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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

If I could change everything in my life, I would. I wouldn’t have gone to medical school like my parents wanted. I wouldn’t have asked Fatima to marry me when my parents gave me an engagement ring. She isn’t the one for me, and she knows I’m not the one for her.

There’s so much in my life I haven’t done. There’s so much I haven’t tried, like that pair of lacey red panties like I so desperately want to order online. I would put them on with a skirt and some makeup and maybe a brown wig.

My face looks incredible with a brown bob, at least according to one of those apps that lets me feminize my face. It’s been a dream of mine to experience life as a woman for as long as I can remember. I used to think I was transgender until about my sophomore year of college when I learned about crossdressers.

I don’t know that I want to change my entire identity to fulfill the woman inside me, but I haven’t even had a chance to let her come to life. How can I consider walking down the aisle with someone who I know would never support my womanly half? How can I consider spending my life with a woman who clearly doesn’t love me?

“Luis, what’s wrong with you?”

It’s Fatima. We’re out tasting wedding cakes, and I feel like I might vomit. This wedding is a complete sham. I can’t let Fatima know, though. Her parents have already dumped thousands into the event. She would kill me if I pulled out now, even though I know I’ll regret marrying her for the rest of my life.

“Nothing’s wrong. I like the chocolate. What do you think?”

Fatima scoffs. “We cannot have a chocolate wedding cake. That’s so childish. What about the rosewater and vanilla cake?”

“Sure, honey. Whatever makes you happy,” I say.

Fatima sits more upright in her chair, turning to the baker with a triumphant grin. “You heard the groom. We’ll have the rosewater and vanilla cake. Three tiers. Classic and white with pretty flower decorations.”

“It could be white on the outside and chocolate on the inside,” the baker suggests.

My eyes widen. Fatima holds her grin, but she can lose her temper in a second if someone goes against her suggestion. She’s honestly a bitch everywhere in life. A gorgeous, wonderfully intelligent bitch. She’s the star student in our medical school, and it’s almost guaranteed she’ll have an easy time finding a top-rated hospital for her residency.

I’ll probably end up near her since we’re getting married, but they’ll give me the worst hospital in the area for my residency. No doubt in my mind. I’m not the worst student in our group, but I’m by far the best or most intelligent.

Fatima has dreams of becoming a world-renowned surgeon. I just want to survive medical school, open a general-care practice, and hopefully make enough to pay off the enormous amount of debt my parents encouraged me to take on to pay for their dreams of having a doctor in the family.

“Oh, it’s okay. We want to make the bride happy. I can have chocolate any old day of the week. It’s much harder to find rosewater and vanilla, and the cake tasted delicious.”

The baker looks unimpressed, but she’s not the one who’ll have to hear Fatima bitch for hours on end about her suggesting chocolate after Fatima clearly said that wasn’t what she wanted.

“Fine,” she says.

I ignore her pity and take Fatima’s hand. We stand and leave the bakery after putting a deposit down for the cake. Maybe it’s pathetic that I’m walking down a path toward a life I would rather avoid, but I hate friction. I hate disappointing people. 

It’s easier to pretend I’m happy than ruffle feathers.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Fatima and I don’t live together, but we’re already hunting for apartments for after the wedding. It’s only a couple months away. I’ll never live alone again after this summer. We both have one more year of medical school here in town. Then we’ll be on to our residencies somewhere. Maybe kids.

I break into a cold sweat as I pace my living room, wishing I had a magical wand to make my problems vanish. I would give anything to turn back the clock and never ask Fatima out on that first date. I certainly wouldn’t have introduced her parents to mine because all their private dinners and conversations are a major reason that Fatima and I are even this close to marriage.

They’re the ones who picked out her engagement ring. They gave me a propose-by date and everything, and I’m the fool who went along with their crazy plans.

I pull my hair as I stand by the window, which looks over a patch of grass and a small parking lot. I live in a four-family building not far from the medical school. Fatima lives down the road. We used to go on evening walks together. Order pizzas and watch movies before having sex all night.

There was a time when I loved her, but we haven’t been that couple in over a year. She’s been distant. We don’t kiss. We don’t touch. Don’t make love. The only thing we do together nowadays is plan for the wedding.

I turn from the window and sit on my sofa, opening my laptop. I have the red lacey lingerie saved. The bookmark is hidden deep on my computer, but I know exactly how to find it. I open the webpage in a private browser, so the address doesn’t get saved to my memory. I don’t want Fatima stumbling upon the page because she would ask endless questions and turn it into a huge deal, like she does with everything else.

I press my fingertips against the screen and run them along the outline of the lingerie, wishing I could have them. Wondering what my cock would look like in the see-through fabric.

It’s already spring. The wedding is around the corner. When will I ever have time to live my fantasies again?

I take a deep breath before adding the lingerie to the cart. I enter my shipping address and credit card information before I lose my nerve. I click the ‘confirm’ button, and then a confirmation email arrives seconds later.

I’ve done it!

The lingerie company has express delivery, so the panties will come in two days. Fatima and I don’t have a date or any wedding-planning stuff until next week. We might see each other for lunch at school or something, but I doubt she’ll come over to spend the night.

She never does. Not anymore.

I open another website in the private browser. They have a skirt I’ve been eyeing for weeks. It’s super short and girly and made of bleached denim. Those red panties would probably look so sexy beneath them. I bite my lip as I stare at the screen, wondering if I should order them.

I check my bank account, which isn’t low, but I don’t have a ton of money either.

Over the next thirty minutes, I end up adding tights, camisoles, blouses, a three-pack of cotton panties, a bra, and two skirts to my cart. The total is just over one hundred and fifty dollars, but the website is having a sale where they’ll take off thirty percent and include free express shipping for all orders over one hundred dollars.

I don’t care.

Living my dreams is now or never.

Fatima’s clothes don’t fit me, and they never will. She’s a tiny little thing. I’ve already tried slipping on a pair of her panties once and nearly ripped them in half.

I need my own, even if it’s only for a few weeks.

My phone pings to let me know that there have been charges to my credit card. At least Fatima doesn’t have my passwords. At least I know she won’t come over unannounced. I sometimes wonder if there’s someone else in her life, but she really just spends all of her time at the medical school.

Every time I ask, she’s either at the school or the hospital attached to it, so I figure that’s how it’ll be for the rest of our lives.

She’ll put her career before me, any kids we might have, and everything else.

It’s depressing, but I don’t know how to remove myself from the situation. I’m in too deep. That’s why I need these clothes to get here faster than express shipping offers, but there’s nothing I can do about it except wait and enjoy them when they finally arrive.

Fatima is a few shades darker than me, so the makeup she’s left at my house won’t work with my skin tone. I sprint to the store down the street. They have a decent makeup section, so I pick out everything that looks close to my shade.

This entire experiment might send me into debt by the time I finish, but what’s a little more debt to make my dreams come true when I already have so much?

I swipe my credit card in the self-checkout line, run back home, and spend the rest of my evening practicing with the makeup. I watch video after video online until I’m able to transform my face into something feminine.

It’s incredible what some powder and a brush can do.

I cry when I see her for the first time.

She’s me.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

I’m down the road from my apartment sipping coffee at a café, trying to spend as much time away from home as possible. I can’t stop opening the door when I’m home, hoping the packages have arrived, even though I know they won’t get here until tomorrow.

I’m exhausted from spending all night practicing my makeup, but I hardly regret it. I should have bought makeup remover because trying to get everything off between sessions is a pain. Makeup remover is on the list, but I’m waiting to buy it until my walk home from the café. I didn’t study yesterday and need to focus on these books.

Someone stops in front of my table. I don’t pay much attention until the woman turns to face me.

“Hey, you’re Luis, aren’t you? Fatima’s fiancé?”

I squint, knowing I’ve met this woman before, but I haven’t been to a party with Fatima in over a year. It takes a minute to put her face with a name, but then it clicks.

“Yeah. You’re Cynthia, right?”

“Yes,” she says with a giggle. Cynthia extends her hand. “I used to be one of Fatima’s best friends, but I hardly hear from her anymore.”

“Did she invite you to the wedding?”

“Yeah,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “I’m supposed to be one of the bridesmaids, but I don’t know anything about the wedding. She’s sent some emails asking for my dress size and shoe size and stuff. That’s about it, though.”

I wish I could help Cynthia, but Fatima hardly shares her ideas with me. I’m supposed to show up on the wedding day, say my vows, and then cut the cake. Dance with her. Pretend I’m in love and the happiest man alive.

The idea of faking my love gives me endless anxiety, but what am I to do?

“Sorry, Fatima hasn’t told me what color she has in mind for the bridesmaids, but I can only assume it’ll be something traditional.”

“Are they doing an Indian wedding?”

“No,” I say with a shake of the head. Fatima is from an Indian American family, but they don’t want a traditionally Indian wedding. That didn’t stop her parents from arranging the marriage, though. It’s been a nonstop compromise between our parents.

“It’ll be more Western. White dress. Christian church. The whole shebang.”

“Oh,” Cynthia says with a frown. She glances around the café. “Do you mind if I sit?”

“Why?” I ask in a rather rude tone.

“You seem stressed. Do you want to talk about it?”

There’s so much I want to say, but I can’t complain to Cynthia. She’s Fatima’s friend. Her bridesmaid. There’s no way I can trust her with my deepest, darkest secrets. The truth is I don’t have any friends I can trust with my secret womanly desires. I have some friends from the medical school I grab beers with, but they’d probably run right to Fatima if I told them.

