?”

I shook my head. “My ex was the first guy I asked. He refused, and then he broke up with me the next day.”

“Yesterday?”

“Yeah,” I said with a laugh. “Has your ex-girlfriend said anything to you?”

Barry shook his head, looking sad since the first time he came into my apartment, but I understood his feelings. It was hard getting dumped, especially if the person was someone’s first.

“You’ll get over her,” I said in an attempt to lift Barry’s spirits.

“I already am,” he said with a smile. “Thanks to you.”

“They say the quickest way to get over someone is by getting under someone else,” I said with a wink. I grabbed and shook a bottle of liquid foundation, and then I told Barry to close his eyes before getting to work on his face.

I kept Barry’s look simple. He didn’t need much makeup, just a bit of foundation, concealer, and eyeliner. He had smooth, youthful skin as it was. I also added a bit of lip gloss to make his lips pop, but he already looked pretty girly without it. The eyeliner really set him over the top.

“Just the wig, and you’ll be ready!”

“Okay,” Barry said and opened his eyes. I yelled at him to stop when he reached for the mirror to check his reflection, telling him to wait until we put the wig on his head.

He listened like the good boy that he was as I grabbed the wig from my closet. I pulled it out of the box where I kept it and walked over to him, putting it on his head. I ran a brush through it to undo some of the tangles, and then Barry was ready to go. He looked radiant and girly! I was impressed with my work.

“Now you can look in the mirror,” I said.

Barry swallowed as he picked up the mirror, but I could tell that he was in love when he saw his face for the first time. He was shocked, but he wasn’t upset. A smile quickly spread across his face, and as much as he tried to control it, the smile wouldn’t disappear.

“You love it.”

“So what if I do?” Barry countered. “I look hot.”

“Yeah, you do! Now let’s get that picture to send to my ex!”

Barry groaned, but he stood and walked over to me. I unlocked my phone and turned the camera toward us in selfie mode. We pursed our lips and stared into the camera like a couple of bitches as I snapped pictures, and I sent the cutest one to Steve with a little message to remind him that I didn’t need him.

The next thing I did was turn to Barry, grab the back of his head, and plant a big kiss on those glossy lips.
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“Fuck, you’re so sexy as a girl,” I said to Barry.

He couldn’t get enough. He moaned as he stared into my eyes, reaching out to grab the back of my head. He needed more kisses, and I was happy to give them to him. His lips were so soft and smooth, as was the rest of his face. There wasn’t a hint of facial hair in sight, and I was beyond turned on by the entire experience.

I’d only gotten curious about feminizing a man after reading that article on the internet, but I would have done it years ago had I known how attracted I would be to the femboy sitting in front of me. The wig, the fake breasts, the tent dress, and his smooth legs. They were making me wetter than wet, and I just wanted to slide my pussy lips onto his dick.

“Not as sexy as you, but I’ll take it,” Barry said between kisses.

“Thanks, but I don’t know. You look pretty fucking sexy,” I said in a ragged breath. I scooted closer to Barry on the couch, pushing my fingers into the blonde wig on his head. I held him and brought him close for another kiss, sliding my tongue into his mouth.

I loved the feeling of his soft, pillowy lips against mine. I loved how he couldn’t keep his hands off me. He touched my exposed sides. He moved his hands up my body until they were cupping the spot beneath my breasts. His touch made me moan into his mouth, but that only encouraged my femboy. He kissed me harder, like he might never get the chance again.

His greedy touch was everything.

He was relishing this moment as much as me, if not more so. I wasn’t sure, but I couldn’t stop moaning. Girly juices ran down my legs, and my body was begging me to take things a step further. I needed his dick in me or his mouth on my pussy or something.

I gasped as I broke the kiss, needing more than his sweet, plump lips. I needed his dick, so I scooted off the couch and fell to my knees. I spread Barry’s legs and pushed up the tent dress he was wearing, revealing those pink boy shorts I’d put him in earlier.

There was a huge stain of precum on the fabric where the tip of his dick was, and fuck, the outline of it had me hornier than I’d already been. I reached up to grab the waistline of Barry’s pink boy shorts, and then I slowly pulled them down his legs, revealing that big femboy cock of his.

He was so much bigger than I would have ever expected when I approached him at the restaurant. I squeezed my thighs together to quell my pussy’s burning desire, which I could feel throughout my body. The sensations of my longing were overwhelming, but sucking Barry’s big girly dick was the perfect distraction.

I held the base of his shaved cock and parted my painted lips, looking up at Barry through hooded eyes as I put his dick into my mouth. He closed his eyes and moaned once I had my lips around his member. He gasped as I pushed my lips all the way down his shaft, opening my throat to accept his femboy dick.

Barry let out a deep moan as I pushed his cock into the back of my throat. He surprised me by pushing down on the back of my head, but I loved choking on his dick. I breathed through my nose and let him handle me like that for a few seconds, gasping when I could finally pull my mouth off his cock.

“Fuck, you’re big.”

“That felt so good,” Barry said as he sucked in a breath.

“You know what would feel even better?”

Barry shook his head, even as a smirk spread across his face. I could tell he knew exactly what I was talking about, but I liked that he was willing to play dumb, so I lifted my miniskirt and revealed my wet, uncovered pussy lips.

Juices had been running down my legs for far too long, and I needed something in my pussy, so I slipped two fingers into my womanhood while Barry was watching.

“You want my fingers to be your dick?” I asked as I fucked myself with two fingers, staring into Barry’s eyes as I did. I loved teasing him. I loved playing with him, especially now that he was wearing that dress with fake boobs.

“Yeah,” he said in a breath with a hand wrapped around his hard cock.

