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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

It was moving day! I was finally spreading my wings and flying away from the nest, aka my parents’ house. I couldn’t wait to get away from them to live by my own rules. They didn’t accept people like me. If they knew the truth about what I did behind closed doors, they would have kicked me out long ago, but I was able to maintain my secret throughout college and the first year at my new job. I could feel the weights lifting off my shoulders as I finished packing the last of my bags. It was a glorious day. One for the history books that I would celebrate for years to come.

“Yo, bro. Are you almost ready?” my brother Jason asked as he stepped into my bedroom. “I only have a couple hours to help you. I have a lot of work to do when I get home.”

I grunted. “Yeah, what work is that? Looking at hot girls on social media?”

“What if it is?”

“Wouldn’t be a surprise,” I said with a shrug.

“C’mon, August! Hurry up!”

“I’m about done! Damn, dude,” I said in a huff and walked around my bedroom to make sure that I had everything packed away. I only had a few things left to pack, and then I would be ready to move to my new apartment. It was a two-bedroom townhouse near my job where I worked as a software developer. I got hired at Code Crafters right out of college and have been saving up for my own place ever since, excited that I could finally realize my dreams of living alone.

Once I got out of my parents’ home, I would be able to live by my own rules. I would be able to date and hang out with the people I wanted and make love in the comfort of my own bed. Not that I was doing much of that now, but a man could hope. I dropped the last of my things into a box and taped it closed. I already had a bed waiting for me at the apartment, as well as some gently used pieces of furniture we picked up at thrift stores over the past few weeks.

“So, it’s finally time, huh?”

“Yep,” I said. “Can you believe it?”

“I’m happy for you,” Jason said as he picked up a couple boxes from the floor to take them down to his truck. If it weren’t for him, I would have spent a fortune renting trucks, but it wasn’t like our parents would let him get away with not helping me. They gave him some gas money and a bit extra for his time. “We’re both growing up so quick, it’s crazy. Think you’ll find a girl anytime soon?”

“I don’t know. Do you?” I asked him.

Jason shrugged. “You know how hard it is for me to settle down.”

“Why do you think of it as settling?”

“Hey, man. I’m a catch! I deserve the best woman I can possibly get.”

“Okay,” I said sarcastically. “You’re flawless.”

Jason narrowed his eyes but said nothing else as he walked out of my bedroom with the boxes. I followed behind him with a couple boxes of my own. It took us about twenty minutes to load the back of his truck, and then we were on our way to my new apartment. I glanced over my shoulder when we pulled away from our parents’ house, and the reality of my situation finally began to sink in. I was free. I would be able to wear my secret stash of sexy lingerie without having to worry about who might walk through the door. My eyes focused on the box in the back where my lingerie was stashed. I got a little hot just thinking about which pair I might put on after my brother helped me get everything inside and went on his way.

“This is the complex up here,” I said to him after fifteen minutes on the road. “My place is at the end.”

“That’s nice to be away from the main street.”

“Yeah,” I said softly. My brother and I got along fine, but we weren’t the best of friends. He was an athletic guy who was always chasing girls, trying to bed as many as he could. He bugged me with questions about why I didn’t have a girlfriend every time we were together, and I never had an answer for why I was single. I didn’t want him to know the truth about who I truly was, but little did I know how numbered my days were.

“This is a nice place,” Jason said when he stepped inside carrying a couple boxes. We still had the rest of the boxes from the back of his truck to unload, and I was already counting down until the moment he would leave. I appreciated his help, but let’s be real. He probably wouldn’t be helping me if our parents hadn’t forced him. “You can afford it?”

“Yes,” I said dryly. “It’s not cheap, but it won’t break me either.”

“Damn, man. Good for you. Mom and dad must be proud,” Jason said somewhat mockingly. He patted me on the back before going back outside to grab more boxes from his truck. I clenched my jaw before following behind him, freezing when I realized he had my box of lingerie in his hands. “This box is pretty light to be books,” he said and patted the one on top.

“There are just a few in there,” I said.

“You could have distributed the weight more evenly. This other box is killing me.”

“Sorry, man,” I said as nonchalantly as I could, hoping that my brother wouldn’t pick up on my fear, but we were brothers. We’d spent our entire lives pushing each other’s buttons, so panic raced through me when he squinted, but I couldn’t stop him without bringing more suspicion upon myself. I had to continue to his truck and grab a couple boxes for myself. I only wish I had reconsidered, as my entire life got turned upside-down when I stepped inside the townhouse.

“Dude, tell me these are from your conquests!” Jason said in a goofy voice as he looked at the open box filled with lingerie. “I knew something was up when I grabbed this box, but damn dude! This is like a chick’s entire closet.”

My cheeks burned as I stared at the open box. I was so lost in my own head that I couldn’t even come up with words to defend myself. I had nothing to say, and that revealed the truth. If it were anyone else, I would probably have been fine, but Jason knew me better than he knew the back of his own hand.

“Dude, no. It can’t be…”

“Shut up!” I screamed and grabbed the box from the floor. “You don’t even know what’s going on.”

“It’s looking to me like that lingerie might be yours, which dude, if that’s true… I, uh,” Jason said and coughed as he struggled to form a coherent sentence. I hated him for going through my stuff, but I hated myself even more for revealing what I was thinking. I should have known better than to move my lingerie on moving day. I should have driven it over myself beforehand, but I got so busy at work that I ran out of time. Now that I was standing in my new living room more humiliated than I’d ever been, I cursed myself for not making the time.

“Just leave, Jason!”

“We haven’t even finished unloading the truck.”

I gripped the box more tightly, wishing it had a rocket attached to it to take me away from this horrible moment. “You’re such a fucking asshole. You know that?” I hollered at him, even though we both knew that he was the one with power in this situation. If our parents ever got word that I liked to wear lingerie, they would flip out and possibly disown me. If they knew that my desires went far beyond wearing women’s undergarments, I was positive they would want nothing to do with me.

“You never should have opened this box,” I said softly.

“Let’s forget it happened,” Jason said and stepped outside. “I honestly don’t even want to know why you have that much lingerie.”

Jason and I didn’t speak to each other as we finished unloading his truck, but tension hung in the air between us. I knew that he was judging me deep down. I knew that he wanted to get away from me as quickly as he possibly could, which was exactly what he did. We unloaded the boxes and then he went back to his truck without saying goodbye. I watched him from my open door, but he didn’t even glance in my direction as he started his truck and left.

My heart sank to the pits of my stomach when I stepped inside and closed the door. This certainly wasn’t how I wanted to start off in my new apartment. I glanced at the open box of lingerie in the corner, wishing that I could swear it off, but that wasn’t going to happen. I worried what my brother would do with his newfound information. He could make our parents hate me, but my life wouldn’t change. Nothing anyone said or did could stop me from wearing my satin and lace.


CHAPTER 2

Jason didn’t know what to think of his brother and that box of lingerie. A few days had passed since he helped August move, and he was going crazy trying to wrap his head around what he’d seen. He needed to talk about it with someone, so he called his good friend Michael for a beer. They played soccer together in college and had stayed in touch since graduating, so Jason felt that he could trust him with his brother’s secret. He hated talking about August behind his back, but he had to get this secret off his chest.

“Yo, man. Thanks for the beer,” Michael said when they were delivered from the bartender. “How have you been?”

“Pretty good. My brother got a new apartment.”

“That’s awesome! Is it his first one?”

“Yeah,” Jason said. “I helped him move.”

“Why don’t you sound excited? Aren’t you happy for him? You couldn’t shut up when you finally got a place of your own.”

“No, of course I’m excited for him, but—” Jason wanted to tell Michael about the box of lingerie, but he couldn’t bring himself to say anything at all, so he took a big swig of his beer. “Why don’t we order some shots? Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“I guess I could do one with you. What kind of shots do you want?” asked Michael.

“Tequila. I need something strong.”

Michael squinted at his friend, wondering why Jason was acting so weird. He was usually talkative and eager to share what was going on in his life. On a normal night, he would have described August’s new apartment and told him about how the entire day went. Something was off. Michael just didn’t know what.

“Thank you so much,” Jason said to the server when their shots arrived. “To August and his new apartment!”

Michael clinked his glass with Jason’s. They threw back the strong booze and winced. “Damn, man. I don’t do shots very often anymore.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve grown soft.”

“What if I have? What would you do about it?”

Nothing, Jason thought to himself. He didn’t have energy for much after going around and around in his head about what his brother was doing in his free time. Jason loved August, but they were different kind of guys. Jason had always been quiet and soft-spoken. Everyone breathed a sigh of relief when he got his first girlfriend, but there hadn’t been another since that relationship went sideways. Jason and his parents always wondered about August when he wasn’t around, and now he couldn’t help but think the worse.

“I need another shot,” Jason said to Michael. “Do you want one.”

“No thanks, man. Help yourself, though.”

Jason raised his hand to wave down the bartender, lifting his shot glass to signal what he wanted. He threw back that one and then another before he felt like he was ready to talk about his brother. Jason loved August, he really did, but what the fuck was that?

“You okay, Jason?”

“No, dude. I’m not.”

“Why not? What happened?”

“It’s my brother.”

“August? What about him? I thought you helped him move into his apartment. Isn’t he doing well?”

“I don’t fucking know,” Jason said loudly and slammed his fist on the bar, causing several people to turn and glance in his direction. He hated that he was even judging his brother for this, but he couldn’t help himself. His parents had instilled in them that they had to be righteous men. Ones who would find wives and raise children to continue the family name. “Fuck.”

“Dude, calm down. You’re causing a scene,” said Michael.

“You should have seen the scene at my brother’s apartment!”

“What are you talking about, Jason?”

“The lingerie! He had a box of it!”

Michael’s eyes widened as he looked at Jason like he was losing his mind, which only pissed Jason off because he wasn’t the one who had done something wrong. That was his brother! He took a deep breath and spilled everything that’d transpired in a hushed whisper. He recounted the images that were playing over and over in his head and how he was conflicted about what he should do.

“You can’t tell your parents, dude.”

“What he’s doing isn’t right.”

“Maybe, maybe not. Who are you to say?”

