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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

I almost never used my online dating profile but decided to open it today, and now I was chatting with one of the hottest girls I’d ever seen. At least her picture looked damn good. There was always the chance that she was catfishing me, which I honestly thought was a possibility judging by how sexy she looked in her picture, but she promised that she wasn’t when I asked.

Cheryl: Should we meet up? I’m free tonight if you are.

I had to catch myself from falling to the floor when I saw the message from Cheryl asking if she wanted to get together tonight. Of course I wanted to meet this woman who I’d spent the last thirty minutes of my life talking to, but what if she thought I was ugly? She said that I looked cute when I first sent her a picture of myself, but there was no way that I was in this woman’s league. She was a ten out of ten, and I was maybe a seven on a good day. My face was just so plain and boring. I could be any guy, but Cheryl was a model. A fallen star. Maybe I would discover that her personality sucked, but I was positive someone like her turned heads everywhere they went.

Cheryl: What do you say? There’s this incredible bar called Testaments near me. Have you heard of it? They have the most delicious cocktails.

I’d heard of Testaments, but that bar was as out of my league as Cheryl. I usually went to hole-in-the-wall places with my friends that had dusty pool tables and dartboards. Testaments was one of those bars with affluent, overdressed people sipping out of martini glasses while sitting around candle-lit tables. I didn’t even know if I had clothes nice enough for that place in my closet, but I couldn’t miss this chance to meet up with Cheryl. When a chance with a hottie like her came along, it would be a mistake of a lifetime to pass it up, but I would be crushed if she rejected me. I pushed my hands into my hair as I panicked a little while I thought of what to do.

I stared at Cheryl’s messages on my lit-up screen, hoping that she would accept me for the plain guy that I was. All things considered, I wasn’t ugly. I had brown hair and green eyes, and my lips weren’t the thinnest in the world, but there was nothing remarkable about my appearance. Maybe that would change if I wore sharp suits and ties like the guys who frequented Testaments, but I didn’t have money for those kinds of clothes. I was still young and just starting my journey in the trades. Perhaps one day I would be making enough to afford clothes like those guys, but I also didn’t care very much about clothing.

I cursed to myself as I thought about what was in my closet and how Cheryl would react if I showed up to Testaments in a T-shirt and a pair of jeans. I couldn’t wear something so basic, but I only had a few button-up shirts, and they were all made of cheap materials. I didn’t even have a tie, and when I realized that, I only dipped further into my panic.

Cheryl: Come on, Roger! Or are you catfishing me?

I cursed as I read the new message that’d just come across the screen. I definitely seemed like the catfish now and had to go on this date tonight or risk never having a chance with Cheryl again. There was no time to go shopping though, so I would have to suck it up and find something to wear from my closet.

Me: No! I promise it’s really me. Tonight is great!

Cheryl: Awesome! Meet me there at seven! Don’t be late!

Me: I’ll be there

Me: Can’t wait!

I locked my phone and shook my head. I had to pick myself up and shake off the pity party if I was ever going to have a chance of locking down this sexy chick. I slid my phone into my pocket and went to my closet, crushed when I saw my lackluster selection of clothing. I grabbed the best outfit I could find and hit the shower, praying that this date wouldn’t be a complete disaster.


CHAPTER 2

I closed my car door and adjusted my button-up shirt. It was a boring plaid pattern, and I’d paired it with the only pair of jeans I had that didn’t have a hole in them. I wore my boots since they were my nicest shoes. Every single pair of sneakers that I had were beat up and dusty, and I felt like a fucking fool for even agreeing to meet Cheryl as I walked to the elevator in the parking garage. I took a deep breath before hitting the button.

My palms were sweaty as I stepped out onto the sidewalk. Testaments was only around the corner, and it was five minutes until seven. I didn’t want to be late, but I wished that I had more time to calm down before walking into the bar. I felt out of place just watching the people pass by on the sidewalk. They were all dressed so well and walking with a confidence I didn’t possess.

I cursed under my breath as I glanced at my phone again. I’d spent two minutes just standing there looking around, and now I was going to be late. The bit of panic gave me the push I needed, but I was just as paralyzed as before when I saw the entrance to the bar. It looked even fancier up close than from what I’d remembered when driving by the place a few times.

“Dude, are you going inside?”

“Yeah, sorry,” I said to the man behind me and pushed open the door, and that was when I saw Cheryl. She was even more beautiful in person than she was in her pictures. She was wearing an emerald dress that brought out the color of her eyes. I could literally see them sparkling from across the room. Her hair was styled to perfection like she’d just stepped out of the salon, and her nails were no different. I looked down at myself and felt so inadequate I didn’t even hear the host speaking to me.

“Dude, what’s with you? Are you stupid or something?” the man from a few moments ago said as he waved his hands in my face. “Can I at least go in front of you if you’re going to stand there like a fool?”

I motioned for him to do whatever the fuck he wanted. The fact that he wasn’t stunned by Cheryl’s beauty made me question if he was an idiot, but I honestly didn’t care about him. I couldn’t stop staring at the only person in the room who mattered, and then she noticed me.

“Roger!” she hollered in a voice sweeter than honey as she waved. “Come over here!”

I practically floated across the room to her, like she was dinner in the oven after a long day at work, and she seemed so at ease as I approached. She threw out her arms and gave me a hug, pulling me into her cloud of perfume, and I never wanted to leave.

“Sit! Sit!”

I sat on the bar stool next to her, still mesmerized by the sight before me. She was prettier than any statue or painting in a museum, yet she was a work of art all the same. If I had the skills, I would sketch her right now just to remember what it felt like to draw her face.

“How are you, Roger? I was worried that you were catfishing me for a second, but clearly that’s not the case,” she said and placed a hand on my thigh as she stared into my eyes. Her touch had my manhood growing stiffer by the second, but I was trying my best to control myself. The last thing I wanted to do was something stupid to lose her.

“Not too bad. What about you?”

“I’m fabulous! This drink is so good,” she said and pointed to the pink drink in front of her in a martini glass.

“What is it?”

“Basically their version of a cosmopolitan.”

“Hmm, where’s the menu?”

“Right here,” she said and picked it up from the counter to pass it to me. “Can I just say something?”

“What’s that?”

“You’re even cuter in person than you are in your pictures.”

“I could say the same about you,” I said and briefly lifted my eyes from the menu to look at her. “Much cuter.”

Cheryl grinned and twisted a little in her seat, and I couldn’t believe that she was even remotely attracted to me, but I would take it. The longer I sat next to her, the more I wanted her. The more I wanted this to become a reality. She was so confident and beautiful and everything a man could ever want.

“You’re too sweet, Roger. So, you’re a handyman?”

“I’m training to become a carpenter, but I’ve also done some masonry training. I’d like to learn a bit of everything eventually, so yeah, I guess you could call me a handyman-in-training.”

“Mmm, I love the sound of that.”

I chuckled. “What do you do?”

“I’ve done a lot of things,” she said in an upbeat voice. Her bubbly attitude was pulling me in, making me worry that I would lose myself if I didn’t find a tether to hold me tight. “I actually have a really large social media following and was making most of my money from that, but I got tired of living for other people. You know what I mean?”

I had no idea but nodded anyway.

“It just got to be so annoying getting messages from thirsty guys asking me if I did this or that in the bedroom. Like… mind your fucking business, dude! It really made me question why I like men at all, but I guess that’s something I can’t really control, right?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Like, have you ever questioned your attraction to girls?”

“No,” I said slowly. “I’ve just kind of always liked them.”

“Exactly! Can I tell you a secret, though?”

