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SALON MAKEOVER

Woman Feminizes Shy Male Friend

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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“It sucks, but it was bound to happen. We were fighting way too much,” said Michelle.

She’d just broken up with her boyfriend, and as her friend, I had to act sad for her, but I’d had a crush on Michelle for as long as I could remember, even though I was sure she thought I was gay. I was more on the effeminate side of things. I painted my nails bright colors. I also had a high voice and wore eyeliner sometimes, but I loved women, especially Michelle.

Not that Michelle paid attention to me in that way. She had put me in the friend zone long ago, but I was happy to be her friend, even if she didn’t notice my unshakable attraction.

She was head over heels for her ex-boyfriend Gary until she caught him texting another girl. It devastated her. I thought that would be my chance to get her, but she just cried on my shoulder and talked to me like I was one of her girlfriends.

It hurt.

I acted like it was no big deal.

Michelle balled her hands into fists and screamed into her folded lips. She shook her head and ruffled her hair. I already knew where she was going, but I wasn’t man enough to tell her that I didn’t want to hear about her breakup with Gary.

“God! You should have heard me screaming when I found those text messages! I was so pissed!”

I nodded and made a sympathetic sound. We were sitting at a park not far from the mall where Michelle worked as a hairdresser, enjoying the balmy weather. We were having quite a lovely time until she brought up Gary.

I wished more than anything that I didn’t feel a burning crush for Michelle, or maybe I wished that she hadn’t shoved me into the friend zone so easily. It could have been that I was mad at myself for letting Michelle treat me like her best gay friend.

“Sorry,” Michelle finally said after a few minutes of bitching and telling me the same story I’d already heard at least fifteen times. “You probably hate me for complaining about Gary so much. What about you? Is there a special man in your life?”

The words were like a baseball bat to the chest. I just stared at her with a blank expression, to which Michelle made a confused face.

“What’s wrong, Victor? Are you not out?”

I clenched my jaw and spoke through gritted teeth. “I’m not gay.”

Michelle’s face went completely blank, like a deer in headlights. She blinked a few times without looking away from me. I snarled and waved my hand in her face.

“Did I stutter, Michelle?”

“No, you didn’t. It’s just… I thought you—.”

“Were gay. I know, but guess what? I’m not!” I said and stood from the bench where we were sitting. I was so angry. I felt like an overheated car on the verge of exploding. I clenched my fists and walked several feet away from Michelle before turning around to face her.

I jutted out my hand and walked over to her quickly. Her eyes widened with fear. Not that I would ever hurt her, but damn, I was pissed. I’d been holding in so many emotions for far too long, and they were all bubbling to the surface at the same time.

“I’m not gay, Michelle! Can’t you tell that I’ve been crushing on you for ages? Can’t you see how crazy it drives me when you go on and on about Gary? That guy was a loser! He was a bum! Everyone knew that he was cheating on you, but you wanted to act oblivious!”

Michelle opened her mouth and closed it without saying a word. She looked conflicted as she remained silent. I expected our friendship was over at that point, but I would rather not have Michelle as a friend than have her think I was gay when, in reality, I had a burning crush.

I threw my head back and grunted, feeling anger coursing through me. I couldn’t stay much longer, or I would say terrible things that I would regret for years to come, but there was so much I wanted to say after being relegated to the friend zone for years.

“I would have given you everything, Michelle, but you never even noticed me.”

I was too hurt to scream. Too broken to care. This crush I had on Michelle was ruining me, and it was about time that I excluded her from my life. If she couldn’t see how fully I would love her, she didn’t deserve me. She deserved jerks like Gary who would cheat on her with the first piece of ass that walked past him on the sidewalk.

“Victor, wait. I didn’t know.”

“Yes, you did. You’ve known since I was your neighbor on Blow Street. You’ve known, Michelle, even if you ignored it. Please don’t insult me by acting like you didn’t.”

Michelle’s eyes grew heavy, and I took that as my cue to leave. I wasn’t going to sit here and let Michelle humiliate me more than I already was. I wanted to get back to my apartment and play my piano, which was about the only thing that brought me peace.

I hoped a girl would come along who understood me. One who didn’t mind that I was a touch more feminine than other guys. I would have to let go of my crush on Michelle to find that woman, though, and today was as good of a day as any.

“We should probably stop hanging out, Michelle.”

“Victor!”

“I’m sorry,” I said with a shake of the head and turned on my heels, walking away from Michelle for what I hoped would be the last time. My heart had some healing to do, and I couldn’t do it with her in my life.
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Michelle was at home a few days after Victor left her sitting on that park bench, and she was feeling distraught without her friend. She and Victor had grown so close over the years. There might have been clues of Victor’s crush, but he never acted on them. He never took Michelle. Never kissed her. Never touched her inappropriately.

Not that Michelle wanted a man who did those things, but most of the guys she’d dated had taken Michelle at some point. They showed her that they needed her, at least sexually. Michelle and Victor had something deeper than sex, though.

Victor was Michelle’s best friend.

Michelle always assumed that he was gay because he painted his nails and wore eyeliner sometimes. He often had on skinny jeans and was never one to miss moisturizing his face. Michelle had even seen his legs, and they were as smooth as butter, yet Michelle couldn’t shake how Victor had reacted in the park.

The man was clearly hurt. He clearly cared about Michelle and wanted her as more than a friend, but what did that mean for her? Was she willing to date a man who went against the standards of manliness? Was she willing to date a man others would perceive as gay?

Michelle paced her room, truly at a loss for what to do. On the one hand, Michelle loved Victor more than just about any of her friends, except for maybe her roommate Ann, but they were like sisters, and her love for Victor came pretty damn close to her love for Ann. Michelle pulled a hair from her eyebrows she was so stressed!

Michelle went over to her bed and sat on her hands, telling herself that she couldn’t pull more hairs. The last thing she wanted was to have patchy eyebrows, so she screamed into her folded lips, hoping it would do something to relieve the tension, but it did nothing. Michelle didn’t know what to do!

Victor wasn’t answering her messages. He wasn’t posting to his social media profiles. She assumed that he was still giving piano lessons at the music school where he worked, but it wasn’t like she could drop in on a lesson. He would throw a fit and really cut her from his life.

There was a knock on Michelle’s bedroom door before it opened slightly. Ann was standing there, pushing her head through the small space, looking at Michelle with concern in her eyes.

“Is everything okay, Michelle?”

Michelle shook her head, feeling tears well in her eyes for the first time since all of this nonsense with Victor had started. She hated losing her friend. She hated knowing that she pissed him off for assuming he was gay, but what did he expect? His voice was sweet, his jeans were tight, and he just didn’t scream straight.

All the memories of Michelle kissing boys in front of Victor or bitching to him about her boyfriends and hookups made her cringe every time a memory passed through her mind, which was fairly often since their fight in the park.

“Is everything okay, Michelle?”

“No,” Michelle said with a heavy voice. “I fucked up!”

Ann’s eyes widened, and she pushed the door all the way open to step into the room. She went over to Michelle’s bed and sat by her friend’s side, wrapping an arm over her shoulder.

“What’s wrong, Michelle? Why are you crying?”

“I don’t fucking know!”

Ann rubbed Michelle’s shoulder, telling her that it was okay, even though she had no idea what was happening. Ann assumed it was over Gary, but Michelle almost never cried over her exes, so Ann was just trying to ride out the storm.

“Can you tell me what’s wrong?” Ann asked about thirty seconds later when Michelle hadn’t stopped crying.

“It’s Victor!”

“What about him?”

“He likes me! He likes me, and I’ve been treating him like a gay guy this entire time!” Michelle hollered before falling into another fit of tears. She truly couldn’t get ahold of herself. All this time she thought she was talking to her gay best friend when she’d actually been rubbing sand in the eyes of her secret admirer.

“Really? Victor?” Ann asked in a surprised voice. “I would have sworn he was gay too.”

“Well, he’s not!” Michelle screamed and cried even harder. She felt terrible for not realizing that her friend had wanted to be more than friends. “Why didn’t he say anything before?”