“No, I don’t want to talk about it.” I speak in a weak voice.

“Are you sure?” Cynthia asks.

I glance up at Cynthia, and she seems genuinely concerned. I gesture to the other chair at the table. She grins and takes a seat across from me. She has big hazel eyes and a head of gorgeous chestnut hair. I’ve never been able to study her so closely. Her beauty is dazzling.

“So, what’s wrong?”

I stop myself from confessing everything. How I’m waiting for lingerie to arrive in the mail. How I spent all last night practicing makeup. I’m desperate to tell someone my dreams, but Cynthia’s the last person I should tell.

The textbooks beneath my sweaty palms remind me of the task at hand. “I’m just worried about school. There’s so much studying involved to become a doctor.”

Cynthia chuckles. “I suppose that’s for the best, but I couldn’t do it myself.”

I stare at Cynthia, mesmerized by her bright hazel eyes. She’s staring back at me, squinting every few seconds. We can’t continue like this forever. “What is it you do again?”

“I’m a businesswoman.”

“Oh, what does that entail?”

“I’m a clothes buyer for a department store. I also run a little boutique where I sell perfumes, makeup, and women’s clothing. Mostly local designers. I kind of mimic what big department stores do, but on a much smaller scale.”

“Wow, that’s cool.” I can’t even imagine all the gorgeous clothes she has in her closet. She’s wearing a cute fitted white blouse with a lightly ruffled collar that runs over one shoulder while the other is left bare. She also has on a pair of jeans that are hugging her slender waist. I glance at the edge of the table but can’t see her shoes, but I can only imagine they’re as fabulous as the rest of her outfit.

“Yes, do you like fashion?”

“Not really.” I’m wearing sweatpants, a t-shirt, and tennis shoes, so I can’t claim to love fashion.

“But you like makeup?”

My mouth falls open, and I feel like I might faint. My face probably shows the panic surging through me, but I don’t know how to control it.

“What? Why would you ask me if I like makeup?”

Cynthia narrows her eyes and tilts her head to the side. “I can see a bunch of foundation smudged around your chin. Looks like you tried to wash it off but didn’t do a great job.”

I want to die. I want someone to come up and end it all. Game over.

Cynthia laughs. “Oh, am I not supposed to know? Guys wear makeup now. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“Who are you to say?” I hiss.

“Hey, don’t take that tone with me, mister.”

I take a deep breath, wishing I could undo everything. Why did I have to order those stupid panties and skirts and everything else? Why did I run down to the store and spend all night practicing my makeup? I’m so upset with myself that I can’t even see clearly.

“Take a breath, Luis. It’s okay,” Cynthia said. 

She reaches out, but I pull my hand away from her. “No. Don’t touch me! You don’t know anything about me!”

Cynthia stands when I stand. “I didn’t know this would trigger you. I won’t tell anyone, Luis. Please, just sit down.” 

Cynthia’s pleading with me, but I don’t really hear what she’s saying. My ears are ringing. I’m thinking about how my life will fall apart when Fatima and my family learn about how I sometimes want to be a pretty girl.

What’s so fucking bad about that?

I grab my books and run out of the café, ignoring Cynthia’s pleas. I even hear her yell that I’ve forgotten one of my books, but I don’t care. It’s too late for me.

I run to my apartment and cry all night long.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

The packages arrived yesterday while I was eating dinner. All the boxes together in one delivery. It should have been the happiest evening of my life, but I couldn’t even open the boxes. I couldn’t allow myself what I most wanted, which sent me on a wild internet search.

I looked and looked for advice but came up empty, so I went on a long walk in the morning. Fatima still hasn’t called. Cynthia liked one of my old photos late last night, but there’s no way I can call her or depend on her. She’s Fatima’s friend. Her bridesmaid.

I stop in front of a psychic, wondering if the person can help me find any answers. I normally wouldn’t think about seeking a psychic’s help, but it can’t be any worse than the internet, so I open the door and step inside.

It’s cute. There’s a huge rug and table in the middle of the room. Blackout curtains. Lots of candles, which are lit and flickering against the darkness.

A woman with olive skin and a scarf around her head walks into the room. She grins when she sees me, like I’m not a stranger.

“Welcome, my lost one. I’m Gina.”

“I’m Luis.”

“A fork in the road always has a thorny fence at one entrance.”

My lips part in shock. “How--?”

“Take a seat, Luis. It’s fine.”

I walk to the table in the center of the room. Gina gestures again for me to sit, so I pull out the chair. Gina relaxes her shoulders and lets out a deep breath before opening her eyes. I could have sworn they were much darker, but now they look turquoise blue.

“Luis, you’re so lost, like you’ve been swallowed by the sea. Letting it take you wherever it may.”

I hold my hands in my lap, wondering how Gina knows so much about me.

“Give me your hands,” she says.

I place my hands on the table. She grabs them and makes weird noises the second our skin touches. I want to snatch my hands away, but it’s like she has a magical hold on me.

“Stay still,” she whispers. “Relax.”

I take a deep breath.

“That’s it. Another.”

I breathe in and out, wondering which one of my paths has the thorny fence in front of it, even though I already know the answer. It’s clear to me which path will bring the most happiness. I just don’t know how to take the first step.

“Ah, my angel. There’s so much joy and happiness ahead for you, but you have to escape from the ocean’s currents. You need to find a lifeboat and take it to land. You need to stand on your own two feet. Life is too short to live it for other people.”

“What if I don’t know how to break free?”

“You already have the tools from what I can tell. Is that true?”

I think to the clothes that came last night. “Perhaps,” I say. “What if I lose everything I have?”

“Would you rather climb over a fence that will cut you or walk down a path full of flowers and rainbows? This life is yours. The people who bring us into the world offer us guidance when we’re young, but you’ll only be happy when you’re old if you avoid the paths with barbwire fences.”

I can’t breathe. Gina’s words have me reconsidering everything. They make me think of when I was last confronted with thorns in my path. I graduated from undergrad without any debt because of scholarships I’d received. I was a double major in biology and business, which prepped me for medical school, but I was never entirely sure of going, especially not after getting my bachelor’s degree for free.

I expressed those doubts to my parents, but they thought it’d be best for me to attend medical school, even though it required taking on an insane amount of student loan debt. I never felt right about signing all those papers and committing to medical school, and I now realize it’s because I was walking down the wrong path.

“Fuck,” I say.

Gina releases my hands. “You’ve walked down the wrong path before, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I say in a whisper.

“You wouldn’t be the first, Luis.”

My whole life has been turned upside-down in the span of fifteen minutes. I don’t know anything except that I have to get home to open those boxes. I have to taste what walking down the path of flowers and rainbows might be like.

“Thank you, Gina.”

She chuckles. “You’re the one who walked through that door. I find people end up in here when they need me most.”

“You’ve been a major help. How much do I owe you?”

“Twenty dollars,” she says.

I pull out my wallet and toss a twenty on the table, in a rush to get home to my unopened boxes. I thank Gina again as I run to the door, wondering how great life could be if I listen to my instinct.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

I throw open the door to my apartment, no longer dreading the boxes I left in the middle of the living room. I go to the kitchen and grab a knife, tearing open the boxes. The skirts, tights, blouses, and everything else are inside them. I’m only missing a wig and heels, but I still haven’t decided if I’ll go out all dressed up, even though that’s my biggest dream.

I spread out everything from the boxes on the living room floor, feeling overwhelmed by all the women’s clothing. It’s mine. Mine, mine, mine. I clutch my hand over my mouth and laugh like a crazy person.

There’s nothing like a deadline to stir a man into action. I run to the bathroom and run a shallow bath of hot water. I’ve never shaved my legs before, but they’re always smooth in my fantasy world. I lather my legs with shaving cream. Men’s shaving cream, scented with sandalwood and pine. I used to buy women’s shaving cream until Fatima threw a fit.

It was the moment I knew I didn’t love her. Not really, but we were already committed. 

We’re in even deeper now, but it doesn’t stop me from dropping the razor into the hot water and running it up my lathered leg.

The razor is like magic, ridding me of my nasty hair. I feel so fresh and feminine and on top of the world. Much more enthusiastic than I felt when I found out I got accepted into medical school. I feel like I’m finally living out the scenes that were only in my head.

I shave until my body is completely hairless. It takes over an hour, but I’ve never felt more incredible or beautiful in my life. I shower with a moisturizing soap before lathering my entire body with globs of lotion. I sit on the bed with a towel loosely wrapped around my body, feeling more like a girl than I ever have. There’s soft music playing in the background. Candles are lit around the apartment. I’m treating myself because my days of living alone might be numbered.

As much as I want to walk down the path without a thorny entrance, I know there’s no perfect path in life. A rainbow can’t exist without a little rain.

I’m alone now though and plan to take advantage. I throw off my towel and skip down the hallway to the living room. The red lacey panties are sitting in the middle of everything I laid out before shaving my body in the shower. I sit in front of my pile of clothes, mindlessly rubbing my soft legs.

I do the same to Fatima every time she gets out the shower, or at least I used to when she spent the nights. Those days are gone. I’m not sure what happened to our romance, but it’s vanished like the sun on a cloudy day.

