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To my readers, always


SYNOPSES

*Each title here links to the story within the bundle*


IN HER DRESS

Joe Delgado doesn’t care much about women. He cares even less about his employees, especially his assistant Vera.

Vera is nothing but a paid servant to Joe, so she jumps at the chance for revenge when a strange witch offers a way.

Joe doesn’t know how hard it is being a woman. He’ll soon learn, though. The only thing Joe will hate more than being a woman is Vera taking over his manly body and becoming the one who calls the shots.


BURNED BRIDGES

Thom is the town drunk. He’s burned more bridges than a wildfire, but he would rather have booze than friends.

When Thom finds a glowing bottle of booze that transforms him into a woman, he’ll need help from those that he's hurt. Corey is Thom’s former best friend. They haven’t spoken in years.

Thom, who turns into Ida, will need help navigating his new existence as a woman.


ADVERSE REACTIONS

Daniel and Kenneth are friendly rivals in their university’s chemistry department. They are top of their class and consistently produce the best work, but they are polar opposites. Daniel loves to party. Kenneth is much more studious.

One night, when they are alone in the lab, Daniel takes his pleasure-enhancement drug experiment too far, and the potion he creates turns him into a girl.

Will Kenneth be able to help Daniel through his difficulties? Or will another classmate be waiting in the wings? They might think they’re alone, but fellow chemist Tony has an eye on the situation.


NATURAL ATTRACTION

Megan gets the condo to herself when her roommate goes on a cruise. She invites her boyfriend, Robert, over to play.

Things are fabulous between Megan and Robert until a yearning becomes too much for Robert to bear. Robert is bisexual and wants to explore his natural attraction to men.

Kirk, a friend of Megan's roommate, walks through the door. Megan, Robert’s dom, grants him permission to tempt Kirk. How will things end when Robert becomes a darling with two admirers?


GUESTS OF HONOR

Eugene is a quiet guy without a girl in his life, so he’s more than intimated when a beautiful woman named Valerie stops to help him change a flat tire.

Valerie doesn’t mind helping a man with car troubles. She works with cars all day long and knows a lot about them, which is a surprise to many given her feminine appearance.

What Eugene doesn’t expect more than her car knowledge is when Valerie slowly encourages Eugene to take on a womanly look of his own. Eugene doesn’t expect to enjoy himself, but he just might be in for the surprise of his life.


UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCES

Carla Morales attends her best friend’s magic-themed wedding. She doesn’t expect much when she goes over to the witch her friend hired as entertainment. Carla is a stubborn woman, so when the ‘Mystical Lucinda’ challenges her to drink a potion, she does it.

Tina Jackson is Carla’s best friend’s sister, and she gets caught in Carla’s web of disaster because she goes over to Lucinda’s table with her. Tina likes Carla, and she thinks Carla is cute, but Tina is prude and afraid of her own feelings.

What will happen when Carla calls Tina to get revenge on ‘Mystical Lucinda’? How will Tina react when she finds out the potion Carla drank make her anatomy change?


NEW RECRUIT

Cameron dreams of becoming an actor but always gets pushed aside for his petite body. When his university struggles to find a lead actress for the part, Cameron transforms to a woman with the help of his roommate, Marie.

Sparks fly between Cameron and the leading man, who is thick and muscular. But Cameron can't reveal the secret between her legs, and secrets have a way of coming out.


HOMELESS PRINCESS

Kevin loses everything when he gets too bullish day trading. He ends up living on the streets with nothing to eat.

A strange woman approaches Kevin and offers him a job. Too bad Kevin doesn’t know this woman wants to make him a beautiful girl for hire.


STARSTRUCK

Otto Blaine is a famous soccer player who needs an escape from reality. He finds what he’s looking for and so much more when he checks in at Chez Femme.

Otto meets a woman named Natalie who feminizes him and helps him realize his dreams of becoming a woman.

Natalie is encouraging and won’t stop Otto from finding a man and becoming a holiday trap.


DEMON HUNTING

Lisa is a witch with the power of premonition.

She’s on the run from an evil demon who killed her mother.

When Lisa touches Arturo, she has a vision to dress him up as a girl to help save the day.


IN HER DRESS

CLOVER COX
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Vera

“I don’t give a rat’s ass if you’re sick, you’d better pick up my suit from the dry cleaner. I need it tonight,” Joe hollered. “If you don’t have the suit at my house by the time I get home, you know I’ll find your replacement by morning.”

My eyes fluttered as my horrid boss, Joe Delgado, screamed. He hardly knew how to communicate in a normal speaking voice. I wouldn’t put up with him if it weren’t for the insane salary he paid, but that payment didn’t come without abuse. Joe knew I was making more working for him than I could anywhere else, but what he paid me was mere pocket change to him.

“Sure thing, boss.” I coughed. I had a fever. Joe didn’t care.

“Don’t disappoint me, Vera. I pay you—”

I hung up the phone. Joe always went on about how much he paid me, like he was my savior. He paid me ten thousand dollars a month. There were days, like today, when I honestly didn’t know if my paycheck was worth it. I became the envy of my friends when I got the job with Joe, and not all days were bad, but he’d grown more abusive with time.

A year ago, when I got that first ten-thousand-dollar check, I was on top of the world. I went shopping at the most expensive boutiques in Chicago and felt like a million dollars. Then the second month came, and Joe touched my ass when he passed over the check.

I screamed, but Joe told me to shut my mouth. He told me to be a good princess and accept my ‘generous’ check with a cup of the ass. It was clear Joe found me attractive during the interview, but I never expected him to touch my butt like he did. I should have quit that month, but then I went to the bank to cash that second check, and the rest was history.

Joe didn’t touch my butt much anymore, but he had become more demanding. He wanted me at his office earlier and didn’t give two fucks if I was sick. Some days I hated him and pictured myself pushing him from his office window, which was on an upper floor of a skyscraper.