“Hmm,” I said. Cheryl was bright and bubbly, but I wasn’t sure that I loved where this conversation was heading.

“I’m bisexual,” she said in a low voice before giggling and throwing a hand over her mouth. The confession was a curveball that I wasn’t expecting, but I didn’t care if she was bisexual. It made me wonder why she hadn’t sworn off men completely though if they disgusted her so much, so I asked her why she hadn’t. “Oh, well, you know. They have something women don’t.”

I blushed as Cheryl giggled again, picking up her drink to take a sip and calm herself. I’d ordered a citrusy cocktail that got served in a rocks glass, so it didn’t look as froufrou as Cheryl’s, but it was just as delicious. We ordered a second round of drinks after sharing more details about our lives, and I felt totally at ease around her by the time we got our second drinks.

“Cheers,” I said and lifted my glass.

“Cheers,” she said and clinked her glass with mine. “When I invited you out, I wasn’t sure that I would like you, but you’re honestly so easy to talk to.”

“I like chatting,” I said with a laugh. “Makes the time go by more quickly, especially at work.”

“That’s true, but life goes by too fast if you ask me.”

“Yeah,” I said with a sigh. “What can we do, though?”

We both fell silent and stared at each other, and then we scooted toward each other on our bar stools. I placed a hand on her knee, and she did the same to me. Her emerald dress was made of velvet and so soft. I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing the fabric, which made Cheryl laugh.

“What are you doing?” she asked and grabbed my wrist to stop me. “Don’t mess up my beautiful dress!”

“Sorry!” I said and shook my head, mortified by my momentary lapse in judgment. “Your dress is just so soft. I shouldn’t have done that!”

“It’s okay,” she said and pushed away my hand. “Just don’t do it again. This dress cost a fortune, and it’s one of my favorites.”

“Do you like fashion?” I asked before taking a sip of my cocktail to steady my nerves from embarrassing myself.

“Yes! I love fashion. I’ve actually been working on becoming a fashion designer now that I don’t want to be an influencer. I mean, maybe I’ll have to use my page to promote the clothes that I make, but I want to turn it into a real business. Maybe I’ll sell lingerie and makeup too once I grow big enough. Whatever I need not to sell my personality because the truth is I’m not nearly as interesting as I tried to make myself appear online,” Cheryl said with a laugh.

“I couldn’t imagine trying to do all that.”

“It was a lot. Waking up, putting on makeup, and then getting back in bed to act like I always looked beautiful. Trust me when I tell you that this face looks a bit different beneath all the makeup.”

“I’m sure you’re still beautiful without makeup,” I said.

“You’re sweet, but it was too much trying to pretend to be happy and interesting every day when the truth was that I was just spoiled. My grandpa left me an inheritance, and it gave me enough to work as a full-time influencer until I was actually making money from social media. Without that, I would have been in an office somewhere typing away at a computer while my soul literally got sucked out of my chest,” Cheryl said with a big hand gesture.

I watched her, honestly too mesmerized by her beauty to hear half of what she said, but I’d heard enough to come up with a response about how she was lucky to have a grandad who cared about her enough to leave her an inheritance.

“Yeah, I was lucky. Sorry for blabbing so much. How’s your family? Do you like them?”

“Yeah, they’re not too bad. Dad just retired from working at the auto plant his entire life, and my mom is happy that they can finally go on the road trip they’ve always dreamed of taking,” I said.

“Ooh, when are they leaving?”

“They’re planning it for the fall. They want to see fall leaves in as many places as they can.”

“Aww! I love that! Do you know how many followers they could get if they documented their journey?” Cheryl said with a light laugh as she stopped herself from talking about social media. “Sorry, I’m always thinking about metrics and followers and blah blah blah. You don’t want to hear any of that.”

“You can tell me if you want.”

“No,” Cheryl said and threw back the rest of her drink. “I like you, Roger, and I want to invite you back to my place. What do you say?

“I would say heck yes!”

“Perfect.” Cheryl called the bartender over and gave them her credit card. I tried to give her some money, but she refused. “You can get the next drink. Tonight’s on me since you had to drive over here.”

“Thanks,” I said and waited as she signed her receipt.


CHAPTER 3

I tried to shake off the inadequacies humming within my mind, but it was difficult to say the least. When we approached the door of Cheryl’s building, I knew for sure that she had money. The entrance was as grand as a five-star hotel, and her building was in the trendiest neighborhood of the city. There were even two doormen working, which was not at all common where we lived. I swallowed as the guys greeted Cheryl and held open the door for us.

“They’re so nice. Darwin and Ismael.”

“Cool,” I said as we continued toward the elevator. “Have they been here long?”

“At least since I moved in. From what I heard, they do pretty well. Nobody in this building makes anything close to minimum wage.”

“Where can I find a job?” I asked half-jokingly. I would be doing well as a tradesman eventually, but I had a lot of training to go through before I reached that day. It didn’t take as much time as university, but it was pretty close, and that didn’t include all the additional skills that I would like to learn.

Cheryl laughed when I fixed my face and smiled and told her that I was joking. “Oh my gosh! You got me! You working here would be super awkward, even if things worked out. You know?”

“Yeah, definitely. Way too awkward.”

Cheryl pushed me on my shoulder after we’d stepped into the elevator and told me not to mess with her like that. She said that her heart was too sensitive, but all I saw was her pretty face and all that I could smell was her seductive perfume.

“Where do you live?”

I told her, and she made a face, but I was used to it. I lived in a rough neighborhood, but it was the only thing that I could afford. My parents kicked me out the second I started earning a measly wage for my training hours. I’d been trying my best to scrape by ever since, but I wouldn’t let the difficult days now stop me from seeing the bright ones ahead.

“It’s not as bad as most people think.”

“Aren’t there like gunshots and stuff?”

“Yeah, but sometimes it’s literally just people shooting at the ground or something stupid like that.”

“Oh,” she said, but I could tell that she wasn’t entirely convinced. “You don’t feel like you’re in danger or anything?”

“No,” I said with a light laugh. “We don’t have to hang out over there though if you’re not comfortable.”

Cheryl relaxed a bit and pushed a hand through her hair. “I don’t want to act like that, but—”

“It’s okay,” I said just as the elevator doors opened. We stepped out, and I looked around at the elegant hallway. “Which door is yours?”

“Down there,” she said and pointed to my left. I followed her down the hall, unable to take my eyes off how her butt moved in that tight emerald dress. She looked like a million dollars walking down the hallway, and I felt like I didn’t deserve even a tenth of her. I had no idea what she wanted with me or why she hadn’t found some excuse to end the night while she was ahead. I tried to take the win. I did. I didn’t want to act as inadequate as I felt, but she was perfection on two legs.

“Close your eyes.”

I did as she asked as she grabbed her keys to unlock the door. She took my hand and pulled me into the room before telling me to open my eyes again, and I couldn’t believe the view that she had. I could see the entire city from her window, and she had a terrace too. It was absolutely insane!

“This is your place?”

“Yeah,” she said with a laugh. “I had to get something nice to make the best content possible.”

“Damn, this is crazy. You’re my age too?”

She nodded, trying to look as innocent as possible, but she had to know that it wasn’t normal for people our age to have pads like this. Her loft could be featured in a magazine just like her. No wonder she’d found a way to make a living as an influencer. I didn’t even know what she was selling, but I wanted to follow her just like the rest of them.

“As I said, I was lucky that my grandfather left me some money. None of this would have been possible without it.”

There was a part of me that could feel jealous of everything that Cheryl had, but I really just felt grateful that she was giving me a chance to be part of her life. “Seems like you’ve done well for yourself. At least you didn’t blow through the money.”

