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CHAPTER 1

 

“Congratulation, Harold. You are the winner of this month’s shopping spree and hotel stay courteous of your favorite radio station,” the DJ said to Harold while he was driving home from work. He screamed and nearly lost control of his car. It was one of the happiest moments of his life.

That was a couple weeks ago, but the day had finally arrived for him to enjoy his prize. He was staying at The Mirage Lantern, which was a mid-tier hotel in town with thick velvet wallpaper and gold fixtures. It was a perfect representation of the small city where Harold lived, Palmvale.

Harold arrived at the hotel, which was situated in one of the more walkable areas of Palmvale. There were restaurants and casinos along the mini strip, but it was nothing compared to what they had in Vegas. Harold used to live in Vegas but left the city after many years of chasing big wins at the casinos. He was lucky to do a little better than break even. He knew several who’d been driven out of the city in shame with negative dollars in their pockets.

“Welcome, Mr. Lester.”

“Good afternoon,” he said, feeling rather excited for his stay at the hotel. “I won a free night here from the radio’s call-in contest.”

“Yes, of course,” the woman behind the counter said. “I have your name right here. Will anyone be staying with you?”

“No,” he said a little sadly. “It’s just me.”

“Not to worry,” the woman said brightly. “We have a lot of activities for you to enjoy in town. Don’t forget to look at the brochures over there.” She pointed to a wall of pamphlets. “Here’s your key. We’ll just need a credit card for incidentals.”

“Not a problem,” Harold said and passed her his credit card. She put it on file and gave him his key, telling him to enjoy his stay. He went up to the top floor where they had the largest suites. His room number was 509, and it was gorgeous in a Nevada type of way. Completely over-the-top and flamboyant. It was so different from his drab house on the outskirts of town.

He needed this vacation. His life had taken a turn for the worst recently after the factory where he worked closed. They were building a new facility in a state that had given them a tax break. They tried to say it was because of other reasons, but everyone knew it came down to money in the end, and Harold was left to hunt for work.

It wasn’t exactly easy finding a job as a forklift operator. He didn’t have much other experience other than working in factories and wasn’t quite sure what he was going to do. The Walmart in town was hiring, but he once promised himself he would never work there, yet the longer he went without a paycheck, the more he thought he might have to go down to the supercenter to beg for a new career.

Harold settled in his room, trying his best not to sulk about his work situation. He needed something to distract him, so he went back downstairs to the lobby to flip through the pamphlets. He stopped when he saw one for a nearby brothel, which were legal in Palmvale. Harold had never gone to one because he thought he was above it, but he wasn’t sure what to believe anymore.

He picked up the pamphlet along with a few others and went back to his room, but the girls were the only thing that kept his attention. His gaze kept flickering back to the brothel advertisement, teasing him, making him wonder what if. There were things he wanted to try… things he hadn’t really shared with anyone. Why not get some hired help?

Despite his better judgment, he called the number. His heart raced when a woman answered, but this was what he needed. There weren’t any stipulations on how to spend the money he won for a shopping spree, so why not use it to have a little fun?


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Harold waited nervously at La Sirena Roja, a Mexican seafood restaurant around the corner from the hotel. What a seafood restaurant was doing in the middle of the desert was anyone’s guess, but it was the place that had the best reviews in town and where Wanda had suggested they meet. She was supposed to give him the full girlfriend experience. Harold had a few grand to blow and wanted to make the most of it.

“There you are,” Wanda said smoothly as she stepped into the room. She was wearing a red dress that hugged her body like a glove, red hair bouncing on her shoulders. She was absolutely stunning. Even better than the pictures. “Glad to make your acquaintance.” Wanda gave him a kiss on the cheek before taking the seat across from him.

“Likewise,” Harold said, feeling like he was starting to sweat from nerves. “Sorry, I’m not really sure how this works.”

“I’m your girlfriend, silly.” Wanda said the words smoothly, but there was a glint in her eyes. She wanted him to play along. “What did you want to do tonight? Your wish is my command.”