“Not until you return the favor,” I said and pulled my fingers out of my pussy. I stood in front of Barry. He looked at me with wide eyes as I got closer to him, completely shocked when I shoved my fingers into his mouth, but he didn’t stop me. “Suck on them, girly boy!”

Barry moaned as I had my fingers in his mouth, thrusting them, making him suck on them like they were a dick. I got even wetter as I stared into Barry’s eyes and fucked his mouth with the fingers that’d just been in my pussy. He was stroking his cock to the beat of my thrusting until I smacked his hand off his dick.

“Don’t touch yourself!”

Barry’s eyes widened, but he couldn’t talk. His mouth was too stuffed. He was staring into my eyes as I fucked him with my fingers, and the sight was so sexy. I could have kept going like that for hours if my pussy wasn’t throbbing with the need to feel his dick.

“Want me to sit on your dick?” I asked as I thrusted my fingers.

Barry nodded fervently with my fingers in his mouth. I laughed and fucked him like that a few moments longer until I literally couldn’t stand the sensations coming from my pussy, but who could blame me? Barry’s dick was standing at attention. His member was thick, long, and veins ran through it like rivers. It was even leaking a bit of precum at the tip, so I reached down to lick off that dollop of precum before climbing onto the couch and straddling Barry’s hips.

I pulled off my crop top and tossed it to the side. I pulled up my skirt to reveal my pussy, and fuck, it was hot and swollen. It was ready for his dick, so I didn’t wait another second. I lifted my hips until my pussy was at the tip of Barry’s dick, and then I slid my lips down his shaft.

Barry threw his head back and gasped as my wet pussy covered his cock. He grabbed my hips. I grabbed his shoulders, and then I started bouncing my hips. I hollered and moaned and yelled as I moved my hips as fast as I could, using every inch of Barry’s cock.

“Yes! Give me that pussy!”

“Take it, girly boy!”

I didn’t know if Barry took that as permission, but he used strength I didn’t know he had to lift me into his arms with my pussy still on his dick. He held me close to his body, and I was so turned on being in his arms that I couldn’t help but kiss him.

Barry held me and kissed me with his femboy dick deep in my pussy, and it felt so good. A tear might even have slid down my cheek. I was too lost in the moment to know for sure, but I felt like crying from the pleasure. I felt like a princess in Barry’s arms, and then he turned my world upside-down.

Barry gently lay me on the couch, his dick slipping out of me as he did. I gasped, desperate to have him back inside of me, but he didn’t make me wait for long. Barry climbed between my legs, lifted them until my ankles were on his shoulders, and then he pushed deep into my pussy.

He filled me.

He made me scream.

I wrapped my legs around his back and held him deep inside of me for a moment as I stared into his eyes, admiring my work. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was by Barry, my femboy, but I was already thinking about our next times, even with him deep inside of me.

Barry helped me clear my mind when he picked up speed, slamming his girly dick into me over and over again. I gasped each time he went deep. My back arched when Barry pressed his thumb against my clit, eliciting a scream. Barry ignored my screaming and kept playing with my clit, pushing me over the edge.

“Fuck, Barry! Cum with me!”

Barry dropped his hand from my clit, but I used my hand the second he stopped touching me. I was far too close. I had to cum. I couldn’t wait another second, especially not between the sensations of Barry’s fucking me hard and my wet fingers on my clit.

“Yes! Yes! Argh!” Barry screamed and pulled out of me, thick loads of cum shooting from his dick the second he did. The hot goo covered my stomach, but I didn’t care, as I was far too lost in my own orgasm.

Barry and I kept cumming together, and then he collapsed against me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, kissing gently against his neck. Barry’s long blonde hair fell against my shoulders, and then he pressed his glossy lips against mine.

It was bliss.
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Barry and I got cleaned up. He was about to go home, but I told him to stay, which got a smile from him. In all honesty, I didn’t want to be alone. I never did, but I often had to be since I didn’t have any roommates.

Every time I tried to cohabitate with someone, there was always drama. Unpaid bills, stolen makeup, misplaced clothing. I could keep going on about all the shit I dealt with by living with someone, but there were positive aspects of having a roommate.

It was wonderful having someone around to talk to about my day. It was also nice having a second opinion about an outfit, at least until one of the pieces got ‘misplaced’ in the laundry. There was still one dress I was salty over that disappeared when I was living with a girl named Olga, but that was ages ago.

“What do you like to watch on TV?”

Barry shrugged. He was no longer wearing the tent dress, since it’d gotten a bunch of cum on it, but I gave him a slip dress to wear for the night. I told him that I was in need of some cuddles, and he agreed that it would be nice to spend the night together.

“Whatever is fine.”

“Reality TV? I’ve been watching this show about realtors with a bunch of drama.”

“Yeah, sure. That sounds good. Are you sure it’s okay if I stay? Don’t you have to leave early for work in the morning?”

“Don’t remind me,” I said with a laugh. It was already well past my bedtime, but I was having fun, and I wanted to watch an episode of my show with Barry. “Will you have the energy to leave when I do?”

“Yeah, it won’t be a problem, as long as it’s okay with you.”

I nodded and went back to looking at the TV, hitting buttons and scrolling through options until I found my show. I hit play and stood from the couch to grab a bar of chocolate from the fridge. I needed something sweet after that incredible orgasm.

“You want some?” I asked Barry as I plopped back onto the couch.

“Ooh, chocolate. Yum,” he said.

I couldn’t help but lean over to give him a little kiss on the cheek. He was so adorable, and I felt grateful to have found him at the restaurant. It hurt when Steve broke up with me. We used to have the best times together. Our personalities clicked, but I meshed with Barry too, just in a different way.