“I don’t know,” Ann said softly and hugged Michelle’s shoulder, telling her that everything would be fine, but Michelle couldn’t get it together. She was rambling on about all the times she’d probably hurt Victor by complaining about this guy or that guy.

“You didn’t know, Michelle. You can’t blame yourself.”

“Kirk didn’t tell you anything about Victor when you guys were fucking?” Michelle asked.

Ann shook her head. “Not about him crushing on you. Honestly, Kirk wasn’t sure about Victor’s sexuality as far as I could tell. Sometimes he would mention finding panties in the laundry, even though Victor never had a girl over at the house.”

“They were roommates! How could Kirk not know something? Call him! I need to know if Victor had any other girlfriends.”

“I’m not calling Kirk.”

Michelle knew that she was asking a lot of Ann. She and Kirk hadn’t had the best ending to their relationship. They were never exclusive, which Ann took to heart more than Kirk. Ann ended up dating a guy named Jose who swept her off her feet and left her without time to see Kirk.

It made living next to the guys awkward, but they moved out shortly after that, and Michelle maintained her friendship with Victor. He got a large studio apartment not far from Blow Street, and Michelle went over there often, yet Victor never once hinted at this crush until he blew up in her face.

“Ann, please! I need answers.”

“I’m not calling Kirk. You can forget it. The last time he and I talked, he begged me to get back with him, and that’s not going to happen, so no. I’m sorry, Michelle. I love you, but you’re going to have to get answers from Victor on your own.”

Michelle sighed. She didn’t want to push Victor after he’d yelled at her, but she didn’t want to live without him in her life. She never realized how much she leaned on him until he was gone. Now that she was looking at her message feed, they would spend most days texting each other, telling each other about the little details of their lives.

“Do you think you’ll be okay?” Ann asked.

Michelle was a bit offended that Ann wanted to leave her when she was broken like this, but Michelle knew that her roommate was busy. She couldn’t expect Ann to be there to support her through every twist and turn of her life, but Victor wanted to be there for Michelle, which was more than she could say about her other boyfriends.

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.”

Ann patted Michelle’s back and stood. She walked toward the door, looking over her shoulder at Michelle before slipping through the doorframe.

“That little bit about Kirk finding panties in the laundry might be worth checking out. People don’t realize it, but most men who wear women’s clothing are straight.”

Michelle stared at Ann for a moment, processing what she’d just said. It took a few seconds before she put the pieces of the puzzle together, and then her eyes lit up.

“Wait, are you saying you think Victor might be a crossdresser?”

Ann shrugged. “You never know.”

Michelle didn’t know what to say, so she thanked Ann for checking on her and pulled out her computer once Ann left the room. Michelle opened her web browser and typed in the word crossdresser. She searched and searched, completely blown away by everything she found.

Ann wasn’t wrong when she said that a lot of crossdressers were straight. Michelle found accounts from gay and bi crossdressers and everything in between, but there were a lot of straight guys out there who just wanted to get in touch with their feminine sides, and Michelle was amazed.

Michelle had spent her entire life chasing after beefy masculine guys who spent their days at the gym, but maybe she was tired of the toxic masculinity. Maybe it was time that she opened her heart to a different type of man if the man she’d hurt was still willing to have her.
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I was at home about a week after yelling at Michelle in the park. I still felt terrible about how I’d reacted, but I had to protect myself. I couldn’t spend my entire life pining over a woman who wanted nothing to do with me or men like me. It wasn’t healthy, and it wasn’t good for my psyche.

For as long as I could remember, I knew there was a woman inside of me. I’ve always found women beautiful, powerful, and unstoppable. Women were the essence I wanted to emulate. Their movements. Their charm. Everything about being a woman seemed magical.

Women faced plenty of discrimination, but that was nothing new to a man like me. I stood at five feet and six inches. I couldn’t grow a beard to save my life, and my voice wasn’t too high, but it also wasn’t deep. People took one look at me and thought gay for as long as I could remember.

I couldn’t understand why I ever thought it would have been different with Michelle. She was spunky, charismatic, and never afraid to take what she wanted, which included hunky men who fit the profile of what a man was expected to be.

Even in the good ol’ days when Kirk and I were roommates living next to the girls and hanging out with them pretty much daily, Michelle never really looked at me as more than anything but a gay man, and I’d known it then, even if it was hard to admit the truth to myself.

It was about time that I let go of that past.

I needed to look to the future.

A future without Michelle.

Even if I never found a woman who understood me, I would have my stash. I would have the clothes and makeup and accessories that brought me even more peace than playing the piano, even if I couldn’t find a special lady with whom I could share my truest self.

I stood from my keyboard after practicing for a couple hours, playing through my favorite songs and trying some new ones that were still a bit difficult for me, but my fingers could no longer move over the keys. I was exhausted and confused and annoyed.

I hated myself for letting my crush on Michelle go on for so long without telling her, knowing what she really thought of me, even if she’d never said the words. My crush on her would forever leave a hole in my heart, but I had to find a way to move on, and I couldn’t think of a better way than by dressing up in some of my favorite clothes.

One of the best things about having a studio apartment was that I never had to worry about Kirk or any other roommate walking into my bedroom while I was dressed like a girl. I had complete and total privacy at the studio apartment, which also meant that my stash had been growing.

It was becoming quite the collection, but buying women’s clothing and makeup and jewelry brought me more happiness than going out to eat or out drinking at the bar. I didn’t care about interacting with strangers when I had everything I could ever want tucked away at the back of my closet.

All of the goodies were in opaque bins just in case anyone came looking. I flicked on the closet light and went to where the bins were sitting. I didn’t have to open them to know what was inside. There was a mental catalog in my mind, as I spent most days thinking about my clothes and makeup.

I grabbed the middle bin and walked it to my bed. It had some of my favorite outfits, ones I wore when I was feeling especially slutty and frustrated. I wanted a girl who understood me more than anything, but at least I had toys until that day came along.

I opened the bin and pulled out an outfit that made me feel like a slutty virgin. It was all white. Stockings, a thong, a garter belt, a bra, and a mesh robe. I had already shaved in the morning, knowing I would no longer be able to resist the pull of this outfit that made me feel better no matter how down in the dumps I was.

The outfit wasn’t one of my first. My first dresses were all big and loose and didn’t need special breast forms or anything to look cute, but I couldn’t wear the slutty virgin outfit without stuffing my bra and putting on some blush and pink eyeshadow. I couldn’t wear the outfit without shaving every inch of my body, which was never too much work, as I wasn’t naturally very hairy.

I lathered my skin with my favorite moisturizer, which had a faint floral smell. Then I slipped on the bra and panties. I applied a touch of women’s deodorant and perfume, covering up any hint of masculine odors, which made me cringe if I even caught a whiff of them while I was feminized.

The breast forms went in next, filling out my bra, giving me a gorgeous c-cup. I pulled on the stockings after that and then put the garter belt in place, attaching it to my stockings, which gave me that slutty look that made my heart skip a beat.

The robe completed my look, but I was feeling like going all the way today, so I grabbed my makeup bag and went to the bathroom mirror. I applied foundation, blush, eyeliner, and the pink eye shadow, giving me a fierce look.

I was feeling myself when I stared in the mirror, feeling like a sexy, beautiful woman. The man I used to be had vanished, and I knew that people wouldn’t think twice if they saw me, unless they looked down at the little bulge in my panties, but who would do that?

I laughed at the thought as I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what woman would love me. This me. I didn’t have to be a woman around the clock, but I couldn’t live my life pretending that I would never feminize myself. I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t have these feminine desires when they felt as natural as the air I breathed.

My phone buzzed, shaking me from my trance. I could stare at my feminized face for hours, which I’d done before, but I also had a bad habit of checking my phone every time it buzzed. I unlocked my phone, and my heart dropped to the pits of my stomach when I saw the message on the screen.

Michelle: We need to talk. I’m coming over to your place now. I have your favorite cake!