Harold wondered everything that a man might say to Wanda. Had she heard a request like the one he truly wanted to make, or should he just chicken out and go for something vanilla?

“I don’t know about that.”

Wanda raised an eyebrow. “Try me.”

“What kind of requests do you get?”

Wanda sighed. “If you want something shoved up your butt, there’s no need to feel ashamed. Plenty of guys want that.”

“No! That’s not what I was going to say at all!” Although now that she’d said something, his hole twitched a bit. “I… forget it. Let’s eat. I heard that the margaritas here are delicious.”

“Delicious and highly alcoholic. I’ll stick to water, but you can have whatever you’d like, sugar.”

“You sure you don’t want anything?” he asked.

“We’re not allowed to drink on the job. I can have them put my soda water in a margarita glass if it’ll make you feel better. Whatever you want, handsome.”

“Okay,” he said. He didn’t want to feel defeated, but he was pretty bad at dating. He almost never went out with women, and when he did, he often found a way to mess it up. “Yeah, I guess that’s cool.”

“Brighten up!” Wanda said and flashed her pretty white smile. Harold was wondering why a woman as beautiful as her would turn to this line of work, but then he remembered how much he paid for her company. “Let’s have a good time, okay?”

Harold nodded. “I want to.”

“Then loosen up a little. Let’s get you that margarita,” Wanda said and called over the server. She ordered a margarita for Harold and sparkling water in a margarita glass for herself with plenty of limes. Harold felt a touch more relaxed when the drinks came. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I’m nervous.”

“Tell me what it is that you really want. Why did you call me?”

“I won a contest.”

Wanda chuckled. “Ah, so you could afford me, huh?”

“Something like that,” Harold said as a smile spread across his lips. “Don’t hate me.”

“I’d like you more if you told me what you really want to do. I can’t help you if you keep your desires to yourself.”

Harold nodded and took a deep breath. He wanted to tell Wanda how much he longed to dress as a woman, but what would she think of him? Would she drop him as a client? Ridicule him? He wanted to feel loved and accepted, but there were no guarantees for how she would react.

“I can see you thinking,” Wanda said gently. “Why don’t you tell me what’s on your mind?”

Harold thought of what to say, formed the words in his mouth, but nothing came out when his lips parted. He was paralyzed. Terrified. He’d been holding on to this secret for so long, and to actually share it felt impossible.

“There are things I would like to do.”

“Like what? Tell me.”

“You can’t laugh at me.”

“I might yell at you if you don’t tell me,” she said.

“Fine!” Harold hollered. He took a big drink of his margarita before leaning forward to whisper. “I want to dress as a woman.” He said the words so quietly they were barely audible.

Wanda dropped her head back and roared with laughter. She wasn’t making fun of Harold for what he wanted but for how he was acting about it. She couldn’t care less that he wanted to dress as a woman. It certainly wouldn’t be the first time she had a client do it, and she doubted it would be the last.

“That’s nothing, girl! You should have said something before the date. I would have brought more supplies.”

Harold’s cheeks burned. He felt like he’d just shared the most riveting, earth-shattering information in the world, and Wanda was acting like he’d told her about the takeout he’d gotten last night. “You aren’t weirded out by that?”

“Weirded out?” Wanda laughed even harder. “Girl, you haven’t seen anything. You should shadow me on the job sometime.”

Harold laughed, feeling a little lighter. He’d been panicked about sharing this information with anyone. It felt good to finally have it off his chest, but how was he going to go through with it? “Can you actually help me make that happen?”

“Damn right, girl! I can do whatever you need. I thought you were going to show me something way worse. We don’t tell clients before our dates, but we will report them if they request anything illegal.”

“Really?” Harold asked, fascinated.

“Yep. The police around here are our friends. We’re pretty much their best informants,” she said with a light laugh. “I see a lot of people, and I can tell that you have a gentle soul.”

Harold had always heard that about himself, and he used to take it as an insult, but it sounded rather sweet coming from Wanda. She batted her lashes at him and picked up her drink, sipping it daintily. “Thanks for understanding, but I never thought I would be able to make it happen.”

“Do you have somewhere for us to go?”

