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Lance’s wife is on her deathbed. She has been putting up a good fight, but the situation is hopeless, and Lance feels powerless. He can’t let her memory slip away and move on with his life without her. Yet, all he can do is watch her slowly fade away. What good is all his money, if it can’t give him a little more time with her? He’s searching for answers as to what to do with his life now and having a hard time finding them.

However, he is finding a lot of distractions from his search. His officemate Timothy suggests trying to get back into the single mix before Lance fades away along with his wife. Lance doesn’t want to cheat on his wife, though. Thus, Timothy suggests gender bending as a way to get back out there without officially cheating. According to him, it doesn’t really count. Well, that’s what young people say these days, but in Lance’s day that was still cheating. Besides, he isn’t into that gender stuff. Granted, these days a real man like Lance can’t tell the boys from the girls.

Speaking of which, Lance’s son-in-law is home from art school and his presence is only making it harder to even think about getting back into the dating scene. Worse, his son-in-law has brought along with him one of those goth art chicks. This art chick is hot to score with his son-in-law, but his son isn’t so comfortable around women. He’s sort of a bit … Well.

Things in his life get complicated when Lance finally takes up Timothy’s advice and gets back into the swing of things just as this art chick decides to take her sexual frustration out on Lance. All of which starts giving Lance ideas that his future isn’t doomed. There just might be life left in him. Lance starts working out that maybe he can’t have his wife anymore, but he can help his son work out his own problems. Yeah, working them out might solve his problems at the same time. Perhaps in that way, they’re all about to be satisfied. Maybe Timothy was right after all. Oh, but none of that can happen until after her funeral.


Chapter 1

The rainfall pitter-pattered upon Lance’s car roof. He watched the drops roll down his windshield as he strummed his fingers over the steering wheel. His girlfriend Kay was late. She was always late. A guy could grow old waiting on a woman like Kay. She knew he’d wait until hell froze over for her, so she had no reason to hurry. You could claim that was wild over-self-confidence on her part, but it wasn’t. Lance was eighteen and like any young man he was filled with hormones, and she knew it. She knew that he’d do anything for her if it meant the chance that she might do anything sexual with him. He would too. He didn’t even lie to himself that he wouldn’t. A woman like Kay was worth it.

The gym door opened, and three cheerleaders strolled out into the rain. They all wore their little outfits even after practice, so what the fuck took them so long in the locker room after practice? Whatever it was, it must be the same thing they did in the bathroom together during a date. It was secret girl stuff that they did together that Lance could only speculate about. He didn’t really care one way or the other. He was relieved that Kay was finally here. There is only so much calculus homework a man can pretend to be concerned about doing while waiting on his girl.

The three girls were all touchy-feely with each other as they said their goodbyes. If guys did that with each other, then you’d think they were all funny. Girls, though, got away with that stuff. Not that Lance was jealous of their ability to do that. He was not into hugging and slapping ass with his buddies. Still, Lance liked to watch them air kiss and pat each other goodbye. That is the odd thing about sex, lesbian stuff was on straight websites and gay stuff was hidden away in special websites. Clearly even straight guys like Lance didn’t mind seeing women grab ass. The girl pack split up and the three cheerleaders hopped into separate cars. One by one they drove off. Lance, though, was still stuck here. Half the squad was gone and still no sign of his Kay.

A knock came on his driver's side window. Lance had been so busy ogling the three cheerleaders that he lost track of who was coming out of the locker room door. He turned to see Judy outside his car standing in the rain. Judy was a cheerleader too, but she was not like the others. She was always dressed a touch too Tomboyish for Lance’s taste when she was out of uniform. Judy was Kay’s best friend even if they were exact opposites personality-wise. Judy was a redhead with a boy cut, Kay had long blond hair like a swimsuit model. Judy had freckles all over her face, while Kay’s skin was flawless. While there was something untouchable about Kay, because she was almost too perfect, too pretty. Judy was completely down to Earth. He could say anything to her. It was like talking with another guy. She swore, talked smack, and everything. She was almost too approachable in that way. The personality difference was, of course, why Kay had Lance wrapped around her little finger, while Lance had never even given Judy a first romantic thought. Shit, Judy was more one of the boys than some of his other guy friends were.

Lance rolled down his window. He asked her, “Can I help you, Judy?”

Judy fondled his passenger door handle. She replied, “I was going to walk home, but it is raining; can I catch a ride?”

The last thing Lance wanted was for Judy to flag a ride from him. When you are hoping to get on any base tonight with your best girl a third wheel isn’t welcome.

Lance asked, while hoping the answer was no, “And you want a ride home?”

“Fuck yeah, please Lance.”

Great, just what Lance didn’t want, a third wheel in his car. Lance was planning on using the rain as an excuse to get in a heavy petting session with Kay. A third person in the car was going to squelch all that for certain. 

“If Kay doesn’t mind, then I don’t,” he lied. There was no use pissing off your girlfriend’s best friend. It was really raining as well and making Judy walk home in the rain, so you can grab a little ass, wasn’t really a guy thing. Guys were like noble and shit. A real man was anyway. A dick would ditch Judy in a second, but dicks don’t make out long-term. Yeah, a real man is all knight in shining armor and shit.

She said, “Kay’s not coming with us.”

“What?”

“She’s staying late with Coach Jay. They have important prep rally planning to do.”

“That’s three times in two weeks she had me wait out here for nothing. Shit, it’s like he’s fucking her or something. She’s not fucking him, is she?”

Judy replied, “Jeepers Lance, Kay would box your fucking ears if she knew you swore like that.”

“That’s not a no, though?”

“Open your door and let me come in out of the rain, you jealous asshole!”

Lance laughed. That was Judy for you. Yup, she swore at you like she was one of the guys. Here Lance was so worried Kay was spreading her legs for a pot-bellied football coach, that he had forgotten about poor Judy being stuck in the rain. He reached over and popped the lock to the backseat door. She climbed aboard.

“Home,” she ordered Lance.

Lance started up the car and pulled out of the parking lot. He was relieved in a way. At least he wasn’t waiting anymore. She opened up her soaked school jacket and then tossed it on the backseat. She asked, “Do you have any dry clothes?”

“I should have a duffel bag back there with my school workout stuff. You’re welcome to it so long as you don’t mind smelling like a man.”

She sighed. She said, “That is probably the only way I’m going to end up smelling like one.”

“What do you mean? You’re still dating Craig, right?”

She unzipped the duffel bag. She pulled out an old gym shirt and smelled it. She made a face. Then she replied, “I guess, but so what? He’s completely gay.”

“What do you mean that he’s completely gay?”

Judy explained, “I mean, he showers regularly, lifts the toilet seat up, is well groomed, and dresses in the latest fashion.”

“None of that makes a man gay, Judy,” corrected Lance.

“Oh, and he sucks other guys’ cocks. I probably missed that one. Hard to do that and remain straight.”

“Come on, you’re lying to me. Craig does not . . .”

“Do you know gay? No, you do not. The last three guys I’ve dated ended up being total fags. I don’t get it, I’m like a beard target. I know gay, I have lived gay.” Lance started laughing. She scolded him, “Stop fucking laughing. I am serious and shit.”

Lance said, “That can’t be right. Craig is a varsity letterman. I mean he plays baseball.”

“Trust me, Lance, when you kiss your man and his breath smells like stale semen, you kind of know why that is. Trust me on that. Craig is a total one of those. Not that I don’t love him, it is just not meant to be. It is the story of my short and tragic dating life,” Judy explained.

She pulled her wet top off. Lance caught sight of it in the rearview mirror. Obviously he wasn’t meant to be looking. He was meant to have his eyes on the road. Only vehicular safety and bare boobs don’t mix. Which is another way to say that she wasn’t wearing a bra. There she was in Lance’s back seat bare-chested. He stared at her in the rearview mirror. She had perky eighteen-year-old teenage breasts. They weren’t huge like Kay’s, but Lance never got to see Kay’s in all their glory. The best he got to do was pet them through a sweater while she jerked him. There in his backseat was Judy’s damp tits displayed to the world in all their glory. Judy was on the cheerleading squad too. She was a backbencher, but she had an athlete’s body. He never really appreciated how fit she was until now. He studied her toned flat stomach in the mirror. She wasn’t in Kay’s class of beautiful, but she was hot in her own way. Damn, why hadn’t he or anyone else appreciated that fact before? Was it because she swore like a guy, dressed a touch too much like a Tomboy, had that boy haircut, and had those freckles? Did that stuff really matter to a man? Maybe, but suddenly that shit didn’t matter at all because he noticed her now. She probably thought he couldn’t see her. He was supposed to be driving. He couldn’t stop watching her with his rearview mirror to the point that he nearly ran a stop sign. He slammed on the brakes at the last second. He was a little panicked over it.

Judy teased, “Come on Lance, watch where the fuck you’re going.”

She tugged his sweaty shirt on and the fantastic view was over. Lance thought about the situation. Something just happened here. Judy and him were both Kay’s friends and because of it, he’d seen a lot of her lately. He had seen so much of her lately that he’d grown comfortable with her as a friend. He had forgotten to notice her as a potential dating partner. Maybe she felt that way too. Perhaps, that’s why she felt comfortable changing in his backseat. Yeah, maybe she liked him. Maybe she wanted him to watch her. It didn’t matter, you don’t do it, you don’t fuck your girlfriend’s best friend, right? A noble night would never do that. Although Lancelot did bang King Arthur’s babe. Maybe being a noble knight had certain rules that could be broken.

His dick agreed with this point of view. His pocket wood was uncomfortably poking into his blue jeans. It had liked what he had just seen. That was stupid thinking, though. His cock didn’t have a mind of its own. If his cock was interested, it was because he was interested. He shifted in his seat. He had asked for pussy from Kay plenty of times and all he had ever gotten was a handjob. Why shouldn’t he ask Judy for some? What had Kay really done to prevent it?

“The accelerator is on the right,” said Judy.

“Huh?”

“It’s a stop sign, not a parking sign, dickhead. Let’s go, go, go!” she ordered.

She was right. He was taking too long at this stop sign. Did she know why? He replied, “Take your shirt off again.”

“What?”

“I want to see your beautiful bare chest again.”

Judy put her hand over her mouth. She replied, “I didn’t realize you saw me change the first time, you perv.”

Lance tapped his rearview mirror. He said, “I’m a very safe driver. I think you wanted me to watch.”

Her eyes met his in the rearview mirror. Her hair was matted from the rain, her eyeliner was running down her cheeks, she was wearing his shirt, and those damn freckles barked out at him. It didn’t matter, she looked hot no matter how much in disarray she was. Oh God, she was cute. Cute in many ways was deadlier for a man’s heart than brazen beauty. Beauty was scary, but cute was so cuddly and friendly. Suddenly, his whole perspective on Judy had changed. He wanted her like he had never wanted Kay.

She pulled his shirt off. At that moment he knew that she clearly wanted him too. “Like what you see?” she asked. Fear struck Lance. Cute suddenly got a touch scary because he was dating Kay and he wanted Judy. He wanted to score with her, but now so close to his first time, there was a novice fear about doing it. Lance nodded his head. He liked what he saw. Judy continued, “Your dating Kay and I’m dating a fag, so even if I dug you and you dug me, we’re sort of fucked. Our relationship is over before it begins.”

“I could break up with Kay,” suggested Lance.

“But you won’t. She is so, and I am not so, and so I know how this will end up.”

