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Second (Kind of) Wife

1.

“You got married?!”

My best friend Michael's voice is like a knife in my brain. I cringe, wanting to crawl under the table to escape this conversation and the light of day. Is it the hangover? Yes. Is it the shame of what I've done? Also, yes. But also because I have a feeling that things will work a lot better for me if I can just get some rest, maybe smoke a bowl, and let the world pass me by. It's worked in the past. Why not now?

“Okay, yes, technically that is accurate. I got married last night,” I say.

“To who?” he asks.

“The girl from last night.”

“Sarah?”

“Right.”

“Ha! That was a test. Her name wasn’t Sarah.”

Michael’s a great guy, so I don’t want you to judge him too harshly just from this one interaction. Yes, sometimes he walks around like he’s got something long and sharp up his ass. But we’ve known each other forever and I give him more latitude to fuck with me than any of my other guy friends, or girlfriends for that matter.

“Okay, can we not do the little quizzes, right now? It’s early.”

“It’s not early.”

“The sun’s been up for, what? Four and half hours? Out of twelve hours of daylight, how does that not count as early? We’re still well into the first half.”

“So, do you have any idea how it happened?”

“Yes, vaguely.”

“Give me the play by play. We’ll work through the blacked-out parts together.”

“I saw her at the bar–”

“I was there for that. Skip ahead.”

I furrow my brow. The pressure from my head is like a kettle that’s about to boil. Who decided to put Las Vegas in a desert?

“So, yeah, we go back to her room. And we start doing shots.”

“Did you fuck her there?”

“If I did, do you think I would have been so desperate as to marry her? Give me a little credit.”

“All right, so then what?”

“Her friends came over.”

“And I take it you went out after that, right?”

“After several drinks. And some molly. Hey, Molly?”

“Still not the name of the girl, but I don’t want to derail this train of thought now that it’s left the station. Keep going. Where did you go after you left the hotel?”

“The Bellagio.”

“Okay, and then what?”

“One of the girls said that she didn’t like one of the dealers, so we left and started drinking on the street.”

“Uh-huh. And?”

“And after that, I don’t remember what happened for a while. But then I was in somebody’s car.”

“Who was driving?”

“I dunno. Friend of a friend of the girl, I guess. Black guy. No, wait he was, like, Middle Eastern, or Indian. Samir.”

“You remember that guy’s name but not the name of the girl you married?”

“Hey, tequila was involved. Bear with me here.”

“All right, so you’re in the car going somewhere.”

“IHOP.”

“Great, you’re going to IHOP, and–”

“The Little Chapel of Love! She sees the Little Chapel of Love. You know, it’s like in those movies where people get married when they’re drunk.”

“Uh-huh, I’m familiar with the premise,” Michael says. “I was actually just reminded of it recently.”

“Hey, man. Sarcasm doesn’t fix problems, okay?”

“Alright, so, you say, yes, I want to go there and get married to you.”

“No! Hell, no! I tell her I’m not nearly drunk enough for that.”

“Uh-huh.”

“So, she says, ‘okay we can fix that.’ Then we go to the liquor store.”

“Jesus.”

“And after that, I dunno.”

“That’s the end of the story?”

“Almost. Except that when I woke up this morning, I was wearing this–” 

I hold up my left hand to show off my ring finger. It’s not gold or anything, more like pewter. I don’t wear jewelry, but it is most definitely a wedding ring. And a tacky one at that.

“I checked my bank account. I spent $1400 last night.”

“That’s all? What was her ring made of? A fried onion?”

“Screw you, man. I came to Vegas with $2000. Well, $1,978.32. And that’s if you count the $43.50 I’ve got on me right now.”

“Shannon’s a lucky girl.”

“Shannon! Thank you. That was going to drive me nuts.”

“Mmm. So, what now?”

I take a sip of coffee, trying to stabilize.

“I’ve got to get an annulment, obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“But I need her there to agree to it,” I say. “She’ll agree, right?”

“Probably,” Michael says. “Although what do I know? I don’t know the girl.”

I drain the rest of the coffee.

“So, how do I find her?”

“Here’s what we do. We go to the Little Chapel of Love. Ask for a copy of the wedding certificate. That’ll have her address and maybe even a phone number. We find her, go see a lawyer, and explain that you never consummated the marriage. You didn’t, did you?” 

“I don’t think so.”

“Great. Well, we’ll just have to hope that she goes along with it. If she refuses, we’ll figure out what to do from there.”

I'm really lucky to have Michael in my corner for stuff like this. He's definitely the more practical one. I'd never tell him, because it's the kind of thing guys never say to each other, but in a way, it's like the two of us are married. That sounds weird. But if I ever met a woman who was half as loyal as he is, or half as smart, I'd probably end up marrying her.

Michael flags down the waiter.

“I’ve got this one,” he says.

“Thanks, man.”

“Don’t mention it. Let’s get you unmarried.”
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A fake address. Can you believe that? That bitch gave a fake address! What kind of a world are we living in where someone will marry someone and not even have the decency to give their real contact information? It’s a sign of the times. It’s like it’s not even safe to marry a stranger in Vegas anymore.

"It's going to be okay," Michael says, giving me a pat on the shoulder. I take a long sip from my beer and then set it down again. I really needed that beer. 12:30 couldn't have come soon enough.

"How? No girl means no annulment. I can't go into that lawyer's office without my 'wife'."

“Well, maybe she’ll make contact. Maybe she’ll walk right through that door just like she did last night.”

It’s not likely, I know. But drinking at the Las Palmas hotel bar is about the only thing I could do to retrace my steps and, hopefully, locate my erstwhile companion. It’s not the kind of place that a person should make a place of hanging out in. Velour drapes and pictures of Elvis in his prime, and past his prime, and dead. Okay, not dead. But a lot of the clientele is on its way there. She’s probably smart enough to stay away, or maybe she just doesn’t feel like drinking at 12:30. Although, if she’s anything like me, she’s probably grabbing a little hair of the dog herself. 

“What if I can’t find her? What if I actually want to get married someday? Am I supposed to tell the girl of my dreams, hey, babe there was this one night in Vegas that you should probably know about. Chicks aren’t down with polygamy, in my experience.”

“Well, what if we got another girl to pose as Shannon?” Michael suggests.

“What, you mean like, hire a stripper?” I say.

“Where did you hear the word ‘stripper’? I never said anything about a stripper. I’m saying we find another girl.”

“How? We don’t know any other girls in Vegas, and we don’t have money to pay any to pretend to know us.”

"Leave that to me," he says. "Wait here. Stay for as long it takes. I might be a while."

I usually like when he’s being devious, but now I’m hardly even curious. Just resigned.

"Sure, whatever," I say, signaling the bartender.

“And don’t drink too much. You need to be sober for what comes next. Well, mostly sober.”

"Yes, mom," I groan. Michael makes a beeline out of there, not even paying for his own drink this time. Damn. Now, what am I supposed to do in a crap-ass bar when I can't even drink?

I sit and stare at the walls. I listen to the muzak. I think about going gambling. It feels like I should be due a little luck. But instead of wandering off, I remain faithfully glued to the barstool and eat a whole bowl of peanuts. Then I get one more beer, which I promise myself I'll drink slowly. This practice of putting out peanuts is devious, I swear. It's like they know you're going to get thirsty again after, like, five of them. Forty minutes pass, maybe an hour. I'm about ready to call it quits and give up on my promise to Michael. And then she walks in.

I turn to see a girl walk in wearing a white sleeveless with a black pleated skirt. Not too slutty. Just the right hint of cleavage and a glimpse of her belly. She's perfectly made up, nails done, with a smile across her cherry-red lips. The long red hair in curls, that coquettish smile; I'd swear that she's the woman I married. But then after a second, I realize, she's someone else entirely.

“Michael?” I gasp.

“Shh!” he hisses at me. “This isn’t going to work if you out me right away, silly.”

I can’t believe the transformation that’s possible in less than an hour. What’s most impressive isn’t the clothes. It’s the movements of his body. He walks like he’s been wearing a skirt and heels his whole life. The shimmy and shake of his hips, the porcelain smoothness of his legs, hell, the wiggle of his ass. And his voice, high-pitched and sensuous. Michale’s never been a baritone, but god damn. It’s enough to have me completely convinced he’s really a girl.

“But, why? How?”

“You know why. You have a problem, I have a solution. As for the ‘how’, well, let’s just say that I’m a master of disguise. Or mistress, I guess.”

He bats his long eyelashes, teasing me.

“So? What do you think? Am I your blushing bride, or what?”

“This is too much. I mean, don’t get me wrong. I appreciate you doing this for me. But I can’t, uh, you can’t be my wife.”

“Why not, baby?” he says, giving me pouty lips. “Just because I have a dick?” 

“Well, yeah. Sorry but that has traditionally been a dealbreaker for me.”

“Nobody’s ever going to know. If you didn’t know me, could you tell?”

I look him up and down. Truthfully, if I didn’t know she was a guy, I’d be scheming to get her top off and reach under that skirt to–

Whoa, hold up!

“I could tell.”

“Liar,” he says. He tries to make it sound playful, but there’s an edge to his voice that tells me that he’s not just playing around. He takes a seat at the stool beside me, crossing his legs in a way that I imagine has to be uncomfortable but which he gives off an undeniably feminine grace. “I look hot. See the looks I’m getting? The boys in here are thirsty.”

“That’s just from the nuts.”

“Yeah, from deez nuts,” he crows, crossing his legs again, knee over knee.

“Okay, be serious right now. We’d have to convince a presumably sober lawyer. Besides, don’t they typically ask for ID in these kinds of situations?”

“Shit! I hadn’t thought of that,” Michael admits.

“Well, there you have it. Look, it was a good plan. Really, I can’t think of any other friend who would volunteer for a mission like this, but–”

“Johnny, either we give this a try or you can say goodbye to any hope of ending this marriage before we leave Vegas. Trust me, this can work.”
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I honestly wonder whether I actually woke up this morning. Not whether I should have gotten up and out of bed to face the day. The answer to that is obvious. But from the way this day has gone so far, the idea that I’m still dreaming is actually the most plausible explanation that I can come up with.

Because it actually is working. Michael, well, Shannon is charming the pants off this guy. Literally, the clerk at the county court office is about to bust out of his pants right now. Okay, so I obviously can't see whether he's got a massive boner behind that desk, but I can see that he hasn't once taken his eyes off 'her' for more than a second since we walked in.

“Really, it’s all my fault. Johnny got down on one knee and, I’ve been waiting so long I honestly didn’t know if he was ever going to propose on his own. He was so cute, the collared shirt I bought him and just popped the question right there. I cried and said yes, obviously, but then we started talking about it– and well, we did something a little stupid. We got married, completely drunk without our families even knowing a thing!”

“So, you want to get an annulment so that you can get married again next year?”

“Yes! God, can you imagine what our parents would say if we told them we eloped? They would be devastated. Seriously, I can’t do that to my mom. She’s got heart problems and we always talked about my dream wedding taking place in the church.”

“Why don’t you just have the wedding ceremony there and keep the legal marriage you already have?”

“But how would that work? We’d have to sign a new marriage certificate in Arizona, wouldn’t we? I mean, that’s part of the ceremony that I don’t think anyone in my family would overlook.”

“That’s true,” the clerk admitted. He steepled his fingers.  “You know, you’ll still forfeit the fee for the license.”

“We understand. That’s no big deal. We’re happy to do that if it means we can clear this whole thing up and forget about it.”

“So, you won’t be needing a permanent residency card to replace your green card, then?” he says.

“What?” I say. “What residency card?”

“The one that Shannon came to the office and applied for this morning,” he says, grabbing the folder from his desk and taking out a form. “You didn’t mention that you were from Canada, Mrs. Cumberland.”

“I– uh…” Michael stumbles. “I didn’t think that it mattered. There’s no law against it. We don’t need anyone’s permission.”

“So, why exactly did you file this application this morning if you planned to have your marriage annulled in the afternoon?”

My head is swimming. Residency card? What the hell is this shit?

Wait, it has to be Shannon. The real Shannon. She must have woken up this morning, remembered that she married an American guy and that now, hey, she can qualify for permanent residency. That Canucking bitch!

"We, uh, we didn't realize that the two things were related," I said. "Like, did you know that getting married meant you could stay in the country? Totally wasn't aware. We were going to get all that handled when we got back to the Great White North. Right, Shannon?"

“Okay, we need to come clean about something. We lied before.”

“Um, Shannon?”

“It’s okay. The truth is that we didn’t come to get the marriage annulled because we want our parents at the wedding. They know all about it, and, they don’t approve.”

“I see,” says the clerk, not sure about any of this but willing to see where it goes.

“Johnny’s mom told us to come in here and dissolve the marriage. She… I’m sorry...” 

And, I swear to God, Michael starts crying. Not fake crying. Real tears. Absolutely sensational. The performance is so convincing even I’m not sure what really happened anymore. Definitely leaning more towards believing this is all a dream.

“That may all be true, but if you want the residency card you’ll need to remain married. I’m sorry, kids. But we see too many scammers coming to Las Vegas hoping to get a fake marriage certificate so they’re entitled to permanent residency. So, which is it? Are you getting your marriage annulled or are you staying married?”

“We’re staying married obviously,” Michael says. I almost choke. Both of them look at me.

“Obviously,” I second, coughing.

“Alright, here’s the deal. I think there’s something very fishy about the two of you and your whole story. I think that you’re just looking for a quick way to get her citizenship,” the clerk says, pointing at Michael. I guess I was wrong about him being attracted to ‘her’. Turns out he just smelled a rat and was waiting to trip us up. “I don’t think you’re a real couple.”

"We are," Michael says confidently. "I've never loved another man more in my entire life."

"Uh, yeah. Me too," I mutter. "Shit, I mean, sorry for cursing. Ya know. The feeling's mutual. Between us, I mean."

“That’s good. Because I’m going to just forget about this request for the annulment and request that an auditor be sent over to observe you both at home.”

“We’re staying in a hotel,” I say.

"No, that's not going to work. You'll need to find at least a long-term stay. And you'll need to forward your new address to this office so that the auditor can drop in on you. Unannounced home visits are going to be required. And if in the opinion of the auditor, your marriage is fake then you will both be going to jail."  
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“What the hell was that?” I hiss after we’re down the steps of the courthouse and out of earshot.

“What? I was improvising,” Michael says.

“Yeah, I saw that. And I won’t lie, it was impressive.”

“But he gave us a chance to cut and run and we should have taken it.”

“What about Shannon and the residency card?”

“What about it? She shows up, sees that there’s no card. Boo-hoo, so sad for her.”

“John, do you really think that’s where it ends? We have to keep her from spilling the beans on this whole thing. You heard what the clerk said. A fake marriage is a serious charge.”

“Yeah, I heard. So, what do we do?”

“We play house,” he says. “Except that we have to play it completely for real. From now on, you have to refer to me as Shannon and only Shannon. I am your wife, and you are my husband and that’s all we are to each other. It doesn’t matter whether we’re in public or alone. If we’re going to sell this, we need to play the role so well that we inhabit it. Understand?”

“You’re serious? You’re really willing to go along with this? You don’t care that you have to be the girl?”

“Honey, I am a girl. For as long as it takes. That means no referring to me with male pronouns. I’m not your friend Michael. We’re a normal couple. We do that and the real Shannon gets what she wants and we’ll never have to hear from her again.”

I look my best friend in his– her pretty face and I have to admit that the transformation is practically flawless. I wouldn’t even have to act, really. She looks almost nothing like my friend, so it’s not like I’d have to strain my brain to try to keep the two of them separate in my head.

“What, so I have to actually stay married to that scheming bitch?”

"Just for now. We'll get a divorce later after all the paperwork has gone through and they can't touch any of us.

"What about the apartment? I can't afford to pay rent in Vegas on what I've got on me."

“I’m sure we can find something reasonable,” she says. “I’ll pay for it.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I say.

“Of course, I do. I’m your wife, remember? Till death do us part? We’re in this together.”

“I can’t thank you enough for this. I would be nowhere without you.”

“You’re damn right. Now give me a kiss.”

“You want me to kiss you?”

“On the cheek, not the lips. You’ll just end up messing up my lipstick. It’s not like we can fist-bump. Come on, they may be watching us.”

So, I lean over and give my best friend a kiss on the cheek, a little hint of foundation and blush coming off on my lips.

“Hey, stupid question–”

“You really don’t need to preface your questions like that. I can assume that it’s gonna be stupid on my own before you say anything.”   

“Yeah, ha, you’re not doing this because you like it, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s just, you slipped into this role awfully fast. And you’re really committed to it.”

“Look, I want this over with just as much as you do. But for now, we have to do this to save both our asses, okay?”

“Yeah. Of course. I don’t know why I asked.”

“Okay, so now that we’ve cleared that up, can we please find a place to stay? My feet are killing me in these heels.”


5.  

All right, you wanna know something kinda freaky? I’m actually kind of enjoying being ‘married’ to ‘Shannon’. I mean, with every girl I’ve ever been with it’s always been awkward at first, then fun. But we already know each other so well that it takes no effort for the two of us to get comfortable around each other.

We found a place right away that rents week to week, and it's actually less per night than the other fleabag where we were staying before. As soon as we found the place, I went to bed to finish sleeping off my hangover. And when I woke up, I found Shannon in the kitchen cooking me dinner. It was just Mexican-style eggs with peppers and onions from the bodega since we're on a seriously tight budget now. But it still smells great. I'm watching her cook for me now, her wig done up in a little bandana. I can't believe how much she's enjoying this. I'm even more surprised at how much I'm enjoying it.

And, I can’t stop staring. I mean, I know those tits are fake. But the chubby that’s pressing to my thigh isn’t. The way Shannon prances around, her silky smooth thighs that peek out from her high-cut jean shorts and the shirt wrapped around her chest; it’s all I can do not to drool. I even caught a little glimpse of the bra underneath her shirt. Yes, I don’t need to be reminded that she’s actually male. Well, maybe I do because my brain knows it but the signal just hasn’t reached my cock yet. I’m having trouble just trying to keep my cool and not get too excited. Even if we are supposed to be married, the thought of going ‘all the way’ with Shannon is a little too much for me right now.

I slip into the bathroom and lock the door. I whip out my phone and beat it to some pictures of some sexy models as fast as I can. Relieved, I’m able to face my wife again. When I come out of the bathroom, Shannon is looking at me like she knows what I’ve been doing in there.

“What’s up?” I say.

“Your dinner’s ready, baby.”

“Uh, thanks. Babe.”

Shannon wiggles over to the seat across from me and takes a seat, knees together with hands folded in her lap. Damn, she looks good. 

“What do you want to do tomorrow?” she asks.

“I, uh, should probably try to do a little remote work.”

I write SEO copy for this company that builds websites. The work is terrible. On the other hand, the pay is also terrible. The only good thing about the job is that it’s flexible and I can do it from anywhere, which I’m really grateful for right now.

“Good idea,” Shannon says. “I think I’m gonna get a bikini wax.”

I choke on my eggs. I’ve been choking a lot lately.

“You really think that’s a good idea?” I say.

“What? I’ll explain my whole situation down there when I make the appointment. I’ll just tell them I’m a ladyboy. Can I call myself a ladyboy or is that just for Asians? I just love the sound of it on my tongue. Ladyboy. It’s just so cute. Don’t you think?”

“Uh, well. I think it’s probably okay if you use the term, sure,” I say, trying to sidestep the question.

“So… are we gonna do it tonight, or what?” she says.

Ha! Didn’t choke that time because I am officially no longer eating.

“Do it?”

“Do our ritual like we always do when we watch the game. Wear our jerseys, ward off evil. We have to do it if we don’t want the Cardinals to lose, right?”

“Oh. Well, yeah. Obviously. I forgot all about it.”

“Seriously?”

Well, between getting married in Vegas and my best friend turning himself into an insanely hot chick to pose as her, I must have gotten confused and thought it was a biweek. Where has my head been lately? 

“I’m going to go get changed. You finished?” she says, standing up and crossing over to take my plate.

“Um, yeah.”

“You didn’t like it?” She says, looking at my half-eaten eggs. 

“No, it was great.”

“Johnny. Marriages are based on honesty. If you don’t like something, you’ve got to let me know, okay?” she says in this faux-disciplinarian voice.

“Sure thing,” I say.

“Good.”

And then she kisses me on the cheek. She’s so close that I can smell the perfume she’s wearing. She drops the dishes in the sink and then glides off the bedroom. Yes, that’s right. We have one bedroom between us. We’re sharing a bed, or, I don’t know. We haven’t talked about it. We can’t afford two bedrooms, and even if we could it would blow our story that we’re a married couple. I’m still worried about what’s going to happen tonight. I want to tell Shannon that I’m sleeping on the couch and she can take the bed. I don’t know why I’m worried. I’ve just got this idea that she’ll take it wrong.

I go over and start washing the dishes, and as I'm cleaning away the egg stains I think about what my friendship with Michael means to me. We've been friends since we were thirteen, and I've never had anyone else who knows as much about me. We've always traded stories about our sexual exploits. More mine than his, admittedly. He's a lot shyer about that stuff. And even though I've never made a big deal about it, I understand why. He's never had a lot of luck with women, which he chalks up to his short stature and slim build. Of course, both of those characteristics help now that he's become Shannon. I think about this woman who's suddenly appeared in my life and the fact that she's got all the aspects of my best friend. And I ask myself, do I want this to end? I can’t be sure of the answer.

But, no. Michael can’t be my wife. Not forever. What would our parents say, and all our friends? How would Michael live? And can I really love a girl with a dick?

All these thoughts are interrupted when I turn to see Shannon on the couch, her attention on the screen. No more dishes, so I’ve got no excuse not to go over. So, I take a seat on the couch a respectable distance away from her. Not too far, not too close. It’s perfect. I’m using my whole force of will not to look at her at all, just focusing entirely on the game. And for a while, we’re both totally absorbed. The Cards are up by 7, the Raiders have possession. I’m in my happy place, far away from any uncomfortable demands to think and then something happens that brings me straight out of my zone.

Shannon drapes her legs over my knees. She's painted her nails purple, and maybe she wants to show them off. But what's crazy isn't what she's doing. It's what I do. Because without even thinking about it, without noticing what I'm doing, I stroke her leg gently and absentmindedly with the back of my hand. As if the two of us touching like this was no big deal. Then, I catch myself. I look over at Shannon, and she's still facing forward, watching. I look down at the pair of smooth, bare legs resting against me. And that's when I see it. For the first time, I realize that Shannon is wearing her Antonio Hamilton jersey– and nothing else underneath! The cut-offs are gone and all that's left is a pair of black panties with pink trim and a pink Playboy bunny on the front. And Mr. Bunny's face is distorted slightly by my wife's bulge!

And I can't help it. I go completely stiff. I know she can tell because she looks at me and smiles.

“Took you long enough,” she says.
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I can't help myself any longer. I grab the inside of her thigh and begin running my hand up to her crotch. She giggles with delight. I take her legs in my hands and move her off me. I'm about to climb on top of this girl, and I need some maneuverability. I watch with fascination as her tiny bulge pumps up, getting bigger. I reach under the jersey. No bra, and no boobs. She's totally flat-chested, but I don't care. She places her hand over mine, loving the feel of my palm on her nipple. I stick my other hand in her panties, feeling her stiffening cock rise with my touch.

“No, don’t,” she whispers, stopping my hand.

“What’s wrong?”

“I wanna be your girl,” Shannon says. “But I don’t have a pussy for you to put yourself inside.”

“It’s okay,” I assure her. “Don’t worry. I don’t mind.”

“No, it has to be just right. I’ve wanted you for so long. Let me suck you off, please!”

“Yeah,” I mutter. “Yeah, do it.”

We switch positions. I climb off her and she slides to her knees, bringing her head between my legs. I unzip and unsheath my fully hard member. Jesus, I can already see the precum peeking out from the tip. She looks at my cock like she can't even believe it's real, like men's dicks are things she's only heard about and now finally she's getting the thrill of her life by tasting one. But while she may not have much experience, she blows me like a professional. 

She licks my tip at the seam, right under my mushroomhead. Then she stuffs my whole shaft down her throat. I’m amazed that she’s able to take the whole thing without choking. She’s got incredible control, and I can tell that she’s spent a lot of time thinking about the perfect way to pleasure me. Just the thought makes me want to squirt a huge load, letting it tickle her pallet as it slides down her throat.

I let my neck recline, enjoying the wet massage that my cock is enjoying. She makes big smacking sounds and plays with my nut sack in her fingers. She comes up for air. Shannon looks up at me, eager for my approval. I nod.

“You’re amazing. I’ve never had any girl better than you. Don’t stop!”

Those are apparently the magic words. She grins, goes back to her task with gusto. I take her head in my hands, guiding her as she bobs up and down. She hums as she runs her lips up and down my shaft, tickling the seam with her agile tongue. When I come, she’s ready to suck it all inside and gulp it down like she’s never had anything as tasty before.

“Holy shit,” I sigh. “Where did you learn how to do that?”

“I did my research,” she says. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about doing that. You have no idea.”

I offer her a hand and she rises from the floor. I pick her up and place her in my lap. She squeals with delight.

“I never knew,” I say.

“Of course not, silly,” she says, putting a finger to my lips. “I didn’t want you to.”

“But, why? Why hide when we could have been doing it like this all along?”

“I thought you would freak out and never talk to me again if you knew,” she says. I can hear the fear in her voice as she says it. She’s had a lot of time to worry about this, and it’s a real fear for her.

“You don’t have to worry,” I assure her. “Everything’s going to be okay now.”

She rests her head on my shoulder and we just sit there for a little while, enjoying how close we are. Then she says– 

“Thank you, Johnny.”

“You’re thanking me? I think you’ve got it mixed up, little miss. I’m the one who owes you a big, big, big thank you.”

She laughs.

“Was I really that good?”

“Better than I could have hoped for. You’re hotter than hell,” I say.

She’s pleased.

“You don’t feel, I dunno, weird?” 

I think about the question for a minute, trying to gauge my feelings. I probably should be worried about losing my best friend, or about things changing between us. But the truth is that all I feel at this moment is gratitude.

“I feel great,” I tell her. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt better.”

“I’m dreaming,” she says giddily. “I have to be. There’s no way this is finally happening.”

“Believe it,” I assure her. “It’s all true.”

“So, what do you want to do now?” she asks.

I realize for the first time that the football game is now over. Cardinals won. Big deal. I don’t know if I could possibly care less. I feel so good about how this night has turned out.

“Let’s go to bed,” I say. “I think I’m ready for round two.”
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You know those days where it seems like the sun is shining just for you? Well, I’m feeling that right now. Yes, okay, I’m in Vegas and it shines all the time here no matter what anybody does. And, yes, it’s actually hot as hell so it would be nice if the sun wasn’t shining quite so intensely. But it doesn’t matter anyway. I’m in love like I’ve never been before.

Last night, I spent close to an hour pounding Shannon's perky little ass. She was so tight and I was so hard that I was afraid I was going to break it off inside her. It was like all the fun of some random hookup but with all these feelings of being with a lover that you've known forever. Plus, I know my best friend. I knew perfectly well that we'd be safe without a condom, so that made the sex that much better. I may never use a condom again! Jesus, I know that sounds like I'm making a huge commitment all of a sudden, but I can't help myself. I'm just so amazed by this girl. And more amazed by what she's doing to me. She's so forward and shy at the same time. She wants to do it all the time, but she also won't let me see her naked. I guess I don't know how I would feel about seeing the fact that she's got a dick, but knowing it doesn't bother me somehow. It's like, it should be gay but it doesn't feel like it is. Not at all. It's more like we're just two really good friends who only just realized how much fun we could have screwing each other. It should feel wrong, but instead, it just feels amazing.

I stand in line at Starbucks. I promised Shannon a mango guava iced tea. I don’t think there’s anything that could possibly disrupt the feeling I have now on this glorious day. That is until I see her. Shannon.

Not my Shannon. The real Shannon.

I call her name. She pretends not to hear me. She walks away from the pick-up bar without even bothering to stay for her caramel macchiato.

“Shannon!” I call again, following her back outside into the blazing heat again.

“What do you want?” she calls behind her without turning.

“Uh, how about a ‘hello’? We are married, ya know.” She doesn’t turn around or respond, just quickens her pace. I follow her across the parking lot. I watch as she unlocks her car and slams the door hard behind her. I contemplate getting behind the car so that she can’t back up without running me over. But I don’t know her that well, and that might not stop her. So, instead, I go over and tap on the driver’s side window.

“You wanna tell me why you went behind my back and applied for American citizenship when we don’t even know each other and got married when we were drunk?”

She doesn’t make a move to start the car. 

“Shannon, talk to me. Why did you do it?”

She unlocks the car and opens it just enough to talk to me without turning her head. She wagers that I’m not going to pull the door open and drag her out.

“I’m sorry for what I did,” she says. “I was going to be deported if I didn’t marry somebody. My green card is set to expire and there is no way to renew without going back to Canada and...I have a boyfriend, but he doesn’t want to…”

She starts to tear up, but I’m not having it.

“So, you met me and said, ‘hey, why not this guy?”

“It’s not like we need to stay married or anything,” she chokes out between sobs. “It’s just temp–  temporary. I’m suh-sorry!”

“Okay, okay,” I say, not swayed by the theatrical performance but concerned about the looks I’m drawing from passersby who probably think I’m about to assault this poor woman in her car.

“Look, Shannon. I don’t even care what you did. It’s my fault for getting so drunk that I even got talked into it in the first place. Just do me a favor and at least give me your phone number. We need some way to contact each other if we’re going to pull this off. Other than that, I’m happy to lead separate lives for as long as it takes until this thing is done.”

“Really?” she says. “You’re willing to go along with it? Why?”

“I’ve got my own reasons. You just don’t change your address with the county clerk’s office or anything like that until I tell you to.”

“Why not?”

“The phone number, Shannon. This is important.”

I open my iPhone and navigate to the keypad. She puts in a number. Not trusting her to give me the real one, I dial it and wait for her phone to buzz in her cup holster. Satisfied, I shut the car door hard. Goodbye, forever. I hope.
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“Oh, yeah.”

“You like that, daddy?” she says. “You like that you’re balls deep in my ass?”

“Fuck yeah,” I say, panting as I grind deeper inside. She yelps as I graze the pleasure center in her rectum with my hard cock. Shannon’s wearing nothing except a frilly skirt and a thong which is currently wrapped around her knees. Oh, and high-heeled shoes.

I can feel myself getting close, getting ready to erupt inside her. I smack her upper thigh to let her know I’m ready.

“Yes, daddy! Come inside me, please. I need your cum!”

I release, letting the cum that’s been building inside me out and shooting it deep inside of her. I probably could have lasted longer, but with these sessions coming on twice a day I just don’t have the manna stored up anymore.

Ding, dong!

“Who the hell is that?” I say aloud.

“Go see?” Shannon asks.

“Yeah, hold on a second,” I say, wanting for my hardness to recede at least enough for me to comfortably slip my pants back on. The doorbell keeps ringing.

Ding, dong! Ding, dong!

"Just a minute!" I call. Then, I realize that I shouldn't say anything. If I miss them and they just go away, maybe that's for the best. Nobody knows we're here. Unless... Did Shannon find us somehow? Oh, no. I have a sinking feeling that she's come to ask for money.

After a minute, I'm flaccid enough to slide into a pair of shorts and can get up and peer through the keyhole. It's not Shannon. This guy is old, slightly thinning hair.

I open the door.

“John Cumberland?” the man asks.

“Uh, yeah?”

“I’m Nathaniel Schweiber. I’m with the county clerk’s office. May I come in?”

“Oh, right. Yes, of course.”

Shit. This is the guy whose job it is to look in on us and make sure that we’re actually a real couple. Okay, not a problem. We can fake this. It’s only our freedom on the line.

“Is your wife at home, Mr. Cumberland?”

“Yes, she’s in the bedroom,” I say. “Hey, baby?”

“Yes, dear?” she responds.

“Mr. Schweiber from the county clerk’s office is here.”

“Okay, I’ll be right out,” she says.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” he says. “You understand, don’t you, why we can’t notify the interested parties in advance about our visits. That would defeat the purpose of the whole exercise.” 

“Of course,” I say. “I completely understand. Can I offer you a beer?”

“I’m afraid not,” he says, clicking his pen and jotting something down. That isn’t bad, is it? That’s not, like, a strike against me. Couldn’t be. Could it?

“Please have a seat,” I say.

“Thank you,” he says, taking a spot on the couch.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything,” he says.

“Oh, not at all.”

“What were the two of you doing when I knocked?” he asks.

“Doing?”

Is this guy onto me? This guy is definitely on to me. He has this look in his eye. Then I feel a bead of sweat on my brow and remember that I’m probably still sweating and my hair is ruffled by sex.

“Please, Mr. Cumberland. I’m not a priest. You don’t need to hide that kind of thing from me. In fact, we actually like to see it. It’s a sign that things are going well between you, am I wrong?”

“Right, yes. Of course. Yeah, I totally agree. Things are going good. Well, I mean. Excellent, in fact.”

He doesn’t say anything, just starts scribbling again.

Shannon emerges from the bedroom. She’s done-up and looking beautiful but not sexy, put together is the best word for it. She’s got on a house dress and her hair is just a little bit messy.

“Nice of you to come by,” she says in her best wifely tone. “Oh, don’t get up. I’ll come to you.”

Shannon glides across the room, extending her hand in a ladylike pose. Schweiber stands and kisses it cordially.

“I love that,” he says. “You know, most ladies don’t offer their hands like that anymore. It’s so nice to meet a woman who isn’t encumbered by the need to appear well, masculine, just to act on par with the men.”

“I absolutely agree,” Shannon says with a smile. “You’re quite the gentleman, Mr. Schweiber. One of the last.”

“Well, I hope that’s not true,” Scheiber says, clearly smitten.

The rest of the interview is as smooth as can be. He laughs at Shannon’s jokes, compliments her on her fashion sense. She makes instant coffee, he drinks it. And by the time he’s finished he’s totally convinced and ready to take our word for everything.

“This has just been the loveliest evening,” he says as he gets ready to walk out the door.

“Thank you so much for stopping by,” Shannon says.

“Oh, believe me, ma’am it was my pleasure,” says Schweiber, grinning.

“Is there anything more that we need to do?” I ask.

“Do? Oh, no. I think I’ve seen all I need to. You know, you two make such a lovely couple. I’m happy for you both.”

“Thank you,” says Shannon, beaming.

“I’m going to submit my report, and all your paperwork should be approved in four to six weeks.”

“Oh, thank you!” Shannon says. “You don’t know what it means to us.”

“It’s no problem. I’m happy to.”

Then he says, almost conspiratorially–

“Hold onto this one, Johnny. She’s a real keeper.”


9.

Well, I guess that Schweiber really knew what he was talking about. One year later, we couldn’t be more in love. Once all the paperwork went through, we moved back to Phoenix. It was a little bit awkward explaining things to our parents, but they’ve been mostly pretty understanding and supportive. Shannon’s work has been supportive too. They let her transition fully at work and now there really aren’t any issues. Plus, they let her take time off to go to Thailand–

And get breast implants! She’s got a chest like Barbie now. My girl’s got amazing tits and I couldn’t be prouder. Having my arm around her in public with all the other guys staring is just a bonus, of course. Really I got to marry my best friend, and that’s plenty. 

Everything worked out for my ‘wife’ too. She got to stay in the US and she’s even sending a little money to try and make up the damage. It’s pretty irregular and there’s not much of it, but I appreciate that she’s making the effort at least. In a way, I should be thanking her. Who knows if Michael would have ever had it in him to reveal the truth if the opportunity to become my wife hadn’t come along. We could have both missed out on something amazing. Life’s funny like that, I guess.

Well, I guess that what happened in Vegas doesn’t have to stay there. It came home with me and I couldn’t be happier. Maybe we should go back sometime. We’re in a comfortable routine around here and it might do us both good to go back and stir up a little trouble.

“Hey, babe?”

“What?”

“Road trip to Vegas this weekend?”


The Freshwoman

1.

I hate seniors. I know, I realize that’s like hating thirty-year-olds or old folks. I’ll be there myself one day. Yeah, I know, I know. But when you’re a freshman and the assholes who call themselves your ‘brothers’ tell you that you’re throwing them a party and you get stuck collecting the money for the booze (and making up the difference yourself when the collection comes up short), you can see where I’m coming from. Seniors give orders, and freshmen obey orders. Seniors can drink legally, but they make you buy them beer. So instead of studying for my Trig test or watching Top Shot or jerking off, or doing whatever I would prefer to be doing with my Saturday, I spent the afternoon running myself ragged making fliers to hand out to all the sorority houses, ordering pizzas, prying money out of the hands of anyone who happens to be hanging around the house, and generally doing all the bitch work that makes a party happen. And ya know what? It’s actually come together.

What was just a twinkle in Baxter’s eye this morning is now a rager with three kegs flowing at once, music, a beer pong table, and at least three hundred people all thanks to my effort.

“Not bad,” Steve says, taking a nice healthy bong rip and setting the glass piece back on the toilet tank where he found it. “You throw a kickass party, Declan. I’m gonna tell Bax to make you Party Chairman.” We’re standing in the second-floor bathroom, because where else can you blaze in peace during a house party?

“Do that and you’re not invited to the next one I throw,” I say, fingering the rolling papers in my hand between my fingers.

“Bro, I live here. I’m getting in regardless.”

"That's what she said," we both intone at the same time. He says it sincerely; I say it somewhat ironically. It's times like these that make me wonder why exactly I pay close to $500 a month in dues to have friends like Steve. He's barely making a 2.1-grade point average, goes days without bathing, and I suspect that he shoplifted the mildewy hat he's never been seen without. Then again, he did provide the weed for the joint I'm now rolling. So, there's that.

“I’m serious, man. You’re really goin’ places in this little organization of ours.”

“That’s because I do the bitch work without complaint. Bax says throw a party, so I make it so. Jump? Oh, how high, sir?”

“Listen to you. You sound like a pledge.”

“Don’t remind me. I still have scars, literal scars from pledge week.”

“I’m just sayin’ man, look on the bright side.”

The door flies open. Big Man, a 270-pound Samoan in a Metal t-shirt stumbles in, kicks up the toilet lid with the toe of his shoe, kneels down, and starts spewing into the bowl. Steve deftly grabs the bong and rescues it from the splash zone.

“I think I’m getting laid tonight,” Steve says.

“Hope springs eternal,” I say.

“What?” Steve asks, eyes glassy. Big Man continues to blow chunks, not concerned with our conversation any more than we are with his regurgitations.

“I’m saying good luck because you’re gonna need it,” I say.

“What are you talking about? I get plenty of tail,” Steve says, suddenly defensive. “What makes you think you’ll do any better?” 

“I don’t,” I say. “I know exactly how low my chances are, and that’s the difference between us.”

Big Man finishes up, flushes, and then exits without a word. I take the joint and light it, letting the paper at the tip burn off before inhaling.

“You got no fucking confidence, man,” Steve says, saying it like it’s a revelation from heaven. “You need some fucking confidence, man.”

Steve’s profundity staggers lesser minds.

“What I need is some seniority. That way, when I see a girl and can actually get close to her, I don’t have her ripped away by Bax or Shep or Mungo Terry or any of the other guys who live in the house and have bedrooms they can take their dates to.”

“Long time to wait for ass,” Steve says sagely.

“Indeed,” I say, coughing on the spliff. I hold out the joint for Steve but he’s still got the bong resting against his shoulder, glassy-eyed and unaware of how it got there.

“Getting a little cotton-mouthed,” I say, feeling the fuzziness on my tongue. “Think I’ll grab a beer.”

“Hope springs eternal,” Steve says, echoing my sentiment from a moment ago. The phrase seems to be rattling through his pot-addled brain. “Hope springs eternal,” he whispers, haunted.


2.

“Declan! Hey, brother,” Bax says, pulling me into a hug. “Just the man I was looking for. We’ve got odd numbers for beer pong. We’re hoping you can help us out.”

I don't have anything in particular against Baxter. He's never gone out of his way to abuse me. It's more that he carries destruction with him in his wake simply because doing the right thing is so often inconvenient. He's one of those guys who never sets out to do bad but always seems to find it along the way. With his grubby beard and penchant for berets, you'd take him for an artist, and I think he encourages the mystique. In reality, he's an accounting major.

“There’s your partner,” he says, pointing a chipped-black fingernail in the direction of a girl beside the time. She’s brunette, slim with a simple graphic t-shirt that looks like she bought it at Kohl’s or something. Very shy, unbelievably pretty. She seems out of place only because nobody seems to be paying her as much attention as a girl like that could expect to command. If she came with her sorority, those bitches have left her high and dry.

“Her?” I say, sensing some sort of trap.

“That’s right,” Baxter confirms. He’s a little sloshed, and I can see a sly grin forming at the corner of his mouth.

“She’s not with somebody?” I ask. Baxter shakes his head.

“All yours.”

“Why?”

I might just accept my good fortune, and if I hadn’t just gotten high, I would. But there’s something strange going on here. No way that a girl like that is on her own, with no one talking to her, for no reason.

“What are you asking me for? Shep says they’ve got odd numbers, so they’ve got odd numbers. Go over and make her feel welcome.”

Well, I guess that’s one way to get some confidence. I have to admit that Steve does have a point. I step through the crowd to where the girl is standing.

“Hey,” I say. “I’m Declan.”

“I’m Scarlet,” she says. I’m reminded of this line from a Cake song. ‘Her voice is dark, like tinted glass.’

“Ya need a partner?” I ask. She says something in response, but I can’t make it out over the din of the music.

“I was thinking I’d just watch,” she repeats, louder.

"Oh, okay," I respond. I'm about to say 'sorry' when she says.

"But you can be my partner if you want," she says. She looks at me with these sea-green eyes and I can sense that she'd be grateful if I accepted. Me, doing her a favor? Yes! 

“Yeah, that’s what I came over for.”

I hold out my knuckle and to my surprise, she gives a quick little fist bump in return. It's semi-ironic, but she does it seemingly without thinking. She pounds hard.

“I’ll write our names on the board,” I say, stepping over to the chalkboard and sliding us into a slot. When I come back, I tell her, “there’s like three games ahead of ours. You want to find a place to sit outside while we wait?”

“Sure!” Scarlet says.
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Standing on the deck proves impossible, so instead, we go down and find a quietish space on the lawn.

“So what happened to your friends?” I ask.

“Like, who did I come here with?” she says.

“Yeah, what gives? Don’t girls usually come to parties in packs?”

“I came with my friend Jess, but she’s somewhere with my Johnny and his boyfriend Ramon. We’re kind of a clique, I guess.”

“That’s cool. No boyfriend?”

“Uh, no…” she says, sighing with embarrassment. It looks like she’s about to turn red.

“Sorry, was I too forward?” I ask.

“No, it’s not that. I just don’t get asked that a lot.”

“Really? Because that definitely seems like something you’d get asked, like, every day.”

“Could we maybe talk about something else, please?”

“Sorry. It’s just how people get to know each other, ya know?”

“Right, it’s just that I don’t really do that kind of stuff,” she says, folding one arm against another in a defensive posture. I’m thinking she must have been fat or a nerd or something in high school, so I don’t press the subject.

“What’s your major?” she says.

“Oh, I’m still undeclared,” I say.

"Okay, a guy who keeps his options open. I respect that." 

“You?”

“Business,” she says.

“You like it?”

“Nobody really likes it, I think. We’re all just trying to figure out how to make money because nothing else makes more sense.”

“It’s not a bad degree to have. At least it’s versatile,” I say.

“That’s me,” she says with a sly grin. Somehow I haven’t been let in on the joke.

“Yo!” Shep calls from the deck. “Declan and Scarlet, you’re up!”
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We destroy at pong. I’m good; she’s better. Scarlet gets three cups in a row and is ‘on fire’ straight off the bat. 

“Damn, how did you get so good at this?” I ask.

“How do you think?” she says.

“Right, I just don’t know many girls who are this gifted at beer pong.”

“You don’t know many girls like me,” she laughs, draining another. Our opponents have mopey looks on their faces, and the guy with the goatee looks like he’s about to cry. But he doesn’t. Instead, he barfs.

“Does that mean we win?”

“House rules say it’s a forfeit, so yeah. It’s our game.”

“Hell yeah!” Scarlet shouts, throwing her arms around me. I grin, happy for the physical contact, even if someone had to barf to make it happen. As she lets go, I notice one girl in the crowd around the table lean over and say something to her friend. Both girls give the classic ‘judgey’ look; the look that says, ‘you’re nastier than what I pick off my shoe.’ I can’t help but wonder what the hell these people seem to have against Scarlet. It feels like everyone’s in on a secret that I have no idea about.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. “Ready for round two?”

“Nah,” I say. “I’d rather get out of here.”

“Really? Don’t you have to be here?”

“Well, I mean, I’m in the frat but I live on campus.”

“Me too,” she says.

“Wanna walk back together?”

“Sure. That sounds great,” she beams. “I’ll go tell my friends.”

I nod, watch her cut her way through the crowd. I see an open spot on the couch and decide to snag it, play with my phone, and wait for Scarlet to return. But I've only been there for three minutes when Baxter saunters over, a handle of Jameson in his hand.

“Declan!”

“Hey, man.”

“Where ya going tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“I saw you two talking.”

“Yeah, so what?”

“Might want to rethink getting with this girl,” he says.

“Yeah, why’s that?”

"'Cause, she's not a girl.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“She’s a tranny, bro. I mean, hey, I couldn’t tell either. And if I didn’t know, I’d be looking to get into her pants too. But, ya know. No homo.”

Now I get it. The reason that Scarlet has been getting the stink eye from every girl in the place, the way that every guy seems to have a smug little smile on his face when he looks in her direction. Of course, she says she doesn't date. She doesn't want some asshole coming onto her only to learn the truth and drop her fast. Some asshole like me.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about, man,” I say.

“Just a friendly word of warning,” he says. “Don’t shoot the messenger.”

But I do shoot him– a look. One that says, ‘go to hell. I can date who I like.’ Baxter throws up his hands in surrender.

“Your call, dude,” he says, snickering. I storm off, not wanting anything more to do with this scene. Scarlet catches up to me by the door.

“Hey, you okay?” she asks.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I say.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Let’s just get out of here. I don’t really feel much like hanging around here.”

“Sure,” she says. “Let’s go.”
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The walk from the frat house to my dorm takes around seventeen minutes if you walk at a normal pace. But the walk tonight feels endless. Scarlet can sense that something’s not right. She tried walking close enough for me to reach out and take her hand. But I kept mine just where it was, and when a tree appeared in our path we moved apart to let it pass between us. Now that distance feels like it’s getting greater and greater. Even worse is the silence that sits in between us. It seems to just hang there with nothing to break it up. It’s not like I want to maintain this awkwardness between us, but what am I supposed to say?

‘Oh, hey, so I found out that you have a penis. Sorry for all the jerks at the party making fun of you for it.’ I feel bad that I know and that she doesn’t know that I know. It’s not fair that she gets this kind of treatment from people like that. It’s not like she asked to be the way she is. She’s just trying to be Scarlet, live her life and feel normal. And I want the same thing for her. Except…

I don’t know if I can look at her the same way.

“So… this a nice long silence.”

“What?”

“I said, this is a nice long walk,” she says. Did I just hear her wrong?

“I make it every day,” I say.

“Yeah, I can picture it. Pretty much exactly. You walking, not looking around, not saying anything to anyone.”

“Sorry,” I say. “Weed makes me introspective.”

“Yeah, same,” she says.

“Sorry for all those people at the party,” I say.

“What do you mean?” she asks. Did she really not notice how everyone seemed to be looking at her back there? No, she must have seen. Maybe she just didn’t register it.

“Those guys, they’re good guys, really. But they’re just a bunch of cavemen about a lot of things. I hope you didn’t take it personally.”

"I wasn't taking it personally. I mean, it hurt. At first. Then I saw that there was at least one cute, sweet, interesting guy there and I felt better."

“Oh,” I say. “Good.”

“Yeah, until I left the party to walk home with him and he got all quiet and weird.”

“Like I said–”

“Yeah, I get it. It’s the weed.”

“Right.”

“So, there’s nothing else that’s making you so cagey? Maybe something you learned about me back there?”

“Like what?”

“Come on, Declan.”

“Alright, yes. I did learn something about you that I wasn’t expecting.”

“Oh?”

“And I think you know what it is.”

“Do I?”

“Come on, Scarlet.”

“I don’t suppose it has anything to do with what’s between my legs. I mean, why would that be of interest to a boy like you.”

“A boy like me?”

“You are straight, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“So, you’re not interested. Isn’t that it?”

“Well, no. I mean, it’s not true that I’m not interested.”

“So, does that mean you are interested?”

I stop walking. She walks on a few paces before she notices. She turns, our eyes met.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m interested in you, Scarlet.”

She stands looking at me for a moment, trying to appraise whether I mean it. Then, she turns on her heel and starts walking toward campus again. 

“Good,” she says. I hurry to catch up to her.

“So…?”

“What?”

“Do you have any response?”

“I do.”

“Do you want to tell me what it is?”

“No.”

“No? So, what?”

“So, if you want to get to know me better, it sounds like we should probably hang out again.”

“Sure, cool. Yeah. Let’s do that,” I say. “When?”

“I have Chem Lab on Monday mornings, so I need tomorrow to prepare.”

“I’ve got Chem Lab too,” I say. “And I’m passing, I think. I could help you. Or we could study together, at least.”