I dreamed of ordering these red panties for so long. I can hardly believe that they’re finally here. My eyes widen when I touch them, as though they’re a chest of gold. Honestly, piles of gold probably wouldn’t make me as happy. My body is freshly shaved, and I have the prettiest clothes from my online shopping spree.

I stand and pull the red panties up my legs, already feeling like the woman within me who’s been dying to come to life for years. I run to the bathroom to check myself out in the mirror. From the hips down, I look all woman, except for my hardening dick. I cross my hands over my crotch and curtsy as I stare at my reflection. She’s so feminine and cute. All she needs is a little makeup.

I ignore my elongated cock and run back to the living room. I pick up the white denim skirt and pull it up my legs. I grab a black camisole next and pull it over my top, but then I curse because the bra I ordered is begging me to wear it.

It’ll be my first time wearing a bra, but it’s always been my dream. I tried Fatima’s once when she’d left it at my place, but I couldn’t even get it up my arms. There was no way it would have snapped around the back. She’s too thin.

The bra I ordered is much better. I snap it around my chest before turning it around and pulling the straps up my arms, feeling so happy I could cry. I run back to the bathroom and cup my hand over my mouth when I see my reflection.

She’s gorgeous.

She’s me but by far the best version of me.

It’s still clear I’m a guy wearing a skirt and bra, but I can already see the woman coming to life. It’s like I’m a half-completed puzzle, and the finishing pieces will snap into place.

I turn and grab a roll of toilet paper. I thought about ordering gel pads to stuff the bra but didn’t have enough left in my budget. What I ordered is already a stretch and will take a couple months to pay off, but it’s so worth it. I can’t believe I was even thinking about getting married without trying this.

I stuff toilet paper into my bra and even it out, watching my reflection. She’s so fucking hot that it hurts, but what will I call her? Will I even introduce my girly self to anyone? I’ve always dreamed of passing for a woman, but the idea has always been an abstraction. Something I never thought would happen. Now I’m staring at myself in the mirror, wondering if I should take this girl out for a test drive. Should I introduce her to the world?

I hurry to the makeup I stashed in the back of my closet because I worried Fatima would use her key and find it and wonder why I have makeup that isn’t her shade. She’s practically a detective whenever she comes over to my house, which isn’t often, but I’ll have to live with her soon. She won’t miss a detail.

I breathe heavily as I consider my future as a married man. Fatima doesn’t call. She doesn’t text. I’m not even sure she cares about me anymore, but I must push away those dark thoughts. I need to live in the moment. There’s no telling when I’ll be this free again, so I take a deep breath and return to the bathroom with my bag of makeup.

I set everything on the countertop. I start with a light layer of foundation before slowly adding more and more until my cheekbones look high and rosy. My nose is contoured. There are smokey shadows around my eyes. My hair is still a mess, but the rest of me looks positively feminine.

I twirl in a circle and laugh for no other reason besides the overwhelming happiness surging through me. A happiness I’ve never felt when I’m with Fatima. Not even during our good years when we used to go on exciting dates and have hot sex.

It’s dangerous to photograph myself like this, but I don’t care. I never want to forget the first time I look cute enough to pass as a woman. My appearance would be convincing with a wig and heels, but it’s already pretty fucking badass how womanly I look.

I grab my phone and snap several selfies, amazed by the transformation. It doesn’t even seem like my bra is stuffed with tissues in the pictures. I just look like a cute girl with a small chest, and I fucking love it.

I run back to the living room and grab the black camisole I tossed to the floor and pull it over my body, which makes me look even more feminine in the next eight selfies I snap. The photos are so gorgeous that I want to post them online to see if any boys would like them, but I don’t have the courage, even though sleeping with a guy while passing as a girl is my ultimate fantasy.

It's something I’ve dreamed of doing all throughout college, ever since freshman year when I was eighteen and my fraternity brothers dressed me in a skirt as a pledge ritual. We didn’t have to put on makeup or wigs or do anything near the level I would have liked, but I had to wear a skirt that entire night and loved it.

For whatever reason, I never found the courage to wear another skirt until tonight, but the past honestly doesn’t matter.

I twirl in the living room, feeling on top of the world. Feeling like a girly girl. Too bad my voice is a little manly or else I’d be able to go out and fool guys now. I want a dick in my mouth so badly that I push a finger between my painted lips. It’s silly to suck on my finger, but I can’t help myself.

My girly cock gets harder and harder as I thrust my finger in and out of my mouth. My eyes pop open, darting around the room, looking for anything thicker than my finger. I see a banana sitting on the kitchen counter, so I run over to it. I peel open the top half and push the fleshy fruit in and out of my mouth, sucking on it like a cock, until it breaks.

I curse and chew what’s in my mouth, so horny I think about getting on my phone to make a dating profile, but then I remember Fatima. My fiancée. The woman I’m supposed to marry in a couple months.

I can’t cheat on her, can I?

No.

I shake my head and eat the rest of the banana as I wonder what to do. I could run to the sex shop and buy a dildo to fuck myself, but that’s just not the same as having a guy lust after me. I want a man to tell me I’m pretty. I really want a man to shoot his load all over my face and call me a dirty slut, but that’ll probably never happen.

Can it?

No.

I curse myself. This is insane. I can’t do anything except sit around my apartment, so I take a deep breath and slip my hand up my skirt. My cock is pleading for attention. I rub it through my underwear like it’s a clit. I close my eyes and moan as my balls tighten. It’s crazy my entire package fits in these tiny panties, but it does, and it looks huge beneath the fabric.

I wish I had a standing mirror to watch myself, but the feeling is enough. I rub and rub, inching myself toward an orgasm, wishing I had a man here to stick his dick in my mouth. I want a cock hitting the back of my throat. My ass twitches, telling me it doesn’t want to miss out on the action.

My eyes pop open when I can’t stand the temptation of dick another second. I need something up my ass while I rub my dick through the panties. How often will I have the chance again?

I rummage through the kitchen, but there aren’t any cucumbers or squash or anything else, and I’m not about to stick a banana up my ass. It just doesn’t seem right.

I go to my bedroom. There are permanent markers, which could work, but they’re a little thin. I want something that’ll stretch my hole. There are bottles of lotion too, but those seem a bit too big. I open my laptop to check out dildos, mindlessly rubbing my cock as I scroll, but they would take several days to arrive.

There’s a sex shop down the street, but could I really walk in there like this? I’m considering it when my phone rings.

It’s Fatima.

I curse and ignore her call. I run to the door to make sure the latch is hooked in case she comes over and tries to use her key. She can’t find me like this. It would be utterly humiliating.

My phone vibrates seconds later. There’s a text message.

Fatima: Got a random call from Cynthia. She says she saw you at a café and that you left your book there. Not sure why you guys were together. Secret wedding surprise? I honestly don’t care. Just letting you know that I gave her your address to return the book. She should be there any minute. She’ll leave it at your door if you’re not home.

I read the message several times, wondering how long I have until Cynthia arrives. I can’t believe she told Fatima that she saw me at the café. Fatima can be evil and jealous. She holds grudges, which she’ll do if she finds me like this.

I run to turn off the lights and act like I’m not home, but it’s too late. There’s a knock at the door. All the clothes I purchased online are still scattered across the floor. I’m dolled up from head to toe, complete with makeup and a stuffed bra.

“Luis, are you in there? You left your book at the café, and I came to return it. Fatima gave me your address. I hope that’s okay.”

I’m paralyzed, unable to move my feet. Cynthia can’t see me like this, especially if she can’t even keep her mouth shut about some stupid book that I’d rather be without than deal with Fatima’s wrath. Cynthia’s her friend. Hasn’t she seen Fatima’s true colors?

“Hello? Luis? I can hear you in there, you know.”

I haven’t had time to turn off the music or anything, so she can probably hear me clearly.

“Sorry.” I’m bright red and burning on the inside. “Could you just leave the book against the door? I’ll get it later.”

Cynthia laughs, and I picture her beautiful face. That chestnut brown hair. Those hazel eyes.

“Can’t you let me inside for a second? I need to use the bathroom.”

The bathroom? I swallow. She can’t go in there. My makeup is all over the counter. My razor is on the tub. I panic, feeling like my life is falling apart, but I have power. I don’t have to open the door.

“There’s a gas station down the road. Please, I’m not feeling well. You shouldn’t come in here.”

Cynthia sighs. “Oh, come on. Let me use the bathroom, Luis! You wouldn’t want me telling Fatima that you were rude, would you? She already sounded a little bitchy about us having coffee together.”

“You’re the one who sat at my table! Why would you tell her we had coffee?”

“Um, because that’s what happened. What are you doing in there, Luis? Why are you being weird? I don’t care if your bathroom is dirty. Luis, I really have to pee! Stop playing games!”

I feel terrible for not opening the door, but I can’t. There’s no way I can cover up all the makeup I put on my face. I can’t clean my bathroom or living room in time, especially since I’ve been standing in the same spot since Cynthia first knocked.

“Cynthia, please. Don’t tell Fatima I was being rude. I can’t open the door, though.”

Cynthia grunts. “Why not? Are you wearing makeup or something? I honestly don’t care and didn’t mention a word about what I saw to Fatima. I just wanted to get you back your book because I thought you’d need it to study, and fuck, I need to pee.”

“Fine,” I say and take a step toward the door before quickly changing my mind. “Actually. Sorry. I really don’t feel well.”

“Luis! Stop playing games!”