“Michael!” Jason screeched. He didn’t care if he was making a scene. He didn’t care what anyone in that bar thought of him. He had a crisis on his hands. He didn’t know how he would be able to face his parents without spilling the secret. “You don’t understand. They’ll know I’m hiding something the second they see me just like how I knew August was hiding something when I saw him.”

“You can’t throw your brother under the bus. He would never forgive you.”

“It’s freak-like behavior, though. You have to admit that.”

Michael frowned at Jason. He had never been the homophobic or judgmental type. Maybe that was because deep-down he knew that he’d always harbored some homosexual fantasies but almost never acted on them because he enjoyed fucking women and had no trouble getting as much pussy as he desired. He had an athletic build and a full head of hair, and it didn’t hurt that he was tall. Women also loved the fact that he was an art teacher and spent his days working with children. Their eyes always lit up when he told them what he did for a living.

“How can you talk like that about your brother?”

“Please tell me you’re not defending him. Bro, he was wearing lingerie! Lingerie! I mean, he wasn’t wearing it wearing it, or at least I don’t think so, but that’s exactly what I’m talking about, Michael. How am I supposed to know if he’s wearing it or not? I don’t want to be around him if he has on lingerie.”

“What does it matter what he’s wearing under his clothes?”

“Michael,” Jason said in an annoyed voice. “Please don’t defend that behavior. It isn’t right. He never should have bought that stuff to begin with, and actually, talking to you makes me want to tell my parents. I thought you would understand, but you clearly don’t.”

“Jason,” Michael said and grabbed Jason’s wrist with a firm grip when he stood from the barstool. “You can’t leave like this. You’re pissed off.”

“Damn right I’m pissed off! My brother is a fucking queer!” Jason said, unable to control himself now that the alcohol was coursing through his system. He’d always known that his brother was quiet and kept to himself, but he never expected this. He thought Michael would say it was gross. He had anticipated Michael would condemn this behavior, and the fact that he was trying to defend August made Jason sick to his stomach. He was right. They were wrong. They were the ones who needed help seeing the light. “He’s a fucking queer, Michael.”

“So what if he is?”

“So what if he is?” Jason asked mockingly. “My parents will never accept that shit. They will flip out!”

“Then don’t tell him. Keep his secret,” Michael pleaded. He’d always liked August. They only met a few times, but the man seemed kind and warm-hearted. He deserved some compassion from his brother. “It’s the least you could do. He’s your brother.”

“Yeah, my brother! We’re supposed to be cruising for chicks together, but there’s no telling what he likes.”

“You think your parents would approve of how many notches you have on your headboard?”

“Maybe not, but that’s different.”

“It doesn’t have to be a big deal, Jason.”

Jason shook his head. Michael made sense, but at the same time, he wasn’t getting the reaction he wanted. He had been ashamed of his brother ever since he saw that look on his face that told him that lingerie wasn’t some type of trophy from his conquests. Instead, it was his to wear. Jason would never understand, but he would try to keep the secret. He didn’t want August’s relationship with their parents to be ruined before he couldn’t keep his mouth shut.

“It’ll be hard to keep this secret,” Jason said to Michael after he calmed down and took another shot. “Fuck, it’ll be hard.”

“You can do it, though. Tell me you can.”

“I’ll try my best.”

“Good. How about I drive you home?”

“Sure, whatever. I’ll come get my car in the morning.”


CHAPTER 3

Michael felt bad for August after spending time with Jason at the bar. He felt it was only a matter of time before Jason told their parents and ruined August’s life, so he thought it would be best to warn him ahead of time. Michael looked August up online and saw that his office was down the street from the school where he worked. He decided that he would go after school let out to pay him a visit.

***

I was sitting at my desk when I saw my brother’s friend walk into the office. He was so handsome everyone turned to look at him. He had a face that looked like it came right out of classic Hollywood. His jawline was strong, his hair was thick and a touch wavy, and his eyebrows were powerful yet kempt. His blue eyes were warm and expressive, like he cared about the world.

“Michael, what are you doing here?” I asked as he approached my desk. The office was open concept except for the few private offices along the back wall, so it was easy to spot someone from across the room. “Did you know I worked here?”

“I looked it up online. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Uh, no, yeah. Not at all,” I said, feeling a mixture of fear and excitement. A bunch of people were looking at us, clearly trying to calculate how we knew each other, probably wondering how I could be lucky enough to talk to the hot guy. No doubt they’d be asking me questions once he left. “What can I do for you? Is Jason causing you problems?”

“That’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

Michael looked around the office. “Is there somewhere more private we could talk?”

“Yeah, let’s go outside.”

Michael nodded as I closed my computer and stood from my desk. I grabbed my phone and followed Michael outside to the parking lot. He had his hands in his pocket, glancing every which way except at me. His demeanor was really starting to make me nervous.

“What happened?”

“Moving day,” Michael said roughly. “Your brother told me all about it.”

My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach. Jason and I hadn’t talked since moving day, but I figured he forgot about the lingerie since I never heard anything else from him. Clearly, I was mistaken. The look on Michael’s face told me everything I needed to know.

“He’s going to tell them, isn’t he?”

“I don’t know,” Michael said. “All I know is he’s upset.”

“What did he say?”

Michael shook his head.

“You have to tell me,” I begged him. “My parents will kill me if they find out about this. Jason knows they’re crazy!”

“He might not be so different from them.”

The way Michael said the words sent a chill down my spine. I only knew my brother through our relationship, but I’d seen him with others, and he was a completely different guy. He was talkative and brash and never afraid to share his opinion. He probably said terrible things about me to Michael. I honestly didn’t want to know, but I could only imagine based off what I’d seen him scream at the TV when sports were playing. He had a colorful mouth, especially when alcohol was involved.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do, Michael.”

“I tried to defend you. If you ask me, I don’t see what the big deal is. You should be able to wear whatever you want.”

“You’ve met Laura and Victor, haven’t you?” I asked.

“Yes,” Michael said. “They’re friendly but definitely conservative. They were talking about Jason and me finding wives last time I saw them. I felt a bit of pressure.”

“Imagine how we feel,” I said and placed my face in my hands. Getting this news made me feel helpless. Jason had always been my parents’ favorite. They knew that something was off about me. That I was different, but I’d managed to keep my secret from them ever since I ordered my first thong at the tender age of nineteen. It arrived in a discreet padded envelope and changed my life completely. “My parents would never understand.”

“I’m sorry, August. I wish there was something I could do to make it better. You don’t deserve to be treated like this because you like to wear lingerie.”

“Shh,” I hissed.

“Sorry,” Michael said and looked around, but nobody was there. “I really don’t think you should be ashamed. If you ask me, it’s pretty interesting. Why do you like it?”

“Really, Michael? I’m not about to talk about this right now! I’m at work! What if someone heard you?”

“Can we talk later?”

“Later?” I asked. “I… I don’t know, Michael.”

“I want to hear about why you do this. It sounds creative and beautiful. You know I love the arts, right?”

“Yeah,” I said softly and lifted my eyes. Michael was looking at me with an intensity that made me uncomfortable. I didn’t know what was going through his mind, but if I wasn’t mistaken, he was looking at me like he wanted to do naughty things to my body. “You’re an art teacher, aren’t you?”

“That’s right. I’m impressed you remembered.”

“Jason still can’t believe you like sports and art.”

“Strange that’s hard for so many people to grasp.”

“It’s an unusual combination,” I said, feeling the flirtatious vibes bouncing between us like a rubber ball on pavement. “I’m sure you’ve gotten that all your life.”

Michael shrugged. “I don’t mind the unusual.”

His tone lit an inferno in my body. I swallowed my breath as Michael stepped closer. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He leaned over and spoke so close to my ear that I could feel his breath. “Let’s have dinner together. What do you say?”

“Yes,” I said like I was about to cum. I cleared my throat. “I mean, yeah. Let’s get dinner.”

“Mmm,” Michael purred. “I like when you sound like that.”

What the fuck is happening?

“Uh… I…”

“You don’t have to say anything. Just give me your number so that I can text you later and pick you up. We need to come up with a plan to push back against any dumb ideas your brother might have. Don’t you think?” he asked.

“I… yeah. That sounds like it would be a smart idea.”

“Good,” Michael said and held out his hand. It took me a few seconds to realize that he was waiting for me to give him his phone, but I did once I finally snapped to attention. “I’m going to call myself. That way I have your number. Okay?”

“Yeah,” I said in a light voice. I wouldn’t dare tell Michael, but my cock was throbbing and had been ever since he put his mouth against my ear. He stared at me as he typed in his number, smiling when his phone began to ring.

“Looks like I have your number now.”

“You do,” I said.

“Can’t wait for dinner so that you can tell me all about why you started wearing what you wear,” he said. I was speechless as Michael handed the phone back to me and wrapped his arms around my frozen body to give me a hug. “Don’t be so tense. I only want to help you.”

“Thank you,” I said when he pulled away and turned to walk back to the parking lot. I watched him go, wondering what in the world I was getting myself into by agreeing to have dinner with Michael, but there was no turning back now. He smiled at me when he reached the parking lot, and then he was gone.


CHAPTER 4

Michael: Wear something cute beneath your jeans.

The message came through two hours before I was supposed to meet Michael for dinner at The Painted Plate, and it sent me into a full-blown panic attack. I didn’t know if Michael was trying to fuck me or help me with Jason, but I kind of wanted him to do both. If there was anyone who could talk some sense into my brother, it was him, but on the other hand, Jason would freak the fuck out if he knew his friend was sending me promiscuous messages.

I stood in front of my collection of women’s lingerie, trying to decide which piece I should wear for Michael. Which one would he find the most pleasing? I had a skimpy black thong that I loved to wear. It was made of satin and lace and felt like heaven when I pulled it up my legs, but maybe I shouldn’t wear one of my favorites on a first date. I had no idea what Michael wanted from me, so I decided to tread lightly and went with sexy, red bikini-cut panties. I put them on beneath a pair of jeans that hugged my ass in the most glorious ways, hoping that Michael would spend most of his evening staring at it. I slipped on a light sweater since it was a little chilly outside due to the crisp fall air. Once I was dressed, I stepped in front of the mirror with a hand on my hip, turning from side to side to admire my reflection, and I looked pretty fucking good.