“I’m staying at The Mirage Lantern. Do you think they’ll mind if we go there?”

Wanda chuckled. “Our brochures are in their lobby, aren’t they?”

“True,” Harold said, his cheeks blushing slightly. “Sorry, I even live here in town, but I’ve never used your services.”

“A lot of people think it’s weird that it’s legal here. It’s like people want it to be illegal so they can feel like they’re doing something bad, but I much prefer the protections that come from working under the law.”

Harold nodded, understand more and more about a profession that once seemed so taboo to him, but Wanda was easily one of the coolest chicks he’d ever had the pleasure of meeting. So what if she entertained men for a living? She was pretty damn good at it, and men deserved to have a bit of attention.

“So, how long have you had this fantasy?”

He shrugged. “It’s hard to say, but it’s been a long time.”

“Why haven’t you acted on it before?”

“Society isn’t exactly accepting of men who want to wear dresses.”

“Fuck what society thinks,” she said with a confidence Harold couldn’t muster. He wished he felt more at ease with his desires, but the truth was he didn’t quite know how to feel about wanting to wear a dress. He’d always imagined it would be easy, but he freaked out every time he even attempted to wrap a sheet around his body like a piece of fabric. “Harold, say it with me. Fuck what society thinks!”

“Fuck what society thinks!” Harold said. His words weren’t the loudest, but he felt them in his chest. He wasn’t going to continue living his life afraid. He was going to start taking control and giving himself a good time. “Let’s do it, Wanda! Fuck it!”

“That’s the spirit! Time for some shopping!”

“Time for some shopping!” he agreed.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

They went to a strip mall in town with discount clothing stores. Harold hopped out of the car, feeling a little nervous, but he was more excited than anything. Being with Wanda gave him the confidence to step outside of his comfort zone and try something new.

“What do you think I should wear? I’m not the smallest guy.”

“That can work to your advantage if we get you the right dress. We should also find something to give you some shape.”

“Like a corset?” he asked.

“Yeah, something like that. You’re lucky you don’t have much facial hair from the looks of it.”

Harold’s cheeks burned red. He’d always hated the fact that he couldn’t grow facial hair like the other boys, but perhaps it’d been a blessing all along. “Yeah, you’re right. It doesn’t grow no matter what I try.”

“Why in the world would you want more hair?”

Harold shrugged. “Always felt like I was missing it.”

 “You’re a lucky bitch if you ask me. I would give anything to have less hair,” Wanda said with a laugh. “I have to shave my legs every other day. Sometimes every day.”

“My legs are pretty much smooth too.”

Wanda looked at Harold with daggers in her eyes. “Don’t you ever say that to me again. No man should have to shave less than me!” Her tone was serious, but Harold could tell she was just messing around with him. Her presence was so light and uplifting. She was really starting to feel like his girlfriend.

“Do guys ever get hooked on you?”

Wanda chuckled. “I guess you could say that. Why? Are you feeling hooked already?”

He wanted to tell her that he wasn’t, but it would only be a lie, and he couldn’t lie to a woman as gorgeous as her. “Maybe a little, but you’re the first girl I’ve been out with in a long time.”

“It’s okay,” Wanda said with a sigh as she flipped through the dresses. She pulled out a few for Harold to try. “I’m used to men wanting more from me than I can offer, but all I can hope is to give them the confidence to find a woman for themselves.”

“What about you?”

Wanda smiled. “I have a boyfriend.”

Harold’s eyes got huge. “You do?”

“Yeah. He’s the best. Gary.”

“He’s not jealous of you going out with guys?”

Wanda shook her head. “Not really. He understands that this is a great way for me to make money, and he’s the direct beneficiary of it, so it works out.”

“Wow, that’s so… mature.”

“We have to survive somehow.”

Harold felt a deep sense of gratitude that he was on the receiving end of her services. He didn’t even protest when she pushed him towards the fitting room to try on the dresses that she’d picked out for him. He thought the long floral would be his favorite, but it was a little too tight on the body. The shorter dress with an A-line frame and a pleated skirt was by far his favorite. It was a teal color that seemed far too elegant for Harold, but his body looked pretty good in it and didn’t leave any unflattering bulges due to its built-in corset.