I jump at Cynthia’s powerful voice. I place my hand on the doorknob, but can I really open it? Can I expose my true self to her? My afternoon with Gina comes to mind.

If this is a fork in the road, which way has the thorny fence? I immediately know the answer. Not letting Cynthia in is the road with a barbwire fence at its entrance. There’s no telling where the other road will take me. There’s no guarantee that revealing my truth will lead to sunshine and rainbows, but I’m confident it’s the path of least resistance.

“Promise you won’t laugh.”

“Whatever is happening on the other side of this door, I promise will be fine if you just let me use your bathroom! Please!”

I take a deep breath and turn the doorknob, knowing my life will never be the same after this moment.

Cynthia covers her mouth when she sees me. “Fuck,” she says. “Shit. I—”

“You need to use the bathroom, don’t you?”

“Uh, yeah.” Cynthia rushes past me, throws my book on the table, and goes to the bathroom, closing the door. She messes with the makeup on the counter for a few seconds before I finally hear the toilet lid open. I pick up my clothes from the living room floor while Cynthia is in the bathroom, placing everything in the boxes from which they came.

I sit on my sofa, waiting for Cynthia to emerge from the bathroom. I hear her washing her hands. She’s probably checking out all the makeup I bought. I went overboard, but I need to live out my fantasies before saying ‘I do’. I only hope I can get a dildo or something before Cynthia opens her big mouth to Fatima.

Cynthia comes out a minute later, grinning like mad.

“What?” I say with my arms crossed over my stuffed chest.

“Nothing,” she says and shakes her head. “Thanks for letting me use the bathroom.” Cynthia walks to the door. “Don’t worry, Luis. Your secret is safe with me.”

Cynthia has her hand on the knob and turns her back to me like she’s about to leave.

“Wait,” I holler.

“Yes?” Cynthia asks, glancing over her shoulder.

“Do you want to stay a minute?”

Cynthia’s still looking over her shoulder. She smirks. “I’m not sure Fatima would like that. You know how she can get.”

“I don’t care. Not if you can really keep a secret.”

Cynthia turns to face me, releasing her hand from the doorknob. “I can keep a secret, and I’ve always been fascinated by girly guys.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, trying to play it cool. “Girly guys? I’m not trans. At least I don’t think so. I like girls.”

“Why worry so much about the labels? Nobody is one hundred percent anything. We’re all just dots along a scale. How long have you felt like there’s a woman inside you?”

Cynthia’s sitting next to me on the couch now, staring at me with bright eyes, like she’s honestly curious. It’s overwhelming because I always dreamed of having a moment like this with Fatima, but she never went for it. I once mentioned the idea of men wearing makeup and lingerie and passing as women. She flipped. We never spoke of it again.

“A long time,” I say.

“You’ve never done anything about it?”

I shake my head. “Not until this week. I ordered clothes and bought makeup to experiment, worried I’d never have a chance after the wedding.”

Cynthia frowns and turns away from me. “Yeah, the wedding.”

“What?” I ask.

“Nothing.” Cynthia smiles, but I can tell she’s hiding something. “It’ll be a lovely ceremony, I’m sure.”

“No, there’s something else.”

“I shouldn’t say anything. I promise to keep your secret, though. You’d be surprised how good I am at keeping secrets.”

“What do you know?”

Cynthia shakes her head. “Nothing. It’s nothing. If you need any other clothes, let me know. I have access to warehouses of clothing.”

I gasp. “That’s amazing, but I shouldn’t. I can’t.”

“I need to get going, but you’d look cute in a wig and some heels. Maybe we can get together this weekend. I could lend you some clothes, and we could go out dancing.”

“Wouldn’t Fatima hate you for doing that?”

“I really don’t care what Fatima thinks. You deserve to have a little fun.”

I can’t believe this is coming from Cynthia, Fatima’s friend. “What happened between you two?”

Cynthia bites her lip. “We had a fight last year, but I really shouldn’t tell you about it. Just know that you deserve some fun.”

“What? What does that even mean, Cynthia?”

“I’ve already said too much,” Cynthia says with a shake of the head. “I should get going, but here’s my card.” Cynthia opens her purse and pulls out a business card, passing it to me.

I take it and smile, feeling like I have a new friend, even though I don’t quite understand why Cynthia is being so nice when she’s supposed to be Fatima’s friend. I wonder what they fought over but know I won’t get an answer from Cynthia. She already has one foot out the door.

“I hope you call me. I could use a night of dancing.”

“You want to go dancing with me?”

Cynthia grins, which makes her hazel eyes shine. “Don’t you think it’d be fun? Two girls out on the town. What could go wrong?”

“Do you really think I could pass for a girl?”

“You already are,” Cynthia says with a smile. “Maybe just work on your voice a little. Sweeten it up. Whisper when you talk or something.” Cynthia turns to leave and nearly falls over a shoe by the door. She picks up the shoe and looks inside, grinning. “Your feet are the perfect size. I have some heels I’ll set aside for you for when we go out dancing. So, should I plan on seeing you Saturday?”

My mouth parts. I don’t know what to say. Of course I want to go out with Cynthia, but there are so many factors to consider.

“Just say yes, Luis.”

“Yes,” I say.

“You’re so cute. Send me a message. We can get ready at my place. I’ll drive so you can let your hair down.”

“Why are you being so nice?”

Cynthia shrugs. “Can’t a girl be nice?”

I smile. “Yes.”

Cynthia blows me a kiss before slipping out the door. I close my hand in the air like I’m catching her kiss. I put my fingers against my mouth, and I can feel her lips.

How is it that I hardly know Cynthia but find myself adoring her more than my own fiancée?

I pull out my phone to send Fatima a message.

Me: Got the book from Cynthia. Thanks for giving her my address. Miss you.

Fatima: K

There’s nothing else. I stare at my phone for nearly fifteen minutes, hoping another message will come through, but it never does.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Saturday rolls around, and I’ve never been happier or more confused. Cynthia and I have been messaging nonstop about feminizing me for our night together. Fatima says nothing to me unless it’s about the wedding. I’ve been trying to recall the last time she told me that she loves me, but I can’t think of a date more recent than two years ago.

My situation with Fatima is depressing, so I don’t dwell on it. I can’t. I’m going out as a girl tonight for the first time in my life, and I might even dance with a boy. Cynthia has been pushing me to consider more, but I’ve only committed to dancing, if I can even find a boy to do that.

She wants me to kiss a few. She’s even written naughty messages about me doing much more with a guy, but I can’t entertain those ideas.

I arrive at Cynthia’s apartment. It’s my first time here. She lives closer to the city, away from the university. I don’t know where tonight will take me, but I’m excited to put on a wig and heels and hit the town. I have a skirt, a blouse, and some makeup in my bag.

“You made it,” Cynthia screams when she opens the door.

I grin as she pulls me close for a hug. “Yeah, I hope I’m not too late.” 

“Nonsense. The parties only get better the later it is.”

 I smile as Cynthia rocks me back and forth. “Your apartment is nice,” I say through chuckles.

“Thanks, cutie. Why aren’t you all dressed up? You smell girly, but you look like a boy! How are you going to pick up guys with me looking like that?”

I bite my lip, still unsure about picking up any guys. Cynthia has been going on and on about it in messages all week, but wouldn’t kissing someone besides Fatima make me a cheater? Fatima and I were going through a rough patch, but I didn’t want to be unfaithful.

“Cynthia, about that.”

“What?” she asks in a loud voice. “Don’t tell me you’re getting cold feet. We’ve been talking about trapping some guys all week! Don’t you want to feel a dick grinding up against your backside? Don’t you want one between your painted lips? Also, why aren’t you wearing lipstick? Seriously, what’s happening?”

I laugh and hold up my bag. “I have everything in here. Should I get ready?”

Cynthia claps her hands. “Uh, yeah! Like yesterday!”

“Fine. I’m going.” I run to the bathroom with my bag. I stand in front of Cynthia’s bathroom mirror, catching my breath. My white denim skirt is so sexy, but I brought a black bubble skirt with a pink button-up blouse. My bra is black, so I’ll keep the blouse unbuttoned enough to expose a peep of cleavage.

I put on the skirt, bra, and blouse. Then I use tissue to stuff the bra. I adjust the bra until my breasts look like a solid B-cup. I put all my makeup on the counter and do the seven-minute makeover I’ve been practicing every night this week. I pull on a pair of black stockings when I finish my makeup, and I hardly recognize the girl in the mirror.

She’s sexy and bound to turn a few heads. I place my hands on my hips and rock them from side to side.

“You’re a bad bitch,” I say to myself in the mirror.

Cynthia knocks on the door. “Everything okay in there? You’re taking forever!”

I open the door. Cynthia gasps when she sees me. “What do you think?” I ask in a light voice. I’ve been practicing talking like a girl all week when I do my makeup.

“You look incredible! We’re going to get so many guys tonight!”

I open my mouth to tell Cynthia about my reservations, but then she grabs my wrist and pulls me toward her bedroom. She opens the door, and that’s when I see the heels and wigs on the bed. She has three wigs and about seven pairs of heels.

“I didn’t know what you’d be wearing, so I brought a lot of options from the boutique.”

“What? You got all these for me?”

Cynthia laughs and rubs my back as I stand at the edge of the bed, trying to decide where I should begin. She has everything from kitten heels to six-inch platforms. They’re so sexy, but I’d fall on my ass wearing those platform heels. I pick up a three-inch pink stiletto that will work wonderfully with the color of my blouse.