A horn honked behind them. Lance put the car in gear. He said, “I know a place where no one would know how it ends up.”

“I’m a virgin, just so you know,” replied Kay.

“Me too.”

“Are guys supposed to admit that?”

“I know a place.”

“If you’re still a virgin, how come you know a place?”

“I’ve taken Kay there a bunch of times, but all she does is tug. Judy, we could …”

“Okay.”

“Are you sure?” asked Lance.

“Stop asking. Funny thing, I’ve wanted you for a while, but you were hooked on Kay. Kay is so ….”

“She’s too so, maybe.”

“Poor Lance, his hot chick won’t put out, so you’ll fuck her ugly friend, huh?”

“You’re not ugly, you just don’t try too hard to show off that fact. I never really got that about you until now. You’re not ugly at all.”

She blushed. She asked, “How far is this place?”

“Not too far.”

“For all this talk, you better screw me hard when we get there, motherfucker.”

That was Judy for you. She looked a touch like a guy, but she was all woman underneath. Lance wanted her to make a man out of him and she was eager to try. It was going to rain all night, inside and outside the car.


Chapter 2

There was no doubt about it that to the young mind with only the future ahead of it, the local cemetery was a creepy place. In the dark during a raging rainstorm, it was guaranteed to also be a completely deserted place. Thus, it was generally a quiet spot if you were hoping to spend a little quality time with a chick without forking out money for a hotel room.

Lance turned the engine off and checked his face in the rearview mirror. He looked irresistible in his own opinion. He hoped Judy agreed. Lance climbed over the front seats and into the backseat of his car. 

“I told you I knew a spot," he said to her with a wink.

“Wow, some romantic spot you found, we’re surrounded by dead people. It’s so putting me in the mood, Lance.”

“Get off it, we all know you chicks drag us to horror movies just to have us hold you during the scary parts. This place is so totally romantic.”

“What you know about women cannot be measured,” she replied.

“Don’t worry, I’ll provide the romance part personally and then you’ll know how I measure.”

He held the little plastic bag in his hot hands in triumph. He fumbled it around in his fingers as he tried to open it. Try as he might, he just couldn’t open it gracefully.

Judy sighed and lamented, “I suppose this place will have to do.” She looked over to see him trying to open the condom and asked, “Are we going to, you know, or are you going to eat that cracker?”

“It’s not a cracker, it’s a condom,” explained Lance.

“Duh,” she replied.

“No jokes, I’m a bit nervous,” he confessed.

She patted him on the top of the head. She praised him, “I guess that’s good thinking on your part.’

Lance gave up opening it by hand because his hands were shaking from nerves. He bit into it. He tore the plastic. The rubber spilled out onto the car’s floor mat. “Shit, I dropped it,” exclaimed Lance. He picked it up. It came pre-lubed for her pleasure. Bits of fluff were now sticking to it because of the lube. He tried cleaning it off by rubbing it on his pants.

She giggled. “A great pair of romantics, we are,” said Judy.

“Hold on, I think I can clean it.”

Judy unzipped her wet denim pants and shimmied them down. She had on Pink Power Ranger cotton panties on. Lance stopped playing with the condom. He said, “Really?”

“Yeah really, what guy doesn’t want the Pink Power Ranger?”

Lance nodded his head and replied, “Good point.”

“How’s the condom coming?”

“It’s totally fucked I’m afraid. I only had the one too. I guess I suck at this.”

Judy leaned back on the backseat. She said, “Fuck, the condom then. Just do me.”

“But …”

“You’ll pull out when you’re close, right? It’s easy to do,” she explained.

Lance replied, “Right, that should be easy for me to do.” Neither of them sounded very convincing to the other, but neither also cared. He unzipped his pants. He started to fold them.

She said, “You’re a very neat fellow for a guy with a hot, horny, mostly naked girl in his backseat.”

He looked at his pants and laughed. She was right. What the fuck was he doing? He tossed them aside and climbed on top of her. They kissed lip to lip. He then kissed her neck, her ear, her cheek, and finally her nose. He was nibbling on her while his hands explored her.  One hand was grabbing ass while the other played with a nipple. She had run her hands up his shirt. She was toying with his chest hair. Occasionally, she landed her own kiss randomly around his face.

Finally, he worked up the nerve to go for it. He moved his hand off her ass. He placed it between her legs. Her panties were soaking. That could just be from the rain, though.

He said, “Your underwear is all wet from the rain.”

“I don’t think that's why they’re wet.”

“Oh, should we … Ah.”

“Are you hard or do you need me to suck it first?”

“No! I mean, I’m so hard already that I might pop if you touch it at all.”

Judy said, “Then let’s just try it out.”

He sat up. He pulled his jockey shorts down. Judy tugged her pink panties down. Lance stared at her honey pot. She was covered in red downy fluff. His heart was racing, but not from excitement. He was so nervous, and he didn’t want her to know how nervous he was. He closed his eyes and fumbled his penis through her red forest of hair until he found her wet spot.

“Not your arm, use your cock,” she ordered.

“It is my cock.”

“My, that’s a big one. I wasn’t planning on it being so big.”

He fumbled around a little more. He hit it, and then pressed in deep. He felt a sense of relief. He was scoring.

“It’s not in,” said Judy.

“Oh, it is in.”

“Trust me, a woman knows.”

“Well, where is it then?”

She sighed. She said, “Here let me give you a better angle of attack.” Judy raised her legs up. She tucked them under her arms. She said, “All those gymnastic classes as a kid are finally paying off.”

“Oh, it isn’t in,” he said, feeling a little ashamed.

“I know, but you’ll get it in there.”

Lance could see her fluffy cookie. Obviously, his dick wasn’t in. He tried to insert it now. He couldn’t get it in. He pressed his hand on it. It opened slightly. He then eased down on it. He went inside her. Oh yeah, it felt much different than before. She was tight, but her box was also slick and hot. She winced. He asked, “Are you okay?”

“Move it around a little,” she ordered.

He rocked his hips in and out. He took a minute, but he started to get the groove of it. Then he started pumping her.

“In and out does nothing for me. Roll your hips a little. I want you to grind on me,” she ordered.

“Like this?” he asked.

“Hmm … Yeah, like that,” she replied.

Lance rolled his hips as he slid his dick in and out. This was easier than he thought, once he got it in her. He was hoping she’d climax soon. Not that he wanted the moment to end, but he knew it would end soon enough for him. His teenage dick couldn’t bear too much stimulation. Then it happened before he wanted it too. He popped. He felt a surge of flow ooze into her fresh wet hole. He pumped four or five times and then it was over.

He had done it. He relaxed, enjoying the moment. A second ago he was a boy, now he is a man. Then the realization of the moment hit him. He pulled out suddenly. He exclaimed, “Oh shit, I came.”

“When?” she asked.

“Just now. Didn't you feel it?"

She looked around the seat. She asked, “I didn't land on me. Where is it?”

“In you.”

She batted him in the head. “You stupid motherfucker, you were supposed to pull out!”

“It’s not that easy. It sort of just popped on me.”

“Well, I haven’t popped yet.” Judy sat up. She reached and grabbed Lance’s hand. She pressed it between her legs.

“What are you doing?” asked Lance.

“Shut up and let me guide your fingers to my sweet spot.”

“But the cum in your …”

“I’m on the pill, duh. Now shut up, I want to climax too. You stop struggling and let me guide your fingers. There you go, relax. Do you feel it? Right there, that’s my magic button. Just press right there and I’ll do the rest.”

Judy started grinding her hips on Lance’s middle finger. He felt a bit uncomfortable. He started to feel his taint oozing out of her and onto his hand as she ground. He couldn’t pull his hand away. It was common courtesy to finish off your lover. After a minute the weirdness faded. He was getting into it again. He wanted her to pop as much as she did. When it came it was a bit disappointing. There was no gushing or fireworks. Judy simply made a brief groan and that was that.

“You can take your finger out now,” said Judy.

“Right,” replied Lance. He pulled his hand back. He sniffed his fingers. Then he gazed over her naked body again. She opened the door and stepped out into the rain. She let the cold downpour cleanse her spent form. All Lance could do was watch her naked body as the rain flowed over her. He couldn’t believe what they just did. Oddly, he was sort of in the mood to do it all over again. It was not to be, though. 

Judy climbed back inside and said, “I’m late.”

Lance replied, “I thought you said you were on the pill.”

“For dinner, you idiot,” she replied, hitting him on the head.

“Oh, right.” He reached for his pants. The moment was over. He had to see her again. He knew that much. But there was the complication of Kay. He had to break up with her. It wouldn’t be easy to tell her that he wanted to date her best friend. It wouldn’t be easy at all.


Chapter 3

Lance looked into Judy’s lifeless emerald, green eyes. That affair in the backseat at the cemetery seemed like forever ago. Judy was laid out today in a hospital bed the same way as she had been for months. She was only forty but looked aged well beyond those years now. Her radiant freckles on her face had faded at last. Her skin was pale white and pasty now. The heart rate monitor and breathing tube hummed and beeped in the background informing Lance she was still alive, if just barely. Not alive in any real sense, she just wasn’t dead. It was now twenty-two years since that first fuck in the backseat of Lance’s car. He’d give anything to go back in time to relive that day, but there was nothing he could give to get that day back. Nothing. The past was the past. It was gone. All he had was the shitty present. Judy was dying and he was barely holding it together.

He should have asked her to marry him right then and there in the backseat of his car. But they were both eighteen and thus, time seemed to unfold endlessly in front of them at that age. They were dating other people at the time. Somehow despite the magic moment in the backseat during that ride home, he ended up dating Kay all through the rest of senior year. Worse, Judy kept seeing Craig even with his shortcomings. Then came college, at least for Lance. Lance went off to the East Coast. He rarely came back home during those school years. After college, Lance went to Wall Street to be a stockbroker. He made a killing. Having money in the big city meant pussy flowed into his life like rain. He had plenty of women come and go during his twenties. They were all young, beautiful, and unsatisfying ornaments, so he never bothered to marry one of them.

No, he didn’t see his Judy again until their fifteenth high school reunion. She’d ended up marrying and divorcing Craig. They had one child together before Craig had run off with his hairdresser, it was a male hairdresser of course. Judy had been right about Craig the whole time. Judy and he were both thirty-three then. She was a touch fatter, had stretch marks from having the kid, and she still dressed like she didn’t care a lick about fashion. Lance was dressed for success and at the time was dating a nineteen-year-old underwear model that might have been able to spell cat if you spotted her a C and an A. Then again, she probably couldn’t even then. He couldn’t remember her name anymore. He didn’t care that he couldn’t either.

He laughed. They were so different and yet, Lance took one look at Judy at the reunion dance and remembered his first time. He remembered that backseat romp. He immediately asked her into the parking lot to relive old times. Funny enough, she said yes and off they went. He never fucked another model after that high school reunion. Indeed, he never fucked anyone else ever again but Judy.

She moved in with him one month later. She married him three months after that. There were grand plans about having kids, dogs, and vacations at Disneyland at the time, but none of that shit ever happened for them.

The cancer was discovered six months after they tied the knot. It was breast cancer and for a time she seemed to fight it off. But it came back over and over again. Drugs had held it at bay for seven long years now, but eventually they all lost their effectiveness. The last one stopped working four months ago. She’d been in hospice the past three months. There was no hope of recovery. Every month the doctors told him she had less than a month left to live. She had defied the odds so far, but not in a way anyone would appreciate. Nah, it was just machines keeping parts of her alive. It was an awful existence. All Lance’s money could do was keep her comfortable until it happened. All he did these days was wait by her side knowing it would happen.