Barry let me express my dominance in ways Steve never did, but he wasn’t a complete pushover, which I enjoyed, and he was a much better fuck than Steve had ever been, so didn’t that get him like a thousand extra points?

“Here,” I said and passed Barry half of the chocolate bar.

“Are you sure you won’t want more?”

“I could eat the whole thing, but I shouldn’t.”

“You can if you want. I’ll want you no matter what size you are,” Barry said and put his hand on my thigh.

His gentle touch got me warm all over, and I had to stop myself from straddling his hips and taking another ride on his dick. As much as I wanted to feel him inside of me again, there was no way I would wake up to my alarm if I orgasmed again. I would be dead to the world for at least twelve hours, and I didn’t have that kind of time.

Barry and I watched the dramatic program, oohing and awing at all the messy situations that unfolded before our eyes. Stealing clients, secret lovers, and backstabbing. Barry and I nearly made it to the end of the episode and bed, but then there was a knock on the door.

Barry jumped and turned to face the door when the person pounded on the door a second time. I placed a hand on Barry’s thigh to calm him. I didn’t have to open the door to know that Steve was standing on the other side. He’d sent at least ten different messages since I sent him the picture of Barry all feminized and gorgeous.

“I know you’re in there, Sarah! I can hear the TV!”

“Who’s that?” Barry asked in a whisper.

“The guy who broke up with me yesterday before I met you.”

“Why is he here?”

I shrugged, not wanting to tell Barry that I’d used him as a bit of a pawn. Barry was starting to grow on me. I certainly never thought that would be the case when I approached him at the restaurant, but he was a pretty great guy, and I didn’t want to lose him. Not when he looked that cute in a dress and makeup.

I stood from the couch and went over to the door. I didn’t open it as Steve banged for the third time. I hooked the chain latch into place before opening the door.

“Go away, Steve!”

“No! Is he still here?”

“Yes, so you should leave before I call the cops.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Sarah! How could you do this to me? We only broke up yesterday!”

“Don’t you know what ‘breakup’ means? It means that I’m free, and you’re free. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

Steve’s face crumbled at the question, but I didn’t care what he thought. I didn’t care if he spent the rest of his life regretting the decision he made yesterday. I had a new man, who I’d turned into my femboy, and we were vibing. I couldn’t give that up to go back to a man who’d dumped me so easily.

“Yeah… no… I don’t know! Why did you move on so quickly? Didn’t what we have mean anything?”

“Fate brought my new boy to me. I’m sorry that things didn’t work out for us, but I’ve moved on, Steve. You’ll have to get over it.”

Steve pushed on the door, but it hardly budged with the chain hooked in place. He pushed a little harder, pressing his weight against the door, and I screeched at him to stop. I stuck out my hand and got him with my nails.

“What the fuck?” Steve hollered and stepped back, clutching the spot on his arm that I scratched.

“Leave us alone!”

“No, I will not, you whore!”

“Shut up, Steve!” I said and tried to push the door closed, but Steve wouldn’t let me. He kept pressing his weight against the other side, and if there was one thing Steve had on me, it was weight. I glanced over my shoulder at Barry for help. He looked petrified, but he finally got to moving when I widened my eyes at him, like I would become his worst freaking nightmare if he didn’t help.

Barry came up behind me and pushed the door to help me overpower Steve. Barry strained as he pushed, but we eventually beat Steve. He stumbled backwards, and the door slammed shut. I quickly locked the deadbolt and fell with my back to the door, jumping a little when Steve started pounding on it.

“Open the door, you dirty bitch!”

“Shut up and leave me alone!”

“You never should have sent me that picture if you wanted me to leave you alone! I was sitting at home, not even concerned about you, and then I got that fucking picture! How could you have found someone new already? It isn’t fair!”

“Don’t be jealous! You’re the one who dumped me!”

“Yeah, but I didn’t know that you would move on so quickly! I wouldn’t have—”

“What would you have done, Steve? You made up your mind before we even got to the restaurant. I don’t want to hear it! You rejected my request, and now you’re upset that I’ve found a boy who was willing to do what I asked, and guess what, Steve? He’s way better in bed than you!”

“Really? Do you mean that?” Barry asked in a whisper. He was still standing right behind me. He looked a little frightened but much less so since we’d gotten the door closed and locked. Plus, I wasn’t that worried about Steve. He had a loud voice, but he was all bark and no bite. He wouldn’t hurt a fly. His jealousy had simply boiled over, and he didn’t know what to do about it.

“Yeah,” I said to Barry. I flashed him a quick smile, but Steve banged on the door even harder than the last times, making both of us jump. I cursed under my breath, knowing that my neighbors would call the police on him soon if he didn’t stop, but then I remembered Steve’s political ambitions. How would it look during a presidential campaign for something like this to come out?

“Open the door, Sarah! We need to talk!”

“I am not opening the door, Steve! Go home! If you don’t leave right now, I’ll have to call the police, and I’ll get a police report. I’ll get everything done that I need to make sure this little incident gets stuck on your record. How would that look when you run for office?”

Steve stopped pounding on the door at that question, which told me that I was hitting him in the right spot. He was so ambitious. He would spend his entire life in a miserable marriage if it meant getting closer to the top of the public servitude ladder.

“You wouldn’t do that to me!”

“Oh, you don’t think so? Would you like to test me? Sweetie, go get my phone, please.”

“Sweetie?” Steve hollered. “Who the fuck are you talking to? What’s his name?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” I asked just as Barry ran back to hand me my phone. “Thank you, honey! Steve, I have my phone now, and I’m giving you exactly five seconds to get away from that door before I call the police, and trust me, if I have to go through the stress of getting them here, I will make sure this case sticks. Do you understand me?”