“I found my dress,” Harold announced when he stepped out of the dressing room, passing the teal dress to Wanda. “What do you think?”

“I love it, of course. I picked it out.” Wanda took the dress and walked over to the heels. “We’ll need shoes to go with it. Maybe black heels with silver or diamond accents.”

“Ooh, love it.”

“Size?”

Harold told her, and Wanda came back with a pair of stilettos within moments. Harold had never worn heels, but there was a first time for everything, and he felt pretty fabulous after seeing how he looked in that dress. “You’re going to do my makeup, aren’t you?”

Wanda nodded. “Don’t worry, handsome. You’ll be as beautiful as a doll,” she promised him.

He smiled at her, hoping it was true. He wanted to feel beautiful, and he wanted to feel like a woman. For too long, he’d been harboring this secret desire, too afraid to let it out, but there was no hiding anymore. He was done. He slipped on those heels right there in the middle of the store and placed his hands on his hips.

“Work, bitch!” Wanda said and snapped her fingers.

Harold dropped his head as laughter spilled from his lips. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he felt absolutely fabulous. He threw his hand into the air and twirled in a circle. Several people were staring, but he no longer felt affected by their judgmental eyes. He was too old, too weathered for them to hurt him.

“These shoes will go perfectly with the dress!”

“Let’s get them,” Wanda agreed. “Will you have more money left over after those?”

“Yes! You should get something for yourself!”

“Okay,” Wanda said brightly. “But we still need to get you some lingerie and other things. Follow me.” Wanda made quick work moving through the store to grab everything else that they would need to complete Harold’s transformation. “We’ll have to get my makeup bag from the house. You can borrow one of my wigs too.”

“You’re too sweet.”

“Don’t mention it.”

They made their way to the checkout line. Harold was feeling confident as the man behind the counter scanned his heels and dress. “They’re for me,” he said, feeling a strange sense of pride in himself for making it this far. Wanda glanced over at him with a soft smile. The man behind the counter didn’t seem to care less. He was just looking for them to get out of his line.

“That was so much easier than I thought it was going to be.”

“Let’s pick up my makeup, and then we can head back to the hotel. You don’t mind hanging out there, do you?”

Harold smiled. “Not at all. That’s why I got the room!”

Wanda chuckled as they got into the car and went over to her place to pick up her makeup bag. Harold still couldn’t believe she had this job and a boyfriend, but the world was made of stranger things. “I got you a wig too. Figured you would look pretty cute as a blonde with that pale skin.”

“Thanks,” Harold said dryly, not loving her comment about his skin tone.

“Lighten up, Harold! Your skin is beautiful! You need to learn how to love yourself, girl. That’s your mission tonight. Love yourself. Can you do that for me?”

Harold took a deep breath. “I’ll try my best.”

“Do your best, girl! Now drive.”


 

CHAPTER 4

 

They were back at The Mirage Lantern in room 509. They had Wanda’s makeup bag, Harold’s cute new outfit, and plenty of makeup to doll up his face. He was shaking with nerves when they sat down to get started, but he was more excited than anything.

“Do you think I’ll look ugly?”

“Not at all! You’re lucky not to have facial hair, and I don’t think your muscles will look too big once we get on your dress and wig. Let’s get started!” Wanda clapped her hands excitedly.

Harold nodded and awaited Wanda’s instruction. She made sure he was perfectly smooth all over before giving him the black lingerie she’d picked out. It was lacy and big like his body. She brought along some old pantyhose to give his chest some shape. Harold’s body tingled as Wanda stuffed his bra.

She stepped back. “Not bad. Not bad.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely.” She nodded, admiring her work. “Let’s get on your dress. How do you feel?”

“Pretty good. Hopeful it’ll all come together.”

“It will. Don’t worry,” Wanda passed Harold his dress and told him to put it on, which he did, and then he slipped the heels onto his feet. He was feeling rather fabulous wearing the clothes, but there was a touch of nervousness in his heart.