He kicked the antiseptic tile floor under his feet. You fucked up, Lance. You should have married her at eighteen. Every minute in life had counted more than you had appreciated, and you missed fifteen more great years with Judy that you could have had. And for what? There was no good answer. Maybe had she married her earlier he wouldn’t be as successful in business, but was that any comfort now? No, not really. There was also the awful fact that her son should have been his son. He wasn’t, though. He was Craig’s son. Not that Craig had anything to do with the lad. He sent a perfume-smelling greeting card at Christmas and birthdays, but that was about it.

Lance thought of Matt. Matt and him never saw eye to eye about things. Matt was too old at the time of the marriage to see Lance as his real father. Worse, he took after Craig in habits. Matt was a bit of a … Well, Lance suspected at least Matt was loosey-goosey to use a gentle term. Not that it mattered one way or another, but it mattered to Matt. Maybe he didn’t want Lance to know the truth. Maybe. Matt was technically out of town attending college now. Well, art school to use the correct term. It was only technically, because he’d been back home living with Lance, though, the last few months. Matt was waiting it out, the same as Lance. They rarely spoke to each other, though. Lance thought about Matt often these days. All of that was due to Judy.

She hadn’t said a word for two months. She’d fallen that ill that she spent all her existence in a permanent coma-state. Her last words to Lance before losing her ability to talk were, “help Matt.” He didn’t know why she had said that to him back then and he still didn’t understand those words. Help him with what? Lance paid for his art school already. Matt got a generous allowance too. If he needed more from Lance, Matt never said so. What had she meant? He looked at her decaying body in the bed. She wasn’t going to tell him now. Maybe he’d know it when he saw it. He’d been waiting and watching, but nothing so far obvious struck him. He was a shitty parent. There was no doubt about it in his mind. He hadn’t been able to bridge the gap with Matt and now it wouldn’t happen. After the funeral the two of them would drift apart. It would break Judy’s heart to know that, but she wouldn’t be there to see it. Still, Lance felt guilty about it. Yeah, he felt guilty about something that hadn’t even happened yet.

The hospice room door opened. A nurse came in. She noted Judy’s vitals and marked a sheet at the foot of the bed.

“How’s she doing today?” asked Lance.

“Same,” replied the nurse without emotion. She turned and left.

Lance didn’t hold anything against the nurse. She probably saw them come and go enough to know not to get too attached to a patient. They didn’t last long once they got in here. The next stop was oblivion. That was Judy’s fate. Everyone knew that. What no one knew was what was his fate? What would he do without her?

The door opened again. Matt came in. Matt had an art school short wave cut and dyed his hair black. He wore black eyeliner which made Lance uncomfortable. Matt’s clothes were drab and sloppy. He waved a slight hello. He muttered, “Hey, Lance.”

“Hey,” replied Lance.

Matt said, “How is she … Ah … Doing.”

“Same,” replied Lance.

“Oh, right. I thought you’d be home by now. You weren't so I came by. I thought maybe …"

“Not today. I was just leaving.”

“Good. I mean … Good.”

That was as deep a conservation as they usually had with each other. Lance gave Judy one last glance. How could he help Matt when they couldn’t even properly speak with each other? Lance turned to leave.

Matt called out, “Lance!”

Lance turned to him. He asked, “Yes?”

“Nothing … Well, I got a favor to ask … For mom. I invited a friend over to stay. You know … Stay. For moral support in these times. I’m feeling … Feeling, you know. I thought it might help.”

Lance shrugged. He replied, “Okay.”

“But …  You see, she’s a girl.”

“You’re an adult, I don’t see a problem.”

Matt nodded. “Right, no problems. No problems at all. I like girls. A lot.”

“You sound like you’re not sure about it.”

He gave a nervous giggle. “Sure, I’m sure. Maybe. It is just . . . Stuff.”

“Stuff, it does tend to make things difficult,” assured Lance.

Matt fell silent on that remark. Lance checked the clock. It was time to head home. He kissed Judy on the forehead. She didn’t respond. He left. She’d be alone all night after Matt left. He felt guilty about it, but it was silly. She didn’t even know where she was anymore. Fucking cancer. Lance hated it more than anything.

Matt’s manner bugged him. Damn, there was a problem. No one replied like that unless there was a problem. Okay Lance, what was the problem? He couldn’t think of any. If Matt was getting his rope pulled by an art school chick, more power to him. It had been a long time since Lance had made love to anyone. He’d do anything to feel like he did when he and Judy were together, anything. If Matt was getting laid, he didn’t need any help at all. He just needed to relax about it. Maybe Judy was mistaken. Yet, there was a problem somewhere, somewhere, he could almost feel it. It was intangible, though. He could read the emotional curves of the markets, but not his own step-son’s emotions. He hoped this waiting would end soon. He hoped it would all start to get better after the funeral.


Chapter 4

Lance tossed his reading glasses across his desk in frustration. He’d been contemplating doing a currency exchange for three hours now. It didn’t take three hours to decide on a move like that. You read the market signs and did it or didn’t do it. It took a few minutes tops to read the signs. You do it like a hundred others did it after seeing the same correct signals in the market. He couldn’t focus on doing the obvious. He couldn’t do his fucking job. It was getting worse every day.

“What’s wrong?” asked Timothy. Lance gazed up to see Timothy’s beaming smile. Timothy was fresh to the company in the sense that he was only out of school for two years. He was hitting on good trades left and right. He was an up-and-comer in the company. More than that, he looked at Lance like he was a mentor. He was the son Lance never had. He reminded Lance of himself at that age. That included the stream of beautiful women passing through Timothy’s life.

Lance was surprised to see Timothy in his office. Not only because he didn’t hear him come in, but because Timothy was supposed to be on vacation this week.

“Are you back from vacation already?” asked Lance.

“No, I’m a hologram,” Timothy smirked. He picked up Lance’s glasses. He handed them back to Lance. He said, “Ease up, old man. You’re taking this shit too seriously. The best part of trading is win or lose; our client pays us our fee.”

Lance agreed, “You’re right. It’s not work bothering me, though. I’m a touch stressed out right now due to the situation at home. You know the story, so I won’t bore you with the details. Damn, I need to relax. I need a fucking vacation. That isn’t what I expect I’ll be getting until I get an ending. I keep thinking after the funeral I can stop reliving what might have been and move on with my life.”

“And?”

“And it feels selfish of me. Thus, no vacation for me. Humor me, though, by telling me about yours?”

Timothy took a Cuban cigar out of the box on Lance’s desk. He cut it. He lit it. He replied, “Smooth cigar, just like my vacation. I took a little trip to a swinger’s island with my current girlfriend. Fun times.”

“You did what?”

“Went to a swinger’s Island in the South Pacific.”

“She agreed to that?” asked Lance.

“She didn’t know until we landed. I like to surprise my significant others.”

“Your vacation doesn’t sound fun or stress-free to me.”

“Nah, she got in the mood really quick. Women these days are more fluid than the old days. People swing one way today, another way the next. There’s nothing to it. Us Generation Zers don’t have the hang-ups you had in your day.”

“What do you do on a swinger’s island,” asked Lance, afraid of the answer, and yet interested in what the younger generation thought was fun.

“You got a cock in your ass one minute, a face full of fluff the next. It’s no big thing for us.”

Lance coughed. He said, “Jeepers Timothy, too much information.”

“I told you it for a reason. Old man, I’m worried about you. This cancer thing is killing you along with Judy. You said it yourself; you need to relax. That’s where Timothy comes in. I’m the king of relaxation.”

“I don’t want your cock in my ass,” replied Lance.

Timothy sucked on his cigar. He exhaled. He said, “Shut up and listen to me. The most relaxing experience in the world to a man is an orgasm. The thing you can’t get right now is an orgasm. Your tiger-chi energy is building up inside. If you don’t release it soon, you’re going to blow.”

Lance waved him off. He added, “I’m not cheating on Judy. That is final. After her funeral ...”

“Might be too late for you.”

“It doesn’t matter, I’m married and that matters to me.”

Timothy waved him off. Timothy reached into his pocket. He tossed a business card on Lance’s desk. Lance had his number already. Timothy knew that. That meant something else was written on it. Curiosity got to Lance; he turned the card over. There was a phone number written there on the back in pink ink. A couple of heart shapes went along with that phone number.

Timothy explained, “Her name is Sally Q. She’s a transgender entertainer …”

“Entertainer,” interrupted Lance with an eyebrow raised.

“Escort, if you want to use another friendly term. She works nights out on Seventh Avenue. I see her when I’m in a serious relationship like now and don’t want to cheat. Don’t look at me like that. I’m loyal to my bitches. I’m a one-box guy myself when dating. Unless, you know, we’re swinging, but then the cheating is mutual.”

Lance sighed. He said, “How is fucking this Sally not cheating.”

“It’s common knowledge, a tranny doesn’t count.”

“And your girlfriend agrees with your view of things?”

“Well …”

“As I thought. Go smoke your cigar and make some trades.”

“Your cigar,” reminded Timothy. He blew out a cloud of smoke over Lance and started to leave. He paused at the door. He said, “Old man, your wife would understand. She’s dead already and we both know it. Hanging onto a memory doesn’t help anyone. Go relieve a little pressure. It won’t hurt anyone. Sally Q is the best piece of ass I ever had.”

“Then why don’t you marry her?”

“I don’t believe in gay marriage,” he replied, and then he left.

That was Timothy for you. He was probably joking about that last part. Probably. Lance didn’t want to be Timothy’s age again. Not in a million years. Those were wasted years for him. Years without real love, years he spent without his Judy. Still, there was something to what Timothy said. The pressure was mounting. She was basically dead already. She was not coming back from where she was. But it wouldn’t be long now. If he cheated, then he would be a failure. He shoved the card in his pocket. It wasn’t cheating according to Timothy. Somehow Lance doubted Sally Q thought the same way as Timothy. Transgender women counted the same as any other woman. He openly laughed. Of course, it was cheating. But who would know? He had never done that before. He never even thought of doing that. It was so unlike anything sexually he had ever done. But nah, he wouldn’t do it. Nah, not interested at all in that type of thing.


Chapter 5

He rode the elevator down to the parking garage. He climbed in his black Bentley. He put his black leather driving gloves on and started the car. He had every intention of driving home. There was an emptiness inside him. It was worse than before he re-hooked up with Judy. He had led an empty life in his twenties just like Timothy was doing now, but he was too young to appreciate the fact. Now the emptiness of those years without love were very likely coming back. Judy was going to die, and he would have no one. Hell, he had no one now. The emptiness was consuming him.

He circled the road aimlessly. He wasn’t driving home. He didn’t have that desire in him. He turned the car down Seventh Avenue. He pulled his car into a parking garage. He took that card Timothy gave him from his pocket. He couldn’t do it. The idea of human contact lured him. He made a phone call.

“Hello,” replied a female voice.

“Timothy Walls gave me your number. I was interested in seeing you,” Lance said.

“Pick up or dine in,” she replied.

“I can pick up.”

“I will text a location.”

The phone went dead. Really, all he needed was to drop Timothy’s name and it was all arranged. A wave of guilt hit him. He didn’t feel good about this phone call at all, but he had this sinking feeling he needed to take Timothy’s advice. He didn’t know why. It was so unlike him. He had never done anything like this.