“Give me another chance, Sarah. Aren’t I better than whoever you have?”

I shook my head. “Five… four… three… two.”

“Fine! I’ll go!”

“Now!” I demanded.

“You’re killing me, Sarah. I didn’t think things would end up like this.”

“I told you yesterday that you can’t plan every detail of your life. It’s really not healthy, but honestly, Steve, I don’t care. You’re not my problem anymore. You let me go, and I’ve moved on with someone who excites me more than you ever could.”

“Stop torturing me, Sarah!”

“All right, Steve. I’m calling the cops now.”

“No, please! I’ll leave,” Steve said.

“I’m waiting to hear footsteps!”

It took about fifteen more seconds, but then I heard Steve walk away from the door. Barry and I breathed a collective sigh of relief once we heard his footsteps retreat into nothing. I looked through the peephole just to make sure that Steve had indeed left, grateful when I was sure that he had.

“What was that?” Barry asked in a nervous voice.

“The guy who dumped me right before I met you. I’m sorry about him, Barry.”

“He must not have liked that picture you sent him of us.”

“No,” I said with a laugh. “I’m sure that he didn’t.”

“Well, fuck him!”

I laughed and stepped a touch closer to Barry. He was so beautiful, and his personality was growing on me. He wasn’t worried about where life was taking him. He was living in the present, which was exactly what I was trying to do. I was so tired of Steve’s relentless ambition. I just wanted to let my hair down and have a bit of fun, and Barry was looking more and more like the perfect person with whom to do exactly that.

“Let’s finish that episode we were watching and get to bed.”

“Yes, please,” said Barry.


8

Barry and I were spending every free moment we had together, which was a lot less than either of us would like, especially since my schedule was all over the place. Some days I worked super early, and other days I didn’t get off until after dinner. There was no telling when they would need me at the agents’ desk, but Barry was more than willing to work around my unpredictable schedule.

I couldn’t help but wonder if he was the perfect guy sometimes. He was so down to earth, and he was really loving dressing up as a woman, but he also looked pretty cute as a guy. We went and got him new frames for his glasses during our second week of dating, and then I helped him pick out new clothes to freshen up his wardrobe.

I saw more than a few girls turn their attention toward him when we were out together now, but Barry was mine. Yes, he was all mine. The boy practically kissed the ground I walked on, which was such a turn on for me. I never realized how badly I craved a man like Barry until I had him.

A man who understood my worth. A man who was happy to put me on a pedestal. Barry told everyone he could about me, even if he kept the dressing up as a girl part secret. I didn’t care. He could tell people. Not tell them. Whatever made him happy was fine with me as long as he was willing to have fun when we were together.

It'd been a little over two weeks since our first date when I dressed Barry up as a girl at my house, and I couldn’t believe how in love I felt. I hadn’t yet told Barry that I loved him, but we were getting close to saying the words. It seemed like every time we were together, there was an awkward moment of silence where one of us might say the three little words everyone wanted to hear, but we were both too nervous. Too afraid of ruining the awesome dynamic that we had going.

I was taking Barry to get his first pedicure today, on my way to his place now. He had a spacious one-bedroom apartment about ten minutes driving from where I lived. I had a bag of clothes for him to wear in my car, stuff that I could leave behind at his place, so that he would have a few more options in his ever-growing closet.

“There you are,” Barry said with a bright smile when he opened the door for me to step inside.

“Here I am,” I said and twirled through the doorway, falling into Barry. He held me up with his surprisingly strong arms. I still got wet when I thought about how he’d lifted me into his arms and set me gently onto the couch before pounding my pussy.

“How was work today?”

I shrugged. “I’m just happy that I don’t have to go until tomorrow night, so we’ll have plenty of time to hang out together.”

“Yeah, that sounds lovely,” Barry said and planted a kiss on my lips. He wasn’t wearing makeup or anything yet, but his lips were still smooth from all the gloss he wore when we were together. He even told me that he dressed up by himself sometimes now, which I found incredibly sexy. I loved how into it he got. It wasn’t me forcing him, which made feminizing him that much sweeter.

“Are you ready to put on your clothes?”

“What did you bring for me?”

“I brought you a thong and bra to wear. They’re both black to match the dress. I figured you needed a little black dress since every girl has to have one.”

“Ooh,” Barry purred. “You’re the best!”

I giggled and pushed my body up against Barry’s more firmly, even though we were already smashed together. I was so overwhelmed with love. I wished I could just fuse with him. That our bodies and souls could become one, but maybe that was already happening. I swore I felt closer to Barry every time we were together.

Barry grabbed my ass before releasing me to take the bag from my hand. We had an appointment soon and couldn’t be late, and it didn’t help that I’d arrived a few minutes late to Barry’s place, but he never complained. He was just happy to spend time with me, which made me feel like such a special girl.

“Let’s see what this dress looks like,” Barry said after setting the bag on his dining table. He gushed when he pulled out the little black dress and held it in the air.

“Do you like it?” I asked.

“I love it.”

“I’m glad. It’s a dress I’ve had for a long time, but I never seem to wear it for whatever reason.”

“How could you not wear this beautiful dress? That’s a crime!”

I laughed and shook my head. Barry was right, but he could be so dramatic, and he was only fooling around half the time. He showed a bit more of his personality every time we hung out. Barry stopped acting and trying to be someone he wasn’t. He wasn’t a dominant guy. He wasn’t the most assertive. He would put his foot down when he was passionate about something, but other than that, he avoided conflict and let me take the driver’s seat in our little affair.

“How long do we have until the appointment?”

“Thirty minutes,” I said. “We can be a few minutes late. It’s not a big deal.”

“Not a big deal? I hate being late!”

“Don’t worry, Barry. They know me.”