I stared at the message and looked at the faint reflection of my feminized face on the screen, panic setting in as I thought of Michelle finding me like this. If she didn’t want me before, there was no chance that she would want me now!

Me: I’m a bit busy right now. Can we talk later?

Michelle: Are you home? Please, Victor. Give me a chance to explain. I’m only a few minutes away, and I can’t stop thinking about our fight in the park.

My heart started pounding in my chest. I had already put out my bottle of lube in the bedroom and was just about to pull up my favorite porn channel to give myself a bit a relief, but then Michelle had sent me this! Now I had no idea what I was going to do, but I had to figure out something, or Michelle would catch me all dressed up and feminized, and I couldn’t have that!

I ran to the bathroom to wash off my makeup, but that alone took several minutes! I was panicking by the time I left the bathroom, seriously worried about what Michelle would say, and then there was a knock on the door.

“Victor, it’s me! Open the door please!”

I cursed under my breath and told her to wait a minute, racing around my studio apartment as panic filled me.
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Michelle was knocking for the third time before I finally raced to the door to open it. I was practically sweating when I threw open the door to find Michelle standing on the other side with a small take-out box in her hand.

“Victor, what in the world were you doing in there? Do you have a girl over here or something?”

“No,” I said with a laugh. “It’s nothing like that.”

“Then what were you doing that took you so long to open the door?” Michelle asked suspiciously as she stepped past me into the apartment. “Were you jacking off?”

Not yet.

“No, I was just reading over some sheet music and needed to make a few notes before I lost my train of thought,” I said, praying that Michelle didn’t realize I was wearing lingerie beneath the jeans and t-shirt I’d thrown on after she knocked on the door.

I only had time to pull out the breast forms and put away the bin in my bedroom before grabbing the jeans and t-shirt from my closet before Michelle was banging on the door for the third time. Throughout our entire friendship, she’d never been one to enjoy waiting.

“I see,” Michelle said like she didn’t quite believe me. “Here’s the carrot cake I got. Sorry for dropping by without notice, but I was working at a café down the street and saw this cake, and I could only think of you!”

“I appreciate the thought,” I said and took the carrot cake. “Would you like to share it?”

Michelle tossed her hand in the air and shook her hair. “No, I had a pastry with my coffee. The cake is for you.”

“I’ll save it for later,” I said and walked over to the kitchen, hating how I had to bend over to put the box in the fridge. I hoped more than anything that my t-shirt hadn’t ridden up, but it wasn’t the longest t-shirt in the world, and I hadn’t even bothered to put on a belt.

Michelle was looking at me when I turned to face her, but I acted like she hadn’t seen anything because I wasn’t sure I could live with myself if she had. I offered Michelle a glass of water without even thinking that I would have to stand on my toes to reach the glass, and of course, Michelle agreed.

I swallowed my breath when I stood in front of the cabinet with the glasses. I glanced over at Michelle who hadn’t taken her eyes off me. I cursed under my breath as I opened the cabinet and reached to grab the glass, praying that Michelle hadn’t seen the straps of my garter belt or the frilly lace around the waistline of my panties.

“Here you go,” I said and passed Michelle the glass of water. I had one for myself as well. “Should we sit in the living room?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Michelle walked over to the couch first and I followed. She plopped down and took a sip from her glass of water before placing it on the coffee table. I was so nervous sitting next to her that I had to hold my glass with two hands as I took a drink.

Michelle watched me curiously as I reached to place my glass on the coffee table a few inches from hers. She narrowed her eyes as she looked at me, and I could feel myself turning red like the sky at sunset. I rubbed my thighs but recoiled when I felt the lingerie beneath the denim.

“Is everything all right?” asked Michelle.

“Yeah,” I said hastily. “Never better. Why?”

Michelle shook her head. I couldn’t read the expression on her face. Was it confusion? Was it joy? Had she seen the girly white fabric beneath my clothes when I was in the kitchen? I wanted to ask her but asking her would reveal my secret!

If it was even still a secret…

“Our fight the other day. I still can’t get over it, Victor. I really had no idea that you had a crush on me until we were in the park. I mean, maybe there were hints, but I didn’t really think of it as a possibility.”

“I know you just thought I was some gay twink. You’re not the only one. Trust me, I’ve heard it enough from the bullies in my life, and if you’ve just come here to bully me, then you can leave.”

“Victor! How could you say that? I would never intentionally hurt you. I love you, at least as a friend.”

“You love me?” I whispered.

Michelle reached out to touch my thigh, but I pushed away her hand before she could land it on my jeans, afraid that she would feel the lingerie beneath the denim fabric. The lingerie felt suffocatingly tight, but there was no time to remove it before Michelle came knocking.

“Uh,” Michelle said as she pulled her hand back to her lap. She looked completely offended. I had to do something to stop the confusion, but what could I do except tell her the truth? “Sorry, I was just trying to comfort you.”

“I know! Michelle, please, I know! You don’t understand…”

“What don’t I understand, Victor?”

I shook my head, too afraid to tell Michelle the truth, even though there was already a chance that she knew. She could have easily seen my lingerie when I was standing on my toes to get a glass or bent over in front of the fridge to put away the slice of cake that she’d so generously gifted me.

“Did you see?” I asked in a whisper.

“See what?” Michelle asked with a slight smirk.

“In the kitchen?”

“What could I have seen in the kitchen, Victor?”

“Are you really going to make me say it?”

“Say what?” asked Michelle.

I shook my head, confident Michelle was playing with me. I was almost certain she’d seen or that she found out somehow about my feminine desires, so would she not be here if she didn’t want to give me a chance?

“Why did you come today, Michelle? Why are you here?”

“I wanted to ask you a question, but I think I might already have the answer.”

“What answer is that?”

Michelle smiled at me softly before moving her hand closer to the hem of my t-shirt. My heart raced as her fingers got closer, but I wasn’t going to stop her. If Michelle wanted to reveal this part of me, I could only hope she wanted to do something about it. I could only hope that she wanted to give me, the real me, a chance.

“You’re right,” Michelle said as her fingers were millimeters from the hem of my t-shirt.

“Right about what?”

“I came over to ask you a question, but I saw the answer I needed when you stood on your toes in the kitchen. You’re wearing lingerie, aren’t you?” asked Michelle.

I averted my eyes, but Michelle didn’t. Her stare bore into me like a drill pushing into a block of concrete. It didn’t matter how badly I tried to ignore her. Her eyes weren’t going anywhere. She wasn’t going anywhere.

“It’s okay, Victor,” Michelle said and reached out her hand to place it on my thigh. “You can tell me. I’ve learned a lot about crossdressers over the past week, and I want to understand. I want to give us a chance.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, so I lifted my eyes to look at Michelle, trying to judge if she was telling the truth or messing with me, but she looked sincere. She looked like she was at the house to be more than a friend.

It was like my dreams were coming true, and I didn’t know how to react. I just wanted to run. I wanted to hide. I wanted to be anywhere but in that living room because I knew I would be forever destroyed if Michelle left me after giving me hope.

“Are you being serious, Michelle?”

“Yes, Victor. I wouldn’t be here if I weren’t serious.”

“How did you even know, though? What made you suspect me?”

“Truthfully, I’ve never suspected a thing, but Ann told me that Kirk told her that he sometimes found panties in your laundry. Ann mentioned that maybe you were a crossdresser if you weren’t hooking up with other people, which led me to doing a bunch of research, and everything kind of clicked together.”

I swallowed, feeling like the secret I’d been working so hard to protect had been out in the open for years. My stash was relatively small before getting the studio apartment, but I used to wear panties and bras and prance around my bedroom feeling femme.

It wasn’t like I could masturbate in the lingerie without washing it, so I guess there was a chance Kirk saw panties in my laundry, but I figured he never had because he’d never said anything about it. He never asked too many questions about why I never had girls over or anything like that, so I always assumed I was safe.

How wrong I’d been!

“Victor, please. It’s okay,” Michelle said and placed her hands on my shoulders just as I was about to lose myself. “If you’re willing, I would love to see what you look like in the lingerie.”