“Yeah… I’m not sure my mother would have let me,” Cheryl said with a laugh. “Do you mind waiting for a minute while I get changed into something more comfortable?”

“No, not at all! Should I just sit on the couch?”

“Why don’t you enjoy the terrace? The weather is lovely. Could I get you something to drink before I change?”

“Sure, whatever you have is fine.”

“Water? Wine? Beer? I have pretty much everything in my fridge. Mind just taking a look?”

“Yeah, okay.”

“Make yourself at home,” Cheryl said and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek before disappearing to her bedroom down the hall. I stood paralyzed from the kiss for a moment before I got my feet moving toward the kitchen.

She had a bunch of stuff in her fridge. Lots of healthy food and drink options. I just played it safe and grabbed a bottle of water. I went back to the couch and waited for her to return, nearly breathless when she walked into the living room wearing a super short dress that looked like it was made of velvety fabric.

“That looks just as comfy as your other dress,” I said, trying to ignore the fact that it was barely hanging past her flower.

“Would you like to touch it?”

“May I?”

“Yes,” she said in a teasing voice. “Just be gentle.”

I blushed as I slowly reached out my hand to rub the fabric, and then she made moaning noises that turned me on way more than I would like to admit.

“Cheryl!”

“Roger,” she said seductively as she looked into my eyes, and then she burst out laughing. “I thought you were going to wait for me outside. Why did you sit here?”

“I don’t know. We can go outside if you want.”

“The weather is incredible. My terrace isn’t huge, but I love it.”

“It seems pretty nice to me,” I said as we stood to head outside. The terrace was a small square filled with plants and a few chairs. I could tell from looking around that she spent a lot of time out on the terrace, and I could see why. “How long ago did you get this loft?”

“It’s been a few years. My parents actually suggested I buy a place with my inheritance. I was skeptical, but I’m glad that I did. I don’t regret it. The building has a tightknit community that makes me feel safe living here.”

“I’m happy for you.”

“Thanks,” she said as we fell silent and enjoyed the view from her terrace. I delighted in the cool evening breeze as I sipped from the bottle of water. Cheryl kept looking over at me though, so I had to ask what was on her mind. “It’s nothing.”

“Doesn’t seem like nothing.”

“I’m having a lot of fun and don’t want to put a damper on things,” she said.

“Why would you say that?”

“It’s just…”

“Just what?” I asked.

Cheryl snickered and covered her mouth with a hand. “Why don’t we have something stronger to drink, and then I’ll tell you. Is wine okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll take whatever you’re having.”

“White wine it is,” she said and stood from her chair, giving me a glimpse of her panties before I could look away. She walked into her loft and grabbed two glasses of white wine for us, smiling at me as she returned to the terrace. “You’re much cuter than your photo.”

“Thanks,” I said and grabbed the wine. “So, what did you want to say earlier?”

Cheryl bit her lip as she stared at me. “Remember how I said that I was bisexual?”

“Yeah, what about it?”

“It’s just… you’re going to think I’m crazy.”

I already did.

“No, I won’t. You can tell me whatever’s on your mind. I’m not judgmental like that.”

“Okay,” Cheryl said with her hands. “I haven’t really told anyone this, but I’ve had this obsession lately with crossdressing guys and trans girls and femboys. I don’t know what it is, but there’s just something so sexy about a man who embraces femininity.”

What the fuck.

“Say something, Roger!”

“What do you want me to say? What exactly are you trying to say by bringing this up?”

“I want you to embrace femininity!”

“What?” I said dryly.

“Roger, you know what I’m saying! Don’t be like that!”

“I…” My brain was working in overdrive. I couldn’t go through with what Cheryl wanted. I was a man! She wanted to turn me into a girl or something, and as sexy as she was, I didn’t know that I could go that far. I was trying to come up with the strength to tell her that I should leave, but I kept picturing how much I would regret walking out of the door. “I… you know what you’re asking, right?”

“Yeah,” she said sadly. “I do. You’re the third guy that I’ve gone on a date with and have told about my fantasy. Both those guys left the second I told them, but truthfully, I’m not interested in anyone who won’t give me what I want. Call me whatever name you’d like, but that’s just how I feel.”

“I mean, at least you’re honest.”

“It’s okay if you don’t want to do that for me. We can just hang out and talk for a little bit longer.”

“Okay,” I said as we fell silent anew, which gave me a second to wrap my head around what Cheryl had just asked of me. I wanted to fuck her more than anything in the world, but could I actually indulge in this fantasy of hers? I would look completely ridiculous as a girl. Absolutely horrible, but I kept seeing flashes of it happening. As much as I wanted to be like those other guys and walk out of the door, I couldn’t see myself doing that the longer I continued to sit on her terrace.

“What exactly would you want to do to me?” I found myself asking after a long moment of silence. “How would you make me embrace femininity?”

“I would make you wear cute things. I have a bunch of stuff that could probably fit you, and I have lots of wigs and makeup too. Your skin is already so smooth. I bet you would look amazing as a girl.”

It was true. I couldn’t grow a beard to save my life. I’d always had a light dusting of facial hair on my best days, but I kept it shaved smooth because I hated how patchy it was when it grew in. Now I realized that it could help me pass as a girl, and I didn’t know how to feel about that fact.

“If you hate it, the worst that would happen would be spending a night with me,” Cheryl said with a wink.

“That wouldn’t be so bad.”

“Not bad at all,” she said and grabbed my legs. “I really do think you’re super cute. It’s just… I’ve had this thought of having a girly boy going round and round in my mind. It’s like that toy you’ve been waiting for all year until Christmas morning to open, you know? Will you be my Christmas present?”

I grinned and shook my head. Cheryl was so extra, but she was right when she said that the worst thing to happen would be spending the night with her while I wore a dress or whatever she put me in, and making love to this goddess was worth whatever she wanted to make me wear. I didn’t care.

“It’s hard to refuse when you say it like that.”

“Please, Roger! Give me what I want! That’s all I ask!” We laughed as she grabbed my hands and shook them. “I promise I’ll make it worth whatever humiliation you might feel from wearing something cute.”

“Don’t put it like that!”

“Sorry, sorry! I just can’t believe that you’re actually going to do it.”

“You better pick out something for me to put on before I change my mind.”

“Well,” she said and bit her lip. “You will need to shave first. Unless your legs and stuff are already smooth.”

“Seriously?” I said. “You want me to shave?”

“Please,” she said in a voice that I couldn’t deny, and then she was leading me off to the bathroom to shave my body smooth.


CHAPTER 4

I made sure my skin was soft and smooth before stepping out of the shower. I was in the bathroom attached to Cheryl’s bedroom, and she was waiting for me right outside of the door. She’d put on some music, and I could hear her singing along to the melodies. She had a lovely voice, but I couldn’t quite concentrate as I was terrified by what she was about to do to me. What in the world had I agreed to by saying I’d let her dress me up in girly clothes?

“Don’t forget to moisturize! I have your outfit out on the bed, and I must say, it’s super cute!”

I swallowed as I stared at myself in the mirror and rubbed lotion into my skin. I tried to take as long as I could, but it wasn’t very long at all before Cheryl was calling my name. Damn did I want to fuck her, but if I stepped out of this bathroom, I would have to put on the clothes that she wanted me to wear. Was I selling myself out by wanting to sleep with her? What would that say about me?

“Come out here, Roger! There’s no need to be nervous!”