“Okay,” Barry said in a breath, but he didn’t sound the most convinced of my reasoning. I wasn’t worried at all since everyone at the nail salon saw me at least once a month, but Barry was running around his apartment, grabbing this and that. “Thank goodness I already shaved my legs today.”

“Oh, yeah?” I asked with a laugh.

It was so cute to hear Barry talk like a girl, but he was becoming the ultimate femboy. I even saw him reading articles about fashion when we were sitting on the couch watching mindless television. He never left the house without styling his hair now, whether he was a boy or girl for the day. It didn’t matter.

“Shut up,” Barry said and chuckled. “It’s not like you’re giving me much time. I need to do my makeup! I can’t leave the house without a little bit of makeup! You know that!”

“Calm down, Barry. I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

“You say that, but there’s no telling with you.”

I waved my hand in the air and walked out of the room to leave Barry to it. He needed to ‘focus’, and I didn’t want him blaming me if he couldn’t finish his makeup in time. He told me that he spent a lot of his free time watching makeup videos too. He hadn’t spent too much money on makeup since I gave him all my old products that I no longer used, but I knew the day would come when Barry dropped some coins on makeup. It was only a matter of time.

“Can you get my heels from the closet, please?”

“Yes!” I hollered and set the glass of water I was drinking on the kitchen counter before running back to Barry’s bedroom to get him the heels he wanted. “My, don’t you look sexy?” I asked when I walked over to Barry’s desk with the heels in hand.

“Thanks,” he said. “I wouldn’t be here without you.”

“Yeah, but I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. It’s pretty sexy watching you transform into a woman.”

“Yeah? You think so?”

I bit my bottom lip and nodded as I stared at Barry through the mirror. He was already wearing the black dress, and he had the blonde wig I gave him waiting on a mannequin head. He kept working on his face, giving himself smokey eyes and a little blush on the cheeks. He no longer looked like the nerdy boy from the restaurant when I first met him.

He wasn’t vain or conceited, but he had really taken to making sure that he looked as best he could before he left the house. I loved having a guy in my life who cared what he looked like. Steve used to care, but only to an extent. I could absolutely see him letting himself go later down the line, but I wasn’t so sure about Barry.

Now that Barry had gotten a taste of what being attractive to the world felt like, it didn’t seem like he would change. He moisturized his skin and never forgot sunscreen. He wore makeup when he was dressed up as a girl, and I’d even caught him one day wearing foundation when he was dressed up as a boy. Not that I cared, but we had a good laugh about how much he’d changed in such a short time. He told me that I brought out a side of himself he always knew was there, lurking beneath the shadows, and his confession made me feel special.

It made me feel like I did right by Barry. We both worried that Steve would come into our lives like a wrecking ball, but so far, he’d been quiet. He didn’t bother us. He sent the occasional message asking if I’d dumped Barry yet to give him another chance, but I never replied. It was easier to ignore stupidity than confront it.

“There, that should do it,” Barry said and dropped the makeup in his hands. He moved a few inches to the side to check himself out in the mirror he had on his desk, and he couldn’t help but smile when he saw his reflection.

I didn’t blame him, though. When I stepped in front of his desk, my mouth opened from shock. Even without the wig, he looked like a girl. He could have gone out like that, and nobody would have thought twice about his appearance. Plenty of women had short hair, and Barry would look like any of them, but he loved the wig.

When Barry put on the wig, he couldn’t stop playing with his hair. He checked himself out in every mirror that he passed. He flipped his head to make the hair fly over his shoulder, and sometimes he would spin in a circle just to make the hair catch wind.

Barry placed the wig on his head and smiled at himself in the mirror. It was like I wasn’t even in the room. He couldn’t stop looking at himself, but I didn’t mind. I wasn’t jealous. At the end of the day, Barry was my femboy. He hardly even looked at other people. I wouldn’t care if he did, but Barry was much more concerned with how he looked.

“What do you think?” Barry asked after running a brush through his hair and fixing the final details of his look in the mirror. He smiled as he stared into my eyes, anxiously awaiting my answer.

“You look stunning as always,” I said.

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” I said and walked over to Barry. He scooted out the chair to give me enough room to sit in his lap. I sat there and wrapped my arms around the back of Barry’s neck, staring into his gorgeous hazel eyes. He once told me that they changed to a deep brown during the winter months, and I couldn’t wait to see how their color would shift with the seasons.

“Are we late yet?”

“No, we still have ten minutes.”

“Isn’t that how long the drive is?” Barry asked with a hint of panic in his voice.

“It’s fine,” I said and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder as I kept focused on those hazel eyes of his. They were windows to his peaceful soul. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to say to you.”

Barry’s eyes lit up, like he knew exactly what I was going to say. The intensity of his breath changed, and the hand on my thigh squeezed a touch more tightly.

“Can I say it first?” he asked.

“Say what?”

“I love you, Sarah. You’ve changed my life in ways I never would have expected, but I love you for it.”

“I love you too, Barry. More than you know,” I said and moved in a little closer to give him a kiss on the lips. What started as a gentle kiss quickly deepened into something more, but we stopped when Barry remembered that we were almost late for our appointment. I muttered disappointments, but we left.

Probably for the best since the nail salon had my credit card on file and would be more than happy to charge me a fee for not showing up to my appointment.
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Barry and I were sitting in the big massaging chairs with spicy margaritas by our side. Barry had picked out a bright pink polish for his toes once they were finished with the leg mask and calf massage. I chose a classic red color. Barry was only getting a regular polish, but I was going for the gel, so I wanted a color that I could wear with many outfits.