“Have you done this with other guys?”

Wanda nodded as she lined up her makeup on the desk against the wall. “Many times. You’d be surprised by how many men want to feel like a woman.”

“Yeah,” Harold said softly.

“Lean forward and close your eyes. I’m going to make you look like a sexy slut.”

Harold chuckled and did as Wanda asked, feeling a weight lift from his shoulders as soon as the makeup brush touched his skin. It relaxed him in such a profound way he couldn’t deny this desire any longer. He had to accept that there was a woman in his heart, and she needed to spread her wings. Wanda spent fifteen minutes doing his makeup before leaning back to assess her work.

“Do I look terrible?”

She chuckled. “Not at all. You’re gorgeous.”

Harold didn’t believe her until she held up the mirror to her face. She gasped and ran to the bathroom to get a better look in the large mirror, mesmerized by the reflection she saw. She’d never felt more beautiful in her life. The dress hugged her curves in the best ways, and as big as her arms were, it didn’t look terrible.

“Thank you, Wanda.”

She came up behind Harold and rubbed his shoulder. “You’re welcome, doll. So, did you want to fool around or what? You still have me for a few more hours if you want.”

Harold smiled at her through the mirror. As gorgeous as Wanda was, Harold couldn’t feel excited about the idea of fucking her. “Can we just hang out here?”

Wanda tilted her head to the side and narrowed her eyes at him. “Of course we can, but what if we did something else?”

“Like what? I don’t have any games.”

She chuckled. “I was thinking of something a little spicier. Do you have any other secret desires you aren’t fulfilling?”

Harold looked at himself in the mirror, Wanda standing by his side. “Nothing you could help me with,” he said a little sadly. “Why don’t we watch a movie and cuddle?”

Wanda grabbed Harold’s arm and turned him towards her. “Girl, get it together.” She snapped her fingers. “Let’s have some fun! I have a feeling I can give you exactly what you’re too afraid to say what you want, but you’ll have to do one thing for me.”

“What?”

“Go by Heather. My boyfriend likes his ladyboys to have girl names.”

“Your boyfriend? What are you talking about?”

“Why don’t we invite him over to play?” Wanda asked as she stared into his eyes. “He’s pretty good in bed, and I love watching him have fun.”

Harold’s eyes lit up, and his cock grew rock hard in his skimpy black thong. Having a man was exactly what he wanted but was too afraid to admit. He’d thought about it more than once, and now that he was dressed as a woman, it’d been playing on repeat in his mind.

“Really? You’d be willing to share him?”

“I mean, it’ll cost you a little extra, but yes. What do you say, Heather? Should we call Gary over to play?”

“Yes,” Harold said. “Please.”

***

Heather jumped when there was a knock at the door. “That must be him,” she said. “Don’t be afraid,” Wanda said back. “Let him in.”

She nodded and stood from the bed. Each step she took towards the door felt longer than the last, like her feet were stuck to the floor with molasses. “Who is it?” she said in the voice she’d practiced while they waited for Gary to arrive.

“It’s me,” he said in a deep voice. “Gary.”

Heather took a deep breath as she turned the knob to open the door. Wanda had described him, but she wasn’t prepared for the gorgeous hunk of chocolate standing in front of her. Gary’s dark brown skin glistened like he’d just rubbed it down with lotion. He pushed past her into the room and closed the door behind him.

“I don’t play games, girl. Get on your knees,” Gary said forcefully. “If you want this dick, you better get it out before I go over there and fuck my girl instead.” He winked at Wanda as Heather dropped to her knees, feeling hot all over.

Heather reached to undo Gary’s belt. He stared down at her with an intensity that made her hands shake, but she managed to get his button undone and his zipper down. He pushed his fingers into her hair. “Work faster, girl. My dick wants to be deep down your throat.”