There was some force pushing him to call. He couldn’t understand it. He wouldn’t try to understand it. Besides, Judy would never know, he told himself. He knew it was true. And that fact just made him feel more guilty. He was a one box man, but the desire inside him was unmistakable. He needed a throw. He was a living man. Dying wife or not, he was a man, and he needed to feel like a man. It wasn’t Matt that needed help. It was him. Had he made a mistake waiting too long to scratch this itch? He didn't act until now because of his loyalty to Judy, and now it was causing him to resent her. Yeah, he hated that idea, but there was some truth to it. Her lingering was preventing him from moving on. Only it didn’t really prevent it at all. She was doing nothing to prevent it. It was all him. It was all him mentally. He was torturing himself. Just one time was all he'd do. Still, he felt guilty.

He waited until the hour of his arrangement. Then he set out again on the road. The sun was down, and the girls were coming out. Nowadays, boys are girls, girls are boys and everyone is gender-bending once in a while for kicks, at least according to Timothy. Which girl on the corner was a girl and which was a boy, Lance didn’t know. Then again, the definition of those things were fluid. Yeah, much more fluid than Timothy’s generation accepted. He had never gone there. Why did he want to now? Timothy stressed it didn’t matter to the younger folks. The packed clubs on Seventh Ave sure seemed to confirm that fact to Lance. He should just do it. Just go for it and it will be or it won’t be a thing for him.

He was eyeing the candy on the street with eagerness. Indeed, the thought of finally banging someone was the only thing that took his mind off the situation he was in. It was the only thing that eased the pain. It wasn’t cheating, it was therapy he told himself.

He saw a short Cambodian dressed in white. Her dress was too short. Her black hair was long. Her tits were too big for her frame. They were obviously fake. She noticed his car and flagged him down with a flash of her panties. She was waiting right where they agreed she was going to wait. Her name was Sally Q. It wasn’t likely her real name. She would call him John, so fuck it, who cared what names were used. One glance at her, and he understood why Timothy saw her.

He pulled the car to the curb. He popped the locks, and she climbed into the passenger seat. They didn’t exchange hellos. He just drove on. She started checking herself in the rearview mirror. He gave her the once over at the first stoplight. She didn’t need to check herself. Everything was in the right place. Those tits were squeezed into that skintight dress. He could see her pierced nipple rings clear as day. It was hard to imagine she was once a he. Well, maybe she was never really a he. That’s how that worked, right? He didn’t know. No one taught a man about transgender issues in school in his day. Timothy was right, things were different these days. Sally’s gender wasn’t just bent, it was sculpted like a master artist crafting his masterpiece. Lance was actually getting worked up over her. He couldn’t believe he could. He half thought that he’d see her up close, be turned off, and head home still loyal to his lost cause.

The light changed. They went two blocks in total silence. It was broken when she said, “Pull in here.”

“What, in this alley?”

“No worries, it is a safe space.”

He pulled his car into an alleyway and then he turned off the car.

Sally gave him the once over. Finally, she said, “So, you’re Timothy’s friend. Older than I expected. I guess you want Timothy’s usual, huh?”

“What’s that call for?” asked Lance.

“Tits and ass,” she replied with a smile. She pulled her top down. She was naturally tan. Her breasts were fake as suspected, but, man, they were well made. She tosses her hair. She added, “Am I okay?”

Lance placed his hand on her bare legs. He slid it up her thigh. “You know that you are,” he replied. He lifted her short skirt. She had a mound in her white panties. He stroked it through her panties with his fingers. Her mound was different from any mound he petted before. Her little trap dick started to bulge. It made him want to play with it more. It was a new toy. It was something his countless other women in her life had lacked. It hadn’t taken him much time to get used to these new times he lived in. As Timothy explained it, it’s not cheating to fuck them because they’re not even girls. What an asshole Timothy was. Of course she was a girl. Just look at her and it was clear as day. These days, though, you couldn’t tell the fucking difference and maybe there fucking wasn't one. Sally was all women top to bottom. His eyes wanted that bottom.

Lance replied, “Can I touch it?”

“Timothy never touches it.” She slapped his hand away from her cock. Then she went to work. She unzipped his trousers. She reached into his silk jockey shorts and pulled out his semi-erect cock. She stroked it to life. After a good petting, she popped open her purse. She grabbed the lube and condom. He could see it pleased her. She gave him a few more jerks. Once he was rock solid, she cracked open the wrapper. She put the condom on him. It was ribbed for her anal pleasure. She rubbed on the lube.

Lance pressed the recline button on his seat. He went horizontal. She straddled him. She sat up, pulled the white panties down. He got a good view of her tan-bald-trap cock standing at attention. Then she guided herself into his fatty. It went in her ass no problems at all. She was a professional with a well-trained anus. She rode him like a horse while he sat in the driver’s seat. That little trap dick of hers playfully slapped against Lance’s hairy chest. What started out as a way to relieve sexual tension was turning into a fetish. Oh yeah, Lance liked every bit of this. The best part was how she whipped him with her hair as she rode. Judy always had that boy cut. Lance forgot what it was like to run your hands through long hair.

“Oh, it is so much bigger than Timothy’s,” she moaned.

“You like it, huh?”

“I will show you just how much.”

He rode his hands up her dress as she bounced on top of him. He played with her exposed breasts. He rubbed her nipples. They milked a little. Then her cock popped all over the front of his silk shirt. He didn’t mind the mess. It was nice to know she enjoyed his hard work. His cock pumped her warm anus and after another half minute, he arrived. It was his first orgasm in over a year. Maybe longer, he forgot exactly when was his last time with Judy. He dropped his load in her ass, but the condom meant it was a contained spill. Once he was done, he slapped her ass.

She took the hint and climbed off. She moved back into the passenger seat. She opened the glove compartment. She took out a white envelope and stuffed it in her purse. Then she took wet wipes from her purse. She cleaned herself. After she returned her outfit to an acceptable condition, she said, “You may go home now, and go home happy.”

“Very happy,” he replied. He stored his staff and turned over the car.

She said to him, “You have got a large cock. I like that in a regular John. Again, sometime maybe?”

Lance moved his seat back up. He replied, “Maybe.”

“I put you down next week. I will text you when.”

“Hey, I said maybe.”

“Maybe yes, never maybe no.” She smiled a wicked smile toward him. Then she shrugged. She then opened the door and stepped into the alley.

She knew she had him on the hook. Damn, Timothy was right about her. But he was right about her too. Timothy should marry her. She was more woman than Timothy deserved. Lance took off his soiled shirt. The sight of her spew on it made him feel a wave of guilt. What would he do without Judy? He couldn’t go back to teenage underwear models, and he couldn’t keep fucking Timothy’s girls. He looked at himself in the rearview mirror. He wasn't Timothy’s age. He couldn’t go back to the high sexed lifestyle. He needed a stable love filled lifestyle. Tonight, though, it was nice. It had been just what he needed. It confirmed his suspicion. He wanted sex, but he also wanted love. He needed a relationship. After Judy, he’d still need her. But how at his age was he going to find that once in a lifetime partner? How? Maybe after the funeral he could search for it. Lightning, though, it never strikes twice.

He said to his reflection, “Shit, Lance, you’re gonna be dead within two years at this pace. How do you replace the love of your life? How do you learn to just relax and accept it?”

His reflection had no answers. He knew what he wanted. He wanted a new Judy that was his old Judy. That was impossible. He had no clue how to get a new love as good as the old. He fucked Sally Q and he didn’t feel guilty about it. Not guilty for having cheated anyway, but he felt guilty for not feeling guilty about having cheated. Fucking guilt, it got you every time. Still, he needed to move on. He needed a sign as to how to move on with his life.


Chapter  6

Lance stirred in his bed. Late at night was when guilt snuck up on him in the worst way. He must have woken up from his slumber for the fifth time already. He had dreamed about Judy. She kept telling him to help him. It had to be a sign. Yet he didn’t really believe in the supernatural. A person couldn’t speak from the grave before they went there, right? And yet her words echoed in his head. Help was needed. There was something wrong. He couldn’t place his finger on the problem. It wasn't just his conscience bothering him because he cheated. Indeed, he felt only relief over it. He had finally begun to move on. And yet he couldn’t move away. That was because something else fundamental was out of place. He didn’t know what it was, though. He felt helpless and stupid. Judy would know in an instant what was going wrong. He was blind to so many things in life. She really had completed him. Now he had to figure it out on his own.

As he laid there, he thought he heard water running in the house. It was odd to run water at this hour of the night. He’d had a few shots when he got home, but not enough to get wasted. Still, perhaps he forgot to turn off the bath. When your mind is distracted stupid things like that just happen. After a few minutes he became sure he must have left the water on because the water was clearly running.

Was it me or wasn’t it that turned that water on. It was then that he thought of Matt. He was home too. He probably was just as distracted as Lance by things. Yeah, mothers dying, and sleepless nights probably went together. That kid, it must have been him having problems too. Poor boy had splashed water on his face and then gone back to bed forgetting to turn it off. He felt better about himself. At least he wasn’t losing his mind imagining running water. He had turned it off before bed. Even if it wasn’t him that left it running, he’d still need to take care of the situation.

He checked the clock. It was three am. He couldn’t let the water run all night. He reluctantly got out of bed. He walked to his bedroom door in the dark. He peered down the unlit hallway. There was a light on in the bathroom. He could hear the sound of running water clear as day because the noise of it pouring echoed down the hall. No way Matt takes a bath at 3 am. He must have left the water and light on. Poor kid, he was losing it without Judy, same as Lance. Maybe he did need help. Turning off the water didn’t seem like the help Judy thought he would need, though. Lance shrugged, he wasn’t ever much of a father. He felt lost as a parent. Lance went down the hall to turn it off.

He stopped at the bathroom door because he saw it there. It was partially obscured by the towel closet, but it was there. It was like seeing a ghost. There was Judy’s freckled bare ass bent over facing him. She was using the sink. He could see it plain as day. He hadn’t seen her bare ass this crisp, young, and tight since that one time in his backseat all those years ago in high school. She must have passed away in the night. Her ghost was here to haunt him. Did she know about his cheating? Shit, a few more hours was all you needed to hold on for Lance and she would have passed away with a clean relationship. Now she is going to haunt your ass forever.

While his mind was chastising himself, she backed away from the sink. He saw her dick dangling between her legs. The fuck? He slapped his forehead. It was Matt after all. For a minute, Lance had been confused because Matt looked too much like his young mother, much too much, from behind. It was almost eerie how feminine the boy’s ass was. Then Lance noticed why Matt was up at 3 am running water. The petite sonofabitch was jerking into the bathroom sink. Matt was talking to himself as he worked his dick.

Matt said, “You don’t like them on Seventh Ave. You like Grazer. You do, you do. Come on dick work!” The young man was almost crying as he worked his meat. “Come on, why won’t you work? She is so hot. You got to like women like her or else . . . No, or else. No, no, no!”

Lance pulled away from the door. He wasn’t sleepy anymore and Matt had just creeped him the fuck out. The words, help Matt echoed in his head. Well fuck that, jerking was one thing no man needed help with. Only funny enough, the boy appeared to help with just that. Fuck no, Lance was not going there. The birds and bees were not his thing.