“Okay, I like that plan. Hey, my dorm was back there,” I say, pointing back in the direction of the big grey building we just passed.

She stops and turns.

"Then, I guess it's goodnight, Declan."

“That’s it?” I say.

“What more were you expecting to get tonight?”

“I guess...I don’t know.”

She crosses over to me, looks at me with those big green eyes, and gives me a quick kiss on the lips. Even with the faint taste of beer on her breath, there's something delicious about her kiss. It's tentative and delicate, the way her lips press against mine; soft and warm, and completely feminine.

“Thanks for tonight,” she says.

“Yeah, you too,” I say, watching as she turns to go. The last thought in my mind as I walk back is her name pounding in my brain over and over and over. Scarlet, Scarlet, Scarlet.
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My first thought when I woke up this morning was of her. The sun streams in through the blinds that Rajnesh forgot to close last night. I'm lucky he's an early riser because there's a stiffy that I've got to do something about. I think about her lips and the way her body looked when she was walking away from me in the half-light of the street lights gives me a tightness in my shorts.

As I slide my swollen cock out of my briefs, I wonder if she’s doing the same thing. Does she get morning wood the way a guy does? Does she slip herself out of a pair of silk panties and stroke herself thinking about me? I picture her cute face, hair hanging in her eyes, lips puckered as she pleasures herself. The thought makes me stroke harder, faster. The thought of a girl who jerks off like me is getting me hard like I can’t believe. I wonder whether she’s happy with having a cock or whether she’s going to go ‘all woman’ and turn it into a tight little pussy. Somehow, both seem hot. The thought of her understanding my body the way that she does her own is sexy enough, but there’s something so alluring about a trans girl who is willing to undergo surgery just to affirm her womanhood.

In my mind, she’s stroking her own cock and fingering her pussy both at once. I cum hard into a sock and sigh as my body flushes with dopamine. She’s definitely left an impression on me. I just hope I haven’t blown my wad too fast. Even if the thought of her naked turns me on now, what if things are different when we actually meet up? What if I chicken out when I see her knob for the first time? The thought makes me a little queasy.

I try to put aside this thought and remind myself that she’s a girl, just like any other. If I’m not into it, I can always say so and leave. Even if it hurts her. Even if it hurts both of us.

Once my dick softens and my erection no longer shows, I decide to hit the community shower at the end of the hall and then walk over to Starbucks for an iced latte. On the way, I watch the girls passing and wonder about them in a way I never have before. Could any of them be like Scarlet? Hiding in plain sight, hoping not to be noticed for what they are and instead to be recognized for who they’re trying to be? It’s weird, but knowing Scarlet’s secret is part of what turns me on about her. I start to think about what it would be like to see her in her underwear, but the thought makes me a little stiff again and I try to forget it.

We’re not supposed to meet up until the afternoon, so I wander around campus for a few hours trying not to think about her. 
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I knock at her dorm room door. A couple of girls at the end of the hall are checking me out, curious about what a guy is doing on their floor and who I’m here to see. But they pass me without comment and hardly a look between them. The door opens.

“Hey,” Scarlet says. She’s dressed in grey sweats meant to look casual but sexy too. The short-cut top with PINK written on it is cut to show off her stomach. Her shorts are tight-fitting. No sign of a bulge. I try not to peek, but I can’t help but notice. She turns back inside and I get a glimpse of her round, pert ass.

"I was thinking about you," I say. Not sure why I let this slip since it was the opposite of what I'm trying to be. Casual, cool, aloof; all these would have been better poses to make instead of letting her know I'm into her.

“Yeah, I was thinking about you too,” she says, taking a seat on the bed. It’s the only one in the room.

“No roommate?” I ask.

“They gave me a single because, well. Ya know.”

“Right, I get it.”

She picks up the textbook laying open on the duvet and flips the page.

"So, are we gonna study?" she asks eyes on the book instead of me. Casually, I kick off my sandals and climb on the bed, crossing my legs so that I'm facing her.

“Imagine you are trying to construct an inert electrode. Which of the following would you use?”

I’m not paying the slightest attention, of course. I can’t stop staring. I can’t watch her pouty pink lips accentuated with a perfectly subtle shade of lipstick without burning to have those lips wrapped around my cock. Already I can feel a bulge pressing against my inner thigh.

She looks up from the book at my face, then my lap. I grope for an explanation.

“It’s not–”

“A dick? Please, Declan. You don’t have to pretend. You don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.”

Hearing this, my engorged member bucks even harder against my shorts. I groan, both from embarrassment and lust.

“Ooh, I think he likes that. Do you like hearing that this girl has got a rod of her own?”

“Yes,” I say.

She takes her daintily manicured hand and places it on top of mine. Then she lifts my hand and presses it to her crotch.

“Wanna feel?” she asks. I nod vigorously. “You dirty boy.”

She takes her hand and slides it under her shorts. She’s wearing some kind of sling or something that she slides out of as she peels her shorts off.

There, between her legs, is a perfectly smooth little cock and balls. She's smaller than me. Somehow both exotic and familiar. She scoots closer to me, letting her thigh rest against my knee. She looks into my eyes, wanting to know if I'm cool with this. I slowly run the tips of my fingers up her inner thigh. She squirms a little as I gently rub the head of her dick and then wrap my thumb and index finger around her shaft, coaxing it to life.

Scarlet’s pupils dilate as she stares at me, overwhelmed by excitement. She hardens slowly, complimenting my already-engorged cock. While I touch her, she reaches over and unzips me, sliding my hard wand out of my shorts.

“You’re so big,” she whispers, genuinely impressed by my size. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just follow what I’m doing,” I say. “Do what comes naturally.”

We each scoot still closer together so that we can wrap our hands around each other. I massage her gently. Soon, we’re stroking each other in sync. I rest my forehead against hers as we stroke each other. Her lips find mine and we begin kissing and touching each other, both happy to be exploring the other’s body. As we kiss, I slide my left hand down to touch her breast at the same time that I jerk her off with my right. It’s only now that I realize what I didn’t before; no bra.

Her soft mound of flesh feels as real as any I've ever touched. Rounder than Jenny Turnbull's, and firmer than Sacha Geinkowski's. The tip of her tongue runs down my own tongue. I imagine what it would feel like for that skillful tongue to run the length of my scrotum.

I want to slow down, worried that it will be over too fast. So, I slow down my stroking of her. She gets the message and slows too, rubbing my dick in loose, loping tugs that excite my shaft without bringing me closer to completion. 

“Now what do you want?” She asks.

“Your mouth,” I say.

“Well, you’re going to have to get me off first,” she says.

“With pleasure,” I say. I take her stiff cock in my hand and begin tugging it faster and harder before pinching her mushroom head ever so slightly, hoping that the pressure will give her the burst of pleasure she needs to get off. I’m getting closer now. I can feel that she's close to cumming. Her eyes are half-closed, consumed by ecstasy.

As I prepare to finish her off, she stops me.

“Wait, wait,” she says. “I’m gonna cum.”

She grabs the top sheet just in time to catch the white geyser escaping the tip of her hard dick. Her back arches as she explodes into the sheet. She’s sweating a little from her forehead.

“You good?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” she says, kissing me. “God, where have you been?”

I smile.

“I’m here now,” I say.

“Yeah, and I owe you a blowjob,” she says. “Let me get on that.”
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I never realized it before, and yet it makes perfect sense. No girl sucks better cock than one with a cock of her own. Scarlet knows all the right moves as she goes down on me. Despite the flood of endorphins, she doesn’t rush things. She very slowly feels her way around my erect cock, letting her tongue snake around my shaft, teasing my sensitive head with little flicks of her tongue. Then, when I’m good and ready, she goes deeper. I’m on my back, looking up at her as she stuffs me inside of her.

She hums a little as she lets my cock slide gracefully between her lips. I’ve never gotten better from any girl. No pussy feels this good. Her mouth is more dexterous, her tongue and lips and teeth capable of applying just the right amount of pressure without too much tension. She vacuums up my precum just as soon as it escapes my hole.

I run my fingers through her hair. I smell her shampoo: lavender and lilac. Oh, yeah. This is a woman. She's more of a woman than any girl I could ever hope for. And I'm the lucky guy who gets to have her. Baxter and Shep and those tools from the frat have no idea what they're missing out on here. She's here, with me, and she's all mine.

Her teeth deliver me a jolt, but she doesn’t apply much pressure, just lets them glide up and down my cock like a finger gliding on piano keys. The threat of her teeth sinking into me heightens the experience and makes me eager for more. She switches tactics, using her tongue to massage the seam of my balls.

“How am I doing?” She asks, coming up for air.

“Incredible,” I say. “The best.”

She grins.

“Think you could return the favor for me sometime?”

“Uh, sure,” I say, caught off guard. It’s not that I’m turned off. I just never did that before. 

“Don’t sweat it,” she teases. “I’ve always preferred giving head to receiving it.”

This girl keeps surprising me. She goes back to attending to my thick cock, rubbing it for just a couple strokes before sinking her lips around it again. I can feel that she’s getting closer to getting me off. She speeds up, using her tongue less and her lips more. Satisfied that I’ve held out long enough, I lie back and wait to come. When I do, she catches it expertly in the sheet just the way she did with her own. I like the thought of our jizz mingling. She tosses it aside and crawls on top of me, resting her head against my chest.

“That was incredible,” she says, after a while.

“Yeah,” I say. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You had fun, right?” she asks.

“Are you kidding? That was about the best sex I ever had.” She doesn’t say anything.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she says. “It was fantastic. I had a great time.”

“But…?”

“But, guys usually say all that sweet stuff right after, and then–”

She lets a gust of breath escape. They disappear. Vanish. Gone.

“That’s not going to be me,” I say.

“You sure?” she says, resting her chest to look into my eyes.

“Definitely. I’m not about to throw away a good thing that easily.”

She runs her fingers along the hairs on my nipples, making me squirm. I know girls’ nipples are way more sensitive than guys’, but I could never get used to a girl handling mine.

“You’re probably the sweetest guy I’ve ever slept with,” she says.

“Oh?” I say, having nothing better to add.

“Yeah, so don’t break my heart, okay?”

“I promise,” I say.

We lay there together just holding each other. Eventually, we get back to studying. I still find it hard to concentrate, but at least I’m no longer bursting with lust. I ask if she wants to go to the Student Union for a late lunch, but she says she’s not really hungry so we say our goodbyes.

Walking back to my dorm room, I think about the two of us. I never would have pictured myself with a girl like Scarlet. Now I can’t stop thinking about seeing her again, and of what else we might get up to with that single room of hers. It’s a whole new world of possibilities.
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Not much to do. House is quiet. It’s me and Steve on the couch. He passes me the bong and says–

“So, how’s that, uh, your friend?”

“Scarlet? She’s good.”

“And you’re like... into her?”

“Yeah,” I say, taking a rip.

“And so, it’s like the two of you are like… compatible?”

“Yeah, man.”

“Weird. But I mean, that’s cool and all. Like, you do you.”

“I intend to.”

I'm feeling like I could melt into the couch right now; I'm so relaxed. It's quiet again, and then I hear the screen door in the back of the house creak open.

“Hello?”

“Yeah,” I say, figuring this must be Scarlet. And yes, she’s okay with me blazing before our dates just as long as I save her something to smoke too.

A girl enters, but it’s not Scarlet. She’s a little on the chunky side, might not have washed her hair today. Her nose turns up at the smell of weed.

“Hey, is Baxter here?”

“And you would be?” Steven asks imperiously.

“His girlfriend.”

"Ooooh," we say in unison like we're a pair of ten-year-olds.

“Coming babe!” Baxter calls from upstairs.

So, this is his girl? I mean, I don’t mean to be cruel or anything, but, her?

Bax rushes downstairs.

“Hey, baby,” he says. He leans over to kiss her. She rebuffs him.

“Your friends are smoking weed in the house,” the girlfriend says.

“Yeah, well, uh, these guys don’t really do that very much, right guys?”

“Only every day,” I say. I hold the bong up like she’s welcome to it. She sneers.

“No, thanks. Let’s go, sweetie.”

Just then, my fabulous girl arrives. Unlike this judgemental sow, she’s dressed to the nines. Hair done up, make-up, and wearing a cute little black top with denim shorts that wrap around her hips.

“Hey,” she says.

“Scarlet!” I exclaim. “You guys haven’t met my girlfriend Scarlet. Here she is. Say hi, baby.”

She gives a polite little wave. Bax isn’t laughing now. In fact, I think he’d rather be anywhere but here right now. Or anyone. If he could trade lives, he’d be me.

“What are you guys up to?” Scarlet asks.

“Oh, we were just leaving,” Bax’s bitchy girlfriend replies, staring daggers at Scarlet for having the ass every other girl wishes to have.

“Cool. Mind if I get a hit?” Scarlet asks.

“What my baby wants, my baby gets. Here ya go,” I say, passing the bong.

“Hey, yo, I’m Steve,” Steve says, rising to extend his hand, then deciding against it and sitting back down, then sticking out his hand again.

Scarlet smiles, grabs a spot on the couch, and shakes Steve’s hand.

“Well, I guess we have to be going,” Bax says, realizing that he’s lost this round. As they make their way out the door, I can feel the jealousy radiating off Baxter. 

I guess that’s really the best revenge. Just live your life, and maybe you’ll get lucky and good things will happen. Anyway, I couldn’t be happier with the choices I’ve made. I don’t think everyone in the house can say the same. As we sit there getting stoned, I’m reminded of the fact that most people report college as being the best years of their lives. So far, I think I know what they mean.


First Time With a Ladyboy

1.

15 hours and I’m hot and sticky from the second I get off the plane. So, this is Thailand? I guess it’s pretty much what I expected. Hot, a little sleazy. Beautiful. Or at least it will be after I have some coffee. Or a cocktail. I’m not sure which is more appropriate for my sleep schedule, and right now I have a hankering for both. 

I go to the baggage carousel, pick up my bag, and decide to get a cab. I thought the only vehicles that foreigners ever used in this country were those three-wheeled tuk tuks, but I don’t see one of those in sight.

“Hello, my friend,” says a kid in a tank top and shorts, his hair quaffed. “Where you go?”

“You know Nai Harn beach?” I ask.

"Yes, I know," he says, grabbing my bag off the curb and placing it in the trunk of his little Honda. I guess this means that he's my guy. The guidebook said that you're supposed to negotiate the fare before you get there, or at least let the meter run because they usually try to upsell foreigners, but I'm too worn out to care. I don't want trouble and whatever he charges me will be fine. This place is cheap, right? That's probably the only thing that Thailand and my father have in common. Both very cheap by anyone's standards. It's the only explanation I could imagine for what he's doing here. Twenty-five years of marriage and one day he announces that he's leaving my mother. That was eighteen months ago, and I've barely spoken to him since. We both pretended that Christmas didn't happen, completely ignoring each other. Then, out of the blue, I get this voicemail from me asking me to come over. I'm hoping that he doesn't plan to tell me he has cancer or something. I can't imagine the old bastard is in the best of health, the way he drinks.

"I'll pay for the ticket if that's what you're going to use as an excuse not to come," he said. Thanks, Ricky. Well, I'm here.

I want to curl up in the backseat and just drift off, but the cabby is singing along to some cheesy Thai ballad and it's not like I'll have the chance to sleep anyway. They've got a brighter sun in Thailand, apparently. Anyway, I've never seen it this bright in St. Louis. It's like Hawaii got slightly overcooked. The air from the air-conditioner feels so warm that it fills the car with a burnt odor like the scent from a hairdryer. No relief. I shut my eyes and wrap my hand around my temples as I sweat.

What the hell am I doing here? I mean, really? It’s not like I want to hear his side. He left my mom broken-hearted and alone. At least she had her own money and with a little help from me was able to afford a little place. But she’s so lonely. I hate to see her cooking dinner alone, and I hate even more that my father was the one who did it to her. My whole life we’ve never spoken an unnecessary word between us, so why should we start now?

The car rocks as we careen along and I worry that if I don’t look out the window I’m going to get carsick. Or is it the other way around? Anyway, I look straight ahead at the motorbikes and little trucks passing on the road in front of us. The fields are a green blur. It feels like we must be breaking the speed limit, but since I have no idea what it is I can’t say whether it matters.

“My friend,” the driver asks. “Which hotel do you stay?”

“No hotel,” I answer. “I’m looking for Butterfly Bar.”

“Butterfly?” he says, meeting my eye in the rearview, “You shoa?”

"Yes," I say. Why wouldn't I be sure? Ricky didn't give me the wrong name, did he? There's no way I got it confused.

But he nods and doesn’t say anything more, so I guess the place is familiar enough to him. After a few more minutes of listening to his caterwauling, I’m released into the wilds.

“Okay, my friend,” he says to me, as he hands me my bag and I hand him 700 baht. “You have good time here, okay?”

“Yeah, thanks,” I say, not wanting to point out that I’m not here by choice.

The Butterfly Bar is a lot like all the other beach bars I've ever seen. Jamaica, Mexico, Thailand they've all got basically the same formula. Made to look like they're built from driftwood, international flags, and a poster of Bob Marley on the walls, maybe Che. This one has plenty of silhouettes of girls on the walls, too. And real girls in real skimpy outfits. It's a bit like a Thai Hooters. The waitresses are wearing tiny little shorts and shirts meant to show off their surgically enhanced assets. I saunter up to the bar. I don't know a single word of Thai, but the sign above the tip jar says, "We speak perfectly broken English."

“Hi!” a bubbly bartender says as I slide onto a stool. She’s got on heavy makeup, a little tall for a Thai woman. I’d say she’s in her mid-forties but with the breasts of a twenty-year-old. “Would you like Chang beer?”

"Okay," I say. I might as well have something while I wait, and in this heat, I'd accept anything that's cold and comes in the form of a liquid. She comes back with a frothy brew fresh from the tap and from the first drop that hits my tongue I can feel my manna returning. I take another big gulp. They say alcohol only makes you thirstier, but maybe it works differently around here.

“Thanks.”

“I know you,” she says.

“I don’t think so,” I say. “I just got here.”

“No, I mean I see your picture. Ricky your dad?”

“Oh, yeah. He’s my dad.”

“Wow! It’s meet you. My name is Hom.” She gives me one of those little bows they do and I mirror the same gesture. She giggles. “Your dad come here a lot. He really nice person.”

I guess it depends on who you ask.

“Well, I’m Daniel. Thanks for talking to the old man. He doesn’t hit on you too much, does he?”

“What?” she says, a note of alarm in her voice and an embarrassed grin springing to her face. “No, he never hit me.”

“That’s not what I meant. Sorry, it’s a figure of speech. Anyway, I’m glad my dad has a friend.”

“Oh, yeah. We all know him. I know Fon long time and so I meet Ricky as well.”

“Fon?” I ask.

“Yeah, of course. Your dad girlfriend.”
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"My dad has a girlfriend?" I say, unable to disguise my disgust. The old bastard abandoned my mother and he's already shacking up with some little Thai coochie?

“Oh, sorry,” Hom says, embarrassed and realizing that she’s already said too much she turns to leave.

“No, don’t apologize,” I say, trying to keep her from leaving. I may be able to get more information out of her yet. “How long have they been dating?”

“I don’ know,” she says, grabbing a rag and polishing the counter to avoid looking at me.

“You know,” I say. “Don’t worry, you’re not in any trouble. I just want to learn more, that’s all.”

"Will you quit harassing the poor girl?" comes a booming voice from behind me. I turn in my chair to see a man my dad's height and weight, though otherwise, I can hardly recognize him. He's completely red and sunburned, which accentuates the thinness of his remaining white hair. He's wearing a polo with the collar shrunken and misshapen by the washing machine. He's got on flip flops and Bermuda shorts, and, even more surprising, a smile. Most surprising of all is the girl he has his arm around. She looks like she has to be around twenty, wearing a neon pink evening gown in the middle of the afternoon. Her breasts aren't as huge as Hom's, but they're a lot more proportional for her frame. The dress's cleavage shows them off nicely. Really though, I'm blown away by her face. She's got that cute little button nose that Asian girls have, a sweet smile, and not too much makeup. Any man with a pulse and even a passing interest in women would have to pick his jaw up off the floor after one look from this girl.

“Fon,” he says, “this is Daniel. My son. Daniel, I want you to meet the new love of my life, Fon.”

She bows to me. I do the same.

“No, no, you don’t wai to her,” Ricky chides me. “You’re older than she is, I can tell you that.”

“Guess I don’t know the procedure,” I mutter. “Hi, Fon.”

“Hi, Daniel! Nice meet you.”

I’m not sure how to be rude to my father without offending this innocent girl who happens to be caught in the middle of it, so I don’t say anything more.

“Well, don’t just sit there,” Ricky says. “Come here and give your old man a shake.” He offers his hand.

“Maybe later,” I say.

“Oh, so it’s like that, huh?” Ricky says, probably anticipating this response. “Alright, Hom. I think I’d better get this one home and let him rest up a little. Put his beer on my tab.”

“No, Hom. I’ve got money. Let me,” I slide 100 baht across the bar and Hom gives me another little bow.

“You can get the cab,” I tell Ricky.

“Cab?” he sneers. “We’ve got something better than that. Fon will take you on her bike.”

“Bike? But what about my luggage?”

Ricky picks up my suitcase and lifts it onto his shoulder.

"I've got it. Come on, house no far."

Before I can object, my dad walks out to the front of the place. I follow Fon to a pair of motorbikes parked in the gravel by the side of the road. He puts on a chintzy little bicycle helmet.

“See ya at home, love,” Ricky tells Fon. They kiss and he sets my suitcase on the footrest in front of him. He climbs on, fires up the engine, and then guns it down the road.

“Bastard,” I curse under my breath.

“Sorry?” Fon says.

“Oh, nothing. Let’s get going.”

Fon takes a pair of helmets from the side of the motorbike and hands me one. She delicately places it on her head, aware that it will mess up her perfectly put-together hair. She's dressed to the nines in a way that women in America only do when they're going out or are about to meet their girlfriends. Not here. Every fingernail is perfectly manicured and she's got on pink lip gloss to match. I can't help but steal a glance at her chest, but covertly.

I take the helmet and she climbs onto the bike. I do the same, placing my hands on her hips. Maybe it's the length of the flight or the fact that I haven't slept or had an opportunity to jerk off in more than 72 hours, but I can feel myself stiffening a little being this close to Fon. I pray she doesn't realize what I'm doing when I shift my weight toward the back of the seat.

“We go?” Fon turns and asks me.

“Yeah,” I say. “We go.”


3.

“You see that girl? Think I could have had that back home? No chance. Not an old geezer like me. But in Thailand, anything’s possible.”

Ricky hands me a beer. I put it to my forehead, letting the condensation cool me. We’re sitting on his porch, trying to stay out of the sun. He’s got a pool. He tells me he pays $500 a month to rent this house. 3 bedrooms and a pool. Unbelievable.

“Where’s Fon now?” I ask.

“She’s resting. We were out late last night. I’ll tell you, son. This girl–”

“Yeah, I get it. She’s like no piece of ass you’ve ever had.”

“First, you don’t know how right you are. Second, watch the language.”

“Just watch her around your bank card,” I say.

“You don’t know her,” Ricky says.

“Neither do you. You’ve been together for, what? Three months?”

“We have a connection you couldn’t possibly understand,” he says. “Not until you’ve had it for yourself.”

I take a pull from the beer.

“So what am I doing here?”

“Catching up with your old man,” he says.

“No,” I say. “I mean, why did you fly me out here? You’re not dying not are you?”

“Don’t look too disappointed, but no,” he says. “I wanted you to meet Fon.”

“Why? Don’t tell me you’re marrying her.”

“No, that wouldn’t be possible.”

“Not possible?” I say. “How is it impossible? Thais marry foreigners, don’t they? It’d probably even help you get a green card, right?”

“Our circumstance is special,” he says. “Besides, I’ve got my retirement visa so that’s all I need. Anyway, we’re still getting to know each other.”

“So,” I say, “I just sat on a flight for thirteen hours to meet the teenager that you dumped my mother for?”

"Watch yourself, kid," Ricky warns.

"Or, what? You're gonna kick my ass? You pick up some slut at a bar in the Third World and I'm supposed to slap you on the back and say, 'way to go!'?"

“Keep your voice down,” Ricky says. “You’re being rude and I don’t want her to be offended. Whatever beef you’ve got with me, let’s leave her out of it, eh?”

"Fine. But don't think that we're bonding over this. I'm not one of your drinking buddies. I'm not going to congratulate you on your new girlfriend while Mom's still broken-hearted in St. Louis."

“Yeah, alright,” he says. “I deserve that.”

“And a hell of a lot more,” I say, taking another long pull from the beer.

“Let me just explain something to you, Danny. I wasn’t happy with your mother.”

“No shit,” I say.

“It wasn’t her fault.”

I scoff.

“That’s news.”

“Will you let me talk?” he asks. “I have certain needs that your mother couldn’t fulfill. Not even in her prime.”

“Christ,” I say. “I don’t want to hear this.”

“Well, you’re gonna hear it anyway because it’s what I have to say. Fon does meet my needs.”

“Is that supposed to be your excuse for abandoning your marriage?”

“It was selfish. I know it,” he says. For the first time, I notice his voice wavering slightly. “It was wrong what I did, but a man can’t pretend he’s happy when he’s not. Well, he can. But only for so long until–”

“You dump your wife and your whole life to jet off to Thailand and shack up with a girl half her age. Look, none of this is news. I know what you came out here for. I have to say, I was expecting you would at least wait a respectable length of time before you got yourself a girl, but I guess that impulse control was never your strong suit.”

He seems wounded by this, and for a moment I feel bad until I remember who I'm talking to.

“Yeah, fine. You have a right to be angry at me. I know that. But I didn’t ask you here because I want to fight with you. I want you to be a part of my life, Danny.”

I don’t say anything to this. I want to scream, but it would be childish. This is just who my father is. It doesn’t make any difference to try to throw it in his face.

“I need to go to the market,” Ricky says. “It’s this little shop just down the way about a mile. Will you walk with me?”

“I’m tired, Dad,” I say. “Let me sleep and then we can talk reconciliation.”

“Yeah, okay,” Ricky says. “You get some shuteye. Take a siesta, or whatever they call it here. I’ll be back with some beer and some coconuts. Maybe some shrimp, if it’s fresh.”

I nod.

“I’ll see ya, son.” 
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I’m so tired I’m practically delirious. But try as I might, I can’t sleep. Thoughts of my dad and his betrayal are keeping me awake. I know he’s trying to be closer to me, but why should I bother? He doesn’t really want to do better. He just wants forgiveness so he can go on being the major sleaze that he’s always wanted to be and now finally has a chance. And Fon. What is she getting out of all this? Sure, he gives her a place to live, probably an allowance too. But she also has to put up with him, his cranky moods and his odors, and God only knows what else.

It's not just anger at my father that's keeping me awake. It's the crappy little fan that just moves the hot, humid air around the room without offering any relief. They don't have air conditioners that cool the whole house in Thailand, apparently. They only have the ones that are just for use in a single room, and it's not mine. It's in the master bedroom.

Even practically naked I still can't cool down. I peel the sheet off me and decide to go to the kitchen for some ice. The house is small by American standards, and for some reason, the Thais think it's a good idea to make the kitchen an attached, open-air kitchen to the side of the house. It lets the smoke out, I suppose. As an added bonus, it lets in bugs and the lizards that eat them, too.

There’s nothing in the freezer but a bottle of vodka. Thanks, Ricky. I contemplate going to the beach when I hear the sound of someone in the house. It sounds like howling. No, not howling. Moaning. I leave the kitchen and step back into the main part of the house. It’s definitely coming from the bedroom. Maybe it’s Fon? What if she’s sick. I read all these advisories about food poisoning in this part of the world, but I figured it didn’t affect the locals.

The door to the master bedroom isn’t completely closed. It’s still open a crack. I approach cautiously.

“Hello?” I say, “Fon?”

I stick my head inside the room. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My mind can’t seem to make sense of what my eyes are showing me. There, on the bed, is Fon. Her cherubic face is contorted in ecstasy. She’s naked from the waist down, legs spread apart, panties wrapped around her ankles. With one hand, she’s stroking the thing between her legs, a thick little cock!

She meets my eye and yelps, stopping what she’s doing to cover her throbbing member with the sheet.

“Sorry!” I yelp as I quickly pull the door closed and beeline for my own bedroom. I close the door behind me, my back against the door like I’m afraid it will burst open at any minute.

What the hell? Fon is a ladyboy? I mean, I knew that there were lots of them here. It’s like a little inside joke that everyone who comes to Thailand knows. But I never imagined that they could look like she does. And she’s living with my father?

“Danyal?” Fon calls through the door.

“Yes,” I answer.

“You okay?”

“Um, yeah. I’m sorry I walked in on you,” I say. 

“Mai pen rai,” she says. “It’s okay.”

Then there's silence for a moment until Fon says.

“Can I come inside?”
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I open the door to find Fon looking up at me, a shy grin on her cherubic face.

“Hi,” she says.

"Hi," I repeat, wondering what I might say that makes up for what I just did. Any country, anywhere, you don't just wander into someone else's bedroom. Especially not when you're a guest in their home. Even if the door was open. It's no excuse for my intrusion. So, naturally, she should be offended. So, why is she smiling?

Fon enters the room and has a seat on the bed. She crosses her legs girlishly, all evidence of her bulge now concealed under the long t-shirt she wears like a skirt.

“You didn’ know, right?” Fon asks.

“What?” I stumble, then realize what she means. “Uh, no. Ricky– my dad didn’t tell me that you were–”

“Ladyboy?” Fon offers.

“If that’s the preferred nomenclature,” I say.

“What you say?” Fon asks, crinkling her nose.

“Nothing. It’s not important. I’m sorry that I walked in on you.”

Fon shrugs.

“You scared?”

“Scared? No, why would I be scared?”

“Some farang guy like ladyboy a lot, some no. Don’t like that.”

"Well, I don't know if I don't like it. You shouldn't worry about what I like," I say.

“Why?”

“I just mean that you being a ladyboy, that’s between you and Ricky, you know?”

“Ah, yeah,” says Fon. “So, you okay?”

"Sure, of course," I say. I still can't believe my eyes as I look at her. She's taken off the makeup that she wore when I met her, but Fon's still absolutely feminine in her face, in every way, actually. Her tiny frame, her small round face with a cute little button nose. They saw that Asians make the best transsexuals. Something about the way that their bodies are naturally smaller so that the males are more passable once they become females. Thailand is unmatched since the biggest plastic surgery industry in Southeast Asia is here. But until the proof is in front of you, you'd never believe just how true the hype is. If I hadn't just caught Fon stroking her dick, you couldn't convince me that she had one if you had a stack of affidavits from a team of sworn witnesses.

“You like your daddy,” she says.

“How do you mean?” I say.

“Really handsome, but I think you really nice as well. Not like him.”

“Is he not good to you?” I ask.

“Of course. He good to me a lot. But he not really nice. Never say sorry. Never say he wrong. Always like–”

“He’s full of bullshit,” I say flatly. Fon just smiles.

“But you nice person,” she says. “I think that.”

“Well, I’m not sure you’re right,” I say.

“Why?”

“Well, I just mean that if I’m nicer than Ricky, that’s faint praise on its own, you know?”

Of course, she doesn't. I keep reminding myself to stop using colloquialisms but it's no use.

“So, why my father? You could have any man.”

“No,” she gawks. “Not me. So many guy say, ‘oh, ladyboy! No good!’”

She contorts her face imitating their disgust. My heart sinks a little. To think that this girl, and she is a girl, is treated with such contempt just for the way she was born is heartbreaking. Here she is, hotter than all hell, and she's looked at as some kind of freak by men. In an environment like that, even a Cretan like my father has a shot with her.

“Still, why Ricky?” I say.

“He say I’m beautiful, buy me some things. He nice man. So, I stay with him.”

“You don’t have to, you know. There must be plenty of nice men in Thailand. Foreign men as well as Thais.”

“No, not a lot. Only some. Not a lot like you.” 

She gives me a look, and there’s no question that she’s coming on to me.

“Like I say, I’m not really that nice.”

"Really?" Fon asks. She spreads her legs apart, and for the first time, I can see the pink fabric of her panties peeking out from between her legs. A tiny but unmistakable bulge. Pretty, in its own way.

I can feel my manhood beginning to awaken and thrust against my shorts. She pulls the t-shirt up to show off more of her bulge. On a man, it would do nothing for me. But here, attached to this girl, I find myself fascinated by her. I lean down to get a closer look, then slide my hands under her t-shirt. They travel up her back and she lifts her arms to let me slide it off her. Her perky breasts flop out. No bra. Her cute little nipples are smaller than most girls I've had, the areolas not nearly so large. These are more like little Hershey kisses at the end of those soft mounds of flesh. She gasps when I put my hands on her, squeezing them. My hands move down her stomach, stirring her own cock. I'm now as hard as a diamond, wanting more than anything for our two alike members to mingle and grow harder together.

I pull her closer and kiss her. The smell of fresh sweat on her skin turns me on. I want to lick the beads of it from the tip of her nose. Her tongue grasps for mine as we’re tangled up together. Jesus, she’s so soft and wet. Exactly like a girl, no different except that she’s getting turned on in exactly the way that I am. When our lips part, she says–

“I want suck you.”

I reach down and undo my zipper, taking her hand and bringing it to the tip of my raging-hard dick. She shivers at the feel.

“So hard!” she squeals, delighted at the effect she’s having on me.

“I’m hard for you,” I say. We switch positions so that I’m the one sitting on the bed. She kneels in front of me. I slide myself out of my pants to give her access to my entire shaft.

“You bigger than him,” she says. Who? Then I remember who she’s talking about. My father. She’s used to having his flaccid cock flailing around in her wet, nubile mouth. The thought makes me want to wretch, but I can’t worry about that now. This is twisted, but I couldn’t stop if I tried. I’m fully-erect and ready to plunge myself straight inside of her.

She wraps her lips around me, the tip of my head rubbing the inside of her cheek as I go in, making it expand cutely. She begins bobbing up and down, using just the right amount of suction. She’s good, an expert really. Any girl who looks like her but has no pussy has to excel in other areas, and Fon does not disappoint. She moans, drawing me in and then expelling me with the rhythms of her breath. She stops long enough to look up at me.

“Good?” she asks.

“So good,” I say. “That’s what I want. Please, don’t stop now. Please.”

She grins, licking my scrotum from bottom to tip before deepthroating me like a banana. Fon's tongue tickles and teases my dick, the smooth skin of my head fumbling and sloshing around inside her. She flicks little globs of precum off my tip, sucking it off me as quick as I can produce it. I've never had a blowjob like this. Usually, the girl just moves my dick up and down for a few minutes. Then, a little awkwardly, she pops up and asks whether I'm going to finish soon, and could she use her hand to do the rest? Not Fon. She's thirsty for my semen, eager to get me to erupt all over the roof of her mouth.

She goes deeper, relaxing her neck to accept my shaft and I lose it. I cum inside of her hard. She continues to pump away, swallowing as I send another string of gooey man juice down her throat. After six or seven vigorous pumps, she looks up at me with those angelic eyes.

“Good?”

“Great,” I say. “The best.”

I notice a pubic hair hanging from her lip and pick it off her.

“Where did you learn how to do that?”

She shrugs bashfully.

“I always want to do that with a guy. So not hard to learn.”

I feel like I should pay her something, but I worry she'd be offended. Thai girls are pretty laid back when it comes to casual prostitution, or so I've been told. But since we didn't agree on a price, and I would hate to insult her with a low number, I decide not to. I could always buy her something, but then Ricky might discover it.

Ricky. Oh, shit! I just got tongue fucked by his girlfriend. And you know what? All I can think about is when I’m going to do it again.

“Daniel!” a voice calls from the other room. Ricky’s back.
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“Fuck me,” I say.

“Again?” Fon asks.

“No, I mean... never mind. He can’t see you in here.”

I search the room, but there’s no closet. Just a chest of drawers.

“I go to beach,” she says.

“Now?”

She gives me a look like, ‘even for a farang, you’re slow.’

“Oh, right. I get it,” I say. “Good idea. I’ll tell him.”

Without missing a beat, Fon puts a finger to her lips then points under the bed. I nod, showing that I understand what she has in mind. After she’s crawled under the bed, I open the door and walk into the front room, careful to leave the door ajar so that Fon can slip back out.

“Ricky?” I say. He emerges from his own bedroom.

“What happened to dear old dad? And where’s Fon?”

“She said she was going to the beach,” I say.

“Now? It’s the heat of the day.”

“So, she’s going to cool off.”

“Something you’ll learn about Thai girls, son. They avoid the sun like they’re vampires. They hate to get dark. Something about light skin really appeals to them. Now, me personally, I don’t have that predilection.”

“Well, she probably put on sunscreen.”

“That’s another thing Thai women never do.”

“I don’t know what to tell ya,” I say.

He looks me over, and I get a feeling like I haven’t had since I used to borrow his car to go out drinking when I was eighteen. 

“She left her phone here, too,” he says. “I found it on the nightstand.”

“Well, if she’s going for a swim…”

“I guess you’re right,” he says. “Sometimes I wonder about that girl. She’s loyal. God knows she’s that. But she might just have it in her to stray. Lot of farangs here who could offer her the good life, or could at least show her a good time.”

“You know her better than me,” I say, sweat forming on the back of my neck. Ricky reaches over and clasps me by the back of the neck, pressing his forehead to mine the way that he used to do when I was a kid.

“Ah, well. It’s not like she’d try anything with you around. Come on. We’ll surprise her with dinner when she gets back. Believe it or not, I can make a pretty decent chicken satay. Let’s have a couple beers and get cooking, eh?” 
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“Thanks, baby,” says Ricky, kissing Fon on the cheek as she hands him the plate with a fresh-cut mango on a glob of coconut-flavored rice. If that wasn’t enough, he slaps her on the ass as she turns to the sink. She winces a little, though not from pain. It’s from embarrassment. They say about Thailand that it’s a very conservative culture, girly bars and hookers aside. I guess she’s not used to this kind of PDA from an old gargoyle this early in the morning.

I spent all of last night lying awake, working out ways to get Ricky out of the way so that I can have my way with Fon again. I can't think about anything else. It's not just the way she looks or the way that she makes me feel. It's the way that I have to keep her a secret. And the secret that she's keeping between her legs.

I pictured the two of us fucking on the beach, her little prick standing straight up as I rammed mine into her ass. But I can’t think of a beach where we would be sure of that kind of seclusion. There are plenty of hotels around here, and I can’t imagine if anyone would blink if I asked to pay by the hour. But it’s not as simple to shake Ricky. He’s pretty crafty, and he suspects that Fon might be fooling around on him. He’s probably watching me a lot more closely than he’s letting on. Anyway, he obviously doesn’t suspect that at the moment. He’s digging into his mango and sticky rice like he doesn’t have a care in the world.

“Hey,” he says. “How about we have a beach barbeque this afternoon?”

“Sure,” I say.

“I go shopping with my friend,” Fon announces.

“Fine,” says Ricky. “What time will you be done?”

“Maybe two hour,” she says. “I go Kata for that shop.”

“Kata? For shopping? Why not Jung Ceylon?”

“The shop owner is my friend,” she says. “So need to go to that one to get the good price.”

“Whatever you say,” Ricky says, pulling out a wad of bills from his pocket and counting out a stack of them for her to take.

“Thank you, baby,” she says. He kisses her above her midriff as she reaches for the cash on the table. She catches my eye as she takes off out the door.

“Hey, Dad,” I say. “Is it okay if I hang back? I’m still a little jetlagged.”

“Still? You know, you’ll only just have time to have your rhythm adjust before you’re ready to leave. You’re better off just powering through.”

“You’re probably right, but I didn’t sleep much last night and I figure that with a couple hours more I can probably manage.”

He shrugs.

“Well, suit yourself.”

He seems a little deflated, but there’s no reason to think that he suspects something. I go into my room and wait for the sound of his motorbike starting up. When I hear it sputter to life a few minutes later, I know the coast is clear for me to slip out the back door.

I don’t get a hundred feet down the road until Fon catches up to me on her own motorbike.

“We go?” she asks, handing me the helmet just like last time.

“Fuck yeah, we go,” I say. “But scoot back a little. I want to drive.”
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The hotel room is pretty bare bones. Nothing but an old, tackey chest of drawers, a lamp, and a bathroom so small that the toilet doubles as the shower. But I don't care. It's $7 a night, and with it, Fon is all mine for as long as I can have her. She's wearing a pair of denim shorts and an electric blue t-shirt that shows off both her breasts and her flat belly. Best of all, she's not wearing a bra. Even hookers don't dress like this in America, but for a ladyboy, it's 'mai pen rai.' No problem.

“You want–?” she makes a gesture that means fellatio.

“Not this time,” I say. “I want fuck your tight little ladyboy ass like it’s a hot, wet pussy.” 

She giggles, nodding.

“Very good,” she says. “I love it.”

She reaches into her purse to pull out a bottle of some kind of peach-colored goop that might have come from Bath & Body Works. She hands it to me, and I realize it’s lube.

“You have condom?” she asks.

"No," I say, grabbing her ankles and tossing her so that she falls flat on the bed. Then, I pull off her sneakers and her socks while she squeals in mock protest. I toss off my own $3 flip-flops and climb onto the bed, lifting one leg and then the other onto my shoulders.

“Really strong man,” she says, through giggles.

"Yeah, you like that?" I say rubbing the contour of her perfectly flat stomach, then sliding my hand into her shorts. She arches her back in an involuntary feminine gesture as I plunge my fingers deeper, probing for the hairless skin of her smooth little cock. Fon squirms.

“Shhh,” I whisper. “Don’t worry.”

She makes a face, still hesitant. I kiss her neck, then undo the zipper of her jean shorts and plunge my hand deeper into her panties. I can feel her dick awaken with my touch. It's pulsing inside her underwear. I pull her shorts down, revealing nothing but her little package in that thin piece of yellow lace. I can see her package in a mound underneath. I don't know whether it's just the fact that I've never seen this set on a girl, or because we had to sneak off to a hotel room, but it feels like I'm being let in on a secret. I have to know more.

I pull her panties down too and the rest of her tumbles out. She's uncircumcised, the same sleeve of foreskin she was born with still cocooned around the tip of her dick. I don't know why I expected anything different. It's not like circumcision is popular in Asia, but I hadn't thought about this part. I'm cut, but I'm guessing that the same principle that works on me will work on her too. I take her shaft in my hand and start rubbing the skin, massaging from base to tip. She coos as I keep it up until she starts to harden, blood rushing into the tiny member she's been hiding behind the tight fabric, waiting to be set free. Now that it's time, she seems overwhelmed by it.

“You like that?” I ask.

“Yeah,” she says, spreading her hips to let me tug on her extending cock. She pulses in my hand, and the whole thing becomes instinctual, like a reflex. I know what my hand needs to do to get her off because it’s the same thing that will work for me. I can see little drops of precum forming from the slit at the end of her cock. She squirms, getting hornier by the minute. I grab her breast with my other hand, tweaking her nipple through her shirt. Her tits bounce as rubs them against the palm of my rough hand, loving the dual stimulation of her breasts and penis at the same time. She moves my hand to her other breast, inviting me to rub and massage her in those feminine parts that she’s so proud of.

Even a great pair of natural tits are going to have their drawbacks. Too small, too big, too heavy, not the right shape, whatever. But a pair of breasts sculpted for the sake of arousing lust in a man, to be looked at above all else, these are breasts without flaw, without equal. Fon has the tits of a teenage pornstar; pert and perky with just the right amount of give. They’re exquisite mounds of flesh, and my eyes move from them down to the male organ extending from her crotch it’s like a short circuit that makes my sex-starved brain go into overdrive.

She moans to signal that she’s about to reach climax. I slow my strokes, not wanting her to blow before I’ve even had time to penetrate her. When she comes, I want to be because she feels my thick cock inside her.

“Get on your knees,” I tell her. “I want to show you what a real man feels like.”
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Fon slides her shorts and underwear the rest of the way off, then she turns around to show me her bare ass. She reaches around to pull her curtain of black hair to the side to wink up at me. I slap her ass playfully, snagging the lube from off the bedspread. Spreading a generous glob of the stuff over the tip of my pointer and index fingers, I gently run those fingers up the crack of her ass. She shivers.

“Cold,” she whines.

“Sorry, sorry,” I say, taking another dab and rubbing it in my hands for a few moments to bring it to body temperature. Then, I slide my fingers up again, peeling back her ripe cheeks to smother her hole in the fruity gel. She practically purrs as I probe deeper, inserting my fingers into her smoothly and carefully. She’s tight. Tighter than even the tightest pussy. I keep working her over until the little opening loosens enough for me to stuff my throbbing erection inside.

Once she’s ready, I take an even bigger glob of lubricant and rub it up and down my swollen cock. I grab her thighs and press myself deep inside of her. She moans softly as I go in, taking my manhood inside her little sissy ass like it’s her job. I buck as she spreads herself, allowing my cock to rock her back and forth. I start slow, allowing her to get into the rhythm. But she’s had plenty of cocks in her before me, and I know that she can take it harder and faster.

“Daniel,” she calls my name.

"Fon, you're fucking amazing," I say, sweating as my dick pulses inside of her. She reaches around and starts jerking herself off, rubbing her scrotum in time with my thrusts. I smack her ass as I ride her, admiring the way that it's leaner than most women's but round too. The hormones she takes have sculpted it into a perky, girlish shape but without the fat that women naturally collect in their asses. She whines as I smack it again.

She begs me to finish her off. I’m about ready to split her in half. She groans louder, letting me know that she’s ready to cum. I grab her inner thighs and pull her toward me, trying to rip her ass in half. I succeed in making her cum all over the sheet as I explode inside her, shooting my hot cum into her waiting ass.

“That was amazing,” I say, panting.

“You so good,” she says. “The best one.”
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My view of Thailand from the air brings a small smile to my lips. I saw, I conquered, I came. And she came. Maybe I should feel guilty for what I and Fon went off to do together. But, honestly? I feel glad.

The truth is that me and Ricky got along a lot better after that day at the hotel room. It gave a little perspective on why he did what he did. Who knew that my father liked girls with dicks? Who knew that I would too, once I gave them a try. Fon is a really special kind of girl, and in a way, I'm happy for them both. I should feel possessive, but I figure that she probably saw in me the same thing I saw in her; a good fuck from someone new and exotic. I know that we'll stay in touch, but I don't know if we'll hook up again. It was good fun, but it's not like we were going to have a relationship with Ricky around. Let him stay here and take care of her like she deserves. Maybe I'll have the chance for another go if I ever come back here. Sounds cold, maybe. But what do you expect? It felt good to stick it to the old bastard for what he did to my mother. He doesn't expect a thing, of course, and life goes on.

Now I can go back to St. Louis with no hostility towards my father. The rest of the trip went smoothly, and we even had a few bonding moments; going to see a ladyboy cabaret, getting the catch of the day from the local wet market and grilling it up, the lazy days of laying on the beach. But the best memories from my trip are the ones of me and Fon. For years I’ve listened to friends of mine snickering about ladyboys. If only they knew what I knew. Ricky said I was welcome to come and visit anytime. I might just take him up on his offer. This is one hell of a country. Hot, wet, sticky, and just a little wild.


Changing Partners
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“How do you know when it’s over?” Julia asks, tugging the sheet to cover her breasts.

“Sorry?” Renaldo replies, distractedly floating in post-coital bliss.

“Relationships. I mean, you can see when they’re working. You can see when they’re not working. But then, what about when they’re really, truly over? Nothing left to fight for?”

“Julia, what troubles you?” Renaldo says, turning his body towards her and sliding his arm under the small of her naked back. This is the best way to experience a woman, he thinks. When she is vulnerable and soft and has just made love and is flooded with emotions. The fact that he does not fully comprehend the feelings of this odd white woman only makes her more alluring.

“Nothing,” she sighs. “No, that’s not true. I’m just thinking out loud is all.” 

Renaldo wraps his arms around her, feeling her stomach with the tips of his fingers.

“You think about your husband, yes?”

“Yes,” she says. “Him. What the hell was he thinking? To slip into bed with some tramp like that?”

“What was he thinking? I’m sorry to tell you, but I understand what he was thinking. For me, it is easy to see.”

She snaps her head in his direction, suddenly sensing a challenge.

“What’s so easy for you to see?” she asks.

“For a man, the experience of a woman is like no other pleasure. She is not just something that he can have, but something he must have. He feels a fire that he cannot hold back, that he cannot contain within himself. He needs to release it.”

“I’m a fire, too. I’ve got a fire I need to release.”

“Claro,” he says, lifting the sheet to admire her exquisite breasts. She squirms, tugging the sheet back down to stop feeling so exposed.

“I’m not talking about sex,” she says.

“Why not?” Renaldo says, lifting the sheet again. Julia smacks his hand away.

“Is that all men think about? Is it impossible to think about anything else? You’ve just got that little head that does your thinking for you?”

“Heart, head, who knows what it is or what part commands a man to act as he does?”

“He’s cheating on me,” Julia continues. “I know that, and there’s nothing that I can do about it. Nothing except this,” she says, gesturing with one hand to the two of them in bed together.

“This is not nothing,” he says. “You have followed your heart tonight, Julia. To do any less would be an affront to all of humanity.” 

“You don’t understand what I’m saying at all,” Julia moans.

“I understand. But I do not see. Not the way you do,” he says. “I see like a man. It is my curse.”