“Those are sexy,” Cynthia says. She takes the heels from me. “Let me help you. Sit on the bed.”

I do as Cynthia suggests. She kneels below me, slipping the heels over my black stockings. Cynthia runs her fingertips along my legs in a highly sensual manner as she stands, making my girly dick spring to life. Luckily the black thong and bubble skirt I’m wearing hide my growing erection.

“You’re so sexy dressed up like that. How will you introduce yourself?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t thought of a name.”

Cynthia reaches over and grabs the blonde wig, setting it gently on my head. She has one knee at my side, basically straddling my hips. I want to hold her sides and ask her to ride my dick, but it doesn’t seem appropriate. I can’t control my erection, though. It’s rock hard and leaking warm goo against the black thong.

“What if we call you Luna?”

“Luna?”

“Yeah,” she says. “It’s pretty and easy to remember.”

I grin. “Luna. I like it.”

“Don’t forget to talk like a girl,” she says.

I adjust my shoulders and exhale, briefly closing my eyes. “Hello, boys. I’m Luna.”

“Shit,” Cynthia says in an excited tone. “You sound so hot. Use that voice all night, and we won’t have a problem. We can even find you a dick to suck if that’s what you want.”

I push my hand down against my crotch, trying to control myself. Cynthia is tempting me with what I want most, but it’s wrong. I can’t cheat on Fatima.

“Only dancing,” I say.

“Only dancing?”

“Yeah, I can’t cheat on Fatima. It’s not right.”

Cynthia frowns. She reaches for my hand. I take hers, and she leads me to a mirror. I stumble in the heels along the way, but Cynthia helps me keep balance. I can’t believe my reflection when I see it.

Luna.

She’s come to life, and she finally has a name.

The blonde wig does everything. It completely transforms my face and hides my masculine features. The makeup helps a lot too, but the wig completes the look.

Cynthia and I look like a pair of sexy girlfriends. A pair of girls that guys would love to pick up. I wish I could have walked down the right path earlier in life, but it feels too late to change course. How can I go back now after coming so far?

“You’re beautiful, Luna.”

“Thank you, Cynthia. You are too.”

“Fatima doesn’t deserve you.”

I frown, trying to meet Cynthia’s gaze in the mirror, but she won’t look at me. “What are you talking about, Cynthia?”

She shakes her head and averts her gaze further, staring at the floor. I turn away from the mirror and place my hands on her shoulders.

“Cynthia, what is it? You’re hiding something.”

She nods.

“Tell me what you’re hiding. What do you know?”

“I don’t think I can tell you, but maybe I can show you.”

“Come on, Cynthia. I’m a big girl. I can handle it,” I say using my girly voice.

Cynthia shakes her head. “I’ll grab you a purse and some shades. Practice walking in those heels until I get back. Shoulders up. Back and forth down the living room. Let’s go, girl!” Cynthia snaps her fingers as she walks out of the room.

I place my hands on my hips and strut across the living room. My ankles buckle a few times, sending me tumbling to the floor, but I have the hang of it after five minutes. I’m walking like a diva when Cynthia comes out of her bedroom. She’s changed into a short dress with platform heels. No tights or stockings. She teased her hair, making it look even sexier than before. Her makeup is minimal, but she doesn’t need much to look stunning. She also smells phenomenal.

“That didn’t take long,” I say.

“It never does. I hate spending forever in the bathroom. Here’s your purse. You’ll need these sunglasses to, but you don’t have to wear them now.”

I chuckle but feel nervous. “Where are we going? Can’t you give me a hint?”

“Let’s just say you don’t know Fatima as well as you think.”

My body burns as intense fear creeps across me. “Are you going to show me something I don’t want to see?”

“Probably,” Cynthia says before pulling me out the door. She takes me to the car, ignoring my endless questions. She unlocks the door and tells me to get inside.

“Everything will be fine, Luna. Don’t you trust me?”

I don’t know what I trust but nod anyway.

***

“Why are we here?” I ask Cynthia as we pull into the medical school parking lot.

“You’ll see, but you have to be Luna. Absolutely no breaking character. Put on the sunglasses and let me do all the talking. You’re just a friend from work joining me for a night of dancing. Got it?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. Put on the sunglasses. Let’s go.”

I follow a couple strides behind Cynthia. She’s moving quickly, swerving through the hallways until we’re in a part of the medical school where nobody goes. She turns to me and places a finger against her lips. I want to ask her what we’re doing here but talking would make too much noise.

We’re walking down a dark hallway. Nobody uses these classrooms now that online learning is so popular. They aren’t equipped like the labs on the other side of the building. Just rooms for lectures and discussions, which we hardly do at the school anymore.

There are light noises in the background, but I can’t place them. I only hope there aren’t mice scurrying around behind the closed doors.

“Fatima?” Cynthia hollers. “Fatima? Are you there?”

I wonder if Cynthia’s lost her mind until I hear my fiancée’s voice call back. “Cynthia? Is that you?”

Cynthia turns to me and whispers. “Be cool and stay in character. You’re Luna.”

I nod quickly, feeling like I might vomit. What in the world is Fatima doing back here? Studying? I tell myself that’s probably what she’s doing until she opens the door topless. Fatima throws her arms over her chest and watches me. I swallow and try to act cool as a man emerges behind her, feeling grateful for the sunglasses.

The scene breaks my heart.

How could she? 

“Hey, Cynthia. How’s it going?” the man asks.

“Well, I was hoping to go dancing with Fatima, but it looks like you have her for the night.”

Fatima blushes. “You’re not supposed to tell anyone about my secret spot, Cynthia. Who is this?”

“Oh, this is just my friend from work, Luna. I know you study here sometimes, so I thought I’d come see if you wanted to go dancing, but you’re clearly busy.”

“Why did you stop here? You could have called,” Fatima says. Her tone drops a little, like she’s not thrilled to have been caught by a stranger, but at least she doesn’t recognize me. I only want to get out of here before she does.

“My fault,” I say in my lightest of light voices. “Wanted another girl in the group. Trios are better for conversation.”

“Yeah,” Cynthia says with a bright smile. “We only wanted to add another girl to the group, and you were on the way. No biggie, though.”

Fatima relaxes and drops her arms over her chest. She must really think I’m just some random girl! It’s crazy because I’m her fiancé. Shouldn’t she of all people be able to see through the disguise? It’s never been clearer that Fatima truly doesn’t love me.

“Yeah, Frank and I are just watching some movies and you know.” Fatima says with a laugh. She winks at me, and it takes everything I have to stay in character. I want to cry. Yell. I want to pull off my wig and sunglasses and call Fatima unspeakable names, but I don’t.

I can’t find the strength to do anything but stare at the back of Cynthia’s head, doing my best to keep it together.

Frank wraps his arms around Fatima, slowly pulling her back into the room. I can’t remember the last time Fatima looked that happy with me, which is another blow on top of the countless others I’ve already endured.

“I got to go, Cynthia. Thanks for stopping by. Next time just call me please,” she says. Fatima turns toward me. “Nice meeting you, Luna.”

I wave, but Frank already has Fatima’s attention. I don’t even know who Frank is. Fatima hasn’t mentioned him. Not once, but Cynthia obviously knew exactly where to find them. All this time I thought Fatima has been spending her time studying when she’s actually been fucking Frank.

Cynthia holds my hand all the way to the car. She doesn’t say anything, like she knows silence is exactly what I need. She opens the door for me, and I slide onto the passenger’s seat.

Cynthia gets in and turns toward me. “I’m sorry, Luis. Luna. What do you prefer?”

I scream, too overwhelmed to answer Cynthia. I bang my fists against the car’s interior. Cynthia doesn’t flinch. I only see her through the corner of my eye, but it’s nice knowing she’s there. It takes me a few minutes to calm down from the fit. Cynthia rubs my back when I finally do.

“How long have you known?” I ask in a raspy voice.

“They started seeing each other last year. He’s a janitor at the medical school.”

“Oh,” I say.

“Yeah, I found out right before she agreed to marry you. It was why we got into a fight. I’m not even sure how I ended up as a bridesmaid after the stuff we said to each other, but part of the reason I agreed when she asked was to get close to you. I’ve been trying to figure out how I could tell you the truth before the wedding but haven’t had the strength.”

I’m too upset by Fatima’s actions to speak.

“You’ll get through this.”

I nod, not quite believing Cynthia, even though I know what she says must be true. Fatima has already moved on from me, so why shouldn’t I be able to do the same with her?

I’ve spent my entire life trying to make others happy. It was about fucking time that I did something to satisfy myself. I turned to face Cynthia.

“Thank you for telling me the truth,” I say in my girly voice. I pull down the visor and open the mirror, checking to make sure my face is still dolled up and cute. “You’re a good friend.”

“You’re welcome, Luna. You deserved to know the truth. I’m sorry it took so long to tell you. I never really had a chance to talk to you until that day at the café.”

I reach over and take Cynthia’s hand. “I’m glad you talked to me. You just saved me from a miserable life. Let’s go fucking celebrate!”

Cynthia throws up her arms and does a little dance. “That’s my girl! Fuck yeah, Luna! Let’s go celebrate!”

I pull lipstick out of the purse Cynthia lent me and line my lips with pink as I stare at myself in the mirror, all blonde and feminine and beautiful. I can’t wait to strut around the club and feel a dick grinding against my ass on the dance floor.