If only Judy was here to handle her son, but she wasn’t. Lance decided to skip returning to bed. He walked downstairs headed for the kitchen. Why was Matt jerking into the bathroom sink? He couldn’t begin to understand the situation. Young people, who understands them? Not Lance. He never had problems with his junk at that age. Well, not that type of problem. Not getting hard and getting off was a normal teenager problem.

He walked into the kitchen. He went to the fridge and pulled out the milk. He poured some into a pan. Warm milk was supposed to put you into a sleepy-time mood. It was better for you than melatonin pills. As he warmed the milk, a young college-age girl with short black dyed hair, and plenty of tattoos strolled into his kitchen. She wore dark black eyeliner that accented her pale white face. She was wearing a long black slogan t-shirt that read, Fuck You. On the bottom she was wearing only a pair of cheap black thong panties. Oh, suddenly Matt’s words in the bathroom rang true. The friend coming to keep him company was here already. She took a few steps into the kitchen and froze when she saw him.

Lance asked, “And you are?”

“Your Matt’s dad?” she replied.

“Step-father, I go by the name of Lance. And you go by what name?”

“I’m Parker, but no one calls me that,” she said.

“What do they call you?”

“Grazer.”

“And why are you in my house, Grazer?” Lance asked.

“What’s with the third degree, Pops?”

Lance replied, “It’s around three am, you’re in your girlie panties with no bra parading around my house, so I’m asking.”

She laughed. “Fuck, it must look funny to you.”

“A touch.”

She explained, “I go to school with Matt. He was feeling down because of his mom. He texted me to say his step-father was a dickhead that doesn’t understand him. I felt bad for him. I thought I’d come down and make him feel better.”

She paused to put her tongue in her cheek in case Lance didn’t get what her cheering up meant. That confirmed that this was the “friend” he said was going to stay over. Matt had never brought a girl home before. Judy would be proud of him. As girls went, Grazer wasn’t so bad a catch. She was a touch too art school goth chick for Lance’s taste, but she was also a touch dirty which he did like. He loved them a bit dirty in fact. What with her painted tattoos and nose and eyebrow piercings. He thought of Timothy and his thoughts on modern sex. She looked like she was the kind of girlfriend that also had a girlfriend. No doubt Timothy would have been all over this bitch.

Lance turned the burner off. He let his milk stop boiling. He asked her, “How’s Matt feeling now?” He knew the answer already, but he wanted her version.

“I sucked him for forty-five minutes and nothing. He just doesn’t respond to a woman’s touch unless he’s … Well dressed up.”

“I didn’t know he owned a tux. I never heard of someone having a formal fetish. It takes all kinds I suppose. I can point you toward a tailor if you want to ease his burden tomorrow night.”

"Not that kind of dress up. I met him at an art class. We all take turns as the model. He was dressed in a skirt and stretch top for figure class. It was just because the female model was sick that day and we were doing female anatomy sketches. He doesn’t normally dress like that, I think. Thing was, we hit it off after class that day. Hit it off really well. Since then, though, nothing. I can’t figure it out unless … He can only get his rocks off while in a dress. Man, did he get his rocks off that one day, though. I never creamed so hard in my life.”

Lance coughed. “There is such a thing as too much information.”

She sighed, “I kind of got him wrong. Instead of cheering him up by coming here, I have made matters worse by coming here.”

“I do that a lot too. I’m always getting that boy wrong. Matt’s a tough cookie to crack. His mother understood him, but she’s not feeling well. Do you want some milk? It will help put you in a sleepy mood,” asked Lance as he poured out two glasses.

“I just had forty-five minutes of foreplay. I’m as randy as a politician in a whore house after signing a bill to raise his own salary. I don’t think milk is going to do it for me. I need a hard fuck and the man I wanted to do that can’t keep it up. Shit, it is the story of my life. I always end up with a fag,” said Grazer.

Lance held up his wedding ring. He said, “Don’t look in my direction, I’m married.”

“She won’t ever know, right?”

Shit, really? The forwardness of this girl was unreal. Jeepers, Timothy was right. These kids today were so different than in his day. Well, he wasn’t cheating twice in one day.

“Fuck you,” replied Lance.

“That’s what my shirt says,” added Grazer. She walked over to the kitchen table. She dropped her panties to the floor. Then she sprawled across the kitchen table. She said, “I heard cookies go well with milk. Want to eat my cookie?”

“No, I repeat, I’m married!”

“Like father, like son. Both complete disappointments.”

Like Matt? He was nothing like Matt. Matt was an effeminate little twink. He always had been. That’s why they never hit it off. Jeepers, Matt couldn’t even satisfy this horny art school bitch that was begging for it. Sure, Lance was tapping ass right now, but only because he wanted to stay loyal. Not because he liked it. He was nothing like Matt. Nothing.

He walked over to the table. He’d show her how unlike Matt he was. He said, “Bitch.” Then he spit on her cooter. He went in for the kill. He placed his tongue on her clit. She was drenched already. At least Matt was good for something. He had this Grazer wet and wild, but it took a real man to finish the job.

“I thought you were married,” teased Grazer.

Lance sucked in her lips and pulled at them. She squirmed in delight. Oh yeah, Lance had her pegged alright. She had her salad tossed plenty of times before. He thought of Timothy. Everyone was up for everything these days. Shit, if that wasn’t true. How was a man like Lance going to survive dating in this new crazy world?

The answer might be fun to find out. Lance pressed her magic button with his tongue. He rubbed her labia with his thumbs as his tongue worked her clitoris. She was thrashing under the treatment.

“Oh crap, I’m climaxing stop, stop!” she shouted.

Lance stopped. He stood up. He leered at her. She went to get off the table. He shoved her back into place.

She asked, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“Following your shirt’s advice.” Lance tugged his pajama bottoms down.

“My, that’s a big one!” exclaimed Grazer as her eyes grew big.

He slammed it in her. Her eyes rolled back in her head. He didn’t pump her. He knew a girl's girl, like Grazer was, would appreciate a solid grinding. He grabbed her hips. He ground down on her. He circled his hips as he used his leverage to pull her against him. She was already primed so she burst again. She squirted a little. She wasn’t a full blown squirter, it was just a little leak. She was grinding into him as hard as he was on her now. Clearly, she liked her first results. Lance would never normally hold out this long in this young hot box, but he’d blown a load into Sally already today, so he wasn’t as primed as the young Grazer.

This was his first warm box in over a year. It wasn’t better than ass, just different. The biggest difference was the raw dog. He’d never try street meat without a jacket. Grazer was getting the skin on skin she deserved. At last, he started to cum. He let it flow deep in her. He let her grind every drop out. She vibrated in his spent cock one last time. Three throws in one session. Damn, she must’ve been really hungry for Matt.

Lance pulled out of her at last. For the first time in a long while he felt a touch satisfied. This horny art student had hit a sensitive spot no one, but Judy, had ever filled. Timothy had been right. Had Lance not tapped his dial-a-friend already, he’d never have jumped on a chase at Grazer. Having popped his post marriage cherry, fucking Grazer didn’t feel so bad. Oh, but she was too young for him. Plus, what she really wanted was Matt. Perhaps, the truth was he liked that ass this afternoon a little too much to commit to just pussy again so soon. He had needed a wet cooter to ease his mind that he wasn’t gay after this afternoon. Well, he sure as fuck wasn’t. He was, what bisexual now? The idea seemed foreign to him. And yet he’d just swung both ways in one night. Fuck Timothy for being so right about things.

He thought of Matt at the sink jerking his sexual inadequacies away. Poor Matt was unsatisfied and desperate for that special feeling Lance just felt. He’d been there and done that, yes Lance had felt that pain before too. Suddenly he understood his son. Granted, he had a hard time understanding why Matt couldn’t have satisfied Grazer himself. The words help him came to mind. But how could Lance help a man fuck a girl when she was already itching for that man’s dick? Banging her himself didn’t feel like the answer. That was the result, though.

Grazer said, “Too bad it’s not like father, like son with you and Matt. No one’s taken me like that before. If only Matt …”

“He’s my step-son,” reminded Lance.

Grazer pushed herself off the table. She retrieved her panties from the floor. She lamented, “I came down here thinking I could make a sympathy play for Matt’s heart. My girlfriend knows I’ve been Jonesing for a dick for a while. Instead of turning Matt grief into a relationship, I get myself so worked up that I one night stand his step-dad. Fuck, life is fucked up sometimes, no offense. As for Matt, I guess he’s gay. Weird, he really tried with me. I guess he can’t without a dress on. I should leave before things get … Awkward, no offense.”

Lance said, “Stick around, maybe I can help him work out his problems.”

“You think you can fix him and me?” she asked.

“Sure, and in the meantime, I might want to tap you again. As fucks go, you’re all aces, kid.”

“Matt was right, you are kind of a big dickhead.”

“You liked my big dickhead a second ago.”

“I guess dickhead can also be a compliment. How are you going to fix Matt?”

“I don’t know yet. I just know now, helping fix him will help fix myself. It’s all part of Judy’s plan.”

“I’ve been told Judy doesn’t make many of those these days,” said Grazer.

“Do you believe in the supernatural?”

“I don’t know, maybe.”

“Somehow, she’s planned all this. You said he once got it up while dressed up, that’s good. It means he can tap pussy if in the right mood,” replied Lance.

“It was that one time. It was enough to make me think I’d try more dick.”

“And me?”

“If all dick is like yours, I might be hetero from now on or hetero adjacent.”

“It might be the same way with Matt. He isn’t gay, he’s just … Fuck I don’t know. I got to think about it some more.”

“I’ll stick around and see what comes to mind then.” She kissed him. Then she backed away and spat in his face. She gave him a wink and left him alone to think. She was a dirty art school bitch. Damn, she was perfect for Matt. How he couldn’t get it up for that … Maybe Timothy would know a solution. He understood modern sex better than Lance.


Chapter 7

Today Lance was doing a lot of fiddling around with his gold pen set on his desk and not a lot of trading. For not the first time this year, his mind was racing while he should instead be working. However, he wasn’t thinking about Judy and her condition for once. He was thinking about Matt and Grazer. He liked Grazer, she reminded him so much of Judy. What with her boyish manner, the swearing, and the habit of falling for gay men. He had to help those two get together somehow. It was what Judy would have wanted him to do. He was sure of it. He had his mission to help his step-son revealed. The only question was how to accomplish it.

Matt can’t be straight up gay. If he was, Lance couldn’t help him hook up with Grazer. He had to be only a little bit gay. Was a dash of gay even a thing? He thought of his own newly acquired habit thanks to Timothy. Lance wasn’t gay at all, at least he didn’t feel gay at all. The thing was, he liked it. They had a term for liking both sausages and muffins. Timothy would call it gender bending. Most people weren’t one thing or another. People talked like straight, and gay were boxes a man could get tossed into. A dude was either in one box or another. Sexuality was really a lot of shades of gray, only without the bondage or possibly even with it. Who knew for sure? Whatever it was, it didn’t matter in the least. What mattered was how all this was going to help Matt hook up with Grazer. Okay then, what was the answer?

Timothy opened the door and walked into Lance’s office. Just the sight of Timothy gave Lance ideas. Yeah, he had his answer, and he had it fast. If anyone knew for sure how to get Matt to plug Grazer, it would be Timothy.

“How are the girls on seventh street treating you?” asked Lance.

“You know it is avenue the same as I do,” replied Timothy.