There was no telling how long Barry would keep on the pink polish, but I hoped he kept it until it started rubbing off from age. The more he got used to wearing polish, the more he wouldn’t care. There were plenty of guys who wore polish wherever they went, but Barry wasn’t quite there yet.

“This margarita is delicious, isn’t it?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said without opening my eyes. I was enjoying the balls of the massage chair pressing into my back, moving up and down my spine, providing buckets of pleasure. “I might need a second margarita before we leave.”

Barry laughed and went back to reading a book on his phone while the nail technicians worked. Barry giggled every few minutes. He was on the ticklish side, and this was his first pedicure, so it was bound to get him a little excited.

“How are you doing over there?” I asked after the third or fourth time that he’d laughed. I opened my eyes to look at him and saw that his nail technician was already adding the bright pink color to his toes.

“I’m doing…” there was another burst of laughter. “I’m doing okay.”

“Your ticklish side is showing,” I teased.

The nail technicians smiled at us. They didn’t seem to care at all that Barry was dressed in women’s clothing. He wasn’t exactly the best at hiding his voice. I could tell that he was working on it, but he still had a long way to go, but I didn’t care either way. He was my boy, my girl. My femboy. I loved him for who he was and didn’t give a fuck what anyone else thought about him. They could kiss my ass if they had something negative to say.

“I wasn’t expecting it to get this bad,” Barry said as he tried to control the fits of laughter. He picked up his spicy margarita to take a long sip, finishing it. He raised his hand to wave over the server. We both ordered a second drink.

“You’re doing great,” I said.

The nail technician working on Barry nodded in agreement. She was so sweet. An older lady with a thick pair of glasses. The girl doing my nails looked like she could be the other woman’s granddaughter, but there was no way to know for sure without asking, and I didn’t want to be rude.

The girl doing my nails finished with the leg massage and then opened the bottle of red gel polish. I watched as she painted my toes. Her talent was infinite. She didn’t get a single droplet of the polish on my skin, and my toes looked perfectly painted when she finished.

“You two can sit here while you finish your drinks.”

“Thanks,” we said in unison.

“Cheers,” I said as I turned to Barry.

“Cheers,” he said and clinked his glass with mine.

The workers brought over our bill a few minutes later. I dropped my credit card onto the little tray and went back to chatting with Barry. We talked about how amazing our pedicure was, and Barry was already talking about the next time he would get one, which brought a smile to my face. We also chatted about clothes, shoes, and makeup. We even talked about the weather, but then Barry got a serious look on his face when we were near the end of our drinks.

“What is it?” I asked.

“There’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“You know you can ask me anything, Barry.”

“I know, but…”

“What? What’s wrong?”

Barry shook his head as he struggled with what he wanted to say. I reached across the space between us to place my hand on his shoulder, letting him know that I wouldn’t judge him. I wouldn’t agree to everything, but I wouldn’t make him feel bad for asking.

“It’s just… I’ve been a bit confused since I’ve been dressing up as a girl.”

“Confused how?” I asked.

Barry chewed on his lip as he found the words he wanted to say. I sipped my margarita and waited patiently for him to continue. I didn’t know how to add to the conversation until he told me what was on his mind.

“Talk to me, Barry. Please.”

“You promise you won’t get mad?”

“I probably won’t, but I can’t promise anything until you tell me what you’re thinking.”

Barry sighed, and then he leaned over the space separating us to whisper into my ear. “I bought a toy. It got delivered to my house yesterday.”

“Ooh, do tell.”

Barry swallowed before leaning close to whisper again. Whatever he ordered, he didn’t want anyone else to know about it.

“I ordered a strap-on dildo, and I want you to fuck me with it. I want to feel what being a girl is really like.”

“Okay, now that’s something I can get behind!” I said in a voice much louder than a whisper.

Barry looked at me with daggers in his eyes. I waved my hand in the air and apologized. Our toes were already dry, so there was no point in sitting around the salon when we could be at his place using this toy that he bought.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

“You’re ridiculous sometimes, Sarah.”

“Oh, don’t be mad! Nobody knows what you said.”

“Will you stop talking already?” Barry asked as he moved to hop out of the chair. “You’re embarrassing me.”

Barry ran toward the door before I could catch up to him, looking rather adorable in that little black dress. His heels clicked against the floor as he went, and more than anything, I felt proud. I was so happy that Barry could come out of his shell and explore a side of himself that most men would be afraid to touch.

“Are you coming?” Barry asked from the door.

“Be right there,” I called as I moved to get out of the chair. “Wait for me!”

“Hurry!”

I took my sweet time crossing the nail salon, which made Barry shake his head and flutter his eyelids, but I wasn’t above making my femboy wait a few seconds.
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“So, where is this toy of yours?” I asked when we got to Barry’s place.

He glanced over his shoulder at me with fire in his eyes. I could tell that he was a bit embarrassed for having ordered a strap-on dildo, but I was more than ready to use it. I wanted to see that virgin hole of his stretch over my big cock. I wanted to hear him scream and moan as he took it like a girl.

“What? You’re the one who said you wanted to feel like a girl!”

“Yeah, but—”

“What, Barry? What could you possibly say?”

Barry growled and shook his head, but he went for the box that contained the toy. He came back with the box in his hands, holding it out for me to take. I opened the box, smiling to myself when I saw what was inside.

I pulled out the strap-on dildo, holding it in the air. It was about six inches long and not very thick, but it was perfect for a virgin hole like Barry’s. His eyes widened when he looked at it, like he was having second thoughts about all this, but I wouldn’t let him back out now. If he didn’t want to do this, then he wouldn’t have told me about the dildo in the first place.

“What’s wrong, Barry? Are you getting nervous?”

“Yeah,” he said as he kept staring at the dildo with wide eyes. “I’m not sure how that’ll fit.”