“Promise to take care of me?” I ask.

“Yes, girl! Tonight is about you. Luna’s here, and she’s ready to play!”

“That’s right,” I say as I stare at myself. I’m done living in the shadows. No longer will I live my life to make everyone else happy. I take a deep breath and close the visor, accepting who I am. Fatima isn’t concerned about me, so I’m not about to spend my night crying over her. Not when I look this cute. “I need a drink! Let’s go!”

“Lu-na! Lu-na!” Cynthia starts the car, and then we’re off. She blasts the radio, and we sing along to pop songs. The night’s only just begun, but I can’t wait to see where it takes me.

Traveling down the fenceless road isn’t without pain, but it’s the only road where rain makes rainbows.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

I’m so drunk that I hardly feel the man standing behind me. His name is Kevin or John or something. I honestly can’t remember, but his erection feels huge as it presses into my ass. He’s grinding his dick against my ass and moving his hips like he wants to bend me over right here on the dance floor and shove his dick deep in my asshole.

Part of me wishes he would. I’m wearing a short bubble skirt, and my tiny thong wouldn’t be much to move out of the way. I wrap my arms around the back of the man’s neck. I push my ass into his dick. He groans and grips my hips, pushing his pelvis harder against my ass.

“Oh, fuck.” I moan in my girly voice.

“Yeah? You like that?”

I moan more. The man thrusts his hips harder. It’s like we’re alone, even though people surround us. They don’t exist, though. This man I’m dancing with wants to fuck me, and he thinks I’m a girl! My dreams have finally come true, and I’m on the edge of blacking out.

“Hey,” a woman says as she approaches. “Are you okay?” she asks into my ear.

“I’m great,” I holler. It takes me a few seconds to remember the woman standing in front of me is Cynthia. My friend. My ride. She takes my hand and pulls me away from the man. I howl because all I want is the stranger’s dick, and Cynthia is taking me away from him.

I turn and look over my shoulder. The man is watching as Cynthia pulls me away, looking confused and hurt, but then my vision blurs. The man appears as a shadow, and then he vanishes. I shake my head and turn back to Cynthia.

“Where are you taking me?” I slur.

“You’re drunk, girl. I’m taking you home.”

“No! I don’t want to go home! I want to stay here!”

“I got your friend’s number. We’ll call him in the morning,” Cynthia says and rubs my forehead. She has a glass of water in her hand and passes it to me. I gulp down the cleansing liquid. It’s so much smoother than the cocktails I’ve been drinking since we got to the club. There’s no telling how much money I’ve spent. More than I should have.

I gasp as I finish the glass of water. “Promise?”

“Yes, I promise. Let’s get you home.”

“My car is at your place!”

“Shh,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “We’re going to my place.”

“Okay,” I say brightly. I’m so drunk that it’s probably best I leave with Cynthia before that guy fucks me on the dance floor. That’s not how I want my first time to be. I want soft kisses and a private room at the very least. 

“Let’s go.” Cynthia grabs my hand, and then we head out the door. The air is so fresh outside, I can hardly believe it. I inhale and laugh for no reason other than the fact that I’m finally living my best life.

“Fuck Fatima,” I say through a fit of laughter. Then I get a little sad when I think of her with Frank, looking so in love and at ease. She doesn’t care about me at all. Not when she’s with him. “Fuck her for cheating on me.”

“Oh, sweetheart.”

“No, seriously! Fuck her! I’m happy to have found out. Now I can move on with my life,” I say in a slur. Cynthia rubs my back, but I’m not even upset. Fatima deserves Frank. I can’t wait until her parents find out she’s cheating on me with a janitor. They’ll eat her alive and knowing that will help me sleep easily.

My stomach rumbles. “I’m hungry. Can we stop at a drive thru on the way home? Are you even drunk?”

“No,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “I was drinking seltzer water with lemon wedges.”

“You’re so hot,” I say.

Cynthia grins. “Let’s get you some food.”

I nod and take Cynthia’s hand, and we walk to her car.

***

I hardly remember the ride back to Cynthia’s or stopping at the fast-food restaurant, but she has everything set on her coffee table when I start coming to my senses. The alcohol must be making its way out of me. Cynthia has me drinking tons of water.

“What did you get us?”

Cynthia laughs. “Really? You don’t remember screaming your order into the speaker?”

I blush and cover my mouth as a vague memory resurfaces, but it’s foggy. “Not really,” I say with a chuckle. “I was in and out most of the way home. Did I use my girly voice?”

“Yes, and then you offered the guy in the window a blowjob.”

“Shut up. No, I didn’t.”

“Yes, you did,” Cynthia says with a laugh. “We got burritos and tacos. I’ll grab us some more water, and then we can eat.”

I sit on the sofa, paralyzed from learning I offered a random guy a blowjob, but now all I can do is picture myself on my knees with my hand wrapped around the base of a cock. I want that guy I was dancing with to shove his dick between my lips. I want him to cum all over my face and rub his seed against my mouth with his tip.

Cynthia returns with a pitcher of water and some napkins. I bite into a burrito. Sauce runs out of it and falls from my chin. It tastes so delicious, but all I can think about is cum. I’m not sure I’ll be able to sleep without some cock now that I’ve sobered up a bit. The food only helps me regain my strength.

There’s a reality TV show playing in the background, but we’re hardly paying it any attention.

“What if we invite those guys from the club over?”

“Now?” Cynthia asks.

“Yeah,” I say. I’ve already eaten two burritos and a taco. Now the only thing I want in my throat is a fat dick. I want to choke on a cock and feel like a dirty little slut while I’m all dolled up in the blonde wig and the short skirt. “I’m horny.”

“I’m tired,” she says. “Can’t it wait until tomorrow night or something? I doubt they’d say no to a hookup.”

“But I’m all dolled up and horny now! I don’t want to wait until tomorrow night!”

Cynthia scoots over and places her hand on my thigh. She slips her fingers into the spot where my stockings end, and I instantly get hard in my panties. Cynthia stares at me with those gorgeous hazel eyes. “What are you horny for?”

I bite my lip, afraid to say my dirty thoughts aloud.

“It’s okay. You can tell me.”

“I want to suck their dicks.”

“That’s hot. I bet you’d look sexy sucking some dicks.”

“You can watch. I’d prefer it if you were in the room watching me be a dirty slut.”

“You’re so crazy when you’re tipsy. I left my phone in the bedroom. We can send them a message.”

“Please! You can suck one of their dicks too.”

“Okay, Ms. Eager. Give me a second,” Cynthia says and goes to her bedroom. I eat another taco while I wait. The show engrosses me, so I hardly notice the minutes passing until there is a commercial break. How long does it take to check a cell phone?

“You okay in there, Cynthia?”

“Yeah,” she hollers. “I’m texting with Kevin from the club. Give me a minute.”

I fold my arms over my chest and drink more water. I stand a few minutes later and try Cynthia’s bedroom, but the door is locked.

“What are you doing?”

“Wait in the living room!”

“I’m bored. Do you have anything to drink?”

“You have water. That’s all you need.”

I want to argue with Cynthia and ask her why in the world she thinks she has the right to tell me what to do, but then she hollers at me to return to the living room, and I scurry away from the bedroom door. The reality show has returned from commercials, which is enough to distract me, but damn. What’s Cynthia’s problem?

Her bedroom door finally opens when the next commercial break starts. I turn my head and look over the couch and can’t believe what I see.

It’s Cynthia, and she’s wearing a strap-on dick. It’s high on her pelvic region and has a hole where her pussy is. She’s also carrying a dildo. I open my mouth. There’s nothing but dry air. Cynthia was already sexy but looks even hotter with that dick hanging off her.

“What are you doing?”

“You want to suck some dick, don’t you?”

“Yeah.” My mouth turns wet. I can’t believe what Cynthia is propositioning. I’d be a fool to pass up the opportunity. Fatima hurt me, but I can’t let that pain stop me from living. “I do.”

“Will it be your first time sucking dick?”

“Yeah.” My dick is so hard it feels like it might snap in two. I push down on it through the skirt and panties, wanting so badly to stroke it, but not before I suck Cynthia’s fat cock. It’s so long and thick and everything I’ve ever dreamed of having in my mouth. 

“Come over here and get on your knees, you dirty slut.”

My mouth parts, but Cynthia isn’t playing games. She narrows her eyes and tells me to hurry. I jump from the couch and rush over to her, dropping to my knees in front of her long, purple dick. She glances down at me before pushing her fingers into my blonde wig and shoving my face toward her dick.

“You want to be a girl, Luna?”

“Yes,” I gasp.

“You want to be a slutty little bitch, Luna?”

“Oh, fuck.” My girly cock is throbbing like I might cum in my panties, and I haven’t even touched it except to push it down, but I’m too distracted to even do that now. “Let me be your slut.”

Cynthia places a hand on each side of my head and pulls my face toward her cock. She’s not at all gentle. I love the roughness because it makes me feel naughty. I want to be a princess in the streets but a whore between the sheets.

“Open your mouth then, slut. I want my dick slobbery and wet.”

I moan and squeeze my thighs together, pressing them against my cock. Cynthia moves my head roughly until I finally part my lips and take the first couple inches of her cock. I have to stretch my mouth and it hurts, but Cynthia doesn’t care. She laughs as she pushes her cock deeper into my mouth.