“You mean, you want me to take off my jeans and t-shirt?”

“Yeah. What do you say?”

My instant thought was to tell Michelle no and to tell her to get the fuck out of my apartment, but was this not my dream? Was this not everything that I wanted?

“What if you laugh at me?”

“I won’t laugh. I promise,” Michelle said and stared at me a long moment, and I had to believe she was telling the truth. If there was anyone who would understand me, wouldn’t it be the girl who had been my friend for years?

I nodded and stood from the couch. I walked to my bedroom and grabbed the breast forms I’d put away before returning to the middle of the living room. Michelle glanced at the breast forms without saying a word. I took a deep breath before pulling off my t-shirt, revealing my bra and garter belt.

“I would understand if you don’t want a boy like me, but this is who I am. I’m a boy who likes to dress as a girl sometimes, and if you ask me, there’s nothing wrong with it. I’ve loved feeling feminine for as long as I can remember,” I said to Michelle as I slipped the breast forms into my bra.

Michelle nodded with an expressionless face, so I continued.

I unbuttoned my jeans and took a deep breath before pushing them down, revealing my thong and stockings. I couldn’t help that my member had gotten a bit hard and made my bulge even bigger, but the girl of my dreams was literally watching me undress.

I kicked my jeans to the side and placed my hands on my hips. I wasn’t wearing makeup or a wig or anything, but my body was smooth, and I knew I looked a lot like a girl in the lingerie. This was the most a girl had seen the girly side of me, but despite the waves of humiliation, I felt free.

“So, this is who I am.”

Michelle stood and walked over to me. I still had no idea what she was thinking or feeling, but then she kissed me. It was completely unexpected, but I leaned into it. I accepted it when Michelle pulled on my hair and slid her tongue into my mouth, making my dick grow that much harder.

I moaned into Michelle’s mouth when she grabbed my side and kissed me more aggressively, using much more force than she was a second ago, and then she surprised me by placing her hand over the outline of my hard cock, moaning into my mouth when she did.

Michelle broke away from me and wiped her slobbery mouth. She stared at me with lust in her eyes, making my cock throb even harder with desire, but Michelle didn’t touch it again.

“You’re beautiful, Victor. Unfortunately, I have to go, but this is far from over. Do you understand?”

I nodded slowly, feeling like I was in a dream.

“Good,” Michelle said and gave me a soft kiss. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye,” I said in a soft voice as Michelle walked out of the door, and I ran to the bottle of lube after she’d left, not sure if I’d ever cum more times in one day than I did that afternoon.
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I didn’t know what to expect when Michelle invited me to her salon around closing time, but I was always happy to see her, and I felt especially light after our kiss. I could only hope that Michelle still found me beautiful, as she’d said in my living room, but that was two days ago, and we hadn’t spoken much since.

My body was shaking with nerves as I walked from the parking lot to the mall’s entrance, wondering what in the world Michelle wanted to do. I hoped more than anything that this wasn’t some sort of prank, which would be my greatest fear coming to life. I feared being humiliated for my natural desires.

Michelle’s salon was within sight a few minutes later, and I felt more nervous than ever, but Michelle would never forgive me if I turned away now. Michelle would accuse me of wasting her time. She would play the victim and push me away, so I had to swallow my fears that this was all some big prank and continue down the corridor.

The salon appeared empty once I could see through the windows, but there would be no way of telling for sure without stepping inside, so I did. I swallowed as I passed the doorway, looking around for Michelle, but I didn’t see signs of her anywhere.

“Michelle?” I called out in a timid voice. “Are you there?”

Michelle emerged from the room in the back with a bright smile on her face. She ran over to me and threw her arms around me, giving me a tight hug, which melted away the majority of my anxiety. I breathed a bit more easily when Michelle stepped back and held me by my shoulders.

“It’s so good to see you, Victor. How have you been?” Michelle asked as she shuffled a few papers behind her desk.

“I can’t complain,” I said.

Michelle looked at me more closely with narrowed eyes. “Are you wearing lingerie?”

“No,” I said with a shake of my head. “I don’t usually wear women’s clothing in public.”

Michelle’s eyes filled with a surprised shock. “Why not?”

I shrugged. “Doesn’t seem like the right thing to do.”

“It’s not like you’re hurting anyone by wearing lingerie! I can’t believe you wouldn’t wear lingerie beneath your jeans or something if you like it so much. That’s probably why I never noticed before, huh?”

“I guess,” I said in a weak voice. There was no judgement in Michelle’s tone or stance, but I still felt humiliated. I still felt like I was up to no good because I had a desire to wear lingerie and women’s clothing. “It’s not exactly acceptable.”

“Oh, who gives a fuck what people think?”

“That’s easy for you to say. Girls can wear men’s clothing without getting a second glance, but it’s harder for us guys.”

Michelle nodded as she pondered what I’d said. “Sure, that might be true, but I’m here to tell you that I don’t give a fuck what you wear, and I’m more than a little disappointed that you didn’t wear lingerie today or bring any women’s clothing!”

“Why?” I asked, not sure if I should feel excited or terrified. Never in my life had a woman spoken to me about my crossdressing, let alone this directly, and it had me more than a bit excited. Why had Michelle called me here? What in the world was she planning to do?

“I don’t know,” Michelle said and stepped out from behind her desk. She walked over to me with a strange look in her eyes, one I’d never seen from her. Was it lust? “I was hoping we could have some fun.”

“Some fun?”

Michelle grinned as she closed the last bit of distance between us. The smell of her sweet perfume swirled into my nose and made my cock swell. I’d been dreaming of this moment for ages and felt like I was in a dream as Michelle stood there with her fingers pressed lightly against my chest.

Michelle was so girly and cute and everything I wanted to love, everything I wanted to be, and I felt like I was standing on a cliff, like Michelle was about to push me and send me crashing back to reality. How was this happening? Was my best friend finally becoming my lover?

“Yeah,” Michelle said with a wide smile as she stood there in her pencil skirt and a colorful over-the-shoulder shirt with heeled ankle boots. She looked spunky and businesslike all that the same time.

“Some fun, Victor. Don’t you have a thing for me? It sure felt like you did last time,” Michelle said as she pushed herself up against me, pressing her thigh into my crotch. “Ooh, it feels like you still might have a thing for me.”

I swallowed as Michelle pressed her leg more firmly against my growing erection. I didn’t know what to do. Her touch had completely paralyzed me. I was afraid that if I moved too much, felt too much friction, I would cum in my pants, and that was the last thing I wanted.

“Your dick feels nice, Victor. How big is it?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never measured it,” I said.

“Bullshit. There isn’t a man in this world who hasn’t measured his cock.”

I swallowed. There was probably some man out there who hadn’t measured his cock, but I wasn’t one of them. “It’s about seven inches hard.”

Michelle moaned as she reached down and grabbed the side of my hips. “Seven inches and still this timid, huh? Are you a virgin?”

“That depends on your definition of virgin, I guess.”

Michelle’s smile widened further. She chuckled and shook her head. “Oh my god! You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

“Shh!” I hissed at Michelle. I looked around the empty salon, which only made Michelle laugh harder. She stepped away from me and placed her hand squarely on my dick as she stared into my eyes. I parted my lips to say something, but I couldn’t do more than mumble some nonsensical sounds.

“Nobody is going to hear me,” Michelle said with a laugh. “This entire time I thought you were someone you weren’t, but I’m really enjoying getting to know the real you, Victor. Had I known, I—”

“Please,” I said to stop Michelle. I didn’t want to think about all the time I spent as her best gay friend. I didn’t want to think about all the times that Michelle went on and on about some guy she was sleeping with and treated her like shit. “We don’t have to talk about the past.”

“Fine,” Michelle said with a curt nod. “Let’s forget the past, but we can’t doll you up without any women’s clothing!”

“Doll me up?”

“Yeah! Why else do you think I invited you to the salon? I’ve been working on some wig designs and wanted to try them on you, if you’re willing.”