Joe was a money manager who had inherited his father’s business. He also owned a company that handled distribution for several smaller companies in the area. He had warehouses around town. Joe also had his money dipped in tons of other investments like rentals, private aviation, and whatever his people told him might make a decent return on investment.

I had to sift through most of his emails, so I knew a plethora of details about his business affairs. Joe didn’t do anything illegal, but his tax breaks were criminal.

What was even more outrageous was the fact that Joe expected me to get his dry cleaning when I felt like utter shit. If he were sick, he’d call into the office and then take a helicopter or something to his lake house in Wisconsin, where I’d have to arrange for a private chef to cook him soup. I’d also have to find someone else to start his fire and act as his bitch for the night, running around every time Joe rang his bell.

Joe didn’t care about my fever, though. He had to have his suit.

I coughed and rolled out of bed, stumbling on my way to the bathroom. I couldn’t even see the toilet without wanting to barf. My mouth was watery. I really had to concentrate on my reflection in the mirror to avoid throwing up everything I’d managed to keep down earlier in the morning.

My chestnut brown hair looked matted. My blue eyes looked crazy with how bright red my veins were. I didn’t sleep much since I’d spent most of the night with my head over the toilet, but Joe would make good on his promise to find my replacement if I didn’t get that suit, so I ran cold water to splash my face.

The icy feeling on my skin helped, but I still felt queasy when I stuck a toothbrush into my mouth. Was there really no way Joe could stop by the dry cleaner just this one time? I thought about calling him back, but then he’d just yell, and I’d yell too. It wouldn’t end well.

I put on a black pencil skirt and a simple white blouse, tucking it into the skirt. It was Joe’s favorite look. I pinned my hair up into a loose bun, sticking two chopsticks into it on a diagonal. I pulled out a strand of hair to hang in my face before unbuttoning the top of my blouse to expose a hint of my cleavage.

More time had passed than I thought when I checked my phone. Joe was probably tapping his foot and checking his watch, wasting precious time worrying about me when he could be walking his lazy ass to the dry cleaner.

I hated my negative attitude, but not even my apartment with its gorgeous views or all the shoes I’d added to my closet were worth leaving the house with how shitty I felt, but somehow, I slipped on my black pumps and made it out the door.

Though there was no telling if I’d make it all the way to Joe’s house.
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Vera

I’d barely made it to Joe’s with the suit before he got off work. I left before he found me at his house. My face was redder than steamed lobster. My eyes had only become more bloodshot. I was walking down the sidewalk with my hair on my shoulders and my heels in my hand, giving zero fucks.

People could stare all they wanted.

I couldn’t keep walking after about six blocks, so I slipped into a café. Even the idea of sitting in a taxi to get home sounded too overwhelming. I needed something hot to drink and a piece of bread or something to settle my stomach.

“Shit,” the guy behind the counter said. “Are you okay?”

I gasped for air and touched my forehead with the back of my hand. It was burning. “Could you please make me an herbal tea? Maybe get me a cup of ice? I’m so sorry for coming here like this, but my boss is—”

The man came around the counter and wrapped his arms over my shoulders. “Oh, honey. It’s okay. Come take a seat over here,” he said and guided me to an empty booth. “You want me to call someone? A doctor?”

“Just the tea. And some bread. I have my credit card,” I said and reached for my purse, but the man stopped me.

“We can worry about your payment once we get some food in you,” he said in his sweet voice. He sounded like an angel who’d descended from the heavens to help.

I smiled and sighed, leaning into the booth. I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt worse in my life. All I’d wanted to do was stay in bed, but no, Joe had to be a fucking asshole. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back as I waited for the barista to return with my tea and bread, too weak to even reach for my purse.

“You mind if I join you?” a woman’s voice asked.

My eyes shot open. I had nearly forgotten that I was in a café. The woman standing at the end of the booth had straight blonde hair and skinny jeans. She placed a card on the table.

“There’s something off about your energy. Maybe I can help,” she said before sliding the card toward me.

I picked up the card to examine it, laughing to myself when I saw that the woman was a witch, clearly trying to sell me her services.

“Not interested,” I said and slid the card back to the woman.

She sighed and sat in the booth, even though I’d told her I wasn’t interested. What was it with people and not listening? Didn’t consent mean anything?

“Miss, please. I’m not—”

She put the palm of her hand in my face. “Call me Inez.”

The sweet-voiced barista came by with everything I’d requested, even the glass of ice cubes. I thanked him before popping an ice cube into my mouth and biting down on it, savoring the cold intensity.

Inez took the opportunity to speak. “I’m a real witch, and I can tell you need my help. Let me help you.”

I closed my eyes and took my time eating the ice, ignoring Inez. If only I’d brought my headphones. If only I could have made it home without slipping into the café.

“I don’t need your help, Inez. Please leave me alone,” I said after a few ice cubes. They gave me a bit of strength. “I’m sick, and you’re annoying. Please get out of my bubble because I’m not in the mood.”

Inez chuckled. “Eat your food. We can talk when you finish.”

I grunted. “Who are you to tell me what to do?”

“Nobody. You don’t have to listen to me, but what would you say if I told you I could make you a potion to feel better?”

“I’d say it’s impossible.” I picked up the cinnamon roll the barista had picked out for me and took a bite, but not because of what witchy witch Inez had said. “I don’t believe in witches.”

“Most don’t,” said Inez. “I can also tell there’s some stress in your life. You’re going through something. Is it a man? Is he hurting you?”

I narrowed my eyes and took another bite of the cinnamon roll and sipped my tea, wishing Inez could snap her fingers and disappear like one of those witches from the movies. Inez watched me as I tried my best to ignore her. An impossible task.

“What do I have to say to make you leave me alone?”

“I’m only trying to help,” Inez said in an innocent voice.