He begins to kiss her shoulder, which makes her smile. She can’t help it. There’s something so effortlessly charming about this man. This man she just picked up in a bar. The one she doesn't know except what she learned about him over a few glasses of wine. Renaldo. Born in Guadalajara but moved to the US when he was still a child. Works in carpentry; he’s good with his hands. His mouth, too. A very attentive lover. Practiced might be the better word. Not like that dick Richard. A real man. The kind of man that can actually pull off a ponytail. Ordinarily, she would have found something to criticize about his hair style. But tonight, she’s drawn to his muscles, to his warmth, to his scent.

“I wish I was cursed,” Julia says.

“Why would you wish for that?”

“I want to know how you men think. I want to understand how you can say that you love someone you just met.”

“You don’t love me?” Renaldo says with mock horror. She giggles.

“No, I don’t.”

“So, maybe it is the same with this woman and your… what is your husband’s name?”

“Richard.”

“Yes. he makes love to her, but that is so easy, no?”

“But that’s just my point. Maybe you’re right and he doesn’t really care for her. But, so what? I don’t understand how he can be like that. How can he sleep with her and feel nothing for me?” 

“That I cannot answer. I am only a man, Julia.”

“You’re more of a man than he is, I can tell.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Renaldo says without qualification.

“You don’t even know him,” she teases.

“So? I know his wife. A woman like this, you don’t leave unsatisfied.”

“I like that,” Julia says, almost to herself. “A real man never leaves a woman like me unsatisfied.”


2.

While Renaldo and Julia talk in bed, Richard Finn is himself satisfying the woman that he’d been seeing for two weeks. With her ankles draped across his shoulders, Richard presses himself further and deeper into Megan Connelly. Megan experiences the pleasure of him in waves, the fuck satisfying for a moment her insatiable need for a man: any man. The truth is that Megan doesn’t feel the same exhilaration that Richard feels as he charges into her, filling her. For him, it’s liberating. He’s spent so long with Julia, the woman that he lost his virginity to when they were both kids in college. It had faded, of course. Everything fades. Richard knows that. But things changed when he met Megan. She had that same fire that Julia lost along the way, or so he thinks. The truth is that Megan is actually quite a lot like Julia. She isn’t as taken with Richard’s sexual prowess as he imagines that she is. But she is totally unlike Julia in that she needs sex from a man as often as she can get it. And with her red hair, 36-inch bust, and slender waist, she can get it as often as she has to.

“You like that?” Richard says, not really wanting to know the answer but asking as a proscribed part of the ritual.

“Yes!” Megan gasps. And it’s true. She does like it. The way that she likes a massage, or a manicure, or a new dress.

“I’m fucking you just like you like, you little slut.”

Megan enjoys being called a slut, if it’s in bed. Richard’s cock is hard and though it isn’t the biggest she’s had it seems to point up straighter than most men’s. It isn’t huge, but it makes up for this with its stiffness, which Megan suspects is probably helped along by Viagra. This helps, since Richard insisted on wearing a condom, which Megan hates.

The vein in Richard’s forehead begins to protrude as he prepares to come. He feels the pressure building up in him, his volcano about to erupt. He’s performed splendidly, lasting well over twenty minutes. And now he feels his hot seed pouring out of him with force, satisfying his body and his soul. He needed this. Everyone needs this. Why doesn’t his wife need this, too?

As he climbs off of Megan, Richard thinks about coddling and holding her. This would be what Julia would have expected. But Richard decides, correctly, that Megan doesn’t need these displays of affection the way that other women do. It’s what drew him to her. Megan is not like those women who need constant reassurance of a man’s love for her. The sex is more than sufficent.

“I can’t remember the last time I had something like that with my wife,” he says.

“Sex?” Megan asks.

“Well, yes. But I mean, like that.”

Richard meant to imply that the sex had been more than sex, and Megan decides that it is fine that he should continue thinking so.

“Richard, you’re a good man,” Megan says, trying to build up his confidence. “You really should find a girl who deserves you.”

“Are you putting your name up for consideration?” Richard asks.

“It could be me,” Megan says diplomatically.

“If it weren’t for… what?” Richard says.

“Well, no girl likes to feel that she’s second best.”

Richard loves that she referred to herself as a girl, something that Julia wouldn’t do anymore even in jest. She resents bitterly when Richard or anyone else would refer to her as less than a woman, the word feeling heavy and matronly, a little austere coming from her mouth.

“You’re not asking me to leave my wife,” Richard says.

“No,” Megan says. “I’m not.”

“Good,” Richard says, relieved to know where things stand. She doesn’t expect too much from him, and that’s a good thing. Neither of them says anything for a while. Megan checks her Instagram.

“I wish she could see us,” Richard says.

“No you don’t,” Megan replies.

“I do,” Richard admits. “Not because I want it to be over for good. I just wish she could see me as a man.”

“I’m sure she does.”

“She sees me as a male. Her counterpoint, her opposite number. But she doesn’t see me as a man. Am I making any sense?”

“I think so. There are men, and there are men.”

She speaks of this second group with unrestrained relish. The word lingers on her lips.

“Right. I’m a man to her, but to you I’m a man.”

Megan isn’t entirely convinced either way, but she says nothing.

“She can’t understand what it is to be a man.”

“You can’t understand her either,” Megan says.

“How can you know that?”

“How could any man understand a woman when he’s never felt what she feels? We’re very sensitive, you know.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“No!” Megan shouts playfully. “You only think you do. That’s my point.”

“So how do I learn?”

“You’d have to become a woman to know.”

“Okay, done.”

Megan smiles.

“It’s not that easy.”

“Oh, I know it’s not,” Richard says. “But I can be a very attentive student.”

He kisses her shoulder, unaware that it’s exactly what another man is doing to please his wife at the exact same moment.

“You know that you could probably patch things up with her more easily than you realize.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“Because you want to make your marriage work, don’t you?”

“No. What I want now is to stay in this bed with you for as long as I can until I have to see Julia again.”

Megan doesn’t move, even when Richard gently squeezes her breast.

“What?” he asks, sensing her hesitation.

“I have to go,” she says, her voice trailing off in a way that is meant to make her sound guilty. Though, in reality, she doesn’t feel the least bit bad.

“Really? Now?”

“Yeah. I told some girl friends I would meet them for drinks at 11:30.”

“You go out that late?” Richard asks, realizing that it makes him sound like an old man. Actually, Megan isn’t going to meet up with her girlfriends, nor is she going to see another man. She just prefers to sleep in her bed alone instead of waking up in a hotel room with Richard.

“Are you mad at me?” Megan asks in a little girl voice.

“No, of course not. You’re young. Younger than me, I mean. Go have fun.”

She leans over and kisses him on the chin. Then, she slides out of the bed, making no attempt to cover herself. Richard admires her as she steps into her panties, pulling them up around the curves of her perfectly pert ass. She bends over to retrieve her bra, pressing the cups against her ample chest and fastening the snap behind her back. He decides he’s going to jerk off as soon as she leaves the room. He’s seriously falling for this girl, he realizes. And he knows it’s a bad idea. She puts on her black dress, its curves perfectly contoured to her own. Then, she comes over to his side of the bed and gives him one more goodbye peck before departing.

She’s leading this guy on, she decides. She realizes he’s probably going to jerk off as soon as she leaves, thinking about the way that she got dressed in front of him. She never made him any promises, but guys always seem to want more. They’re always so full of feelings. And those feelings always seem to involve possessiveness, and monogamy, and, well, blah.

“See you soon?” Richard asks, just a second before she’s out the door.

“Sure,” she says.

“I have your number.”

She just smiles as she shuts the door behind her.


3.

Julia Finn knows that something is wrong before she’s even fully conscious. She’s uncomfortable in a way that’s unfamiliar. She feels a pressure between her legs that she’s never woken up to before. She opens her eyes. For a moment, she doesn’t know where she is. Then, she turns to her side and sees her own face resting peacefully in front of her. She screams.

Julia watches as her lover opens his eyes. Renaldo too is disoriented. He sits up straight, alarmed by the throaty, masculine shriek. He watches his own face contorted in terror in front of him.

“What’s wrong?” Renaldo asks, his voice high and feminine. Amazed, he puts a finger to the lips of the mouth that just spoke. He’s in Julia’s body, and she’s in his.

“Renaldo?” Julia asks tentatively.

“Yes?” he replies.

“What happened to us?”

Renaldo doesn’t answer. He throws off the sheet to examine the woman’s body he now resides in. He looks down with wonder at the round mounds of flesh, his flat stomach, his perfectly smooth legs, feet with their painted nails and the pair of purple panties with a tiny, manicured mound of public hair. He tentatively reaches down and touches through the fabric of the underwear the lips of his pussy. The touch sends a shiver up his back.

“Don’t,” Julia protests, sounding like Renaldo’s brother Ramon, a gay man with a lilting way of speaking. Renaldo feels a surge of fear, but he’s fascinated too.

“How is this possible?” Renaldo wonders aloud, aware that he now speaks in Julia’s voice with just a hint of a Mexican accent.

“Oh, god!” Julia says, turning her hips away from him.

“What is it?” Renaldo asks. He watches as Julia grimaces in embarrassment. He looks down and understands. Julia has an erection. He puts a slender hand on her powerful shoulder.

“It’s okay, my love. You don’t have to be afraid. I’m right here.”

“What? Ay basura! you think that this is my fault?”

“I don’t know,” Julia says, tears forming the corners of her eyes. “I don’t like this. I want to change back.”

“Fine with me.”

“How?”

Renaldo frowns, brushing a strand of Julia’s brown curly hair from in front of his eyes.

“I don’t know. I feel the same that you feel, Julia.” Her name comes out as ‘hoolia’.

Julia rises from the bed, still sporting a hard on. She bends her knees, trying to hide the bulge pressing against her tight black underwear. She howls, clutching at her long, flowing hair.

“I can’t be a man,” she protests. “I don’t know how.”

“Claro,” Renaldo assents.

“I want my body back.”

“I understand, Julia. But I don’t know how to give that to you.”

Julia turns and retreats to the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. Renaldo hears the sound of her crying on the other side of the door.

“Don’t panic, my love!” he calls to her.

“Don’t call me that!” she yells. “I don’t even know you!”

Renaldo rolls his eyes. Of all the women that he had to switch bodies with, why this one? Why not Imelda? He feels pretty sure that if the same thing happened to her, she would be able to handle the shock better than this white woman. They might have even had a little fun together. The thought of the two of them kissing and touching each other brings an unfamiliar sensation between Renaldo’s legs. He can feel heat radiating from his crotch. For the first time in his life, the thought of sex is making him wet. A kind of comfortable buzz sets in, and his fingers move to the source of this strange pleasure. He touches the outside of his underwear again, feeling the pussy through the fabric. Without consciously knowing why, Renaldo’s other hand reaches up to cup his breasts. He feels electric currents of excitement as his nipples begin to stand up. He wants to tug off the bra and feel his chest bounce, to press his hands to those nipples. Running his fingers along his waistband, Renaldo decides he has to have more. He slips two fingers into his crotch, moaning loudly as they slide into his slippery, warm vagina.

“What’s going on out there?” Julia calls. Renaldo pulls his fingers out, face reddening with embarrassment. He can’t do this now. What if she had caught him? He pictures her coming in and discovering him tweaking his nipples and touching his pussy. The thought excites him all over again. Damn. This body is insatiable.

“Nothing!” Renaldo calls, trying to calm his awakening sexual appetite. “Why don’t you take a shower? You will feel much better when you do.”

“I can’t shower like this!” Julia protests. Fine, he thinks. The hot water would do him some good. Besides, his fingers now have the fishy odor that he’s been familiar with ever since he first lost his virginity to Luz, a cute girl in his class at the age of fifteen.

“Then come out there and we can talk,” Renaldo offers. After a moment, the door creaks open and Julia, sans erection, enters sheepishly.

“What are we going to do?”

“For now, we need to act natural.”

“Right, okay.”

“What will you do today?” Renaldo asks.

“I was planning to go back home.”

“Will your husband be there?”

“Not yet. He’ll be at his office for most of the day.”

“Kids?”

Julia shakes her head. Not for the first time, she’s glad that she and Richard didn’t have kids. It makes this whole thing a lot less complicated.

“Okay. I will go and wait for him.”

“You?!”

“Of course. It cannot be you who goes to your home in my body, no?”

“What will I do while you’re gone?”

“I work in the bar, remember? My shift does not start until 10 pm. That will give you some time to study what you need to do.”

Julia looked worried.

“I can’t do this.”

“Yes, you can. Tending bar is not so easy as people are thinking. But it’s not so hard either. You’ll do just fine.”

“Okay, when you get to my house, I’ve got a few Etsy orders to fulfill.”

“Etsy?”

“I make jewelry. The pieces are already made. You just need to box them up and then check the fulfilment spreadsheet for the list of recipients.”

Renaldo looked at her uncertainly.

“Can you do this?!”

“Yes, yes. Okay. Don’t worry. Now, if you’re not going to take a shower, allow me.”

Renaldo sashays into the bathroom, wiggling his cute little ass as he goes. Julia involuntarily watches that ass, her ass, and is horrified to find herself stiffening once again.


4.

On the other side of town, Richard is waking up to an unfamiliar sensation of his own. Still on the edge of consciousness, Richard finds a pillow pressed between his legs. He finds it pleasurable to press the pillow between his thighs, the slight pressure giving him a sensation he’s never felt before. That pleasure radiates up to his chest and makes his nipples stand on end. Richard opens his eyes. A curtain of red hair is in front of them. Confused, Richard reaches down and tugs the pillow from between his legs. He finds the side of the pillow sticky and wet. It has a faint odor that’s slightly fishy but also fragrant. It’s the smell of his pussy. Richard clasps his chest. His fingers touched a pair of succulent breasts. He’s completely naked, and he’s no longer a ‘he’. He shrieks in a woman’s voice. Climbing off the bed, the sheet trailing behind him, he goes to the mirror and discovers the face of Megan Connelly staring back at him. He shrieks again. He touches his face, finding it smooth. His lips tingle as he runs his fingers across them.

“Oh, god!” Richard cries. He looked down in amazement at the woman’s body that he now possesses, his hands again touching his breasts and then running down to his hips and thighs. He touches his round pert ass. “Holy shit!”

The phone rings. Richard stumbled over to the phone, finding his movements unfamiliar with a woman’s breasts and thighs.

“Hello?”

“Richard?” comes his own voice on the other end of the line.

“Yes, it’s me,” Richard confirms in a girlish voice. “Megan, what happened to us?”

“I don’t know,” she squeals. “I woke up with a hard on, Richard. How the hell did this happen?”

“I have no idea,” Richard says, trying to collect himself.

“Are you at home?” Megan asks.

“No,” says Richard reflexively.

“I meant my house,” says Megan.

“Oh.”

Richard looks around. The same underwear that he’d watched Megan put on the night before has been tossed casually on the floor.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess I am.”

“Don’t do anything,” Megan said. “I’m coming over.”

“Hurry,” says Richard. The phone clicks off. Richard feels exposed. The air conditioner was on and the temperature in the room is causing Richard’s nipples to stand erect again. He goes over to the closet and opens it. Inside are dozens, maybe hundreds of women’s outfits. He frowns, not sure what to do with any of them. It’s all an explosion of different fabrics. He spies a terry cloth robe and pulls it on.

He feels the urge to pee. He flees to the bathroom. Lifting the terry cloth robe like a skirt, he sits down. The toilet seat feels cold on his ass. Releasing, Richard pees. The whole procedure fills him with embarrassment, but curiosity gets the better of him. He looks down at his vagina. It’s perfectly smooth and hairless, a fact that he admired about Megan every time they’d had sex. She must wax it regularly to keep it that way. He waits for the last few drops to subside, then he grabs a sheet of toilet paper and dabbed his vagina. The paper feels rough against his soft parts, but it arouses him too. He has a sudden urge to touch himself, but he resists. Flushing, he returns to the bedroom to wait for Megan.

He lays on the bed, trying to figure out what’s happening to him. How had he and Megan switched bodies? What was he going to do now that they had?

After a few moments, Richard hears the car pull up outside. He expects for Megan to get out of the car, but has to remind himself that it’s his own body he should be expecting. Watching himself get out of the car is disorienting.

“Do I really look like that?” he says in Megan’s voice. He goes downstairs to let Megan in the door. She goes wide-eyed when she sees him wearing her robe.

“Richard,” says Megan, brushing her hand against his cheek. It feels nice against Richard’s soft skin. They hug. “What the hell is going on?”

Megan enters.

“So, what do we do?” Richard asks.

“I don’t know,” says Megan. “First, I need coffee.”

They go into the kitchen and Richard watches as Megan hurries around the room fixing the coffee. She’s awkward in her movements too. She hits her head on the vent of the stovetop range, too tall now. Megan looks like she’s about to cry, more from fear and frustration than from pain. Richard suddenly feels like he’s going to do the same thing. It’s an unfamiliar sensation, but he’s overwhelmed by emotions. He manages to pull himself together.

“Megan, it’s okay. We’re going to get through this.”

“How?” 

“I don’t know. We just will.”

The coffee brews in the pot and after a few minutes Megan pours them each a mug.

“You have to be me today,” Megan says.

“What? How?!”

“I’ll show you. I can teach you everything you need to do.”

Richard is embarrassed to realize that he has no idea what Megan does for a living.

“Teach me what?”

“Cosmetics. I’m a beautician at Sephora.”

“I’m a makeup girl?!”

“Don’t make it sound demeaning. I hate when men do that. I’m proud of my job, okay?”

“Sorry. But how am I supposed to do that job when I know nothing about makeup?”

“It’s not that hard. Like I said, I can show you. Just please, please don’t do anything that will get me fired, okay?”

“Yeah, okay. Fine.”

“What about you?” Megan asks. “What do I need to do to be you?”

“I don’t have any showings today, so I don’t think anyone would notice if I wasn’t at the office today. Just lay low. Stay at home, I guess. Oh, shit!”

“What?”

“My wife Julia is going to be at home. You can’t go there.”

“I have to call her or something at least, right? Don’t you two talk?”

“Yeah, well, it’s been a little bit strained between us lately. But, yeah. Give me your phone. I’ll send her a text.”

Megan hands Richard the phone and sends a quick text just telling her that she hopes she has a good day and that he’s thinking about her.

“Even if I stay here, I’ll have to go to your house eventually,” Megan says.

“Shit. Shit!” Richard curses, realizing that it will look suspicious if he stays away all night for the second night in a row.

“Never mind. We’ll figure that part out later. For now, we’ve got to get you looking presentable.”

“Megan, I can’t. We don’t have enough time.”

“Just do what I tell you and you’ll do fine.”

Richard follows Megan upstairs. She waits while Richard showers, finding it increasingly difficult to resist the urge to explore his new body. He soaps and lathers his thighs and chest. Richard gets out and wraps a towel around himself. He returns to the bedroom feeling more exposed than when he was completely naked.

“Wrap a towel around your hair too,” Megan chides. “And you didn’t shave your legs!”

Richard looks down, runs a hand along the almost imperceptible stubble on his shins.

“It’s fine,” Richard growls.

“No it isn’t. Now, come here.”

Richard sits on the lip of the tub and Megan instructs him in how to shave his legs, using shea butter for lubricant. Then, Megan goes over to the bed and hands Richard the dress and underwear that she selected for him to wear. It’s a floral dress paired with simple white cotton panties and a flesh-colored bra. It’s beginning to sink in for Richard that he is the woman and he’s going to have to play the part in public. Putting on the clothes in the bathroom, he’s amazed to find that he actually looks convincing as Megan. Why not? He’s not trying to look like her. He is her.

“You look beautiful,” Megan says when she sees him. Richard’s face turns hot. “Are you blushing?”

“Forget it!” Richards snaps defensively.

“Okay, okay. Let’s do your makeup.”

Megan sits Richard down and deftly puts on his makeup for him. Richard watches as carefully as he can everything that she does. Once she’s finished, Megan announces that it’s time for him to show what he’s learned.

“Do me,” Megan says.

“You want me to put makeup on your face?”

“I’ll take it all off before I leave here. But you have to demonstrate that you know what you’re doing, right?”

So, Richard puts the makeup on Megan’s face. It’s a strange and surreal experience to watch his own face being covered in lipstick and rouge. But he has to admit that he does a passable job of it. When he’s done, Megan’s face is still a man’s but Megan’s femininity is expressed from within. 

“I think you’re ready,” Megan says. “Let’s do this.”


5.

At Julia and Richard’s house, Renaldo is exploring his new role too. Having said goodbye to Julia, Renaldo has been charged with fulfilling her Etsy orders. That took all of a half an hour. He found the spreadsheet, put the little trinkets in their boxes and put those boxes by the front door for the mailman to collect. These middle class white women are always so high-strung, and for what? What Julia calls work any member of his family would call a simple chore. But, no matter. Alone in the house, Renaldo decides to take the opportunity to explore this new body with all of its unfamiliar sensations.

Upstairs in the bedroom, he searches through the couple’s things. They have so much crap. So much more than anyone could ever need. But at the back of the closet, Renaldo finds hidden in a shoebox a pink vibrator. He examines the thing curiously. Flipping a little button, the sex toy whirrs to life. It’s not his first time using one. Some of his lovers liked to have him insert it into them. But he never thought to try the device on himself.

Going over to the bed, Renaldo feels his excitement growing as he slides down his panties. His can feel himself already starting to froth as he presses the buzzing little thing to the lips of his pussy. A thrill radiates through his entire body as the vibrator massages him. He takes off his shirt, then his bra to touch his breasts while he masturbates. Soon, he’s completely soaked and the smell of his juices is so strong that it seems to fill the room. He plunges the vibrator inside himself, multiplying the ecstasy many times over. He gasps as he gives himself over to it. His hips buck as he plays with himself, sweat forming on his brow as the intensity of the experience carries him away. He could go on for hours like this. But instead, something stops him.

“Julia!” calls a voice from downstairs. Shit! It’s the woman’s husband! Unhappily, Renaldo forces himself to cut his masturbation session short. He deactivates the vibrator, pulls up his panties, and escapes to the bathroom. Jumping in the shower, he seeks to expunge the smell of sex from his body. After he’s run the shower, Renaldo reaches for a pink towel to wrap his body in. He returns to the bedroom. The husband is there, Richard he thinks his name is, staring at him with fascination. Renaldo gets the impression that he’s never seen his wife before, which in a sense is true. They are strangers to each other, but how would he know that?

Of course, it’s Megan in Richard’s body that Renaldo meets in the bedroom. She is amazed to find that she’s attracted to this nearly naked woman. Megan has experienced fleeting attraction to women before now. She can remember times when she found herself drawn to other girls in the showers in high school. But this is something else. In Richard’s body, she notices how the smell of Julia’s apricot shampoo entices her. She thinks about what’s under that towel and how much she’d like to see it.

“Hey, baby,” Megan says, suddenly embarrassed at how foolish she sounds. Stupid!

“There’s my man,” Renaldo says, drawing closer to her. Renaldo leans up and gives Megan a quick peck on the cheek. “I wasn’t expecting to see you home so early.”

In fact, Megan hadn’t planned on returning to Richard’s home, but curiosity got the better of her. Maybe it was the novelty of being in a man’s body. When would she ever get the chance to do this again? Or perhaps she just wanted to see the competition. True, she didn’t want to steal Richard away from his wife, but she couldn’t help but wonder what about the woman that Richard was stepping out on. Not some haggard hag, it turned out. She wasn’t shrewish or ugly. Why would a man cheat on a woman like this?

“I, uh, wanted to see you,” Megan says, speaking extemporaneously. “I know that things have been tense between us.”

“Yes, I know,” Renaldo says.

“And I wanted to clear the air and straighten things out,” Megan continues, hardly even aware of what she’s saying. Her eyes drifted to Renaldo’s breasts. Seeing this, Renaldo feels a sudden rush. To have a man looking at his female body this way makes him wet all over again.

“Do you want to talk about it?” Renaldo asks, biting his lip.

“No,” Megan says, enfolding Renaldo’s lithe female form in his arms. Renaldo drops the towel. Hungrily, Megan presses him to her. She can feel the erection that has been stirring in her pants stiffen. Renaldo welcomes the pressure against his inner thigh, and undoes his lover’s belt buckle. Renaldo pictures his past lovers, the way that some women would take control. He now resolves to be that assertive woman as he slides Megan’s pulsing erection out of her pants and wraps his mouth around her smooth cock.

Megan sighs with pleasure as Renaldo begins to blow her. God, no wonder guys were always losing their minds whenever she did this for them. She suddenly feels that she would do anything for this girl who gets down on her knees and gives this kind of gratification to a lover.

Renaldo is enjoying the unfamiliar joy of tasting a man’s dick on his tongue. He bobs up and down, inviting the shaft deeper into his throat. The spurt of ropey cum is unexpected for both of them. But when it comes, Renaldo is delighted to discover that he enjoys the taste as Megan explodes inside of him.

Megan wishes that she’d lasted just a little longer, but decides that she’ll have to get used to sex as a man and she’ll hold out much longer on her next go ‘round. She looks down at her wife and resolves not to take advantage of this woman the way Richard has. She’ll make her a proper wife.


6.

Richard is experiencing his first day as a makeup girl. The job isn’t bad, for what it is. He does a passable job with their makeup, and pretty soon he finds that even though he knows practically nothing about makeup, that’s not really what the job is all about. Mostly, it’s just about customer service and making the women that he talks to feel seen and appreciated.

“You’re such a doll,” one woman in her fifties tells him. “Are you married, sweetie?”

“Yes,” Richard says instinctively. “We’ve been together for almost eight years.”

“If I still looked like you, I’d have no trouble keeping a man happy.”

Richard blushes.

“Sometimes I wonder,” he says. “I suspect that things aren’t as strong between us as they used to be.”

“Well, why not make a change? It’s never too late to switch things up.”

Richard smiles, aware of the irony. Things certainly have been switched up, for him at least. He imagines how Julia would react to seeing him like this. He’d walk in the door in the body of a gorgeous redhead, strip naked in front of her, and the two of them would make love the way they never have before. The thought gets Richard excited. But, no. Julia would never go for something like that, even if Richard could explain. She’s not adventurous enough. Too set in her ways.

In between clients, Richard realizes that there’s quite a lot of sitting and waiting around involved in selling makeup. He feels the stares of the men as they walk past, looking at his breasts and his ass. He’s aware of just what they’re thinking, and it makes him feel exposed. He has a vision of himself wearing a red hood and stockings, carrying a picnic basket while all around wolves encircle him ready to tear into his soft flesh. He’s relieved when the hours pass and it’s time to close up shop.

Just as Richard’s day is ending, Julia’s is just beginning. Unlike Richard with the makeup, she’s actually got some experience mixing cocktails. Being a bartender at Finnegan’s wasn’t really all that demanding, especially on a Monday night. Renaldo explained the various barback duties she might be called upon to fill in for: washing glasses, carrying ice, etc. But now she has to do it for real. More of a challenge will be trying to move naturally in a man’s body. She puts Renaldo’s thick mane of hair up in his signature ponytail and selects from his closet a tight-fighting grey henley shirt and a pair of leather pants. The pants hug her ass in a way that’s familiar, but unfamiliar is the prominent package the pants show off. Getting over her initial revulsion, Julia is now fascinated and perhaps a little proud of her bulge. She knows from the previous night’s experience that Renaldo is bigger than Richard. Which means that she now has a bigger cock than her husband. The idea makes her want to laugh out loud.

She practices walking as a man but finds it difficult to keep from mincing. It wouldn’t matter to those who don’t know the real Renaldo, but to any of the regular customers it might raise some eyebrows. The single gold earring might do the same, but Julia is unconcerned. While across town her husband is feeling vulnerable as a woman, she’s finding new confidence as a man.
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Having screwed the day away, Megan and Renaldo are now returning to their usual independent selves. The flood of endorphins from so much sex has left them both exhausted. They cuddled, kissed, fucked, and then repeated the whole thing again. But now they’re both ready to go their separate ways. The problem is that each of them feels obligated to keep up the ruse that they are someone they are not. And each is silently wondering about the best way to extricate themselves from bed.

Megan gets a text.

Richard: Where are you?

Megan rushes to respond. But she can’t risk Richard’s wife reading over her shoulder.

“Darling,” Megan says to Renaldo. “Something’s come up at the office. The real estate office where I work.” Megan struggles to come up with a lie. “Uh, a house caught fire.”

“Dios mio!” Renaldo says, realizing as soon as the words leave his mouth that this is something ella blanca would never say.

“Yep,” says Megan. “Pretty terrible. I should probably get over there to assess the damage, file a claim. All that kinda stuff. Paperwork, ya know.”

“Of course, you have to go,” says Renaldo, relieved to have an out as well. 

“So, I might have to stay out late. You probably shouldn’t wait up for me.”

“No problem, my love. You do what you have to do. I’ll go out too.”

“Really?” Megan asks. “Where are you going?”

“Oh, nowhere. Maybe just a bar.”

“Is that the kind of thing you usually do on a Monday night?” Megan asks, not sure why she’s asking except that it does seem strange.

Renaldo, genuinely having no idea what Julia would normally do on a Monday night, decides that he’s already too committed to back out.

“I’m just meeting some girlfriends. Don’t worry.”

Renaldo gives Megan a quick peck.

“Be safe,” Megan says as she puts on Richard’s slacks and shirt and heads out the door. Renaldo blows a kiss as she goes. 

As soon as Megan is out the door, she texts Richard.

Megan: I’m leaving your house now.  

Richard: What?! Why?

Megan: Well, I didn’t know what else to do. And Julia was there.

Richard: What else to do? LITERALLY anything else!!!

Megan: Ok cool it with the exclamation points drama queen.

Richard: Did you talk to her?

Megan: Not much.

Richard: What did you say? Tell me everything that you two talked about.

Megan: Can we meet somewhere? It’s a lot to go over via text.

Richard: Where?

Megan: How about Finnegan’s?

Richard: A bar?

Megan: Are you saying that you couldn’t use a drink right now?

Richard: Fine.

Megan: I’ll text you the address.
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Since it’s not a huge town and the bar district is only five minutes from the mall, Richard beats Megan to Finnegan’s. He walks in the door and finds himself once again drawing stares from the men in the room. But that’s not all. She’s getting some hostile, judgemental looks from the girls as well. Richard feels self-conscious, but confident too. Obviously these girls sense competition or else they would just look right past her. She strides up to the bar. The barman is a Hispanic guy with a ponytail. Surprisingly, he doesn’t give her more than a passing glance. Richard wonders whether it’s because he’s a gentleman or maybe he’s just not into women.

“Rolling Rock,” Richard says. Shit, he thinks. Maybe I should order something more frou-frou.

“Coming up,” says Julia, turning around unsuredly. It takes her a moment to remember what shelf the green-bottled beer is on. She squats a little awkwardly to open the glass-doored refrigerator to extract the beer. Once she’s got it, her long fingers make her fumble with the bottle opener. Richard watches, amused.

“First day?”

“No,” Julia huffs defensively. “It’s evening, so that makes it my first night.”   

Richard laughs. This guy has a kind of feminine energy, but there’s something endearing about him. 

Julia gets the bottle open, managing to shake it up enough that it foams over.

“Shit!” Julia curses.

“It’s fine,” Richard says.

“Do you want a new beer?”

“Don’t worry about it. You’re doing good.”

“Thanks. Sorry.”

She goes to get a rag to clean up the suds.

“Do you want to pay now or start a tab?”

Richard remembers that he’s got Megan’s credit card.

“I’ll start a tab, thanks,” he says, reaching into the purse.

“Hey, can I see some ID?”

“Aren’t you supposed to ask for that before you serve someone?” Richard asks.

“First night, remember. Besides, you haven’t started drinking yet.”

Richard hands over the driver’s license. Julia looks it over.

“Okay, Megan Connelly. You’re clear,” she says, handing it back.

“So, was that you flirting with me? Because you could just ask me my name.”

“No, I wasn’t flirting,” Julia says, taken aback. But since Megan clearly is, she decides to go with it. “Why? Would it be okay if I was?”

Richard hesitates, unsure how to answer.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” Megan says. “But you seem a little, well, on the feminine side.”

Julia puts an embarrassed hand to her mouth.

“Really?” Julia squeaks.

“Well, yeah. It’s not a bad thing. I hope you’re not offended.”

“No, not at all. I’ve always known that about myself,” she says. “I just didn’t realize it was so obvious to everyone else.”

“It’s not really. Just want to know what side you’re playing for.”

“What side are you playing for?” Julia asks.

“Ask me again after another drink,” Richard replies.

“Okay, now that was flirting.” 

Richard shrugs, gives a little wave as he crosses over to a table in the corner. Julia is amazed by this woman’s confidence. She’s so beautiful. If she were a man… but then, of course, she is a man! The thought makes her tingle, and in an unfamiliar way. She doesn’t get hard exactly, but she swells up a little thinking about herself with that girl.

Julia doesn’t get to dwell on this thought, though. She gets distracted by another customer and turns her attention back to her job. She’s so focused on the sudden flood of drink orders that she doesn’t notice Megan walk in, in Richard’s body.

“Hey!” Megan says cheerfully, sliding into a seat across from Richard.

“Don’t ‘hey’ me. What the hell were you doing at my house?” Richard hisses.

“Richard, I realize that this is going to make you upset. Just know that I don’t want to lie to you. What I have to tell you, I don’t say because I’m trying to hurt your feelings. It’s just how things are, okay?”

“Spit it out, Megan.”

“Julia and I had sex.”

Richard is too dumbfounded even to be mad.

“What?”

“I came in. She was in a towel. I swear that she initiated it. Or anyway, it was mutual. It’s not like I seduced her, or anything. It just happened. Please don’t hate me.”

“Hold on, Julia. My wife. She just threw her towel down and ravished you? That’s impossible. My wife doesn’t do things like that. Not with me.”

“Well, she did those things with me,” Megan says.

Richard pushes his chair back, stumbling to his feet in a gesture meant to suggest that he’s prepared to fight. Of course, he’s wearing heels. And he’s about a foot shorter than before, so the gesture doesn’t communicate quite as much menace as he’d hoped. Especially when he bangs his leg against the chair.

“You fucked my wife?!” Richard yelps. Heads turn towards him. Julia takes notice too.

“Richard?” Julia asks. Richard reflexively turns at the sound of his name, but it’s the woman in Richard’s body that Julia is focused on.

“Richard? What are you doing?”

Megan gradually realizes that the male bartender is talking to her.

“Me?” Megan asks. “Who are you?”

“I’m your wife!” Julia shouts. All eyes are on this bizarre love triangle. Julia is quavering at the bar, in the body of a studly Latino. Richard clocks this and turns to Megan.

“Who the hell is that?”

“I have no idea,” Megan says. 

Julia comes from around the bar and approaches their table.

“You’re here with her?” Julia demands to know.

“Uh, yeah?” says Megan, thoroughly confused.

“Listen, guy,” says Richard. “We’re kinda in the middle of something.”

“I’m not a guy!” 
“Well, hey, far be it for me to tell you who you are. But–”

“Butt out, slut!” Julia snaps. “Richard, it’s me. I’m Julia.”

“Julia?” Richard says.

At that moment, right on cue, Renaldo enters the bar in Julia’s body.
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Having slipped out of Richard and Julia’s house shortly after Megan left, Renaldo is now looking forward to a night of drinking and perhaps a little dancing later if he feels up to it. It’s been quite an exhausting day, and he’d really like a drink. And to talk to women. Men only leave him sore, and he’d love to go back to girls for a while.

He walks in wearing a short black skirt and an orange blouse that shows off his breasts, his curly hair bobbing across his shoulders. He comes upon the fray and stops, confused.

“Julia!” Richard calls. Renaldo purses his lips in surprise.

“Hello?” says to the red-headed woman addressing him. She’s rather cute. He wouldn’t mind getting to know her better.

“What are you doing here?” Richard asks, looking Renaldo up and down. “What are you wearing?”

Renaldo notices his body standing there, staring at him. Julia is trying to communicate with her eyes. Get out of here! What are you doing? 

Megan turns to look at the woman that she’s just been making love to all afternoon and smiles.

“Hey, baby!” Megan says.

“Weren’t you supposed to be at the fire?” Renaldo asks.

“Fire?” the redhead cuts in. “What the hell is she talking about?”

“Okay,” says Megan. “I think we all need to get this thing figured out. Richard, come with me.”

Richard complies, following Megan into the corner where the two can talk away from Julia and Renaldo.

“Okay, so here’s the thing. I don’t totally get what’s going on here, but the woman that just walked in, that’s who I just had sex with.”

“Yeah, my wife,” Richard says.

“So, who’s the dude claiming to be Julia?”

“I have no idea.”

“You don’t think that what happened to us happened to them too, do you?”

“What, that they switched bodies?”

“It could happen, right?” Megan says.

“But, how? Why?” Then a thought occurs to Richard. He stomps back over to Renaldo and Julia.

“Are you two sleeping together?” Richard asks. The pair share a look.

“Well, we have,” Renaldo shrugs. Julia smacks him in the arm.

“And this morning, you woke up and you were in each other’s bodies, right?”

“How do you know that?” Julia asks.

“Because the same thing happened to us,” Megan says, coming up behind Richard. Julia looks back and forth between the woman in her husband’s body and the face of the red-haired woman that husband has become.

“I knew it!” Julia declares. “I knew you were cheating on me!”

“Hey, can we get some service here?” comes a voice from the bar.

“Un memento,” says Renaldo as he sashays behind the bar, glad to have an excuse to remove himself from the conversation.  

“So, hold on. You’re Julia?” Richard asks.

“Yes, Richard,” Julia answers.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I don’t even know how things got this bad between us.”

“It wasn’t all you. I was responsible too.”

“I don’t know how we come back from this,” Richard says.

“You mean, you want to–?”

“No! No, I don’t mean that at all. I want to make it work between us. But, how?”

“Well, let’s start by being honest with each other. How long have you been cheating on me?”

“For just a few weeks, I swear. It wasn’t something that was planned.”

“Yeah, well, my affair was. I was just so mad at you, Richard. Not just mad. Devastated.”

“I’m sorry,” he says. “I’m so sorry for what I’ve done. If anyone is responsible for this, whatever happened to us, I’m the one.”

“Yeah, well, you’re not alone,” Julia says.

“So, what do we do now? Go home?” Richard asks. “In other people’s bodies?”

“It’s pretty much the only thing we can do,” Julia says.

“What about the bar?” Richard asks.

Julia looks over at Renaldo who is filling drink orders and flirting with customers like a pro.

“I think Renaldo can handle things. He’s probably going to get more tips than he’s ever gotten in his life.”

Megan approaches. Julia finds it hard not to react to this man who looks like her husband.

“Hey, Richard? I think we should maybe get some distance from each other. It might help us change back, or whatever. I don’t know. Maybe nothing we do really matters all that much.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve got your number if I need to call.”

“Take care of my body, and yourself too, ya know?” Megan says, placing her fingers gingerly on Richard’s arm.

“Thanks,” Richard says. As husband and wife exit the bar, Julia takes Richard’s small hand in her own.
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Returning home, Richard and Julia find themselves in familiar surroundings but full of unfamiliar feelings. They kick off their shoes, and Richard sets down Megan’s purse.

“So, what do you think?” Julia asks.

“About what?” Richard replies.

“Being a woman?” 

“Uh, well… I don’t really–”

“Richard, you’re blushing,” Julia says. Julia comes over and brushes a lock of red hair over Richard’s ear.

“It feels strange, but… I kinda like it.”

“You do?” Julia says, staring into his eyes. “You’re so pretty. You know, when I met you at the bar tonight, before I knew who you were, I had this idea that you were the kind of girl that I’d like to sleep with.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really,” Julia says, leaning in to kiss her husband. Richard’s soft, full lips have a hint of peach on them.

“Are you wearing lip gloss?” Julia asks. Richard feels embarrassed again.

“Do you like it?” he asks shyly.

“Let me try it again,” Julia says, this time kissing the woman her husband has become deeply, their tongues mingling deliciously. Instinctively, Julia’s hands move to touch Richard’s breasts. The touch thrills Richard, who places her other hand on his ass.

“Take me upstairs,” Richard pleads. Julia lifts Richard into her arms and carries him up the stairs.

In the bedroom, they set to work taking each other’s clothing off with a new sense of wonder. Richard wettens at the sight of Julia’s cock, unbuttoning his blouse and unhooking his bra. Julia sheds her pants and Richard helps her with the buttons on the shirt.

Julia presses her hard cock to Richard’s damp panties, dry humping him with his skirt still on. She can’t believe how strong the urge to fuck has become for her. They kiss again and she unzips Richard’s skirt, pulling it down. She does the same with his panties, giving her access to Richard’s wet pussy.

“You shave,” Julia says.

“Apparently,” Richard replies. 

“You’re gonna like this,” Julia whispers. “I promise.”

Julia creeps over and kisses Richard on his inner thighs. He leans back, preparing for his wife to give him head. But this is head like no man has ever gotten in his life. She breathes hot breath on his vagina, making him sizzle with delight. Her tongue as she kisses the lips of Richard’s pussy is like nothing that he’s ever experienced. He grows wetter as her tongue expertly works its way between his folds. Richard spreads his legs wider, desperate to let that tongue in deeper.

Julia is enjoying the fragrance of her husband’s pussy, the way that his juices taste on her tongue. She’d always known how good it felt to get this, but now she’s eager to give it. This little sissy slut has no idea how good she has it. She’s going to make him cum all over her face, exploding in waves of ecstasy. She licks and probes deeper, realizing that she can go deeper now. Richard’s ready for it. Richard’s legs buck and twitch as the pleasure from his pussy radiates up spine. His nipples stand erect as that face with its expert lips presses deeper inside.

“Oh, god, Julia!” Richard moans.

“Call me Renaldo,” Julia purrs.

“Yes, Renaldo!” Richard cries.

“Are you my slutty little whore?” ‘Renaldo’ asks.

“Yes, daddy!” ‘Megan’ cries, slipping into their new roles and not looking back. “I want your hard cock inside me!”

Renaldo climbs up on top of her, Megan guiding his thick cock inside of her. The feeling is like slipping into a warm bath. She’s wanted that cock that there, and finally she’s getting the satisfaction that she’s been craving.

Renaldo rides her gently at first, letting himself get the hang of being the one on top. But soon he plunges deeper, harder. He’s never realized how amazing a woman feels when you get between her legs, that wetness is like an addiction. He thrusts harder, deeper and faster.

Megan moans, clutching her tits and tweaking her nipples as she gets penetrated for the first time. She’s soaking wet now, slippery. She arches her back as he plows inside of her. His thrusts press her to the bed, making her feel pinned, helpless.

“Come for me, baby,” Megan says. “I want you to come inside of me now!”

“I’m gonna fill you up, you want that?” Renaldo says.

“Yes, god! I want it so hard, baby!”

Megan grabs Renaldo’s firm ass cheeks, willing him to pound her harder and deeper. Renaldo comes, shooting his seed inside of her. Feeling this warm gooey liquid inside of her cervix makes Megan come too, loud and hard.

They’re both sweating and panting by the time that Renaldo climbs off her. They lay tangled up in each other’s bodies, coming down from an incredible high.
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“Have you put out the bottles of wine?” Megan asks.

“Hold on, I’m just finishing up with the paella,” Renaldo says, the crispy rice dish sizzling in the pan.

“Don’t worry, I’ll do it.” 
“No, baby,” Renaldo objects. “You shouldn’t.”

“I can handle a couple bottles of wine, silly,” Megan says, grabbing the bottle and making her way out to the back patio.

It’s nine months later, and everyone is settling into their new roles quite nicely. Julia and Richard have decided to stay together as Megan and Renaldo. It’s taken some lifestyle adjustments, but everyone is happy with the arrangement. In fact, they’ve become great friends with the two people who now possess their former bodies. The old Renaldo and Megan are over at their house for dinner.

‘Julia’ has brought her new girlfriend, Luz. ‘Richard’ is having fun playing the field.

“You’re looking so beautiful, Megan,” Julia says with that slight Mexican accent. “How far along are you now?”

Megan places the wine on the table and pats her tummy.

“Almost seven months, and I’m already showing like crazy.”

“Better you than me,” says Richard. This comment gets a raised eyebrow from Luz, the only one not in on the group’s little secret. But Renaldo enters with the paella and saves the day.

“Thank you so much for giving me this recipe, Julia.”

“My pleasure, darling,” says Julia.

“What should we drink to?” Richard asks.

“I’m not drinking at all, thank you,” says Megan. “But let’s all raise a glass to new beginnings. Everybody takes their wine glasses in hand and gives a toast.

“To new beginnings!”


Bride to Be

1.

Drinks are like women. It’s easy to go overboard without realizing it. At first she goes down smooth and you trick yourself. You think it’s all warm and fuzzy and the headaches will never come. But they do.

I’m realizing this fact right now. I’ve got a splitting headache. My fiance, Kendra, love of my life and the woman I want to be married to is the reason. A wedding in Maui. What the hell was I thinking? I just want to lie here and die, slowly bit by bit. Or at least kill this pain in my head.

What happened last night? I remember yelling. I remember tears. Hers, not mine. Although if I did cry, it wouldn’t be the first time. I just don’t know anyone who can make me feel like Kendra does. Pain, pleasure. Good, bad. I guess that’s the reason I asked her to marry me. There has to be some reason, right? It seems like ten months ago we were different people. Those happy moments; holding hands in the park, taking care of her sick cat, screwing on the couch. Where the hell did it all go? Why is it that women suddenly do a 360 when a wedding is involved? Overnight she became a different person and–

Hold on. Someone’s at the door.

Whoa, okay. My head is still swimming. You never realize how drunk you still are with your face planted in a pillow. It’s only when you swing your feet onto the floor and it rushes up at you to realize that last night didn’t end with the appearance of the sun.

I crack open the door and squink, eyes narrow enough to make out the outline of my fiance’s maid of honor. Every terrible thing I just told you about Kendra I take back. And apply all of those things to her.

“Rosalind.”

“What did you do to her?” Rosalind demands.

“What?” I say, because I genuinely have no idea what’s happening right now.

“Kendra is gone.”

“Gone where?” I mumble.

“Gone, like I don’t know, Dalton. If I did, what would I be talking to you for?”

“Did you see that the lobby here has a Starbucks?” I ask.

“Yeah,” she says. “I already checked there.”

“Well, I’ll check again.” I sidestep Rosalind and I’m about to round the corner when I realize that I can’t go anywhere without sunglasses. Taking my phone would also be wise. But now I’ve got to actually turn around and acknowledge Rosalind again.

“I don’t think you realize how serious this is,” she stammers, rage bubbling up inside of her as I step back into the cool shadow of the darkened hotel room.

“Probably not.” I say as I take my Ray Bans, still caked with flecks of sand from the beach, from the end table. 

“She’s not answering her phone.”

“She’s sleeping.”

“We were supposed to go horseback riding. 7 AM. She missed it!”

“A lot of people were supposed to do a lot of things. You think I’ve got a hangover now because I scheduled it four months in advance? Things happen. People adapt.”

“Dalton, in all the time you’ve known her, when has Kendra ever missed anything she said she was going to do?”

My rum-addled brain struggles to process this. Try as I might, I can’t deny the logic of it. But then, I know something Rosalind doesn’t.

“Okay, look. Last night we had a fight.”

“You think she’s off crying somewhere because she didn’t get the table spread she wanted?”

Okay, I guess Rosalind does know we had a fight. Of course she knows. Women tell each other everything.

“That wasn’t all there was to it.”

“What else?” Rosalind asks, processing. “Oh my god. Do you think she’s getting cold feet?”

“Nobody’s getting cold feet. She’s stressed. I’m stressed. We both had too much to drink and then we fought. It’s happened before–”

“–And it will happen again.”

“Not what I was going to say. She’s probably hungover, like me, and she’s sleeping it off.”

“She’s not in her room.”

“Do you have the key?”

“No. That’s what I need you for.” Rosalind holds out her hand as if she’s expecting for Kendra’s room key to appear in her palm.

“If anyone is checking the room, it’s going to be her fiance.”

“Do you really think she wants to see you right now?”

“Well, if she doesn’t then all of us are in for a long day. Better to rip the bandaid off now.”

“Fine. But if you’ve done something to her, I’m going to find out about it. I listen to Serial!”

****

The Royal Hoʻololi Hotel is the most beautiful hotel on Maui. Or, at least Kendra reasoned that it must be since it’s the most expensive. The place is pretty amazing, I have to admit. And if it weren’t for her old-fashioned father, Dale the sunbed king, Kendra and I would at least be staying in the same room. Then, we wouldn’t have this problem. Or maybe we would. I don’t know. It seems like we’ve been doing nothing but fight ever since we got here. Maybe since we got engaged. I mean, I get that women put a lot of pressure on themselves. The ‘big day’ can’t just be big. It’s more like scorched-earth. They’ve got to do it so big that no one else can ever get married again.

Which is why I’m here. The hotel is immaculate. The place is all-open air and the fresh breeze and the sunshine make me want to throw up. I kinda hope that Kendra isn’t in her room. A little distance would be good for us right now.

No, this is good. I’ll stop by Starbucks, get an Americano for me and, for her, a venti nonfat mocha latte with a shot of caramel and peppermint (because what I really need is to revisit that whole debacle right now on top of everything else). That will smooth things over at least.