That was easy for her to say. She was a girl. It was normal for her to wear women’s clothing, but it was a different story entirely for me to wear those clothes. I didn’t want to disappoint her or lose my chance at having her, but what if agreeing to this became the biggest mistake of my life?

“Roger! Come on!”

I shook away my fear and told myself that at least nobody else would know about this, so I grabbed the knob and opened the door, amazed by the sight before me when I stepped into her bedroom. Cheryl was sitting on the edge of her bed with her legs spread, no panties in sight. I couldn’t stop myself from staring if I tried, which made her laugh.

“Like what you see? I told you to come out here!” Cheryl said as she snapped her legs closed. “See the pretty clothes that I picked out for you? Aren’t you so excited to wear them?”

I glanced at the clothes next to her and swallowed a breath when I saw that there was only a wig and a tiny slip dress that wouldn’t do much to cover my dick. She hadn’t even bothered to put out a pair of underwear for me, and I asked her why.

“Look at me. You really think you’ll need underwear for what we’re going to do?”

Damn.

My cock jumped as it grew harder in an instant. I would love to bury my cock in that sexy pussy of hers, so I shrugged and walked over to the bed to grab the slip dress. Cheryl smirked as I pulled the pink slip dress over my head. It fit surprisingly well. “Is this yours?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “No, I got it for whichever boy agreed to become my girl first,” Cheryl said as she reached out her hand to grab the waistline of my towel, pulling it from my body. I gasped as it fell to the floor, but she pushed my hands out of the way when I tried to cover my cock. “Don’t do that!”

“But—”

“I don’t care if you’re hard. Let me see it!”

I cursed under my breath as I slowly moved my hands out of the way. My dick made a tent beneath the fabric. I glanced down at my cock, amazed that I was more concerned by it than the fact that I was wearing a pink slip dress. I forgot about everything, though, when Cheryl reached under the slip dress to wrap a hand around my dick.

“Cheryl!”

“Don’t cum! You better not cum!”

I cursed as I pinched my eyes shut and tried my best not to cum as Cheryl pumped my dick for a few seconds. When I opened my eyes and looked down, I saw her gorgeous nails curled around my cock.

“Want me to kiss it?”

“Please,” I said in a breath.

“Talk like a girl, and I’ll kiss it.”

“What do you want me to say?”

“Beg me to kiss your dick but make your voice light and feminine.”

I swallowed my breath and cleared my throat. “Kiss my dick. Please, baby. Kiss it with those painted lips.”

“Mmm,” she said. “Not bad for your first try.”

I groaned as Cheryl moved her mouth closer to my cock and pressed her lips gently against my shaft. I had no idea what Cheryl was doing to me, but those lip imprints on my cock were the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.

“Ready for your wig and makeup?” Cheryl asked as she dropped the pink slip dress back over my cock.

“Makeup?”

“Yes! You didn’t shave your face again for no reason!”

I groaned, worried that I was starting to like being a girl more than I ever expected. My legs looked so sexy now that they were smooth, and my cock looked bigger than ever too without all the extra hair. I didn’t even mind the slip dress now that I’d been wearing it for a few minutes, but what if I liked the makeup and wig too?

“Roger! You can’t back out now!”

“I don’t want to, but—”

“Stop overthinking everything! You’ll look incredible. Sit down!” she said and patted the bed. As much as I wanted to leave, she was right. I’d come too far and couldn’t back out now. I sat down next to her and let her put the wig on my head, and then she grabbed her makeup bag to doll up my face and complete my transformation.

“How does the wig look on me?”

“The blonde hair suits you. I won’t need to use much makeup. Close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes and let her apply some makeup to my face, flinching a little when she pressed something against my lips, but this was what she wanted. I only wanted to make her happy at this point, so I let her work, but I was not at all prepared for what I would see when she turned the mirror to my face.

“Who is that?”

“It’s you! Duh!”

I shook my head in disbelief as I lifted my hand to run my fingers through the blonde hair. I couldn’t believe how beautiful I looked as a woman. It was difficult to wrap my head around the fact that the person staring back at me was actually me, but she still had my eyes. She had my nose. She even had my lips, but they looked much plumper than usual now that they were covered with red lipstick.

“Do you like it?”

“I…” What could I say? I certainly didn’t hate my reflection, but Cheryl had transformed me completely. She had stripped away my old masculine exterior and replaced it with one of a woman. I couldn’t even wrap my head around what she’d done. The transformation was simply too extensive to understand what’d become of me. “I don’t hate it.”

“You don’t?” Cheryl asked excitedly. “I must say, I’m delightfully surprised by how feminine you look.”

“Yeah? You mean it?”

Cheryl bit her lip and nodded as she looked at me with those intense, beautiful green eyes of hers. She scooted a little closer to place her hand on my thigh. My cock jumped from her touch, which reminded me that I wasn’t wearing underwear. My dick only grew stiffer as she slowly moved her hand up my leg to the hem of the pink slip dress she’d given me to wear.

“You’re making my dreams come true, Roger. How will I ever repay you?”

“I could think of a few ways,” I said in a tight voice as her hand moved closer and closer to my dick. “What did you have in mind?”

“Hmm, maybe I could start by giving you another kiss. Would you like that?”

“Yes!”

Cheryl giggled and pressed her painted lips against mine. I thought she was talking about kissing my cock again, but this kiss was just as good. I pushed my hands into her hair and kissed her more deeply, taking as much of her as she would give. I’d never been with a woman as beautiful as her, and I’d never become a woman myself, and I wanted to soak up every second of the experience.

“You’re so sexy, but I can’t keep calling you Roger,” Cheryl said when she broke the kiss.

“Call me whatever you want,” I said and leaned in for more kisses, but Cheryl stopped me. She held me back, not letting me get closer to her, even though I was desperate to have her, desperate to lose myself in her body. “Why did you stop?” I asked as my patience ran thin. “Let me kiss you.”

“I’m thinking of a name!” she snapped. “Any ideas?”

“Call me whatever you want,” I said again and tried to kiss her some more, but she wouldn’t let me, so I sighed and got to thinking. “Brittany?”

“No, I don’t like that for you.”

“Name me, Cheryl! I’ve never thought of myself as a girl one day in my life, but I’ll be your girl whenever you want me to be. What do you want to call me?”

“Raquel,” she said triumphantly. “What do you think?”

“It’s pretty sexy.”

“Super sexy, and you totally look like a Raquel.”

“Yeah? How so?”

“I don’t know. It’s close to your boy name, but it has a lot of attitude. I feel like you could have a lot of attitude too.”

I chuckled. “Nobody has said that about me before.”

“Well, if you’re going to be my girl, you’d better learn how to be a bit of a diva. The truth is people love bitches. If there’s one thing I learned from being a social media personality, it’s that people love drama and attitude and style.”

“Is that what you gave them?”

“Yeah,” she said with a laugh. “I used to review a lot of products, and I was not afraid to tell my followers when I didn’t like something.”

“I bet they appreciated your honesty.”

“Want to see what you look like in my mirror?”

“Your mirror?”

“Yeah, my second bedroom is my office slash recording room. I did most of my videos there and took a lot of pictures in front of my fancy mirror. I’m mostly using it for sewing now, though. Come on! I’ll show you!”

Cheryl grabbed my hand and lifted me from the bed. My cock was still plump but not entirely hard. It bounced around as we walked from her bedroom to her office. I gasped when we entered her office. It was decked out with a stunning desk, a fancy standup mirror, and a bunch of cute accessories and products that were perfectly organized on one side of the wall.

“Are these the things you used to review?”