“Forget the name and place, how are the girls down there? They still treating you friendly?” 

“I’ve given them up.”

"Bullshit!”

“The truth. A funny thing is that I’ve tried to schedule a nooner with Sally Q all week, but she tells me she’s been booked by my best friend first, three days in a row. It is hard to keep a habit when someone else is picking it up faster than you,” explained Timothy.

Lance adjusted himself in his seat. He was a little uncomfortable with Timothy knowing about his new habit. But, if he didn't know, then he couldn't ask him for help, so it was better this way.

“Forget about that situation, I have got a new problem that is right up your alley.”

“Not sure I want a problem from you going up my alley,” replied Timothy.

“Cut the jokes, I’m serious here,” said Lance.

“Shit man, always use a condom and those problems won’t appear. Anyway, I have a doctor . . .”

“It is not that kind of problem. I … I got this art school chick that’s living with me, and I want to give her one, but …”

Timothy covered his mouth. “Damn, you went from being loyal to living with a mistress fast. Good for you. Glad to hear it, buddy. You are finally back to living your life instead of waiting for death.”

“About that, it’s not exactly how it sounds. This art chick is into my step-son more than she’s into me. But . . .”

“But the most dangerous word in the English language.”

“But there is a problem.”

Timothy took a cigar out of the box. He cut it and lit it. Then he shrugged. “It doesn’t sound like a problem to me. The best part of you nailing your step-sons girlfriend is that you will be leaving Sally’s juicy ass alone for me to enjoy. I thank you for that in advance, my friend.”

Lance shook his head. Lance explained, “Look, I have problems, and I need your advice. I’m currently lusting after my step-son’s girlfriend, but only for his benefit.”

“Friends with benefits are the best type of friends. And I am such a good friend of yours that I’m not even going to ask how banging his girlfriend helps your step-son,” replied Timothy, blowing a smoke ring.

Lance explained, “I’m going to sort of explain it to you. It’s hard because I don’t even understand it myself. The thing is, if you had a twink that you suspected also liked girls, but couldn’t really enjoy them no matter how hard he tried too because his junk can’t agree with his mind, how could you move that relationship along?”

Timothy replied, “Little blue pills?”

“I don’t think so in this case, what I’m hoping is it reminds you of someone you do know. Someone in a similar situation that learned to get it on naturally.”

“Chemical or natural, what does it matter?”

“Mentally for him I think it would matter.”

“No one likes a chemical dependence, I see. So, your step-son is a complete sissy boy. Nice. I wish I had one in the family. How’s his ass? Like Sally’s?”

Lance adjusted his tie. He replied, “Actually, it is a lot like Judy’s at that age. I … l’ve been thinking a lot about it lately. Judy, not his ass. Well, that’s not true either. That’s why I’ve been working things out with Sally. I think I might … Well, if I hook him up with this art school chick, then I won’t be doing him myself, right?”

“I thought you were lusting for her and not him?”

Lance muttered, “Maybe it’s both. Maybe.”

“Wow, you’ve gone all in on modern love and fast. I may have created a monster. I see your problem, you want to help your step-twink get over himself to nail this art school chick, at the same time you want to help yourself possibly to both their asses. My God, I love it, I think I let loose a monster and now I am completely envious of you.”

“I …”

Timothy burst out laughing. “Shut up. This is perfect. No more lusting for a soon to be corpse. That was unhealthy, my friend. This, though, is modern love. My specialty. Let me think about the best way to get from point A to point B.”

Timothy puffed his cigar.  He had a smug look on his face Lance didn’t like. Maybe Lance had told him too much information. Only Timothy didn’t mind at all. Timothy took the cigar out of his mouth. He said, “What do you think the partners would say, if they knew we talked sex six hours a day and traded for two?”

“They’d be relieved. A broker that plays all day in the market ends up broke. Two is all you need if you’re good at this job.”

Timothy laughed. He knew it was true. Heck, most traders sat at their desk while their computer did all the real trading automatically. There was no thinking involved at all. He put the cigar back in his mouth. He puffed twice, blew a smoke ring, and pulled it out. He said, “I know a guy … Well girl, sort of a guy that dresses as a girl. She is a friend, you understand. Anyway, he . . . She has a wife, a cute one at that. She’s not too bad herself when she’s got the dress on. The thing is, this friend can only bang her wife, his wife that is, the wife . . . these things are confusing. They can only get it up, if they’re dressed up and with a dildo rammed up their asshole for good measure.”

“You don’t say.”

“They swear by the results. Fuck them from behind and possibly that boy of yours can hit vagina all day long, and twice on Sunday. No cock in the ass and he can’t even get it up for a girl.”

“Grazer is pretty good with a dildo I imagine,” muttered Lance.

Timothy added, “And you are pretty good at anal these days too.”

Lance raised an eyebrow. The implication was a touch worrying. Timothy, though, never judged. Sex to him was a pure thing. There was no wrong way to do it. It went against everything Lance was taught growing up. Then again, most of the people that taught it were bitter old people. Yeah, Lance never met a happy prude in his life.

Lance said, “Your idea is better than anything I thought of yet. By the way, why’d you come in.”

“To shoot the shit and smoke. Why else?”

Lance’s cell phone rang. He checked it. It was the hospice. He paused before answering it. He had to prepare himself first. He answered, “Hello.”

“Is this Lance . . .”

“Speaking,” he interrupted.

“It’s time,” said a nurse.

“How long?” asked Lance.

“Maybe minutes, maybe hours. It is hard to tell in cases like this.”

“I’ll be over as fast as I can.” Then he hung up. He paused, still holding the phone. He knew this day was coming. Now it was here, and he was totally unprepared. He didn’t want to lose Judy. And yet, he lost her months ago. This was just the last act. Only it wasn’t the last act. She gave him a mission. He was to get Grazer and Matt together. It was the only thing he could do for her now.

He looked at Timothy. Sure, Timothy fucked, he gossiped, he partied, but he didn’t truly ever make love yet. Lance remembered those years in his own life. They were wild years, not Timothy wild, but by the standards of his day, they were wild. Still, they were safe years too. Love, real love, hurts. To fuck ‘em and leave them was safe sex. To fall in love and marry, it was tougher. It took a real man to fall in love.

“Bad news?” asked Timothy.

“Depends on what you think happens to a person next,” replied Lance.

“Next?”

“You know, the great gig in the sky and stuff.”

“Oh, fuck it. I’m in it for thrills while I’m here,” replied Timothy.

Young men thought a lot about sex, but not too much about death. They were lucky in some ways. Somewhere in their conversation Lance thought there was a path forward, but it was unthinkable right now. He would have to wait to help Matt after the funeral.


Chapter 8

“Her heart rate is erratic now. It won’t be long,” said the nurse to the doctor. That was the medical profession, they always talked like Lance wasn’t in the room with them.

The doctor asked Lance, “If she goes into cardiac arrest do you want us to resuscitate her?”

Lance swallowed hard. The answer was no fucking way. Judy would never want that. He looked toward Matt. Matt was clearly shaken by the moment. Lance asked Matt, “She’s your mother, it’s okay to say yes if you think it’s the right thing to do.”

Matt slowly shook his head. He said, “No, she never wanted that. Look at her, it’s nearly over.”

Lance felt a sense of relief. He wasn’t moral slime for wanting to pull the plug, it felt good to reaffirm it. Weird, Matt and him saw eye to eye at last on an issue. They agreed on so little, but Judy’s death they agreed on. It was a start.

Lance looked into Judy’s lifeless eyes. The pain of the past year was gone from him. He just wanted her suffering to be over. Just then Judy moved her eyes. She looked into Lance’s eyes. She hadn’t moved in months. Her mouth started to move. Whatever she was saying was faint, barely audible at all. Yet, Lance heard it plain as day. She said, “You lovely, motherfucker.” He was so startled by all this, that he took a step toward her. She was his Judy right up until the end. He kissed her on the forehead.

The heart monitor went monotone. Her eyes went lifeless again. The nurse checked her pulse. The doctor waited it out, but Lance could see visions of golf games in the doctor’s mind already. The nurse nodded to the doctor. Finally, he declared the obvious. He declared, “The patient is dead. Mark the time on the charts.” He turned to Lance and said, “Have a good day.” Then he left.

“It’s been a terrific day so far,” muttered Lance after the doctor left.

Matt came alongside Lance, he said to Lance, “She said something right before the end. I couldn’t hear it clearly.”

“She was delusional and incoherent,” said the nurse.

Lance looked into Matt’s freckled face. He saw Judy’s eyes in Matt’s eyes. He couldn’t repeat the vulgar last words of the boy’s mother even if those words were so Judy-like. Lance lied, “She said she loved you, but in her own way.”

The nurse gave him a look, but she kept the truth to herself. Heck, she didn’t know Judy, so she could never understand how true those words were to true love. Lance didn’t feel like he was lying. Yeah, that nurse didn’t know Judy. She didn’t know how Judy said I love you to someone that really was a motherfucker at times.

Matt broke down. He started balling like a two-year-old. No surprise there. Grazer must have heard it. She poked her head inside the door. The nurse went to shoo her away. The nurse scolded, “Only immediate family inside, girlie.”

Lance said to the nurse, “Let her in now. She can’t possibly be in the way. The dead don’t really have family anymore, do they?”

The nurse gave up and left. He was right, and so she saw no point in protesting now, Lance figured.

Grazer gave Lance a sly smile. Then she saw Matt in his weak state. She went to comfort him. Matt held his arms out but at the last moment pulled away from her. It seemed he couldn’t embrace her out of fear. A young man shouldn’t fear a woman that much.

Grazer seemed shaken by yet another rejection. She looked toward Lance. Lance could have her on a plate right now. She was in a state that would make it easy to land her. But how long would she be happy with him? He couldn’t keep up with her teenage sexual energy for very long. She was what, nineteen. If he didn’t hook up with her then what, would she go back to chicks? She needed someone’s Matt’s age. She needed Matt. Judy knew that, somehow. It was his mission to make it happen. It was clear Grazer needed him too. He thought to himself, okay motherfucker make it all happen like in a fairytale. Matt was a fairy of sorts, so that thought rang true.

He held out his arms and embraced Matt. Matt melted in his arms. Matt was light. He had his mother’s frame. He looked in Matt’s emerald eyes. The hair, the eyes, the freckled face, that ass of his why he was nearly an exact match for Judy. He thought of Timothy’s story. Maybe that was the way to make it all happen. Only Matt didn’t regularly crossdress. His one time with Grazer, though, things had clicked for those two. It was after that one modeling accidental hook-up that they had done it. It must have been good because Grazer was still begging for more. But if he did start dressing like a woman regularly, Matt would look exactly like a young fresh Judy. It hit Lance out of the blue. Everything was happening for a reason. Everything of late was preparing him for this moment. He looked at Judy’s lifeless body. Was it her somehow? Was it her that got Lance to try Sally’s ass just when he’d need to start to like that stuff? Was it her that found a switch hitter to match up with Matt? Was it her that got him and Grazer together so the moment to come wouldn’t be too weird? Was it all her? He didn’t know. The supernatural shit was too much for him to believe. At last, though, he knew how to help Matt. In doing so he’d get what he wanted, he’d get his chance at having one last time with that young Judy he’d lost out on all those years ago. Heck, he might get more than one last time.