My heart fluttered, and I felt warm all over as Michelle returned her hands to my shoulders, looking at me like a girlfriend looked at her boyfriend. No longer was she looking at me like just a friend and knowing that made me feel beyond special.

It made me feel loved.

“Uh, yeah… that sounds like fun.”

“What do you say we do a bit of shopping before the stores close?”

“Are you being serious with me?”

Michelle looked at me strangely, tilting her head to the side. “Why wouldn’t I be serious? Come on! We’re wasting time!” Michelle said and grabbed me by the wrist to pull me out of the salon.
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Michelle moved her hand from my wrist and down to my hand, lacing her fingers with mine. She glanced over at me and grinned. She pulled me a bit before beginning to skip. I tried my best to keep up with her, but I was so worried about everyone that was staring at us like we were a couple of freaks.

“Come on, Victor! Keep up!”

I shook off my fear of the strangers and remembered this was the woman of my dreams telling me to skip. This was the woman I’d been obsessing over for years. I skipped like my life depended on it, eventually going faster than Michelle.

She screeched and pulled on my hand. “Wait up, skippy!”

I laughed and shook my head as Michelle stepped closer, throwing herself against me, without a care in the world for the people who were watching. She pressed her lips against mine. They were so soft and smooth and a touch sticky from the gloss she was wearing.

“Did you like skipping?” Michelle asked when she pulled her lips away from mine, staring at me with glossy eyes. She had her hands around the back of my neck as she awaited my answer.

“Not as much as I liked that kiss,” I said in a low voice to Michelle.

She smiled and pushed her hand through my hair. “I quite liked the kiss myself.”

It was then that I realized none of this was a joke. Something had switched within Michelle when I told her that I liked her. She no longer saw me as a gay guy. She saw me as a straight guy who happened to enjoy wearing women’s clothing. She saw me as a man who wanted to get in touch with his feminine side, and she seemed more than willing to help.

“Come on, Victor! We need to hurry before the stores close!”

Michelle pulled me toward a women’s clothing store with a bunch of cheap options. My heart skipped a beat when we walked through the doors. Nobody paid us much attention, but I was positive their eyes would have been all over me had I come alone. Michelle paused and looked at me up and down, pushing on my shoulder to spin me in a circle.

“What size jeans do you wear?”

“Twenty-eight,” I said.

“Skinny boy,” Michelle said with a bright smile. She went around the store, grabbing different dresses and skirts and pants, and then she took me by the hand and dragged me toward the fitting rooms. “Try these on,” she said and shoved the pile of clothes into my arms.

I glanced over my shoulder to see if anyone was watching, and there was a store attendant who was staring at us with a curious expression on her face, but she didn’t come over to stop us.

“Put on the red dress first! It probably won’t fit right, but we’ll stuff your bra when we get back to the salon.”

I pulled back the curtain and hissed at Michelle to shut up, but she just laughed in my face and pushed me back into the fitting room, yelling at me to put on the red dress, which was about the same color as my face.

“If you can skip through the mall, you can put on that dress, Victor. Stop acting so shy!”

“How else do you expect me to act?”

“Isn’t this what you want?”

“Yes, but—”

“You don’t need to say anything but yes. Stop worrying about what everyone else thinks. All that matters is that I like you, right?”

I knew Michelle was right, but it was still difficult for me to look past all the negative things I’d been taught about crossdressing. It was hard for me to forget the endless taunting I’d heard other men do about any man who dared to go against what they thought masculinity should be. I needed to rewrite my understanding, and Michelle was there to help me do it.

“Promise not to laugh?”

“I promise, Victor. You needn’t worry. So, have you put on the dress yet?”

“I’m putting it on now,” I said as I reached down to unbutton the jeans I was wearing. I had on a pair of boxer briefs beneath them, which wouldn’t look terrible beneath the dress, but I definitely needed a thong or something.

“Good! I can’t wait to see you in it!”

The red dress had thick straps and was a bit boxy, but it complimented the natural shape of my body and would look pretty sexy if I had on a stuffed bra beneath it. I stared at myself in the mirror as I saw the potential, hoping Michelle would see it too.

“Are you wearing it yet?”

“Yeah, come in here!”

“No! You come out here,” Michelle said, and I swore I heard her snicker, but if she didn’t care, why should I?

Stepping out of the dressing room was like overcoming one of my deepest fears. That same sales attendant who’d stared at me going into the dressing room glanced at me briefly before going back to what she was doing, like she couldn’t have cared less that I was wearing a dress, and that gave me a bump of confidence.

“Work it, bitch!” Michelle said and snapped her fingers. “Show me what you got!”

I was torn as I stood there in front of Michelle. On the one hand, I felt fabulous in the dress. On the other hand, I felt like I should run out of the store to avoid the few sets of eyes that were watching me, but the longer I stood in the common area of the dressing rooms, the less I felt like I should run.

“You want to see me work it?”

“Yes!” Michelle hollered. “Do a little walk for me.”

I couldn’t help but smile as I placed my hand on my hip. I never would have done this without Michelle standing right there, acting as my support. My rock. My friend. She clapped to give me a beat as I put one foot in front of the other, strutting back and forth in front of the wall of mirrors.

“Get it, girl!” Michelle said and snapped her fingers when I did a pose like I was at the end of the runway. “You look so fierce in that dress!”

I tossed my head back and struck another pose. Michelle ran up to me and threw her arms around me, and we couldn’t help ourselves. We kissed right there in front of the mirrors, and seeing it made me believe it. Michelle wanted me. I wanted her. Something was developing between us, which meant my dreams were finally coming true.

“What should I try on next?”

“Hmm,” Michelle said and tapped her chin. She went to the dressing room and picked out a super short, pleated denim skirt. I tried it on and loved how long it made my legs look. Michelle agreed when she saw me and told me that we had to buy it.

“Okay, but we can’t spend too much. You know I’m poor, right?”

“Fine, fine! We’ll put it in the maybe pile. Let me see what they have in the clearance section.”

Michelle ran to the clearance section and came back with a lot of choices. She had me try on a pair of skinny jeans which hugged my ass in the most beautiful ways. It looked all plump and girly and would probably turn more than a few heads with the right pair of heels. Michelle also brought me some other dresses. We decided on a blue sun dress and a white midi dress with a floral print. We also added some cheap lingerie to the basket, so that I would have undergarments to wear.

There was a lot more that I wanted to buy, but my budget simply wouldn’t allow for it. Michelle and I were sad about all the clothes we had to leave behind, but a girl had to know where to draw the line on shopping.

“We still need to get you some shoes!” Michelle said and pulled me toward the shoe store. There was only about half an hour before all the stores would close, so we had to try on the different options quickly, but we decided on a classic pair of black pumps.

“They’ll look good with anything,” said Michelle.

“Are you expecting me to put these on tonight?” I asked as we were leaving the shoe store.

“Uh, yeah! I was expecting you to come to the salon already dressed as a girl, but I had a ton of fun shopping. Now we need to do the hard part.”

“What’s that?”

“Putting you in a wig and makeup, duh!” Michelle laughed as she pulled me through the mall and back to her salon.
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“Isn’t the mall closing soon?” I asked as Michelle pushed me into her chair and turned me to face the mirror.

“The stores close an hour before all the employees have to leave, so we still have plenty of time to transform you into the beautiful girl I know that you can be!”

I felt so overwhelmed sitting there in the chair. I reached to grab Michelle’s hand. She jumped but didn’t pull away her hand as she looked at me through the mirror.

“Thank you for doing this, Michelle. You don’t know how much it means to me.”

“No problem, Victor.” Michelle squeezed my hand and reached down to kiss me on the cheek. “If I’m being honest, I’ve always liked you, but I never thought…”

“That I was straight?”

“Yeah,” Michelle said solemnly. “I feel like such a bitch for talking about those guys I was dating while you were crushing on me. Fuck, Victor, you don’t know how badly I wish I could take back those words.”

“Water under the bridge,” I said and squeezed Michelle’s hand before gently releasing it to let her get back to work. “So, what are you going to do to me?”