“Yeah,” she said and looked over at her wall of stuff. “Don’t get me wrong, I still make a weekly video or so for my followers, but I used to make videos every single day.”

“That’s a lot of work.”

“Tell me about it,” Cheryl said with a sigh before turning away from the wall of items she’d reviewed to grab my wrist and lead me over to the mirror. We stood in front of the tall mirror, and I was amazed by how good I looked now that I could see my entire body. My legs and underarms were smooth, my face had a tasteful amount of makeup, and the wig really completed my feminine look. If it weren’t for the massive, growing bulge beneath my slip dress, I would pass for a girl.

“You don’t know how much it means that you put on this slip dress for me,” Cheryl said as she reached over my shoulder to rub her hand up and down my chest. “You look way sexier than I would have ever thought possible.”

“Yeah?”

“Absolutely. I can’t take my eyes off you.”

“I could say the same about you,” I said.

Cheryl moaned as she kept moving her hand further down my body, which had me moaning too. Her touch was so soft and gentle. I’d never expected the night to lead to this when I left the house to meet her at Testaments, but what was happening was better than anything I could have imagined.

“Would you like a kiss, Raquel?”

“I’ll always want kisses from you,” I said in my girly voice.

Cheryl smirked as she sank down to her knees. We didn’t move from in front of the mirror. I cursed under my breath as Cheryl slowly lifted my pink slip dress to wrap her hand around my hardening cock. Seeing her movements through the mirror was so fucking sexy I was already feeling like I could cum.

“What did I tell you about not cumming, Raquel?” Cheryl asked as she held my jumping cock in her hand. “If you want to get anywhere near my pussy, you better learn how to hold your load.”

I nodded, trying my best to do as she asked, but then she wrapped her painted lips around my cock and sent me shooting toward the stars. I bit my painted lip as I watched her bob her head along my shaft through the mirror, and then she opened her eyes to meet mine, and the entire experience was so sexy I felt like I was going to faint as I tried to hold my cum.

“Mmm,” Cheryl moaned on my dick as she pushed her lips further down my rod until they were wrapped tightly around my base.

I cursed and slid my fingers into her hair to steady myself. Then I pushed on the back of her head to make her choke a little on my cock, and she moaned like she loved it. When I looked at the mirror again, she had a hand up her slip dress and was touching herself. I dropped my head back as I tried everything I could to hold my load, but this was easily the best blowjob I’d ever had in my life, and being Raquel only made it better.

“Cheryl! I can’t!”

She pulled her lips off my cock and playfully slapped my girly dick. “Don’t cum without me, Raquel!”

“I’m trying not to, but it feels so good.”

“Eat my pussy.”

Cheryl lowered herself, propping herself up with her elbows as I climbed between her legs to give her what she wanted. I had no idea what was happening to me, but I was talking in a girly voice and thought of myself as Raquel as I moved my lips closer to Cheryl’s wet pussy. She smelled of desire, stripping me of all sense, and the only thing I could do was bury my face in her flower.

“Yes, Raquel! Make me cum!”

I licked and licked and licked until Cheryl was holding the back of my head and cumming. She squeezed my cheeks with her thighs as she screamed to the heavens and continued covering my face with her nectar, but I hoped that she would never stop. I didn’t even have to touch my dick to cum with her.

“Cum with me,” Cheryl cried after releasing my head. “Cover me.”

“I already came,” I said with red cheeks before glancing at the pile of my cum on the floor. “Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize, baby. I loved every second.”

“Me too,” I said and curled up next to Cheryl to relax in her arms. We lay there for a while before getting up to fix ourselves some drinks and going out to her terrace to chat some more. We ended up passing out a bit later on the couch while watching a movie, but we got up and stumbled to her bed together at some point in the night.


CHAPTER 5

“Rise and shine, Raquel!”

I groaned as my eyes slowly fluttered open. Cheryl was sitting upright on the bed and looking down at me. I shook my head and turned away from her, clinging desperately to sleep, but Cheryl wouldn’t let me continue my slumber.

“It’s time to wake up, sleepyhead!”

“What time is it?”

“Almost eight in the morning!”

“No,” I griped and turned away from her, quickly drifting off to sleep, but Cheryl shook me anew.

“Raquel! Don’t ignore me! Do you work today?”

“No, I’m off.”

“Then we should do something fun! What would you say about becoming my model for the day?”

“Your model?” I asked in a rough voice as I rubbed my eyes. Cheryl clearly wasn’t about to let me keep sleeping, so I lifted myself from a horizontal position and leaned against the backboard. “What do you mean your model?”

“Well, like I told you, I want to become a fashion designer, and I’ve actually been working on a few pieces, and there’s one that I think would be perfect for you.”

“For me?”

“Yes! Did you forget that you’re my Raquel now?”

I twisted and turned. Cheryl and I had shared the most wonderful night together, but now that the sun was out and illuminating the room, I couldn’t help but feel a little strange in the pink slip dress. My morning wood had mostly gone down as I pushed the covers from my body and rubbed my eyes, my legs dangling over the side of the bed as I kept my back turned to Cheryl. She wanted me to keep being her Raquel, but I wasn’t sure that I could.

“Maybe last night was a mistake.”

“Don’t say that!”

“Cheryl, I like you, and I had a lot of fun, but—”

“Stop living your life how everyone else wants you to live it. If you really don’t want to wear one of the dresses I made and let Raquel out, then that’s your choice, but don’t diminish the night we had. Don’t act like you didn’t love being my girl.”

I dropped my head and looked at the floor as I tried to accept the fact that I truly did enjoy being Raquel. That something inside of me awoke when I first saw my reflection in Cheryl’s compact mirror, but what did it say about me if I liked dressing as a girl? What did it say about me if I let Cheryl push me even further down this rabbit hole?

“I shouldn’t like being Raquel.”

Cheryl made a noise and scooted up behind me on her knees to rub my shoulders. “Don’t talk like that! You’re beautiful whether you’re a boy or a girl, Roger, and if you truly like being Raquel, why not embrace it?”

“It’s not right,” I muttered. Acting like a girl and trying to talk in a feminine voice was fun last night, but this was a new day. I feared who I would become if I continued down this path. “I shouldn’t like it. Why did you make me do it?”

“I didn’t make you do anything, Roger!”

“You said I couldn’t have you if I didn’t play dress up!”

“Yeah, but I also told you that you could leave. Why are you beating yourself up now? I thought we had fun last night.”

“We did, but—”

“But what? Why are you acting like this when we could have another great day together? If you don’t want to be my femboy, that’s fine, but please don’t ruin my memory of last night. I had an amazing time with you and thought that we could keep having fun if you weren’t busy today, but you’re free to leave. Your clothes are right over there,” Cheryl said and pointed at her dresser that had my clothes folded neatly atop it.

“I’m sorry,” I grumbled after a few seconds of staring at my clothes. Seeing them made me realize how little I wanted to leave Cheryl, but the thought of wearing more dresses and wigs or whatever else Cheryl decided had the man within me screaming to run out of the door while I had a chance, but what if I actually liked being a girl? What if I’d met Cheryl for a reason so that she could show me the light?

“It’s okay, Roger, but I don’t want my magical night tainted by bad vibes. That’s all.”

“You’re right. I shouldn’t act like that when you gave me every opportunity to leave. I shouldn’t pretend like I didn’t want what we shared last night.”

“Don’t worry,” Cheryl said and rubbed my shoulders. “I’m not upset with you at all, but I really do like hanging out with you as Raquel and would love to spend the day with her if you’re willing.”

“You have something you want me to wear?”