“We’re in Chicago. This city is full of creeps. Why would I ever trust you? Those plain clothes and your shiny blonde hair could all be a trap. You could just be trying—”

“Save your energy. My card has social media accounts on it. Why don’t you look me up while you finish that cinnamon roll? I’ll grab a tea to make this less awkward,” Inez said and waved over the barista to order an herbal tea. She probably knew I would have made a run for it if she left the table.

I opened my phone to check out her accounts. They were filled with videos of Inez doing witchcraft, but there were also a lot of pictures of her plants and cats. She clearly used those for filler, but the videos of her mixing ingredients over the stove were mesmerizing.

“You don’t name all the ingredients you use,” I said after watching a video of her making a potion she swore cured seasonal allergies.

“People wouldn’t watch my videos if they knew the secret ingredient,” Inez said with a wild smirk. “It’s why I don’t sell online. People have to sign waivers to drink my potions.”

My body flushed. “What’s in them? What’s the secret ingredient? I’m not drinking anything unless you tell me.”

Inez flashed her pearly white teeth. She leaned across the table. “I’ll tell you at my studio. Not here. We’ll go there after we finish our tea. What do you say, Vera?”

“How…? I never told you my name,” I say with a heavy feeling in my stomach.

“The spirits sent me your way. So, what’s your answer? Coming with me or not?”

I swallowed, not sure if I would die following Inez, but she was so mesmerizing that I agreed. We sipped our teas and talked about Chicago history, like it was no big deal that Inez claimed the spirits had sent her my way.

***

Vera

I followed Inez up the stairs to her studio. It was tucked away in the back of a historic building that had been recently renovated. It had a more witchy vibe than her clothing, but it was still rather modern and innocent looking. Nothing like what they’d show in a Hollywood movie.

“So, this is where you do magic?”

Inez glanced over her shoulder and grinned. “The magic is all around us. Some of us are more connected than others, but it’s everywhere.” Inez slowly walked over to a wall of plants by the window as she spoke. She picked a white flower before walking back over to me. Inez plucked off a petal from the white flower and held it in my face. “Magic is brimming in something as small as this white petal.”

“Yeah?”

Inez nodded and flicked the petal off her finger. We watched it spiral to the ground. Then our eyes met, and Inez looked like a different person for the briefest of seconds. Was she older than she appeared? Was what I saw nothing more than a magical illusion?

“Yes, Vera. Do you trust me enough to give you the potion?”

I shook my head. “Not until you tell me the secret ingredient.”

Inez smirked. She turned and went to her kitchen. She pulled out a small glass jar with a dark purple liquid. “It’s mostly beet juice, but there’s a drop of my blood in it. I’m from a long line of witches, so magic runs deep within me. It’s in my blood.”

My stomach turned. I shook my head and waved my hand in the air. “You’re crazy if you think I’ll drink that.”

“It’ll kill that fever in an instant. All my potions have a drop of my blood and have been enchanted with my spells. Drink this, and then we can talk about why you really came here.”

I stared at the dark purple liquid, wondering what was wrong with me for even considering drinking it. There was no telling what else Inez had mixed into her ‘potion’. Maybe it was a recipe to kill me, so she could sell me for organs. Inez was just a crazy lady from the café.

“You know what. I shouldn’t have come here.” I grabbed my purse and went to leave, but someone banged on the door. My heart skipped a beat. I glanced at Inez who was smiling, like nothing was wrong.

“Inez, it’s Wendy. I need some of that love potion. It did the trick,” she hollered like she was crying happy tears.

Inez leaned over and whispered. “Her husband couldn’t get it up. There wasn’t a pill in the world that could do the trick, and trust me, they’d tried them all.”

Inez walked past me to open the door for the Wendy woman, who hugged her tightly, beaming like she’d never been happier in her life. She had microbraids that were tied into a bun at the top of her head and a gorgeous dark complexion.

“I’m guessing you want some more.”

Wendy waved at me before following Inez to the kitchen area. “Oh, Inez! You’re a miracle worker! We’d been fighting nonstop before the potion, but now it’s like we’re back in college. If I had a million dollars, I would give it to you.”

Inez grinned as she opened her fridge. “The price I ask is more than enough. I had a feeling you’d return, so I made a big batch of the love potion for you.”

Wendy pulled out her wallet and dropped a couple hundred on the counter. She grabbed the potion from Inez before giving her another tight hug. “You’re on our Christmas list now, Inez. Expect a gift!”

“Sounds good,” Inez said with a bright smile on her face. She followed Wendy and accepted another hug from the grateful woman before closing the door and letting out a satisfied sigh. Inez turned back to me. “So, why don’t you tell me about this man that’s causing you so much trouble?”

There was only one man in my life. I had no time for dating since I started working for Joe. He took all my time. He stripped me of my energy. Working for him was probably what got me sick.

“My boss.”

“Who is your boss? What does he do to drive you crazy? Would you like to drink the potion to cure your sickness now?”

I nodded. I was honestly feeling weak and would take anything that promised to make me better. Plus, Wendy’s reaction had seemed so authentic that I no longer had much reason to doubt Inez. The idea of drinking her blood was a bit strange, but it was only a drop.

Inez poured me a glass of the potion, and then we sat at the table in the middle of the room. The potion tasted like beet juice when I took a drink. It was gone in seconds. Inez was grinning when I finished, like she knew what would happen next.

I felt better in seconds, like I’d never been sick at all.

“Want to check your temperature?” she asked.

I placed the back of my hand on my forehead. It’d already cooled down considerably. I shook my head. “I’m okay. Wow, that potion really worked.”

“I have another potion that will work if you want revenge on your boss. I don’t know what he’s done, but the man has clearly done a number on you.”

My lips wet at the idea of getting revenge on Joe. He was honestly the subject of my nightmares. Working for him gave me countless sleepless nights, and it had possibly made me sick. How long could I continue doing nothing? I couldn’t keep justifying his behavior because of what he paid me when we both knew my salary was pocket change to him.