Once I was confident that there was nothing that I could do to make myself look more presentable, I grabbed my wallet and stepped out of the door. It was always weird leaving my new place. I grew used to the driveway of my parents’ house outside of the front door, so seeing a parking lot was a bit surreal, but it reminded me of my independence. It reminded me that it didn’t matter what my brother Jason did now that I was free from my parents. I hoped that he wouldn’t tell them what he saw, but I would be fine even if he did. There was nothing at this point that could stop me. I had a decent job, my own apartment, and a handsome man waiting for me.

***

Michael was already seated at a table when I arrived at The Painted Plate, which was a cozy place known for its vibrant atmosphere and fusion cuisine that blended traditional Mexican flavors with contemporary twists, but I wasn’t nearly as worried about the food as I was about how Michael was staring at me. There was a sensuality in his gaze that had me wanting to climb under the table to fish his cock out of his pants. If only we weren’t in a restaurant full of people.

“Hey there,” Michael said and stood to pull me into his arms. He smelled of cologne, and his body felt like heaven against mine. “I’m glad you could make it. I was worried you might not show up after that message I sent.”

“Why would you be worried about that?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I honestly don’t know what came over me.”

“Well, I did what you wanted.”

“Really?” he asked as a flash of heat crossed his eyes. “Can I see? I mean, we can go to the bathroom.”

“Won’t they think we’re trying to ditch?”

“I already ordered a drink. It should be here any second.”

My body heated up as I assessed the situation, wondering if I should give in so easily and let Michael see the sexy red lingerie that I put on beneath my jeans. My cock was already growing more swollen at the thought, but I didn’t want him thinking that I was some easy slut, so I sat there motionless until Michael grabbed me by the wrist.

“C’mon. Let’s go,” he said and pulled me toward the bathroom. “I need to see what you put on for me.” My heart raced, feeling like it was going to jump out of my chest when we stepped into the bathroom. He locked the door behind us and pushed me up against the closed door and reached for the button of my jeans. “What color are they?”

“Red,” I said in a breath as he handled me.

“Mmm, I fucking love red.”

I gasped when he unbuttoned my jeans and yanked the zipper down to reveal my red panties. He moaned when he got a good look at what I was wearing. I moaned when he placed his hand against the outline of my cock, which was rock hard from sharing this intimate moment with Michael.

“Do you always wear cute underwear like this?”

“Not always.”

“Sometimes?” he asked with his mouth mere centimeters from mine. The restaurant bathroom felt dirty and tiny but also wildly erotic. If he turned me around and yanked down my panties, I wouldn’t stop him from fucking me. Hell, I would even drop to my knees on this dirty ass floor to suck his cock if that was what he asked of me.

“I often wear lingerie.”

“Fuck,” Michael said and reached into my pants to grab my ass. He pressed himself up against me, which extracted a moan from my lips. “That’s so hot that you wear lingerie.”

“You think so?”

“Mhm,” he said. I moaned when he pressed up against me more firmly, letting me feel the outline of his stiff cock. I never in a million years thought I would be here with my brother’s friend, but damn it felt good to have Michael paying attention to me like this. “If we didn’t have dinner to eat, I would probably eat your ass.”

My cock throbbed like crazy at the thought of Michael licking my hole. If he kept talking like this, I would lose myself to him. I would literally let this man do whatever he wanted to me.

“Zip up your pants, August. We need to get back to our table,” Michael said and stepped past me to open the stall door before I could fix myself. He was gone from the bathroom by the time I finally had my jeans buttoned, so I took the second of solitude to catch my breath at the sink and wash my hands. It also gave my cock time to soften so that my bulge wouldn’t make a scene when I stepped back out into the dining room.

Michael was waiting at our table with a margarita in front of him. The server had also brought over chips and salsa for us to enjoy. I ignored Michael’s knowing gaze as I picked up the drink menu and looked over the margaritas, wanting one for myself after seeing how good his looked.

“Have you ever been here before?” he asked nonchalantly like we hadn’t almost just fucked in the bathroom.

I shook my head.

“They pour pretty heavy, so one of these jumbo margaritas can really fuck you up if you’re not careful.”

“Sounds like just what I need to deal with you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked playfully.

“I think you know,” I said and gave him a stern look over my menu. If only I could stay mad at a face like his, but it wasn’t even his classic handsomeness that really drew me in. It was that look, that fire in his eyes that made him irresistible. I also couldn’t get over how he’d defended me in front of my brother. They’d been friends since forever, but here we were having dinner behind his back. “Jason’s going to kill us if he ever finds out about this,” I said when the thought crossed my mind. “You know how hotheaded he can be.”

“Don’t worry about Jason. I’ll take care of him if it comes to that, but we’ll just keep this a secret to be on the safe side.”

“Yeah, good idea. I don’t need him to have more ammunition to use against me. My parents would disown me in a heartbeat.”

“I’m sorry they’re like that.”

I shrugged. “They’ve been against anyone who isn’t straight and narrow my entire life, and I doubt that’ll change anytime soon.”

“You can’t live your life in fear.”

“I’m feeling a bit stronger every day I live in my own place,” I admitted to Michael. “Maybe one of these days I’ll feel strong enough to tell them exactly who I am.”

Michael frowned. “It’s sad to hear you talk like that, but I get it. My parents are pretty liberal. Honestly, my mom would probably love it if I came home with a guy, but she supports me dating girls too,” he said with a light laugh.

“Must be nice,” I said.

He picked up his drink and let a second of silence pass. I didn’t want to attack him, but my family stressed me out. I loved them but being around them made me feel like I was walking on eggshells. There was nothing beautiful about that. I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop and for them to tell me they didn’t love me and that they never wanted to speak to me again.

“What are you going to have to eat?” he asked, changing the subject.

“I’ll probably get the chili-lime grilled shrimp tacos. What about you?”

“I was thinking about the carne al pastor pasta.”

“The one with zucchini noodles?”

“The very one,” he said with a laugh.

“Won’t you be hungry after eating that?”

“How about we get the avocado fries to share?”

“Sure, if you want,” I said. The server approached our table moments later, so we went ahead and put in our order before they took away the menus, leaving us with our drinks and the chips and salsa.

“Forgive me for saying that about my mom,” Michael said when the server disappeared. “I was only trying to express how she is.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said quickly. “We can’t choose our families. All we can do is make the best out of the hand we’re dealt.”

“That’s true,” Michael said in agreement. He took another sip before looking at me with that glint in his eyes yet again. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Yes,” I said in a tight voice.

“I’m bisexual.”

“You are?”

He nodded without breaking eye contact. “I mess around with women more than I do men, but I’ve been with a few guys in my life.”

“Do tell,” I said flirtatiously. Michael was serving up a rollercoaster of emotions, but I liked it. I had never been with a man like him before in my life.

“What is there to say? Clearly I want you,” he said.

“We’re playing with fire.”

“I don’t care what Jason or your parents think, and as long as we’re having fun, I will stand up for you.”

I touched my chest. “You’re too sweet.”

“What about you? Why do you wear lingerie?”

“Michael!” I hissed in a soft voice. “I don’t want to talk about that here.”

“I told you that I would ask questions.”

“Yeah, but not here.”

“Tell me, August. You’ll upset me if you don’t,” Michael said in a puppy-dog voice that made me weak. I hated how he could stir my emotions so easily, but I didn’t want to do anything that would make me lose him, so I took a deep breath and told him about the first thong I ordered when I was nineteen. He listened intently as I told him about how I slowly added more and more to my collection, each piece bringing a little bit of happiness to my life.

“That’s incredible,” Michael said when I finished telling him about my lingerie. “Do you ever want to do more than wear lingerie?”

“What do you mean?” I asked him as my body tightened. Of course, I knew what he was asking, but I never thought our dinner would lead to him asking me a question like this. I never thought it would lead to me facing a truth I preferred to ignore.

“I mean, do you ever want to wear other women’s clothing? Like dresses and skirts and stuff like that?”

“Don’t ask me that,” I said sharply.

“Jeez,” Michael said and threw his hands into the air. “I didn’t mean to offend you.”

His voice was sincere, but that look on his face was sinister. He knew that I wanted to put on skirts and dresses and everything else girly. He could see right through my flimsy façade. I would love nothing more than to become a girl, even if it was just for a day.

“Are you going to get another margarita?” I asked.

“No, I’ll probably be done after this one.”

“Same,” I said. “I’ve enjoyed having dinner with you, though.”

“Me too,” he said. “We’ll have to do it again.”

“I would like that.”

“Are you going home after this?”

“Yes. What about you?”

“I have school in the morning, so I should probably get to bed soon, but I would love to see you this weekend.”

“We should do that,” I said. “Do you want to split the bill?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Michael said and pulled out his wallet. “You gave me more than enough payment by wearing those cute panties. I’ll be thinking about them every moment of every day until we can get together again.”

I blushed at his words. “You’re lucky I wore them.”

“I’m glad you did, but I wouldn’t have been surprised if you didn’t. I didn’t know what to expect,” he said.

“Me neither, but I’ve been delightfully surprised.”

“I’m glad,” Michael said with that handsome smile of his. He signed the receipt when the server returned, and then we got up from the table and walked out to the parking lot. I thought he would leave me at the door, but he walked me all the way to my car. “Being with you tonight has been something else.”

“You’re telling me,” I said.

“I keep picturing what you would look like in a dress.”

“Do I look bad?”

“Not at all,” he said and grabbed my waist to pull me against his body. Then he moved his lips closer to mine. “You look like an angel in my head.”

“Mmm, I wish I could see what you see.”

“Maybe one day you will,” Michael said as he let his lips get even closer. I could feel the energy bouncing between us as his mouth hovered above mine. “I’m going to miss you, August.”

I couldn’t even say a word before he kissed me, but his kiss was exactly what I wanted. I held the back of his head as our kiss deepened, completely lost in the moment. It killed me when he finally pulled away, but he gave me a memory I wouldn’t soon forget.