“Come see!” she said and hopped off the bed. She held out her hand for me to take it. I took a deep breath before reaching out to grab it, knowing that I was agreeing to become Cheryl’s girl all over again as I stood from the bed. “It’s a super cute silver dress. I haven’t sewn the seams yet, so I could make it just for your body.”

“You’d do that for me?”

“Of course! As long as you let me get some pictures of you in it.”

I swallowed my breath as I thought about there being pictures of me out in the world dressed as a woman. It was a frightening thought, but I didn’t want to disappoint Cheryl. Not after how I’d just acted. I followed her to her office, and then she pulled a dress form out of the closet. The silver dress she was working on was stunning. I could absolutely see myself wearing it.

“What do you think?”

“It’s gorgeous,” I said and reached out to touch the fabric, which was much softer than it appeared. It wasn’t overly bright, but it had a shimmer and sparkled when it hit the light. It was tight on top and loose on bottom. It stopped above the knees and had an oversized skirt bottom. “You made this yourself?”

“Yes! I’ve been taking a lot of sewing classes, and I think this is my best piece yet. Would you be a doll and wear it for me?”

“Today? It’s not ready, is it?”

“It shouldn’t take more than a few hours to finish. Want to try it on so I can sew up the seams for you to wear it?”

I stared at the dress before me, perfectly able to see myself wearing it. It was so much prettier than the pink slip dress that I had on now and would make me feel like a million dollars, especially if I put on that blonde wig too.

“Will you help me with my makeup?”

“Of course! Does that mean you’ll wear it?”

“Yeah,” I said. “If you think it’ll fit.”

“Get naked, and we’ll try it on.”

“Naked?”

“Don’t act like we didn’t fool around last night! Clothes off!”

I swallowed my breath before grabbing the hem of the pink slip dress to pull it over my head. I tossed it to the side, and then Cheryl slid the silver dress onto my body. She took my hand and moved me over to the mirror, and I nearly cried when I saw my reflection. The dress was so elegant and sexy and would definitely fit me.

“This dress is going to look so good!”

“I’m surprised,” I said as Cheryl took my measurements and added a few pins to the fabric. “I thought it would be too small.”

“It’s going to be perfect!”

“I hope so.”

“There’s one problem, though.”

“What?” I asked.

“You need heels and lingerie! Why don’t you go shopping while I finish sewing this dress, and then we can go somewhere nice to eat?”

“What?” I asked as my body grew hot. “You want me to go shopping for lingerie and heels? Then you want me to go out in public wearing this dress?”

“Don’t say it like that! We’ll have a blast!”

“Cheryl! I can’t go shopping for lingerie and heels!”

“And why not?”

“I… I… I just can’t!”

Cheryl sighed and stopped what she was doing. “Are you saying that you don’t want to wear this dress and get dinner with me?”

“No! I mean… can’t we like order food to your place and eat on the terrace? Can’t I just wait around here for you to finish working on the dress? I have games on my phone.”

“Absolutely not!” she hissed. “Do you see this bust? You need to buy a bra for us to stuff at the very minimum. The slip dress was one thing, but this dress would never work without some type of breasts, which you do not have.”

“Cheryl!”

“Roger!”

“Please don’t make me do this.”

“You can leave and not come back if you want. I was planning on inviting over a model anyway to finish off the dress. If you don’t want to wear it, I’d prefer not to waste my time tailoring it for your body.”

I glanced at myself in the mirror again. My makeup was a mess from last night, but the dress was stunning. It would look so good once I fixed my face, and it would look even better if I had some heels and breasts, but to actually go shopping? I wanted to vomit just thinking about it, but I couldn’t walk out of that door and never return.

“I don’t have any money,” I said as my final excuse.

“Don’t worry about money! I have some cash you can use.”

That was it. Cheryl removed the dress from my body and gave me five hundred dollars for my shopping trip. I had to go through with this assignment, even if I wasn’t the slightest bit prepared. I washed my face and changed into the clothes that I was wearing last night before heading out of the door to buy my girly accessories.


CHAPTER 6

Cheryl lived in a trendy neighborhood with a lot of shops and boutiques within walking distance, so I didn’t have to go far, but it took a lot to work up the courage I needed to stop at one of the stores. I had to buy heels and lingerie. I basically had to admit to a stranger that I was going to dress up as a woman later, and that kept me pacing along the sidewalk. It took half an hour before I finally swallowed my pride and went to the door of a store that had women’s undergarments and shoes. The women working looked at me like a complete freak when I walked through the door, but then I remembered Cheryl and how good her lips felt around my dick and how disappointed she would be if I went back to her place empty handed.

“Hello, is there something I could help you with today?” one of the ladies working asked me, her tone indicating that she would prefer it if I turned around and left the store, but I couldn’t leave without heels and lingerie. Cheryl would never forgive me, and I cared a lot more about what she thought than either of the sales attendants, so I cleared my voice and spoke as confidently as I could.

“I’m looking for some heels… and lingerie… for myself.”

The woman blinked several times as she stared at me with a blank expression. “You want heels and lingerie?”

“Yeah,” I said and felt a little more confident now that I’d put the truth out there. “My girlfriend sent me. She wants me to wear a dress.”

The blank expression returned to the saleswoman’s face, and I didn’t blame her for acting shocked. If I were in her shoes, even just a few days ago, I probably would have burst out laughing. I read her nametag while I waited for her to say something. It said Tabitha. She fixed her face into a smile after a few silent beats.

“Well, I guess there’s a first time for everything. What size shoe do you wear?” I told her, but I only knew my size in men’s. Luckily, she had a conversion chart and led me right over to the shoe section. “Was there a particular style that you were looking to find?”

“The dress she’s going to have me wear is silver and short, so maybe something that would work well with that.”

Tabitha smirked before turning and walking to grab a pair of black heels with straps for the ankles. “What do you think about these?” she asked as she motioned her hands as though she was working on a game show. “Think they would work? Black is always a safe choice.”

“I don’t know,” I said. They weren’t ugly, but I wanted something a bit more exciting than black heels. The dress Cheryl put on me was gorgeous, and the shoes that Tabitha was holding just didn’t seem like they would cut it. “Do you have something with a bit more pizazz?”

“Sure you can handle it?” Tabitha asked with a light laugh.

“I just don’t want to disappoint my girlfriend and have her send me back here.”

“Right, good idea!”

Tabitha put the black heels down and grabbed a pair of sparkly silver heels that had accents of black and dark blue and violet. They looked like a million dollars, but I about died when I saw the price tag. They cost nearly everything that Cheryl had given me, but maybe that was why she’d given me five hundred dollars.

“Do you think your girlfriend would like these?”

“They are rather beautiful, but they’re so expensive!”

“Some girls spend a fortune on shoes,” Tabitha said with a laugh. “I’m guilty of doing it myself sometimes.”

If Cheryl didn’t have a bunch of money, there was no way that I would let her pay for these gorgeous silver heels. Maybe it was how the light hit the shoes, but they looked like a different shade of silver at every angle and just as incredible as that dress Cheryl had crafted with her bare hands. Cheryl’s dress deserved a gorgeous pair of heels like the ones Tabitha had suggested.

“How much of your check do you spend on shoes and clothes?” I asked Tabitha as I slipped on the silver heels. She wasn’t nearly as judgmental as when I’d first walked through the door, and her help was endlessly valuable. I would never forget how she came around to supporting me during this shopping trip. “Everything you make?”

“No, not everything! Maybe ten percent.”

“Ooh, naughty girl.”

Tabitha blushed and shook her head, and then she snapped at me to stand. “We need to see if you can walk the walk, missy!”