I told Inez all about Joe, and she listened, not interrupting me as the word vomit fell from my mouth. When I started, it was nearly impossible to stop. Only once I noticed twenty-five minutes had passed without Inez saying a word did I stop recounting all the terrible deeds Joe had committed.

“Your boss sounds terrible,” she said. “Would you like the potion? All you need to do is slip it into his drink at work tomorrow, and he’ll be wishing he never treated you wrong.”

My eyes widened. The prospect sounded so tempting, but could I really sneak something into Joe’s drink? It seemed so wrong, like a breach of trust on the deepest of levels. I probably wouldn’t have even considered it if Joe hadn’t treated me like such shit that day.

“What will the potion do?” I asked. “Will it kill him?”

Inez chuckled. “No, I’m not a murderer. It’ll do something much worse than kill him. Death is easy. We’re going to teach him a lesson.”

“But what will the potion do?”

“If I told you, you probably wouldn’t give it to him. You have to trust me. Can you do that?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

Inez nodded. “Fair enough. The decision is ultimately yours, but I couldn’t ignore the spirits. They were begging me to help you, so I figure this is important.” Inez punched in a code to unlock a fridge where she kept an abundance of prepared potions. She grabbed a nearly clear one, but it had a hint of green to it.

“The spirits really talk to you?”

“I’d say it’s a blessing and a curse. Here,” Inez said and placed the potion on the table. “Use it or don’t, it’s up to you, but this potion will teach your boss Joe the ultimate lesson. If you don’t mind, I need to get going.”

I picked up the potion and slid it into my purse, still unsure if I’d use it. Inez held my shoulders as she walked me to the door.

“It was nice meeting you, Vera.”

“Thanks for making me better. How can I repay you?” I went to open my wallet, but Inez stopped me.

“Today is on the spirits, but they really want you to use the potion. You might be surprised where it takes you,” Inez said and just about pushed me out her door. “See you soon. You have my card if you need me. Bye,” Inez said and shut the door in my face.

I turned and went back home, completely torn about what to do.
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Vera

My hands shook as I stood in the kitchenette down the hall from Joe’s office. He’d been an asshole all morning because there was a random stain that hadn’t been removed by the dry cleaning, like I had any control over the situation.

I pulled the green-tinted potion from my purse, turning it over in my hands, asking myself if I could really go through with this. Inez hadn’t given me any clues to what the potion might do except that I might regret not using it.

I opened the vile and smelled the potion. It was odorless. I sniffed it several more times. There might have been a hint of cucumber, or it could have been my imagination supplying a fake detail to satisfy my mind.

Joe had asked for an ice water and an iced coffee. I made his drinks, still debating whether to dump in the potion. I had his drinks ready a minute later and knew Joe was probably growing impatient. I couldn’t hide away in the kitchenette forever, but I also couldn’t deal with asshole Joe for much longer, regardless of my high pay.

If the spirits wanted me to dump the potion into Joe’s drink, who was I to argue?

I took a deep breath and turned the vile over above Joe’s iced coffee. My heart raced as the liquid disappeared into the coffee’s darkness. I grabbed a straw to test a drop of the drink, and it tasted just like black coffee. I cursed under my breath, but I’d already taken too long. There was no turning back now.

My hands wobbled as I returned to Joe’s office. He was on the phone when I entered the room, negotiating a deal with an office in South America. One of Joe’s clients wanted to distribute a Brazilian product in the United States, but there was a bunch of red tape to the process. It had been in the making for months and caused me endless stress.

Joe snapped his fingers without making any noise when I entered the room and pointed to his desk where he wanted me to set the drinks. I did my best not to roll my eyes, happy that I’d dropped the potion into his drink.

There was no telling what Inez’s liquid would do to Joe, but he deserved whatever was coming his way. I turned and left his office, shutting the door behind me with a wicked grin on my face. I went back to my desk and got to work like everything was normal.

I felt relaxed the rest of my shift knowing that it was only a matter of time before Joe got what was coming to him, whatever that may be.
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Joe

My body felt like I’d been drinking all night when my eyes slowly opened, but when I finally took in my surroundings, I knew I was in deep trouble. I distinctly remembered falling asleep in my bedroom overlooking Lake Michigan, but that was not where I awoke.

“What the fuck?” I asked as I lifted myself in the bed. My bedroom was dark and masculine. This room was white and bright. It looked rather feminine, which confused me, because I never went to the woman’s house when I had a one-night stand. They always came to mine and left after we did the deed.

It wasn’t much longer until the truth rammed into me. I screamed at the top of my lungs until I worried police might come knocking at the door, and the last thing I wanted was for a stranger to find me like this.

I had woken up in a woman’s body, no matter how unlikely it seemed, and it wasn’t just any woman. I was in my assistant Vera’s body. Her sweet, youthful body. Sure, I found her sexy. It was a main reason that I’d hired her, but I didn’t want to live in her body!

I screamed again when I ran my hands along my new figure, feeling the curves of my breasts. The thinness of my waist. The emptiness between my thighs where my marvelous cock had once been. My cock that so many women had worshiped. My cock that basically defined who I was as a person.

Vera’s apartment wasn’t ugly, but it didn’t compare to my loft overlooking the lake. She had a spare bedroom and a view of a small park, which was more than most, but I couldn’t imagine living my life like this.

Then I panicked when I thought about my body. Was it gone? Had I died? What happened to Vera, and how the fuck was I in her body? I couldn’t even scream again because my throat hurt so much from the first few times. I cried a soft whimper until I found the strength to put on some clothes.

Women’s clothes.

Tears ran down my face as I tragically tried to do my hair and makeup to match how Vera usually had it when she got to the office, which was depressingly difficult. How did Vera do this every day? Would I have to do it for the rest of my life? Did I even have a job anymore?

Endless questions burned through me, but I would only get my answers if I went to the office. Part of me hoped Vera had taken over my old body. Wouldn’t that be better than having it rot in some ditch?