“Yes,” she said and did her best to get Gary’s pants off, but she was struggling to keep her breath. She’d never been dominated like this, and it was so fucking sexy. It wasn’t even half a minute later that his pants were off, but it felt like an eternity. He grabbed her hair and shoved his dick into her mouth once his pants were kicked to the side. He fucked her mouth as he pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. Heather’s cock throbbed between her legs, but she had no desire to touch it. She was focused entirely on making Gary’s dick feel good. It was at least twice the size of her small cock. No wonder Wanda went back to him time and time again. He was otherworldly, exactly what women wanted when they described a man.

He fucked Heather’s mouth hard, slamming his cock into the back of her throat. She choked and gagged as he fucked her mouth, but it was exactly what she’d always wanted, exactly what she needed. Wanda surprised Heather when she came up from behind and pushed on the back of her head. “That’s right, slut! Take my man’s dick!”

“Fuck, yeah. Make her choke harder,” Gary said through a groan.

Heather’s eyes widened as Wanda held the back of her head while Gary pushed his cock as far as she could tolerate. He chuckled as she caught her breath. “Get up on the bed, ladyboy! My girl wants her pussy licked, and you’re going to do it.”

Wanda collapsed onto the bed and lifted up her dress to reveal her perfectly manicured pussy. Heather climbed between her legs and got right to work licking her pussy. She knew Gary was behind her, but she tried to put him out of her mind. As much as she wanted to get fucked, the reality of it happening was anxiety-producing. She lost herself in the smells and flavors of Wanda’s pussy, ignoring how Gary yanked down her thong and pressed his lubricated fingers against her hole.

“You want this dick, ladyboy?” Gary asked and pushed two of his fingers deep into Heather’s hole. She moaned against Wanda’s pussy as Gary finger fucked her. It was intense and hard and unexpected. Tears ran down her face, and she honestly wasn’t sure if they were from joy or pain, but she was being consumed by the moment. Every end of her body was being touched by sensations.

“Fuck her, Gary. She wants it.”

“I know she does. She’s taking my fingers good, but her hole is tight. You ever been fucked?”

Heather groaned against Wanda’s pussy, letting him know that her bussy was untouched. He groaned and popped open the top of the lube bottle to lather his dick. He pushed it against Heather’s bussy. She screamed from getting stretched by the tip of his dick, making Gary chuckle. He spanked her ass. “You can do it, girl.”

She took a deep breath through her nose. Her cock was rock hard, dangling between her legs as Gary pushed deeper and deeper into her hole. She felt like she was going to explode from the pressure of having him inside of her.

“You’re so fucking tight.”

Heather lifted her face from Wanda’s pussy. “You’re so fucking big. Fuck.”

“Don’t stop, girl. I was getting close,” Wanda said and pulled Heather’s head back to her slick folds. She licked Wanda’s pussy with vigor as Gary used half of his huge dick to fuck her virgin hole. She was crying against Wanda’s pussy, feeling like she was about to explode.

“Make my girl cum, and I’ll make you cum,” Gary said.

Heather moaned against Wanda’s pussy, breathing out heavily, and her entire body seemed to relax at that moment. Gary groaned and pushed his dick deep. She cried out and started shooting loads from her cock. She couldn’t even stop it if she tried. Her body writhed against Wanda. She started rubbing her clit and was moaning within seconds, cumming all over Heather’s face.

Heather didn’t even know what was happening as Gary turned her over and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He told her to open her mouth, and she obliged. She didn’t even flinch when his hot loads of cum started covering her face. 

All she could do was smile.

It was perfect.

Pure bliss.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

One Week Later

“Thanks for coming. I’ll call you later after I talk to the boss, but you should be feeling pretty good about your chances.”

“Can’t wait to hear from you,” Harold said brightly and stood. He had just finished an interview at a car dealership. It was a job he’d never considered before, but the opportunity came to him after Gary suggested it. He even got him an interview.

They had so much fun that evening that Wanda and Gary were coming over for free. Wanda enjoyed helping Harold become Heather, and their dynamic was a lot of fun. Harold knew it probably wouldn’t last forever, but he was living in the present and loving it. At the end of the day, that was all he could really do.

He never thought that calling into the radio station would change his life so dramatically, but he finally felt happy when he looked in the mirror, and regardless of what happened with this job interview, he would keep smiling.
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