“Who are you calling missy?” I asked with a laugh as I stood in the heels, wobbling a bit as I tried to gain my balance. “Ooh, maybe I should have waited to say something before I jinxed myself.”

“Yep,” she said smugly. “Let’s see what you got.”

I sighed and put a hand on my hip before strutting up and down the aisle of shoes, loving how Tabitha cheered me on once I got in the rhythm. She gave me a few pointers as I went, and the silver heels were everything. I felt butterflies in my stomach every time I looked down at them and just knew that they were perfect for the dress.

“Okay, I’ll take these, and I’m going to need some cute lingerie to go with them.”

“Coming right up!”

Tabitha maxed out my budget with some cute panty and bra sets. I handed over my cash and told her to keep the five dollars in change as a tip. I was on top of the world, bouncing on my toes as I walked out of the store with the bags swinging by my sides.


CHAPTER 7

“I’m back,” I called as I stepped into Cheryl’s place. The people downstairs were super friendly and let me go upstairs without any issues. They told me that Cheryl had called to let them know that I would be returning, and I was endlessly impressed by their hospitality.

Cheryl stepped out of her office with some sewing supplies in her hands. “I’m almost finished with your dress! Did you get everything that you will need?”

“I think so, but I spent all the money.”

“That’s fine!” Cheryl said brightly. “Could you fetch me a bottle of water please and then meet me in my office?”

“Be right there,” I said and went to the kitchen to grab Cheryl a bottle of water, and I also got one for myself. I hadn’t been gone for very long and was impressed that she was so close to finishing the dress when I stepped into her office. “Dang, that dress is super cute! How are you so talented?”

“I have a fabulous teacher. She’s the best teacher I’ve ever had, and she’s not even certified to be a teacher or anything. I don’t know what I would do without her.”

“What’s her name?”

“Ruby. You’ll meet her one day. I wouldn’t be able to launch my fashion brand if it weren’t for her. I have no idea what it’s going to be called yet, but it’s coming. I can feel it in here,” Cheryl said and touched her chest where her heart was.

“If you make pieces like that, I’m sure you’ll be a success.”

“Yeah,” Cheryl said lightly and stared at the dress for several moments before shaking her head like she’d snapped out of a spell. “Go get ready and make sure that you’re super smooth. We’re going out in a bit. I got us reservations for an early dinner at a fabulous restaurant.”

“Cheryl! You didn’t have to do that. You’ve already done so much.”

“What about you? You’re doing everything I’ve asked of you. Taking you out to dinner and buying you pretty shoes is the least I can do as a thank you.”

“Okay,” I said slowly. “If you say so.”

“I’m positive! Take your time in the bathroom. I still have like an hour in here.”

I nodded and went to Cheryl’s guest bathroom, which was just as fabulous as the rest of her loft. I shaved and moisturized and made sure that I was smooth all over, and it was oddly relaxing running a razor over my lathered skin. I loved how the steam billowed off me when I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my waist.

“Why don’t we get you ready first? It won’t take me long to get ready at all,” Cheryl said as she stepped into the hallway.

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Where are you bags from the store?”

I grabbed the bags and took them with me into Cheryl’s office. She dug through them to look at what lingerie I’d picked out and decided on a sexy black set since they matched the accents of the heels I’d bought.

“Put this on, and then we’ll stuff your bra.”

“With what?”

“I have some breasts forms I got to add a little extra when I was taking photos of myself for social media.”

“Is anything real online?” I asked with a laugh.

“Probably nothing that’s overly pretty.”

I slipped on the thong, and then Cheryl helped me with the bra. She grabbed her breasts forms from her bedroom and stuffed them into my sexy black bra when she returned. I felt so feminine and beautiful and couldn’t wait to put on the dress and heels. Cheryl also had a brown wig for me to wear, and I had a feeling that it was going to look incredible, especially once I put on a little bit of makeup. I never expected that meeting up with Cheryl would lead to me becoming Raquel, but I was so happy it had.

“Stunning!” Cheryl said and clapped as she took a step back to get a better look at me. “If we didn’t have reservations, I would whip that yummy girly cock out right now.”

“Cheryl! You’re going to make it get big!”

“The dress is cut perfectly to hide any accidents.”

“I can’t wait to put it on!”

“The moment has arrived,” she said and went over to the dress, which was now complete. She took it off the dress form and came over to pull it over my head. I wiggled as she fixed it in place, and it fit so much better with the fake boobs. “Stunning! It fits like a glove!”

“You’re so talented,” I said with my hands on my hips as I twisted them from side to side. “I’ll never understand how you made it, but I love this dress.”

“Talk like Raquel! Give me that attitude.”

I lightened my voice and gave her a seductive look. “What do you think of me, girl? Am I pretty?”

“Gorgeous,” she said.

“You’re too good to me,” I said in my girly voice.

“Put on the heels, Raquel! I’ll go grab you some jewelry to wear!”

“Jewelry?”

“Put on the heels! I’ll get everything else!”

I nodded and got the heels from the bag on the floor of Cheryl’s office while she went for the brunette wig and the most beautiful jewels I’d ever seen. “Are those real?” I asked when Cheryl opened a jewelry box stuffed full of diamonds, rubies, pearls, and so many other precious stones. “Please tell me those aren’t real.”

Cheryl chuckled. “All of them are real.”

“How? There’s so much!”

“A lot of them were free from when I was an influencer.”

“No way! That’s amazing!”

“Yeah, I will always be grateful for all the support I received online, even if I’ll mostly be doing fashion design now.”

“You certainly have the skills to be a designer,” I said as I looked at myself in the mirror that she had in her office. She came up from behind and put a diamond necklace on me.

“Let’s put on your wig, and then I’ll do your makeup, and you’ll be ready to go.”

“What about you?”

“Can’t you wait for me to get ready?”

“Yes! I was just asking.”

“I’m just messing with you,” she said with a laugh and rubbed my shoulder before she grabbed the wig that she’d gotten from the other room and donned it on my head. She did my makeup and gave me a bright red lip. I didn’t even recognize myself when she took me back over to the mirror, but I was so grateful to Cheryl for giving me the chance to become a beautiful girl.

“What are you going to wear?”

“A red cocktail dress with black heels. Mind waiting for me?”

“Not at all,” I said as I stared at myself for a few moments longer while Cheryl slipped out of the room to get ready. I went out to the living room to practice walking in heels and using my femme voice, and I couldn’t wait to go out with Cheryl.

She emerged from her bedroom like a goddess. She had a bunch of cleavage showing. Her hair was blown out, and her makeup was done to perfection. I thought I looked pretty good, but Cheryl blew me out of the water, but that didn’t bother me one bit since she was my girl.


CHAPTER 8

Cheryl and I ended up at a gorgeous rooftop restaurant with incredible views of the city. We’d walked there from her place in our eye-catching attire, turning heads with every step we took. I’d never felt so many men looking at me in my life, but it made me feel like the center of the universe in a weird way. Part of me worried someone would rob us for the diamonds around our necks, but I was also worried one of those horny-looking guys would grab my ass without permission.

It was much more comfortable on the rooftop. At least until two guys came over to interrupt our meal after our wonderful server Erik had cleared away our appetizer plates. Erik had to come back to tell the weird guys to get lost, so we left him an extra big tip for being so attentive and giving us the most romantic meal possible.

“Had you been there before?” I asked as Cheryl and I walked down the sidewalk holding hands after dinner.

“A few times. Never on a date, though.”

“Good. I’m glad,” I said and squeezed Cheryl’s hand as I looked over at her. The breeze gently lifted her hair into the air, and I took a moment to appreciate how lucky I was to be out with this woman who was as caring and intelligent as she was beautiful.