I didn’t look half as good as Vera usually did when I couldn’t stand touching the makeup another second. I’d washed it off and started over three different times, finally settling on a simple layer of foundation after watching a quick tutorial online.

Vera always wore heels to work too, because I’d required it as part of her dress code, which I regretted the instant I slipped into her three-inch black pumps. If I hadn’t just finally gotten my makeup perfect, I would have cried, but I kept the tears at bay. I had to remind myself that I wasn’t Vera. I was a powerful executive who just happened to wake up in the wrong body.

***

Joe

The office was bustling when I exited the elevator. My team and I had half of one of the top floors. Our office had views of the lake. Seeing the waves of Lake Michigan crash against the shore gave me endless inspiration.

“Morning, Vera.”

The woman stopped in front of me, looking at me expectantly, like we always talked or something. She was the assistant to my CFO, Benjamin, and I couldn’t remember her name for the life of me. Her smile faltered when I hadn’t replied for several seconds.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Just my time of the month.”

The woman narrowed her eyes. “What? Really? You asked me for a tampon over two weeks ago.”

I cursed in my head and waved my hand in the air. “Leave me alone. I’m late.”

The woman frowned and stepped aside. Her name popped into my head the second I walked away from her. Martha. I glanced over my shoulder, and she was scowling in my direction. I couldn’t believe how badly my day was going, and it’d only just begun.

Benjamin was standing there when I turned the corner. I waved and said hello, but he looked confused and grunted a reply. His shitty response didn’t stop him from giving me a quick up-down look, like he was licking my body with his eyes.

My mouth fell open when he stepped past me and continued with his day. Was Benjamin serious? Did he do that to all the ladies? Had I? Part of me panicked as I flipped through past moments in my life. There were plenty of memories of me checking out women, wondering what they looked like beneath the clothes they were wearing.

I kept going until I was standing at what was Vera’s desk right outside of my old office, and I couldn’t believe what I heard when I got there.

My voice.

My old voice.

Someone was using it while talking on the phone, and I could only assume who it might be. I took a deep breath before stepping forward to the door and placing my hand on the knob, more nervous than I’d ever been in my life as I turned the knob to open the door.

I was standing there. The old me. Joe.

The only problem though was it wasn’t me. How could it be me when I was stuck in Vera’s body?

I wanted to see if it was Vera, or had some computer simulation taken over my mind? I was seriously frightened and unsure of what had happened. The only thing I knew was that everything I was doing and touching and feeling felt realer than any dream ever could.

It wasn’t until the old me turned around that I knew the truth. The smirk on my old face told me everything.

It was Vera.

She’d taken over my body.

I opened my mouth to speak, but she lifted her finger to silence me. I wanted to scream in protest, but what could I say? To everyone else at the office, I was Vera. She was Joe.

Vera continued with the phone call, giving a stellar interpretation of me. She’d only listened in on a million of my meetings. She knew all of my passwords. Where I lived. What I liked to eat. She knew everything about me, and I was quickly realizing how little I knew about her other than the fact that she had a banging body and a gorgeous face.

Vera hung up the phone and grinned as she sat in my chair. I was sitting on the other side of the desk, like some visitor in my old office.

“This is some predicament, isn’t it?”

“Give me my body back,” I hollered in distress.

Vera chuckled. “If only I could, gorgeous. The witch who did this told me to tell you that we can’t switch back until you learn your lesson.”

“Learn my lesson? But I didn’t do anything!”

“Didn’t you?” Vera asked with wild laughter and an obnoxious grin that I wanted to slap right off her face, but what could I do? Nobody would believe me. Whatever that witch had done was too flawless to contest. Vera grinned when I huffed and crossed my arms over my chest, clearly defeated.

“Get back to work, Vera.”

I growled through gritted teeth. “Fine, Joe.” I didn’t meet Vera’s eyes again as I picked myself up from that guest chair and went back to my desk, which wasn’t really my desk at all, but I was powerless.

I had to play by Vera’s rules if I ever wanted my manly body back, which ate at every fiber of my soul.


5

Vera

By lunchtime, I wasn’t even sure I wanted my old body back. People respected me as Joe. They sat upright when I walked past, like they feared me. Probably afraid I’d send them packing, which Joe had done to plenty of employees over the years. He was a tough boss, and I was living in his body.

“I’m going for lunch down the street. Could you have the notes for my afternoon meetings on my desk by the time I get back?”

Joe looked at me through my old eyes as I stood at his desk, towering over him. Was it weird that I found myself looking at his cleavage? Was it even weirder that I was finding my old body attractive through my manly eyes?

Joe frowned. “Anything else, boss?”

“Why don’t you lose that attitude, Vera? I pay you good money not to get sassy.”

Joe narrowed his eyes, but we both knew he’d talked about how much he paid me a multitude of times. I hadn’t yet checked his account, but I planned on stopping by the bank after lunch to see how much cash he had on hand. I had all of his credit cards and debit cards and IDs in my new wallet.

Joe looked both ways to make sure nobody was within earshot before leaning over the desk. “This isn’t fair, Vera. Stop playing games,” Joe said in a hushed, yet aggressive whisper.

“What’s not funny, Vera, is your attitude. Put the notes on my desk and only then can you take your lunch. Understood?”

Joe’s eyes widened. He had control over my old body, which he could harm, but then what if he did? From what Inez had told me, I would just get stuck with Joe’s body if he died in my old one, and that wouldn’t be the end of the world. He had a long and thick manhood that could get plenty of loving for the rest of my life.

“Yes, boss.” Joe said after a long pause.

“Good,” I said and held my shoulders higher. The power was probably going to my head, but I planned on enjoying it. There was no telling how long Inez’s potion would last. I didn’t want to waste a single second. “Now, if you’ll excuse me. I’m thinking about ordering the most expensive steak on the menu.”

Joe’s eyes widened. “Not on my credit card.”