“Take this dick, you dirty slut. Show me how much you love it.”

I make sounds of pleasure as her cock stuffs my mouth. It’s longer than I can fit, but Cynthia keeps pushing. She stares into my eyes as her cock hits the back of my throat.

“Deep breaths. Take this big dick like a good slut,” she says.

I nearly cum at the words. I’m so close it hurts my dick, but I do as Cynthia says because I want to be a slut she’ll never forget. I want her to think of me all dolled up in my blonde wig and girly outfit the next time she touches herself. I know I’ll be thinking about tonight for the rest of my life.

Cynthia has her fingers in my hair. She holds my face as she slowly thrusts her hips now that my jaw has relaxed. She pushes her big cock in and out of my mouth. We stare at each other as she stretches my lips further.

“You’re one sexy slut. Put this dildo in my pussy.”

Cynthia passes me the dildo. I rub it against her warm and wet entrance as Cynthia fucks my face. She moans and thrusts her hips faster. I can hardly concentrate on the dildo in my hand because of how incredible her cock feels in my mouth. So heavy and thick on my tongue.

“Push it in me, slut.”

I gasp and push the dildo into Cynthia. She moans and pushes my head further down her cock.

“Fuck me, you dirty slut.”

Cynthia holds my head and fucks my mouth as I move the dildo in and out of her pussy lips. She moans louder and louder, pushing my lips further down her cock. I choke and force myself to breathe through my nose because it’s impossible to breathe through my mouth.

“Damn,” Cynthia hollers. “Keep fucking me right there.”

I hold the dildo where it is and thrust gently, making Cynthia scream even louder, and I know she’s getting close.

“Cum with me you whore.”

 I reach my free hand into my panties and wrap it around my dick. Precum has soaked the fabric and my cock, but I don’t let the sticky mess bother me. I’m so close and want to cum with Cynthia.

Cynthia throws her head back and moans deeply before reaching down to hold my hand in place. She screams as she cums all over the dick and my hand, digging her nails into my wrist. I take that as my cue to cum, so I beat my cock feverishly.

Cynthia’s cock is still deep in my mouth when I unload, cumming all over the inside of my tiny black thong. Cynthia finally releases my hand. She steps away. I gasp when her cock leaves my lips. She gasps when the dildo falls from her pussy.

She looks flushed and happy when our eyes meet.

“You’re one sexy slut,” she says with a little laugh.

“Thanks for that. I needed it.”

“Me too,” Cynthia says and helps me to my feet. She kisses me gently. “You make a pretty girl. I love having you as a girlfriend.”

“Like a friend who’s a girl?”

“Yeah,” she says. “What do you say to cuddling tonight and brunch in the morning?”

“I’d say that it sounds perfect.”


 

CHAPTER 8

 

“You did what?” I ask Cynthia. We’re still at her place the morning after fooling around, and my head has never hurt more. I’m so happy she saved me from those guys at the club last night, but she’s just told me that she invited them to brunch.

Kevin and Martin.

“I can’t see Kevin. Not after how I was grinding on him last night. Plus, he’s going to know I’m not a girl! It’s daytime!”

Cynthia scoffs. “Not even Fatima recognized you.”

Her comment stings, but it’s so true. If I can fool Fatima into thinking I’m a girl, why can’t the same be true for the rest of the world? All I need to do is keep my voice light. It’s insane how I can pass for a woman. It always seemed like an impossible dream, but it’s already come true.

“Still. I’m hungover.”

Cynthia steps over to me. I’m sitting in the living room eating fruit she had in the fridge. She sits next to me and pops a grape into her mouth. She places her hand on my thigh, rubbing it gently. I probably look insane since I haven’t washed my face yet, but Cynthia doesn’t seem to mind.

Her touch is making me hard.

“Don’t you want to see what a real dick is like? Martin and Kevin have already agreed they’d be open to a four-sum situation.”

“We can’t have an orgy! That’s insane.”

“There’s no guarantee we will, but we need to meet them for brunch in two hours, and they’re expecting Luna, so you’d better get to it.”

Panic surges through me. “I can’t wear the same outfit as last night. What will I do?”

“Have you forgotten that I work with clothing? I picked up some stuff for you when I grabbed the wig and heels. I’ll get them from my closet.”

I place a hand on my chest, loving Cynthia at that moment. I can’t believe Fatima would be willing to give up a friendship with a woman like Cynthia for a man like Frank. It just doesn’t seem worth it, but I’m happy to have Cynthia in my life. 

She comes out with a flowing midi dress that looks perfect for brunch. It’s navy with a tasteful floral print.

“I have a perfect pair of white kitten heels to go with this.”

“It’s so much more sophisticated than what I was wearing last night.”

“Well, we’re going to brunch. Not the club.” Cynthia laughs and picks up another grape. Its crunch is loud when she bites into it. I wonder if it’s filled her mouth with juice. I wonder if she’ll let Martin soak her mouth with his cream.

“Do you mind if I take a shower?”

“Not at all,” Cynthia says. “You know the way.”

I wash myself in the shower, using Cynthia’s razor to touch up my shaving job. I love how she has women’s shaving cream. It smells so much gentler, and I swear it works better, but that might just be my mind playing tricks on itself.

I rub my body with lotion after drying myself with a plush towel. Cynthia has an endless selection of creams and perfumes. Her makeup bags also take up a good portion of the vanity’s storage capacity. I help myself to everything, assuming this is what girlfriends would do.

“You okay in there?” Cynthia asks as I’m spritzing my wrists with her perfume.

“Everything is perfect,” I call in a sweet voice. “Why?”

“You’ve been in there over an hour. We need to get going, Luna.”

I nod, reminding myself that I’ll be Luna for the rest of the day. “Coming,” I say. “It’ll only take another minute.”

“Hurry. I need to use the bathroom too.”

I smile to myself. I never used to take this long in the bathroom, but every second in here is worth it because I look stunning when I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I can finish my look in the living room, though. Cynthia has an extra mirror. I grab my makeup bag and dress and step outside, wearing nothing except my stuffed bra and a pair of white panties.

“Looking good, Luna.” Cynthia passes me and closes the bathroom door. I hear the shower start as I sit on the sofa.

I take my time finishing up my transformation. Cynthia is out of the shower, and I still haven’t finished dolling up my face. She barely uses any makeup besides a light layer of foundation and some color on her lips and still looks fabulous.

“Am I too overdone?” I ask when Cynthia sits next to me on the sofa.

“Not at all,” she says. “You’re just right. All those tutorials you watched helped a lot.”

“Yeah,” I say. Blush arises on my face. “You think Kevin will like me? I’m worried he’ll freak when he finds out.”

Cynthia leans over and whispers, even though we’re alone at her apartment. “He already knows.”

My eyes widen. “How?”

“I told him last night when you were at the bar. I didn’t want him feeling something and freaking out or acting stupid while I was busy with Martin.”

“What? You did? Also, what were you doing with Martin?”

“Just having a little fun, like we’ll do this afternoon if you get your ass in gear. Let’s go, girl!”

“Okay, I’m going.” I rushed, and we were walking out the door fifteen minutes later to meet some handsome guys for brunch.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

It’s weird seeing Martin and Kevin during daylight. They’re handsome. Sexy, even, but I feel so exposed and rigid. I’m not the same bubbly Luna I was last night. The mimosas are helping loosen me up, but then something happens that makes me all cold again.

A text from Fatima.

Fatima: We need to talk, Luis. I tracked your phone and saw you spent the night at Cynthia’s. That’s not okay!

My phone vibrates, ringing for the fourth or fifth time. Cynthia glances at me.

“Boys, would you excuse us?”

“Sure thing,” says Kevin. He looks me up and down like he wants to fuck me when I stand and pull Cynthia to her feet. I grin, nearly forgetting about Fatima until my phone vibrates again.

“What is it?” Cynthia asks when we get near the bathrooms.

“Fatima is calling. She knows I spent the night at your house.”

“So? Fatima is a cheating bitch. You even told me you don’t love her last night when we were in the drive thru.”

“I was drunk! That doesn’t count!”

“I think it counts more than ever. Your guards were down, and you were telling me your true feelings.” Cynthia leans forward and puts her lips to my ear. “Plus, you wouldn’t have sucked my dick last night if you really loved her.”

Cynthia’s not wrong, which kills me. My phone vibrates again. Fatima is calling. Cynthia takes the phone from my hand and slides the red button across the screen, ignoring the call.

“What? She will kill—”

Cynthia presses her fingers against my lips. “Shh. Turn off your phone, and let’s enjoy the afternoon. We can get a hotel if you’re worried about Fatima showing up at my place. I already put everything we’ll need in the trunk of my car.”

“That’s what that extra bag was?”

Cynthia grins and whispers into my ear. “A real slut is always prepared. What do you say we show those boys a good time? We never have to talk to them again after today.”

“Okay,” I say. “Let’s do it.”

We return to the table after I turn off my phone. Fatima can call all she wants. It’ll go straight to voicemail, and I’m even considering pressing charges against her for tracking me. Even the threat will taste like candy when I hold it over her head. I’m so over Fatima. She’s history. She’ll never have me again.

It's kind of weird getting to know Martin and Kevin, but they’re nice guys. Martin is a chemist and botanist. He works in a lab making food for the future. Kevin is a businessman who works in international sales. He and Cynthia have a lot to talk about, but Kevin clearly still wants me. He only glances at me every five seconds.