“Mmm, we’ll have to do that some more this weekend.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Are you going to wear something cute for me?” he asked.

“Whatever you want,” I said in a breathy voice.

“Good,” he said and kissed me on the cheek, and then he left. I leaned on my car as I watched him walk to his, clutching myself to fight against the feeling like I might collapse.


CHAPTER 5

Michael was waiting in his car right outside of my apartment on Saturday morning. He was wearing a long-sleeve polo shirt that made him look preppy and endlessly handsome. I had no idea what to expect for our second date, but I couldn’t wait to spend the day with him. That kiss had been playing on repeat in my mind ever since he moved his mouth away from mine.

“Don’t you look nice?” I asked in a light voice as I opened the car door and slid into the passenger’s seat.

“Not as good as you,” he said in a hungry voice and reached over the center console to grab me and kiss me. I moaned against his lips as he slid his tongue into my mouth and pulled on my hair. He was so aggressive, and I fucking loved it. No other man had taken control of me like Michael did. “You’re going to love what I have planned for you today.”

“What is that?” I asked.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” Michael said with a smirk that gave me trepidation. This was my last moment to turn around, to deny Michael giving me what we both knew I wanted, but how could I leave after coming this far? “Don’t worry about what the world thinks, August,” he said as though he could read my mind.

“I know I shouldn’t, but it’s hard.”

“You only have to worry about what you think. I want you to have an open mind today, or you’ll never get over the past. You’ll never be able to move on from your fears and live the life you truly want to live. I wouldn’t have become an art teacher if I didn’t listen to my gut. I would have become a gym teacher or something else entirely because everyone thought I was crazy when I told them I studied art and wanted to become a teacher.”

I looked at Michael, seeing that softness in his eyes that made me trust him more than I should. He was my brother’s friend. There was no telling what would happen if my brother found out what we were doing, and I didn’t want to put Michael in that position, and I didn’t want my brother to hate me even more than he probably did.

“You’re sweet, Michael, but I don’t know—” I said and turned to open the car door before he could pull out of my parking lot, but he didn’t let me leave his car. “What are you doing?” he asked me. “I can’t do this,” I replied, feeling the weight of our association on my shoulders. “It isn’t right, and you know it.”

“I told you that I don’t care what’s right or wrong as long as we’re enjoying ourselves,” Michael said and reached over the center console to grab me. “I want you, August, and I want to make your dreams come true. Isn’t that what you want?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Can’t you trust me?”

“I want to, but—”

“Stop making excuses to deny yourself what you truly want. If you do that, you’ll only regret it in the future. Do you want to grow old with regrets?” he asked.

“No, I don’t.”

“Then let me spoil you today.”

“Spoil me?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said and kissed me. “We’re going to have a blast.”

I looked into Michael’s eyes, seeing a spirit I trusted, but I didn’t trust myself or this situation. Going with him today was opening a door we wouldn’t be able to close, but how could I get out of the car after he made it so clear he wanted me? How could I deny him when I wanted him just as badly as he wanted me?

“Fine,” I said. “We can go.”

“You won’t regret it,” he said and put his car into drive to pull out of the parking lot before I could change my mind.

***

“What are we doing here?” I asked when Michael pulled into the parking lot of a thrift store.

“We’re going to get you some cute things to wear. I thought we could try to find stuff here to test out a few different looks. We could always go to the mall if you prefer. The department stores have the best personal shoppers. I’m sure they could find you something cute to wear.”

“No,” I said quickly. “This is fine.” The last thing I wanted to do was face a stranger and tell them that I was looking for skirts, dresses, and high heels. At least if we bought stuff from a thrift store, I could pretend that we were getting the clothes for a Halloween costume. “I can’t believe you’re making me do this.”

“It’s for your own good. You can’t keep hiding in that shell.”

“What if I want to hide in this shell?”

“Then we go home,” Michael said with a light shrug. “We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to, but I’m here for you if you do. I’ll stand up for you no matter what any hater says.”

Seeing the seriousness in Michael’s eyes gave me hope that this wouldn’t be as bad as I was picturing in my head. The last thing I wanted was to feel humiliated for picking out cute women’s clothes in public, but we both knew that this was a dream of mine. Michael was my first conquest to point out the obvious. Other guys from my past were happy with the lingerie but ripped it off as soon as they could, leaving me naked for our fun times, but I could already tell that Michael would be different. He seemed even more eager than me to get inside and pick out clothes, so I took a leap of faith and followed him through the doors.

We made a beeline to the women’s section. Michael found several dresses and skirts for me, and then we went over to the shoes where we were lucky enough to find a pair of sexy white platform heels that fit my feet perfectly and a pair of black kitten heels that would go with any outfit. We also found a pair of clunky clear heels with an open toe. I could picture myself wearing them with a pair of bell-bottom jeans and a cute blouse.

“Is there anything else we’ll need?”

“I’m not sure. Do you really want to buy all of this?” I asked and gestured to the clothes in my hands.

“We need a range of options. There’s no telling what will suit your body best.”

“Shouldn’t I try this stuff on?” I asked, feeling guilty at the thought of having Michael spend money on clothes I might not even wear, but he was unfazed. “Only if you want, but I thought we could do it in the privacy of your home. It might take you awhile to get through all those choices,” he said.

“I guess you’re right.”

“Let’s buy those, and then we can go back to your place, but I’m not even close to being done with you. Not by a long shot,” Michael said with a wink and took the clothes from my hands to pay at the counter.

***

We got back to my apartment with the clothes. It was strange stepping inside with Michael following behind me, but I liked having him over. He was nice to look at and made me feel comfortable and valued. He had the bags from the thrift store in his hand and set them on the kitchen table after we’d walked through the living room.

“Would you like something to drink?” I asked him as I opened the cabinet door. “I don’t have much.”

“Water is fine. I’m most interested in seeing you put on these clothes,” he said with a smirk. “What do you want to wear first?”

“I don’t know,” I said as heat ran through my body. The fact that Michael wanted to dress me up in cute clothes was almost too much to bear. He was so handsome and confident but doing this would cross many lines. I couldn’t tell him that I wasn’t ready. I couldn’t admit that I’d been putting this moment off for years, waiting for a man just like him to come along to push me.

“How about this dress?”

It was a red dress that hung to the knees and tied in the front. It would look completely ridiculous with my flat chest, but I had to give Michael a show after spending all that money on these clothes.

“I’ll think about it,” I said and walked over to him with a glass of ice water. “How about I take the bag into the bathroom and find something to wear myself?”

“Yeah, that works for me.”

“Good,” I said and took the bag with me into the bathroom. I closed the door behind me and placed a hand on my chest, feeling overwhelmed by the task ahead of me. I sifted through the clothes and decided on the denim skirt we found first. It was ripped and frayed in parts, like it would go perfectly with a pair of white tights and those sexy white platform heels. I paired the denim skirt with an oversized pink T-shirt that looked super sexy on the hanger but wasn’t as enchanting when I saw it in the mirror. I couldn’t get over how badly I needed some tits to look more convincing. “Don’t laugh at me!”

“I’d never!” Michael said from the kitchen. I was in the powder room between the kitchen and living room. The two bedrooms were upstairs along with a full bathroom. Sharing walls was still weird for me after growing up in my parents’ massive house. “Come out here and show me!”

I took a deep breath before stepping out of the bathroom in my denim skirt and pink T-shirt that hung over one shoulder. My vulnerabilities were at an all-time high as I stepped into the kitchen, staring at the ground to avoid seeing any disgust in Michael’s eyes.

“What do you think?” I asked while staring at the floor.

“You look incredible, August. Look at me.”

I shook my head, refusing to do as he asked.

He stood and walked over to me, placing his fingers under my chin to make me look at him. He was smiling when our eyes finally met. “You’re stunning, August.” He brushed my cheek with his thumb, sending jolts of desire through me. “I wish we’d done this sooner.”

I shook my head. “Being together is dangerous.”

“Not to me,” he said.

“Doing this is reckless.”

“Isn’t this what you want?” Michael asked and lifted my arm to twirl me in a circle right there in the middle of the living room. “Why do you keep running from this?”

“I never thought I could get away with more than lingerie,” I said with a shrug. “Not until you came along.”

“You’re lucky I did then.”

“I guess, but I don’t feel confident in this outfit.”

“Why not?” he asked and stepped closer to place his hand on the small of my back and kiss me. It was like I lost all sense of myself every time he put his lips against mine. “Is there anything else I can get you?”

I glanced down at my chest, too ashamed to tell him that I needed tits, but he seemed to read my mind.

“We can get you a bra and stuff it if you want. Would that make you feel better?”

I shrugged, even though he was suggesting exactly what I wanted. I needed him to turn me into his girl and make my deepest dreams come true.

“Once we pick out an outfit for you, we’ll go get you a bra. How does that sound?”

“Great,” I said, even though I was nervous about the entire plan. Still, I returned to the bathroom and tried on the rest of the clothes until we settled on the denim skirt with a sweater that was super comfortable and cute. They were also the least worn clothes we’d found at the thrift store, and we decided that I would wear the white platform heels with the outfit as soon as we got me some white tights. “Does that mean more shopping?”

“Yep, we’re not done yet. I can’t wait to see you fully transformed.”

“You don’t think I’ll look ridiculous?” I asked.

“Not at all, but I’m confident you’ll look a lot better if you believe in yourself. Confidence is about how you feel on the inside more than how you look on the outside,” he said.

“It’s hard to feel confident when I don’t have boobs.”

“Put the clothes in a bag, and we’ll take them to the mall with us. We’ll have to get you a wig too.”

“A wig?” I asked in a soft voice.

“Yes! If we’re going to do this, then we need to do it right! There’s no sense in doing any of this if you don’t like the end result. I have another question before we leave, though.”

“Huh?”

“Have you ever thought of a girl name for yourself?”

“I…” I began as the weight of my desire pressed down on me. I remembered the first time I knew that I wanted to dress as a woman to feel like one inside and out. My girl name came to me at that very moment. “It’s Lauren.”

“Lauren?”

I shrugged. “I’ve always identified with that name.”

“Then we’re going to let you see the world, Lauren.”