I grinned and threw my head back, offering a hearty laugh. There was a deepness to my voice that I could only assume others found sexy. Add that to my designer suit and accessories, and I was basically a walking cologne ad.

“Your credit card? Last I checked, they are mine.”

Joe opened his mouth to say something else, but I had already turned to leave him in the dust. He would have those notes on my desk if he knew what was good for him. I took the elevator downstairs and walked outside with a pep in my step, filling my lungs with deep breaths as though I were in the countryside.
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Vera

Joe had the notes ready on my desk when I got back from the most fabulous lunch I’d ever eaten. Steak with a mushroom cream sauce and fresh greens with a glass of rose wine. I followed that with a slice of flourless chocolate cake and a brandy, which were perhaps even more delicious than the main meal. The entire endeavor cost a couple hundred dollars, but that was nothing for Joe’s account.

I went to the bank after lunch and found out that Joe had over a million dollars in his checking account alone, and I knew that he had numerous accounts across the globe with countless more dollars. I said nothing about it when I got back to the office, but I couldn’t believe how much disposable income the man had.

Nothing today had prepared me for my four o’clock meeting though. It was a conference call with a partnering office in the San Francisco area. The meeting was about one of the newer investments Joe had added to his portfolio. Some robotics startup that was trying to crack the code to making a nurse robot.

Joe had done countless hours of research that we’d had to hire a contractor to help with because there was simply too much on my plate, so I had no idea what the people were talking about, and Joe had given me inadequate notes. He was watching me struggle through the meeting with a wicked smile on his face.

I silenced the phone call, nearing my limit. These notes were making me look like a fool.

“Tell me what I need to know. Now!”

Joe smirked. “I gave you all the notes you need. You just don’t know what they mean. Wish you would have worked those late nights to research now?”

“No,” I said. Joe was always trying to give me extra tasks to stay late while he went out and did who only knew what. He wasn’t a slacker by any means, but he worked on his own schedule. An autonomy he almost never gave to his employees. “Tell me what I need to know, or I’ll do something.”

“What?” he asked.

I glanced down to the place where I now had a dick, threatening his manhood. I was bluffing, but he didn’t need to know that.

“You wouldn’t. What could you even do?”

“I don’t know. Maybe fuck some bitch with an STD.”

Joe narrowed his eyes. “You wouldn’t.”

“If you don’t tell me what I need to know, there’s no telling what I might do. You want to take a chance?”

Joe stared at me several long moments before giving in and telling me everything I needed to know to close the account. The rest of the call was rocky, but I survived. Just barely. I was still radiating anger when I ended the call.

Joe scurried out of the room and returned to his desk outside my office door, but I wasn’t finished with him. I stepped outside and took a deep breath before speaking, plastering a smile to my face, which seemed to make Joe shake in his skin.

“Vera, could we speak in my office a moment?”

“I have stuff to finish, boss. Could it wait a second?”

I raised an eyebrow, daring Joe to question me further. It was a gesture he’d made at me many times before. Joe sighed and stood, following me into the office. He’d never done more than yell at me, but that didn’t feel like enough. I needed to teach Joe who was in charge.

“Would you like to explain yourself, Vera?”

“You don’t have to call me that.”

I sighed. “You’re in my body, you might as well get used to using my name.”

“I bet you love using mine.”

I grinned. “Being Joe Delgado isn’t the worst thing in the world, but I’m sure you already know that.”

“Give me my body back.” Joe dropped to his knees and clasped his hands together. All I could think about was sticking my fat dick between his lips. I’d love to watch him choke. I’d love to paint his mouth with my seed.

“I would if I could, but it’s not up to me.”

“How did this happen?”

“Sit,” I said and took a seat in the boss’s chair. I loved how my ass felt in it. The chair gave me power, like a king on his throne. I was the head shark. Nobody in this office could mess with me.

“You put a potion in my drink, and you didn’t even know what it was going to do? What if it had killed me? I bet you’d feel like shit right now.”

“Inez promised it wouldn’t kill you. Honestly, I never expected this, but it’s really the perfect revenge. You have to live as a woman. Your assistant at that. You have to experience what it’s like to be the grunt. Sure, you pay me ten thousand a month, which is no drop in the bucket, but we both know it’s nothing except pocket change to you.”

“So what? I pay you well, and this is how you treat me?”

“You wouldn’t even let me stay home when I was sick! Maybe you should have thought about that before making me run to the dry cleaner.”

“You could have paid someone to do the job for you! You have my credit cards to spend on whatever you need.”

I grunted, annoyed that I hadn’t thought about sending someone myself. “Why couldn’t you have sent someone? My head was foggy, and I felt like utter shit that day, but you didn’t care.”

“I had an important event in the evening! You can’t go on living like this, Vera. Someone will discover it’s you in my body,” he said.

I laughed. “We both know that isn’t true, and even if someone suspects something, they’d trick themselves into doubting it. We’re in this together until you learn your lesson.”

“What does that even mean? How can I learn my lesson when I don’t know what it is?”

I shrugged. “How am I supposed to know?”

“You’re the one who put that shit in my drink and did this!”

“Watch your mouth,” I said and pointed my finger in Joe’s face. He looked so innocent in my old body. So innocent and sexy. Fuck, I was going crazy thinking about putting my dick in all of his girly holes. Was this what was on his mind all day when we were at work? Had he also thought about fucking my feminine form?

“What are you going to do?”

I grabbed the collar of Joe’s blouse. “You’re in my old body, Joe. You’d better watch yourself.”

Joe spat on me. I wiped my mouth as a smile spread across my face. “Oh, so you think you’re tough?” I asked before lifting Joe’s girly frame and bending him over the desk. My door didn’t have a window. I went over and locked it before returning to Joe’s womanly form. My dick was rock hard. How did men deal with their hard dicks getting in the way at all times of day?