“So, boys, should we take this party somewhere else?” Cynthia asks when we finish off the second bottle of bubbles.

The guys glance at each other and laugh like goofs. “I’m down,” says Martin.

“Me too,” says Kevin.

Everyone turns to look at me. I cough on my mimosa. “You can count me in,” I say.

Kevin winks at me, which makes my stomach flip. I don’t know what he has in mind, but I can’t wait to find out.


 

CHAPTER 10

 

We’re at a hotel on a high floor. Our room has gorgeous city views, but we’re hardly paying attention to that. We undid the beds and stripped when we walked through the door. Martin and Cynthia are in one. Kevin and I are in the other.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Kevin says as he kisses along my body. I’m still wearing my stuffed bra and panties, but he’s completely naked, and I can feel his dick against my leg, leaving traces of precum all along my skin. His cock isn’t as long as Cynthia’s strap-on, but he’s thicker. At least at the tip. His head is huge. 

“So are you,” I say in a gasp.

Kevin grips my sides. “I’ve never been with a trans girl before, but it’s always been a fantasy of mine. Can I touch your dick?”

I don’t know if I would consider myself ‘trans’, but I don’t correct Kevin. We’re too lost in the moment. Plus, I am passing as a woman. Nobody has even looked at me like they question me.

“Yes,” I say in a slutty whisper. “Only a little bit. I’m sensitive.”

“Fuck, that’s hot. I love it when you talk like that.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” Kevin says as he creeps his fingertips along my delicate skin. I gasp and moan. Martin and Cynthia are making plenty of noise next to us, but Kevin and I are lost in our own little world. I’ve always wanted a man to see me as a woman and touch me. Kevin is making my dreams come true.

“Talk dirty to me, beautiful.”

I moan as Kevin lightly strokes my cock. I bite my lip, refusing to cum before Kevin sticks his cock deep in my throat. My toes curl and pop. Kevin touches my sides and tells me I’m the sexiest girl he’s ever seen.

“I want your cock in my mouth,” I manage to say through labored breaths.

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yes, Kevin. Stick that fat cock in my mouth. Make me your slut.”

Kevin growls and kisses along my body before standing. He grabs my wrists and pulls me to the edge of the bed, sitting me upright. I watch him, waiting for direction like a good little slut.

“Get on your knees.”

I slide off the bed and get to my knees beneath Kevin. He sits on the bed and holds the base of his cock, wagging it in my face. I move forward on my knees and push his hand out of the way, replacing it with mine. I look at Kevin through hooded eyes, feeling like a submissive slut.

“Fuck, you’re hot.”

I hold Kevin’s dick and move it close to my lips, kissing its tip as I stare up at him. Kevin pushes his fingers into my blonde wig and makes a succession of approving noises as I continue to press my lips against his cock. It’s so warm and smooth, and I love how it jumps whenever I rub my fingers along his shaft.

I part my lips and swallow Kevin’s cock. There’s precum on his tip, which is salty against my tongue. Kevin’s body thrashes when I push his cock against the back of my throat. I smile to myself and try harder to swallow his manhood. Kevin tries to pull me off his cock, which only makes me push my lips further down his shaft. He gives up a few seconds later, moaning like wild.

My girly cock is throbbing in my panties, but I don’t bother to touch it. My hands are busy pulling on Kevin’s balls and jerking the exposed portion of his shaft. I squeeze my thighs together to put pressure on my dick, but all I want is to taste Kevin’s cum.

“Let me fuck you before I cum.”

My eyes widen, and I move my lips off Kevin’s dick. I wipe my slobbery mouth. “What?” I ask.

“I want to feel that sweet ass around my dick.” Kevin pulls me to my feet and sets on the bed next to him. His firm, manly touch makes my member throb even harder.

I’ve never been fucked before, but I’ll regret not living my sissy slut experience to the fullest. Kevin would be making my dreams come true even more by fucking me, although I’m nervous it’ll hurt.

“Are you clean?” I ask.

“As a whistle. Tested last month. You?”

“Yes,” I say. Fatima and I had to get tested for our wedding, but I quickly push any thoughts of my fiancée far from my mind. Our engagement is over. I’ll never marry her.

“Perfect,” Kevin says. He stands and bends me over the bed before dropping to his knees behind me. He pulls my panties to my ankles before spreading my cheeks. “Fuck, you have one perfect ass.”

I’m so glad I shaved and powered this morning before leaving. Mostly because of how much better my ass looks in the thong when it’s groomed, but Kevin is eating me like dessert now. He licks my hole and slides two fingers into it, making me gasp, but I love it. I’m finally becoming the dirty slut I always wanted to be, having afternoon sex with some random man I met at the club last night. Bra stuffed. Panties tossed to the side.

Kevin licks my hole and smacks my ass before standing. He slaps my hole with his fat cock, but I’m not nervous. This is what I want.

“You have lube, sexy?”

“There’s some over there,” Kevin says and points to the stuff Cynthia put out by the TV. He grabs a silicone lubricant and covers his dick with it before lathering my hole. It’s so silky and smooth.

“Fuck me with that fat dick, Kevin. I need it,” I say in my girly voice.

Kevin grabs my hips before shoving his fat cock into my hole. It hurts for a second, but then the lube does its work to help stretch out my hole and walls. I moan and drop my head as Kevin plows deeper into my cave, stealing my innocence, but I’ve been waiting for too long to have it robbed.

“Damn, girl. Your ass feels so fucking good. I can’t wait to cum deep in this hole.”

His dick feels so fucking good that I don’t want to tell him to stop, but I’m desperate to have his cum covering my face. I glance over my shoulder at him and bite my lip. “Can you cum on my face? Please?”

Kevin groans and squeezes my ass. “Fuck, you’re one dirty slut. How did I get so lucky?”

I turn back and moan before moving my ass a little, fucking myself with Kevin’s cock. I move faster, sliding my hole along his shaft. Kevin moans and groans and smacks my ass before pulling out of me completely, leaving me empty and hungry for his dick.

“Get down here and catch this load, you slut.”

My dick throbs. I love being Kevin’s slut and just letting go of all my inhibitions. I sink to my knees in front of Kevin and wrap my hands around his cock, not caring that he was just fucking me with it as I wrap my lips around his throbbing manhood.

Kevin growls and fucks my mouth for a few seconds until I feel the first string of cum hit the back of my throat. It’s thick and hot and salty.

I pull my lips off Kevin’s cock and sit lower, opening my mouth. Kevin groans and grabs his dick. He strokes it and covers my face with his seed. Some gets in my mouth. Other bits get in my eyes. It’s all over me, but I don’t care. It’s so hot and sexy and everything I ever wanted that I only have to stroke my dick twice to cum harder than I ever have.

Kevin watches in awe as the cum oozes from my dick. Then he pulls me up and kisses me, even though I’m covered in his cum.

“Tell me we can do this again, Luna. Please,” he says.

“We can,” I say.

Kevin lifts me into his arms and takes me to the shower. I have to take off my bra and wig and wash my face, but Kevin doesn’t seem to mind. I get dressed up again and do my makeup after we dry off, bringing Luna back to life. We all go to the hot tub later and hang out with some food and drinks from the bar downstairs. It’s a wonderful time.

Luna’s arrived, and she’s not going anywhere. I’ll never live for anyone but myself again. I’ll avoid the paths with barbwire fences. Flowers and rainbows are much better, even if there’s a rainstorm or two along the way.


 

CHAPTER 11

 

Two Years Later

My parents and Fatima hated me when I canceled the wedding, but they got over it, especially when I gave them evidence of Fatima’s affair. It only took dressing up as Luna and sneaking into the quiet part of the medical school where Fatima hung out with Frank.

Their affair has fizzled out since Fatima moved across the country for her residency, leaving Frank in the dust. The affair will forever haunt her though because her parents are simply relentless. I honestly feel bad for her, but it’s really not my problem.

I dodged a bullet and haven’t looked back since. My residency is at a hospital in the city, which I love, because I’m still close to Cynthia.

“What do you think, Cynthia?” I ask. I’m wearing a white dress with white heels since it’s the height of summer and we’re going to a white party on a boat. I have on a brown wig because a blonde one would just wash me out. We’ll be the brunettes tonight.

“It’s adorable, Luna. Do you think this skirt is too short?”

Cynthia’s wearing a skirt that stops a few inches past her ass, but it sticks out a bit, so it looks shorter than it really is.

“Guess it depends on how much spinning in circles you’ll do tonight,” I say in my Luna voice. It’s so much more feminine than it was two years ago. I never dress up at the hospital or anything, but most of my free time is spent as Luna. Sometimes I think about becoming Luna full time, but I still haven’t decided. 

I’m just enjoying the path I’m on, hoping I might stumble upon a cute guy who understands both Luna and Luis. It’s a nice dream, and I’ve already learned that dreams can indeed come true, so I’ll keep hope alive, but I won’t let the chase consume me.

I’m enjoying the journey, and tonight that means dancing with my best girlfriend Cynthia.

“Fuck it,” she says. “I’ll wear it. I have on panties. That’s more than enough.”

I snap my fingers. “That’s right, girl! Let’s go. I need a drink.”

“All right.” Cynthia grabs my hand. We walk and talk on the way to the cab that’s waiting for us outside her door, ready to dance all night.
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