“We’re going to try on some wigs! Then I’m going to do your makeup, but you should probably go ahead and put on one of your dresses first. Which one do you want to wear?”

“How about the red one?”

“I love that one! Go put it on!”

I took the bag with the red dress and some new lingerie to the bathroom at the back of the salon. It was a tiny little room with a single toilet, a sink, and a mirror. At least it didn’t smell bad. Michelle and her coworkers had decorated the small space with plenty of air fresheners.

My legs and body were already smooth, as I’d touched up my shaving in the morning. I even did a little dressing up before coming to meet Michelle at the mall, but I never would have imagined my day would lead here when I was sitting around the house in lingerie.

The lingerie we got at the store was black and fit perfectly. I balled up some tissue paper to stuff the bra, just like I used to do before I bought those breast forms that I had at home. It took a minute to get the lumps smoothed out and looking like natural breasts, but I was feeling pretty girly once I did.

The thong did a good job at holding down my cock, and the red dress was loose enough that I wasn’t too worried about a bulge appearing. I slipped on the red dress once I had my lingerie looking right and stepped out of the suffocatingly small bathroom.

“Don’t you look good in that dress?” Michelle asked from across the room. She already had a bunch of wigs set out at her station. They were all blonde and styled differently, and I couldn’t wait to try them on!

“I feel good,” I admitted as I walked across the room with my hands on my hips. “You designed these wigs yourself?”

“Yeah, I’ve been learning how to make them in my free time. Wigs are a lot of fun, and I love weaves too. A little extra hair can change a girl’s entire look.”

“That’s true. Which wig do you think will look best on me?” I asked. My hair was naturally brown. I never kept it as long as I would like, always too afraid that someone would call me out for being girly if I dared to grow it out.

“I don’t know. Let’s try them all!”

I agreed, and Michelle picked up the first wig. It was long and had loose waves. It looked fabulous, and I loved it on, but Michelle shook her head and returned it to the mannequin head. She picked up a second wig that was even curlier than the first, and we both held back a laugh when Michelle placed it on my head.

“I don’t know. I think it looks pretty sexy,” Michelle said as she struggled to fight back laughter.

“It looks like you just gave me a perm!”

“The perm is making a comeback,” Michelle said defensively. “You could definitely pull off this wig. It makes you about four inches taller.”

I smirked and shook my head. Michelle huffed and took off the wig, putting on the straight blonde wig next, and we both knew it was a winner right away. Something clicked when we looked at each other. Michelle tried the last wig she had just for fun, which was a mostly straight blonde wig, but its color was a bit richer.

The platinum color of the wig we chose went well with my pale skin, even though it contrasted a bit with my dark eyebrows, but the world was full of blondes with dark eyebrows. Michelle used a straightener for a bit before pulling the hair into a high ponytail to do my makeup.

“I’m going to give you smokey eyes and a red lip with some lipliner. You’re going to look like a total babe.”

“Work your magic,” I said.

Michelle grinned and kissed me on the cheek gently before reaching for her makeup bag. My eyes were mostly closed as she brushed and penciled and dollified my face. I could hardly believe it when I finally stopped to look at myself in the mirror.

“What do you think?” asked Michelle.

“I’m the most beautiful I’ve ever been.”

“Almost,” Michelle said before reaching to undo my ponytail. She used her fingers to style it a bit before stepping away, satisfied with her work. “Now you’re the most beautiful you’ve ever been.”

“Do you really think so?” I asked.

Michelle nodded and grabbed my hand. “Let’s get out of here. The mall’s about to close.”

“Where do you want to go?” I asked, still staring at myself in complete disbelief. I didn’t look like a man at all. My makeup really brought out the feminine features of my face, and I never knew my lips could look this plump until Michelle had applied my makeup.

“Why don’t we go out for a drink? I could eat.”

“You don’t think anyone will be able to tell, do you?”

“Can you tell?” Michelle asked with a laugh.

I was trying to search my face objectively for any signs of a boy hiding beneath the makeup, but I honestly couldn’t find them. I looked more like a girl than I ever had, and it was all because Michelle had decided to help me. I owed her more than I could put into words, so I stood from the chair and went over to her.

“Thank you,” I said and kissed her deeply. Michelle relaxed after a second and let me kiss her like I’d always wanted, and it meant so much that she would kiss me while I was dolled up.

“You’re welcome, but you almost messed up the lipliner! Put on your heels so we can go! There’s plenty of time for messing up your makeup once I get some food in my belly,” Michelle said with a wink.

I slipped on my heels, excited and terrified for where the night would take us. Michelle and I were laughing like wild when we ran out of the salon, our clicking heels echoing off the walls of the empty mall.
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“Here, I have an extra purse,” Michelle said as she reached into her backseat. I couldn’t help but stare as her shirt tightened against her breasts, looking away quickly when she popped back up and passed me the tiny black purse. “Look at that! It matches your outfit perfectly!”

“Yeah, it does!”

“Let’s touch up your lipstick before we go inside,” Michelle said and reached into her purse. It was also black but much larger than the tiny one she’d passed me. It matched her pencil skirt and complimented the colorful shirt she was wearing. “Here it is!”

I stared at the lipstick in Michelle’s hand, and reality hit me. We were sitting in the parking lot of a bar. I was about to go out in the world as a woman for the first time, and I wasn’t sure that I could do it!

“Wait, what are we doing?”

“What do you mean?” Michelle asked as she looked at me with a confused expression. “We’re about to get some food! I’m starving! I haven’t eaten all day, Victor!”

“Like that!” I screamed, feeling like I was losing control of myself.

“Like what? What’s wrong with you?”

I couldn’t speak as Michelle leaned away from me with the lipstick in her hand. I looked from the tube to her and back, and I just wanted to run away from the situation. Michelle was making my dreams come true, but it was too much to handle.

“My name! Victor! What if someone asks me what my name is? What am I supposed to say? Plus, my voice isn’t the most convincing!” I said, fully entering panic mode. As much as I appreciated Michelle being there for me, I just wanted to go home. I wanted to be back in my safe space.

“The music will be loud in there. It always is,” Michelle said softly, reaching out to touch my leg. “We’ll request a booth and keep to ourselves, and everything will be fine. Okay?”

I lifted my head to look Michelle in the eyes, and I knew I could trust her to stay by my side, but what would I do if someone found out? I was terrified of the humiliation, but when I really thought about it, I was more terrified of going home. Even in my safe space, I could feel regret. Anguish. Guilt over walking away from what I most wanted.

“Okay,” I said and nodded. “We can do this.”

“Of course we can do this, Victor, or should I call you… Violet?”

“Violet?”

“Yeah, what do you think? If someone asks, you can say that your name is Violet.”

I nodded, imagining myself using that name, and I could see it. “Okay, I’m Violet. Nobody will think anything of it.”

“That’s right, and we can go back to your place once we get some food in our systems. I wish I could wait, but I need the nachos they have here ASAP. Plus, won’t it be fun showing off your feminine side to the world?”

“Yes,” I said quickly. “It means the world to me that you’re willing to do this, even if I am terrified.”

“We’ll be together no matter what happens.”

I nodded.

She smiled. “Good, now can I touch up your lipstick, please?”

“Sure,” I said and relaxed as Michelle moved toward me with the tube of red lipstick. We stared at each other as she applied it to my lips. My heart skipped a beat, and I’d never felt more in love. “How do I look?” I asked when she finished.

“Perfect,” she said.
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The server approached our table, which meant I would have to speak, but I’d been practicing what I would say in my head. I felt confident when he stopped in front of us, looking at us with a hint of attraction in his eyes.

“Evening, ladies. What could I get you?”

“I’ll have that amazing bourbon cocktail from your menu,” Michelle said as she stared into the hunky man’s eyes.

“And for you, miss?”

“A glass of white wine, please.”

To my surprise, the server gave me that same sensual look he’d given Michelle, like he wanted to have a menage with us in the back room. “Coming right up, ladies. Any appetizers before I go?”

“Ooh, yes! Bring us your favorites.”