Joe had turned and was sitting against the desk with his arms crossed over his chest. “I am tough, and you aren’t going to get away with this.” Joe stepped forward, but I blocked his path to the exit. “Hey, move out of the way.”

“Not before your spanking,” I said.

“My what?”

“You’ve been a bad girl, Joe. You would have fired me if I behaved like you did today. So, what will it be? Are you going to live the rest of your life never learning your lessons, or are you going to bend over this desk to give yourself a fighting chance to regain your old body?”

Joe’s glossy lips opened and closed as he contemplated his options, finally choosing to bend his ass over the desk. “I never spanked you, though.”

“No, but you’ve grabbed my ass.” I squeezed Joe’s girly butt cheeks with a firm hand before leaning over his body to whisper into his ear. “How does it feel being a girl? You like being the object of a man’s desire? You like knowing that every man wants to ram his dick into your sweet little pussy?”

Joe moaned and moved his ass higher into the air, making my dick strain against my pants even more.

“Fuck, why does taking your dick sound so good?”

“Probably because I have you bent over my desk,” I said as I unbuckled my belt before pulling it free from the loops. Joe glanced over his shoulder at me as I balled up the belt in a closed fist. There was a mixture of terror and excitement in his eyes. “Tell me why I have to spank your ass.”

Joe licked his girly lips. “I tried to sabotage the meeting.”

His womanly voice only drove me crazier. I rubbed the outline of my dick, desperately wanting to plunge it between Joe’s pussy lips. I wondered if he was wet for me and had to resist the urge to reach between his thighs.

“That’s right. Who would that hurt most in the long run?”

“Me,” he said.

“If you get your body back, that’s right. You would only be hurting yourself. Now, is that wise?”

Joe bit his lip and shook his head. “No, it was a silly move, and now I deserve a spanking.”

I ran the leather belt between my fingers, loving how Joe hadn’t stopped bending over the desk since I’d commanded it. “Pull down your skirt and panties.”

“What? I can’t do that.”

“Nobody will know. The door is locked. You don’t have to worry, beautiful.” I reached forward and rubbed my hand along Joe’s backside. Our eyes met, and there was a spark between us so intense that I had to take a step away from him.

“Okay,” Joe said in a submissive voice as he stuck his thumbs into the waistline of his skirt and panties.

I bit my lip as Joe slid the fabric down his bottom to reveal his gorgeous ass. Somehow it felt like I was seeing it for the first time even though that same backside used to belong to me.

“Fuck, that’s one sexy ass. Too bad I’ll have to redden it,” I said as I rubbed a hand along Joe’s smooth skin.

“No, please. Give me another chance.”

I gripped the belt tighter. “I gave you plenty of chances, and you only took advantage. If you don’t properly learn your lesson, how will you ever improve?”

Joe’s eyes widened, probably realizing I wasn’t about to let him off easily. Truth was, I would have walked out the door if Joe tried to bend me over his desk, but something had changed between us. Maybe switching bodies had bonded us in mysterious ways.

“You’re right. I should have been better, but can you let me try again without spanking me?”

“No, you almost caused a lot of damage today, and I have to show you how badly it hurt. Understand?”

Joe frowned but nodded after a moment, turning back to the desk and dropping his head. “Spank me. I’ve been a bad girl.”

Joe’s sultry feminine voice drove me wild, but I must focus on punishing him. There was no telling how long we would be in each other’s bodies, so I had to teach him while I could. I raised the belt into the air before slamming it down on Joe’s exposed cheek.

His skin instantly reddened, and I nearly came in my pants. I gasped and took a step away. I rubbed my cock mindlessly.

“What’s wrong? Can’t spank me?” Joe asked, taunting me.

I grinned and raised the belt. I lost myself spanking his ass. Joe moaned and groaned and begged me to stop with a smile on his face. We were in our own little world until a knock at the doors sent us cold. Joe covered his mouth, and I stood still with the belt hanging over my head.

Whoever was standing outside the door jiggled the doorknob. “Busy,” I hollered.

Joe was pulling up his skirt when the door flew open. I dropped the belt to the floor and tried to step away, but it was too late. Benjamin was the only other person with a key to the office. He’d seen what Joe and I were doing.

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t realize what was happening,” Benjamin said in a cheerful voice with a grin on his face.

I didn’t know how loud we were being, but I had a feeling Benjamin knew what he’d find when he opened the door. Otherwise, he probably wouldn’t have used his key or have that annoying smirk on his face.

“It’s okay. We were just discussing the deal we’re working on with San Francisco. Did you need something, Benjamin?”

Benjamin glanced at the belt by my feet as he stepped into the office. “Actually, yes. London called, and they need us there in twenty-four hours. We have an emergency meeting about those apartment complexes we bought. The English government is trying to intervene, and our partners want us to visit a judge with them.”

“Shit,” I said. I glanced at Joe, and he looked stricken.

“Guess we’ll both have to go. Are you bringing Martha along too?”

“Yeah, she’s coming. I’m having her buy the four of us tickets now. Is that a problem, Vera?”

Benjamin had a sinister look in his eyes when he glanced in Joe’s direction, who was still in my old body. Benjamin had always looked at me inappropriately, but he’d been able to keep his hands to himself.

“No,” said Joe. “That’s not a problem.”

“Perfect. I’ll have Martha send you our itinerary.” Benjamin turned and left the room, glancing over his shoulder once before he got out of view.

Joe dropped his face into his hands. I rubbed his back. “It’ll be okay,” I said. “We won’t have to be in London for long.”

“You know he saw us, right?”

“Yeah, so? Martha has told me all types of stories about him.”

“What’s that supposed to do?”

I sighed and made Joe swear he wouldn’t tell anyone what I was about to share. He agreed.

“Martha has blackmail on Benjamin. Tons. He’s not the best guy in the world.”

“Really?” asked Joe. He seemed shocked.

“Yeah, Benjamin is a bit shady, but he doesn’t do anything that would directly harm the business. Not yet at least.”