****

She’s not here. It looks like she hasn’t slept here, either. The bed’s made and the sheets are all tucked in. The yellow lai she got at the airport is hanging on the bedpost. But the sign on the door says ‘do not disturb’ and there are towels all over the bathroom floor, so I know the maids haven’t been here. Her phone is on the nightstand. Looks like 6 missed calls. Two from me. 2:43 AM, then another at 2:48. Drunk dials. Thankfully, I at least had the sense not to leave any messages. The rest of the calls are from Rosalind, along with texts that say things like ‘Where da hell is my main bitch?,” and other equally appalling things that female friends text to each other. Without even thinking, I slip the phone in my pocket. Does Kendra even have my number memorized? I know she’ll remember her own. At least this way if she calls her phone, she’ll have a way to contact me. Like that would be her first thought. But, whatever. It doesn’t matter. I’ve got to think. Maybe Kevin can help.

****

“For me? Ohh, thank you, baby!” Kevin says when he opens the door. He’s wearing a hoodie and sweatpants which are absurd in this weather and his hair is all messy.

“What?”

“The coffees, asshole,” he says with a grin. “What, you’re two-fisting both of those?”

“Shut up and listen. Kendra’s missing. I can’t find her.”

His face suddenly drops. “Since when?”

“Last night. We had a fight. I don’t know. I can’t remember it all.”

“Did you check her room?”

I give him a look like, do you really need to ask?

“Alright,” he says, “she’s probably by the pool or something.” 

“No, she’s not.” I hand him both coffees and enter his room. After being in Kendra’s room, the difference between a hotel room that’s been slept in and one that hasn’t is unmistakable. I start pacing involuntarily.

“I checked the pool. I checked the lobby. I checked her room. I checked the Starbucks.”

“What about her parent’s room? You said you two had a fight, maybe–”

“No, they’re not close like that. If Kendra had a problem, she wouldn’t admit it to her mother. That’s not the kind of thing they do in that family.”

“Okay, so she’s not at the hotel. She could be–”

“Exploring the island? I’ve got the keys to the rental car.”

“She could have gotten a ride with her friends.”

“Her friends don’t know where she is. Rosalind was the one who told me she’s gone.”

“What about the waterfall?” Kevin asks.

“What waterfall?”

He rolls his eyes, because apparently I am really that dense.

“Two days ago. We were in the car. You were driving, and she was in the front seat trying to get you to look at pictures of some waterfall on the other side of the island. Remember? She said that she would make you take her there if she had to drag you.”

“Jesus, you’re right! Kevin, how do you pick up on this stuff?”

“Oh, because she was so subtle? You should do yourself a favor and listen to your girl next time.”

I can’t put my finger on it, exactly. But something about the way he says this feels a little off. For a moment, it’s not like my best friend speaking. He’s being playful, but not in the punch-your-arm way that guys do. It’s more like the way my sister Jenny teases me.

“What?” says Kevin, seeming to read what I’m thinking. His response is just the tiniest bit plaintive, almost as if he’s stung, or something.

“Nothing,” I say. It’s probably me. It’s not like Kevin’s the most macho guy. He’s never liked sports. But, then, neither do I. It’s one of the things that bonds us together. But I’m just imagining things.

He takes a sip. “This coffee’s cold.”

“We’ll get more on the way,” I say.

“Where?”

“The fucking waterfall! Come on. We’ve gotta go.”

“All right, fine. Keep your shorts on. Let me have a shower first, at least.” He sniffs the air. “Ugh, you too. Care to join me?”

“Fuck off. Just grab your shorts and jump in the pool, or something. We don’t have time for this.”

“Look, wherever Kendra is we know she’s pissed at your ass. You really in such a hurry to run straight into that hurricane?”

“I guess you’re right,” I concede. 

“Good. So, get the hell out so I can get naked. I’ll meet you at the car in twenty.”

****

“What’s with the sweats? I say, as Kevin approaches the car. “I thought you had to shower.”

“I did.”

“So why are you wearing the same thing I just saw you in?”

“Do we really need to hash over my sartorial choices right now?”

That’s Kevin. He always uses words like that. Sartorial.

“Let’s get a move on,” he says, “Your bridezilla awaits!”  

“Fine. But don’t start crying to me when you’re sweating your balls off.”

Strangely, this remark is met with a tiny smirk. Just at the corner of his mouth.

“Am I missing something here?” I ask.

“Possibly your brain,” he answers. In a split second, he reaches down and grabs my dick hard, giving it a twist. He grins as I wince. “Nope. I guess it’s where it’s always been.”

“Asshole,” I say as I punch him in the arm. Kevin retreats to the passenger side of the Subaru. Seems I’m driving. With a massive hangover. Fun.


2.

Things between me have never been easy. Happy, sure. Much of the time. But never easy. She can be, well, kinda headstrong. On our first date, she didn’t like what I was wearing. It’s not like I showed up in a Metallica t-shirt and cutoffs or anything. But she insisted that one year later we recreate the scene with me in a polo and a pair of khakis she picked out. She was like that with everything. Movies, the books I read, the music that we put on while we cooked ‘together,’ with all of the hard stuff relegated to me. At first, I didn’t really mind. I was so into her that I was willing to do anything for her. Her dog ran away? Oh, Dalton will go look for her. Oh, now the dog has cancer? Well, fine I’ll gladly pay the six grand for her chemo treatments, and for the burial two months later. She was a good dog. I’m not saying otherwise. I think it was the death of that dog that made Kendra really come to trust me.

I knew right away that I was attracted to her. We were at this house party in Venice Beach on the Fourth of July. We started talking about penguins. She’d been to the South Pole and seen them up close. I told her about the time I saw a coyote on Pico Boulevard. She had the best laugh. She had this way of making me feel like I was in on some secret, special conversation she was having that no one else could be expected to understand. I got her number, and I might have gotten more that night if Kevin hadn’t decided to get completely shitfaced and forced us both to leave the party early. I’d never been with a girl like Kendra, and I think she could tell. She liked that. I’m making her sound really conceited right now, but the truth is that she was hot and she knew it. But she wasn’t one of those girls who liked to torture you with that fact. Of all our terrible fights, she never stated the obvious. She was so much better than me.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. I work out. My arms aren’t exactly twigs. Kevin’s always telling me that he would kill to have my body. Admittedly, he’s always had more trouble than me bulking up. Of course, he’s always been the better dresser (his weird choice of sweats in Hawaii notwithstanding). I’ve got a few things going for me, but still. In the veritable ocean of male competition that is Los Angeles, I’m nothing special. But Kendra never made me feel that way. Maybe that’s why I fell so hard for her. I never pictured being the ‘down-on-one-knee’ type of guy. But last Fall when we were in a really good place and we’d been hardly fighting at all, it felt like it was time. We’re almost thirty, after all. And women have their clocks ticking. You’ve got to respect that. So, I asked, and she said ‘yes’. Since then, it’s like nothing can go right between us.

“Hey, can I ask you something?” says Kevin from the passenger seat.

“What?” I say.

“Is Kendra a squirter?”

“What the hell? Why would you ask me that!”

“Jesus, relax,” he says, suddenly defensive. “I’m just trying to break the tension here.”

“You realize that I may have lost the woman I’m going to marry, right? Do you honestly think I’m in the mood for jokes right now?”

“Sorry, yeah. You’re right. I was being stupid. Just ignore me. I don’t know what I’m saying.”

We sit in silence for a moment. Then, he asks–

“So what happened between you two last night?”

I take a pause before I answer.

“I’m not really sure. I know that we fought. Again. You know, she was the one who asked for Hawaii. But since we got here it’s like nothing is ever good enough for her. First, it was the flowers. Then, she wanted to interrogate the caterer about where the shrimp came from. I mean, they’re shrimp. They come from the ocean. We’re surrounded by water, so what does she think?”

“Right, I remember that whole debacle,” his voice cracks slightly on the last word. He coughs and clears his throat. “Is there a water bottle around here?”

“Check the console,” I say. “I think Kendra had one in here yesterday.”

He flips the console open and finds the warm, half-consumed bottle.

“Ooh,” he says in a girlish, high-pitched voice, “Fiji water. Yummy!”

“It’s not real Fiji water,” I say. “She saves the bottles and then fills them from the tap at home. She’s always doing that kind of thing. Everything is a performance. It’s all about how she looks, even when we’re on vacation.”

“Yeah, basic bitch alert,” he says, still doing that stupid valley girl impression, which is not what Kendra sounds like at all.

“Will you cut it out?” I say, “she’s not like that.”

Kendra hates all those blonde stereotypes and she’s always getting on to me about them.

“Sorry,” he says, his voice returned to a normal register. “I thought we were bagging on her.”

“I’m bagging on her. I’ve earned it. You already do it all the time.”

“Sorry,” says Kevin, crossing his arms over his chest. We drive on for a while. I have to admit it’s probably some of the most beautiful country I’ve ever seen. Verdant green hills that give way to narrow mountain passes covered in trees. It’s not all coconut and palm trees like the brochures. There are pine trees in Hawaii, which floors me. Everything that can grow here does.

My eyes are starting to glaze over, and I’m becoming aware of how hungry I still am. When you wake up with a hangover, the last thing you want to do is eat. But then there’s this point in the morning where you realize that you’re actually starving. Kevin keeps shifting in his seat, unable to get comfortable.

“Do you want to stop for a minute?” I ask.

“I’m fine,” he says, still fidgeting.

“We could stop at one of these roadside stands. Get some fruit, or something.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Alright, look. I’m sorry I was an asshole,” I say, throwing him a glance. He’s slumped down in the seat with his arms still crossed like a pouting child.

“No big deal,” he says, eyes fixed on the blurr of greenery moving past his window.

“What’s with you?” I ask, crossing my arms in a mock pout of my own before taking back the wheel.

He doesn’t answer, but when I look again I see him surreptitiously wipe away a tear. Oh, shit. Really?

“Hey,” I say, pinching his shoulder. “You okay?”

Suddenly, he’s full-on sobbing. Kevin has always been a little on the sensitive side, but never like this. He’s always been able to take as good as he gives. But I guess something I said really pinched a nerve. And speaking of pinching, there was something a little peculiar about his shoulder. It feels strangely boney and lithe. He must be ignoring all those workout tips I gave him. He’s too self-conscious to go to the gym with me, but I keep telling him it’s the only way to add mass. He should do some squats, maybe. Build up his testosterone a little.

“It’s not like you give a shit anyway,” he says venomously. I’m surprised by the harshness of his tone, dripping with disdain. But behind it there’s real pain.

“Alright, what’s up with you?”

“Do you realize this is like the first time that we’ve even hung out like this in almost a year?” he says, still too ashamed to show me his red puffy eyes.

I know he’s right, but I can’t admit it. Maybe it’s just a product of the shitty morning I’ve had, or my impatience to find Kendra again, but instead of being understanding I snap.

“What the hell do you want from me? Huh?”

“I just told you,” he stammers. 

“Ohh, Dalton, I miss you! We never hang out anymore” I sneer in a sissy voice. “You think I need this right now? I may have permanently screwed things up with my dream girl, who I’m about to marry tomorrow, and all you can do is make stupid wise cracks and whine that I’m not paying enough attention to you? Man up for, chrissake. Stop being such a girl.”

I’m coming off way too harsh, and I know it. What the hell has come over me? I used to hate those jock assholes and all their macho ‘be a man’ shit. We both did. But it’s too late to do anything about it now. And I’m fucking starving. I see the sign for a gas station up ahead, and I turn off Route 340 and pull around to the parking lot. As soon as I pull into a spot, Kevin throws open the door and slams it loudly behind him. He’s making a beeline for the men’s room.

“Kevin!” I call after him, “do you want any snacks for the road?”

He doesn’t even turn around. Not that I was expecting him to. Great. Well done, Healy. First your girlfriend, now your best friend. You’re two for two this morning.

I need a Red Bull and some powdered donuts. And a cure for my big fucking mouth.


3.

Me and Kevin have been best friends since the eighth grade. No, that’s not strictly true. We’ve known each other since eighth grade, but we didn’t actually become best friends until freshman year. My mom, sister and I moved from Colorado to get away from my father. Kevin’s dad was an asshole too, so I guess he could relate. We liked all the same nerdy shit. He could pretty much name every type of anime there was, and not just the cool ones. He used to steal his dad’s Jack Daniel’s and stay up all night watching tapes he’d buy from Cosmic Comics in Denver. That’s right. Tapes. We go that far back. Of course, a lot of it was basically soft-core porn. Giant lizard demons violating girls with heaving breasts, short skirts revealing their panties as they squealed in mock protest. Naturally, those tapes were as close as either of us got to real women in those days. Sleepovers involved the two of us side by side in our respective sleeping bags with the TV on and the lights off, neither one of us acknowledging what we were doing in the dark.  I’ll put it this way; there was a pair of stiff socks stuffed to the bottom of his closet the next morning. 

By sophomore year, things were starting to change for us. Suddenly instead of hopeless freaks we started to be labeled ‘eccentric’ and ‘alternative’. A guy wearing a Sailor Moon backpack (Kevin) or wearing eyeshadow (me) was considered hip and ironic, which made us not all that unusual in our moderately-progressive little bubble. We got made fun of, but never really bullied. We found more guys like us who were into Magic: The Gathering and shit like that. By senior year, our adolescent dweebiness was starting to disappear. Kevin was still getting shot down constantly, but that was because he was always chasing after the most unattainable girls. And me? Well, I didn’t go to college a virgin, which was far more than anyone, myself especially included, could have expected. Thank you, Sarah Limley.

When we graduated, it was clear to both of us that we weren’t going to stay in Colorado. I got into the Arts Institute of California in Hollywood. Kevin didn’t. I’m not exactly sure what happened, but his dad got pissed at Kevin for the final time, or vice versa, and he was pretty much on his own after that. We found an apartment in North Hollywood that we could sort of afford, and for the next four years we were roommates. We had parties, groups of friends we made at Meltdown Comics, but for the most part our lives were pretty insular. I met Lindsay Harper, the bitch, and she drug my heart through the ringer for two years (plus another three months) but eventually I had the good sense to be done with her. The fact that she gave me no choice helped with my decision. Through it all, Kevin was there. He had hookups of his own. Most of them unmentionable. That is, they weren’t exactly worth mentioning after the night of. I had a few of those also.

But I didn’t really connect with anyone new until I met Kendra. And, yeah, things changed between me and Kevin. I can’t deny it. First she moved in, which complicated our carefully-calibrated TV schedule. Then after we’d been dating six months, I told Kevin that I’d found a place on the Westside, which Kendra and I could basically totally afford with our grown-up jobs. Kevin gave me all kinds of shit about how I was turning into the kind of person that we hated in high school and how I was just another greedy tool looking to climb the ladder. All true, of course. But I knew it was more than that. He found a replacement roommate in Dale Willard, but Dale’s hygiene was horrendous and his knowledge of manga was even greater than Kevin’s. Soon, Kevin was calling me every weekend to hang out just for an excuse to get away from Willard. But during that year, things between him and Kendra had gotten a little frosty. And by ‘frosty’ I mean that Kevin refused even to speak to her. I had a choice to make, and I made it. I started to phase out the late-night phone calls, the matinees, the comic release events. Everything, really. 

Now I’m standing outside a convenience store bathroom waiting on a friend I really should have treated better. Waiting and waiting.

Alright, it’s been like twenty goddamn minutes already.

“Hey, Kevin?” I yell. No answer. “Kevin! I’m sorry, okay?”

Still silence. This is getting to be too much. I realize that I was being an ass, but it’s not like I can just leave him here. I don’t know what the big deal is. He’s never acted this way before. Something has to be wrong.

“Kevin are you in there? Just let me know you can hear me.”

Just when I think the bathroom door is so thick that I’ve been talking to myself this whole time, a strained voice calls, “Just give me a minute. I’ll, uh, meet you in the car, okay?”

Now I don’t know what to think. Either my friend is taking a massive shit, he’s still pissed at me but doesn’t want to admit it, or, and this is what I really think, he’s hiding something.

“Fine. Just don’t be too long, okay?”

I don’t hear anything more, so I walk back over to the Subaru. There’s a guy with his kid who has been watching this whole exchange. The boy is crossing his legs, doing a little pee pee dance and the dad is giving me a look like, ‘what the hell? Do you know what the holdup is here?’ I wave, which actually makes the situation even more awkward.

Back in the car, I sit with my head resting against the steering wheel and my eyes shut. Kendra’s face swims into my mind. She’s smiling, those luscious gold locks framing her face as she bites her lip. We’re in bed together, seconds away from making love. On impulse, my cock stirs just a little in my shorts. Everything that I love about her comes flooding back. Not just her smile but her smell, the warmth of her body. She shivers as I bring my hand around to tug at her bra strap. I look down at her crotch, at her those cute pink lace panties, and I can smell that she’s getting wet. God, I miss her. The memory is torment, but so too is everything else that it drudges up. Because it’s not just that memory. It’s all of them. She’s yelling at me and crying and laughing all at once; the images are a cacophony that’s assaulting all of my senses. I feel a gnawing in my stomach, a dull kind of an ache. I whisper her name under my breath.

“Kendra.”

The car opens, blasting me out of my reverie. I look up from the steering wheel and the first thing my eyes can focus on is that face framed by those trestles of long blonde hair. I squint against the glare. The blonde-haired girl slips into the passenger seat.

“Kendra?” I ask, but even before the question leaves my lips I see the face isn’t the one from my memories.

“Dalton?” a timid voice asks, cracking slightly. “It’s not Kendra.”

The blonde girl turns to face me, and that’s when I see it. More androgenous; the nose is more narrow and the eyes are brown, the chin is softer and the face is rounder, more supple, but it’s absolutely unmistakable.

“Kevin?”

“I didn’t know how to tell you before,” says a lilting, feminine voice just a little bit darker and richer than Kendra’s. “I wished for this.”


4.

The next few minutes pass something like this: I open my mouth to speak, then I realize that I’m just sitting with my mouth agape. So, I close it. Then, I try to speak again. But no words come out. Kevin for (his?) part is hiding his eyes behind a curtain of blonde hair, not moving except to fidget again. And now, without the road to distract me, I can see what I should have noticed forty minutes ago.

My friend Kevin has a pair of tits.

Loose bumps peeking out from that formless grey hoodie. Two tiny wet spots are forming where the nipples would be. Where a woman’s nipples would be. The shape of them are unmistakable. They look just like, like– 

Well. And, I hate myself for noticing, but that’s not the only change. His shoulders are narrower too. Not as narrow as a woman’s but definitely getting there. And all the shifting back and forth, the straining to get comfortable. If I could see him standing, I could probably tell you that my best friend now has a round, firm girl’s ass.

“Wha...how?”

“I don’t know,” he says, still not looking directly at me. “Last night I made a wish. And this morning, I could feel that something was different. My nipples felt weird. Too sensitive, you know? And my chest, well…They just started growing and they won’t stop.”

“I, but,” I stammer like a fool. “Why?”

There’s a pause so long that I think he hasn’t heard me. Then, finally–

“I’ve wanted this for, God, I don’t know how long. Since you met Kendra. Before, actually.”

“But...Kendra?”

“I swear I don’t know what happened to her. I didn’t mean for her to...disappear or anything like that.” 
“What did you say?”

“About what?”

“Your wish. What did you wish for? What words did you use, exactly?”

“I...I wished, prayed really, that somehow some power would turn me into Kendra Hammond,” Kevin says, letting the words drop to the floor.

“Why?” I still had trouble processing. The information was clumping in my brain like mud in an engine.

“Ugh!” Kevin exclaims, letting out a girlish little squeal. “Are you seriously not getting this? Wake up, dipshit. I like you, okay?”

“But now...Kendra…”

“I don’t understand what happened. Like I said. I’m figuring this out just like you are.”

“Wait, okay? Hold on. You knew when I came to your room that something was different.”

“Well, yeah,” Kevin admits. “But I didn’t know for sure what it was.”

“Then I told you that Kendra was missing, what about then?”

“I don’t know. What do you want me to say? It’s not like I killed her and I’m wearing her skin. I’m not a freak.”

“But, if you’re here, then that means…”

Kendra could be gone. Forever. The woman I love more than anything. She couldn’t have just evaporated, could she?

“The waterfall, what was that? A distraction?”

“It was an idea. I don’t know what’s happening. Maybe she is there, for all I know.”

“But you said that just to distract me. To get me alone so that we would... what Kevin?”

“I don’t know. I just said the first thing that came into my mind.”

“The first thing that came into your mind?” I say.

“Yeah,” he says. “Why?”

I mull this over for a minute.

“Okay, so maybe Kendra is at the waterfall and you had that idea because this spell, or whatever, told you to look there. You two could have some kind of psychic connection because you’re turning into her, or something.”

“Yeah, maybe,” says Kevin, obviously not convinced.

“Or maybe she’s at the hotel. She could be in her room right now. She’d call–”

Then I remember that I have her phone in my pocket and take it out.

“Is that Kendra’s phone?” Kevin asks with interest. I don’t answer him. I touch the thumbpad. It won’t open for my thumbprint, but the home screen reveals that Kendra has 16 text messages. There’s a bunch from Rosalind. Another from ‘Mom’: Where r u? It’s from ten minutes ago.

“They don’t know where she is,” I tell Kevin. “She’s not at the hotel.”

“So...what do you want to do?” he asks.

I rap the phone against my temple, trying to think. Finally, I say–

“I want you to concentrate. You’re going to undo this, do you understand? Whatever you wished for last night, now you’re going to do the opposite.”

“I’ll try,” he rasps, so soft it’s barely audible.

“Try hard. REALLY try. Do you realize, what you did–you may have, like–killed her? Do you know that?”

“I didn’t do anything like that,” he says indignantly.

“Yeah, well it amounts to the same thing. She’s gone God knows where and you’ve got her–”

Hair, breasts, voice, smile.

“And as long as you’re like this, it’s a problem. Wherever she is, there can’t be two of you at my wedding, understand? Which means it’s you who has to go. This you. The real Kevin can stay.”

Without warning, he throws open the door and I think he’s about to bolt back into the bathroom again. Then, I hear the sound of puking, and I realize he’s throwing up.

“Oh, gawd,” he whines pitifully. And in that moment, I stop being mad. Some kind of protective instinct takes over and all my anger just disappears.

“Are you okay,” I ask, cringing a little at the gagging noises coming from my friend.

“It’s in my fucking hair!” he gives off a high-pitched shriek like the one I’ve heard a million times from Kendra.

“Stay here,” I say. “I’ll get you some paper towels.” 

“Hurry,” he pleads. In a minute, I’m out of the car and halfway to the men’s bathroom. The guy with his boy emerge and the man looks me up and down.

“Girl trouble?” he asks.

“Uh, yeah,” I say, trying to laugh it off. Then, I look at the kid. “You’re lucky it’s a few years away. Don’t grow up too fast, okay?”

Once they’re gone, I duck in and grab a huge wad of paper towels from the dispenser. I decide to leave it.

Back at the car, I find Kevin still bent over, panting slightly. From this angle, his chest looks bigger and he’s standing with his hips together in an unmistakably feminine way.

“Hey,” I say, and he brushes his hair out of his eyes to look at me.

I’m floored when I see not Kevin’s brown eyes but Kendra’s piercing blue ones.

Thanks, he says, taking the wad of towels and wiping his chin. As he starts to strain the flecks of vomit out of his curls of golden hair, I’m struck by how effortlessly he performs the act. It’s as if he’s had hair this length for years instead of just a few minutes. He crinkles his nose at the smell, a pointed, smallish nose.

“I look like shit, huh?” he says. I struggle for how to respond.

“Look like shit? No. Smell like shit? Well...”

He flips me off. Both of us notice in the same moment that his nails are now long and perfectly-manicured. French tips with a pink gloss. Just like Kendra’s.

“Whoa,” Kevin says as he splays his fingers apart to admire each individual nail. “Look!”

The flip flops on his feet reveal the toenails are matching too. I appraise the rest of his body. Aside from the breasts, he still looks like Kevin. If someone put him in drag and gave him sky blue contact lenses. It’s like he’s wearing a Kendra costume. A fairly convincing one, for all of its flaws. He’s like the friend I’ve always known, but there’s something undeniably feminine about the way he’s holding himself. Then, I notice that he’s shifting his weight from one foot to another just like a woman would.

“Done staring?” he says, bringing a manicured hand to rest against his hip, the other hand still clutching the puke-covered paper towels. His tone suggests indignance, but there’s the shadow of a smile on his thin lips.

“Right,” I say. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”


5.

Makahiku Falls. The brochure calls it breathtaking, exhilarating, and a breath of new life. They left out that it’s the perfect place to look for your fiance with your best friend– who is turning into your fiance. Or a copy of her, anyway. It’s utterly bizarre, and yet fascinating at the same time. Kevin’s walking ahead of me on this narrow trail and, thankfully there’s no one else around to spot us. He’s looking a little weird in flip flops, sweat pants, and hoodie on an 89 degree day, curls of blonde hair bouncing with each step.

It’s weird just how quickly he seems to have adapted to walking the way that a woman would. It’s not the kind of awkward lope that I’ve always seen him use. His posture is completely different. It makes me think of my high school drama coach’s advice. Walk like you’ve got a wire holding up your chest. Well, Kevin is certainly doing that. Now that the secret’s out about his budding breasts, he seems to be thrusting them out in front of himself with each stride.

And, I can’t deny it. I’m kinda fascinated to watch the whole display. I know in my brain that it’s Kevin. But we’re walking along a trail, and it’s not like I can avoid looking down as I walk. Then, I’ll peek my head up for just a second and catch myself stealing a peek at his ass.

Even with those baggy sweatpants, I can make out the outline of both cheeks, pert and firm as they rise and fall. Nothing like a guy’s ass. It’s both higher and tighter. I remember the first time I noticed that ass. And it was on my fiance!

“Hey, slow poke!” calls a sporty, lighthearted voice from in front of me. “How you doin’ back there?”

“Fine,” I call.

“Just fine?” Kevin asks. “Maybe you should be in the lead. I think your legs are longer than mine now.”

It’s true. Besides the other changes, Kevin has to be close to three inches shorter than he was this morning. I’ve always been the taller of the two of us, but now even from this distance I can see that he’s close to a head shorter than me.

“You see any sign of Kendra?” I call.

“Sorry,” he calls back. “I think we may be alone out here.”

The hike was only supposed to take fifteen minutes. It’s why Kendra wanted to come to Makahiku instead of another waterfall. At home, it’s cardio four times a week. But bring her out into the real world and suddenly it’s like she can’t stand a walk of more than 200 feet. I guess I shouldn’t focus on stuff she does that annoys me. Especially now, considering that I don’t know if I’ll ever see her again. The real her, I mean.

“Hey, Dalton, can we stop?” Kevin says, lifting one foot to look at it. “I think I just broke my flip flop.”

He slips off the flip flop. It’s grey rubber with the strap torn.

“Are those the shower flip flops from the hotel? Why didn’t you wear your own shoes?”

“Oh, right,” he says. “I’m gonna need a whole new wardrobe after this.”

“Remember what we talked about?” I say, trying to mask the impatience in my voice. “This is temporary. It’s all reversible. That’s what you’re wishing for now, right?”

“Well, it would be a lot easier to concentrate if I didn’t have to walk so far.”

“What do you suggest I do about it?”

“Carry me?” he grins, and I catch a flash of Kendra peering out from those eyes. The playful way that she’d always do when she wanted me to do something. Only this time it’s Kevin, and I just want to smack him. Instead, I walk straight past him without stopping. I don’t care what it takes. I’m going to at least cross the waterfall off my list. If she’s not here, I don’t know where I should look next. Kendra’s obviously not at the hotel, or with anyone else she knows. What if she really has– no I don’t even want to say it–

Disappeared?

Or what if she hasn’t? What if she really is at the waterfall? What if I come upon her and she’s perched at the top, admiring the view. Would she be happy to see me, or still pissed from last night? How am I going to explain Kevin? Oh, hey baby! Sorry about last night. Don’t worry about this guy with your hair, butt, and boobs. It’s just Kevin. He made a wish last night. Pretty crazy, huh?

“Dalton!” Kevin shrieks. “Wait up!”

I turn to see a rather pitiful-looking Kevin barefoot and limping, bringing up the rear.

“What’s wrong with you?” I say.

“I stepped on a rock, you asshole,” he says haughtily. His voice is so womanly that I guess it triggers something primal inside of me. I feel sorry for him, and it’s something else. Protective, I guess. Not that it stops me from being pissed about what he did. I wouldn’t even be in this mess if it wasn’t for him.

“Come on,” I say, more gentle than scolding. He grabs my arm to steady himself, and I immediately register how dainty and thin his fingers have gotten.

“You okay?” I ask. I guess it’s the tone change, because I can see him blushing a little. “It’s not far now. Just hold onto me and we’ll take it slow the rest of the way.”

“You sure?” he says. “You’re not embarrassed?”

“Embarrassed by what? There’s nobody here. Besides, it’s not like I’m about to leave a fallen brother behind.”

“My hero,” he says flatly. He applies a little pressure, but lets up when his nails dig into me. I get the feeling that he wants to get closer. Luckily, I can hear the waterfall from where we are, so it’s only a few hundred feet of awkwardly walking together. Not quite arm and arm, but close.

We approach the mouth of the falls. I was expecting for the trail to lead us to the pool at the base of the waterfall, but instead we’re at the lip looking down. The view is limited, but I can already tell that it’s the kind of place that Kendra would love. For like, two minutes. First she’d say it’s magical, then she’d whip out her phone, and the rest of the time would be spent with me taking pictures of her. The pictures would all meet with her disapproval, but after pouring over a couple hundred of them she’d find one or two she’d deem acceptable. She’d post these to Instagram, and then we’d go home. She wouldn’t stick around a place like this without her phone. The falls are too loud, and the place is too peaceful to hold her attention for long.

“Dalton?” asks Kevin, “Are you okay?”

I guess I don’t know what I was expecting, exactly. Obviously, this was a long shot. She’d have to have left her phone, her keys, and her purse, gotten a ride with no one that she knows, since all of them are trying to call her or find her, like me; all for no apparent reason except that she wanted to see some stupid waterfall she mentioned half in passing. Wherever she is, I know for sure it’s nowhere I can guess.

“Dalton?” Kevin says again. “I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to bring us out here for nothing.”

“Let’s go back,” I say. “We cross this place off the list, fine. It’s not the only place there is to try.”

“We came all this way. You want to leave already?”

“What do you think this is? What are we out here for, Kevin?”

He doesn’t answer, just turns and walks in the direction of the falls. With one surprisingly deft motion, he pulls the sweat shirt over his head and tosses it behind him, shaking his hair behind him as he sashays towards the falls. I see his bare back, and with the hair he’s completely passable as a woman from behind.

“Kevin!” I say, “where the hell are you going?”

Now he’s bending at the hip and stepping out of the sweatpants, revealing a pair of boxers which hang off his hourglass hips. It’s such a graceful motion that it would turn me on, if it weren’t for the fact that my best guy friend was doing it.

“Kevin!” I shout, having no choice but to follow after him. He ducks under the curtain of white water with a squeal of delight.

“Oh, my god!” he yells, trying to compete with the crush of the water. “I had no idea what this would feel like with a pair of tits!”

I can make out his form through the shower of water. It’s not distinct, but if I didn’t know better I’d think I was looking at the outline of a gorgeous woman.

“Are you done?” I call from across the falls. “We need to get the hell out of here!”

“In a minute,” he calls back. “You don’t know how hot it was with those sweats on!”

“I’m leaving without you,” I say, not quite believing it myself.

“Just come in!” he says. “Don’t worry, it’s great!”

This is completely insane. Of all the shitty things I expected to be putting up with today, having to coax my best friend, who is rapidly becoming a perfect copy of my fiance, from behind a waterfall is not one of them. I try to assess the situation. I can’t leave without bringing Kevin with me. Seems my best move is to take the plunge and do it. So, I unbutton my Hawaiin shirt, wrap my phone and Kendra’s in it, toss off my leather sandals, and head in.

It’s only when I step into the waterfall that I remember I haven’t showered yet today. The water is more exhilarating than I could have imagined. Cold, but in the best way. I rub my hands over my face, letting my pores drink in the welcome sensation of having all that water pounding around my ears, lost for a second in the continuous thrumming all around me.

I cover my eyes with my hand and see that there’s a dark patch in front of me. I take three big steps forward, and suddenly the curtain falls away and I’m looking into a cave underneath the fall. I wipe the water away from my eyes and the first thing that I can register is Kendra’s smiling face.

No, not Kendra. Kevin. He’s got a big grin on his round, feminine face. And standing there coquettishly, in nothing but those boxer shorts, he looks like Kendra wearing my underwear. Only one thing reveals the deception. Without meaning to, I can make out the small bulge of his cock and balls. 

“You found me!” he smiles. He’s poised coquettishly with one arm covering his perfectly formed, supple breasts.

My brain knows that it’s Kevin, but my cock isn’t so carefully calibrated. It’s programmed to find what it likes and respond when it sees it. Which is why I’m starting to get a little tight in my shorts. Just a little.

He–  no ‘he’ doesn’t really seem to fit anymore; ‘they’ I guess, in the singular sense–  looks so much like Kendra that it’s making my balls ache. And my heart. In that order, I guess. Or at least that’s the order that I’m processing my feelings in.

Kevin looks at me, then away.

“Are you done?” I ask, and it sounds more impatient than I mean for it to.

“What?” he calls, still covering his nipples.

I turn and walk out from behind the waterfall and start heading back in the direction of the car.
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“Thanks for letting me borrow your shirt,” Kevin says, swimming in my oversized Hawaiian shirt. It was a necessity after they discarded the hoodie. Naturally, the shirt does nothing to support their breasts, which are now large enough that they’re starting to part directions. Back in the car, I curse myself for coming out this far for nothing. I’m pissed at Kevin. Pissed for being led on a wild goose chase, but especially for having been lied to.

“No problem,” I say.

“So, what do you want to do?” they say.

“We’ve got no choice but to go back to the hotel,” I say. “Wherever Kendra is, she’s not going to suddenly appear out of nowhere. We need to plan our next move.”

“Which is?”

“I don’t know, okay? I’ve never been in this situation before.”

“No shit,” they say. “It’s not like I’ve ever done this either.”

On the radio is that song by the Hawaiian singer, Iz. He sings “Somewhere Over the Rainbow'' with a ukulele.

“So, why did you never tell me? How you felt about Kendra?”

“I didn’t exactly hide my feelings,” Kevin says in response.

“I knew that you hated her. I just never knew that the reason was because you wanted to be her.”

“I never hated her. I was jealous, that’s all.”

“So... you’re--”

“Trans? Yeah, I guess. Not that I had the courage to do anything about it before now.”

“I wish I had known,” I say.

“You really never suspected?” they say.

“No. Well, maybe the thought had entered my mind that you might have feelings.”

“Oh,” Kevin smirks, “and what were your feelings about my feelings?”

“Kevin, we’re like brothers.”

“I stole your sister’s panties once.”

“What?!”

“I think she suspected that I took it, but I don’t think she knew it was because I wanted to wear them,” they laughs at the shock on my face. 

“What? I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I guess we’re like siblings in more ways than one.”

“Wearing my little sister’s panties doesn’t make us anything.”

“Dalton, I’m sorry. I know all of this is too weird. I really didn’t think there was any way that I could tell you.”

“I would have understood. You know I’m no homophobe.”

“I know. You’d be so kind and understanding. You’d tell me that it’s my choice, and it’s all okay. That you accept me and that we’re still the same friends we always have been. And then you’d have even more reason to cut me out of your life.”

“That’s not fair,” I say.

“Please. You had no idea, and it happened anyway. As soon as you met Kendra, it was the beginning of the end for our friendship, and you know it.”

I can’t deny that they has a point.

“Okay, I guess I deserve that.”

“It’s not your fault. It’s the way things go. Your girlfriend always wants to get rid of her boyfriend’s friends. You know, I think that she always suspected the truth about me.”

“Kendra?”’

“Girls are observant. They notice little things that guys miss. She probably just thought I was a closet case. She knew you weren’t gay, so I wasn’t a threat to her. But, then, you never can be too careful when you’re a girl like that. I don’t need to tell you how territorial she was–”

Was.

“I mean is. Dalton, I mean is. That was a stupid slip.”

“Forget it.”

It’s another long stretch of silence before Kevin finally says–

“Dalton, we need to talk about the rehearsal dinner.”

“What about it?” I say, even though I’ve already reached the inevitable conclusion in my mind too.

“Well, unless you want for the SWAT team to be swarming the island looking for Kendra, I think it would be best if I went in her place.”

“No way. Who’s ever going to believe that you’re Kendra?” I say. All Kevin has to do is raise an eyebrow. At this point, there’s practically nobody who wouldn’t mistake Kevin for Kendra, at least at a distance. The features of their face has shifted and molded to the point that Kevin looks like Kendra’s twin. Maybe not an identical twin, yet, but certainly fraternal. By the time we reach the hotel, who knows? The changes are coming so rapidly that there’s no telling where they’ll stop. No telling for sure, but I have a pretty good idea.

“What about her parents? Her friends? How are you supposed to pass with them?”

“Okay, you’re right. When we get to the hotel, you can tell them that your friend Kevin has magically transformed himself into your fiance, and the reason that nobody’s heard from Kendra all day is because I’m turning into her. We’ll tell them together. I won’t lie if you don’t want me to.”

“This is insane,” I say.

“So you agree?” Kevin asks. “Telling the truth is not an option?”

I sit there and try to come up with some other option, but nothing comes. I slap the steering wheel in frustration.

“Fine,” I say, “we’ll do it your way.”

“All right, then. First thing to do is for you to get into Kendra’s room again and grab some clothes for me.”

“What? Why?”

“You think I’m wearing this?” he says, fanning the edges of the Hawaiian shirt as if it were a skirt. “I was thinking of that floral print gown of Kendra’s. That should fit me, well, perfectly. Besides, I really need a bra. Please, Dalton!”
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So this is what it’s come to. Stealing my fiance’s underwear for my best friend to wear. I can’t honestly say that this was something that I ever expected to have to do. I had to leave Kevin in the car and made them promise to wait in my room and not open it for anyone. It shouldn’t be a big deal. Just in and out, real simple.

I fish around in my wet shorts for the room key, hoping that the water hasn’t somehow deactivated the electronic strip or something. I slide the key in the door, and it opens without me even turning the knob. For half a second, I have it in my head that it’s Kendra.

I’m wrong of course.

“Here he is,” Rosalind announces to the room. “Dalton’s here.”

I enter without being asked. On the perfectly-made bed sit Lily and Marguerite, both of whom seem to be working through a bottle of tequila that they’re drinking out of Tiki heads. Both wear lais and tacky Hawaiian dresses. Marguerite’s dress is, as always, criminally small for her enormous frame.

“Where the hell is Kendra?” Rosalind demands.

“You’re still on about that?” I say, fumbling to cover myself, “change the record already.”

“No one has seen or heard from her. Her phone is gone. Do you know where she is?”

“Of course I do,” I say. “She texted me and we met up for lunch.”

“See?” says Lily, pouring another shot into Lily’s tiki cup and one in hers in turn.

“You’re lying,” says Rosalind. “Her purse is here.”

“What do you think I’m here for?” I say. “She sent me to the room to fetch it for her.”

My cover story is starting to sound plausible even to me.

“Where’s your shirt?” Lily says.

“It’s hot out,” I say.

“We’ve been here all day,” Marguerite slurs. “Tell that slut to get her ass back here so we can party!”

“Fine, I’ll tell her. Now, can you please clear out?”

“Why?” Rosalind asks. “What are you trying to get rid of us for?”

“Oh, Rosalind. Sooner or later, every man who spends time with you wants to get rid of you. I’m just the latest.” 

“I know you’re a liar, Dalton Healy! I want proof that my friend is okay.”

“You’ll see her at the rehearsal dinner in two hours. Is that enough to allay your suspicions?”

Rosalind crosses her arms and brings her ass down onto the bed with a thump.

“We’re not leaving here until I get a text from Kendra confirming that she’s okay.”

“Fine,” I say. “I’ll text her.”

I have Kendra’s phone, so I’ll just use it to–

No, that’s no good. It’ll only open for Kendra’s thumbprint. Wait. Where’s Kendra’s phone?! I pat my back pocket, but it’s not there.

Ding!

My front left pocket vibrates. I pull out my own phone. I have a text.

Kendra: Don’t forget the panties too :)

Oh my god.

“Who is it? Is that Kendra? Let me see the phone,” says Rosalind, her palm outstretched. I grin so big that I have to try to keep myself from laughing.

“Here,” I say, tossing the phone in her lap. Rosalind reads the text, frowns. She hands it back.

“Tell her to text me back next time,” she says, deflated.

“I’ll tell her right now,” I say, typing furiously. Hey, K. Can you send Ros a text? She thinks you’re missing or something and she’s about to have a bitch fit.

In less than a minute, I hear a ding and Rosalind’s phone lights up. She appraises it without expression.

“Satisfied?”

“I was just trying to be a good friend,” she mutters.

“You always do this! Kendra is Kendra, I told you,” says Lily. She shakes the last few drops from the bottle onto the bedspread, confirming that it’s empty.

“Let’s go,” Marguerite says. “The salad bar is open. I need something to put in my stomach.”

“Salad?” Lily asks.

“Macaroni salad is still salad,” says Marguerite.

And just like that, those three witches leave to go haunt someone else for a while. God, I can’t believe that worked! But, how? Kevin must have snagged the phone. Wait. This can only mean that Kevin’s thumbprint can now open Kendra’s phone. No two people can have the same thumbprint.

No two people.

But I can’t think about that now. Kendra’s suitcase is where she left it. I lift it onto the bed, unzip, and start rifling through its contents. The bras and panties are in the mesh pocket. I grab a handful of the panties. There are three pairs here. Which one would look best on my friend Kevin? I grab a pink bra and select the panties that match. It’s only after I make my decision that I realize they’re the same ones that she wore, that Kendra wore, right before we made love in my memory.

The panties are clean, of course, but I can’t help but give them a quick little whiff, trying to get just a little lingering scent of her. All I can smell is Tide and fabric softener. Okay, underwear. Check. But everything else in the bag is just t-shirts and tank tops neatly rolled into little cylinder shapes. Shorts, no. Sunscreen, no. Where are the dresses?

Hold on. She would have put them up somewhere to keep them from wrinkling, right? I check the closet in the corner of the room. Bingo. There’s the floral print dress. I grab it and do a quick scan around the room for anything else I might be missing.

The purse, right. Gotta have that. I wrack my brain for anything I’m forgetting. Satisfied, I gather up the stuff and prepare to lock the door. This might actually work. As long as Kevin can fake it through the rehearsal dinner, we might actually get through this after all. As for tomorrow, it’s just too much to contemplate. One step at a time.

I feel really, incredibly shitty about this. But the thought flashes through my head of Kendra, the real Kendra, showing up and demanding that the whole wedding party seize me and the imposter that I brought to dinner. I picture my whole family and Kendra’s parents too with looks of shock and disgrace on their faces. And even though I realize I shouldn’t, I find myself hoping it won’t happen. But I guess I should be careful about what I wish for.
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“Oh, loverboy!” comes the words of the song from the bathroom when I enter my hotel room with the stuff. Kevin’s listening to music in the bathroom. It’s the song from Dirty Dancing, I think. Kendra loves that movie. I can hear the call and response of the song through the door. “Baby, my sweet baby, you’re the one.”

“Dalton?” calls a feminine voice from behind the door. The bathroom door slides open a crack and a thin, feminine hand beckons me closer. 

“I got the stuff,” I say, placing the bundle of underwear into Kevin’s waiting hand. Our fingers touch, and for a moment I notice how soft those fingers are. Then, the manicured hand disappears and the door slams shut again. After a moment, I hear–

“Ooh, these are cute!”

“Do you...you need help putting them on? The bra, I mean,” I say, sheepishly.

“Why? Have you got some experience putting on a bra that I don’t know about?” Kevin teases back.

“Well, no.” I only have experience taking them off, but then I figured that he would be lost about the whole procedure too, and–

Am I seriously offering to help my best friend put on my fiance’s bra?

“I think I’ve got it covered,” Kevin says.

The door knob turns and the door slowly folds inward to reveal Kendra (I mean Kevin) standing there, striking a sexy pose. The bra is a perfect fit, and Kevin puffs out their chest to show off the cleavage..

“What do you think?” Kevin says, playing with a lock of hair between their fingers. Kevin’s pose is distinctly and unmistakably feminine, standing on one leg with the other bent at the knee and folded over the first in that way that women do. I’m mesmerized. My heart starts to quicken. I can’t help but notice the small bulge in those pink lace panties, but it’s absolutely hairless down there. Actually, Kevin’s whole body appears silky smooth.

“Well, don’t just stand there staring. I don’t look ridiculous, do I?”

Kevin turns away from me, examining this new form in the mirror. They play with the cups, pulling and tugging at those mounds of soft flesh nestled in pink latex. Those curious fingers migrate down from the breasts to the ribcage, to the stomach and down to the hips and thighs. Then, those slim fingers come around to squeeze those soft round ass cheeks, fingertips spreading them slightly.

“Ahhhh,” Kevin sighs loudly.

I can’t help it. My dick is hard as a rock. I have to look away. What defense do I have? My brain has been programmed to seek asses like that from the time I was eleven years old. I try to remind myself who it was I was exploring that fascination with cute girl asses was. It’s Kevin, remember? Your best friend? So what if he’s got an ass like a Victoria’s Secret Angel? You’re stronger than this. You need to fight it.

Kevin notices me staring. Kevin’s turned away from the mirror and is now looking at me with the same kind of curious hunger. Then, that smooth round face suddenly turns beet red.

And I can see why. Kevin’s small cock is visibly stirring, pressing against the pink fabric.  Kevin has a look of absolute mortification. They disappear into the bathroom and the door slams shut and locks. I realize that my mouth is hanging wide open, and I force it shut again.

“Sorry!” calls a small, mortified voice behind the door. I can hear the shower come on inside. I move closer, pressing my head to the door, and I think that I can make out the muffled sounds of crying. Something else too. It’s not easy, but I can faintly detect a soft thwap, thwap sound I’ve made myself on those nights when Kendra was ‘too tired’ for sex.

Kevin is sitting on the toilet and jerking off. In my girlfriend’s body. Thinking about me.

It’s involuntary. My dick head presses hard against the seam of my shorts. This is absolute torture. I want to run out of the room, swim into the sea as far out as I can make it until I finally succumb to a heart attack and die. This is wrong. For so many reasons, this is something that I can’t allow to happen. I want to bolt, but instead I take a breath. Sit down and think this thing out, Healy. If you don’t go through with this rehearsal dinner, then you’re bound to arouse everyone’s suspicions. Just get through this night, and once you do, you’ll be able to sort the rest out later.

I lie back on the bed and try to just come down from the flush of testosterone seeing Kevin aroused in me. I mean, well, you know what I mean. My balls are starting to ache again, and they’re really in need of a release of the kind that Kevin is currently enjoying. I completely understand the need. That pressure buildup has got to go somewhere, and right now I would do just about anything to have that tension eased and the pressure expelled. Almost anything. Other than porking my best friend of 16 years, that is.

Twenty minutes pass and Kevin peeks out coyly from behind the bathroom door.

“Hey, so that was really weird, huh?”

“Totally weird,” I reply.

“Let’s just go to dinner and pretend it didn’t happen, okay?”

Relief floods my body.

“Done,” I say. “Already forgotten. Nothing to it.”

“Great, so...can I have that dress now?” Kevin asks, holding out a hand expectantly.

“Oh, yeah,” I say, hopping off the bed and retrieving the dress from the chair where I set it down and hand it over. The dress slips between the crack of the door and it shuts again. After a moment–

“Wow. This dress is really beautiful. Where did it come from?”

“We bought it together. I mean, Kendra found it, and I bought it at this vintage store on Magnolia Boulevard.”

“Oh, I know the one you’re talking about. In Burbank, right? I’ve always wanted to go in there, but I figured it would be even worse to go in and not be able to buy anything.”

It still floors me that Kevin has been having these thoughts all this time that I never could have guessed about.

“Okay, don’t get too excited. I’m coming out.”

The door opens again, and some part of me doesn’t even want to look. But I do, and I’m even more amazed than I was before. In the underwear, it was purely a sexual response. This is something else. An acknowledgement of loveliness and femininity that transcends attraction. It’s something I find myself drawn to because it’s part of the sacred feminine.

“Well? Do I pass?” Kevin asks, giving a deliciously feminine twirl that makes the skirt of the dress ripple.

Absolutely indistinguishable from Kendra at her peak. There’s this radiant glow that emanates from that soft, tan skin. Every piece of that body is in perfect proportion with not even a hint of what came before. As a facsimile, it’s flawless.

“Yeah. Looks good,” I say, sounding like a robot with the flatness of my intonation.

“Really?” Kevin asks, suddenly self-conscious.

“Yes, really! What? Don’t worry. You look fine. I’ll bet no one is even going to notice the difference.”

I can see in those blue eyes, the smile that disappears in an instant, that Kevin’s crestfallen but is desperate not to show it. I hate that I keep hurting my best friend like this, but I’m afraid of what I’ll do if I forget that this is my best friend and not the woman I proposed to. It would be too disloyal to Kendra. The real Kendra, wherever she is.

“Don’t you want to put on some makeup?” I ask.

Kevin perks up at the suggestion.

“Oh, right. You brought that stuff too, right?”