“Will do,” the man said with a devilish smirk before walking away.

Michelle turned to me the instant he was gone and screamed a little. “Did you see that? He totally had the hots for you!”

I blushed and shook my head, unable to deny Michelle’s accusation. We laughed about how the server totally wanted to bang us. Neither of us were that interested, but it was fun to flirt.

“You and I sure do have fun, don’t we?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I wish we had done this years ago.”

It was so nice to hear Michelle say that, but I wasn’t positive that I would have been ready to do this when Michelle and I first met. I would have fled from her car, run around the block, and found a different way to get home.

Those nights getting dolled up in my studio prepared me for coming out tonight, and I was really feeling confident after getting checked out for the twentieth time. Pretty much every guy who walked past us stopped to look, which made me catch on pretty quickly to why women pretended not to pay men any attention.

There was far too much of it!

“These guys can’t get enough, can they?”

“Welcome to womanhood,” Michelle said with a smug look. “How’s your wine?”

“It goes well with the flatbread the server suggested.”

“He already told us that his name is Anthony.”

“Do you want to invite Anthony home with us?” I asked Michelle.

“Maybe another night,” she said with a wide grin.

“Are you being serious?”

“Not really, but maybe. If you were up for it.”

I had no idea what I was up for, but Anthony was pretty sexy and manly in ways that I would never be. “What would that mean for me? Would I still get to… uh…”

“Fuck me?”

“Michelle!” I hissed.

“Oh, you’re such a prude! Lighten up,” Michelle said and threw her head back as she laughed. She picked up her cocktail a few seconds later to take a sip, staring at me over the rim as she drank. “If you’re asking me if you would still get to fuck me, the answer is yes. You have a nice dick, and I absolutely plan on using it.”

My hand shook as I reached to pick up my glass of wine. I smiled as I drank, even though I was trying to keep it together. I’d never been with a woman before, which wasn’t too common at twenty-one, but I was ready to feel inside of a woman, and I couldn’t believe it was going to be with the woman of my dreams!

“See? I knew you would like what I had to say.”

I shrugged and picked up a square from the flatbread. Anthony checked on us frequently throughout the night, and I never once noticed him giving me an odd look or anything, which made me the happiest girl on earth.

I swear.

I was smiling from ear to ear by the time we were on our second drinks. Aside from the nachos that Michelle loved, Anthony picked out all the food we ate, and it was a delicious dinner.

“Am I going to see you ladies around here again?” Anthony asked as he dropped off the bill.

Michelle and I shared a look, and we couldn’t help but giggle, which only increased the level of desire in Anthony’s eyes. We told him that we might see him around.

“Make sure to request my section.”

“We will,” Michelle said.

Michelle had already put down her credit card, so Anthony picked up the bill and went to cash us out. We laughed so hard when he walked away. I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt happier.

“What’s wrong?” Michelle asked when I stopped laughing.

“I love you, Michelle.”

“I love you.” Michelle reached her hand across the table, and we laced our fingers together, only pulling apart when Anthony returned to the table, really looking like he wanted to join us in bed. I threw a ten on the table for his tip, and then we were out the door.
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“You’ll have to take me to my car in the morning,” I said as we were getting comfortable back at my place. My car was still at the mall, but I wasn’t worried about anything happening to it. Plenty of cars were left there overnight.

“That’s not a problem,” said Michelle. “I had such a great time tonight, Victor! Can you believe how badly Anthony wanted us?”

“We’re two good-looking girls,” I said.

Michelle and I had gravitated to the couch. We drifted toward each other as we sat there. She placed her hand on my thigh, making my cock jump. I longed for her touch, though. I wouldn’t dare push away her hand or tell her to stop.

“Do you find me attractive like this?” I asked.

Michelle lifted her hand from my thigh and moved it to my face. She cupped her hand along my jawline as she studied me. “You know, at first I wasn’t sure what I would think, but there’s something so beautiful about you when you’re a woman.”

“I find you attractive, Michelle. When I look at you, all I want to do is kiss you.”

“You can kiss me all you want,” Michelle said and scooted a bit closer.

My cock was rock hard and throbbing by that point, and all I wanted to do was plunge it into Michelle’s pussy. I wanted to feel inside of a woman instead of the inside of my cock sleeve. I wanted to hear those sweet, feminine moans as I thrusted my hips.

I needed to feel Michelle’s lips, so I closed my eyes as I moved my face closer to hers. Michelle held the side of my face as our mouths pressed together. I held her face too as our tongues danced, as we lost ourselves in the kiss.

I got to my knees on the couch and pushed Michelle to her back. I’d never been this intimate with a woman, but I’d been thinking about what I would do if I ever got the chance, and I didn’t want to blow it. I’d seen enough pornos to know that women liked getting their pussies licked, so I kissed down Michelle’s body until I was at her bellybutton.

She moaned loudly as I unzipped her pencil skirt and pulled it down her legs. My cock was throbbing uncontrollably when I got the first looked of Michelle’s womanhood. Her thong was clad against her wet pussy, and I could see the outline of her pretty lips perfectly.

“Like what you see, baby?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Kiss my pussy, Victor. You know you want to,” Michelle said as she reached between her legs to push down on the panties, exposing her pussy even more than it already was.

I couldn’t disobey her command, so I bent my head until my nostrils were close enough to catch a whiff of her delicious fragrance. I pressed my mouth against her pussy without even removing her panties, slurping up her delicious juices, which made Michelle scream my name.

“Yeah, you like that?”

“Lick my pussy, Victor!”

I hadn’t taken off my dress or wig or anything, which made me more aroused than ever, knowing that Michelle could see me feminized and still get this wet. Knowing that I could be my true self without having to worry.

I pulled Michelle’s panties down her leg in one swift movement, revealing her aroused womanhood. She was dripping wet for me, and I could only hope I would last more than five seconds once I got inside those sweet lips of hers, but there were no guarantees.

Michelle hollered and moaned as I moved my tongue over her pussy, listening carefully to see what she liked and didn’t, repeating what worked and ditching the spots that weren’t as sensitive. Michelle held my head down at one point, and it felt like I was drowning under a waterfall of her nectar.

“Fuck, Victor! Fuck!”

Michelle pushed my head even harder, and then she was screaming so loudly that I knew she was cumming. I moaned against her pussy as she came all over my face, reaching up my dress to pull my thong to the side to touch my hard dick for the first time.

“Stick it in me!”

“What?”

“Your dick! Fuck me!”

“You just came, though.”

“Victor!”

Michelle was a mess as I lifted my dress enough to fully reveal my erect cock. Michelle grabbed my side and pulled me down toward her pussy.

“Fuck me!”

I nodded and grabbed the base of my dick to direct it toward her womanhood. She moaned loudly when I pushed into her, and fuck, I couldn’t do anything but groan. It was a sound I’d never heard. One that formed at the back of my throat. It was low and deep and sounded like someone else, but I felt like someone else.

I was inside of a pussy for the first time!

Dressed like a woman!

The reality of my situation was blowing my mind, but I only had to take one look at that divine face of Michelle’s to know that I was in the exact right place. I stared down at her as I thrusted my hips, going deep into her hole.

“Yeah, Victor! Fuck me with that girly dick!”

“You like me wearing a dress?” I said as I pushed deep into Michelle, making her scream. I was getting close myself, but I had to last as long as I could.

“Yes! I love it!”

Hearing Michelle say that made my knees weak, but I had to keep fucking her. I wasn’t ready to cum! I wanted to feel the delicious tightness of her walls around my cock for as long as I could.

“I’m getting close, Victor! Fuck me a little harder!”

I closed my eyes to steady myself, but I was so close to falling apart. I inhaled deeply before thrusting my hips a bit faster, getting moans of approval from Michelle. She told me to go even faster, and I so desperately wanted to, but I was about to cum.

“I… I…”

Michelle wrapped her legs around my hips tightly and fucked herself with my dick, thrusting her hips as she went up and down my rod with her pussy, and I couldn’t hold my load a second longer.

“Fuck, Michelle!”