“Are you still loving the dress?”

“Absolutely!” I said and dropped her hand to do a little spin. I was getting much more comfortable in heels and loved walking around in them like a diva. I didn’t blame those guys for coming up to us, but I also hated it at the same time. At least they left us alone to enjoy the best meal I’d ever had with the most incredible woman in the world. The fact that we’d only just met like twenty-four hours ago was crazy but being with her felt right.

“You look incredible in that outfit.”

“Should we take some pictures?”

“Definitely!” Cheryl said and pulled out her phone and turned the screen toward us to take some selfies. We snapped a bunch of photos of ourselves and of each other at several different points along our journey back to her place, and I made her send me some of the pictures as we took the elevator up to her loft. “You look so good in that dress,” she said after sending me the photos.

“Only because you made it.”

“No,” she said with a shake of the head. “It’s your attitude too. A lot of times clothes match how people are. Not everyone could pull off a dress like that. It says you have a lot of personality.”

“Thanks,” I said and touched my chest. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“It is a compliment,” Cheryl said as she slid her key into the lock and pushed open her front door. It was a long walk, and we spent a lot of energy taking photos, but I loved that we had proof of our magical evening out together.

“What should we drink?”

“Water is fine for now.”

“Yeah, we had a bit of wine with dinner.”

“Delicious wine,” I said as Cheryl returned to the living room with two bottles of water. “You spoil me. I can’t let myself get used to it.”

She chuckled. “Why not?”

“Do you really think this will last?”

“It could,” she said with a shrug. “You never know.”

“Do you like me more as a girl or a boy?”

“I like both,” she said.

“Not one more than the other?”

“Maybe I like you as a girl more, but what I love about you either way is this,” Cheryl said as she snuck her hand up my dress to press it against my cock. I cursed under my breath as she rubbed her hand along my shaft through the thin fabric of my black thong. “You like it when I do that, Raquel?”

“I love it,” I said in a breath.

She purred as she rubbed a little more quickly, making my toes curl and pop. I flinched and moaned, worried that I would cum if she didn’t stop, so I grabbed her wrist, giving me a chance to catch my breath.

“Aww, don’t tell me you’re going to cum already.”

“I’m not, but fuck, I was pretty close.”

Cheryl laughed as she pulled her hand out from the shadows of my dress. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, and then she pulled it down her body, revealing the sexiest red lingerie I’d ever seen in my life. She looked like an underwear model, standing there in nothing except lingerie and heels as the dress she was wearing dangled over her arm.

“Come with me,” she said.

I nodded and stood from the couch to follow her to her bedroom. She put the dress up safely in her closet before coming back over to me.

“Do you want me to take this off?”

“Not yet,” she said. “You look too good in it.”

I cursed as Cheryl dropped to her knees in front of me and reached up my dress to fish out my cock, and then she wrapped her painted lips around my dick and moved her mouth up and down my shaft, getting it wetter and wetter with each bob of her head.

“Fuck, Cheryl.”

She moaned on my cock as she moved her mouth more quickly and flooded my body with an intense pleasure. I slipped my fingers into her hair and stared down at her as she looked up at me through hooded eyes with my girly cock stuffing her mouth.

“I want to fuck you so bad.”

Cheryl moaned and slowly pulled her lips off my dick without breaking eye contact. “Don’t you want to feel like a girl first, Raquel?”

“What do you mean? I already do.”

“No,” she said with a shake of the head. “I mean… don’t you want to feel your bussy get stretched? If you let me fuck yours, I’ll let you fuck mine.”

“What?” I asked like I hadn’t heard her.

“Let me stretch your bussy!”

“My bussy?”

“Raquel! Stop playing! Don’t you want this?” Cheryl asked and grabbed my hand to press it against her drenched panties. I cursed as she held my hand against her hot, wet sex, teasing me to no end, and all I wanted to do was fuck her… but she wanted to fuck me first. Could I really go this low? Could I let her corrupt me this fully? “Raquel! Please!”

I closed my eyes and nodded before I could change my mind, and that made Cheryl squeal. She went over to her closet and came back with a bunch of toys for us to use. She tossed them onto my bed before guiding me to my hands and knees at its edge. I said nothing as she pushed up my dress and touched the dildo against my hole.

“Mmm, that bussy is so tight.”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath, worried about how bad it would hurt to get stretched, but I was ready. I had to be. “Put that dick in my bussy. Stretch me wide.”

“Hearing you talk like that makes me wet!”

“Mmm, yeah. Fuck my bussy all you need to get that pussy wet.”

Cheryl drenched the dildo and my bussy with lube before pressing the tip more firmly against my hole. I breathed deeply as she pushed the dildo bit by bit into my virgin hole, but it wasn’t long before I was loving the pressure. Once Cheryl got in deep enough to pick up speed, each thrust of the dildo blinded me with pleasure. It was hitting my spot in all the right ways, and I couldn’t have held my load if I tried.

“Cheryl! Forgive me!” I cursed as I sprayed cum all over her bed. She moaned deeply as she watched, and then she reached between my legs to squeeze the last drops of cum out of my girly cock. Her touch had me screaming her name and thrashing my body, but every sensation was incredible.

“You didn’t even get any of your jizz on the dress. Good girl,” Cheryl said and slowly pulled the dildo out of my hole, and then she worked the dress off my body, leaving me in nothing except the heels, bra, and wig. Cheryl put the dress away in her office before returning to lie by my side.

“You want me to eat you out?”

“Later,” she said. “Let’s cuddle for a bit.”

I nodded and held her, but it wasn’t long before we were kissing and touching again, and then I fucked my girl until she was screaming to the heavens and creaming all over my dick. Cheryl had come into my life out of nowhere, but I hoped more than anything that she would stay for the long haul.


CHAPTER 9

One Year Later

“Roger! Can you please bring us something to eat?” Cheryl called from her office. She and Ruby were in there working. They’d been putting in sixteen-hour days to prepare for Cheryl’s upcoming fashion show. It was her first official one for her new brand, and she was as nervous as she was excited. I wasn’t worried at all, though. She told me never to jinx her by saying positive stuff, but she was a fabulous designer, and I only saw bright days ahead for her.

As for me, I was still studying to become a handyman. I couldn’t wait to finish my carpentry apprenticeship, but I wasn’t in a rush for anything as long as I had Cheryl in my life. She needed me around to make sure that she was fed and had plenty of sexy, naughty fun. She was truly a workaholic, but I loved her anyway.

“Yeah, I’ll bring you guys some food! Just a second!”

I opened the fridge to see what there was and found some leftovers from the Korean restaurant we’d eaten at a few days ago and decided to serve that with some microwaveable rice. Neither of them ate much of anything, so I was sure they would be satisfied with the leftovers as I cooked everything in the microwave.

“What do you guys want to drink?” I hollered from the kitchen.

“Bottles of water please!”

I grabbed everything and placed it on a tray for easy carrying. I lived with Cheryl now, and it was the best. She dressed me up in pretty clothes, fooled around with me plenty, and made me feel worthy of her love. I tried my best to treat her like the queen that she was, but even the best of men made mistakes. Not that Cheryl was perfect, either, but she’d taught me a lot about myself and that I didn’t have to pretend to be someone other people wanted me to be when I could live a wonderful life being the person I truly was.

“Thanks, babe,” Cheryl said and gave me a kiss when I brought them their food. “You’re the best.”

“Anything for you,” I said and gave my girl one more kiss before I left them so that they could get back to work.
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