“Check the bag,” I say, pointing to the purse on the bed. This is one of the big ones that Kendra takes with her when she knows she’s going to need a lot of crap. Kevin glides over and starts ruffling through its contents.

“Oh, thank god,” Kevin says, pulling out of a pair of flat sandals from the bag. “I thought I was going to have to go barefoot.” There’s other stuff in the bag, too. Sunglasses, tissues, tic tacs, a makeup brush, a condom. And, naturally, a tampon. Kevin holds it up, examining the foreign object with fascination.

“I don’t think I’ll be needing this just yet. But better safe than sorry, right?”

The tampon slides back into the bag.

“Oh, here it is,” Kevin says, pulling out one of those little pallets of different kinds of makeup that women wear and a black tube I’ve seen Kendra use which I know is mascara.

“Do you know how to use this stuff?”

“I’ve experimented once or twice,” Kevin replies, “of course, I had to overdo it to make up for, ya know, the whole ‘having a man’s face’ thing. Think I should just skip it?”

“Kendra wouldn’t,” I say, shrugging.

“Yeah, you’re right. It would look weird if I weren’t at least making an effort. Maybe something just a little understated.”

They gather up all the makeup junk and bring it over to the bathroom mirror.

“Okay, so you remember how the whole thing goes, right?” I call from across the room.

“Sure. Just like we practiced. We come in, make the rounds and chit chat a little. Listen to a few toasts, best wishes, blah, blah, blah. Oh!”

Kevin clasps a hand around their mouth to keep from shrieking.

“Oh my god, Dalton.”

“What?”

“Kevin is supposed to give the toast!”

“Shit!” That’s right. How am I supposed to explain the absence of my best man?

“We’ll just have to act natural. Tell everyone that Kevin isn’t feeling well and that you told him it would be better to sit out dinner to rest up for tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” I say, pacing the room, “yeah. That’s plausible. Makes sense. Good thinking.”

“What about my bridesmaids? I don’t know anything about them.”

“There’s not much to know. They’re catty bitches who love drama and liquor and hate me.”

“Is that the way Kendra thinks of them?” Kevin asks with a knowing look through the mirror.

“No, I guess not,” I say, ruffling my hair as I try to remember anything that might be useful to know about those basic bitches that my fiance always has in her orbit.

“She met Rosalind at school. The other two she doesn’t know as well.”

“Jeez, and these are my bridesmaids? What about my parents? Is it ‘mom and dad or mommy and daddy, or what?”

“Mom and Dad. Their names are Dale and Annie, by the way.”

“Great, oh I was going to tell you. After I texted Rosalind, I texted mommy dearest too. I told her I was sorry I didn’t text back and that I didn’t mean to worry her. Crap like that. I think she bought it. I scrolled through Kendra’s old texts too, just to catch up.”

“You’ve thought a lot about this,” I say.

“Yeah, well, it’s better to be prepared. Wouldn’t you say? Kendra went almost three months without texting her mother once. I don’t think she should be too hard to fool.”

Something about the idea of Kevin going through Kendra’s personal correspondence feels wrong. It’s like a violation, in a way. But, I guess it can’t be helped.

“I’m afraid to ask, but…”

I look up to find that Kevin has managed just the right amount of makeup. Not too overdone. Actually, it’s perfect.

“You look great,” I say.

“Good boy,” Kevin says. “That’s what you say to a lady when she’s all dolled up. So, shall we go?”
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The rehearsal dinner is on the beach, of course. And unfortunately it doesn’t look like it’s going to rain or snow or hail, and there’s a disturbing lack of tornadoes in this part of the world. I don’t have the karmic credit to expect a tropical typhoon, so I guess we’re actually going through with this.

All those months of Kendra pouring over every detail, prodding me for my opinion, getting annoyed by my lack of taste and insisting that I was no help at all, and finally crying and giving up all hope of ever getting it perfect and then landing on the exact right option. The seashell white linen table cloths, the tropical flowers that are native to the island, or at least grow wild here; the fresh-cut pineapples.

I had to admit, this is just as I’d imagined it would be. The aesthetics, I mean. Not the fact that I’m showing up with my best friend and praying that we don’t get found out. Hey, at least if things do go south we’ll have a getaway plan. I imagine Kevin and I running into the sea to avoid an angry mob of relatives and friends who want to kill me for allowing this imposter to pass for their beloved Kendra. But, no. Actually, everyone seems in a good mood. I grab a mai tai from the bar and watch as ‘Kendra’ schmoozes everybody.

I volunteered to stick close to Kevin, to feed lines in the event of some slipup with Kendra’s friends. But I’m watching them all right now, cackling and giggling like they’ve known each other for years and have a million inside jokes.

“She’s a hell of a woman,” my Uncle Patrick says. I’m standing in a circle with the men of my family.

“You don’t know the half of it,” I say.

“I heard that you had a little bit of a tiff,” says my father, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You know, your mom and I had a rocky start. Actually, I was amazed that she even stayed with me for that first year. But when I saw the way that you two came in here, all my fears just went away.”

“Really? Just now, you mean?” I ask.

“Sure. She’s absolutely glowing to be in your presence. I can tell just by the way she seems to always be near you.”

“Makeup sex heals all wounds,” says Uncle Don. “Am I right, Dalton?”

I try not to choke on the umbrella in my drink as I cough.

“Hey, now. Don’t forget that we were men too once,” says Patrick with a grin. “I may have nothing coming out but dust these days, but I can still tell when a girl is getting it on the regular. You treat that girl right and she’ll be yours forever, trust me.”

“Alright, fellas,” says my father. “Dalton’s got a lot on his mind.”

“Alright,” says Don. “Just remember this. After tomorrow, you can throw the condoms out for good. Your dad’s too shy to say it, but I’m sure as hell not. We’re expecting some little Healys before too long now. Gotta let the clan expand, am I wrong?”

“I, ugh, will try not to let you down,” I say. I can’t seem to muster anything else to say, but it’s at that moment that Kevin appears from behind my Uncle Patrick’s shoulder.

“Oh, hey! There she is,” Patrick says as he grabs Kevin around the shoulder and delivers a big kiss on the cheek. “There’s the loveliest bride in the world. How are you doing, sweetheart?”

“Oh, fine,” says Kevin, blushing. “What are you boys talking about over here?”

“Just about how this schmuck finally found a great girl and that if he isn’t smart enough to keep you then Don, here, is going to steal you away.”

“We’re glad you’re feeling better, honey,” my father says.

“Dad!” I say. “We don’t really need to rehash all that.”

“No, no, it’s okay,” says Kevin, leaving my uncle’s embrace and planting a kiss on my cheek. “I can’t even remember that stupid fight we had. I just look into those eyes and all my anger just melts away. You really raised a good, clean boy, Paul. I don’t even know where I’d be without him.” I grin like I’ve got a gun pointed at my stomach.

“He was a good boy, alright. I think his mom and I had something to do with that. But it takes a good woman to make a boy into a man.”

“I, uh, I’m gonna get another drink. Do you want to join me… baby?”

“Just one more, right Dal? I want you at full strength for tomorrow.”

The men giggle and whistle at this.

“Oh, stop,” says Kevin, clearly loving every minute of it. I take the small of Kevin’s back and steer us towards the open bar.

“See? They don’t suspect anything,” says Kevin. There’s a tray of mai tais on a platter and Kevin takes one and takes a sip. 

“What happened with Kendra’s friends?”

“Oh, them,” Kevin says, setting the glass on the bar. “You know, you really weren’t being fair before. Those girls are fun!”

“Did they suspect anything?”

“Not a thing. It wasn’t even necessary to deceive them, really. We just chatted. Girl stuff.”

“How did you cover for the fact that you knew nothing about them?”

“That’s the weird part. I did know about them. It was like, when I needed to, the memories were just there. I remember how we met, what everyone was wearing. It’s stange, but also familiar, ya know?”

“So you’ve got Kendra’s memories now, too?” I say. What’s impossible at this point? I guess that it makes sense, but at the same time it’s like Kendra, the real Kendra, is being absorbed little by little by Kevin. It turns my stomach for some reason. But Kevin’s so elated that it’s like I’m not even there.

“Oh, by the way. Your friend Kevin? Huge closet case, apparently. Marguerite had him pegged from a mile away. Very perceptive, that girl.”

Kevin’s grinning from ear to ear, taking a coy sip from the mai tai and trying to gauge my reaction.

“What’s wrong? I thought you would be relieved. This is what we wanted to happen, right?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I say. How can I say that all of this feels wrong to me. All that’s happened today, it’s all come so fast that it’s impossible to process it. My best male friend has secretly been pining all these years to be a woman. And not just a woman. My woman. And now, he’s gotten it. Without my consent I’m being carried along in this little charade and nobody even asked me how I feel about it. Kendra could be terrible sometimes. Hell, I know that better than anyone. But this? It’s like she’s being erased, and I’m not even supposed to object.

I have to make a decision, here and now. The wedding is off. I can’t possibly get married knowing who my bride really is. I just have to smile and get through this dinner, and I’ll tell Kevin as soon as we leave here that it’s off. I know that he’ll be crushed, but there’s no other way.

“Hey,” says Kevin, and for a second I think that I’m so transparent that everything I just thought is on my face. But instead of getting defensive or upset, Kevin leans in and whispers, “don’t worry. After the wedding, it’s not like I’m going to bring the girls around. I know more than any wife ever has a husband just how much you need your guy time.”

“Mmm,” I grunt.

“What’s the matter?” Kevin asks.

“Nothing,” I say.

“Dalton, it’s me. I know you. I can tell when something’s bothering you. Be honest. Tell me how you really feel.”

Cling, cling, cling, cling!

Uncle Patrick is raising his champagne flute. People milling around start to gather in a circle to hear my drunk uncle over the sound of the waves.

“I’m told that the best man is under the weather, so I guess I’m stuck doing the honors. Dalton, you probably don’t remember but you once told me that when you grew up you wanted to be a Fireman and a husband. And, well, if we get half of what we wish for in life, we’re very lucky indeed. I can imagine a better partner for you than Kendra.”

Awws from the crowd.

“Keep a woman like that happy,” Patrick says, “and you’ll be a fortunate man for all of your days. Here’s to you both.”

Glasses are raised. Cheers!

Then it’s Rosalind’s turn.

“Kendra, you’re my best friend. I’m so lucky to have you in my life. I can’t believe that you’re getting married tomorrow. I can’t wait until the day when you tell me that you’ve got a little miracle growing inside of you.”

I look to my right and see Kevin’s mascara starting smear. Is this real? Kevin didn’t know any of these people this morning, and now suddenly it’s nothing but Kodak moments? Kendra’s the one who deserves to be up here listening to all of this. I want to drop the charade and call the whole thing off. I polish off the mai tai in my hand with one gulp and then take another from the tray.

“Dalton,” Rosalind says, “I know that I haven’t always been that nice to you, and I’m sorry. I hope you know that I’m really glad you were the one to win Kendra’s heart. I haven’t always been the most supportive, but I hope you know how much you both mean to me, and– sorry…”

Now Rosalind is crying and Kevin crosses the room to embrace her. They cry and hug and everybody’s oohing and ahhing, which gives me the perfect cover to down another mai tai. I’m getting far too drunk, again, but I don’t care. This is all too much, and I just want to get away from it.

“I’d like to say something,” a voice says, and after a moment’s hesitation, I realize that it’s mine. “I want to thank you all for joining Kendra and I. It hasn’t been easy getting here. They say every bride goes a little crazy. But they don’t warn you that by the end of it, you’re as crazy as she is.”

A few uncomfortable laughs come from a few members of the crowd.

“When we first got engaged, I thought, man this is it. But then things change and you start to ask yourself whether you even know the person that you’re agreeing to spend the rest of your life with. You wake up one morning, and you discover that she’s someone else entirely.”

Kevin’s eyeing me suspiciously, trying to figure out where I’m going with this.

“Everyone tells you that it’s normal for every couple to get the jitters right before the big day, but no one prepares you for just who your bride will become. And when it comes, you’re totally blindsided. You lose sight of who you really are, trying to be what that other person wants. It gets to the point where you lose yourself in the role you’re playing and you forget it’s not who you are deep down. It’s just a performance.”

All the air goes out of the room.

“That’s why I’m so glad that I have all of you here with me tonight. Being surrounded by my family, my loved ones, our loved ones, it helps remind me who I am. When I asked Kendra to marry me, it was because I’d found someone who did for me what no one else could. From the first time I met her, I knew that Kendra was the kind of girl that you get one chance with in a lifetime. One of a kind. Irreplaceable.”

More ahhs. Kevin starts to sob.

Rosalind puts her arm on their shoulder. I feel a kind of thrill pass up my spine. This is good. I let the cruelty course through me. Kevin’s hurt. Why not? What gave him the right to make that wish?

“Here’s to the one special person that I’ll love till the day I die,” I say, voice cracking as I raise my glass.

“To Kendra,” I say. “To Kendra!” comes the reply from the crowd.

It’s too much. I look over and Kevin is retreating to the hotel in tears.
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I screwed up. I know it. I’m going to find Kevin and apologize. I shouldn’t have said it that way, but I can’t go through with this. I can’t handle this charade. And besides, I lost someone special. The more time passes, the more obvious it becomes. Kendra is not coming back.

If she were anywhere, she'd have been at that wedding reception. She didn’t just decide to leave on her own. She vanished. And that’s what I can’t forgive Kevin for. I mean, I understand that he probably didn’t mean for that to happen, but what did he think? He could just slip into someone else’s life and there would be no consequences? He displaced my girlfriend in the world. He’s the reason she disappeared.

I’ll have to tell my family that I got cold feet. It’ll be rough for a few months, but they’ll understand. They have to. What else are they going to believe?

The worst part is that I’m not only losing the woman I thought would be my wife. I’m giving up my best friend, too. Why does it have to be this way?

You would have lost Kevin anyway, an obnoxious little voice in my head chimes in. You already did anyway and you hardly even noticed.

That’s true, in a way. I didn’t have as much time for my best bud as he deserved. But is that any excuse for stealing her identity? I didn’t know that he was suffering. Did I?

Well, maybe on some level. There were times when it crossed my mind. Once I caught him sitting with his legs crossed knee over knee. I came in without him expecting it, and he was sitting on the couch like that. He tried to laugh it off, but I did wonder whether it wasn’t a sign of something. But then, I didn’t want to know. If I knew, that meant I would have to do something; ask questions I didn’t really want to know the answers to. But I suppose that I shouldn’t have ignored all the signs. Maybe if I’d been a little more sensitive. Maybe if I hadn’t had that stupid fight with Kendra we would have spent the night in the same bed and I could have, I don’t know, prevented it somehow. Stopped the magic from whisking her away, or whatever. At least I could have told her that I loved her one last time.

All of these thoughts batter my brain as I walk along the water. Beaches are overrated. During the daytime, they’re fine. But when your cuffs are soaked and you’ve got sand and the gnawing doubts of all your bad life decisions sticking to you, they’re pretty lousy. I’ve already walked as far as I can away from the hotel, but there’s no avoiding it anymore. I change direction and start heading back.

You know what, though? As much as I loved Kendra, we were probably bound to fight on our last night together. We fought most of our nights together, so why not that one? I can’t deny that she was difficult. Even she would admit that, in her lighter moments. But there was so much more to her than that. I really wonder whether she might not have mellowed a little as we got to know each other better. I don’t know. How many couples get happier as they get older and more dug-in? We’d probably have ended up like those couples who don’t even talk to each other after a while. We didn’t have much to say when we were dating. She didn’t get what I was about, most of the time. And she hated my friends. To her, Kevin was just a nerd from my past who it was time I outgrew. I guess she was right to be suspicious of him. Not that it helped at all.

I’m at the hotel now. I try to get some of the sand off my feet by walking through the grass. The palm trees have strings of Christmas lights that give the night a sickenly saccharine glow. There’s a light breeze and the night is the exact perfect temperature. Isn’t that always the way? The world is always so bright and chipper when you’re unhappy.

I’m still tracking sand on the carpet when I arrive at Kevin’s room upstairs. The door is open and the maids are making the bed. Not here. Hold on. There’s another room I can check.

I go downstairs to Kendra’s room and knock on the door. I wait. Knock again.

“Kevin!” I whisper-shout. The doorknob clicks. I try the handle, and it opens for me. I step inside. Kevin’s on the bed. I can see from the mascara smears that I’ve just interrupted a major crying jag. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not staying,” says my best friend wearing my fiance’s face. My stomach twists. I was expecting rage, accusations, possibly some insults. I was expecting Kendra, wounded. But instead, what I get it–

“I’m really, really sorry what I did to you. I was so selfish that I didn’t even care what you wanted.”

“It’s not your fault. You couldn’t have known what was going to happen when you made that wish.”

“But I wanted it. I wanted to be in her place. Me instead of her. I didn’t care what it meant for either of you.”

“Well, I probably should have been a better friend to you. I know I should have.”

“Even if you had been, it still wouldn’t have been enough. I was in love with you. You couldn’t have given that back to me no matter what I did. You were straight, and such a guy. If you’d known, you could have never looked at me the same. I just wanted you to see me like I am– Well, you know what I mean.”

“Kevin–”

“I know. I’m going to go. I’ll get a flight back to LA. Give me the key and I’ll move everything out of the apartment before you get back.”

The thought of Kevin moving Kendra’s stuff out feels too weird, and I guess this must show on my face.

“Or leave it there. I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” says Kevin. “Just, please don’t tell anyone, okay? I have to live as Kendra now. There’s no going back to life as Kevin. Just keep my secret and I’ll never bother you again.”

I take a seat on the bed, and immediately I realize that it’s a mistake. I can smell Kendra’s skin. Not some body wash or perfume. Not body odor. I’m talking about that indefinable scent that each person has. It’s the same smell she had when I first met her.

I can’t help it. They– no screw ‘they’. She is turning me on.

“Oh, god,” I groan, pulling her to me. I look in her eyes, and I see my best friend, but I’m seeing her the way that she’s always wanted to be seen. We stare into each other’s eyes, and we both know.

This ache, this building sexual tension that I’ve been trying to deny all day is too much to take. I lean in close and our lips meet. And it’s the most passionate kiss I’ve ever had. Not just eager, there’s a kind of curiosity and surprise to it that I never had with Kendra before. Beneath the surprise is this well of warmth. She sighs as I press my lips to her, the tips of our tongues touching.

“Dalton,” she says, tears in her eyes.

“Kendra,” I whisper. “Baby, I’m sorry,” I grab her face and slip my fingers into her hair as I pull her in again. I flick her earlobe with my thumb and it makes her groan with pleasure. I can feel my erection coming on firm and strong, pressing against my shorts.

“Wait,” she says, “let me do it. I want to do it all for you.”

She kisses the stray beard hairs on my neck as she slips down to her knees in an effortlessly girlish gesture. She undoes my zipper and slips her hand into my pants. My shaft shivers at the sensation, and in one deft move she slides me out. The eagerness in her eyes as she does it, she admires my cock like it’s the most delicious thing she’s ever seen.

“Please, let me,” she purrs. “I want this, please, baby.”

In answer, I grab her again and gently guide her lips toward my throbbing cock. She takes it in her mouth, ducking up and down. I can’t believe she knows how to do this so well. Every bob, every tiny thrust sends waves of pleasure through my whole body. Her tongue knows just where to go, the tip of it teasing my scrotum and tip as it moves up and down.

“Oh, yes. Yes, yes, baby. You’re so good.”

I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s looking up at me with such glee, getting more turned on as she sees me moaning with pleasure. My only thought is not to finish too fast. I feel like I’m about to cum at any moment, but she just keeps licking and teasing me. Now playing with the mushroom head, and in the next moment swallowing my entire shaft. She runs her teeth lightly along the top, and I swear I can’t hold it anymore. I crane my neck to the ceiling, trying to think of anything that can prolong the pleasure and keep me from finishing.

She starts to slow, curious about me.

“Don’t stop,” I beg. I look down and she’s rubbing me with one hand ever so gently, using her saliva to keep me lubed up.

“Shhh,” she whispers, “I know what to do, baby. Don’t worry. I know just what you want, and mama’s gonna give it to you.”

The rapid thrusts have given way to a gentle but steady up and down motion with the tips of her fingers. She knows I couldn’t last long at that pace. Of course she does. She knows my body better than any woman ever could. Even a patient student of the male anatomy could never compare to a lover that has those same needs herself. It was never this good with Kendra before. Even at our best, it was nowhere close to this.

“Mother of God,” I sigh, “why didn’t we do this before?”

She doesn’t answer, just smiles angelically as she plays with my shaft.

“Tell me I’m yours,” she says.

“Yes,” I sigh. “You’re mine. All mine.”

“Ready?” she asks. I nod and she removes her hand and presses it to her chest, bringing both palms firmly around her breasts and pressing them together to show her cleavage. Precum bubbles at the tip of my cock and she slips her mouth back over my shaft again. This is it. She’s going to take me all the way now. I can’t hold out any longer, and I don’t try. I just let that warm, wet mouth envelope me. My mind goes hazy as I spew hard. I can feel pearls of hot cum spilling out of me. I’m like a firehouse, my sperm bursting out of me. And she’s taking all of it. I can feel the pulse of my cock and the force of her throat as she sucks it all down. She makes slurping sounds as she does it, devouring my manhood like it’s the tastiest treat she’s ever ever enjoyed.

I’m sweating from every part of my body when she finally lifts her head out of my lap.
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“Fuck, that was. Fuck!” I say grinning. I’m still breathing heavy from the excitement. She cradles her head on my shoulder.

“I can’t believe I finally got to do that,” she whispers in my ear.

“Here,” I say, “let’s lie back and rest a minute.” She gets off me and we scoot to the head of the bed where we can rest on the pillows. I take her in my arms and she folds into me perfectly. We just lie there for a moment. She presses her cheek close to my chest, listening to my heart as it pounds.

“Hey, Dalton?” she asks.

“Yeah?”

“Don’t call me Kevin anymore, okay?”

“Never,” I promise her. One thing’s for certain, I can never look at this girl the way I did my best friend ever again. I feel a small wet spot forming on my shirt, and I realize that she’s got tears in her eyes again.

“What is it?” I ask gently. She looks up at me with those eyes and all I can see is this woman that I’m madly, stupidly in love with.

“This has been the best day of my life,” she says. And I start to laugh.

“Me too,” I say. “I didn’t realize it until now, but I can’t think of a single day I’ve had more fun. It’s weird. I’d spent the whole time pining for Kendra, feeling guilty, trying to avoid what I was feeling. But now, to admit makes me feel so much lighter.

“So…” she says, “what happens now?”

“Now,” I say, “it’s your turn.”

She makes an ‘o’ with her mouth in mock surprise. 

“Dalton Healy, you’d do that for a girl like me?” she asks, and I can see from that look in her eyes that it’s what she’s been dreaming about since we were in high school.

“Only for a girl like you,” I say, chuckling. “Believe me. This is not something I’d do for just anyone.”

I pull her face to mine again, cupping her breast in my hand and stroking it through the bra.

“Stand up a second,” I say.

“Yes, sir!” she replies, hopping off the bed. I slide off and kiss her again, trying to remember the fastest way to get this dress off her. Slide the straps off her shoulders, or lift from the bottom over her head? I try method one and she just giggles at me.

“You’re such a dork. What am I ever going to do with you?”

She pushes me away with her hand playfully, then she pulls the skirt up over her and sends a cascade of blonde hair spilling over her shoulders. Even with that small package in her panties, I’m dying to have her.

We embrace again and I wrap my arms around her, going straight for the bra.

“At least I know how to do this,” and with a cool-guy move it comes off in a second. I press my chest to hers and she’s climbing me. I grab her legs and pull her up to me so that her crotch is flat against my stomach. I can feel her tiny cock going mad through the pink lace.

She comes up for air long enough to look into my eyes–

“Is this really what you want?” she asks timidly.

“Shut up. Don’t you dare ask that again. You’re absolutely perfect.”

Then I toss her on the bed and start kissing her neck and making my way down.

“Ahh, god!” she squeals, “take these panties off me now!” 

I give her a playful slap hard on the right cheek as I slide down her belly and towards her crotch. Then, gingerly, I lift the slip of fabric off her swollen cock. She’s tiny. Smaller than me by about three inches, and it turns me on. I saw Kevin’s cock a few times when we were changing, but I guess that whatever transformed the rest of his body has done its work on this part too. 

As soon as I touch the tip of my tongue to her head she shivers from her hips to her shoulders and squeals the way a woman does when you touch her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” she yells. “Do that again. But slow. Really slow.”

I comply and she’s moaning like crazy. It probably sounds insane, but I treat it just the same as I would whenever I gave any of my girlfriends head. Alternating fast and slow, up and down, with a little bit of side to side action. Mostly it’s all about the tongue, but once I’ve got that going I start moving my lips up and down her chubby little shaft. She’s perfectly hairless, and I realize that she must have shaved herself bare while I was off hunting for her clothes.

“Please, don’t stop,” she begs. “Please, please, please don’t stop! Dalton, Jesus Christ, Dalton!”

I keep going, and I’ve got a decision to make. Do I take this all the way? It’s almost too much of an affront to my manly pride to let her cock explode in my mouth. But why not? I’ve brought girls to orgasm orally before, so what’s different this time? Whatever her anatomy, there’s no doubt in my mind that she’s 100% female.

While I’m in the middle of deliberating, she cums. It’s just a small spurt, and it tastes nothing like cum. Not that I’ve ever tasted cum before. Guy cum. You know what I’m saying. This is weirdly sweet. She can only manage a few pumps before she’s spent. I decide it would be rude to spit it out after she made such a spectacle of enjoying mine, so I give it a gulp and send it down into my belly.

When I look up, her eyes are unfocused, staring at the ceiling in blissful delirium. She’s covered in sweat too and I climb up to wrap our naked bodies in the sheet.
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“Kendra?” I ask. She grins at me. “How do you feel?”

“Gooood,” she answers dreamily. Then, suddenly, she winces. “Oh, fuck!”

“What’s wrong?” I say.

“My stomach feels weird.”

I look down and her thighs are beaded with sweat. Her cock has shrivelled to the size of a prepubescent boy’s. And, unless my eyes are lying to me, it seems to be getting smaller by the minute.

“Oh, shit,” she says. “I think I’m changing again.”

She grabs my hand and presses it against her shrinking member. She yelps.

“Does that hurt?” I ask.

“Fuck yes, and don’t stop!” she wails, her slender fingers urging mine to press harder. It’s wet with sweat as I press the tips of my fingers into her, massaging the loose skin which is rapidly changing. Her shaft is retreating up into her body and I use my other hand to work the shrivelled remains of her balls. First one, and then the other dips inside of her. What remains of her tip is still there, round and small. It’s her clit, sitting at the top of her new hood.

“Harder,” she says through gritted teeth. I can tell that it’s painful, but that pain is only the salt that makes the sugar of her pleasure that much sweeter. Pretty soon, I’m using two fingers to force myself deeper into her hot, wet vagina. Every small thrust seems to expand the cavity deeper and deeper, yielding to my touch as the skin reforms. Then, I feel a resistance. The muscles inside her are starting to tighten around her hot, wet opening. Instead of yielding, there’s this pressure her body is exerting. I slow my thrusts and take a moment to admire her newly-opened flower. That tight little pussy with a smell I remember so well.

“You okay?” I ask. She grins from ear to ear.

“Is it done?” she asks.

“I think so,” I say.

Curiously, she let the tips of her own fingers creep toward the new opening. Her fingers lightly brush against the hood of her vagina and the sensation makes her hips buck involuntarily.

“Wow!” she moans with glee. “You have no idea how good that feels. I can’t even describe it. My whole body is alive.” She plays with herself more, exploring each new sensation as it comes.

“Hey,” she suddenly exclaims. “I want to see it. Hand me my phone?”

I cast around for the purse at the corner of the bed. I grab the purse and scuttle back to the bed. She finds her phone in the bag and tries to figure out the correct angle to aim it at her crotch. The first few don’t come out right. So, I take the phone and snap a few candid shots, then hand it back to her. Her eyes light up in fascination.

“Dude, I’ve got a pussy!” she squeals.

Looking at those soft folds of flesh, I realize I’m getting hard all over again.

“Hey, I’ve got a question for you,” I say.

“What?” she asks.

“Is Kendra a squirter?”

She laughs, covering her face in mock embarrassment.

“Again? Already?” she asks.

“Why not? You’re still wet aren’t you?”

She inserts her pointer finger inside her and then sticks it in her mouth like she’s testing the frosting on a cake.

“Mmm-hmm,” she grunts, enjoying her flavor.

“Then let’s go,” I say, climbing on top of her. She wraps her legs around me and takes my face in her hands.

“Wait, Dalton. Shouldn’t we use a condom?” she asks.

“Probably,” I say. “But I can’t stop now, can you?”

She shakes her head, which makes her tits jiggle too. I kiss her neck and start rubbing my throbbing cock against the lips of her pussy. She’s tight. As tight as a virgin, which I guess she now is. After three or four thrusts, I’m inside her. Her toes curl in pleasure as I sink in, bobbing up and down.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she wails, spreading her hips to let me deeper inside. I’m not the kind of guy who prefers missionary style, but at this moment I’ve just got to have her and I don’t need anything fancy. We go at it for thirty minutes, maybe more. I’m lasting longer the second time, and I’m wondering whether whatever magic that’s done this to her body is having some effect on me too. I feel like I could go for hours, the two of us writhing in absolute bliss. Eventually though, I sense that she’s getting close. She’s arching her back and she has to scream into the pillow to keep from waking the whole hotel. I slide my pinky inside her ass to finish her off and she cums like a fountain. She’s creaming all over me and finally I come again too.

My balls are completely spent. I pull out and realize that she’s crying very softly and gently.

“You were great,” I whisper. “That was the best I ever had.”

After a few moments, I suggest we take a shower together. She says she wants to go another round, but I tell her I can’t handle one more. And besides, we’ve got a big day in the morning. After the shower, we crawl back into bed and hold each other. The sheets reek of sex, but we’re both too exhausted to care. With the air conditioner blaring, we curl up and fall asleep in each other’s arms.


13.

Well, I guess you can probably figure out that we didn’t call off the wedding after all. Everyone told me how Kendra looked stunning in her dress and what a lucky guy I was to have a girl like that. If only they knew how right they were.

We’ve been married for four years now, and I’ve got to say that I’ve never been happier in any relationship I’ve ever had. I still think about the Kendra I first met, but in a weird way it doesn’t feel like I’ve lost anything. Maybe that’s wrong to say, but it’s the way I feel. The best parts of Kendra, her kindness, her wit, her caring and loving side is still with me every day. It’s just that we fight a whole lot less. I get a partner with the sensitivity of a woman but with the kind of easy rapport of a best friend. The girl that I proposed to was high-maintenance, jealous, suspicious, and always trying to reform me. The girl I married can take me as I am. Not only that, but she’s more eager for sex and more adventurous in the bedroom. If I was persistent, the old Kendra might have given me a blowjob once or twice a month. Now I’m the one having to fend her off; she’s ravenous, I swear.

But it’s not just the sex. We understand each other better. We still talk about our lives together before, but it’s Kevin we talk about in the past tense. Kendra is the one I’m here with. It’s just that life with her is better now than it’s ever been before. Especially since Zach was born.

Yep, that’s right. That night before our wedding? She got pregnant right away. We found out two days after the wedding on our honeymoon. It wasn’t easy on Kendra, having to deal with all that having a baby does to a woman’s body so soon after getting one. But she made do, and nine months later we were holding our beautiful boy in our arms. I said at the time that it was the happiest that I’ve ever been. But if I’m being honest, nothing compares to that day we spent together looking for Kendra and eventually finding her.

I’ll never know exactly how it happened, but I do know that I’m the luckiest guy alive. I think back to the guy I was, and I flatter myself to believe that I’ve matured, and maybe I have. I’m a better partner than I was, that’s for sure. Maybe drinks are like women. But when you find the one you like, it’s best to slow down and appreciate her. Savor her, and she’ll always go down smooth.


Miss Taken Identity

1.

“Mr. McGovern, can you tell us in your own words exactly what you saw on the evening of August 10th?”

My throat is so constricted that I’m finding it hard to speak. I take a sip from the glass of water in front of me. It doesn’t help. It’s not that my throat is dry because I’m not drinking enough. It always gets parched when I’m about to put the city’s most powerful mob boss behind bars for murder. It’s a little tic of mine.

“Uh, yes. I was… exiting my apartment when I saw, uh, a flash.”

“A flash? Can you describe this flash, please?”

All of this was rehearsed. Me and this lawyer, with the suit worth more than my car, went over all this in pretrial. Me yapping and her rapping her ruby red nails against the table as I answered. She wanted me to anticipate that they were going to rattle me.

She told me not to worry, that it would all be over soon. That I should be proud that I was doing my community and invaluable service. Blah, blah. I must have a death wish or something because Vincent Galfino is not a man to be crossed. Why did the chicken cross the road? Because it was a hell of a lot better for your health than crossing Vincent Galfino. Ha ha. Gallows humor.

“Uh, the flash? Um, yeah. It was… in a car. The back seat.”

“When you say it was in a car, what kind of car?”

"It was a… late-model Lincoln. Black. Uh, there was a man standing outside the car with his arm in the back seat."

“Could you see his arm?”

“Not fully,” I admitted. “At first. But then the flash drew my attention. The flash and the bang.”

“Can you identify the bang?”

“It was a gunshot.”

Murmurs from the peanut gallery. Every one of those spectators in the courtroom can’t believe I actually have the balls to finger Galfino. Well, neither do I.

“And do you see the man whose arm was in the back of that car?” the lawyer asks.

See him? He’s mad dogging me right now.

“Yes, ma’am. I can see him,” I reply.

“Can you point him out to us, please?” she says.

So, I raise my arm, point it at the man with the slicked-back black hair wearing a poison green suit (which cost more than ten of my cars), and in doing so sign my own death warrant.

“No further questions, your Honor. Thank you, Mr. McGovern. You may step down now.”

She doesn’t have to tell me twice. I follow the bailiff and exit into that little back room quick as I can. The bailiff gets me a Subway sandwich and a Coke, but I can’t stand to eat the sandwich my stomach is so tied up in knots. That was probably the bravest thing I’ll ever do, and already I’m regretting it. Too late to do anything now, of course. But I didn’t do it for nothing.

After a few minutes, the Special Agent assigned to my case, Rodriguez, comes in and shakes my hand. Then, he explains how the next few days are going to go.

“You did a brave thing, boss,” Rodriguez tells me. “You’re helping us put one of New York’s most notorious mobsters behind bars. Your testimony was the one thing we had to link him to the murder. Now the US Federal Government has got your back one-hundred percent.”

“Okay, cool,” I say, still reeling from what I’ve just done.

“We’re going to set you up with a completely new identity, a job, everything you’ll need.”

“Right, so where am I going?”

“Thing is, I can’t really tell you that because I don’t even know. This case is being handled at the very highest levels. I’m just the errand boy. They don’t tell me the big stuff. But, don’t worry. Anonymity is the priority.”

“Okay, so, like Michigan?”

“Maybe. Could be right here in New York state. But no matter where you go, you’re going to be provided with a full-proof alias. When we’re done with you, your own mother wouldn’t recognize you.”

“My mom’s dead,” I say. “Dad too.”

“Even better,” Rodriguez says, then realizes how cold he sounds. “Sorry, what I meant was it’s better when you don’t have any personal entanglements to complicate things, know what I mean? I mean, you’re a perfect candidate for witness protection, Nick. You’re practically a ghost already.”

It’s the kind of thing that I thought of myself before and during the trial. It was the reason that I agreed to testify at all. If I had something else going for me in my life, I never would have done it. But I thought that if someone had to do it, better somebody with few ties, right? Still, hearing someone else say it makes me feel weird, even a little pissed off. It may not have been much of a life, but it was mine and now it’s over. And I know nothing about the new one that’s about to begin.

“So, what happens now?” I ask.

“There’s a car waiting for you outside. I’ll be escorting you to a safe house. There you’ll be given details that will fill you in on every aspect of your new life. You’ll be given new documents: birth certificate, passport, all that.

“What about money?” I ask.

“You’ve already been given guaranteed employment at a salary you’ll find satisfactory. You can never disclose your real identity as Nick McGovern to anyone. Under no circumstances should you attempt to make contact with anyone from your former life. Do you understand?”

“Yep,” I nod, a little uneasy. 

“All right, let’s hit the road.”


2.

The safe house is a shit hole. I mean, I know they don't choose these places for the aesthetics, but this is just a total dump. Rusty stains in the bathroom sink (which drips), cracked tiles, some impossible to identify stains. And aside from the barest old furniture, the place is completely empty. I wish that I'd thought of grabbing a few things from my old apartment. They told me I couldn't ever go back there, and I believe them. But couldn't some agent at least go collect my stuff before they ship me off to wherever? Oh, well. Not much of a loss, I guess. 

As soon as Rodriguez dropped me off, I was told that I’d be given a packet of documents. The packet would give me details of my new life and tell me what to do next. So, I waited. And waited. I stayed up half the night expecting that I’d be hurried out of bed. I’m a light sleeper so I figured it was better to just stay up and avoid all the hassle. But nobody came. I waited up for nothing.

I did find something today though. Taped to the inside of the front door was a manila envelope thick with documents. I pulled it down, fingers fumbling as I tore it open. My heart was racing. I kinda couldn't imagine what my new life was going to be like. Doctor? No, they need training. I just hoped that I wouldn't be a garbage man or something. If you've ever known someone who had clogged sinuses, I've got the opposite problem. I can smell everything. But when I slid the documents out of the envelope my apprehension turned to confusion.

“Uh, this isn’t my packet,” I said to the empty room. It couldn’t be my packet. These documents say that my name is Lilian Marsh.

Lilian is apparently a housekeeper who works in the Hamptons. Birth year is the same as mine, height and weight are the same as mine (I’m skinny and short, what can I say?) and there’s even a driver’s license with a photo of a woman who looks like she could be my sister. How did they do that, by the way? Is Lilian out there somewhere in the world?

I look through the envelope thinking that there must be something I’m missing. I’ve obviously switched identities with some woman who probably fingered someone else in federal court and now needs protection. Right? I mean, they can’t seriously think that this new identity will fit me, can they?

I step out the door and look for those guys in black suits and sunglasses with those little earpiece thingies that they use to communicate with their bosses, or whoever. Last night there were two of them standing guard outside my door in case Galfino’s goons showed up to whack me. But now there’s absolutely no one on the street. I can’t go out in just my pajama bottoms, which is all I have to wear, so I go back inside. I have Rodriguez’s business card in my wallet.

No, wait. I don’t have my wallet anymore. I surrendered it before they brought me here. All I was allowed to keep was the cash inside and I didn’t think to pull the card out. It’s probably in some locker at the police station or thrown into an incinerator or something by now. Damn it. I go back and check the bedroom. I’d been too tired last night to check the closet, but now I see that there’s a black suitcase inside that can only be meant for me. I lug it over to the bed and unzip it.

Women’s clothes. Three duplicate maid’s outfits (not like the sexy roleplay kind, actual uniforms like a maid would wear), a few casual dresses, shoes, and a bunch of women’s underwear. There’s also a wig and a makeup set. Nothing for a man. This can’t be good. Looks like ‘Lilian’ is well situated, but what am I supposed to do?

I go back and look at the envelope again. There's an address where Lilian works, and there's even a key to a Kia hatchback. No number to call in case your new identity is mixed up with a woman's, so I guess I'm screwed there. Okay, Nick. Don't panic. You can figure this thing out. Obviously, a mistake has been made. There has to be some way out of this. 

I haven’t even had a shower or a shave yet, so those things take priority. Once I’m done, I realize how badly I need some breakfast and a coffee. I don’t have any clothes of my own, and I can’t risk going to Starbucks as Nick McGovern. The Feds were emphatic that I am under no circumstances to venture out unescorted in case I might be spotted by one of Galfino’s men.

So, my options are these. I can say screw the orders and ignore my handlers, and probably get killed for the trouble, or I can assume this new identity that I’ve been mistakenly stuck with for as long as I have to until I find someone who can help me out of this situation. Two bad choices. Guess which one I chose?


3.

“Are you the new girl?” asks a matronly woman in a maid’s uniform just like mine.

"Yes," I say, hoping that my voice won't give me away. If this white-haired woman, who I learn is named Bernice, thinks that I'm a man in drag she doesn't show it. Actually, I'm surprised at how passable my voice is. It's not girlish, but it's not manly either. Rather feminine, if I can say so.

We’re standing in what I’m told is the Great Hall. This place is easily the hugest mansion that I’ve ever seen in my life. Rich people sure know how to live. I’ve never been to the Hamptons before, but I found a new iPhone in my –  Lilian’s –  purse. Once I set it up, all I had to do was plug in the address and the turn-by-turn directions brought me straight here.

“Wait just a moment,” Bernice said. “Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are in the sitting room. They typically like to meet new staff so that there are no unfamiliar faces skulking about.

I nod.

“That’s a good girl. Quiet and reserved. You’ll do well here. I’ll just be a moment.”

When she's gone, I relax my posture and let out my gut. I can't believe how much heels hurt to stand in. I feel like I'm developing blisters or varicose veins, or something. There's a grandfather clock in the corner and I check out my reflection in the glass. I look surprisingly good, from what I can see. I expected the shape of the dress to be all wrong, but instead it gives the impression of curves I didn't realize I had. I suck in my gut again, suddenly self-conscious.

Besides the dress itself, the breast forms I found in the suitcase of stuff really help give me a convincingly female shape. Nothing too ostentatious, of course. It wouldn’t do to have the hired help looking like a whore. But under my black slip dress, it's pretty hard to tell that they're fakes. At least they're more comfortable than the shoes, and the panties. I had to tuck in, obviously. That was a new experience, to say the least.

Bernice returns and sees me looking myself over. She frowns like she thinks I may be casing the joint, and that if I am I’d better get the thought out of my head.

“Mr. and Mrs. Fischer will see you now.”

I follow her into a living room that could double as a football field. Perched on the sofa is an austere-looking woman wearing a sundress and a sneer. On the opposite sofa is a man wearing a royal blue suit. Neither of them register me, really. He's got a book in his hands, she's checking her nails.

“This is Lilian Marsh,” Bernice says. “She’s the new girl on the cleaning staff.”

I give a terrible approximation of a curtsy. Mrs. Fischer looks up from her nails to flash me a condescending smile.

“Nice to meet you, Milly,” she says. I don’t correct her. What do I care? It’s only been my name for less than two hours, so it’s not like I’ve grown attached to it or anything. “You may call me Abigail. We like things to be friendly around here.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

Even though she just invited me to do it, she looks annoyed at the imposition of informality.

“He’s Andrew,” she says, nodding at her husband who is compulsively turning pages of his book too quickly to be reading them. “Say hello, will you?”

Andrew looks up and flashes me a rakish smile.

“It’s a pleasure, Lilian,” he says.

“There, that wasn’t so hard,” says Abigail. It’s only now that I notice the age difference between the two of them. I’d peg Abigail in her late 50s, with that malnourished look that women adopt if they’re resolved not to get fat in rebellion against nature’s plan. Andrew is probably ten years younger, and maybe more. His aquiline face doesn’t betray a single wrinkle, and he’s still got all of his golden-brown hair.

“If that will be all, I’ll get Ms. Marsh situated,” Bernice offers.

“Oh, thank you, Bernice,” Abigail says with just a little too much enthusiasm, betraying how badly she wants this interaction to come to an end.

“It was nice to meet you both,” I say, pressing my knees together in a gesture designed to show submission and feminine grace.

"Likewise, dear," Abigail says, returning to her cuticles. "We're often rather busy around here, but I think you'll find that once you get the hang of it it's easy to keep pace."

“Thank you,” I say, wondering what the hell I’m in for around here.


4.

The rest of the afternoon is spent polishing. The banisters, the silverware, the tiles: all of it has to be so sparkling that it’s reflective. Why do rich people have so many things that they need to keep polished? I can’t stop thinking about the word polish and how it’s exactly the same as the word ‘Polish’ except for the capitalization. I keep thinking of polish jokes. How many Poles does it take to polish Poland? What did the Polish cook say to the polish girl? How long do you have to polish a Polish polisher until he shines? They’re not funny and barely even coherent, but these are the thoughts that come to you when you’re endlessly polishing and trying to do it in a skirt.

I try to keep from bending over, worried that it will expose my panties to anyone walking by. I don't understand how women can stand it. Every movement has to be carefully orchestrated so that you don't end up flashing an entire room as you bend over to rub brass cleaner on some vase. I feel so exposed, the unfamiliar threat of some leering man looking at my underwear making me weirdly self-conscious.

I don't know how long I can keep up the charade of being Lilian. I ate dinner in the servants' quarters with the other members of the household. Besides Bernice, there are just three others, all of them women and all of them older than me. They kept pestering me about the details of my sex life! Well, Lillian's sex life, actually. I had no idea women talked like this when they were alone. They were all prying and chatty, not really invasive but definitely asking me questions I had only unsatisfactory answers for. Do I have a boyfriend? No. When was the last time I'd had one? Too long to really say (never, actually). Did I own a dildo? A DILDO? You'd never imagine how dirty the minds of these old broads really are, but I tried to downplay my history and hope they'll lay off the subject in the future. All of them are in love with Mr. Fischer apparently. Or, anyway, they can't help trading secrets about his various exploits.

Mary treated us all to a detailed account of his laundry and concluded that the master of the house isn't getting laid. Stiff socks were the proof that the Mrs. was not living up to her wifely duties. I thought about Andrew with Abigail and the thought made me strangely queasy. Not that there was any reason why it should. People do it, even rich people. But there's something about that woman that I find repellent. And I can relate to Andrew's plight since I know exactly what he's going through.

When the day is finally over and I’m alone in my maid’s bedroom, I feel the same urges as Mr. Fischer. But rather than making my usual withdrawals from the spank bank, I find myself thinking about me. Well, not me. Lilian. With a little detachment, I feel I can separate the two of us. While it was happening, the fear of exposing my panties was uncomfortable. But thinking back on the experience, the way that I felt so girly and vulnerable, I can almost forget that it was me feeling these things. As I stroke my cock, I think about the new girl in the maid’s outfit. I imagine her polishing and polishing only to discover the man of the house, the only male on the entire estate, looking down on her with lust in his eyes. I’m both of them, Andrew and Lilian, and me, I guess. When Andrew’s cock expands, it’s my cock. When Lilian tugs at her skirt, that’s me too. And then I take my hand off my stiff cock and start fingering my asshole instead. It’s tight and feels uncomfortable, at first. But when I combine the two actions, jerking off and penetrating myself at the same time, I erupt like a volcano.

I can’t explain it. I’ve never masturbated like this. When it’s over and I’ve deposited my load into an old rag, I feel calm and satisfied but also strangely guilty. No reason why I should, but for some reason I do.

I have to think of a way to get out of here. Going back to my old life isn't an option, but there must be some alternative to being this woman. One day and I'm already wondering what effect it's having on me. I wish there was some kind of FBI hotline to call or something. I just have to find a way out of Fischer House, before things get even weirder.


5.

Mr. and Mrs. Fischer are out for the afternoon, which gives us more latitude to roam the house than usual. Ordinarily, we would have to do our best to avoid them while we made our rounds. I never understood why this was. Rich people know that the rooms don’t just get clean on their own. Do they prefer to maintain the illusion that they do? Or is it more that they’re embarrassed to be waited on so openly and would rather keep the whole thing discreet? Anyway, I’m told by Bernice that it’s my turn to straighten up the master bedroom.

By the way, I have no idea what I’m doing. Most maids, actual maids, have some kind of training before they’re hired. It’s not a four-year program or anything, but it does give you the skills (yes, skills) to properly clean a room. There’s a rhythm, a flow. You do things in a certain sequence in a certain way and that way you save yourself time and avoid the kinds of mistakes that will get you in trouble. But I didn’t know these things, these sequences. So, I got myself in trouble. Rather than stripping the bed as soon as I entered the room, which I learned later is pretty much Housekeeping 101, I went over and started pairing a bunch of men’s shoes together. I picked up a couple and set them down without realizing that Inez, who is another one of the maids, had already polished that set of shoes. The shoe polish wasn’t dried (more polish jokes!), a fact which I didn’t notice. So, when I then went to strip the bed, I spread a huge dark stain on the bedspread.

Now, I don’t know what rich people typically spend on a duvet cover, but I figure that it’s not the kind of thing you could replace at Bed Bath & Beyond. They shop at different stores, high-end boutique stores. And this is what they would have to do again since I’d just ruined the very expensive bedspread with my big black smudge. I panicked as I thought about what I was going to say to Bernice. It’s not like I love this job. But I fear what will happen without it. I still have no way of contacting the FBI to tell them about my predicament. And if I lose this job, I could be out on the street with absolutely no identity to return to. I’ll be found by Galfino’s men sooner or later. Then I’ll be dead for sure. 

But just as I think I’m as good as gone, something happens.

"Ooh, look at that. No saving it, huh? Just as well. I hated that thing. Who chooses brown for a duvet cover?"

I turn to find Andrew scratching his chin.

"Mr. Fischer," I say, practically choking. "I'm very sorry."

“What for? Like I said, it was ugly anyway. Besides, I have it on good authority that the guy who lives here is loaded. He’s not gonna miss some little thing like that.”

“What about–?”