“Oh, I’m sure I can make it fit. Did you buy lube?”

“Yeah, shit. Let me go grab it,” Barry said and ran to his bedroom. He came back with a little bottle of lube. “I got this silicone lube after a bunch of research. Everyone on the chat boards says that it’s the best.”

“Ooh, I can’t wait to put it on my dick to fuck you.”

“Hey!” Barry said.

“What’s wrong, Barry? You’re the one who ordered these items. Don’t you want to use them?”

“Yeah… no… I don’t know. Fuck, why am I so confused?”

“I don’t know, Barry. You tell me. From where I’m standing, it seems like you want to feel something up your ass, and there’s nothing wrong with that.”

Barry shook his head and stared at the ground, but I wasn’t about to let him turn away from what he wanted. I didn’t care if he felt ashamed of himself for wanting this. He had ordered these toys, and I knew that he would regret not using them more than using them, so I stepped forward.

“Stroke the cock,” I said and held the strap on against my crotch.

“What?”

“Stroke it. It might make you feel better if you touch it.”

“Shouldn’t we wash it first?”

“Yeah, that’s fine. Wash it if you want, but make sure you stroke it with your soapy hand. Pretend that it’s hanging off my body. Pretend that it’s my girly dick. Can you do that?”

Barry looked from the dick to me and back before nodding slowly. He walked over to his kitchen sink and rubbed some hand soap onto the dildo before using a bit of water to get it all lathered and bubbly. I stood a few feet from Barry as he worked, watching as he stroked the dildo.

His grip loosened after a bit, and he seemed more comfortable as he moved his hand back and forth along the shaft. I stepped closer once he picked up a rhythm, placing my hand gently on his shoulder. He jumped before glancing at me and smiling.

“How does it feel in your hand?” I asked.

“Fine, I guess. It’s not like I haven’t jacked off my own cock.”

“Exactly! There’s nothing wrong with touching a cock, especially if you’re about to put it on me. Right?”

“Yeah,” Barry said in a soft voice. “That makes sense.”

“Good. Now that the dildo is all clean, why don’t you dry it off and help me put it on? Can you do that?”

Barry nodded as he looked into my eyes. He glanced back down at the dildo for a moment before turning off the stream of water that was running over it, and then he grabbed a clean kitchen towel from his drawer to dry it off. I grabbed his hand and led him back to the living room when he finished.

“Take off your dress. I don’t want you wearing anything except your bra and thong.”

“Can I keep on the wig?”

“Of course,” I said with a laugh.

Barry started stripping. I joined him a second later, except I got completely naked, kicking all my clothing to the side. Barry stared at me with his mouth half-parted, but I loved how he looked at me, like I was a goddess or something. I stepped forward and grabbed the strap-on dildo from his hands and held it in the air.

“So, how do I put this thing on?”

“It straps around your waist. The instructions are in the box.”

Barry turned, but I grabbed his hand before he could leave. I wagged my finger in his face and told him that we were smart enough to figure out how to use the strap on without the instructions.

“You’re right,” he said with a laugh.

I winked at him before stepping into the strap-on dildo and pulling it up my legs like a pair of pants. I commanded Barry to help me hook it into place, which he was happy to do. He was squatting as he did it, so I pushed him down to his knees when he finished.

“You look incredible down there.”

“Yeah?” he asked in a breath as he stared up at me, my dick dangling in his face.

I bit my lip and nodded before reaching down to move some of the blonde hair out of his face. He was so pretty as a blonde, but I couldn’t wait to add more colors to his wig collection. He would look good as a brunette or a redhead too.

“Put my dick in your mouth.”

“You want me to—”

“Don’t question me. If you want to feel like a girl, then you need to suck some dick. Make me feel like the man.”

Barry cursed under his breath. I noticed how his hand went down to the growing hardness beneath his thong. He was so hot down there on his knees in nothing except that thong and bra with his long blonde hair. My pussy was getting pretty wet beneath the strap, begging for me to touch it, but I would wait. Barry wanted to feel like a girl, and I was there to make it happen.

“Put my dick in your mouth, Barry!” I said more forcefully and grabbed him by the hair. His wig shifted a little, but that was enough to get him to work. Barry parted his lips and wrapped them around my cock as he stared into my eyes.

Fuck, that look had me even wetter than I’d been a minute ago. I sucked in a sharp breath as Barry dropped his gaze and focused on sucking my dick. His movements rubbed the strap up against my pussy, and damn, it felt good. If he kept going like that, I would cum just from the friction.

“Yeah, that’s right, girl! Suck that cock!” I said and pushed on the back of Barry’s head to make him gag on my dick, but his dick twitched when I did that. He liked being my slutty bottom femboy, and I couldn’t wait to see how far I could push him over the course of our relationship.

Barry moaned on my cock as I held the back of his head and kept his mouth wrapped around my member. He kept trying to pull off my dick, but I wouldn’t let him. Forcing him on my dick had girly juices running down my thighs, and the friction of his head bobbing, fuck, I didn’t want it to stop.

I let Barry off my dick a minute later. He pulled back and gasped when I did, but he was smiling like a fool when he looked up at me.

“Yeah? You like that? Get to your hands and knees, girl! Now!”

Barry rushed to his hands and knees, sticking his bubbly ass in the air. I dropped to my knees behind him and moved his thong to the side to reveal his hole, getting more turned on by the second. Just as Barry was discovering things about himself, I was too. I never knew that I would get turned on being on my knees behind a guy, but damn, I was dripping. Barry’s tight hole was calling my name.

I grabbed the bottle of lube and held it a couple inches above Barry’s hole. I moaned deeply as I squirted the clear liquid onto his entrance, watching it slide down his split.