He moved his hand slowly down to Matt’s ass. He already knew how much like Judy’s. Yeah, that ass was soon going to be his. He squeezed it. Matt put his head on his shoulder. Yeah, he’d put a cock up that ass and see if that let Matt finally get it up for Grazer. It was Timothy’s modern love. It was weird, it was wonderful, it was going to help Matt learn how to land his woman. And maybe be a woman from time to time himself. There felt like nothing wrong with any of it. Life, it finds a way.

He gently patted Matt’s behind. He whispered in his ear, “It’s going to be alright. I’m going to make it all, alright for all of us.” Then he looked at Grazer and winked.


Chapter 9

The cool autumn wind blew through the cemetery as the priest finished saying his magic words from the good book. When everyone was satisfied enough incantations to the dead were done, they lowered Judy down into the ground. Overall, the funeral service had gone fairly well. With Judy now laid to rest, Lance began to exchange pleasantries with all the well-wishers. The whole time he eyed the petite Matt who was crying his little eyes out throughout the whole affair. He was standing next to Grazer. She was dressed in a form-fitting black dress with a veil. He imagined that dress on Matt. The two young love birds would look like twins. It had been fifteen years since Lance had fucked a pair of lovely twins. It’s weird how everything in life came back in cycles.

Grazer was doing her best to comfort Matt. Naturally, she was having little effect. The closer she got to Matt the worse he seemed to ball. This had to change between those two. Matt needed to get over his fear of being with a woman. All it would take would be to bring out the woman in Matt. Lance was sure of that fact now. The woman that was plain as day to see inside Matt was waiting to come out. When she arrived, all his little problems would fade away. Yeah, they would be as dead as the inhabitants of this cemetery.

Someone in the crowd caught Lance’s eye. Lance eyed another special guest. Kay was here. Kay said some words to Matt, and then moved over toward Lance. That broke Lance of the spell Matt had on him. It was nice to see Judy’s high school friend after all these years. She was hard to miss. She weighed three hundred pounds at least by now. It turns out she was fucking that potbellied football coach after all. He knocked her up eventually. They married, had eight kids, both grew potbellies, and then got a dog. That was life for you. 

Kay said to Lance, “I’m so sorry for your loss.”

“Thanks, Kay,” replied Lance.

“If you ever need anything, don’t hesitate to call,” she said.

Yup, typical Kay. If he needed something he should try and call her. She wouldn’t pick up if he did call. Nope, she’d send a text back instead. The text was the “just friends” handjob of the communication world. When he needed that first fuck in high school Kay didn’t have what he needed. Judy had it for him. He had made a terrible mistake back then. He had the best woman in the world for him in his hands and he let her get away. Not permanently, but he lost enough years to regret it. Not that he blamed Kay. It had been his own mistake. He wouldn’t let Matt make the same mistake. He just needed to make Matt realize women could be his thing too. All it would take is for him to learn that his sexual inadequacies with Grazer weren’t something to fear. They were something to conquer and overcome.

Lance replied to Kay, “I won't hesitate to call you at all.”

“Good,” replied Kay. She then waddled toward a Buick that had seen better years. He never felt luckier in love than right now.

Lance walked up to the edge of the gravesite. What was left of Judy was down there in a box. Only Judy was still with him in his heart. She would never leave him. He needed to build up the courage to enact his plan. He saw a shadow come up behind him.

“Really, makes you think,” said Timothy.

“You worried about death now?” asked Lance.

“Death? Oh, I see what you mean. Nah, I was talking about the old fat chick you were just talking to. I’ve never been a chubby chaser, but maybe I should give her a try.”

“She’ll disappoint you.”

“I didn’t know you liked fat chicks too. First Sally, then art school chicks, and now the fatties, I’d say you’re coming back to life, old man. Welcome to sex in Generation EZ.” Timothy paused and looked down into the grave. “I always like your Judy. Life is pretty shitty at the end.”

Lance stepped back from the grave. He said to Timothy, “It’s best not to think about it. There’s nothing left to do.”

“I’d say she was in a better place, but we both don’t really believe in that shit,” replied Timothy.

“I don’t know what I don’t believe in anymore. But I know I believe in life. It is best for the living to keep on living while they can. The end comes too soon.”

“Profound words,” agreed Timothy.

“I’ll be off for a few days sorting things out.”

“I’ll tell the partners. Don’t hurry back. Take some time. I can handle things until you’re ready.”

“Thanks, Timothy. And Timothy, enjoy a couple of chubbies for me.”

They shook hands. “I will.”

The guests were piling into their cars. The show was over. Matt climbed into Kay’s car. He shut the door before Grazer could get in. The car left without her. Grazer was standing alone. Lance wasn’t sorry to see that. He needed to talk with Grazer about his plan. Now seemed like a good time. Lance came up to her.

“Are you ready to leave?” he asked her.

“Your house or this graveyard?” she replied.

“Don’t leave my house just yet.”

“Why not? Matt hasn't gotten any better. He can’t seem to act on his impulses. He wants me, I can feel it, but he’s afraid of me. I think it might be hopeless. Maybe he is just completely gay.”

“You’re gay, but you still want him.”

Grazer kicked the ground. “I suppose. Shit, life sucks. Does it get better when you’re an old dickhead like you?”

“No, it only gets worse.”

“Shit, what is the point of living then? How do you old people manage it at all?”

Lance pointed out Timothy getting into his Lexus. He said, “See that dashing young man over there. He’s as perverted as they come. He told me how to get Matt comfortable with you. I think his plan is worth a try. Are you game to try it?”

“What’s the game that will be played?” she asked.

“Climb in my Bentley and I’ll tell you.” Lance opened the door for her. She got in. He started it up. He drove, but not far. He parked in an out of the way part of the cemetery.

“Why’d we stop here?” asked Grazer.

“Get in the backseat. I’m going to fuck the shit out of you.”

“Fucking in a cemetery, kinky. Too kinky for me. We’re helping Matt, not you. That one time between us in the kitchen was a mistake.”

He grabbed her by the collar of her dress. He pulled her over to her. She planted a hard kiss on him. She relented easily. Yeah, so much for hard to get. Grazer was open mouth kissing him. She was obviously ready for Matt to make his move.

They pulled their lips apart. Lance explained, “If you want Matt like you want me, you’re going to have to go a bit modern love kinky. Can you handle that?”

She spit in his face, then she climbed over the front seat. Halfway over, he reached up her dress. He yanked her wet panties down and spanked her.

“Hmm, I love that ass,” he said.

“Thanks, it’s my best feature,” she replied.

“I know. I’ve been studying it. I’ve become quite the ass man lately. I know how to treat an ass like a real man should.”

Lance got out. He sniffed her panties. Lovely. He circled around. He dropped his trousers. Then he climbed into the backseat.

“Please, dear lady on your hands and knees on my backseat. Let me get a good look at that ass of yours.”

“Why can’t Matt order me around like you do?” she lamented. She assumed the position. She had such a lovely ass. Not quite in Matt’s league, but it would do. He reached up her cheap black dress exposing her completely. His pecker probed her inner thighs.

“You don’t believe in foreplay,” said Grazer.

“You’re soaking wet already. Being around Matt does that to you. You drive him wild as well. We have to make it happen between you too.”

“I wish he would …”

“He will, tonight.”

He planted her. She squealed. He began to hump her. It wasn’t sweet or affectionate. It was hard and fast.

As he pumped her from behind, Lance explained, “When we get back home you’re going to take Matt to my bedroom. I’m going to lay some clothes out on the bed. I’m going to place a wig on there too. They’re going to be female attire. You’re going to dress Matt up as a bitch, your bitch. I know you’ll like seeing him that way because you like girls. Well, he will like being one too. Particularly if he’s your girl.”

“You mean crossdress Matt and he’ll fuck me?”

“Maybe, but not at first. He will need a touch more encouragement.”

“What kind?”

“It’s in you now.”

She shuddered. Her muscles tensed up as she orgasmed. She said, “Kiss me.”

He pulled out. He rubbed his pecker on her anal rim. “Later.” He pressed his member. Her ass resisted.

“I’ve never gone this way before.”

“It’s easy Grazer. Your ass will learn to love it.”

She relaxed. He went slowly. He worked it fully inside her. She was tighter than Sally. It was clearly her first time doing anal.

“Oh, shit this feels so good!” she exclaimed. Yeah, it was her first time doing anal, but he knew now it would not be her last.

He worked her pale apple bottom. Her ass loosened up real quick as it became accustomed to the task. She was into it. She ground her round ass on his shaft. He she ground it harder and harder. Fuck she was one mean lay. He arrived. He pumped his sweet load deep inside her. She didn’t need pills to keep from getting pregnant for that type of sex.

Grazer exclaimed, “Fuck, I think I just anally climaxed!”

He replied, “Good job. I just came too.”

“You mean you just filled my ass with cum!”

He pulled out. He rolled her over. They Frenched in the backseat parked in the cemetery for a few minutes. When they were done, they parted. Lance reached under the seat. He pulled out a wrapped gift. He handed it to her.

She didn’t take it “I’ll tell you the truth. It’s weird to get gifts at a funeral.”

“Not any weirder than fucking the dead woman’s husband right after it.”

“True, what is it?” asked Grazer.

“It’s a strap-on dildo. Ram Matt like I rammed you and he’ll be all yours. But wait until I’ve had his thirsty ass first. I want to stretch it out just once. Like I did for you.”

“Jeepers, we’re a couple of sick fucks.”

“No, we’re both lusting after the same sissy. Only you get to keep her when we’re done. That’s my mission in life. I need to make sure you two hook up permanently.” She laughed. He added, “I’m serious. This is modern romance. I didn’t invent it, but I sure need to make it happen.”

“Okay, I’m in. I want Matt more than anything. If this works . . .”

“It will.”

“Then tonight.”

“Tonight,” agreed Lance.

Lance pulled his pants up. He moved back in the front seat and started up the car. His mind was racing. Even after fucking Grazer, he was horny. He was alive again. He had thoughts of having Judy again. He couldn’t go back in time, but he could have the next best thing. Matt and Grazer were almost just as good. He'd have them both tonight and because of it, they’d have each other until death did them apart. He almost felt noble about it. Almost.


Chapter 10

Lance walked into the bedroom. He took off his black blazer. He hung it in the closet. Hopefully, he wouldn’t need it again until his own funeral. He hoped he still looked good in it then.

Next Lance opened Judy’s side of the closet. He hadn’t looked inside there in months. He quickly scanned it searching for something special. Today was about something special. He found it. He pulled a box down from the top shelf. It had tape on it marking it as high school stuff. He opened it. He took out an outfit. Judy hadn’t worn it since high school, so it was still in great condition. She must have kept it for the memories. 

He carried it over to the bed. He went back for a red wig. Funny, Judy had a boy haircut her whole life the same as Matt’s, but she had bought this waist-length red wig after losing her own hair to chemo treatment for cancer. I guess having hair meant more once you lost it all. He arranged the items on top of the bedsheets. The trap was set for Grazer to spring. Now it was up to Grazer to make it happen. He didn’t doubt her part of the arrangement would come off. She was highly motivated. She’d do it and do it well.

He waited patiently. It wasn’t long before he heard footsteps heading his way. Clearly, Grazer was as horny for Matt as Lance was. He never doubted the fact. For different reasons, they were going to pop Matt tonight, but the result would be the same. As she was quickly pushing the plan forward, Lance scurried into the master bathroom to hide.

The bedroom door opened. Matt said, “I’m not sure we should go in here. Lance likes his privacy.”