“His wife? She won’t notice either. At least not right away. And in the meantime, I’m sure the husband can order another one. It’s just a few clicks away. Even he could manage that, the lazy fool. It’s from Bed Bed & Beyond.”

He’s so self-assured. More than that, he seems bored and detached from the whole thing. Why is it that rich people are always so self-amused? Maybe I should quit judging. This guy is clearly not what I was expecting, so I should probably stop acting like I’ve got him all figured out.

“Lilian?” he says.

“Yes,” I squeak.

“Would you do me a favor? Strip the bed, throw away the duvet cover and then replace it with one of the spares. I’ll do the rest.”

“Thank you, sir,” I say, not exactly whether I should be so formal, except that the situation seems to demand it of me.    

He doesn’t even reply, just walks out the room like he’s achieved what he was after. Must be nice, to just drift in and out as you please. I wonder what he was doing home when he was supposed to be out. And where’s Abigail?


6.

It’s dinner time and Abigail Fischer still hasn’t returned. It’s all the maids are talking about. The kitchen staff, Rita and Ana Maria, say they served just Mr. Fischer, who ate alone in his bedroom. Nobody knows what happened, but the most popular theory was a fight.

“They do best when they don’t see much of each other,” Bernice wryly observes, distance and lack of contact being the twin pillars of a successful marriage.

“Has this ever happened before, where she just left and didn’t say where she was going?” I ask.

“Oh, sure. All the time,” says Rita. “I don’t even know if you could call it a lover’s quarrel. You’d need a little passion for that.”

“She’s older than he is, isn’t she?” I ask. This question brings a flurry of giggles from the other ladies.

“What?”

“Have you got a crush on Mr. Fischer, Lilian?” Bernice asks.

I go red. I mean completely beet red, which I’ve never done before.

“Of course not!” I protest. “I’m here to work and that’s all.”

“Oh, come on. If I were a young woman like you, I’d never take my eyes off him,” says Bernice. If she were a young woman like me she wouldn’t be a young woman at all. After days together nobody seems to suspect that I’m not really female. 

“He’s not for me,” I say shyly. “Not that I would even consider doing anything because I need this job. But even if I didn’t, I’m not even a little bit attracted to him.”

“Well, that’s good. Because we need someone to go up and collect the dishes, and it should be someone who won’t faint dead away at the sight of him in bed.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you,” says Bernice. “Go on. You’re finished eating, aren’t you?”

I look at my clean plate and can think of no argument. So, up I go to the master bedroom. I feel strange about entering without knocking, but when I do knock I don’t hear a sound in reply. I gently slide open the door and peek my head inside.

Andrew Fischer is sitting up in bed reading. He takes off his reading glasses and stares at me.

“Uh, Mr. Fischer? Andrew?”

“Yes?”

“I’m here for the plates.”

“Thank God. I thought you were my wife.”

“Can I come in?”

“Please.”

So, I come in and find the plates at the foot of the bed. I’m going to leave without a word, but something stops me.

“I hope I didn’t make any trouble for you with Mrs. Fischer.”

He looks at me uncomprehendingly.

“The duvet cover?”

“Oh, that. I’d forgotten about it. No, that was no trouble. Don’t think about it.”

“That’s good. I’m glad.”

Now it really is time for me to leave. But this time it’s his turn to stop me.

“Lilian, can I ask what you were doing before you came here? You weren’t a housekeeper before you came to us, were you?”

“No, sir.”

“Drop the ‘sirs.’ Come on, we told you that at the beginning.”

“Yes, I remember. But everything is so formal here.”

“I know. She tells you to call her Abigail, and she makes a face like she’s swallowed a live snail when you do. She’s pretentious. It’s her upbringing. Mine too, if you want to know the truth.”

“You don’t strike me that way at all,” I say.

“Well, you don’t know me well, yet,” he says.

“That’s true.”

“You still haven’t told me who you were before you came to work for us.”

“It would be a long story,” I say. “I had a completely different life. I was a different person. Then, I got into some trouble.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“The kind that would make more trouble for me now if I don’t shut my mouth now and forget it,” I say.

“Okay, don’t tell me. I wouldn’t want you in any more trouble. Besides, a woman with no past is better. You have a past, of course, but you can’t discuss it. That’s the best for everyone.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I say.

“It forces you to be discreet,” he says. “If you’re already running from something, that’s insurance that you won’t go blabbing or just jump ship.”

I’m suddenly not liking where this conversation is going. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” he says. “I’m not going to force you into anything you don’t want to do.”

I don’t say anything.

“I’m sure you’ve realized by now that I’m attracted to you,” he goes on.

I’m absolutely floored. I can’t believe that he even finds me passable as a woman, let alone an attractive woman. I can’t reconcile the fact that just last week I was in court testifying in a mob boss’s murder case, and now I’m in this rich man’s bedroom. His servant; he’s my master.

“Would it be crude for me to offer you money?” he asks. “I’m asking because I don’t want things to be purely transactional between us. But I want to be as honest as I can be. I have needs as a man. Mrs. Fischer, even when she is around, doesn’t meet those needs. I believe you can.”

“I want fifty thousand,” I hear myself say. The number comes out. I have no idea why that exact amount of money is what I demand. I just chose the first high-sounding number I could think of.

“That’s awfully steep for one night,” he says.

“It’s not for the night. It’s for the season. I’ll be your servant, and I’ll be your lover. But there are certain boundaries that you can’t cross.”

“Such as?” he asks.

"You can never take my virginity," I say. "My, uh, flower is off-limits. Everything else is fair game."

“Everything else?”

“That’s right. I’ll service you in other ways, but I insist on saving myself for a husband.”

It’s the best evasion I can think of. How else am I supposed to explain that I don’t have a vagina? If I don’t want him finding out what’s tucked between my legs, I have to give him some kind of story. Andrew looks at me, appraising me. He wants to know whether it’s worth it.
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“All right, Lilian,” he says finally. “I respect your rules.”

“Good,” I say, gaining a little more confidence now that I’ve asserted myself.

“Now, come here,” he says, tossing the duvet off of him with a dramatic flourish. He’s completely naked. He must sleep nude all the time. Without consciously wanting to, I admire his body, drinking in his features. The old me wouldn’t have given him a second glance if we were alone together in a locker room. But there’s something about playing this role, I can feel myself becoming more like Lilian all the time.

He takes his cock in his hand, pumping himself up.

"I said come here," he says, playfully. I saunter over to the edge of the bed and climb up onto it. I stick my ass up in the air as I crawl towards him.

“Turn the light off,” I say.

“Why?” he says.

“Because I say so.”

He reaches over and touches the base of the lamp. It instantly winks out. Rich people have the best gadgets. As I crawl forward, my hand touches his leg, then his hip. I lower my head down, smelling the precum on the tip of his cock. I take his cock in my mouth and begin to blow him. The feel of his dick skin is so unfamiliar, and yet it isn’t strange. I can imagine myself getting the same blow job that I’m giving him and my own cock rises against my panties. Oh, god. I’m so glad that I made him turn the light off. I would be blowing my cover right now if he could see the way I’m pitching a tent from having his cock in my mouth.

I suck him harder, taking him deeper into me. I manage to avoid choking only through force of will, concentrating hard on getting him as deep as he'll go until I can't take it anymore. After seven or eight minutes, I can feel that he's getting nearer. Little spasms of goo burst into my mouth and I play the dutiful servant girl and swallow it all up nice and clean. No muss, no fuss.

He takes my hair (actually my wig) in his hands and pats my head gently. 

“Good girl,” he says. “That’ll be all for now.”

So, I slip out as quietly as possible, praying that I don't see any of the other girls on the way up to my room. As soon as I'm alone, I jerk off furiously. I come almost immediately, so excited from what I've just done. It was weird and unfamiliar, but at the same time, it wasn't hard to just slip into 'girl mode' and know what to do to please him. How could I not know? I have the same anatomy that works the same way. What I wasn't expecting was how much I liked it. Now I'm hoping that Abigail won't come home. I'd like another round with the master of the house soon.
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Well, it’s been close to three months since our first encounter. We’re nearing the end of the season, fall in this case, but I can’t see myself breaking away anytime soon. I haven’t brought up ending things, and neither has he.

Abigail came back, of course. They resumed their normal routine as if nothing had happened. She continued to treat me with cold indifference and he continued to be so aloof that if you didn’t know any better you would think that I was just a servant to him and nothing more, just another in a line of anonymous women. But on those nights (or mornings, or afternoons) when he can get away things change completely. Suddenly he’s doting and hangs on my every word. It’s an act, I know, but I can’t get over how he makes me feel when I’m in his arms. We’ll take his yacht out, or I’ll meet him at a hotel on my day off and we’ll screw like crazy. Always with my rules strictly observed, of course. He still hasn’t seen me fully naked. It’s kind of amazing that we’ve been as intimate as we have and he still has no idea. Of course, I’ve been helping that little ruse along.

I’ve been taking regular estrogen injections which have helped to shape my ass and make my skin smoother and my hair silkier. Don’t get me wrong; it’s not a total transformation. But it has definitely helped my ‘problem areas’ along. It also doesn’t hurt that I finally learned how to do my makeup properly. Plus, I plucked my eyebrows to make them appear more feminine. Working together, all of these things have rendered me effectively indistinguishable from a real woman, at least around here. Of course, nobody but Andrew takes much notice of me anyway.

“Lilian,” Abigail asks, “would you mind clearing the breakfast plates from the terrace?”

“Of course, Abigail. I’d be happy to,” I say, my pulse racing a little as I rush to comply. I know that he’s out there, reading the paper on his iPad.

When I go out, I wonder whether he’ll speak to me, or look at me. I understand why he pretends not to see me, but I can’t help it. I want to be noticed, admired. And when he doesn’t even look up, at first assuming that I’m Abigail but then refusing to react when he sees that I’m not, I start getting ideas about how I can get his attention.

I lean over a little as I grab his juice glass, treating him to a view of my breasts. And yes, thanks to the hormones I have breasts too. They're not huge, but they're big enough when I'm wearing a push-up bra to draw his attention.

“Does the master need me for anything?” I ask, my voice sultry and a little over-the-top.

“Don’t be cute. You know she’s nearby,” he says, not looking up from his screen.

A juice glass shatters against the hardwood of the deck.

“Oops,” I say. He stares daggers at me.

“What happened?” Abigail calls.

“Nothing, dear!” Andrew calls. “Lilian was just a little clumsy!”

She pokes her head out to survey the damage but then pops back in again. As soon as she’s gone, he growls at me in a low voice–

“I’m not going to play this game with you, Lilian. You understood our arrangement at the start. Here you are my servant.”

“And what am I when I’m not your servant. Just some whore?”

“You were the one who asked me for money.”

“How dare you,” I say. “What have these last months meant to you? Nothing?”

I sound hysterical, I know. I can hear how crazy I sound but I can’t help it. I’m a woman scorned, so how exactly can I be expected to play nice? I want it rough.

“Keep your voice down,” he hisses. “We’ll discuss this later in private.”

“When?” I ask.

“This afternoon. Meet me in the garage at 3 pm. I’ll tell Abigail I’m playing tennis. Then we’ll go and take the boat out, okay?”

Appeased, I nod and start to pick the largest pieces of glass gingerly with my fingers (my nails are now hot pink but kept short so they won’t snap off). Then, I clear the rest of the stuff off the table without a word. He rises from his chair and goes into the house ahead of me. I wish that man didn’t have a hold on me, but I can’t pretend that he doesn’t. No matter how aloof he gets I still crave him all the more.
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“You like that, you little bitch?” he taunts, smacking my ass as hard as he can with his palm. I groan with pleasure.

“Yes, daddy,” I squeal, eager for his discipline. As soon as we got on the boat, he ordered me below deck. I was told to change out of my regular uniform and into one with a ruffled skirt made of diaphanous black lace. My panties stick out when I’m bent over his knee, like now. He smacks me hard again, this time I feel a tinge of pain linger on my left cheek. He’s really mad at me this time. Or maybe he’s just playing. I can’t ever tell.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

“Yes!”

“You deserve to have your ass pounded, don’t you?”

“I’m bad, daddy,” I say. “Give it to me good!”

“I’m going to strip you naked and fuck you right in that tight little pussy of yours.”

"No!" I shout, suddenly snapped out of role-playing mode. "You can't."

“Get up,” he says coldly.

“Andrew–”

“Get off me,” he says, forcing me to scramble out of his lap as he stands. He goes to the door and slams it behind him. I struggle to follow him. It’s not the waves. We haven’t even left the dock. It’s because I’m wearing six-inch heels and my ass hurts that I stumble after him. I find him on the aft deck, looking out at the sea.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer at first.

"Why do you still insist on keeping me out?" he says. This is not at all what I was expecting from him. He seems almost wounded. "Haven't I given you everything? Not just money, but dresses, jewelry, and fine clothes. Attention. Maybe not enough to satisfy you, but– "

“It wasn’t anything you’ve done,” I say.

“Then, what is it, Lilian? You know that I feel closer to you than I’ve ever felt towards my own wife?”

Probably true, although that’s not really saying much.

“All I want is to be close to you,” he says. ‘On my schedule’ I think. That’s what he really wants. Intimacy on demand.

“Andrew, I want to be close to you, too. That’s why I have my boundaries.”

“That doesn’t make any sense.”

“If you knew, you would understand.”

“Knew what?” he demands. “What can you not tell me?”

“If I tell you, it’s over,” I warn.

“Says who?”

“Alright, here it is. The truth is I have a penis.”

He looks at me, looks out at the water. I wait.

"Well?"

“I had– suspected.”

“What?!”

“I didn’t know for sure. But I assumed that it must have been something like that by the way you always refused to let me take off your underwear.”

"So, all this time you've been suspecting that I might be harboring a secret, but you didn't say anything because what? You wanted to keep screwing me anyway?"

“What do you want me to say? Should I have come out and asked you? Most women don’t take that question as a compliment.”

“Fair enough,” I concede. “So, now that you know, what now?”

“We go on as before.”

“Really? Andrew, I’m not happy with the status quo anymore. I think you know that.”

“What do you want then?”

“I want to be yours. No more secrets from your wife. We need to come clean.”

“Are you out of your mind?”

"You're unhappy in your marriage. It can't come to Abigail as a shock that you want to be free."

"No way. Out of the question."

“In that case, I think it’s time that you honor our original arrangement.”

“Oh, that.”

“Unless you’re willing to think of me as more than your maid, I don’t see any other option.”

I'm probably overplaying my hand here, but I can't go on with Andrew the way we've been. The sneaking around, and the lies. The sex is still great, kinky, and full of surprises. But if I've got to give all that up, I will. I've almost forgotten how to be Nick McGovern, but I can learn more about being Lilian Marsh if I leave here. Maybe with my $50,000, I can hold out until I find another rich man. It beats cleaning houses and running from the mob.

“When?” he says.

"It's up to you. I can give my two weeks' notice, or I can leave tonight if that would be easier for you."

“You’re cruel.”

"I'm not. I'm trying to be a grown-up about this." 

“Alright, Lilian. I’ll write you a check. That should be enough to get you started wherever you want to go.”

So, that’s it? I don’t want to cry. I can’t cry. So, I tell myself that it isn’t real. As we walk down the gangway and get into his car, it isn’t real. As I lie down in the back seat to get smuggled into the Fischer House compound like a stowaway, it isn’t real. As I sneak upstairs to change back into my uniform it isn’t real. But it is. All of it is real.
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I didn’t expect that I would miss this place. But now that I’m ready to leave, I know I’m going to have a hard time getting over this house, to say nothing of the man it belongs to. To think that I’d wanted to get away from here as quick as I could only a few short months ago.

I told Bernice only what I had to. I’m leaving, there’s no way to make me change my mind. It’s nobody’s fault and no one could have done anything different that would keep me here. She promised to help me find work, but I told her that I’m moving in with my sister and will be able to live on my savings for a while. We hugged. It was a lot more emotional than I thought it would be. I even cried a little. I’m going to miss these ladies and their gossiping. They always made me feel like I was one of them. In a way, I was.

I carry my suitcases down the stairs. I've acquired so much crap since moving here that they feel like they're full of bricks. I think my arms might have lost some muscle from the hormones. I'm almost out the door when I hear a voice from the Drawing Room.

“Lilian?”

It’s Abigail.

“Yes?” I answer.

“Can you come in here a moment? There are a few things we’d like to discuss with you before you go.”

I set the bags down and enter to find the two of them there, she on the couch and he standing at the mantle. Abigail has her hands folded and she’s watching me intently.

“Would you please join us, Lilian? Have a seat.”

I do so.

“I was surprised to hear that you were leaving. You may not believe it, but I’ve always been very fond of you.”

“Thank you, Abigail.”

“It’s not for no reason that I like you,” she goes on. “I’ve found through careful observation that you are an honest person. Someone I thought I could rely on for anything.”

I don’t say anything, anticipating that this is leading to some kind of trap.

“So, you can imagine my surprise when my husband told me everything that’s been happening between the two of you.”

Yep, that figures.

“Abigail, whatever he told you, it’s over.”

She waves a hand dismissively.

“There’s no need to rehash it. I just want to know what it would take for you to stay.”

“What?”

“I want you to stay and continue fucking my husband. Or being fucked by him. Or both. Whatever the particulars, I want you to know that I’m in on what the two of you do together.”

“Andrew?” I ask, hoping that he’ll jump in at some point.

“We’d both like for you to stay,” he says. “When you told me you wanted to go, I knew I would have to put up some kind of fight if I wanted to keep you. So, I decided that I would have to take a risk and involve Abigail too.”

“And when he did, he found out that I was far more open to experimentation than he’d ever imagined.”

“We’ve been missing something in our marriage for a while now,” Andrew says. “We think that something is you.”

“But, how? How would it work?”   

“I don’t think I need to explain the mechanics to you, do I? You’re grown up enough to know how three people can enjoy one another’s bodies.”

“I mean, how would we work things out… emotionally?”

“We’re all on the same page, so there’s really nothing else to do but get started,” Abigail says. “Now, let’s get to it, shall we?”

“Here? Now?” I’m having trouble keeping up with this strange turn of events.

“Yes. Andrew will help you. Get on the sofa.”

I’m still wondering if this is some sort of trap, but I decide that it can’t be. What would they have to gain from tricking me? I don’t know what to expect next, but I’m going to play along and see where this goes.

I get on all fours on the couch. Andrew approaches me from behind.

“Nobody’s going to see us here, right?” I ask.

“All of the other staff have been dismissed for the evening,” Andrew says. “It’s just the three of us here.”

Abigail nods, watching as Andrew takes the lube from the pocket of his jacket. He takes off the jacket, tosses it on the chair, and proceeds to pull down my panties. I feel a flush of anxiety. This is the first time that I'm going to have my secret exposed, but in a way, it's freeing to finally be fully naked from the waist down in front of Andrew, even if his wife is watching.

As he squirts the lube into his hands I can feel my cock beginning to stiffen. It's small compared to his, but it is at least bucking slightly with anticipation. I look over my shoulder at him undoing his fly and the sight of his hard cock stiffens mine even more. He grins, watching me watching him.

“That’s right,” Abigail says from her chair. “Take her right up the ass. I want to see that pretty little prick of hers get hard.”

I blush, but I'm smiling now too. Suddenly all of the tension that had been building up between the three of us since Andrew and I started fucking, a tension I didn't even realize was there, is about to be released in a torrent of passion. He enters me from behind and I welcome his hard dick spreading my cheeks. I moan as he thrusts himself into me.

“Tell me you want it,” he says.

“I want it!” I cry. I gasp as the force of his thrusts threatens to split me in half. I’m so tight that he has to buck hard to push himself deeper inside me. I look over and see Abigail, her fingers creeping under her skirt. This is turning her on, watching her husband pound this little slut on her couch. It turns me on to know that I’m making her horny and soon the room smells delightfully of sex. I’m an eager bottom, taking all of him into me.

“Smack my ass,” I beg. He forcefully complies. “Yes! That’s it! Harder!”

Without expecting it, I come all over the sofa.

“Oh, you naughty girl!” Abigail chastises me playfully. “We’ll have to make you clean that up, won’t we?”

“Yes, mistress,” I reply. Andrew pulls my hair as he comes hard inside of me, pumping my ass full of his juices.

Thank god I saw that mobster that day. If I hadn’t, I never would have become the Fischers’ pet. I know now that I’m happier as a sissy than I ever was as a man. Who knew that the witness protection program could end up making me the happiest girl in the world? Looks like I’m going to stick around after all. Lilian Marsh was just a name, now it’s my identity. I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Mistressed
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Narcissa had just sat down to her steaming mug of rooibos tea and was waiting for it to steep when she heard a knock at the door. ‘If that’s the delivery guy, I’m going to put a hex on him for disturbing me again,’ she thought. Another knock at the door.

She rocked her way out of her easy chair to answer it.

"Belinda?" Narcissa asked, amazed. There in the doorway was her posh, perfect little sister. The same sister she'd hardly seen since she got married to a billionaire. And here she was, wearing an expensive poison green dress and a look of despair.

“Can I come in?” Belinda asked. Narcissa waved her in, resuming her seat in her easy chair. If there was one thing that the solitary life of a witch provided, it was consistency. Narcissa liked her routine, loved it actually. And she wasn’t going to deviate from it just for prodigal sisters. Belinda stood, a little awkwardly, eyeing the tea on the table beside Narcissa. Narcissa offered Belinda a seat on the sofa across from her. The offer of tea would be conditional on what Belinda had to say.

“So…” Narcissa said.

"Will is cheating on me!" Belinda whimpered, then burst into tears. Obviously, her little sister had held in her emotions for exactly as long as she could manage, which wasn't long. Narcissa still had no idea what Will Bates, one of the richest men in the Western Hemisphere, had seen in the fragile, flighty, and fickle Belinda. But then, the motivations of most of the rabble were a mystery to Narcissa.

“Are you sure?” Narcissa asked.

“Yes,” Belinda croaked, wiping away tears with her palms to keep from ruining her manicure. “He’s got some girl on the side. A call girl. He’s so clueless he even paid her with one of the accounts we use for the Bates Foundation.”

“Bastard,” Narcissa said, not entirely ready to rush to her sister’s aid but willing at least to condemn her cheating husband. Narcissa had never thought highly of Will, though she could say the same of Belinda too. And the feeling was mutual. The sisters had never been close, even as children. The proof was the one-bedroom ranch house in Albany that Narcissa resided in, while little Belinda lived in a palace in Manhattan.

“What am I supposed to do?” Belinda pleaded.

“Seems like a divorce is probably in order,” said Narcissa flatly.

“I can’t do that,” Belinda replied. “The Foundation…”

“Right, well, better let him keep getting away with it then,” Narcissa said. Belinda palmed away the tears which were coming as a gusher now.

“Don’t be cruel,” Belinda spat.

“Why? I told you not to marry him,” Narcissa said.

“You’re right,” she said. “I just thought it would be different than this. But lately, it’s like we’re business partners or something. He hardly looks at me at all.”

"Well, that's usually the way it goes with men like Will. When they can have any woman they want, why stick with just one? He's giving in to his urges. Nothing more natural than that."

Narcissa had nothing but praise for the great Lucifer who taught that mortals should be free from the constraints of so-called morality. It was all a farce anyway. Of course, being a goody goody, this was little comfort to Belinda. Which was sort of the point. Narcissa had urges too, and seeing her little sister suffering was one of them. But as much as Narcissa enjoyed twisting the knife, there was a point where it became too much. You’ve got to spread the suffering around, after all. There was pleasure in that.

“So why come to me?” Narcissa asked. “Why after all this time?”

“Isn’t there something you can do?” Belinda asked.

“You want me to use my magic? You? Since when do you approve? I thought you said you don’t believe in that sort of thing.”

“I don’t, ordinarily,” Belinda admitted. “But I’m desperate. I’ll do anything.”

“What did you have in mind?” Narcissa asked.

“Punish him. Make him see what he’s doing to me by letting him see things from my side.”

Narcissa scratched the tip of her chin with her pinky nail.

“A change in perspective, eh? Yes, I could see that. Could be fun.”

“I can pay you,” Belinda said.

“Of course you can, but you won’t have to. I’ll get the money in my own way.”

“So, you’ll do it?” Belinda asked. Narcissa leaned back in her easy chair, took the mug of tea from the side table, and took a long, contemplative sip.

“Sure, what the hell? It’s about time Will got taken down a peg. And I’ve got just the way to do it. I’m going to take away the one thing he values most.”

“His money?” Belinda asked.

“No, honey,” Narcissa replied. “His penis.”
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"Knock, knock," came the voice on the other side of the door. Who's there? Will might have asked, but it was a tired trope anyway, and besides, he was late. He needed to get on with this and get back to work.

"Come in," Will said, looking up from examining his cuticles to watch Lorena enter in high heels, big round sunglasses, and a trenchcoat; the uniform of a prostitute trying to appear incognito. "A trench coat, really?"

“What?” Lorena said. “You don’t like it? I promise you’ll like what’s underneath.”

“Show me,” Will said.

“What’s your hurry?” Lorena replied, trying to sound coy instead of annoyed.

“I’m keeping my stockholders waiting,” Will said.

“You get richer every minute.”

“Well, for the time you’re with me, so do you. You want to use that time efficiently, to make the most of it, right?”

“Fine, fine,” Lorena said, undoing the sash around her waist and letting the trenchcoat fall to the floor. Standing there in a black diaphanous bra with matching panties she was at the ready for Will’s command. 

"Come over here," he said, admiring her approach from the chair in the corner of the room. With the blinds drawn, the shadows accentuated her perfect curves. When she drew close enough, he reached up to touch her between her legs. She admired her legs, her hips. He even admired the bush which her panties did nothing to hide. Some men preferred the clean-shaven look, but Will admired a woman with a little bit of a muff. It made her that much more fragrant on those occasions when he got her juices flowing and wanted to feel that hair on his lips and chin. Today though, there wasn't time for that. He was the one on a deadline, and that meant he got to call the shots.

“Give me your foot,” Will said. Lorena raised her calf to let Will slide the black pump off her foot. He did the same with the other, placing both shoes carefully in a pair on the floor beside the chair. “On your knees, please.”

Lorena did as instructed, bending gracefully to position herself closer to Will's crotch. His slacks alone probably cost more than a thousand dollars, the fabric the finest available from Milan or Paris. She felt the fine on her fingertips as she moved from his thigh up to his growing erection. Men's cocks are somehow better when they know how to present them, she thought. And Will had style. That, and the fact that Will was something of a genius, made her eager for him. He rubbed her cheek gently with the back of his hand, petting her like she was his favorite pet: noble, patient, loyal.

“You really do look fantastic,” Will said. “Did I tell you that already?”

“No,” Lorena replied.

“Well, you do. They should have been the first words out of my mouth when you walked in the door.”

Appeased, Lorena smiled. He had a silver tongue when he chose to use it. Now it was time for Lorena to use her own. She gently unzipped him, liberating his massive erection. Most women didn't realize that geeky computer wiz Will Bates was hung like a stallion, but as a professional who made her living servicing powerful men, Lorena realized it immediately before she ever saw his cock. The really big ones don't have to hide behind false bravado. They get straight to the point because they know they can.

Will scooted himself closer to the edge of the chair and watched as Lorena took him in her mouth. This was the part he liked best. Not the moment when she wrapped her pillowy lips around his shaft but the moment immediately after when she would meet his eye and smile up at him. He brushed the bangs from her eyes to see it. That moment when she wordlessly thanked him. She was at work, sure. It was a transaction and they both knew it, but she wanted it too. She was eager, grateful. That grin, the sly little smile as she feasted on his manhood made his rock-hard cock twitch a little. She was enjoying herself as she wrapped her tongue around his thick shaft, and he enjoyed the way that she enjoyed it. Letting his head roll back, Will cycled through all their history together as she pleasured him. The first time they'd fucked in the shower; the pictures she'd sent him of her spreading herself on the toilet, which he made her delete; the time he'd rammed her hard in the back of the limo. Other women's faces flitted through his mind too, of course. He was a guy. But every time he'd start to think of some other woman, the gentle strokes of her tongue would lull him back. He was happy with Lorena. She was warm and sexy, and the way she got on her knees before him made him sure that she was loyal. All he had to do was make sure Belinda never learned about this one and everything would be okay.

He finished in her mouth, spraying her palette and letting his gooey fluids slide down the back of her throat.

"Here," Will said, reaching for the box of tissues on the table at his left-hand side. Lorena plucked a pair of tissues and let the pool of cum in her mouth slide into the white paper.

“So, where are you going for your anniversary?” Lorena asked.

“Antigua,” Will said, “why do you ask?”

“Can’t a girl ask where her favorite guy is taking his wife this year?”

“I didn’t expect it to be on your mind. It certainly isn’t on mine.”

Will handed Lorena her shoes. She put her hand on his knee to steady herself as she rose from her knees.

“Can we meet again before you go?” Lorena asked.

“We’ll have to see what my schedule is like this week, but I’d like to. If I can, we will.”

“No commitments, huh? No promises?”

Will shrugged. “It’s the nature of what this is. It’s the way our arrangement has to be. You know that.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Lorena said.

“You know you’re free to see other clients while I’m gone.”

“Thanks, I know that,” Lorena said. She did know it, and she did realize that Will was within his rights to be acting this way, but that didn’t make it any easier. Just because a girl does what she does for money, it doesn’t mean she doesn’t have feelings. Will obviously didn’t understand that. Putting on her shoes, she turned to go.

“Hey,” Will said, stuffing his shirt in his pants and zipping up. “Don’t leave mad. You know you’re my only girl on the side, right? Besides Belinda, you’re the only one.”

Lorena managed to smile at this. For a married man with billions at his disposal, what else could she expect? He could have dozens of girls with just a few clicks if that’s what he wanted. Even if she was his whore, it meant something to be his only whore. Not much. But something. Will wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into an embrace. She folded into him, allowing herself to be taken in by his comfort.

“Money’s on the car seat,” he said. “Spend it on something fun, huh?”

She drew her face closer for a kiss, but his eyes were already on his Apple Watch. Checking stocks. Yep, that figured. She pressed her lips to his, then walked out without another word. Bye, Will.

In the car, she imagined Belinda, welcoming him home after a long day with a kiss. He’d be absent, distant but trying to hide it. Because everything that he had to give, the affection and attention, had already been spent elsewhere. Spent on her. What Will had to give may not have been much, but at least all of it was hers. Or almost all. Most, anyway. She’d get the rest from him later, she told herself. She had no idea how right she was.
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Ring, ring.

Will’s head began to clear, making him aware that the sound was coming from inside the room and not inside of his mind. He felt for it, the smooth shiny surface of the device like a mirror. His fingers, were they his fingers? He felt two unfamiliar sensations at once. A strange pair of weights clung to his chest. He couldn’t see. The dark of the room was accented by a curtain of blonde hair hanging in front of his eyes. What the hell? 

With the back of his hand, Will brushed the hair from his eyes. It felt like a velvety waterfall and yielded like silk. Will sat up. Where am I? The phone continued to ring, but he couldn’t hear it now. The ringing in his ears was deafening. Something was wrong. He felt himself in the dark, his hands coming to rest on the two mounds of soft flesh on his chest. Breasts. Exquisite and perfectly round, they were held in place by a black lace bra.

Lorena. He tore back to the sheet to reveal what he already suspected. In place of his own body, he now stared down at Lorena's breasts, her flat stomach, her bush sprouting up from underneath the fabric of her panties. Lorena! He was somehow Lorena. He looked at his hands, examining them in amazement, feeling as shiver as those hands moved from the slope of his breasts to his perfectly sculpted stomach.

Still, the phone rang. Will turned over, grabbed a pillow from the bed, and covered his head with it. Bad dream. Go back to sleep and you'll wake up later. But even with the pillow muffling the sound he still couldn't escape the plaintive bleating of the phone on the bedside table. Dreams are strange, but they have a logic of their own. So, what does this one mean? He's in Lorena's body. He has her breasts, her hips, her fingertips, her hair, her face (presumably) and that means that he must also have her...sex. Is this some kind of Freudian expression of some unexplored desire? Vagina envy?

The phone wouldn't leave him alone. Will tossed the pillow to the floor, snatched the phone off the table, and checked the caller ID. Will B. He swiped his delicate finger to answer.

“Will?” asked a tentative, apprehensive voice that he recognized as his own. No, not his exactly. It was more like Will was trying to imitate a woman’s voice, a female register.

“Hello?” Will answered, in a voice still higher.

“What did you do?” the man on the other end of the call wanted to know.

“I didn’t do anything,” Will replied. “I’ve just been lying here.”

“Why did I wake up this morning with morning wood, Will?” Lorena asked. It must be Lorena. 

“We switched bodies,” Will concluded. “That’s got to be it.”

“Oh, I’m glad you're so confident in your diagnosis,” Lorena snorted. “How did we switch bodies?”

"I know as little as you do," Will answered, stoically calm despite the weirdness of the situation.

“Can you come over?” Lorena pleaded.

“How?” Will answered. “I don’t even know where I am.”

“You’re in my apartment,” said Lorena. “You have to be. You’re four blocks from the subway. Walk down Lincoln east and then take the A-train into the city and then get off at Washington Square. There’s that hotel where we met for drinks last year. The one with the cute little red brick facade. Do you remember it?”

“Yeah, I remember,” Will said.

“Will?” 

“Yeah?”

“Hurry.”

Will hung up, alone again in the silence. He tossed the phone on the bed beside him and ran his fingers over a face strangely smooth and unfamiliar.

Clothes. He had to find some clothes. Climbing out of bed, he crossed over to the window and pulled back the blinds. He was in Queens, somewhere. He turned to inspect the room. Plain, beige without much ornamentation. There was a small table with a mirror that Will figured must be used to apply makeup. Bending to lower his face to see himself, it was Lorena's face that stared back at him. Gone was the confident and sly sex appeal that he'd always seen that face wear. In its place was a scared little girl who had no idea who she was or why. Trinkets were hanging from the mirror. Will recognized one of them as the gold necklace he'd picked out from a shop in the diamond district. Ten large, and this is how she keeps it? It doesn’t matter, he told himself. Clothes, clothes are the priority.

He rummaged through the closet beside the makeup table. For someone in Lorena's line of work, she had surprisingly few outfits. Most of what she had was definitely high-end and meant to be worn as evening wear. Two little black dresses, a few more gowns, a nice women's business suit. But at the bottom of the closet was a cardboard box that contained a pair of sweatpants and a college sweatshirt from NYU. These would work. Will pulled these baggy items over his luscious assets, feeling a little bulkier and more like his normal self. A little bit, at least. The only shoes he could wear were a pair of Rainbow flip-flops which showed off the poison-green nail polish on his toes. Taking a few steps away from the mirror, he was able to figure out more or less what he looked like. Hair still hung in his face, but that didn't matter. He looked decently passable as a normal human woman. Now, out into the world.
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“What took you so long?” Lorena whined. Will did a double-take as his exact double stood there whimpering looking like he was about to break down sobbing.

“I got here as fast as I could,” Will answered haughtily.

“What are you wearing?” Lorena wanted to know.

“You think I’m going to wear your best dress and strolling down Madison Avenue? Come on. I’m here, now let’s figure this out. What happened?”

“You tell me. You’re supposed to be the genius.”

“You think programming gives me some kind of insight into how I now have breasts and a–”

“Pussy?” Lorena offered.

“That’s right,” Will said, a little timidly. “Well, I have no idea. No theories. No explanations. Nothing.”

“So, what does this mean?” Lorena asked.

“All we can do is try to move forward as best we can, right? You’ll just have to play me today and I’ll be you.”

“How am I supposed to be Will Bates? Everybody knows you, they’ll tell there’s something off about me, I know it.”

Will nodded. Surely someone was bound to think it strange the way that the richest man in the world was now swinging his hips like he was wearing a pair of heels. 

“Oh, god! Mark!” Lorena squealed.

“Who’s Mark?” Will asked.

“My client. We have a date tonight.”

“Well, that’s completely out of the question,” Will said. “Call him and cancel.”

"I can't cancel on him. He's one of my best clients and a very special guy."

Lorena got a faraway look when she mentioned him that Will couldn’t help but register.

"Fine. I'll call him and tell him I'm not feeling well and that we have to reschedule."

"Just be tactful," Lorena insisted. "Nothing stomach-related. And nothing about sex. I don't need him telling everyone that I have the clap."

“The clap? What are you a pornstar from the 70s?”

“Shut up, Will! This is serious.”

“Fine. I’ll send him a text. How’s that?” Will said.

“Good, okay. The number is in your phone under Mark F.”

“Alright, now listen. You don’t actually have to do that much to run things,” Will said. “The CFO runs the day-to-day, so most of what you’ll be doing is answering emails. Everything should be taken care of except– Belinda!”

“Oh, yeah. Her,” Lorena said, scowling.

“Don’t say her name like that. She’s my– I mean your wife. Did you see her this morning when you got out of bed?”

“No, she was already gone by the time I woke up.”

“Good, good. Okay, that’s fine. But you’ll have to see her at the board of directors meeting for the Foundation.”

“Why?” Lorena asked.

“She’s the co-chairman,” Will said. “You can’t avoid seeing her, so just, I don’t know. Act natural.”

“Uh-huh. And what are you going to do while I’m gone?”

“I don’t know. Wait for it to wear off. What else can I do?”

Lorena put a finger to her lip.

“Well, you’re going to need to learn a thing or two about dressing yourself if you think you can pass for me.”

“Why do I want to do that?” Will said.

“Because we don’t know how long this will last, and we’ll need to be prepared for any eventuality. Ooh, I know. I’ll order you some clothes from Saks and have them delivered to the room.”

“No, don’t bother with that,” Will said.

“It’s no problem,” Lorena said with a mischievous smile that looked out of place on Will Bates. “I’m good for it, remember? I’m a billionaire.”

“Ha, ha. Don’t take this as an opportunity to expand your wardrobe.”

“Me? You think this body is fitting in these dresses?” Lorena asked, holding up the phone with photos of women’s clothes on the screen. “These are all for you, honey.”

“Lorena,” Will warned.

“Relax, honey. I’ll just pick out a few things. You’ve already made more money than this since we’ve been talking. It’s nothing.”

"I don't want to wear women's clothes," Will objected, though privately he wasn't exactly so sure. Some part of him found the idea appealing or at least made him curious. What would this body look like dressed up the way that Lorena was the day before? Will had wondered many times what it must be like for women, to look sexy and feel sexy to have a man looking at them. But he quickly banished the thought.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look like shit,” Lorena said. “Trust me, you’ll draw less attention if you stop insisting on looking frumpy. There,” she said, sending off the order with a flick of her finger. “New clothes are on their way. Now, as for your hair–”

“Lorena–”

“I know you can’t do a thing with it, and that’s not your fault. But we can fix that. I’ll have a hairdresser come by to set it all up for you.”

“Lorena,” Will said again.

“What?” she asked.

“Don’t you have something else you need to be doing?”

“Oh,” Lorena looked as if she suddenly realized that she wasn’t the only one in someone else’s body. “Right, okay. I’m off. I’ll call you if I have any problems.”

“Please do as little as possible. I don't want to come back to find that my company has been bilked of all its assets because the Founder had a field day and decided to buy a Thai island or something."

“Ooh, good idea!” Lorena chuckled. “Kidding, only kidding. Don’t be so serious. I’ll see you soon.”

Lorena turned to go, then approached Will, drawing closer for a kiss. It felt weird to be the shorter one, the one being kissed rather than the kisser, and the feeling of electricity radiated from Will’s lips to his nipples, and even down his legs to his crotch. Wow! What was that?   

“Bye,” Lorena said, trying to bring his voice down to a more masculine register.

“Bye,” Will swooned, trying to understand how he was feeling as he watched his body walk out the door.
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The next few hours passed pleasantly enough. Will sat around the hotel until the clothes arrived. When the knock came at the door, Will waited a few moments and then checked the hallway. Parcels had appeared full of clothes. He spread them all out on the bed, tearing into them one by one. The dresses were all impossibly slutty and revealing, and Will decided Lorena had specifically chosen them to humiliate him. Then he wondered whether that was true. A man would object to showing this much skin, appearing this vulnerable. But women didn’t think that way. Maybe she thought Will would enjoy showing his new body off.

He decided that he had to have a shower first before he could contemplate which of the outfits to put on. He could feel his heart beating as he made his way to the shower, anticipating seeing his naked body in the mirror, touching his own soft, delicate flesh.

“I have to get this over with,” Will said aloud, trying to psych himself up to complete the task of bathing himself. He pulled the NYU sweatshirt off first, watching his hair cascading over his face and his breasts as pulled it up and over. He stood there, admiring himself for a moment. The two round orbs of skin were perfectly nestled inside the cups of his bra. Can’t shower with a bra on, he thought. He reached behind him and unhooked the clasp that held his boobs in place. The cups slid off, but he noticed with wonder how they barely even sagged. Lorena had some amazing tits, Will knew well. But even though he’d registered how sexy her tits were before, it was only with a flood of endorphins surging through his male mind. Now that they were on him, the appreciation he had for the breasts was completely different. He felt proud of them.

He cupped one breast experimentally, feeling the nipple rise against the palm of his slender hand. He suddenly felt the urge to slide the other hand between his legs. But something stopped him. Better not enjoy this too much, he thought. All of this is only temporary. Better to stick to the plan and do what he had to do, Will decided.

Sliding off the sweatpants and panties he was wearing, Will couldn't help but look with fascination on his hairy bush. The smell of his damp sex lingered in the room as he stepped into the shower. Now there was a whole new set of sensations. The cold water falling on his breasts made him shiver and shake. Even once the water heated up, goosebumps still rose from his porcelain flesh. He did his best to wash up, cleaning everywhere without enjoying it too much. He managed to scrub his vagina clean with a washcloth, though he almost broke down and used his hand.

Finally clean, Will wrapped a towel around his rosebud nipples and went back to puzzle over what to wear again. All of it was wildly inappropriate for daytime wear and made him look like a 'lady of the night,' which, he had to remind himself, he technically was. Lorena earned her money servicing men like him, so what other kind of wardrobe was she expected to have?

After changing into some fresh underwear, he decided finally on a form-fitting blue dress with large slits cut at the waist and back, to reveal stripes of skin beneath the garment. He never felt so exposed. He could imagine the men who would be staring at his ass and hips, the attention they'd pay to the amount of cleavage this dress revealed. Without warning, flashes of the crotches of these men cycled through his head. Will could see the outlines of their growing erections pressing against the fabric of their slacks. Will licked his lips reflexively.

“What am I doing?!” Will cried aloud, letting out a plaintive, girlish wail. The billionaire who’d developed some of the world’s greatest technologies was now standing in a hotel dressed like a harlot, with a body made for sin and a mind that drifted towards decidedly feminine urges. So, what else could happen?
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Will waited in the hotel room for hours. Eventually, the hairdresser came knocking. Utterly clueless about how to respond to the question, "So, what are we doing here?" Will told the woman with about a dozen piercings and a Farrah Fawcett t-shirt to exercise her best judgment. The result was fairly remarkable. Will even thought so himself. He may have known nothing about hairstyling, but he knew what looked good. If he’d been Will Bates, which at the moment he was not, he would certainly have appreciated walking in the door to find Lorena styled and primped the way that he was now.

But as soon as Lorena walked in the door, he could sense something was different. It was the way that she moved; more confident and masculine. There was a swagger about this new Lorena that filled Will with apprehension. Maybe his mistress was enjoying her new role as him just a little too much.

“Hey, baby,” Lorena said, now without any hint of feminine affect. 

“How did it go today?” Will asked.

“Oh, fine. You know. Things have a tendency to run themselves around the office, don’t they?”

“Not really. How was Belinda?”

“She gave me some quizzical looks, but mostly she did her best to avoid me. I think she probably realizes that something is amiss. But then, it shouldn’t come as a total surprise. She must have expected that something would be changing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I had an interesting conversation with Narcissa today.”

“Who?” Will asked.

“Your sister-in-law.”

“My sister-in-law? You mean Vicki? The one who calls herself a witch?”

“She introduced herself as Narcissa,” Lorena replied.

"Yes, of course, she did. Crazy old bat. How could you possibly have had a conversation with her? Belinda doesn't even get along with her."

“Well, it seems that she’s made a truce with her baby sister for the sake of taking you down. And she’s enlisted my help.”

“What? Take me down? What are you talking about?” 

“She stepped in and explained everything so clearly. I hadn’t seen it before, but now I realize that the two of us switching bodies was no accident. It was magic, and it worked.”

Will couldn’t deny that something magical was going on. He was standing there in his mistress’s body, wearing a skimpy little outfit dolled up like a harlot. That was proof enough. But could the source of this magical power really be Will’s sister-in-law from Albany who, as far as he knew, had never held down a job in her life?

“Wait, hold on. If Narcissa, or whatever she’s calling herself now, is the one who switched us, then she can switch us back, right?”

"It's funny that you mention that because I had the same thought. But then Narcissa got me thinking, do I really want to go back? I've been given a golden opportunity here. I've become the richest man in the world, here. Do I really want to give that back so easily?"

“Lorena–” Will said. But she cut him off.

“No, sweetie. Not anymore. You can call me Will. Or maybe, just for fun, try calling me master.” 

“Lorena, don’t do this,” Will said. He could feel a chill run up his spine.

"It's already done, dear," Lorena said. "It's been decided. Narcissa made me an offer. She would switch me back for free if that's what I wanted. Or, I could stay Will Bates for the low, low price of $5 million. With my net worth, it's a drop in the bucket."

“You didn’t,” Will said, stomach sinking.

“I did,” Lorena said. “I hardly even had to think about it. Sure, I was frightened this morning. But that was only until I realized what this body could do. Jerking off? I tried it in the bathroom this morning, and I think I’m going to like being the one with a dick for a change. It made me feel, I don’t know, powerful. Of course, the money helps.”

“I...you don’t need to do this. I can pay you. I can give you money.”

“No, you can’t. The money is in the name of Will Bates, not Lorena Sedwick. You can’t offer me anything that the witch hasn’t already given me. But I can give you some money to help you through this difficult transition. If you’re willing to do something for me, that is.”
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Knock, knock.

Will smiled. He loved that sound. Now that he was a man, the one in control, the one in charge he could enjoy how powerful it had made Will feel.

"Come in," Will called. She was wearing the same slutty outfit that Will had bought for her hours earlier, but still, the recreation of the scene they'd share just a day before was nearly perfect. Except of course that now their roles were reversed. Lorena entered, eyes glued to the floor, arms hugging her chest defensively.

“Oh, she’s nervous,” Will teased. “Don’t be. You look amazing. Did I tell you that?”

Lorena shook her head.

“Those should have been the first words out of my mouth,” Will said. “Come over here.”

Lorena smiled shyly, happy for the compliment but resisting it too.

“You’re going to like being a girl,” Will said. “Trust me. It’s more fun than you can imagine.”

“Lorena, please,” the slender little thing in the skin-tight dress protested.

“None of that,” Will chided. “From now on, you’re Lorena. The quicker you get used to that, the smoother all of this is going to go for you. Understand?”

“What do I need to do?” Lorena asked meekly.

“You know perfectly well,” Will said evenly. “Don’t be afraid. You’ll excel at this, I know you will. You just need to relax and not think too much about it. Do that, and you’ll be just fine.”

Will spread his legs apart, feeling his excitement rise as the blood rushed to his new, massive cock. Lorena looked away embarrassed.

“What’s wrong? You’re not even looking at it. It’s not like it’s going to bite you. Go ahead. Touch me.”

Lorena hesitated, biting her lip.

“Listen, I know that you’re horny right now. I could reach under your skirt and feel your wet pussy right now if I wanted to. I had that body for twenty-seven years. I know what it likes. This–” Will grabbed his cock for emphasis. “This is what it likes. Don’t fight it.”

"This is too weird," Lorena protested. "I won't do it."

"Okay, well how about the money? You need this money, sweetheart. Because you blow through what you make just as fast as you get it. Well, technically that was me, but it doesn't really matter now, does it?"

Lorena bit her lip, looking at Will’s cock fighting against the fabric of his expensive tailored slacks. A sly smile crossed her lips. Getting down on her knees, Lorena prepared to take his manhood in her mouth. The same manhood that until yesterday had been her own.

Carefully, she undid Will’s fly, pulling out his massive rod. Lorena’s eyes lit up as she looked at him. It was both familiar and completely brand new. She slipped his tip past her lips and begin working his shaft with vigor.

“MMMMmmm” she hummed, feeling the girth of his rod on her tongue. Lips smacking, she sucked him deeper into her, pressing her lips against his smooth hardness.

Her breath, the warmth of her wet mouth, all of it aroused Will and made him want so badly to fuck her pussy for the first time. To take her virginity in a sense. But that he would leave to another man. He wasn’t possessive. He had all of her now, he knew that. He possessed her in the way that a man possesses a woman and which a woman can only hope to get back from him. But she could never have him completely. She knew that now. He could feel the pressure beginning to build. It was soon, he knew. But it would be alright. When he came, it would be a massive load.

Lorena squealed when the cum hit her tongue. Eagerly, she began to suckle on Will’s dick with a feverish thirst. Once she had tickled the last drop from his hole, she let his giant member slide out of her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, half to herself. “That’s what cum tastes like?”

“Mmm-hmm,” Will replied. “You like it?”

Lorena went red, amazed at herself. “Yeah,” she said. “I love it.”

“Well, you’re going to get a lot more. You forgot to text Mark, didn’t you?”

Lorena’s eyes went wide.