My eyes lit up as Michael and I stared at each other. Then we kissed, and nothing else mattered in the world besides the fact that I had this wonderful man willing to support me as we walked along this path of transformation.


CHAPTER 6

We brought the bag of clothes with us to the mall in a department store shopping bag that I had at my house. We went to a wig store on our way to the mall and bought a wig with straight, dirty-blonde hair that hung down past my shoulders. I still couldn’t believe how close I was to fully feminizing myself, but I felt more ready as I walked around the mall holding hands with Michael. Several girls glared at us, clearly jealous of my date, and their dirty looks gave me a sense of confidence. If I had a man like Michael by my side, why did I need to worry about what the rest of the world thought?

“Where do we need to go first?”

“We need to buy your tights. They should have some in this store,” Michael said and pulled me into a store of women’s clothing. We found some white tights and a bra we hoped would fit me. We got in line to buy them, and then Michael was pulling me into the family bathroom down the hall. “Put on the clothes. Did you bring lingerie too?”

“I slipped on a red thong before we left the house, but it won’t match the bra we bought.”

“I don’t care. You know I think red is hot. Take off your pants and show me.”

My cock jumped beneath the red thong as Michael stared at me with an intense gaze. He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me up against the closed door before kissing me passionately. I moaned against his lips as he moved his hands up and down my body.

“Show me your thong,” he growled.

I didn’t stop him when he unbuttoned my jeans and pulled down the zipper to push them down my legs. “Fuck, that’s so hot,” Michael said and placed his hand against the outline of my hard, throbbing cock. I gasped loudly, but Michael put his hand over my mouth to silence me. “Shut up before someone hears.”

My eyes widened as I nodded.

“That’s better,” he said. “Will you be quiet if I lift my hand?”

I nodded again.

He smirked as he slowly moved his hand from my mouth. He grabbed my wrists and threw my arms above my head as he continued kissing me, moving down my body until he was on his knees in front of me. “What are you doing?” I asked in a breathy voice.

“Taking what’s mine,” he said hoarsely.

I folded my lips to stifle another gasp when Michael pressed his lips against the outline of my cock. He kissed my shaft from the base to the tip, whispering about how sexy I was over and over, making me feel worthy of his passion. I relaxed and let him enjoy my body as I moved my fingers through his thick hair.

“You want me to suck this cock?”

“Please,” I said in a light voice.

“Mmm,” he purred. “All in good time, my girl. If you keep doing what I ask of you, I’ll give you a treat.”

“Okay.”

“Will you be good for me?”

“Yes, I’ll do whatever you want,” I said.

“Be careful what you promise me,” he growled. “Now get dressed. We have a lot of work to do.”

***

I stood in front of the family bathroom mirror. We used tissue paper to stuff my bra and put the wig on my head, and I honestly couldn’t believe that I was staring at a reflection of myself. If Lauren was ever alive in my head, she’d finally shown up in real life.

“What do you think?” Michael asked as he pressed his body into mine from behind. I could feel the outline of his cock pressing into my body, teasing me with its stiffness. “Do you love how you look, Lauren?”

I smiled at his use of the name. “It’s growing on me.”

“Are you ready for your next surprise?” he asked.

“There’s more? You can’t expect me to go into a store like this!”

“Please, Lauren,” Michael said with puppy-dog eyes. “Can’t you go to one more store with me? I promise you won’t regret it.”

“Fine!” I hissed, unable to deny him when he looked at me like that. “Give me another second to get used to these heels, and then we can go.”

“Show me your walk.”

I put my hands on my hips and walked back and forth in the tiny space that the bathroom provided. We’d already been hogging it for fifteen or twenty minutes, so we really needed to get going before the mall cops accused us of fucking in the bathroom.

“Okay, I’m going to step out first. Count to fifteen, and then come out after me.”

“Deal,” he said.

I put my hand on the knob and closed my eyes before slowly opening the door, terrified of stepping out into the world as a girl, but I was also desperate to get out of that bathroom. I was worried about the mall cops, but Michael frightened me even more. We would lose control of ourselves if we stayed in there any longer, and then we would really be on our way to mall jail.

I walked a few stores away from the family bathroom, glancing at my reflection in the glass storefronts, surprised by how much I looked like a girl. If only I felt like one on the inside. Despite my feminine appearance, I still felt like the entire world could see past my wig and fake tits and know that I was a boy beneath it all, but nobody was looking at me strangely.

“Ahh!” I screamed and jumped when Michael snuck up behind me and placed his hands on my hips. “Don’t do that!” I hissed and slapped Michael’s shoulder as I turned toward him. “You scared me.”

“Aww, don’t pout,” he said and placed his chin on my shoulder from behind as he wrapped his arms around my body. “Everyone sees you as Lauren now. Can’t you tell?”

I looked around as he held me, noticing that at least a few people were watching us, staring at us admiringly like we were a loving couple, and that tiny bit of recognition lit up my heart. Michael wasn’t lying when he said that they were looking at me like I was just another girl, and that gave me all the confidence in the world. I stepped forward and grabbed his hand.

“Where are we going next?” I asked sweetly.

“To buy makeup.”

“What?”

“Yep! They’re going to give you a makeover, and I’ll buy you whatever they use,” Michael said and winked at me before pulling me toward the department store, but I still wasn’t quite comfortable in my heels. “Wait,” I said in my light, girly voice. It wasn’t perfect, but I didn’t want to give away that I wasn’t a girl by sounding like a dude, so I was trying my best. “These heels are hard to walk in!”

“Sorry,” he said. “I’m excited.”

“Me too,” I said and linked my arm with his. I felt on top of the world as we walked through the mall together, and I wasn’t even nervous when we stepped into the department store. Michael walked right up to the makeup counter and told the woman working that he wanted to buy me some new products, which made her smile from ear to ear.

“Come and sit, dear. I’m Betty,” she said and waved at me to sit in her chair. Michael smiled at me as I sat. “What kind of look do you normally go for?”

“Uh… I… nothing too crazy. Just the basics.”

“Your cheekbones are so gorgeous,” Betty said and brushed her thumb against my cheekbones. She pulled out a plethora of products and set them on her workstation. “We definitely need to accentuate those. We could also use some blush to go with this pink shirt. It’s super cute, by the way.”

“Thank you.”

“What kind of makeup do you usually use?”

“I… uh…”

Betty laughed from her belly. “You don’t wear much makeup, do you? I always have girls like you coming in here every now and then.”

“You caught me,” I said with a light laugh. There was something about Betty that made me comfortable. If she knew I was a boy beneath these clothes, she didn’t make it known. She only wanted to help me find the makeup that would best suit my face, so she spent the next thirty minutes teaching me about concealer, foundation, blush, bronzer, eyeliner, and everything else I would need to doll up my face. Michael kept telling her to add each item to the bill. It made me sick seeing the products pile up on the counter, but Michael assured me that he only wanted to give me the best.

“You have a keeper,” Betty said with a wink as she finished my makeover. The last product she used was some pink lip gloss that made my lips pop. “Could I interest you all in anything else?”

“What do you think, Lauren?” Michael asked and placed his hand on my back. “Do you want some perfume to go with your makeup?”

“Michael! It’s already too much!”

“Nonsense,” he said with a shake of the head. “What perfume do you recommend, Betty?”

“I have several,” she said and disappeared before returning a few moments later with several bottles of perfume. We tested all of them on little pieces of paper before deciding on one that smelled light like a summer’s breeze. It was cool outside from the fall weather, but I loved the freshness of the scent and could see myself wearing it often. “You two take care now,” Betty said to us as we left her counter with a big bag of makeup.

“I can’t believe you bought all of this,” I said to Michael when we stepped outside. I really felt like a girl now that I was wearing makeup and perfume, but Michael had spent a fortune on everything throughout the day. “I owe you.”

“You don’t owe me a thing but your affection,” Michael said and pulled me into his arms, even though we were standing in the middle of the parking lot, but he didn’t care. He pushed my hair behind my ear and kissed me, staring into my eyes as he slowly pulled away. “You want to pick up dinner on the way back to your place?”

I nodded and rested my head on his chest, but we couldn’t stand in the middle of the parking lot all afternoon. We held hands on the way back to his car and picked up some Mexican food on the way back to my townhouse.


CHAPTER 7

“Mmm, these nachos are so good,” I said and held my fingers to my lips. The sensation from the lip gloss was strange, but I loved it. I had to be careful while eating though. I didn’t want to mess up all of Betty’s hard work by getting some nacho cheese or sour cream on my cheek. “Do you want to try one?”

“No, I’m stuffed from that burrito.”

“You inhaled it!”

“So what? Sue me! I was hungry.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “We did a lot today. A lot more than I was expecting.”

“I hope you had a good day.”

“I did.”

“Me too,” he said. “You want a shot?”

“How did you know I have booze?”

“I saw some tequila when we unloaded the food.”

“Fine! Let’s do it! My shot glasses are in the cabinet between the stove and sink. Could you get me some more water too?”

“Whatever you want, Lauren.”

It was still strange hearing Michael call me by my girl name, but I couldn’t deny how feminine I looked. Even my fake tits looked real beneath the sweater, and Michael already ordered a pair of fake tits online to my house. I begged him to stop spending money on me, but he wouldn’t listen. He was going to spoil me whether I liked it or not, and I thought that was pretty sweet of him.

“To us,” Michael said and held up his shot glass.

“To us,” I echoed and clinked my glass with his. “Fuck, that burns,” I said after throwing back the booze. “We should do another one.”

Michael laughed. “You’re reading my mind.” He got up to grab the bottle from the kitchen counter and poured us each another shot. “I can’t get over how sexy you look.”

“It’s all because of you.”

He shook his head. “If it weren’t for that box of lingerie, none of this ever would have happened.”

My heart clenched as my mind flashed to the box of lingerie that my brother found when he was helping me move. A collection of women’s underwear that I’d acquired over the years, but Michael wasn’t judging me for having them. He adored my feminine half and had gone out of his way to doll me up.

“That’s true, but you gave me the push I needed.”