“Cum in me, baby! Fill me with that virgin cum!”

I bit my lip and groaned as my cock throbbed and started shooting load after load into Michelle’s pussy as she rubbed her clit vigorously. She folded her lips and looked at me with glossy eyes until she was screaming out that she was cumming, and she didn’t release her legs from around me until she stopped.

“Fuck,” I said and fell back onto the couch.

Michelle placed the back of her hand on her forehead. “That was good, Victor. Give me a minute, and we can clean up the mess.”

“Take your time. We’re not in a rush,” I said and curled up next to my woman.
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Part of me worried that night with Michelle would be a one-night stand, but she and I had been hanging out more than ever. We went out to eat, walked around the park, and bought cute clothes when the budget allowed for it. Neither of us were rich since we were both young and trying to pay our bills, but we did what we could.

It was a few weeks after our first night of lovemaking when Michelle and I were at the movies. There was an arcade inside the movie theater, so we were hanging out there before the movie started. I was feeling myself in the blue sun dress that I was wearing. I’d paired it with my new white heels and an oversized white belt. I was wearing the wavy blonde wig of Michelle’s and felt incredibly beautiful.

Plenty of guys were checking us out, but we didn’t pay them any attention. I’d learned by then that a girl was better off not giving a man too much attention, even if he was downright sexy.

“I win!” Michelle screamed and jumped up and down. “All right. Let’s go. I can’t play another game of air hockey.”

“Of course you say that now that you’ve won.”

“You won once. I won once. Better to stop while we’re ahead,” Michelle said as she started walking away from the air-hockey table. I followed behind her, and we made our way to the bar that was outside of the arcade. “Should we get a drink before the movie?”

“How much time do we have?” I asked and pulled my phone out of the white clutch I was carrying. We still had twenty minutes before the movie actually started, so I agreed, and we went over to the bar.

Michelle ordered a cocktail, and I got a glass of white wine. I wasn’t much of a drinker, and the mixed drinks were far too strong for me. I would be slurring my words after a few sips, but I was becoming quite the fan of white wine, and I felt like drinking it made me look extra girly. Whether that was true… who knew?

“I love coming out with you, Victor. I’m so glad that you told me the truth. How long do you think you would have kept the secret?” asked Michelle.

“Forever?” I asked, seriously wondering if it was the truth.

Michelle opened her mouth to say something else but was interrupted by someone calling her name. I narrowed my eyes at the sound of a man’s voice repeatedly saying Michelle’s name, but I had to play it cool, even if it was one of her exes. They would just think that I was one of her girlfriends.

“Shit,” Michelle said when she looked over her shoulder to see who it was. “It’s Gary.”

“Gary? Really?”

“Yeah, look!”

I craned my neck and saw Gary walking our way, all smiles and swinging his arms like he didn’t have a bad bone in his body. Michelle tried to hide, but he’d already seen her. He’d already called her name. I wasn’t a fan of Gary, but she at least needed to say hello.

“Michelle! I know we broke up, but are you really trying to hide from me?”

“I don’t want to talk to you, Gary. Go away,” Michelle said, but Gary wasn’t the type to listen. He did what he wanted when he wanted. All of Michelle’s exes were like that.

“Oh, come on. You’re just hanging out with your girl. It’s not like you’re with a new boyfriend or something.”

Michelle glanced at me quickly with apologetic eyes, but I wasn’t upset. I just wanted her to say hello and make nice, so that we could get on with our night, except Michelle wasn’t playing nice, and Gary wasn’t trying to leave us alone.

I wanted to speak, to tell him to fuck off, but I was afraid to say a word, especially when Gary turned his attention toward me, looking at me like he wanted to run his fingers through my long blonde hair.

“Aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend, Michelle?”

“Why? So you can try to sleep with her?”

“Maybe,” he said with a smug smile as he rubbed his chin.

“You’re so gross, Gary! What did I ever see in you?”

“Probably this banging body,” Gary said and lifted his shirt to reveal a set of chiseled abs. “Like what you see, sweetness?” Gary asked me, looking me directly in the eyes.

I tried to avert my gaze, but it wasn’t quick enough. Gary’s smile fell as he looked at me more closely, and then he snapped his fingers and pointed right in my face, making sounds like he’d just beat his friends at a game or solved a difficult puzzle.

“No fucking way! You’re Michelle’s friend Victor, aren’t you? You sure as hell had me fooled! Damn!”

“Fuck off, Gary!” Michelle said forcefully.

Gary stood there at the end of the table and narrowed his eyes as he rubbed his chin, looking like a complete asshole. He looked from me to Michelle and back, like he was trying to assess the situation.

“You two are fucking, aren’t you?”

“That’s none of your business, Gary.”

Gary made even louder sounds, acting like he was on a dance floor around someone who was killing it at breakdancing. He waved his arm in the air and honestly looked like a fool, but I hated all the attention he was drawing to our table.

“Can’t you beat it, Gary? I really don’t want to see you,” said Michelle.

“Not until you tell me the truth. Are you fucking this?” Gary asked and pointed his finger right in my face, looking at me like I was worth less than dirt, like he didn’t want to claim a girl who was on the rebound with a guy like me.

“This is my boyfriend, and if you must know, he’s way better in bed than you’ll ever be.”

I smirked when Michelle hit Gary with those harsh words. He looked like she’d slapped him across the face, but he quickly got defensive.

“No fucking way. You’re just trying to be nice.”

“Actually, Gary. I’m telling the truth. My girl has a bigger cock than you, and she knows how to use it better. Isn’t that right, Violet?”

“You’re damn right,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest.

Michelle and I stood like that as we stared at Gary, daring him to challenge us. He looked like he wanted to scream, curse, or maybe even kill us. His face was getting so red, but there was an entire room of people watching. An entire room of people that’d heard Michelle say my dick was better than his.

“You know where to find me when you change your mind.”

“Shut the fuck up, Gary. Ain’t nobody calling you!”

“Whatever, bitch.” Gary turned and walked away, and then the table sitting next to us roared with applause, which sent Gary running out of the movie theater altogether. We smiled and waved at the table of admirers just as some girl emerged from the arcade screaming Gary’s name, but he was long gone.

“Let’s go watch that movie,” said Michelle.

“After you, my lady.”

Michelle hooked her arm with mine as we walked away from the bar. Our heels clicked against the floor as we went, and we were excited that ordeal was over so that we could enjoy the movie and each other.
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One Year Later

“What should we pack for the picnic?” Michelle asked as she looked in my fridge. “Can I use this cheese?”

“Use whatever you want!” I hollered as I sat on the edge of my bed, putting on a pair of intricate sandals. I would usually wear heels but didn’t want to have to deal with them in the grass. That was a mistake I wouldn’t make again.

“I’m using your cheese, but we’ll have to stop at the store for meat and crackers.”

“That’s fine,” I said. I stood from the bed once I finished and went over to the closet. I’d moved since the year before and now had a one-bedroom apartment instead of the studio. Michelle and I were talking about moving in together, but she loved living with her roommate Ann, and I didn’t want to rush her.

“Don’t you look lovely?” Michelle asked when I stepped out of my bedroom. I smiled at her and did a little twirl before walking over to where she was standing in the kitchen.

“Not as good as you,” I said and kissed Michelle. We were both wearing sundresses with sandals and a light layer of makeup. I was wearing the wavy blonde wig, which had really grown on me, but I loved all of Michelle’s wigs, even the super curly one. It looked beyond cute with the right outfit.

“You sure do know how to flatter a girl,” said Michelle.

“I’m not the only one.”

Michelle squealed when I pressed my nose and mouth against her neck. Her perfume still had its intense smell. I had to inhale she smelled so good. Michelle melted against me, and her squeals turned into moans, but we had a picnic planned. We couldn’t get dirty now.

“Ugh! You’re such a tease!” Michelle hollered and threw a kitchen towel at me when I backed away from her.

“What can you do?” I asked with a laugh and grabbed the cooler before running out the door, giving Michelle no other option but to chase after me.
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