“How did you know that?” she asked.

“The witch told me. Not to worry, girly. You’re going to get plenty more cum tonight.”
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Lorena checked her makeup in the reflection on her phone, making sure there was no lingering cum on her teeth. Okay, she was ready. She knocked at the door.

A man in a tight-fitting shirt answered. He was swarthy, handsome, and ripped as hell.

“Hey, Lorena. Good to see ya,” he said.

“Listen, I’ve got my friend Liam here, and he likes to party too. Think if I doubled your rate, you could take both of us at the same time?”

She felt a tingling in her nipples and her pussy was getting wetter by the minute.

“Yeah,” she said. “I think we can work something out.”

“Alright then,” Mark said. “Come on in and join us.”

****

Lorena was drenched in sweat, down on all fours and taking it from both directions. Mark's cock in her mouth and her friend's dick penetrating her tight new pussy made her feel like the new woman she was. She loved the taste of dick skin, the smell of cock on her breath after it was finished. But she could hardly focus her attention on Mark while she was getting railed, penetrated harder and faster with each stroke. Lorena thought Will had been big, but this guy was enormous. She wanted the pounding to continue, spreading her further, penetrating deeper inside her.

The two men teased each other, daring the other one to hold out longer. In the end, though, Mark was the one who came first, blasting her in the face while she was moaning with pleasure at the treatment she was getting from Liam's huge shaft. She grinned at the facial he was giving her, crying out as Liam's dam burst and she was seeded inside. It was rough, and it was nasty, and she wanted every bit of it. Every inch of her body felt alive as she was flooded with endorphins. She panted as she came back down from the rush of adrenaline coursing through her. She contemplated giving back the money. It was so little, relatively speaking. She'd enjoyed it just as much as the boys had. But that would be strange. Besides, she felt good about taking it. She had earned it, and she was going to treat herself with it.
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“Please don’t tell anyone we switched,” were the first words out of Lorena’s mouth when she met up with Will at the hotel room again.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Will said. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

Lorena felt sore in places that she’d never felt before. She was aching from the pounding she had taken, but her pussy was still wet from the stimulation it had received for the first time. But while she was satisfied for now, she longed for that hunger that had driven her hours before to be railroaded by two men at once would return again. She’d never wanted sex this bad as a man, nor had she imagined that it could feel so good. All along, she’d thought that the greatest thrills in life could be found in the board room or the workshop, but now she knew that being bent over and penetrated long and hard was the greatest satisfaction she could receive.

“So, is my little sissy whore satisfied with the trade?” Will asked.

Lorena nodded shyly.

"Hmm, well, I guess that the witch's curse didn't really serve as punishment after all. Everything worked out well for both of us. Though, I can't speak for Belinda."

“You’ll take care of her, won’t you?” Lorena asked. “She’s a good woman, really.”

“Of course, baby. I’ll take good care of her, the way I did you tonight. But you’ll always be my special one. You’ll always be first.”

Will smacked Lorena playfully on the ass. She giggled at the gentle little swat.

“Your money’s already transferred into your account,” Will said on his way out the door. “I’ll call my only girl on the side in a couple of days, okay?”

“Okay,” Lorena repeated, watching Will walk out the door and thinking wistfully about when he would return.


Stuck Inside
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“Let’s go to your place,” Alison says, grabbing my hand as she steadies herself to keep from slipping on a patch of ice.

“Your place would be better,” I say. “Jun Ming’s home.”

She groans.

“So? You have separate rooms, right? What was the point of moving into the bioengineering dorm if you never get any privacy? I have two roommates, remember?”

“Al, I’m sorry,” I say, realizing that this lame excuse is the same one I always offer. “We can go to my place, but you know what we’re going to find when we get there.”

“The smells,” she says, nodding.

My roommate Jun is from China. As far as I know, he’s not left our dorm suite since classes began three weeks ago. He hardly ever comes out of his room except to cook. And I guess that they like some pretty funky smelling stuff where he’s from because the smell lingers for hours after he’s done. In fact, it kinda lingers there all the time, the different smells all mingling. It’s not that I hate Chinese food or anything. Sometimes I really like the smell of what he’s made, not that he’s ever once offered to share. I’ve offered him my waffles and pop tarts plenty of times, but he’s never made a move to reciprocate.

That’s not the real reason why I want to go to Alison’s place instead of my own. It’s that Jun is always up at odd hours and I just know that he can hear us through those thin walls. Alison is something of a screamer, and well, I just would rather that we do it at her place. Yeah, she’s got two roommates but the three of them share an entire house instead of a criminally expensive two-bedroom suite with a single tiny kitchenette between the two of us.

“Come on, Max,” she says. “It’s been forever since we’ve even done anything.”

Almost two weeks, which feels like forever when you’ve just started hooking up. I want it too. Maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing if we went to my place. Screw Jun Ming. I’ve got the same rights he’s got, right?

But then I remember that I’ve got that Advanced Microbiology and Life Sciences paper. 20 pages, worth 30% of my grade, and I haven’t even started yet.

“Tomorrow night,” I say, “I promise.”

“I admire a man who can focus on his studies,” she says playfully. “Just don’t think that I’ll wait around for you to win the Nobel Prize. You’re the smartest guy I know, and smart guys make me want to fuck my brains out.”

God damn it, she looks so good under the street light. The light reflected off the snow makes her look angelic, but just a little bit naughty too. Even in a heavy coat, I can make out the shape of her perky tits underneath. I wrap my arms around her waist and think about undressing her by the fire. I can feel myself stiffen, and I curse the fact that I ever chose Bioengineering as a major. What kind of idiot voluntarily picks a major that commits him to a 50-hour a week study schedule, not including time spent in class? I must have a secret desire to die from a brain hemorrhage.

Alison and I kiss before we say goodbye. The coffee on her breath is made sweeter by the peppermint sweetener on her tongue.

“Come meet me after my lab tomorrow?” I ask.

“No, I can’t,” she says. “The girls and I are starting the morning with tequila sunrises. We should be plastered drunk before noon.”

“Have fun,” I say flatly, not wanting to sound bitter.

“Hey, we’ll have our time together this weekend, Jun Ming or not, okay?”

“Yeah, okay,” I say, giving her another smaller kiss before I turn to go. We say our goodbyes. Walking back nearly three miles to my dorm in the cold, I find myself getting hard just thinking about Alison and what I’m missing out on. I realize that most of this isn’t Jun’s fault. It’s not like he made me chose the major that put us in the same dorm and made us roommates or anything. And he’s probably got parents back home in China to impress, and all of that. But would it kill him to spend one night out of his dorm?
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Holy shit! Jun has a girl in his room! I never thought I would see the day. I walked in and immediately knew that something was different. Even before I had a chance to close the door behind me, I could detect something unfamiliar beneath the usual cooking odor that lingers in the air; lavender and vanilla perfume. I looked over and there at the stove was a girl in a mauve-colored silk robe. Her head was turned away from me, so I only caught a glimpse of her as she hurried into Jun’s room and slammed the door behind her. I think she was embarrassed at being seen by ‘the roommate’ before things between them were official. Her hair was jet black. Maybe she was Asian, although I couldn’t really be sure. I was so floored that I stood there with my keys in my hand, mouth agape and staring at the closed door she just retreated behind. I couldn’t have been more surprised if I came home to find a unicorn chewing on my box of Lucky Charms. I mean, how? Jun hardly ever leaves his room. Maybe he met her in some kind of Asian Student Union or something? I mean, I guess I could believe he was hooking up with someone. But she looked genuinely hot. At least that was the impression of her that I got from the back.

That silk robe was so skimpy that it barely covered her milky thighs. Well, good for my man, Jun. I honestly didn’t think he had it in him. Damn, if I had known I wouldn’t have begged Alison off. Oh, well. I grab a Monster energy drink from the little mini-fridge we share and take it into my room to start my paper.

I put my headphones on to give them a little privacy, but after an hour of waiting for the sounds of sex (or even just conversation) in the next room, I conclude that they must be too embarrassed to do anything. I feel bad. It’s not like I was trying to interrupt. Maybe tomorrow I’ll broach the subject of roommate etiquette with him regarding visitors. It seems like we need to set some ground rules around here so that we can cohabitate peacefully. I still can’t believe it, Jun Ming!
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“Hey,” I say, turning my head to hide the grin at the edge of my face. “What’s up?”

“Good morning,” Jun says flatly.

“Did you have a… nice night?”

“Yes,” he says, totally not making eye contact. Not that he ever does.

“Dude,” I say, punching him gently in the arm like a bro. “Way to go last night.”

Jun just rolls his arm, still not looking at me.

“Hey, don’t look so glum. I’m paying you a compliment here. You totally scored last night. What’s her name?”

“I don’t know what you are saying,” he says. 

“Jun, come on. It’s me. We’re roommates. I’m totally cool with it. Just give me a little warning next time so I don’t walk in on her. Pretty sure that was a little awkward for her, and me if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Jun just continues fixing his tea, throwing away the tea bag and taking a sip.

“There’s no girl,” he says.

“But I saw–”

“No girl,” he says, turning to leave. “You are mistake.”

“Uh...okay?” I say, not sure how to respond since I definitely did see a girl and there’s nobody who can make me believe differently. Jun opens his door and shuts it quietly behind him. What’s his problem? I was expecting him to be shy, maybe a little embarrassed. But, that? I was not expecting a blanket denial. What kind of guy insists to his roommate that he didn’t hook up with a hot chick? Whatever. There’s no time for me to bother with this anyway since I’ve got class in half an hour. Here I was thinking that this would finally be the opportunity Jun and I needed to connect, but I guess that plan’s down the toilet. At least I don’t have to worry about sneaking her into my room anymore. If Jun thinks I’m gonna be shy about bringing my girlfriend around he’s got another thing coming.

***

“Maybe he’s from a very conservative family,” Alison offers. We’re having dinner union. Not exactly the best food. But for a buffet, you can’t beat it of any place in town.

“Sure, but he’s not back home in China. What does he think, his parents are going to hear about her from me?”

“He’s probably just really shy about dating. Who knows if he’s ever had a girlfriend before?”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I say, after wiping the pizza grease from my lips. “He’s probably just unsure of himself. But does he have to be such a dick about things all the time?”

“Come on. He’s not that bad.”

“He’s standoffish and rude, and not just about the thing with the girl. I try to make an effort to get to know the guy. I’m not from here either.”

“It’s not the same.”

“Of course it’s not, but what I’m saying is that I can relate to being lonely, and awkward. I wasn’t always the sexy hunk you see before you.”

She throws a fry at me.

“You’re taking it too personally,” she says. “It’s probably just his personal style. I’m sure that Jun Ming would be the same person no matter roommate that he drew.”

“I’m just the lucky guy who won the lottery, I guess.”

“Well, look at this way. Next year you’ll be eligible to move off-campus and then we can get a place together.”

“You’re right. It’s one year. If nothing else, I’ll at least get a few stories about my crazy roommate from Sophomore year out of the deal.”

“So, in the meantime…?”

“Oh, we’re hooking up. The days of sneaking around for Jun’s sake are over.”

“Here, here,” she says, raising her glass of water in a toast. “To Jun Ming, may he find happiness with his mystery woman. And may we find happiness screwing each other openly while he does.”

“You know the couch is pretty comfortable–”

“Dumbass! I’m not that open.”

“Fine. New rule. No screwing in the common area. Just provisionally until Jun and I have that talk to establish boundaries. Then, we’ll discuss.”

“You’re terrible,” she says, leaning over to kiss me again.
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You know what’s good for stress? Fucking your girlfriend in your own bed without fear of being overheard. I don’t know how I would have gotten through that Molecular Biology exam without Alison. She’s just the stress reliever I need, which is good because apparently the amount of homework assigned for my courses needn’t have any relationship to the number of hours in the day. I almost wish that I could move her in full-time, but then I think I would miss the quiet around here. One thing I have to say for my roommate, the guy isn’t loud. He’s like this invisible presence that you can always feel but is easy to forget about if you’re not paying attention. I mean, I guess that Jun must go to class sometime. Even if half his courses are online, he’s still living on campus for something, right? 

No sign of his mystery woman since my last sighting. Maybe they’re lying low. I hope they haven’t broken up. I can’t say why, but I’m rooting for those two. Could be that I’m just a big softy, but I hate the thought of anybody alone. Even a curt, aloof loner who stifles every opportunity to communicate.

If they are still together, they’re probably going to hold off this weekend. The weather report is warning of a monster snowstorm brewing. Roads will be impassable, which means that I can say goodbye to any chance of hooking up with Alison again. Good thing I’m well stocked with the essentials: Slim Jims, Top-Ramen, and Lucky Charms. Could mean that the two of us are stuck together the whole 48 hours, if not longer. Dun, dun, dun.
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I know that global warming doesn’t mean that there are no cold, snowy days. It’s about global trends, not localized weather events. But god damn. It’s like Hoth outside my window. Try to slog through that and your ton tons are gonna freeze before you reach the first marker.

As predicted, we’re snowed in together. Just me and Jun for the weekend. Alison texted me saying that she’s having a bowl of soup and thinking about me. I send her a kissy face back.

“Sorry, Mat?” Jun says through the door. He knows my name is Max. He just struggles with the ‘x’ at the end of the word. Not something that ever comes up in Chinese, apparently. I slide my swivel chair across the chair mat and open the door a crack.

“What’s up, Jun?” 

“Do you have internet working in your room?”

“Uh, yeah. I think so.”

I swivel back and check my connection. It’s out. Google Docs must have switched to offline editing without me even realizing it.

“Shit,” I say. “I guess I don’t have anything. Must have gone out.”

Jun curses in Chinese.

“Do you think snowstorm is the problem?” he asks.

“Probably so. Everyone’s inside and there’s nothing else to do. The modum probably just crashed temporarily. It’ll come back on soon.”

“Yeah, okay,” he says, preparing to go back to his room. He stops, comes back to ask me something.

“Do you like whiskey?” Jun asks. Do I like whiskey? I’ve never even seen Jun drink a beer. But he’s got whiskey? Whiskey he’s going to share with me? Voluntarily?

“Sorry. If you don’t like, no problem.”

“No, hold on. Sure, I like whiskey.”

“Okay, come here.”

I follow him into the living room/kitchenette adjoining our two bedrooms. Jun opens the door and closes it quickly behind him. I’ve never been inside, never even had so much as a glimpse. I take a seat on the couch and after a few moments, Jun returns with the bottle.

“Johnnie Walker Black,” he announces proudly, holding up the bottle like a trophy. “Simply the best.”

He goes over to pour two shots worth into each of our coffee mugs. He hands the mug to me. I take it gratefully. We clink and Jun downs the whole thing in one gulp. He lets out a little whoop!

“Go, Jun!” I say, raising the glass and taking a good long pull from it. I don’t even attempt to drain my mug completely. I kinda can’t believe this side of my roommate. Just when I thought I had him figured out. He pours another sloppy shot into his mug and sloshes another into mine.

“No class, so why don’t drink?” he asks, raising his mug again. We clink and again he drinks the whole thing down in one go.

“I didn’t know you drank, Jun,” I say.

“Yes, not really good for me. So I don’t drink a lot.”

He lets out a boozy belch. He’s already starting to turn red. The famous ‘Asian flush.’ I smile, starting to feel the effects of the whiskey on my system.

“So, where’d you get the high-quality hooch?”

“Sorry?” 

“The whiskey. This stuff is expensive, no?”

“Oh, no. Not really.”

It occurs to me that I don’t really know much about Jun’s financial background, or anything else about him for that matter.

“A friend send to me,” he says.

“Some friend. Someone back in China?”

“Yes,” he says quickly. I can tell from his reddening expression that this is probably he didn’t mean to confide in me this detail.

“Good for you,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve got a single friend who would send me a bottle of high-end whiskey. No way.”

Jun turns even redder, and this time I don’t think it’s the whiskey.

“I make the video and the photo online.”

“Like on YouTube?”

“No. Not YouTube. OnlyFan.”

Kinda sounds like he’s on Only Fans, but I guess it’s got to be a Chinese site that sounds the same.

“That’s funny. Did you know there’s an American app called OnlyFans?”

He looks at me, confused.

“But that’s not a… not a site that you would be on, Jun. That’s for, like, porn stars and stuff like that. Girls can make money from guys by making videos and posting photos and stuff.”

“Yeah, I know,” Jun says. “Online, I am a girl.”
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“Sorry, I’m not sure I understood you. Did you just say that you’re a girl online?”

Jun’s face is impassive and I’m starting to wonder whether it’s just the whiskey that’s making me hear things. Then Jun says– 

“The girl before. She is me.”

“Wait, the girl in the apartment, the one I walked in on– that was you?”

Jun nods, resting his head on his palm in a feminine gesture. Holy shit. How did I not see this before? I hadn’t noticed, maybe because of the liquor, but Jun’s normally stiff posture is now more languid, more girlish somehow. Even the way that he’s sitting, with both hips pressed together, is unmistakably womanly.

“But, how?” I ask.

Jun shrugs.

“Makeup, clothes, hair.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“I don’t know you yet,” Jun replies. “So, I think it’s better to keep secret.”

“Alright, that makes sense,” I say, sure that there are plenty of guys who would react badly, even violently, to the news that their roommate is a crossdresser. “So, then why tell me now?”

Jun smiles and groans at the same time.

“I’m tired of being the guy all time,” he says, covering his mouth with slender fingers. “And I like you. I can trust, I think.”

“Yeah, sure,” I say. “You can trust me with your secret, Jun.”

“My name is Ming,” he says gently. “Jun is family name. My family call me Ming.”

Shit, of course. I even learned that somewhere. The first name is the last name with Chinese names. So, I’ve been calling Ming ‘Jun’ all this time and he hasn’t corrected me until now.

“Sorry, Ming,” I say. He waves it off with a smile.

“We don’t really know each other a lot, right?” he asks.

“No, I guess we don’t.”

“Do you want to see me?”

“See you…?” Then I realize what he means. “Oh, yes. Sure. I mean, if you want to.”

Ming sets the coffee mug on the small coffee table and rises gracefully from the couch.

“Wait here,” Ming says. “This will take only a small time.”
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I sit and wait, slowly sobering up on the couch. I didn’t check my phone for the time, but I figure Ming has probably been in his room for close to forty minutes by now. Not that I’ve got anywhere else to be, or anything. But all the waiting heightens my sense of anticipation. What could Ming be doing in there? Is this a routine that he does often when I’m not around? And what about OnlyFans? How much could he be making off horny dudes on that site? Do they know that they’re sending donations to a crossdresser? And if they don’t know, then does that mean that Ming looks enough like a girl that ‘her’ fans can’t tell?

Finally, the door opens and Ming reemerges transformed. My jaw is on the floor. I’ve seen drag queens before, but this is no drag queen.  Ming’s makeup is perfect, sexy without being overdone. The wig gives ‘her’ abundant, luscious curls, and the yellow sundress, so out of place on a cold day, gives her body a kind of radiance. It’s cut to hug her hips and waist, but it makes her shoulders look delicate too. Even though I know they have to be fake, she’s got a pair of tits that make her body shapely and desirable. She could pass for a Chinese movie star.

“What do you think?” Ming asks, resting a hand against her hip and blowing a kiss with the other hand, though not actually touching her lips to keep the lipstick from rubbing off.

“Uh… um. You look… really good.”

“Really?” Ming asks, teasing.

“Ming, you look. I mean, I could never tell. Like, you’re so...whoa!”

It’s hard to keep from drooling as Ming plays with her hair, lapping up the compliments.

“Mat you are so nice,” she says, giggling. She takes a seat back on the sofa, this time swinging her perfectly smooth right leg so that it rests against the knee of her left.

“How did you do that?” I say, still unable to believe that this luscious hottie is really my roommate in a dress. Ming shrugs.

“Like I say, it’s only makeup and the clothes and things.”

But it’s much more than that. There’s an aura that seems to radiate from inside. I think about what Jun Ming has to do on a regular basis to cover this girl up. To go to class, to interact with peers, with family. It makes me sad to think that Ming doesn’t get to be this person most of the time, and I feel glad that she shared her secret with me.

“Ming, you’re so beautiful,” I say. “I never would have known that this is what you do in your room when you’re alone.”

My roommate is a cam girl. How the hell did this happen?

“When I was young, I always want to be a girl. But my parents do not approve. So when I come here to study, I want to be a girl.”

This small admission makes her smile.

“Who else knows about you dressing up?” I ask.

“No one knows. Only you.”

“But you have fans, you said you dress up and put photos online?”

“Oh, yeah,” Ming says, taking her phone from the coffee table and scrolling to the app. She tosses me the phone, which I catch with some difficulty. My reflexes are still a little dulled from the whiskey. I check the photos. Some are cute and just a little flirty. Others are much more explicit. Ming bent over, showing off the curves of her ass, the black lace hugging her cheeks. In another, shot from behind, Ming is completely nude. I can’t believe how feminine her ass looks. She’s got on a silver wig of cascading hair and she’s keeping one eye on the camera as she covers her chest with her hands. Each photo makes me hungrier for more, but I hold off from scrolling through them all. I’m starting to get hard, and I don’t want her to know it.

I’ve never cheated on Alison. Never cheated on any girl that I’ve been with. That’s not me. I’m not a cheater. I’m the kind of guy who is loyal to the girl he’s with. Even when I’ve been tempted, I’ve never given in. Not yet, anyway.

“Mat, what you think about?” Ming asks.

“You’ve got some great photos, Ming,” I say, handing the phone back to her. “I can see why you’re popular online.”

She looks pleased, but I can tell she wants me to say more.

“If I saw those, there’s no way that I could tell you weren’t a girl all the time.”

“Thank you,” Ming says quietly. Then she reaches for the bottle of Johnnie Walker again and refills both of our mugs.

“No, no. No more for now,” I say.

“Why? We only start to drink, right? You are not drunk yet, are you?”

I’m worried about where this is going. I think Ming can sense that I’m developing feelings that go way beyond ‘roommately’.

“You know, I never drink like this with anyone before,” Ming says.

“Really?”

“Never. Always when I drink, I am a boy. I drink with the guy. They say to me, drink more Jun Ming! But I don’t really like.”  

“Right, I’m the same way,” I say.

“But with you, it’s not the same,” Ming says. “I don’t have to be a man with you. I can just be the girl I am inside.”

I grab the mug of whiskey off the table and down the whole thing quick, hoping it will calm my ardor. I cough a little as the fiery liquid slithers down my throat. Ming squeals with delight.

“Wow, Mat!” Ming says. “You are so cute when you drink. Do you know what I want to do now?”
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“Now?” I ask stupidly. Ming comes and sits next to me on the couch, so close that she’s practically in my lap. Her leg touches mine as she leans over and takes the mug of whiskey from my hand with her slender fingers. I feel how soft her hands are. She raises the mug to her lips and takes a slow little sip, leaving a lipstick stain on the edge.

“Mat, what do you think of me?” she asks. “I’m not ugly, right?”

“No!” I say. My heart is pounding, and I’m afraid to say more. “Of course I don’t think that. Why do you ask?”

“I think about you a lot,” she says, the two of us now whispering conspiratorially. “But I’m so afraid. So I just stay inside my room because I don’t want you to think I’m ugly or terrible or something.”

“You’re wrong,” I say. “The way you are is just perfect.”

“Really?” she says, batting those eyes. She reaches down and rubs my erect cock through my shorts. Oh, shit! Shit! Shit!

“No, Ming. I have a girlfriend,” I say, gently taking her hand in mine. “It’s not you. You’re really attractive. But I can’t cheat on Alison like this.”

Ming looks devastated but tries to hold it together.

“I understand,” she says. “You are a good guy. I only want to find a nice guy like you. But I’m not lucky like that.”

“Don’t say that. You don’t know what’s going to happen. You could find the love of your life any time.”

I’m not sure whether I believe these words or if they’re just platitudes. She definitely has no trouble attracting men online, but how many of those guys would stick by her if they knew the truth? Even if they did want a relationship, how many of them would stick their necks out and say so? It can’t be easy for her.

“I’m so sorry, Mat,” Ming says. She rises from the couch and I’m treated to another whiff of her perfume, another flutter of her skirt as she sashays over to her bedroom door. “I won’t do like this anymore. From now on your roommate is a guy, okay?”

“You don’t have to do that,” I say, suddenly feeling a sinking feeling at the thought that I might not see this Ming again. “You don’t have to hide yourself just because of me.”

“But it’s more normal if we don’t talk a lot. I think it’s easier if we just don’t do like this again.”

“Ming, please,” I say, rising from the couch. “I don’t want you to do that. Now that I know your secret, we can’t go back to the way things were before.”

“But I want you,” she says, lips trembling. It looks like she’s about to cry.

“I want you, too,” I hear myself saying. It’s not what I intended to say, but it’s what slips out. “But we can’t.”

She nods.

“But we can still spend time together. We just can’t give in to our urges.”

“Urges?”

“You know what I mean. Our feelings for each other.”

“So, what should we do?”

I’m saved from answering. The lights go out and the apartment is plunged into darkness. Power failure.
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The snow keeps falling. Outside the window, it’s well over five feet high now. With blizzard conditions expected throughout the night, nobody’s going anywhere. I changed into my sweats and threw on an extra hoodie right after the lights went out. Ming brought in some scented candles for us to see by.  She’s wrapped up in a blanket sipping a cup of Oolong tea. Good thing this place is so old it was built with a gas stove, or we’d really be in trouble. Ming looks somehow even cuter to me, all bundled up like she is.

“How’s your tea?” I ask.

“Good,” she says without inflection. I want to take a seat on the couch beside her, but I think better of it and take the chair instead.

“Have you ever seen snow like this before?”

“No. We don’t have snow like this where I live in China.”

“Yeah, me neither.”

“Mat, what is the name of your love?”

“Alison.”

Ming nods.

“You will marry her, right?”

The question catches me off-guard.

“We’re not really there yet.” 

“Sorry? I don’t understand.”

“What I mean is, we haven’t been together long enough to start thinking about marriage yet. You know?”

“But she is your love, right?”

“Well, sure,” I say. This conversation has gotten a little too personal. I try to think of a way to divert it, but I can’t think of what else I should say instead.

“You didn’t text her, right?”

“Shit!” I say, reaching for my phone. It’s not in my pocket. It’s not on the table in front of me. I stand to go retrieve it from the bedroom. I’ve got 6 unanswered texts.

Hey!! Thinking of u

What’s up?

Are you okay?

Yur not frozen, right?

Max? Where are you? Seriously need you to respond. There’s no power at my place.

The last text is just several angry face emojis and a middle finger. I’ve got to call her and make this right. But I’ve got 3% battery left and no way to recharge. Oh, well. Here goes. I signal to Ming that I have to make a call and then go in my room and shut the door.

“Hey, babe!” I say, shakily.

“What’s happening?” she asks, more worried than pissed off.

“I’m just here at my place hanging out with Ming. Jun Ming. My roommate.”

“You guys are hanging out? Since when do you ever do that?”

“Well, you know what they say. Disasters make strange bedfellows.”

“So… you’re sleeping together?”

“What!? NO!”

“Jesus, calm down. I was kidding. You and Jun? I’m amazed the two of you are even speaking to each other. You’re always going on about how weird he is.”

This makes me feel bad. I feel like the two of us have been through a lot, even if just this afternoon.

“Yeah, I know. But there’s a lot more to Ming I didn’t know. Oh, her name is Ming.”

“Her?”

“I mean ‘his’. Force of habit.”

“What habit?”

“So you don’t have power at your place either, huh?” I say, stumbling for any way to redirect the conversation.

“Yeah, it’s terrible. We’re all snuggled up in our jammies, though. It’s really cute.”

“That sounds great,” I say. “Listen, I’ve only got like 2% battery left and I should probably save it unless they issue an emergency evacuation decree, or whatever.”

“Yeah, sure. Okay. Just wanted to make sure you weren’t dead, or whatever.”

“Sure, me too. Love you, babe!”

I hang up and open my door again. But I find the common area empty. Ming went back to her room to be alone.
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The temperature is plunging, and my spirits with it. I’ve been curled up in bed, just trying to keep warm. The power is back on but the internet still hasn’t returned. I keep thinking about Ming and what she’s doing in her room right now. Has she taken off her makeup and clothes, put the wig back on its stand? Is she naked? If she is, how does that make me feel? I’ve never even thought about a guy sexually before. But then Ming isn’t really a guy. Not to me. Not anymore. I know that it’s probably for the best that we keep our distance from each other, but I don’t know how long I can stand it. Plus, I’m hungry. Maybe some soup. Do I have soup? I’m going to get up and check.

Now that the power is back on, the heater has had time to run and it’s once again warm in the room. I check the cabinet and find that I do have one can of chicken noodle. Perfect.

“Ming!” I call through the door. “I’m making soup!”

There’s no answer. I pour the soup into the saucepan and start it simmering. I’m turned towards the stove, so that when I hear Ming’s door creaking open I don’t turn right away.

“Mat?” she says. I look. She’s dressed in nothing but a pair of white panties and bra, with high-heeled shoes to match. She looks radiant, angelic and hot as hell in full makeup. Her hair seems to flutter, although that may just be the heater circulating air.

“Ming?”

She comes closer. I can’t stand it anymore. I grab her and pull her to me, the small of her back folding in my arms.

“Love me,” she says. I bury my face in her chest, kissing her neck and reaching around to undo her bra.

“No,” she pleads. “Leave on.”

Her fingers run down my back. She’s sliding down to free my cock from my flannel pajamas. I’m already stiff by the time she releases my swollen member. I stand frozen, unable to stop her. I know this is cheating, but I can’t deny that it’s what I want. She kneels and wraps her lips around my dick, smothering it in cherry red lipstick. She laps at my shaft, taking my whole girth inside of her. I’m sure that she’s had practice at this, or at least she’s had plenty of experience fantasizing because she knows exactly what to do. Her tongue does an orbit of my mushroomhead before dunking me in her mouth. I take her head in my hands. The wig feels so real that I can’t believe that it’s not her real hair, the warmth of her skin radiating from underneath it. I can feel that she’s coaxing an eruption from inside of me, and I whisper for her to go slower to prolong the pleasure. She obeys, slowing her pace until she takes me out of her mouth and starts stroking me with her fingers.

“How’s that?” she asks.

“Great,” I sigh. “That’s amazing.”

Alison never does this for me. I mean, she does but not without me asking, begging actually. I’ve never had her go down on me without a promise that I’ll reciprocate in kind when I’m done. And while I know she tries, she’s usually caught up in the performance of it. She tries so hard to make it sexy for me that she ends up making it about herself, when what I want is for her to lose herself in the experience of pleasuring my hard cock. That’s what Ming delivers. She’s totally absorbed by my dick and giving it what it wants, so that I don’t have to do anything. She’s in control and knows what I desire.

So, when she speeds up again, bringing me back to that high-intensity bliss, I just let go and don’t try to hold out any longer. I feel my prostate flex as I shoot ropey strings of gooey cum into her soft wet mouth.

“Jesus,” I say as I cum, the moment of orgasm reminding me that I have a girlfriend. Suddenly, waves of guilt pass over me, but when Ming takes my hands and I lift her to her feet and look into her eyes, the wry grin on her face and her makeup all smeared, I can’t help but love her. Alison isn’t the one who just gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had. That’s the girl right in front of me.

“I want to do that for a long time,” she says.

“Yeah, well, you were amazing,” I say, at a loss as to what to add.

“Hold me?”

“Of course,” I say, putting my arms around her shoulders. She’s just the right height.

“Our soup?” she asks.

“Screw the soup,” I say, hurrying off to shut off the burner. I scoop her up in my arms, and she giggles in delight as I slide the door open with my foot and carry her inside. “Let’s go to bed.”
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As soon as we enter Ming’s bedroom, all of my guilt over cheating just melts away and I can’t help myself. I want another round right away. I’ve just came and already I can feel myself stiffening again. I throw her down on the bed and then climb onto it myself. We kiss and caress each other just enjoying the taste of one another’s skin.

“Fuck me,” Ming says. “Fuck me hard. Make me your girl.”

“Get on your knees,” I say, rolling off her so that she can get on all fours. Before the gets on her knees, though, she grabs a bottle of lube from behind the bed frame. I realize with excitement that she must use it to masturbate with. How long has she been dreaming of the two of us, wishing that I would see her for the girl she is?

She hands me the lube and I crack it open with a flick of the thumb. Then I let the gooey stuff slide into my palm. Delicately, because she wants to show me just her ass and nothing else, she slides down her panties to reveal her cheeks. They’re round and firm, nothing like a guy’s. I’m reminded of the erotic pictures she showed me of her ass before and I get even harder. Rubbing the stuff on myself, I make sure to rub a generous glob around the ring of muscle that is her pert entrance. Slowly, carefully, I slide my head inside of her. She groans as I press my shaft up deeper. Ming spreads herself to let me into her, her cheeks parting and then contracting as she moves her hips up and down.

“Mat!” she cries, and I don’t give a damn if it’s not my name. ‘Mat’ will do just fine. I watch her curtain of hair rise and fall across her back with each thrust. She’s wanting so long to get fucked by my thick cock, and now she finally has it.  

“You’re so big!” she exclaims as I ram her. “Big, strong man!”

“That’s right,” I say, my thighs burning from the exertion of pushing myself into her. “I’m your big, hard man. You want this fat cock, don’t you?”

“Yesss!” she sighs as I plow her over and over. I’m so turned on by the sight of her ass that I can feel myself about to bust a nut again. But there’s something else I want to do before I do.

“Can I touch your cock?” I ask.

“Yeah, okay,” she says. Maybe she was worried that I would freak out or not like the sight of it or something, but I’ve never been able to do this with a girl before and I’m curious. So, while I continue to thrust myself inside of her, I reach around and feel the pulsing of her cock against the bed. It’s smaller than mine, that much I can tell. I feel a surge of pride to be so much bigger than my conquest. I slide my fingers around her shaft, feeling the cum bubbling at the tip.

I finish strong inside of her, letting her enjoy an anal orgasm before giving her another with my hand. When it’s over, we’re hot and sweaty and sticky. I look at the pool of her cum on my fingers and palm. She tosses me a t-shirt to wipe it off with, then we just cuddle up under the covers, allowing our bodies to come down slowly from the ecstacy we both just experienced.

I listen to the snowfall outside the window and before I fall asleep I think of how lucky I am for the snow. If it hadn’t been for the storm, I never would have looked for the shelter of my roommates bed. I guess that emergencies do make strange bedfellows.
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“You ready, baby?”

“Sure,” I say, shutting my phone and putting it in my pocket. She looks stunning in the same yellow dress that she wore the first time I saw Ming, the real Ming. Of course, now that it’s summer the dress is finally appropriate.

It’s been about nine months since the snowstorm, and we’ve been happy together ever since. It was hard breaking the news to Alison, of course. But it’s college, and she got a new boyfriend about four months later, so I guess that it worked out for everyone in the end. Ever since I learned the truth about Ming, we’ve become practically inseparable. She went full-time soon after we hooked up. We got a few looks from the other people on our floor, but since it’s a mixed-gender dorm it hasn’t been a problem with the administration. The hardest part for her was telling her parents, but even that relationship is getting easier with time. They’ve agreed to allow her to continue her education here and live as she sees fit while she does it.

We hold hands as we walk down the hall and out the door. Outside, the sun is shining and there are people playing hacky sack on the lawn. I shield my eyes with my free hand. It’s nothing but sunshine and blue skies on the horizon.


Making Partner

1.

“What do you mean you won’t do it?!” Jim stammers. “We’re all set to go here!”

“It’s wrong, and it’s unethical, and besides it will get me disbarred,” Luisa says simply, crossing her arms in a gesture meant to convey power but, whether she intends it or not, draws my attention to her ample chest. But only for a split second. We’re colleagues, professionals.

“You’re not going to get disbarred,” I assure her. 

“How do you know?”

“Because you aren’t going to get caught,” I say, waving a hand dismissively. “You’re too smart for that.”

“If I’m so smart, then why do I have to sleep with some guy to make partner instead of doing it on my own?”

“Whoa, whoa,” Jim jumps in. “First, nobody said anything about sleeping with anyone. The plan is to seduce Bret. Second, this will put you on the fast track to partner. You’re perfectly capable of doing it on your own. But how many years do you want to spend trying to prove yourself? Six? What are six years of your life worth to you?”

“A hell of a lot less than my dignity,” Luisa spits.

“Where’s all this coming from?” I say. “You were there when we planned this thing. No objections then, so why now?”

“If you were a woman, you’d understand that it’s not such a simple thing to sell your body.”

“Nobody’s asking you to sell your body.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, how do you expect I’m getting dirt on Bret any other way, Danny? You think he’s just going to open up his computer and let me poke around in his files? Not until I spread my legs first. I can’t get close to him without giving him what he wants and you both know it.”

"Luisa, I'm sorry if this sounds insensitive, but we've got 30 million dollars on the line here. Is your chastity really worth that?"

“Screw you, Danny! You think being a whore is that easy, then how about you do it yourself?”

“What?!”

“You heard me. If seducing Bret is so easy, then why don’t you take one for the team?”

“Be serious,” Jim says.

“I am,” Luisa counters. “Everyone at the firm knows Danny’s the pretty boy. Those cheekbones, that skinny little waist. He’d be a knockout in a cocktail dress and pair of heels.”

I try not to let her challenge fluster me, but the truth was that I’ve heard snippets of conversation around the water cooler. Half-whispered innuendo. I’ll hear the women of the office talking, chatting in low voices about some girl in the office, only to realize they were actually talking about me!

I guess I can see where they're coming from. My voice isn't exactly a baritone, and I'm slim. Always been that way for as long as I can remember. While all the other guys in high school were sprouting muscles, I remained as lithe and slender as a fifteen-year-old girl. Things didn't get better in college, so I decided to bury myself in books. I may have only got a grand total of three dates in four years, but I got into Harvard Law and now I'm working for one of the most prestigious white-shoe law firms in Manhattan. Prestigious, and devious. The kind of place so cutthroat that we wouldn't just talk about spying on the opposing counsel to leak private information to get him to recuse himself from the case, we're willing to carry it out. Some of us, anyway.

“Luisa, please,” I plead. “You know that you’re the only one who can do this. Without you, we’re out millions in billable hours. I’m asking you to put your pride aside and– ”

“My pride? No, not a chance. You’re not going to dismiss my objections as some kind of female ego thing. This is very dirty business. And I’m not willing to do it. Not now, not ever. So, you boys have a choice. Either one of you puts on a skimpy little outfit and tries to turn Bret’s head, or else we risk losing the Koke Industries account.”

Jim and I looked at each other. One thing was sure: if one of us has to dress up, it isn’t going to be Jim. In his fifties, twenty pounds overweight, hair growing out of his back: he has about as much chance of passing for a woman as I have of passing for Dwayne Johnson.

“Alright, Lousia,” Jim says. “You’ve made yourself clear. Can I have a moment alone with Danny here?”

Luisa stands and excuses herself. I can’t be sure, but I think she had just the hint of a smile on her lips as she exited.

“Well, Danny–”

“Jim, no!”

“Hold on a second. Hear me out here. You’d be well compensated. Nobody would ever have to know what you did for the firm. All anyone would have to know is that you were very instrumental in retaining a high-value client. That’s all.”

“Are you kidding me? How could I possibly pass for a woman, let alone one hot enough to get Joe Bret to spill all his secrets?”

Jim clears his throat.

“Well, what Luisa said isn’t entirely untrue. I mean, you could, if you wanted to, pass for a woman. Pretty easily, I believe.”

I’m floored by how candid Jim is being. Does everyone in my office think this way? Is everyone I know regularly picturing me in a skirt and heels?

“What if he wants...more than I’m willing to deliver?” I say.

“Well, if that happens, then you get out of there. Nobody would fault you for bailing out if before you had to, ya know. But that being said, I think that you should seriously consider this. If you can keep the case from Koke Industries from going to trial, I promise that I can make you a partner in less than a year. That’s a personal guarantee.”

I waver. What would my parents say if they found out? Then again, what would they say if they got the news that I just became one of the youngest partners in the history of the firm?

“Can I have some time to think about it?”

“That’s the one thing I can’t offer. I’m going to need an answer one way or another. Time is a factor here. We have to move against Bret or else we might as well consider this case a loss. So, what do you say?”


2.

The Lot is one of the swankiest restaurants on the Lower East Side. Not exactly the place I’d expect to find an environmental lawyer who has built his reputation off his pro bono work. I guess I expected something a little more pedestrian, salt-of-the-earth but with an eco-friendly edge. Like a vegan taqueria or something. But this is where my sources said he’ll be, so this is where I am–

In a dress, and heels. I keep thinking I’m going to give myself away with the way I stand, or the way I walk. I’m consciously trying to swing my hips and sway a little, but I don’t want it to seem too overdone. I don’t think anyone’s going to clock me as long as I don’t give myself away. I don’t even think that my own mother would recognize me like this. The dress was easy enough to pull off since I’m so thin, but figuring out how to put on a pair of breast forms was more of a challenge. I had to get those things to stick on and stay in place and draw attention but not too much. The wig and makeup I managed to get just right after a handful of YouTube tutorials. Women have a lot of resources these days. There was even a video explaining the proper way to tuck my dick and balls between my legs. It hurts like hell, but I guess that it’ll be worth it if I actually pull this off. I don’t actually mind the panties. They’re so much softer than guys’ underwear, plus they make me feel girly when I walk, which is sort of the point, I guess.

I stroll over walking heel to toe straight over to the bar. Three seats over I spot Joe Bret talking with his client. He’s a powerfully-built black man in a charcoal grey suit and horn-rimmed glasses that show a timeless sense of style. He seems to be wrapping up his conversation, or so it seems by the way that his companion is rising to go. I hold a manicured finger up to the bartender.

“Cosmo, please,” I say, careful to modulate the pitch of my voice so that it sounds convincingly female. It must work because he doesn’t even blink. Just pours the drink without a word. Apparently, he isn't the only one my disguise is working on because the sloppy drunk sitting next to me turns and says–  

“I’ll buy that for you.”

“No, thanks,” I say, giving him a little smile that says, ‘take off.’

“What, you think you’re too good for me? Come on, I’m not asking to sleep with you.”

An unwelcome hand finds its way to my knee. I cringe. This is something I hadn’t even anticipated. My worry would be that I wouldn’t be attractive to Bret. It hadn’t occurred to me that my ‘feminine wiles’ would draw in some other poor schlub.

“I’m not interested,” I say, crossing my legs in a feminine way that stings my package a little. “And my boyfriend is sitting right over there.”

The sloppy drunk follows my finger as I point down the bar at Bret, who is now sitting alone, the spot next to him vacant. The drunk leans over so that he can shout to Bret.

“She yours?”

Bret, startled by this stranger talking inappropriately loud fixes his gaze on the drunk, then on me. Without skipping a beat, he seems to size up the situation. His eyes light up.

“Hey, babe,” he says. “This is a nice surprise. I wasn’t expecting to see you. What are you doing here?”

“I came in and saw you, but when I saw you were busy I decided to get myself a drink,” I say. The drunk, deflated, looks at Bret, then at me, then back at Bret. Knowing that he’s lost, he digs a few grubby bills out of his pocket and tosses them on the bar. He leaves without another word.

I couldn’t have planned it better if I wanted to. I have proof that my disguise is convincing, and now I have the perfect pretext to pick up my cosmo and slip into the seat next to Bret at the bar.

“Thanks for that,” I say, “you’re pretty quick on your feet.”

“I’ve heard that. Just glad to be of help,” he says, holding out his hand. “I’m Joseph.”

I place my hand in his and am amazed by how much shorter and slimmer my fingers look compared to his.

“I’m Dani Durant,” I say. I almost gasp. Don’t use your real name, stupid!  An hour and a half spent getting into character, and I use the same name that he’s bound to recognize from the trial. But if I’ve given myself away, Bret doesn’t show it.

“It’s lovely to meet you, Dani.”

His thumb rubs against the back of my hand. It's subtle but undeniably flirtatious. There's no question that he's interested.

“So, what does a quick guy like you do for work?” I ask, fluttering my lashes and smoothing my skirt as I fold my hands on my lap.

“I’m in environmental law,” I say.

“Oh, Captain Planet, huh?” I place a hand on his arm, feeling his bicep. He winces a little, not from pain but from embarrassment. And not at himself, but at me. I immediately regret the move. It’s too eager. I want to project young ingenue, but instead, the gesture screams, 'cheap whore.'

“Well, I’m really just a working stiff,” he says, taking a sip from his Johnnie Walker blue label. “Nothing too heroic. Just a lot of paperwork. Boring stuff, really.”

“So, tell me something interesting,” I say, afraid if I steer the conversation towards work I’ll give myself away.

“Like what?” he asks.

“Anything. Just as long as it’s scintillating and fascinating, enough to make a girl swoon.”

“I don’t know if I’m up for the challenge,” he says.

“Oh, come on. You’re a big boy. You must have some stories to share.”

"Would you find me intolerably boring if I admitted that I hardly ever go out except when it's work-related?"

"Is this work-related?"

“This? No. This is all pleasure. It’s a rare treat, believe me.”

“So… as long as we’re treating ourselves, care to buy me another?”

“Oh, yeah. Sure. Of course.”

He signals the bartender for another cosmo.

“So, what are you really doing here?” he asks, suddenly conspiratorial. My heart speeds up in my chest. Does he suspect something?

“What do you mean?”

Well, you’re obviously not really a girl, and you’re clearly trying to seduce me so you can pump me for information. He doesn’t really say this, of course. It’s just my paranoid brain spinning the worst-case scenario.

“I’m saying you obviously came here to meet someone. I want to know who he is.”

“Nobody in particular,” I say.

“So, you’re saying you don’t have a type?”

"I do. But I never reveal too much. What guy likes to know that he's been typecast, made to fit someone else's fantasy?"

“Good point,” he says.

“But, if you were to twist my arm, I would tell you that there’s nothing sexier than a guy who cares.”

“About you?”

“Of course. But about the world too. He’s got a purpose, a raison d'etre. His passion is what’s so attractive about him. He cares about something.” 

“That’s an attractive quality,” Bret nods.

“Know anybody like that?”

“As a matter of fact, he does sound familiar.”

“Well, then, Joseph, do you think you and I could get better acquainted?”

I run the tips of my fingers up his sleeve. It’s worth the gambit. He responds by placing his hand on my knee. That’s how I know I haven’t overplayed my hand. But then something I hadn’t planned for through a wrench in my plans.  A bolt of pain shoots through my crotch. Oh my god. I’m getting a hard-on!

“What’s wrong?” he says, surprised at my groan. My poor flattened cock is trying to mutiny. Nobody warned me that taping my cock and balls between my legs didn’t prevent me from getting an erection. Of course, I wasn’t expecting to.

“I’m fine,” I gasp. “You just startled me, that's all.”

“Dani, I hope I haven’t offended you.”

His tone is suddenly serious. I could go with the sexual harassment angle. Get him to recuse himself from the case based on sexual impropriety. But of course for that to work Dani Durant would have to be a real person. Can't file a complaint against someone if you aren't even real. Besides, I can get more leverage if I let the game continue.

“You’re sweet, Joe. Really,” I say, crossing my legs.

"I'd like to see you again if I can."

“Why not right now?” I say.

“No, I mean intimately.”

Wow. Bret is some kind of gentleman. Here’s a woman he’s clearly attracted to who is practically inviting him to come upstairs and all he can do is set a date for another innocent rendezvous.

“I can give you my number,” I say.

“That would be great.”

He takes it down and I make a quick mental note of his passcode. 1-1-1-1. Real nice. Pretty sophisticated for a trial lawyer. Now all I have to do is get it away from him sometime. I just wonder how I’m going to do it without giving him what he’s really after.

“I gotta go,” he says, picking his jacket from the back of the chair. “This was fun. We’ll do it again.”

“I hope so,” I say in my most sultry voice.

Phase one is complete. I watch him walk out over my shoulder. Then I catch a glimpse of the woman at the bar in the mirror. I can’t believe that I actually just passed as a woman. The transformation is so perfect that I don’t even recognize myself.

Now all I have to do is keep him on the line long enough to reel him in and that partnership will be mine.
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“What did you find out?” Jim asks.

“He gave me his number,” I reply.

“That’s it?”

“What do you expect? It was the first meeting. If I try to pump him for information, he’ll suspect something is up.”

“Uh, Danny?”

“Yes?”

“Why are you doing the female voice with me?”

I cover the receiver and swear. I didn’t even notice that I’ve been keeping my voice in the ‘Dani’ register. It’s not like it’s all that easy to switch back and forth. Hard on the vocal cords too. So, I must have unconsciously kept doing it after I left the bar.

“I, uh, it’s called staying in character,” I tell him through the phone. I suppose this also explains why I’m still wearing the cocktail dress even though I’m alone in my apartment.

“Fine,” Jim says. “I’m not telling you how to do this thing, but how about we speed things up a little. Advance the timeline. I mean, you do know that we’re going to court in less than a week, right?”

“That won’t happen,” I say, “I’ll have what I need before then. And when I do, Bret is going to have to recuse himself.”

“Any idea what you’re going to get on him?”

“Not yet,” I admit. 

“Well, whatever it is, it has to be compromising. And he can’t suspect it came from us.”

"I'm not an amateur, Jim. I know what I'm doing."

There’s a pause at the other end of the line.

“Ya know, it really is freaky how good you are at that. You’ve got this sultry voice I never would have imagined.”

Screw you, Jim.