“Good,” Michael said and scooted closer to me on the couch. We were eating and watching a show, but neither of us were paying much attention to the TV. Michael grabbed me from my hips and placed me onto the only clean part of the coffee table. I squealed as he handled me, but I would never protest his touch.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Spread your legs and let me see that bulge,” he said. A heat ran through me as I pressed my knees together, being defiant to make him work for what he wanted. “Did you not hear me?”

“You have to make me,” I said.

Michael grabbed my knees and parted my legs effortlessly, gripping my waist to pull me closer to him. “Are you being a bad girl, Lauren?”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug. “What would you do if I were being bad?”

“I can think of a few things to do to you,” Michael said and placed a hand on his crotch. His bulge was thick and full, and all I wanted to do was drop onto my knees between his spread legs.

“Oh, yeah? Like what?”

Michael placed his hand on my thigh and squeezed it tightly. I bit my bottom lip as he moved his hand further up my leg. He gripped the waistline of my white tights and yanked them down my legs to expose my tiny red thong. “We need to get these tights off you, and then I’ll show you exactly what I can do.”

“Yeah?”

“Mhm,” Michael said as he moved his fingers up and down my bare skin. “I’ve been dreaming of having you, and now that you look like this… I’m going absolutely crazy. You should feel how hard my cock is.”

My cock throbbed thinking about his, and my bussy was twitching like wild, desperate to feel his cock sliding in and out of me. It’d been far too long since I last had a man, and there was no man I wanted more than Michael.

“Can I feel it?”

“Help yourself,” Michael said and spread his legs wide as he laced his fingers behind his head. He’d left my tights around my ankles, so I slipped them all the way off before dropping to my knees between his spread thighs. My heels jutted out behind me as I reached my hand forward to touch the outline of his cock. I gasped when I felt his thick shaft between the fabric. His cock felt long and thick, and feeling it only made me that much hungrier for him. “You like what you feel?” he asked with a knowing smirk.

“Yes,” I said in a soft, breathy voice.

“Then take it out.”

My hands shook as I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper. He stared at me as I fished his cock out of the boxer briefs that he was wearing, mesmerized once I was finally holding it in my hands. Michael’s dick was long and thick and oozing precum from the tip. I pumped his cock in my hand, stunned that I was even getting the chance to play with it.

“What are you waiting for, beautiful? Wrap those glossy lips around my cock.”

I moaned deeply before parting my lips to take Michael into my mouth. He placed his hand on the back of my head to push my lips down his shaft, choking me as I neared his base. There was no way that I could fit his entire dick into my mouth. He was far too big. I tried my best, though, bobbing my lips along his shaft, careful not to use any teeth, doing everything possible to pleasure him as thoroughly as I could.

“Fuck, Lauren! That mouth feels so good!”

I moaned as I kept sucking his dick, trying my best to make him cum, but he was conditioned. He didn’t seem to have any problems controlling his load, which wasn’t something I could say for myself. I hadn’t even touched my cock, and it already felt like I could shoot a load if I wasn’t careful.

“It’s your turn,” Michael said after a few minutes of me sucking his cock. He put his hands under my shoulders and lifted me onto the sofa, taking my place on the floor. He smirked as he smiled up at me through hooded eyes. “I’ve been dreaming about tasting this girly cock ever since we were in the bathroom.”

“Yes,” I said in a breath as my entire body spasmed from his light touch. “Do whatever you want to me! I’m yours!”

“Mmm, keep talking like that, and I’ll lock you up in my closet and turn you into my sex slave.”

Was it strange that the thought of becoming Michael’s sex slave made my cock even harder than it already was? Was it strange that I would be willing to trust this man to hold me captive as his own? No other man had made me feel as confident and alive as Michael. No other man had ever turned me into Lauren.

“You like that idea?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Maybe.”

Michael smirked. “One day at a time, girly.”

I bit my bottom lip and moaned as Michael’s fingers moved up my legs until he was pressing them against the outline of my stiff cock, which had already stained the red fabric from the precum that was leaking out of my tip.

“You like when I touch your cock, Lauren?”

“So much,” I said.

“Are you sensitive?”

“Very much so.”

“Mmm, we’ll have to train you then, won’t we?”

“Train me?” I asked in a breath.

“Yes,” he said. “With some toys. Teach you how to last longer so that I can play with your girly cock as much as I want.”

“Fuck,” I cursed under my breath. “You’d do that?”

“I’d do that and so much more,” Michael said in a voice that was as sinister as it was sexy. I had no idea what our future entailed, but I was willing to let him guide me and teach me. I was willing to become his pet if that was what he requested. “But first, I need to taste this cock.”

I gasped when Michael slowly pulled the red thong down my legs to reveal my stiff cock. It stood at attention, poking out the end of the denim skirt, and it looked so fucking sexy against the women’s clothing and platform heels. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair as I tried to steady myself, but there was nothing in the world that could have prepared me for the intense pleasure of Michael’s lips.

He wrapped them around my shaft tightly and moved them up and down repeatedly. I writhed beneath his touch, but Michael didn’t let up no matter how much I screamed. Instead, he wrapped his arms around my smooth legs and held me tightly as he continued bobbing his head along my shaft. My balls tightened as I tried to steady myself and hold my orgasm, but there was no point. I was worthless against the intense pleasure of his mouth.

“Michael, fuck! Please! I’m going to cum!”

Michael ignored my pleas for him to stop and moved his mouth even more quickly, sucking every inch of my girly cock, which I always kept perfectly manicured with a tiny, trimmed patch of hair around the base. The rest of my body was smooth, which was something I did to make me feel more like a girl. Shaving was the least I could do, but thankfully Michael had pushed me to all new levels of femininity. Now I was Lauren inside and out, at least for tonight.

“Michael! Please!”

He ignored me again and kept slurping my cock until I couldn’t stand it. My balls tightened to the point where they felt like they were about to disappear into my body, and then it was over. I screamed and shook and released my load deep inside of Michael’s mouth. He didn’t pull away, though. Instead, he swallowed every single drop of my cum.

“Fuck, that was hot,” he said and smacked his lips when he finally pulled off my cock. “I’m not done with you yet, though.”

“You’re not?” I asked in a soft voice, feeling like that orgasm had taken the life out of me, but I was ready and willing to do whatever Michael wanted. He still hadn’t cum, and I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if he didn’t. “What do you want me to do?”

“Do you have any lube?”

“Yeah, it’s upstairs in my bedroom.”

“Perfect,” Michael said and stood from the floor. I squealed when he lifted me up from the couch and carried me upstairs in his arms. He was so strong and handsome and being with him made me feel like the luckiest girl in the world. He placed me on the bed and pulled off his shirt, revealing his exquisite body. His cock was still hard and on full display. “Where’s the lube?”

“In this drawer,” I said and got to my hands and knees on the bed to climb to the bedside table. Michael came up behind me and reached his hand up my denim skirt to place it on my ass. I moaned at his touch as I reached around inside the drawer for the lube. I gasped when Michael pressed his finger against my hole, but that was exactly where I wanted it to be. “Here,” I said once I finally had the lube.

Michael took it from me and grabbed me by my hips to move me to the edge of the bed, my heels dangling over the side. He pushed the denim skirt up my backside to reveal my ass. I shook my butt as he popped open the top of the lube to lather his cock. He smacked my ass and gripped my cheeks firmly, spreading them wide to press his tip against my hole.

“You want this dick, girl?”

“Put that big cock in my bussy!”

Michael smacked my ass again before pressing his tip more firmly against my hole, making me feel wild inside and out. I shook my hair, throwing it over my shoulder as I turned to watch him. He smiled as we looked at each other, and then he entered me. I screamed out when he stretched my ring, but it felt so fucking good. I was weak for his cock. Weak for his touch. I dropped my head to the bed and reached behind me to spread my ass wide for him.

“Fuck, girl! Just like that!” he said and smacked my ass again. “I’ll never get tired of fucking this tight little hole.”

“It’s yours, Michael!”

“Argh, Lauren,” he growled as he pushed all the way to his base, filling me completely with his cock, but that was exactly what I wanted. It was what I needed. I held my cheeks wide for him as he began to pick up speed and started pounding my ass. “This tight little bussy of yours is going to make me cum, girl!”

“Cum in me, babe!”

Michael dug his fingers into my ass cheeks as he fucked me hard, using every inch of his cock as he moved in and out of my tight hole, but I’d loosened up considerably since he entered me, and the pounding felt like pure bliss. He hit my spot every time he went deep, and I never wanted it to end. I never wanted Michael to cum, but he couldn’t last forever. It wasn’t even a few seconds later that he gripped me more tightly and pushed his cock as deep as it would go before releasing his load.

“Fuck, Lauren!”

“Yes! Yes! Give me that cum!”

Michael cursed and groaned as he unloaded into me, and he didn’t stop fucking me until his cum was squirting out of my hole from the friction of his humping. It was so fucking hot and exactly what I needed. Michael pulled out of me once he finished and turned me over to my back. He wrapped his hand around my stiff dick and stroked it a few times, making me explode within seconds. He stared at me as cum squirted from my tip like a fountain.

“Fuck,” Michael said and collapsed onto the bed. “That was good.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Can we do it again?”

“Whenever you want,” I said and curled up against his body, draping my arm over his chest and a leg over his. “We just have to keep this a secret.”

“Sure. If that’s what you want,” he said before kissing me.


CHAPTER 8

Michael and I were hanging out at my place a few weeks after that first time we made love. I couldn’t get over how much I liked him. Every day we spent together made me like him even more than I already did, and today was no exception.

I was wearing a tight-fitting white sweater with an even tighter pair of jeans and my white platform heels that I wore every chance I got. Now that we knew my sizes, Michael was going crazy buying me clothes. I told him not to, but he didn’t listen, and it wasn’t like I was going to start a war over the fact that he was adding to my closet. He’d bought me dresses, skirts, tops, heels, tights, and a couple brunette wigs. I was wearing the wig with wavy brown hair today. I also had a brunette wig with straight hair, and we’d decided that the brunette wigs looked natural with my dark eyebrows and green eyes.

“What did you want to do tonight?” Michael asked as we cuddled on the couch. He ran his fingers up and down my legs, teasing me with his gentle touch. “We could go out to dinner.”