“How does that feel, girl?”

“So good,” he said.

“That’s right. You love having big cocks up your ass, don’t you, girl?”

“I don’t know,” Barry said in a slutty whisper. “I’m a virgin!”

“No wonder this hole is so tight,” I said and slipped two fingers into Barry. He gasped and lurched forward, but I grabbed his thigh and pulled him back. “No running from me, girl! You’re going to take my dick, and you’re going to love it. Understand?”

“Yes!” Barry said. He reached to touch his cock, but I pulled his hand behind his back.

“No touching yourself until I say you can. Got it?”

“Yes, I’m sorry!”

“You’d better be sorry, girl! I’m going to pound some obedience into you. You hear me?”

“Please! I need it!”

Fuck, Barry acting like a submissive little girl had my engines on fire. I felt like I could cum without even touching myself. One swipe over my clit, and I’d be in trouble, but I wasn’t going to let down my girl. Barry needed to get his hole fucked, and I was more than happy to make it happen for him.

I added a bunch more lube to my cock and then I added a bit more to Barry’s femboy hole, slipping a couple fingers into his tight entrance. He gasped and moaned, but my fingers were nothing compared to the cock hanging from my crotch. It was smaller than Barry’s big dick, but it would be a lot for him to handle in his tiny hole.

“Take a deep breath.”

Barry did as I said, and I pushed into him when he exhaled. He gasped and lurched forward, but I was ready. I wasn’t letting him run from this fucking.

“Stay still, girl, and take this dick!”

“It’s so big!” Barry said in a high-pitched voice.

“You wanted dick, and that’s what you’re getting.”

Barry nodded and dropped his head. “Be gentle. Please,” he said as he held his ass in the air, still with the thong covering his dick, but I could tell he was rock hard just by looking between his thighs. I wanted to rub and suck his hard cock so badly, but my femboy wanted to feel like a girl. I needed to focus on the task at hand.

I grabbed the bottle and added more lube to my cock and Barry’s hole, fingering him for a few seconds before I tried sticking my dick into him again. He hollered out, but he kept his body still. He let me sink into him one millimeter at a time, cursing and screaming, but he took my dick like a good girl.

“Yeah, that’s right, girl! Take this dick!”

“Yeah!” Barry said, but he could barely get out that word. His voice was a broken whisper.

“You like this dick fucking your ass, girl?”

“Mhm,” Barry managed.

I smacked his ass and pushed the last two inches of my cock into him. He let out a deep moan as my cock filled his hole, and it was so hot to stare down at him on his hands and knees like that. I couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t wait until the next time he asked me to fuck him.

Barry’s ass loosened up after a few seconds of holding my dick inside of him, so I was able to thrust my hips with a bit more ease. I moved my hips faster and faster until I was fucking his ass hard, and Barry couldn’t talk. All he could do was holler and try his best to keep his ass in the air.

“Yeah, take this big dick, girl!”

“Mmm!”

“Take. This. Big. Dick!” I said, slamming into him with each word, using every inch of my cock. I was so turned on after a few minutes of fucking him. I was desperate to touch my pussy, knowing that I could cum in a second. It just needed that one special touch, and I’d be done.

“Touch your cock, girl! Cum with me!”

“Yeah?” Barry asked in that slutty, broken whisper.

“Yes, girl! I’m close!”

“Me… too!” Barry hollered as he said the word, and then his ass tightened around my dick, which told me that he was cumming. The screams leaving his mouth also told me that my femboy was cumming, so I reached into my strap to touch my pussy, and that sent me over the edge.

I pushed my dick as deep into Barry as I could as I hollered right along with him, cumming all over my hand. I stayed like that for at least a minute before slowly pulling out of Barry. He gasped and fell to the floor when I did.

I fell to the floor with him and curled up next to him. My sticky dick got all over his thigh, but he didn’t care. He kissed me and pushed his fingers into my hair, thanking me over and over for making him feel like a girl.

“It was my pleasure, babe.”

“How did I get so lucky? You’re the best girlfriend in the world.”

“I’m the lucky one. I love you,” I said and pulled Barry close to hold him in my arms.
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One Year Later

Barry and I were about to board the train to take a much-needed vacation. We’d both been working like crazy, but I could finally catch a break now that school was back in session. Barry and I thought we would enjoy one of the last few weekends with nice weather by exploring a new city, except he was going as my girlfriend and not my boyfriend.

When asked, Barry would simply tell people that his name was B, which people accepted. We’d thought about giving him a proper girl’s name, but he was happy with B, and if he was happy, so was I.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I picked out a bunch of restaurants for us to try.”

“Why would I mind?” I asked.

Barry shrugged. He looked so cute. He was wearing his new brunette wig with a pink and blue dress. His heels were pink, and his purse was white, and he was easily one of the best-dressed girls in the building. Barry didn’t notice when men looked at him, but I saw plenty of horny guys glancing in our direction.

“Just making sure,” said Barry.

“You’re the sweetest,” I said and placed my hand on Barry’s thigh.

Barry smiled and tilted his head to rest it on my shoulder. I still couldn’t get over how lucky we were to have met. I was angry when Steve broke up with me for suggesting we try something new, but his breaking up with me had been fate at work.

Steve had since messaged me several times to say that he’d made a mistake and wanted me back, but those messages fell onto deaf ears. Why would I want to go back to Steve when I had the best boyfriend slash girlfriend in the world? I had the best of both worlds, and on top of that, Barry was caring and sweet. He was basically the perfect package.

“That’s us! They just called our train,” Barry said and lifted his head from my shoulder. We stood up to gather our bags and then we were on our way. I pumped my fist in the air and did a little dance as we went.

“All right! Vacation time!”
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