“I know. Look, I’ll get what I need on our first date.”

“How do you know he’ll call?”

"Call it women's intuition," I say, half-pleased with myself.

“Fine. Report back when you have something new.”

I hang up. What does Jim think he's going to accomplish? Like I need the pressure. I place the phone down and then inspect each of my cuticles. No chipped polish, no broken nails. Cute. I walk over to the full-length mirror and inspect the rest of me. I don't know if it's vanity or morbid curiosity, but I can't stop looking at myself in the mirror. The girl who stares back at me is absolutely enrapturing. I flick my hair (actually a wig, of course), and so does she. I notice a tiny crease in my dress and her fingers smooth it out. There is one thing I'm happy to have off, though. Without a reason to keep myself constricted, I tore off the tape that kept my penis confined between my legs. Now that I have room to let my poor cock and balls breathe I feel a lot more comfortable. But I also have a decidedly unladylike bulge pressing against the fabric of my dress. It's the only thing that ruins the illusion that I'm fully a woman. I turn in the mirror, inspecting myself from different angles. I bend forward to show some cleavage and bring my knees together in a girlish pose. Not bad. I start to feel my dick expand and suddenly I've got the urge to jerk off.

Nobody around to see. No Jim, or anyone else from the office to think about. I straighten again, letting my hands fall at my sides. Then, ever so gently, I slide them up and down my smooth hips. I reach up my skirt and gently pull down the aqua blue lace panties. Not all the way down, but just enough so that they’re suspended between my smooth legs. Seeing them makes my throbbing erection pitch a tent beneath my dress. I slide up the dress to reveal my thick rod in the mirror, taking it with one hand while grabbing my breast form with the other. I grunt as I crank it, getting off on the girl in the mirror and forgetting that she’s actually me.

I cum after five minutes, groaning and panting as ropey globs of slippery cum erupt out of my soft pink head. I pull my panties back up, then shuffle over to the bed.

What the hell did I just do? It feels wrong but it feels right too. I can’t believe how sexy I felt watching myself in the mirror. It’s like, I knew it was me, but at the same time it felt like it wasn’t. I’d better be careful. There’s no telling what I might get the urge to do if I’m not careful.
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“Hey, Dani,” Bret says. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, handsome,” I say, giving him a peck on the cheek as he bends down to hug me. There’s a whiff of his aftershave that stays on my lips.

Everything worked just like I figured that it would. After three days, he called me up and asked me to dinner. We met at this tapas place, one of the most exclusive in the city. I had to put some miles on the corporate credit card to afford this dress, but I can already tell from the way that the waiter, the kid parking cars, and the two bitches at the corner of the bar looked at me when I walked in: I'm pretty damn hot.

He puts his hand on the small of my back, fingertips running playfully down the diaphanous green-sequined dress that hugs the curves of my ass. I almost forget to let him pull out my seat for me, but Joe Bret is a real gentleman. He steps in front of me and pulls it out for me to sit. He orders for both of us too. We chat a little. I give him my fake backstory, claiming that I have a job at a makeup counter but that I’m going to cosmetology school and want to be a model. He doesn’t give much away. He’s not secretive, just not volunteering the information I really want. I’m not able to penetrate down to the layer of lawyer talk that I’m really interested in.

“How’s the wine?” he asks.

“It’s delicious, thanks.”

“I’m sorry, am I boring you?” he asks. He doesn’t say it like one of those guys who get annoyed because nobody’s paying attention to him. He’s genuinely apologizing for being dull.

“Well,” I say. “To be honest, I’d love to know a little more about you besides where you went to school and where you were born, ya know?”

“Yeah, sure. I get it.”

“What are your passions? You say you’re a lawyer, right? Have you always wanted to study law?”

“No, not at all. In fact, I got my start a lot later in life than most. My mom passed away when I was nineteen and for three years I was just kind of coasting.”

“Oh, I didn’t know,” I say.

“Well, it was a while ago. I just felt adrift at that time. Not really engaged with anything. But mostly I just had all this anxiety.”

“About what?”

“I thought about the environment a lot. They call us treehuggers, but it’s not really like that. I’m not in this fight because I love trees so much. I mean, I love nature but so does everyone. It’s because I’m scared. Scared of what the future will look like if we don’t do something.”

I nod appreciatively. I expected this kind of spiel, and honestly, it's the same kind of thing I've heard from dozens of lawyers before. Everyone keeps an origin story in his back pocket for lunch meetings. But Joe Bret seems different. More sincere, or better at projecting sincerity at least.

“So, does the work help? With your anxiety, I mean.”

His face clouds.

“You can only ever do so much, and sometimes I have to remind myself that it does matter. But overall, yeah. If I wasn’t doing this, I don’t think I could even handle each day.”

He’s surprisingly comfortable with being vulnerable; not something you see a lot with lawyers.

“I know what you mean,” I say.

“You do?” he asks.

“Yeah, well,” I say, “I’m not sure if this is the best time to bring this up, but I have my own reasons for working at the makeup counter. The reason I love cosmetics and fashion is– I’m transgender.”

He doesn’t say anything right away. Shit. I’m blowing this! I wasn’t ever supposed to go this far with the lie. It honestly wasn’t part of the plan at all. But you learn to trust your instincts in situations like these. He’s just unloaded something deep and true, and if I don’t respond with something equally good then I’ll never get him to trust me. But, of course, he’ll probably just turn around and end the conversation right here.

“You are?” He asks, obviously incredulous.

“Yeah,” I say, becoming more confident in the lie. “Is our date over?”

“No,” he says. “Of course not. I just never would have known.”

“Thanks,” I say. “Most people don’t assume, ya know? But I want to tell you because you’re someone I feel I can trust.”

“Wow,” he says. “Well, for what it’s worth, I think it’s cool.”

“Cool?”

“Yeah, I mean. I’m glad you told me.”

“Me too.”

It was a gambit, but it worked. I’m now closer than ever to get something juicy out of him. So, when the main courses arrive I start to steer the conversation towards the Koke case.

“So, they polluted some lake or something?” I ask.

“Right, they dumped all these chemicals without any kind of warning. See, this stuff is odorless, colorless, and so they thought no one would be the wiser. But it turns out that it’s toxic in high quantities. So when folks started getting sick, my clients, the Miltons, contacted my office. They have the same cancer as my mother.”

“Oh,” I say, fully aware of these details but struck by them in a way I wasn’t a moment earlier. Before I knew about Bret’s history.

“So, that’s pretty much the extent of what I can talk about. I shouldn’t have even told you that much about an open case.”

“Oh, come on,” I tease, taking a sip of wine. “Who do you think I am? I’m not about to go spreading your secrets all over town.”

“I figured you weren’t the type. But just know that my work means everything to me. I won’t do anything to compromise that.”

“Sure,” I say. “But everything?”

“I want you to enter into this thing with open eyes. You were good enough to do the same with me just a minute ago.”

“Right,” I say. “I get it. The best I can do is play for number two.”

“I’ll let you in on something, though. I’m planning on taking a sabbatical after this case is over.”

“You are?” I say, suddenly intrigued. “Why?”

“I’m getting a little burnt out. I’ve been working myself ragged for years, and if I don’t slow down soon I’m going to end up in an early grave.”

“You’re so young,” I say.

“Exactly. I don’t need a heart attack before I’m forty. Besides, I’ve got a little money saved up.”

Read a lot of money.

“And I’m pretty much set to retire.”

“Where?”

“I’ve got a house in the Catskills. It’s a rental property for most of the year, but I’m thinking of making it my home when the case is done. Whenever that will be.”

“Do cases last a long time?”

“They can drag on for years,” he says, sighing. “And when there’s big money involved, they almost always do. Not that I’m technically saying there’s big money involved in this particular case, you understand.”

“No details you can confirm. Very lawyerly.”

The waiter comes by and Bret asks for the check. He never lets me see it, of course, but we must have spent close to $300 between the dessert and the two bottles of wine.

“So, where to now?” I ask when we get outside.

“Care for a nightcap?”

I should say no. This is the point in the plan where I’m supposed to excuse myself and then report back to Jim about my findings. Bret is feeling worn out, tired of the game. We might push him into the early retirement he’s already contemplating. But he’s committed to this thing, and I don’t see him giving it up so easily. Not unless I can change his mind myself.

“Sure,” I say. “I’d love to come back to your place.”
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We take the elevator up to this apartment. He’s got one of those apartments where the elevator leads straight into the apartment itself. His place is immaculate, all modern. Hardwood floors and tasteful contemporary furniture. All I can think of when I step inside is how much I want to slip out of these shoes. I can’t understand how women haven’t already revolted, having to wear these things. 

“Go ahead, make yourself comfortable,” he says as I take off the shoes and find a place for them near the elevator door. “Is red okay?”

How about two fingers of tequila? Am I actually about to go through with this? I’m in his apartment. I probably should have mentioned the fact that I’m actually a guy. Although I guess that he’s not going to be too shocked by my, ahem, anatomy. But do I really have what it takes to satisfy his needs? Maybe not, but there’s no going back from here.

“Sure,” I say. “Red is fine.”

I take a seat on the couch (pleather, of course, though he could easily afford the real thing) and he brings me a glass. We clink glasses, say cheers, then he takes a seat beside me. Our legs are touching.

“Are you sure you know what you’re getting yourself into?” I ask.

“You’re asking me?” he replies, taking a lock of my hair (wig) and twiddling it between his fingers.

“I just hope you realize what sex with a girl like me is like,” I say.

"I've got a few ideas. I mean, I am a grown-up. With a grown-up's imagination. I can think of a few things we can do together," he says, blowing gently into my ear.

I turn my face towards him and we kiss. It's passionate and intense. His stay beard hairs tickle my cheek as he massages my tongue with his. I'm getting hornier by the minute. I think back to masturbating in my apartment. Now I'm picturing the same thing, imagining myself watching while Bret kisses and caresses the girl in this dress. Knowing that my body is turning him on is getting me hot too.

I turn towards him, put his hand on my silky smooth leg. He touches my inner thighs as we tongue each other.

“You taste great,” he says.

“I want to taste you,” I say, reaching over and feeling his erect cock inside his slacks. He’s bigger than I expected. Practically a python down there. I undo his fly and prepare to take him in my mouth. This is it. I hope Jim and Luisa and everyone at the firm appreciates how far I’m willing to go for this. Better be worth it.

His cock slips out of his pants like a pool noodle. It hardens as I take him in my hand, pumping him up with my clenched fist. Then, I lean over and start sucking him off.

I’m thinking of all the blowjobs I’ve ever watched. Some hot, slutty little thing going to town on some hulking dude with a massive cock. She’ll gag a little, but she’s loving every minute of it. Or she seems to be. I don’t have to pretend. After a few minutes, I really get into it. The thought of what a hot little slut I am gets my heart racing. He’s grunting with pleasure, whispering, “Yes, yes.”

I take him deeper, letting my throat relax so he can go in. My cheeks are about to be coated in his hot love juice. I tongue his scrotum and play with his balls as I suck on his thick, meaty rod.

I start to hum a little as I do it, imagining him enjoying the vibrations in the same way I would if it were me getting head instead of receiving it. I’m not sure which one I would enjoy more.

“Dani,” he wails. I can feel that he’s near finishing. He’s about to cum inside my mouth, and I’m ready to accept his massive load.

Semen swims from the tip of his dick and I slurp up the salty ooze with gusto. My own little cock is stiff inside my panties as I get him off.

“That was… amazing,” Bret sighs. “Dani, you’re amazing.”

I can't help but feel pride in what I've done. I've done a lot in my career for the sake of the firm, but never something so satisfying.

“Now that you’re all nice and wet, how’d you like to have what you really want?” I ask.

“And, what do I really want?” he asks, panting slightly.

“To put it in my ass, of course.”
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I pull down my panties to show off my bare ass. I think about how perk and juicy my cheeks look to him, how badly he wants to dive right in and press his thick member up inside me. I had to wait for almost ten minutes for him to get ready again. I mean, I understand that a man is not a machine and you can't just turn around and go another round after getting one-off. But once I get started on this endorphin ride, I just want more and more. Something about sucking Bret off has unearthed the horny little sissy underneath the man I've always been.

Joe has me bent over, stroking himself gently to harden himself. I think he needs a little verbal encouragement to get him there.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he asks.

“Put it in me, daddy,” I coo.

“What do you want?”

“I want you monster cock in my tight little sissy ass,” I say.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, daddy. Please? I’ve never had a dick inside me and I want you to split me in two.”

He’s getting harder now, I can tell. He runs his cocoa-colored hands up my smooth, porcelain thighs.

"Spank me," I say. He does it, letting his hand come down on my left cheek. "Harder," I wail. The burst of pain is like fireworks. If I had a pussy, it would be sopping wet right now. As it is, I couldn't feel much girly if I tried. He smacks me just once more, hard enough to leave a raspberry bruise. Then, he presses his hard cock against my clenched muscle. I squeal as his tip enters my ass. I try my best to let my sphincter go loose as he thrusts up inside of me. It's like a fire erupting within me. The pain is intense, but so are the waves of pleasure that radiate through me.

I’m getting ridden hard but this muscular man, and I’m loving it. He guides me with his hips, pressing his girth deeper with each thrust. I fear I’m about to make good on my offer to let him split me apart. It hurts like crazy, but I’m so into it. I take my tiny cock in my fingers and start to rub the head, imagining that it’s my clit. Joe continues to pound away at me and I find that I need both hands flat on the couch or we both may fall over. I let Bret press me down to the couch, stimulating my dick by dry humping the furniture.

He goes harder, deeper, and I’m about to scream. He’s burrowing inside me and all I want is to give him what he wants. I imagine the pressure of his massive love stick as my own puny cock gets bent down with every thrust of his hips.

“You okay?” he says.

“Don’t ask,” I say. “Just tell me what you’re going to do to me!”

“I’m going to blast inside of you.”

“Yes!”

“You’re gonna have my cum gushing into you.”

“Am I tight enough, daddy?”

"Oh, yeah. You've got an ass that's better than any pussy," he says. "No girl could ever be a better fuck than you."

I squeal girlishly as I reach my own orgasm, squirting semen all over the couch. Moments later, I can feel his hips bucking as he sends his hot load up inside my ass, seeding me.

We're both sweating as we come down from the endorphin high we've both been riding.

“Ya know,” Joe says, grinning, “I do have a bed.”
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Joe spoons me from beneath the sheets. I’m surprised at how perfectly natural the sensation is.

“Can I make a confession?” he asks.

“You?” I say. “Sure. Do your worst.”

“You weren’t exactly my first.”

I turn to face him.

“Your first?”

“I mean not my first, whatever you’d call it. Trans woman, I guess.”

“Oh,” I say. “Well, you handled yourself very well. Like a gentleman. I never would have suspected your lack of experience.”

I’ve got more than enough to confess myself. I was just pretending to be trans. I’m not really. 

Or maybe I am but I didn’t know it until I was forced into this situation. I didn’t have to do what we just did. I did it because I liked it. Then, of course, there’s the other thing that I should confess to. But somehow the lie is so big that I can’t possibly come clean about it now.

“Can I ask you something?” I say.

“Sure.”

“Can this be something? I mean, can this turn into something more than just sex?”

“Yeah, of course. I never thought it was just sex.”

“Good, because I need to ask you something else.”

“What is it?”

“Can I start over with you? I mean really start over. Starting now, whole new life, new identity? No looking back?”

“Dani?” he says, his eyes kind and full of concern. “Why are you asking this?”

“I’ve done some things that I’m not proud of,” I say.

“Okay.”

“And if we’re going to be together, you can’t ask me about the person I’ve been because I’m going to leave it all behind.”

“Fine,” he says. “That’s fine.”

“We should go away. The two of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“Forget about the trial. Forget about everything except the two of us.”

“Dani…”

He can see that I’m crying now, unable to hold in the truth any longer.

“I’m sorry I lied to you,” I sob, tears gushing out of me in a torrent of pent-up emotion.

“Lied about what?”

So, I tell him. I have to. I have to let him in on everything that I’ve done. The scheme to try and get him to recuse himself, maybe even get him disbarred. How I lied about who I was. Everything just comes out and I can’t control myself.

“Sorry,” I blubber. “I’m sooo sorry!”

I feel like a big ol’ girl. Which, I guess, is what I am. Lying beside me, the compassionate Joe is now stone-faced. He’s unreadable, rising from the bed and turning away from me.

“I think you should go,” he says.
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“It was the most humiliating experience of my life,” I say, finishing my story.

“Jesus,” Jim says on the other side of the phone. “I’m sorry. I really never thought it would come to this.”

“But ya know what, Jim? I’m glad.”

“You’re glad?”

“Yes, because now I know who I really am. I realize that I wasn’t putting on a disguise with Joe Bret. I was putting on a disguise the rest of the time.”

"Uh-huh."

“That sounds pretty cliche, doesn’t it?”

"Uh-huh."

“Well, it’s true. Every word.”

There’s a long silence on the other end of the phone.

“So, what now?”

“Now, I’m going to be taking a leave of absence.”

“Leave of absence? You must be out of your mind. Either you come back now, as a man, or your ass is fired, Durant.”

“I thought you might say that. Well, I don’t care. Because Bret is going to take care of me.”

“Wait, hold on. Bret is taking you back?”

“That’s right.”

“After everything you did to him?”

“Well, don’t forget that I’m not just a great piece of ass, Jim. I’m also the one person who can help him beat you in this case.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“As a heart attack, baby. I’m going to be coaching him from the sidelines every step of the way to make sure he takes you all down.”

“You’ll never practice law for the rest of your life.”

“I don’t care. I’m a successful lawyer’s trophy wife now,” I say. “And once the case is won, we’ll retire to the Catskills. I’ll get the surgeries, and then I’ll be his woman for good and all.”

“Jesus,” Jim says. “You’ve really gone off the deep end, Durant.”

“What can I say? The heart wants, well, you know the rest.”

I hang up.

I smile as I think about Jim scrambling to try to undo the damage that I’ve done. There’s no going back, of course. Not for the firm, and not for me either. I look around at my apartment, all closed up in cardboard moving boxes, and I sigh. So much to do, and so much still to be done.

Ding!

I read the text from Joe. He’s downstairs. Giddy, I pick out an expensive pair of shoes and make my way downstairs. He smiles when he sees me on the street.

“You’re blushing,” he says.

“Am I?” I say.

“Such an obvious tell. How did you ever survive as a lawyer?”

“Can we not talk about that?” I ask as I take his arm.

“Done,” he says, as he leads me to somewhere expensive. Our heels click on the street as I imagine our new life together.

Sometimes a scheme comes off perfectly, and sometimes it goes completely sideways. I can’t tell which one this is, but I have a feeling that good things are ahead.


The Casting Couch

1.

“Marta?”

“Yes?” was the shy reply from Marta Aguilar. She’d been staring at her own hands folded in her lap. It was the best way to avoid having to make chit-chat with these cool confident women who obviously knew what they were doing. All of them seemed so confident and beautiful.  told herself that she had youth on her side, but sometimes that’s not what they’re looking for. Being nineteen was a blessing, her mother had told her, but the part was that of a registered nurse. Didn’t nurses have to go to school before they could be certified? She was over the moon when her agent told her that she was up for a recurring role on Miami General, but now she had a pit in her stomach she couldn’t get rid of.

But the assistant was calling her name, so what else could she do?

“Arvie is ready to see you now,” the assistant said. “Would you like a water?”

“Oh, um, no, thanks,” Marta said. The assistant just nodded curtly. Was she supposed to take the water? Was that a thing? Did people usually get so thirsty in front of Arvie that she might need quick hydration to keep her from collapsing? Now she was even more nervous. Why hadn’t she accepted the stupid water? No way to fix it now. Marta rose, smoothed her dress, and entered Arvie’s office.

The first thing she noticed was the three of them. One man was African-American, shaved head, and probably in his fifties. He shook Marta's hand and introduced himself as the director. Then she shook hands with a young white guy with quaffed hair. He was Arvie's assistant. And there at the end was the man himself. The biggest mogul in Hollywood: Arvie Weissenstein.

Arvie's handshake was firm, almost pincer-like, and he held Marta's hand in his for just a beat too long. She was surprised. For such a powerful man with such an important position, Arvie was far uglier and fatter than she'd expected, and he made no attempt to disguise the fact that he was staring at her breasts.

“Marta, wonderful to see you,” said Arvie. “Please have a seat.”

“Thank you,” Marta managed to choke out. The male assistant, whose name Marta had already forgotten, came around and handed her a couple of pages, ‘sides’ in Hollywood talk. She stared at the page, but it was like the script was written in Greek. She was so nervous that the words were suddenly rendered incomprehensible. She was blowing it!

“Whenever you’re ready,” Arvie said. Marta took a deep breath. She shut her eyes, and as soon as she opened them she was Lola Amaral: the sassy take-no-prisoners nurse who was having an affair with her boss.

“What do you plan to do about the baby?” Marta said.

"Place him under observation and wait for the attending physician to come back with the MRI," said the assistant, his tone as bored as a person could be. 

“No, not that baby. Our baby.” 

“Oh, that. You know I can’t talk about it here.”

“Our baby is not an ‘it,’ Paul. She’s a ‘her’.”

“I just mean that I can’t talk about it, the situation, while I’m at work, okay?”

“Well, when are we supposed to talk about it? It’s not easy for me, you know.” At this, Marta began to tear up, no easy feat when the writing was this bad.

“Don’t cry,” said the bored assistant. “We’ll figure this out.”

“Did you ever love me?” Marta asked, hysterical now. “Or was it all just some big joke to you?”

“You think I’m laughing?”

“I think you’re heartless! This child is the product of our love. But since I told you about her, you’ve barely come near me. You haven’t even looked at the ultrasound.”

“Oh, like I need to look at another ultrasound? What do you think I do around here all day? Lola, I’m sorry. I know I haven’t been good to you. But I never made you any promises. You knew what you were getting into when you slept with your boss.”

“And did you know what you were getting into when you slept with your boss?!”

“Aaand, scene,” said the director. “Thank you. That was very good.”

Marta felt like she was about to fall out of her chair. She’d had to summon up the memory of her grandmother’s painful cancer diagnosis to be able to cry on command at that schlock. It took her a moment to recover and bring her emotions back to neutral. She batted a tear from her eye with her manicured nail. Arvie hadn’t taken his eyes off her since she began reading. He was still staring now, hardly blinking. She knew immediately what was on his mind and she felt the urge to cross her legs and cover herself completely. So intense was the wattage of his gaze that it seemed to pass through her like x-rays.

Arvie cleared his throat. The director turned to the assistant.

“I need a Fanta,” he announced and rose from his chair. The assistant did the same thing. Arvie stayed planted where he was. “Don’t get up, Marta,” the director said. “We’ll just be a moment.”

With the two of them gone, Marta felt even more exposed, a sensation she would not have thought possible a moment ago.

“You’re drooping,” Arvie said. It took her a moment to understand what he meant. When she did, she saw that he was right. She had unconsciously slipped into terrible posture. She had slid forward to make herself smaller, retracting her sternum to keep her chest from sticking out. Her body was her instrument, and it was trying to tell her something. 

But she ignored its warning and forced herself to sit up.

“I want to be honest because I think you deserve it as a professional,” Arvie said.

“Thank you,” Marta said. Arvie continued on, stepping on her line. He wasn’t expecting her to speak.

“You’re not right for Lola.”

Marta felt like she’d been hit with a hammer.

“But, I like you for something else I’m doing. I can introduce you to some people I know who will be very interested in you. These people become interested in what I’m interested in. Do you understand?”

“I’m not sure,” Marta answered.

“You’re not sure if you understand, or you’re not sure if you’re interested in what I’m offering?”

“I don’t recall you having presented me with an offer,” Marta said evasively.

Arvie screwed up his face in a grin, his snout flaring.

“I’d like you to come to a party tonight,” Arvie stood, drawing a stack of business cards held in place by a rubber band from his pocket. He drew one of the cards from the stack, picked up a pen from the table, and then scribbled something on it. “This card is your invitation. You’ll hand it to the concierge, and he’ll know to let you in the door.”

Arvie walked around the table. But instead of handing Marta the card, he instead walked behind her chair. Marta tensed involuntarily at his nearness. He lay his hand on her bare shoulder.

“You’ll be treated as a VIP and make connections with people who will offer you work.”

“What kind of work?” Marta asked, although she already had a pretty good idea in her mind.

“Well, you know that you’ll have to start at the bottom. That’s just how it goes in this town. But it doesn’t have to be all bad. There’s a side of Hollywood that’s none too glamorous, but it can still be fun.”

She became aware of his hot breath on the back of her head. The Cretan brought his other hand around and Marta could see the card perched between his fingers. He slowly, far too slowly, stuck that card between the cleavage of her breasts. Then, with the card stuck in her bra, he clutched her breast. 

“You did great work today,” he said, squeezing her breast. “I look forward to the chance for us to work together.”

He let go. Marta felt like she was about to cry again, though this time the thought of Abuelita's cancer was far from her mind. She told herself that she couldn't allow him to see her tears. She was an actress, and she would choke back what she had to. She was stone-faced by the time Arvie came around and took his seat at the table across from her.

“Thanks for coming in,” he said. 
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Arvie Weissenstein was an animal, a disgusting pig. She cringed at the memory of his hands on her body. It was all she could do not to throw his stupid business card on the floor and stomp on it. She was a professional, so why did she have to suffer abuse from him? Did he actually think that she’d be flattered by his invitation, that she’d show up to his party like some kind of loyal dog come to sniff his crotch? Que cabron!

The director and the assistant refused to look at her. How much did they know? Obviously, their exit from the room was staged, so how many women were subjected to this treatment? The other women in the lobby shot her glances of disdain. Did they think she'd done something with that swine? Or did they have no idea what they were in for in there?

Marta wanted to be sick, to throw up and let out these noxious feelings building in her stomach. But she wouldn’t give these people the satisfaction. She’d get home and then she would let these feelings out. She would sob and curse and eat whatever she wanted– screw the diet!– and then she would forget the whole thing. She wasn’t going to let little boys like him bully her. He was just a pudgy, pig-faced child who got too much power.

As she stepped onto the street, she remembered how far away she'd had to park just to get close enough to Weissentein's office in Century City. $2.00 every fifteen minutes to walk 10-blocks? She hated this city. Marta wanted more than anything to move back to Ensenada. Maybe there was no work, and maybe her friends were all married to drunks and assholes. But at least there she didn't have to prostitute herself. She'd met good men, reliable men. Martin, he was kind to her, always showed her a lot of attention. But she'd pushed him away, worried of the complication of getting involved. Her dream came first, she'd told herself. What a fool she'd been.

Maybe she should return to Mexico. She was still young and had her looks. She could find another man to be her husband. But she couldn’t stand the idea of letting her mother down. Ever since she’d learned that her cancer was in remission, Marisol talked constantly about how the lord wouldn’t take her before she got to see her daughter on television. The thought made Marta tear up all over again. This time, without any of those Americans around to judge her, she did cry. She sobbed, smearing her makeup. Marta was so distraught that she failed to notice as she stepped off the curb that there was a monstrously huge boxy American car barrelling towards her.

The driver was texting, that oh-too-common of sins among Los Angelinos. She was so absorbed by her friend's retelling of a hair appointment disaster that she failed to look up from the iPhone perched on the steering wheel until it was too late. The car hit Marta head-on, throwing her to the pavement and killing her instantly.
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All around her was white. Marta struggled to remember what she’d just been doing. She was so full of anger a moment ago, so full of rage and hurt. Now it was as if that swirling pool of emotions had been drained and in its place was an empty feeling. It was serene, but Marta wasn’t totally sure that she liked it.

She looked around, but she saw no one. Then, she heard a voice behind her.

“Marta,” the voice said.

“Abuelita?” Marta asked, astonished. The last time she’d laid eyes on her grandmother was five years before. It had been at her funeral.

Abuelita extended her arms to Marta, and the women hugged.

“How are you here?” Marta asked.

“You’ve come to join me, Niña.” 

Marta broke from her grandmother’s embrace.

“Wait, am I dead?”

"If you have to ask, is it such a big deal?" her grandmother asked, smiling warmly. Marta was surprised but somehow unafraid. 

“I guess, I don’t know, I was just–”

“Niña, you’re here because you’re one of the good ones. You’ve made it. You’re in heaven now.”

“This is heaven?” Marta asked, looking around. “Seems kinda empty.”

“Just this part,” her grandmother explained. “But don’t worry, I’ll show you some more.”

“But what about everyone back on Earth?”

“They’ll be fine. All except El Gordo.”

“El Gordo?”

“Weissenstein,” Abuelita said, spitting on the ground as she said his name. “He’s about to have the heart attack that finally finishes him off. His bacon is going to fry in hell.”

“Hell? Really?”

It’s not as if she had any love for Weissenstein, but eternal hellfire seemed a little harsh to Marta. God knew what He was doing, she supposed. But still, it didn’t feel quite right.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. He’s a bastard.”

“But you don’t want to see him suffer so much, eh? What did I tell you, my child? You’re one of the good ones.”

“Isn’t there some way we can teach him a lesson?” Marta asked. “Make him see the error of his ways?”

Abuelita considered this.

“I think I’ve got an idea. I know just what to do with that pig of a man.”

Abuelita waved a hand and from out of the clouds appeared a flat-screen. On it appeared the face of Arvie Weissenstein, sitting at the conference table ogling another aspiring actress.

“This is him, right?”

Marta nodded.

“Well, let’s see if we can give him a little respect for women, eh?”

“What are you going to do, Abuelita?”

“I’m going to show this animal what it is like for the ladies.”


3.  

“I think you’re hawt-less! This baby proves our love. So, why don’t you even come near me no more? You haven’t even looked at the altersound.”

Arvie stuffed more of his lobster roll into his gullet, the chewing saving him from having to grimace. This one may be the worst yet. At least the last one could read the lines and actually looked Hispanic, could at least tell the difference between an actual Puerto Rican accent and a fake Brooklyn one. Those tits, he could work with. She wasn't shy with those come-hither stares either. She knew who he was and what he could do for her. Those were the ones he liked best. Eager to please without scruples or talent. No way for her to climb out from under him. He could keep her exactly where he wanted her. The director wouldn't like him giving her a callback, but he wasn't the one in charge, was he?

Arvie set the sandwich down, reached for his cup. When he gripped it, the cup felt like it weighed a hundred pounds. The effort of trying to lift it sent shots of pain through his left arm. Oh, shit. Arvie set the cup down and tried to stabilize himself as the pain migrated from his arm into his chest.

“Thank you, Jennifer,” the oblivious assistant droned. “That was very good.”

He should fire that little pantywaist. Couldn't he see Arvie was dying?

“Les,” he managed to croak out, finding his speech slurring. Was it Les, or was Les the other one? Everyone was looking at him now. He had to stand. He had to get out of this room and get help. He needed water, not Diet Mr. Pibb. Arvie thrashed like a porpoise in a net, his limbs refusing to obey him.

“Arvie? Jesus. Arvie, are you okay?”

But Arvie wasn't able to respond, he rested his hand on the desk and managed to stand, but as soon as he did he toppled backward, smacking his head against the wall on the way down. Slumped on the floor, the last thing he saw was Jennifer's legs under the table, a moment before she sprung from her seat, flashing him a peek at her white panties. Arvie smiled despite himself, then he closed his eyes and drifted off for good.
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“Miss? Can you hear me?”

Arvie’s head buzzed. He was aware of the pain, but only vaguely. It was somewhere at the edge of his consciousness, hovering just outside. His head was pulsing, beating like a heart of its own. He opened his eyes. There was a man in a robin's egg blue shirt leaning over and looking down at him. An EMT, he realized. The man was handsome and his complexion was dark. He smiled.

“Are you able to hear me okay?” he asked, his eyes looking into Arvie’s with compassion. He realized that the man was propping up the back of his head with his own hand. He was lying against the asphalt. How did he get outside?

“Don’t try to sit up,” the EMT cautioned. He took a small thin flashlight from his pocket and flashed piercing white light into each eye in turn. “You’re very lucky. I’ve seen more minor accidents kill women your size.”

Women my size? The sentence didn’t make sense to Arvie. Two more EMTs appeared at his side with a stretcher.

“I’m fine,” Arvie managed to say in a voice that was not his own. What happened to my voice? he thought. As they lifted him onto the stretcher, Arvie looked down on his body for the first time. He had tits! Golden brown like two coconuts nestled inside a slightly bloody-stained.

"Who am I?" he managed to ask.

"I was hoping that would be something you could tell me," the cute one said with a smile. Wait, cute one? What the hell was he thinking? Arvie struggled to sit up, but all attempts to rise were immediately subdued. "Just lie back and relax. You're going to be just fine. We're going to get you out of her, okay? Is there anyone you want us to call for you?"

Arvie shook his head, letting a curtain of black, vine-like curls fall across his eye line. The ride to the hospital was a blur. He'd had a heart attack, right? He struggled to remember the details. He tried to get information from the nurses, but he couldn't get anything. Nurses! Something about nurses.  He'd been in the office casting girls for the role of a nurse on that stupid TV show that had made him filthy rich. Then, the next thing he knew he woke up in the middle of the road in a woman's body. Who was this woman? What had happened? His head hurt like hell, but otherwise, he felt alright. A little banged up, but otherwise okay.

They showed him the driver’s license that had been in the nurse that the EMTs found near his body. The girl in the ID photo, he knew her. She was there at the office, right before all this happened. The license gave the name Marta Aguilar. He remembered her. She’d been there. He had to get back to the office. There was a television on in his hospital room. When he was first wheeled in, Arvie had paid it little notice. But something that they said caught his attention. He asked the nurse who was putting an IV in his arm to turn the sound up.

“Hollywood producer Arvin Weissenstein has just been rushed to General Memorial Hospital,” the anchor lady droned. How the hell did they know where he was? He didn’t even know where he was. The anchor lady turned it over to some correspondent in the field. Arvie saw the hospital he’d just been delivered to in the background. The correspondent had his finger to his earpiece.

"We've just gotten word that Arvin Weissenstein, the famed Hollywood power player, has died of a coronary embolism."

“Oh, my god!” Arvie shouted, in Marta’s voice. The nurses were alarmed. They tried to reassure her.

"It's okay, dear. He was just some big-shot producer."

Arvie wanted to object, but he worried that if he said anything more that they might try to keep him for observation. He couldn’t stop himself, though. He cried. He sobbed for the loss of his life, for joy at being alive, and also because he was afraid. What happened to his life? What happened to his body? What happened to his cock?  

After a few hours of observation, and plenty of routine inspections, Arvie was deemed fit enough to exit the hospital. He was given some women’s clothes from the donation bin and told to put them on. The nurse closed the door and left. Slowly, since he was still a little achy, Arvie struggled to his feet and began to examine his new body. His hands probed the orbs of flesh hanging from his chest, fingers gently exploring the curves and valleys that seemed too perfect and supple to be real. He felt an unfamiliar sensation as his nipples stood erect; a warm clammy feeling appeared between his legs. The softness of his skin, and a desire to have those soft folds parted suddenly entered his awareness. But Arvie banished the thought. He had to get out of the hospital. Then he could figure everything else out.

Slipping on the simple dress and flip-flops, Arvie was told he was free to go. Did he have someone who could come pick him up? Arvie struggled with the question. He couldn't call his office, and he certainly couldn't call his ex-wife who was probably sobbing and wailing right now, trying to elicit sympathy for his tragedy. Deftly, Arvie decided to call an Uber. He found an iPhone in the purse. The screen was cracked but it still opened with his thumbprint. He summoned a ride and sent a text to the driver, telling him to come inside and sign him out as next of kin. Having been promised a fifty for the trouble, the driver raised no objections.

He was collected from the hospital and whisked into the back of the car, and there he discovered a problem. His thumbprint opened the banking app on Marta's phone. The balance was $382.80! Total! That was it, all the money this woman had in the world, and it was less than Arvie spent on lunch some days. Christ, no wonder she became an actress. No money, no other skills. What the hell was he supposed to do? How was he supposed to survive?

The driver deposited Arvie outside an apartment building in East Los Angeles. What a dump! Arvie was already not liking the way this day was turning out. But he couldn’t know where the day was going.


5.

Having no idea which apartment was Marta’s, Arvie wandered the halls. He’d found a key in the purse that opened the exterior gate to the complex, but the other keys on the ring offered no clues. The place had a hanging odor of burnt chorizo and other smells that Arvie couldn’t identify. He felt scared and wanted to cry, a sensation he couldn’t remember himself having since he was a child. Some of the doors were open and Arvie could hear children playing, adults arguing, and TVs tuned to Spanish-language soap operas and futbol matches.

"Yo!" someone said from inside one of the apartments. A man's voice. Arvie hurried past the door, cursing the flip flops and their clip-clop sound that announced his presence in the hall. "Marta, que tal?” 

Arvie turned aroused by the sound of his assumed name.

The man that leaned on the doorway leered at him hungrily. He was dark, tattooed, and gave the instant impression of a criminal. In another context, Arvie would be trying to cast him as a henchman in some action flick. He looked hardened like he'd done time and was unfazed by the prospect of more. Like a frightened fawn, Arvie stood there, legs stopped in mid-stride.

"What's up?" Marta finally said. The man scowled, moved into the hallway, and silently closed the door to his apartment behind him.

“You avoiding me?”

“Why would I do that?” Arvie asked, genuinely not sure.

"That's your place, right?" the man said, thrusting his head in the direction of the door catty-corner from his own.  

“I was getting some air,” Arvie said defensively.

“So, the rent, that’s what? Just optional for you, huh?”

“No–”

“So, you got it?” the man shouted, suddenly turning aggressive. Arvie’s heart started to pound.

“I… I can get it,” Arvie said, his throat tightening helplessly. The guy turned his head, waiting to hear more. “Or we could… work something out.”

Arvie often imagined what it must be like for women, always able to reach for a form of currency unavailable to men. Well, most men. Every woman had one thing that every man wanted, something that no matter how much he had was always worth something to him. Now Arvie had what this man wanted. Something Arvie could trade and then trade again. It wasn’t his body, so why not use what he had at his disposal?

The man understood his offer instantly and grinned hungrily, wiping the smile away from his face.

“Work something out, huh? When?”

In answer, Arvie walked over to the door that the man had pointed out, retrieved the ring of keys, and began trying them each in turn. The man watched curiously, then, impatient, snatched the key ring. Such a brute; impatient and ravenous. He stuck the correct key in the hole, turned the knob, and pushed the door fully open, and then strode inside. Arvie obediently followed, aware that the dampness between his legs that he'd felt at the hospital was returning again. He was afraid, but that fear was tinged with something else: excitement, and lust.

Once inside, Arvie flipped on the light switch and locked the door. 

“Where do you want to do it?” he asked, turning to him. The landlord reached out and grabbed Arvie hard by the back of the neck. 

“Here’s good,” he said, grinning evilly. Arvie’s eyes went wide.

His mouth lunged at Arvie, not so much kissing his neck as devouring it. The smell of his neck once that tongue had oozed down to his breast bone told Arvie that the landlord had not brushed his teeth. He felt repulsion, a queasy feeling rising up from his chest. But there was excitement too. Even as he wanted badly to slap this man across the face, some part of him didn’t want it to stop.

The brute released Arvie’s neck, and Arvie groaned as he felt his small, lissome body folding into the man’s wiry body. Arvie’s back arched as the man pressed his unshaven face into his cleavage. Arvie groaned, both from pleasure and from surprise. The man’s chin was like sandpaper against his smooth skin, but even as it was scratchy it was also somehow scintillating.

The man pulled down Arvie's dress at the bust, sliding the scanty slip of fabric to the floor. Exposed, Arvie stood stark naked in front of the stranger. He'd declined the offer of underwear at the hospital, and now Arvie stood with a thin wisp of pubic hair peeking out from between his legs. Arvie's vagina gave off a fragrance that wafted across the tiny apartment, turning the man wild with desire. At that moment, Arvie knew that he had to satisfy this man. There were only two ways. Well, three, but he didn't even want to contemplate that yet. So, as the man began to undo his belt, Arvie took his slender hand and placed it on the landlord's crotch.

"Let me," Arvie whispered, undoing the man's fly for him. His boxers were tattered and bleach-stained, but the smell of his cock gave Arvie Weissenstein a sensation that he'd never had before. He'd been on the receiving end of this kind of transaction many times, but he'd never asked himself what it must be like for the girl on the giving end. Now he knew exactly what she was feeling: repulsion and eagerness at once.

Arvie slid to his bare knees and took the landlord in his mouth. The man’s cock was like the rest of him. It tasted of unwashed flesh and something wilder, something that made Arvie lick eagerly. It wasn’t clear how long Arvie spent servicing this man. It might have been three minutes or maybe ten. There was something hypnotic about the rhythm of giving head that Arvie wasn’t prepared for. Something that felt and tasted so good about this stranger’s dick in his mouth. It wasn’t just the danger of the interaction, though that was part of the appeal. It was also, very simply, the attraction of being wanted, being attractive enough to arouse this feeling in a man. As he blew the man, Arvie began exploring his tits. He rubbed the areolas and the erect nipples and felt his pussy sopping wet between his thighs.

"Oh, shit," the man gasped, spewing ropey strings of hot cum into Arvie Weisenstein's waiting mouth. Arvie licked his tip clean and then folded his legs on the floor, enjoying the feeling of hardwood against his bare ass. The landlord appeased, slipped his penis back into his pants, and did them up again.

“Thanks,” he said. “We’re all good. If you want to, ya know…”

Arvie smiled at his sudden sheepishness, surprised to see another side of this aggressive man.

“You know where I live,” Arvie said, by way of an answer. The man nodded and, almost bashfully, took his leave of Arvie. He said something in Spanish on his way out, but Arvie didn’t catch exactly what it was.

Alone, Arvie tried to come down but the buzzing in his brain persisted. What the hell was that? Dangerous, and technically illegal. But why did he enjoy it so much? And what else could this body do?


6.

Arvie Weissenstein, one of the most famous and feared men in all of Hollywood, spent the rest of the afternoon playing with his pussy. After the initial shock of what he’d done with the landlord wore off, Arvie became curious to know more. So, finding that Marta’s small apartment contained a bed and that bed, though small, had satin sheets, Arvie decided to do some experimentation.

Completely naked, Arvie let his hands drift where they wanted to go. One hand cupped his breasts, pinching his nipples. The other he pressed between his legs, feeling the tight opening between his legs. The folds of skin yielded carefully to his delicate touch. Sparks of electricity seemed to crackle off his body spontaneously as he pressed his fingers deeper. Arvie's pussy yielded to his touch, growing wetter and warmed as Arvie sent fingers plunging deeper inside himself. He'd known, in a general way, that women had these things called g-spots. The clitoris he had an academic understanding of. He'd learned about human anatomy in high school, but like everything else in high school, it was information that he'd hardly taken the time to think about. But as Arvie massaged the little button at the top of his hood, Arvie felt for the first time like a real woman. He stopped being the legendary producer who chewed people up and spat them out for a living. Alone in bed, he was a woman.

She felt vulnerable, but also desirable. She felt thrills that she’d never experienced as a man. As she probed with her fingers, Arvie was amazed to find that his legs couldn’t keep from stirring. She was so excited from stroking herself that she wanted to know what a man would feel like between her legs. If only she hadn’t used her mouth on that man she’d had earlier, although that had been fun too. But now she wanted to know what it would be like to have a man’s cock inside of her, to have him enter her and have her want it.

Arvie’s mouth curled into an ‘o’ as she touched herself, the warm glow between her legs was now like a fire, if fires could ever be wet. Arvie tried to orgasm but found that the climax was not as inevitable as it had been when she was a ‘he’. So, curious about what she tasted like, she stuck a finger in her mouth and decided that the taste was not at all bad. A little fishy, but that was not a turnoff. She felt good, relaxed but not completely satisfied. She would have to find another way to satisfy her body’s desires, and she would need money too. This poor girl was so broke. It wouldn’t do to contemplate anything other than getting her hands on more money.

Then she remembered the card. The card that 'Arvie' had given Marta. Arvie knew exactly what the party would entail. A bevy of sexy, slutty women all vying for male attention and the money and success these men could provide. Each one of them would be dressed to the nines, and each would be doing their best to outdo the others. One girl gets the idea to have a dip in the pool, and soon everyone is stripping and frolicking in the water. Another girl has had a few cocktails and decides to kiss her new friend. Soon, girls are pleasuring each other in full view of the powerful men who have invited them there. They would all be there, sexually adventurous and competing to see who the wildest among them really was. And Arvie would be one of them. She smiled. This was going to be fun.


7. 

Arvie arrived at the house perched above Mulholland drive wearing a dress that compensated for being so cheap by being especially slutty. The strip of fabric hardly covered her thighs so that even when she was standing it would be easy enough for a man to pick out the neon pink panties she wore underneath. Arvie wasn’t sorry. She wanted the men to stare and lust after her short hemline, the curve of her tits. She wanted the other girls green with jealousy. She wanted the attention and the whispers about her when she entered. And she would have it. As she handed the concierge the business card, she knew that she’d arrived.

Just as she knew there would be, there were girls everywhere. Some were chatting, some were sipping elaborate cocktails and sizing each other up. Arvie was relieved by the poisonous look he got from a pretty blond at the end of the bar. It meant that she belonged, she was just as hot as any of them.

Walking in heels was an unwelcome nuisance, so Arvie exited the grand room and beelined for the pool out back. She ditched the shoes on the grass beside a water fixture. They were cheap anyway. She would get some man to promise her new ones before the night was out. She’d make sure they were expensive ones, too. She was worth it.

She scanned the patio bar for her target and her gaze alighted on a fat bastard with a ruddy, piggish face just like the one that Arvie had worn until this afternoon. He was a producer and Arvie knew him a little. Perfect.

Arvie sauntered up to him, flashing him a smile and sticking out her chest to signal him. The producer saw her coming and began dribbling on himself as he took a sip from his mojito.

“Hi!” Arvie gushed. “I saw you from across the room, and I’m such a fan of your work.”

“Oh, you’re too kind,” said the cretin.

“Do you think we could find somewhere private to talk?” Arvie said, winking.

He took her by the arm and led her upstairs to a bedroom that had been set aside for the guests to use.

“I’ve always wanted to be an actress ever since I was a little girl,” Arvie said. Laying it on a little thick, sure. But Arvie knew it would work like a charm, and it did. The producer took a seat on the edge of the bed. Arvie climbed into his lap and started unbuttoning his shirt.

“So, is this a date?” the man asked. Arvie nodded.

“Fifteen hundred for the hour,” she said.

“Money’s in my wallet,” he said, pulling the slab of leather out of his back pocket and handing it to Arvie. He handed her his wallet, just like that! Arvie saw he was going to have no trouble enjoying his life as a woman. What if this was just the beginning? Hollywood was full of fat men with tiny dicks who slept with hookers, or girls who were willing to engage in some extracurricular activities with married men on the side. She could see that she had her work cut out for her.

Setting the wallet on the bed, Arvie stood and treated the fat man to a sensual striptease, slowly tugging her dress down until it slid off her luscious curves and fell to the floor. Arvie loved the feel of panties hugging his crotch and the curves of his ass. She felt womanly and powerful. She commanded this man's attention and she didn't want to let it go.

Watching her, the man undid his fly and started tugging at his cock. Arvie was fascinated by what she saw. Only hours ago she would have felt nothing but disgust at this man pleasuring himself. But now, in a woman’s body, his disgust was replaced with a feeling of pride. He was doing all this for her because she was sexy. She turned him on. And she wanted to feel that little member between her legs. Arvie reached around and undid the clasp of her bra, showing the man her perfect tits. She knew from experience that a man sometimes liked to look at a woman’s breasts before fucking her, a little appetizer before the main course.

“You like what you see, big boy?” Arvie teased. The man nodded vigorously, panting like a dog. Satisfied, she pulled down her panties and then went over to the bed to mount him.

She rode him like a cowgirl. What he lacked in length he made up for in girth and a hardness which he owed to Viagra. He may not have been much to look at, but something about the man's money turned Arvie on too. She was becoming quite the little slut.

She felt waves of gratitude for what she was feeling. She’d been given a second chance. She thought about the man she’d been, more disgusting even than this oaf, and it was enough to make her cackle with delight. Who knew that he could have been enjoying this pleasure the whole time?

As soon as the man came, she climbed off of him and put her clothes back on. She took the money, plus a generous tip, leaving the man with $400 in cash.

“Thanks, sweetheart,” she said.

“You know, I can put you in my next film. Just give me your number and I’ll make something happen. By the way, do you do house calls?”

“Sure, handsome. We can work something out, don’t you worry. But it’s a party and I’ve got other people to see, know what I mean?”

"Of course," he said. "What did you say your name was?"

"Marta," Arvie said. "Call me Marta."


8.

“You call that punishment!?” Marta whined. “That’s not punishment. He’s using my body and becoming a total slut with it!”

Abuelita shrugged.

“That was unexpected,” Abuelita admitted. “But Niña, he’s still on Earth and you’re here in heaven. That has to count for something, right?”

Marta sighed, pulling her grandmother close to her.

“You’re right,” she said. “Now that I’m here, how about we sit under a chocolate fountain or something? Let Arvie Weissenstein whore it up in my body. She deserves to feel good too, I guess.”

Abuelita kissed her on the cheek.

“I told you you were one of the good ones.”

As they walked arm in arm towards the chocolate fountain, they waved at Jesus on the path, who waved back. It was the start of another beautiful day in paradise.
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