Michael was always trying to get me to go out into the world, which I’d done on several occasions, but there was nothing I enjoyed more than just hanging out at home with him. When we were at home, I could fish out his cock whenever I wanted to play with it. I could prance around and shake my ass in front of his face, which was something I enjoyed doing immensely, but none of our plans could happen.

There was a knock at the door.

My body tensed as I glanced at Michael. “Who could that be?” I asked in a hushed, panicked whisper. “Were you expecting someone?”

Michael shook his head. “Nobody knows that I’m here.”

“August! Open the door! I can hear the TV!”

I cursed under my breath when I heard Jason’s voice. There was no way that Jason could see me like this! He would freak out and tell our parents in a heartbeat. I looked around, but there was nowhere I could go. There was nothing I could do to stop what was about to happen. It’d taken me over an hour to do my makeup before Michael arrived, and there was no way that I could take off all my makeup and change clothes before Jason found his way into my home, and then I realized I hadn’t locked the door.

“No!” I screamed when Jason began turning the knob. “Don’t come in here!”

“August, I wanted to apologize about—” Jason began but stopped the second he saw Michael and me sitting on the couch together. Our being together would have been bad enough without adding the fact that I was feminized from head to toe. “What the fuck is going on here?”

“Jason, please. It’s not what it looks like.”

“It’s not?” Michael asked me like he was offended by what I’d said. I shot him a dirty look like I was going to wring his neck if he didn’t shut the fuck up. “No,” I hissed through clenched teeth. “It’s not.”

“Dude, why are you dressed like that?” Jason asked in a distressed voice. “I thought it was just lingerie.”

“Jason, your brother is—”

I turned to Michael with wide eyes and put my hand in his face to silence him. I turned back toward Jason and walked in his direction, feeling like my world was crumbling around me with each step that I took in the platform heels. “Jason, you don’t understand.” He was shaking his head as he stared at me with disbelief in his eyes. I didn’t blame him for being shocked, but he couldn’t tell our parents. “Can we please talk about this?”

“What is there to talk about, August?”

“Actually, her name is—”

“Will you shut up?” I screeched at Michael. I cared deeply about him and loved how he was so willing to come to my defense, but he didn’t understand that Jason had my entire life in the palm of his hands. He could destroy my family relationship with one text message. Michael had liberal parents and didn’t have to worry, but my parents would find every excuse in the book to disown me and pretend that I wasn’t their son, which would devastate me. “Please, Michael. Just go.”

“No,” Jason said with a shake of the head. “I don’t know what is going on here, but I should definitely be the one to go. I came over here to apologize about the lingerie and to tell you that I shouldn’t have been so quick to judge, but maybe I should have been.”

“Jason,” I said softly. “Please don’t talk like that.”

“What do you want me to say? Look at you, August!”

“Her name is Lauren!” Michael hollered. He stood up from the couch and pushed past me. He grabbed Jason by his shirt and slammed him against the door. I gasped loudly when I heard Jason’s back smack against the wood. “I’m so sick and tired of you two! August deserves better from you, Jason, and when he looks like this, I call him Lauren.”

“You better let me go,” Jason said to Michael in a low, menacing voice. “I don’t want to do anything to you that I might regret.”

“Go ahead and try, Jason! We both know that I can beat your ass if I want to, but that’s not what I want, and that’s not what August wants either. All he wants is a brother who can understand and accept him for who he is, which includes becoming a girl named Lauren!”

Jason pinched his eyes shut and shook his head as Michael held him against the door. His cheeks reddened as rage filled him, and there was nothing I could do. Michael was stronger than both of us, and as much as I wanted him to stop so that this entire ordeal could be over, I knew that he wouldn’t. He loved me. It was true even though he hadn’t said the words. He spoiled me and defended me whenever necessary.

“If you don’t let me go, I’ll tell my parents about this disgusting little fling you two have going.”

Michael pushed Jason more firmly against the door, which made me gasp and cover my mouth. “If you even think about telling your parents before she’s ready, I will make your eyes so black and blue that you won’t even be able to see out of them.”

Jason spat in Michael’s face. Michael grabbed Jason and slammed him against the door. I ran up behind Michael and tried to pull him away from Jason, but they were locked in this brawl. It was like they couldn’t even tell I was there, so I screamed.

“Stop! Both of you!”

They turned and glared at me.

“Get out of my house! Now!”

They stood motionless until I screamed at them again, which finally got them moving. At that moment, I didn’t even care if Jason told my parents. I didn’t care what happened in my life as long as they stopped fighting and left. Being with Michael had always been dangerous, but I never thought we would get discovered like this. I needed to be alone to process the fact that it’d even happened.

“Please, both of you. Just go,” I said in the saddest voice I’d ever heard fall from my lips. “I want to be alone.”

They said nothing as they gathered their things to leave. Michael tried to kiss me on his way out of the door, but I tensed and moved so that his lips couldn’t touch my skin. Then they were gone, and all I could do once I was alone was cry.


CHAPTER 9

Weeks passed of me ignoring Michael and Jason at every turn. Michael sent me flowers and gifts and long messages begging me to give him another chance. Jason called a few times, but he never left a message or texted me. I figured he hadn’t told our parents about what he saw because I never heard from them, but I wasn’t sure that I ever would again at the rate I was going. I buried myself with work, stopped feminizing myself, and swore that I would never do it again.

It wasn’t until I reached in my mailbox on a day I was feeling particularly blue that things began to change. There was a coupon for The Painted Plate in the mail. Seeing their logo transported me back to that first date I had with Michael and how romantic it’d been. We only kissed that night, but I would never forget the first time that I felt his lips. Being with him was like a dream, a man I never thought that I could have even though I’d always found him to be attractive. When I looked at the advertisement again, it sent me into a frenzy. I needed to do something about Michael, so I went inside to grab my phone and sat at the dining table, which was where I’d placed all the gifts and flowers he sent me. I took a deep breath and called his phone.

“August! How are you?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted to him, feeling weaker than usual. “I just got an ad in the mail for The Painted Plate, and it made me think of you. I miss you, Michael.”

“You don’t know how much I miss you, August! I’m sorry for how I acted, but I couldn’t stand to see how Jason was talking to you. I hope you can forgive me.”

“It’s okay, Michael. You’re forgiven. It’s always been like that with Jason and me. We’re rather different so we mostly just tolerate each other, even though there’s a bit of love beneath the surface.”

“Have you talked to him?”

I shook my head, feeling guilty and ashamed that my feminine desires had put me in this place, but then I remembered all the times that Michael lifted me up. All the times he made me feel like I was worthy of love and of living the life I craved.

“No,” I said eventually. “I haven’t.”

“You two can’t let this be the end of your relationship.”

“I don’t want it to be. Have you talked to Jason?”

Michael chuckled. “What do you think?”

“No,” I said.

“No is correct. He’s probably waiting to hear from you before he says anything to me. Look, Jason and I have been friends for a long time, so I know how much of an arrogant prick he can be, but that doesn’t mean he’s not a good guy.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s just… it’s complicated.”

“Families are complicated. You might think that I have some type of perfect relationship with my parents, but I really don’t. I saw the look on their faces when I told them that I wanted to be an art teacher, but I didn’t let their judgment stop me from doing what I wanted with my life. You aren’t hurting anyone by becoming Lauren if that’s what you really want to do.”

“It is,” I said in a soft voice. “I never would have bought those clothes or put on makeup if it wasn’t for the push that you gave me, but I’m so glad you did.”

“Me too,” he said. “Look, if you want, we can have dinner with your brother together. I promise I won’t put my hands on him this time. Maybe he’ll understand if he sees how happy we are.”

“Are we still happy?”

“Yes! I hope you haven’t given up on me already.”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head as a smile spread across my face. “I haven’t given up on you at all. I’m just worried that my brother won’t be able to keep a secret, and that I’ll never speak to my parents again. They can be a handful, but I don’t want to lose them.”

“You won’t lose them, especially if we can get Jason on our side.”

“You really think he can come around?”

“Yes,” Michael said with confidence. “Your brother thinks he hates who you are, but truthfully, he just doesn’t understand. It’s our job to help make him understand so that he doesn’t do what we fear he might. Can we do that, August?”

I sat there with the phone held to my ear, wondering if I had the strength to go through with Michael’s plan, but what other options did I have? If I didn’t confront this problem head-on now, it would consume me for years to come. Rightly or wrongly, I had to work for my peace, but at least I had a strong man by my side.

“Why don’t we invite him to dinner?”

“I don’t know,” I said doubtfully, trying to play the situation out in my head, but I couldn’t see it leading anywhere other than disaster. Jason was a stubborn individual. He was arrogant and obnoxious, and he hated being confused. Trying to help him with his math homework when he was younger used to drive me crazy. He never wanted to listen and always thought how the math problems were written was the reason he didn’t understand instead of his complete lack of interest in learning. “Jason can be difficult.”

“Then why don’t I invite him and make him think he’s going to dinner with just me?”

I shook my head, thinking that Michael’s plan was never going to work, but we had to try something. I couldn’t keep living in fear that Jason was going to tell our parents, and it wasn’t fair to Michael that I kept him waiting after he’d been so good to me.

“Fine,” I said. “We can try your plan.”

“He’ll come around, August. We have to believe he will.”

“I want to, but it’s hard.”

Michael made a sound of agreement. “Where do you think we should get dinner? The Painted Plate?”

“Do you really want to risk ruining that restaurant for us?”

“Your brother loves you, August. I doubt it’ll be as bad as you think. He just doesn’t know what to think or how to process what’s happening, so we have to show him that there’s nothing to fear.”

I didn’t want my memories of The Painted Plate to be tarnished, but at least they had strong margaritas to drown my sorrows in case everything went sideways, so I agreed. Michael got off the phone so that he could text Jason about dinner, and he called me back within an hour to tell me that we had a date set up with my brother, only my brother didn’t know that I would be there too.

I was terrified.