“Come on, I’m back off to art school in a few days. I want to see how the other half lives,” explained Grazer.

“You’ve already seen most of the house already, though.”

“Come on!” ordered Grazer. She then forcefully led Matt into the room.

“Okay,” replied Matt, giving in to his woman like a good sissy does.

Grazer immediately went over to the bed. She picked up the cheerleader uniform. She asked, “What’s this?”

Matt examined it. He replied, “It can’t be Lance’s. It looks like it’s from my mom’s old high school. Her and Aunt Kay were on the cheerleading squad together. Not sure why it’s out of the closet, though.”

“It looks totally sexy. I never got on the cheer team in high school. I was too straight for those pep squad dykes.” She laughed after saying that.

“Really?”

She played with Matt’s hair. She added, “Nah, I was plenty lesbian, I was just used to playing the goth. I couldn’t confess to those pretty girls how much I wanted their ass. Really. I was pure out in the open dyke back then, but I’m much better now. I always wanted to nail a pep squad girl, though. Oh, high school, you can’t go back.”

“You want to try it on? I’m sure my mom wouldn’t have minded,” said Matt.

“I wasn’t really hoping to try it on, but wearing it was on my mind.”

“Then go ahead. I will turn my back, and you change,” said Matt.

“I mean, I always want to fuck a girl dressed in one, not wear the uniform myself. Maybe I still can. I want you to put it on instead,” said Grazer. Matt gave a nervous giggle. She added, “I’m serious. I love a girl in a uniform. It turns me on. I might not have made the team, but trust me, I would have made half the team if given the chance. Let’s dress you up and fool around. Just like when you were modeling. Remember, the day we …”

“I don’t like dressing up in women’s clothes!” He blurted out.

“Come on, Matt. You haven’t been rock-hard since that day. You like it fine. I’m telling you, I don’t mind that you like it. Get a little girlie for me. It is a huge turn-on for me. Let’s do it and then let’s do it.” She stuck out her tongue as she played with Matt’s hair.

Matt swatted her hand away. He said, “You know I can’t right now. My mom, you know … Because of it I can’t seem to focus on sex. It isn’t proper.”

“Poor Matt, we both know it’s not your mom’s death causing your sexual problems. It’s that you’re a sissy at heart. You’ve tried so hard not to be, but it’s silly. I like girls too. Be the girl for me. Put on the uniform. I want to fuck my little girl hard, oh so hard.”

She held the tight sweater up to Matt’s chest. He started to paw at it. His eyes glistened with thoughts of those lovely cheerleader clothes. He replied, “It is nice material. You know when we’ve tried together and I’ve seen you in your panties, I sort of have thoughts about how lovely those panties are. I sort of like the touch of women’s clothes on my skin. I think maybe I like it a lot. But I don’t want to be gay.”

She pulled his shirt off. She ordered, “Put the tight sweater on fag!”

“I … I’d be gay if I did, though.”

She kissed him. “Oh, you silly little sissy. What fag screws a girl like me? It’s just a cheerleader uniform, not an anal gangbang.”

She worked the sweater onto him. Then she unzipped his pants. She pushed him onto the bed. Then she yanked the trousers off. Matt gave token resistance.

She pointed to his crotch. He reluctantly took off his black boxers next. His little trap dick sat there limp. She shimmied the Spanks onto him. Next came the tube socks. They were thigh-high. His pink fleshy thighs peaked out. Lastly, came the short-short skirt.

“I’m feeling a touch weird,” Matt said.

“You’re starting to look really good to me. Now hold still. I know you like makeup. You wear that art school black eyeliner all the time. Trust me, I can do better than that,” she said.

Matt’s voice cracked. He replied, “Okay.”

She opened her purse and took out the makeup. Lance sat at the door of the bathroom watching her apply it. Slowly the more masculine features of Matt’s face blended away. He was being transformed into a spitting image of his young mother. Lance leered from the cracked open bathroom door. Each moment he was looking more like his mother did all those years ago in high school and it drove Lance wild. Lance started to undress. It was getting close to time. Grazer was preparing him. Lance’s dick was already prepared. It waited in anticipation.

“Okay, now for the wig,” announced Grazer.

“Do I have to?” asked Matt.

She gave him the once over. She replied, “Yes, I like my women lipstick lesbian, not bulldog queer dyke.”

She plunked the wig on him. She arranged it and then brushed it. She announced, “Okay, now look at yourself in the mirror.”

Matt peered at his reflection in the floor-length mirror. He didn’t speak. He just stood and stared. Finally, he lifted the hem of his skirt until the cusp of his Spanks were showing. He said, “Oh fuck, I look hot. And look, I’m getting hard! It’s working, it’s working, you did it, Grazer!”

Grazer came up beside him. She felt his bulge. She said, “Hard, but not rock hard. We need a little more help for it.”

Matt said, “Your touch through these Spanks feels so good, so right.”

She nodded. “Leave it to Lance to figure out your sexual problems.” She kissed Matt on the cheek. “My problem too. I like you better this way." She slapped him on the ass. "I can't wait to tap that ass of yours, but I promised Lance first dibs.

“Lance? What’s he got to do with this?” asked Matt.

“Everything,” she replied.

She moved over to the bed. She unzipped her funeral dress and dropped it to the floor. She bent over and removed her drenched panties. This was the second time those panties got a proper watering today. Transforming Matt had been the best foreplay ever. She climbed onto the bed. She was on her hands and knees.

Grazer asked, “I’m so ready. Are you ready to take me from behind?”

Matt replied, “I’m … I’m just not hard enough.”

“Not you silly, him!”

Lance left the bathroom on cue. He strutted over to the bed. His dick didn’t need any help to get rock-hard. Not with Grazer’s dripping box waiting eagerly for his big treat. If you added in his fascination for his transformed step-son, then you could understand why Lance hadn’t been this stoked in years.

Matt softly said, “Lance?”

Lance got onto the bed. He entered Grazer from behind. He didn’t waste any motions. He went at her doggy style while Matt just stood there dumbfounded that the girl who wanted to be his girlfriend got pounded by his step-father.

Grazer waved a finger toward Matt. She asked Matt, “Now that you see how it’s done, why don’t you want to try my pussy out?”

Matt looked at the lump in his Spanks. He lamented, “More than ever I want you, but it’s still not hard enough.”

“Not to try fucking me, I meant, don't you want to try Lance’s fat juicy cock. It’s so big. It’s so good. It’s dying to meet you. Don’t you want to try?” she said to Matt.

Matt took a step toward the bed. He was momentarily in a trance. He shook it off. He said, “But … but, he’s my step-dad!”

“That’s not a reason to say no,” she said.

“I can’t …”

“It’s so big, it’s so good. It is going to make all your problems disappear,” said Grazer.

“Maybe, I can try cock a little,” he gave in.

“Let him fuck your sissy ass now!” she ordered.

“I … I want to, I think,” agreed Matt, his eyes focused on Lance’s proud member.

“You need to. Come on, get on all fours next to me,” she said.

Matt climbed onto the bed. He lined his ass up next to Grazer’s. They both now looked over their shoulders to Lance.

She had done everything just like Lance had told her. His plan had worked perfectly. Matt was such a twink, he couldn’t resist a chance at a big dick. Lance pulled out of Grazer. He moved behind Matt. Matt looked as cute in that uniform as his mother had. Lance had failed to realize how lovely Matt’s mom was all those years ago. He’d not make the same mistake twice. He lifted the hem of the shirt. He tugged the Spanks down until Matt’s pink freckled ass was fully exposed. Matt’s feminine ass was so like Judy’s you’d swear she’d come back to life. He’d never gone anal before on Judy, though. His dick was slick with Grazer’s warm love juices. He pressed against Matt’s anal rim. He was going anal now. Matt’s ass fought to keep his cock out. It wouldn’t go in.

“Relax, Matt, it’s going to be wonderful,” assured Grazer. She reached between Matt’s legs and began to stroke him off. Her eyes grew big. She started to eagerly play with Matt. Matt was finally getting rock-hard. His trap dick stood at attention. It was working. The plan was working.

That did the trick. Matt’s body was distracted enough for Lance to get his dickhead in. Then he wiggled his bottom and gently guided his full cock inside. He slapped his hairy balls against Matt’s hairless orbs. Matt’s hungry bottom had given up the fight. It needed that cock and Lance was happy to give it to him.

“I … I think it’s in,” said Matt.

Grazer kissed Matt. She announced, “I know it’s in. You’re hard as a rock, my little sissy.”

“It’s so good Grazer, you were right. It’s so good,” exclaimed Matt.

“I know, Lance, has fucked me anally before too,” she replied.

Matt asked, “Can you love a man that dresses in women’s clothes and takes dick?”

She said, “I already do.”

“Get under me,” he said.

Grazer slid below her lover. She rolled her eyes as Matt penetrated her for the first time. There’s nothing more satisfying in the world than getting what you truly wanted. Lance could see on her face how deeply she had needed this. He used force now. He slammed Matt hard. Matt’s ass had given up the fight. It was totally obedient to Lance’s rod. As Lance drove home, Matt plunged deeper into Grazer. The three moved as one joined unit challenged the bed springs to stay intact.

Lance felt satisfied too. He had what he had wanted. He had his Judy back if only for a brief moment, because Grazer had Judy’s personality, while Matt had her body. Together the three of them were the perfect couple. He’d get his missing years back with Judy. Not as he fantasized, but as the fates allowed. It was clear the three of them were meant for each other. Each had what the other wanted, but it could only be obtained together as a team.

Matt didn’t last long. Who could blame him as the middle sissy? He creamed Grazer’s pie.

“Why does every young man cum too soon?” lamented Grazer. Grazer moved out from under him. Not all the way. She just moved her cookie into eating range. “Finish me off, Matt.”

“But I can see my taint trickling out,” said Matt.

Grazer replied, “Don’t worry, you’ll be eating a lot of that from now on.”

On that note, Matt dove in. He was sloppy. He couldn’t find the mark. Grazer closed her thighs around him. Lance then shoved Matt’s head from behind. Grazer started to wiggle. That clearly did the trick. She released her thighs. It wasn’t only young boys that popped quickly.

Lance pulled out of Matt. He said to Matt, “I got a little more seed to add to the taint cocktail in your mouth.”

Matt opened wide. It had only taken one taste. Now Matt was hooked on the stuff. Lance held his cockhead close to Matt’s gaping mouth. Grazer violently stroked Lance off. Lance erupted. He shot his load down Matt’s throat. Matt gobbled it down. Lance then leaned in. He kissed Matt hard on the mouth. Matt’s mouth yielded and they open mouth kissed. Their tongues danced with each other. Soon a third tongue joined in. The three of them kissed. When they were done, they laid down, spent across the bed. Matt was in the middle between his two lovers.

Lance snuggled close. He asked, “Is there an art school nearby you two can transfer too?”

Matt replied, “Lance, I don’t think we should … I mean, you’re my …”

“We’ll start the transfer process tomorrow morning,” added Grazer. She snuggled in next to Matt. She had that dildo in her hand. “My turn next.”

Matt squeaked, “Okay.”

Lance leaned his head back on his pillow. He was all right. He’d done it. He had helped Matt. He’d helped Grazer. He had helped himself. Everything was perfectly fine now after her funeral. He rested his head and enjoyed the sound of Grazer working his lovely step-son from behind. Life, it was good again.
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