CHAPTER 10

I was waiting at the bar for Jason to arrive. We worried he would turn around and walk out if he saw me sitting at the table with Michael, so I kept my back turned toward the front door and nursed a margarita. When Jason finally arrived, I didn’t even have to turn around to know that he was there. He was talking on the phone, presumably to one of the many women he had in his life, yapping about how he was meeting a friend for a drink and then he would be over to their place.

“Michael,” I heard Jason say loudly enough to fill the room, but I was close enough to hear them regardless. “How are you doing?” he asked Michael. I saw them embrace each other through the corner of my eye. Was it just me, or was Jason not pissed off? I thought he would have come in hot after the fight they had at my place, but it was like they were just old friends grabbing a drink together.

“Good. Good. You?”

Jason sighed. “You know.”

“No, I don’t. Why don’t you elaborate?” asked Michael.

I was supposed to join them as soon as Jason sat down, but I wanted to hear what he had to say before I revealed myself.

“My brother won’t answer my calls. I just want to talk to him and understand what’s going on. Seeing him like that was shocking to say the least, and I really need to apologize for how I reacted, but he won’t answer any of my calls, and I don’t want to send him a text apology. That feels lame.”

I touched a hand to my chest when I heard what Jason said. The fact that he hadn’t run to our parents to tell them about me showed me how much he cared, and I couldn’t blame him for being freaked out when he saw the lingerie or when he saw me dressed up as a girl. We were taught to judge people who didn’t meet our parents’ moral standards, which were questionable at best. My father loved my mother, but everyone knew he could be condescending.

Michael smiled at me when I glanced in their direction. I picked up my margarita and walked over to the table where they were sitting. “I accept your apology,” I said to Jason and sat in the chair next to him. “Sorry for not answering your calls, but I wasn’t ready to talk.”

“August!” Jason hollered and threw his arms around me. He pulled back after a moment to hold me by my shoulders. “How are you doing? Please tell me you haven’t gone off the deep end.”

“I haven’t,” I said with a laugh. “I promise.”

“Good,” Jason said and hugged me again. He held me more tightly the second time, to the point it felt like he was going to make me explode, so I laughed and pulled away from him. “You don’t know how sorry I am for reacting how I did.”

“It’s okay,” I assured him. “Thank you for not telling mom and dad.”

“You can tell them when you’re ready if that’s what you want to do. I honestly don’t care. Do you know how many things I’ve done without telling them?” Jason asked with a laugh. “We all deserve to have a secret or two.”

“Thank you, Jason.”

“So, why aren’t you dressed up?”

“Oh, so now you’re hassling me?”

Jason threw up his hands. “Hey, I’m just trying to ask a question. If I’m being honest, I thought you looked pretty good in that outfit you had on.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Jason said with a nod. “I definitely wasn’t expecting to see my brother dressed up as a girl, but if that’s what you want to do, more power to you.”

“I never would have been able to become Lauren if it weren’t for Michael,” I said. Jason and I turned our attention toward Michael, who sat on the opposite side of the table with reddening cheeks. “I was only trying to make you happy!”

“You did make me happy,” I assured him and reached my hand across the table to touch his. “I hope you don’t mind us being together, Jason.”

“Not at all! It took me a couple days to wrap my head around everything, but I would much rather have you guys in my life than not, so I’m on board! Sign me up for the Michael and August train! Choo choo!”

Michael and I laughed, and Jason laughed with us. Then we started talking about everything else in life except for the drama we’d been going through this fall. Michael and Jason had their friendship back, and I had my brother back. Jason had his flaws, but so did the rest of us, and I would rather have a flawed brother than none at all.

“Cheers,” we all said together when the second round of margaritas arrived. We took sips of our drinks and enjoyed some delicious fusion Mexican food.

“That went much better than expected,” Michael said to me as we were walking back to his car an hour later. “It seems your brother is on our team now.”

“It’s almost hard to believe.”

“Believe it, baby. You and me, we’re built to last.”

“Mmm, I hope so,” I purred and threw my arms around the back of Michael’s neck as he leaned forward to kiss me.


CHAPTER 11

Six Months Later

I was wearing a short pleated pink skirt, white stockings, a white garter belt, and a silky, lacy white camisole that was tight around my fake tits. I also had on white stilettos and my brunette wig with straight hair that hung past my boobs. The one thing I wasn’t wearing was underwear, but that was how Michael left me. He picked out the outfit and had me do my makeup before locking me onto a sex bench we bought a few weeks ago. I still went to work as August, but I was almost always Lauren when I was at home with Michael, and I’d become quite the naughty little slut.

I had no idea how much time had passed since he fasted the straps that locked me to this bench, but every second I waited for him to return to give me that big, beautiful dick of his felt like an eternity. I squeezed and released my ass, wishing that he were already sliding around inside of me, but I would be ready for him when he arrived. Sometimes he liked to torture me by walking around naked. I hoped today wasn’t one of those days since I was desperately horny. My cock kept going from soft to hard and had leaked a puddle of precum onto the floor beneath me. I had no way to touch myself, but Michael had learned my body and normally made me cum just from fucking me.

There was no telling how long had passed when Michael finally walked through the door, but I didn’t dare make a noise. The less of a fuss I made, the quicker he was to fuck me, but there were never any guarantees with him. If my horniness wasn’t enough, the smell of Middle Eastern food began to fill the air.

“How are you doing in here?” Michael asked me when he stepped into the guest bedroom that we’d turned into our fun room. It was also my office, but I had to go to the kitchen if I needed to make a video call. There were far too many erotic objects on display in the second bedroom slash playroom. “Did you miss me?” Michael asked as he reached his hand up my skirt, moving his finger between the split of my ass cheeks.

“I always miss you when you’re gone.”

“Mmm, me too. I love you so much, Lauren.”

“I love you too, Michael.”

“Would you ever trust anyone else to tie you up like this?”

“No,” I said with a shake of my head. “You know this is only for you. Nobody else gets to see this side of me.”

“Good,” Michael purred. “Can you wait here while I take a shower?”

“Do whatever you need,” I said.

“You’re such a good, pet, Lauren,” Michael said as he reached between my legs to wrap his hand around my cock, making me gasp loudly. He pumped it in his hand for several moments before letting go and stepping away. He dropped my skirt back into place and left the room, leaving me waiting yet again, but I would wait for him as long as it took. He wouldn’t be able to resist the call of my bussy forever.

I dropped my head back into the little hole as I waited, listening intently to the sound of falling water coming from the bathroom, eager for him to return to claim what was his. My entire body tensed when the water stopped. I closed my eyes when I heard the bathroom door open, and then he walked into the bedroom. The first thing I saw when I opened my eyes were his feet beneath me. I lifted my head and was greeted by his erect cock.

“I thought you could give it a kiss first.”

“Yes,” I said as my own cock throbbed. This was the moment I’d been waiting for ever since I got dressed and let Michael lock me onto this bench. I parted my lips, and he slid his cock into my mouth, pushing it all the way to the back of my throat to make me choke on it.

“Fuck, Lauren. Your mouth feels so good.”

I moaned on his cock as he held me by the wig and fucked my mouth. I loved how he used my body for his pleasure. Making him feel good brought me immense joy, and I hoped that I could keep doing so for the rest of our lives. I never knew love could feel so intense and powerful, but it was like the world stopped moving when Michael and I were together, especially when we were making love.

I gasped when Michael finally pulled out of my mouth. I glanced up at him through hooded eyes, still unable to move since the straps had me firmly in place, but I didn’t want to go anywhere until Michael filled me with his load. Sometimes he came in my mouth, but most often he came in my bussy, and today was one of those days.

He went around to my backside and flipped up my short pink skirt. He smacked my ass. “Tell me you want this dick, girl.”

“I need your dick, Michael!”

“Fuck yeah you do,” he said and pushed his tip against my hole. He popped open a bottle of lube to lather his cock and my hole before sliding into me. I screamed out when his cock stretched my ring, but having him inside of me felt so right. “Yes, Lauren! Squeeze that ass around my dick!”

I pushed on his dick with my ass, which made him groan and moan and grip my cheeks. My cock rocked back and forth as he pumped his hips, but I couldn’t do anything to touch it, which only made the entire experience that much more intense. I cursed and moaned as he fucked me hard. His cock was hitting my spot with each of his thrusts, and it felt so fucking good.

“Yes! Right there, Michael!”

“You gonna cum for me, girl?”

“Yes!” I screamed, feeling my balls tighten a little more each time he went deep. “It feels so fucking good!”

Michael groaned and pounded my ass hard, using every inch of his cock to fuck me silly, but I would never tell him to stop. I would take his dick whenever and wherever he wanted me to have it. My ass was his. I kept pushing on his cock with my hole, knowing how much he loved the gentle massage of my walls, and it wasn’t long before those familiar pants were falling from his lips.

“I’m going to fill this naughty little bussy of yours.”

“Fill me up, Michael!”

Michael pushed his cock deep and unloaded. I felt every string of cum shooting from his tip as he held his dick against my spot, and the sensations were enough to send me over the edge. I cursed as cum started falling from my cock to the floor. Michael moaned loudly as my ass squeezed and released around his cock, milking his dick for all it was worth. He staggered backwards when he couldn’t stand the pleasure for another second.

“Damn, girl. I love when you cum like that. It’s so fucking hot.”

“Your dick always hits the spot,” I said and winked as I looked over my shoulder at him.

“I could stare at you like that all day.”

“You’re free to take a picture.”

“Good idea,” Michael said and grabbed his phone from where he left it to take a picture of me on my hands and knees with my gaping hole on full display, but I trusted him with the pictures. I trusted Michael with my life. I never would have gotten to this point if it weren’t for his courage and confidence. We never would have begun this loving relationship if it weren’t for him. I was worried when we first got together, but now I didn’t have a worry in the world. I trusted Michael completely. He came over to loosen the straps after taking his pictures. I fell into his arms and kissed him once I was finally free.

“Can we eat now?” I asked in a soft voice.

“Of course we can, babe,” Michael said and lifted me into his arms to carry me downstairs. I didn’t bother changing out of my short skirt and stockings. I didn’t even take off the white heels. I loved being dressed like this when we hung out, so that was exactly how I stayed for the rest of the night.
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