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

I didn’t have the heart to tell Joe that his business partner was a misogynistic pig who had a reputation around the city. Benjamin hadn’t harassed any of the female workers at the office though, so I just told Joe that Martha had discovered email accounts of Benjamin engaging in insider trading, which was also true.

“Shit,” he said in a hushed whisper.

“Yeah,” I said. “Don’t worry, though. That’s his problem. Not yours.”

Joe nodded, but he didn’t look convinced. He didn’t have much time to ponder, though. We had a flight to catch, so I sent Joe to pack our bags, just as he would have done to me.


7

Joe

It was the following morning, and we were in the taxi on our way to the airport. I couldn’t believe I’d lived an entire day as a woman. I couldn’t believe Vera had spanked my ass. What was even more surprising was how I’d touched myself thinking about it in the wee hours of the morning when I couldn’t stop tossing and turning in bed.

I never dreamed of getting fucked when I was a man, but all I wanted was a dick inside me now that I was a woman. Not just anyone’s dick, though. I wanted Vera’s cock. My old cock.

Our eyes met for the briefest of seconds just as I was thinking about Vera plowing me, and I swore she could tell exactly what was on my mind. Was she thinking the same? I could only hope she was.

We got to the airport and checked in without any issues. Martha had bought us all business-class tickets. The gentlemen were sitting together. We were across the aisle and one row behind, so they could easily pass us papers.

It was an arrangement we’d done many times before, only I was sitting next to Benjamin all those times. Never next to Martha, whose name I had shamefully forgotten, even though she’d been working at my office for years. I needed to do better to recognize all staff, no matter their level or seniority.

“Sorry about the other day. I was having a shitty morning and lied about being on my period,” I said to Martha as we were waiting for the plane to take off. We had just been given glasses of ‘free’ bubbles.

Martha grinned. “Don’t worry, girl. We’ve all been there. Boy problems?”

I laughed lightly. “You know it.”

“That Jeremiah guy you told me about? Is he still being an asshole?”

“Yeah,” I said, even though I had no idea who Jeremiah was. Despite that, the man was still making me jealous. Had his dick been inside my new body? Did Vera love it when he fucked her? Did she love it more than she loved spanking me? “I dumped his ass, though.”

Martha laughed. She had the most infectious smile and laughter. I hated how I’d only seen her as Benjamin’s assistant instead of as her own woman. There was so much I had already learned by living life through Vera’s eyes, and it’d only been a day.

“That’s what I like to hear. Worthless men are dead weight,” Martha said and lifted her glass.

I grinned and lifted my glass, feeling so much more comfortable in my womanly skin than when I’d woken up yesterday. I loved how effortless Martha was smiling at me, like we were friends. She wasn’t looking at me like her boss. Nobody ever looked at me as though I were just their friend anymore.

“I hear that,” I said.

“Cheers.”

“Cheers,” I said and clinked my glass against Martha’s. We sipped our champagne. I looked out the window as we ascended into the sky, no longer sulking over what had happened.

Maybe being a girl wasn’t so bad after all.
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Vera

“You were incredible, Joe. No wonder you sit at the big table.” I couldn’t stop showering Joe with compliments. He’d stepped up during our meeting and quoted English law even the local lawyers hadn’t heard of, but it was exactly what we needed to help the deal for the apartment complexes move forward.

“When there’s big money on the line, I’ll do whatever it takes.”

“You showed that,” I said.

We’d all gotten separate hotel rooms, but Joe had come back to mine after his rockstar performance since we were both riding high on the success. “Should we go out to celebrate?”

Joe grinned, looking so sexy in his strapless red dress and matching heels that it hurt. He’d gone all out for the meeting, which only made me hornier. How was it that I could be so intensely attracted to my old body? How was it that Joe was watching me like he was equally attracted to me?

“I’d love that,” Joe said in his feminine voice. “We need cocktails and champagne.”

“Don’t get too drunk around me, or I’ll take advantage.” I looked up and down Joe’s body, feeling instantly disgusted by myself.

Joe noticed but didn’t seem to mind. “How exactly would you take advantage?”

My eyes narrowed and I shook my head, wishing Joe wasn’t tempting me to jump on the bed next to him and bury my dick deep in his pussy. My old body was probably craving a fucking like crazy since it’d been months since I was last with a man.

“You’d better be careful. I can’t control all this testosterone flowing through me.”

Joe moaned, letting his eyes fall to the outline of my dick, which was rock hard beneath my slacks. He pressed his arms together, which made his breasts look bigger, driving me wild. I wanted to put my head between them. Lick them. Suck on Joe’s fat nipples.

Joe leaned back after a second, spreading his girly legs, which made my dick jump. I unzipped my zipper, reaching in my pants to stroke the soft skin of my hardened dick. I wanted to plunge it between Joe’s wet lips to show him how magical it could feel to get fucked. I knew just what his body wanted.

“What will you do if I’m not careful?”

I groaned in my deep voice, having to use every ounce of will power I had not to jump on Joe and shove my cock between his parted thighs. He was playing with fire, and it was nearly impossible to control myself as a man.

“What will I do?” I asked as I took a step toward Joe. His eyes widened, but he didn’t lean away from me. He leaned toward me.

“Yeah? What will you do? I want to know.”

I pulled at my tie, tossing it to the side. “I might kiss you,” I said before leaning down to press my lips against Joe’s neck.

A girly moan left his lips. I glanced down and saw nothing but his big breasts. My cock was hovering in his face, desperately trying to jump free from my open zipper.

“What else?” asked Joe.

“I might touch you.” I placed a hand on Joe’s leg where his red dress ended. It might have been my imagination, but I felt the heat of his pussy even though my hand was only halfway up his thigh.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I said before squeezing Joe’s leg. I took a step back before I lost complete control. “Not before we get some champagne, though.”

Joe frowned and slapped his hands on his legs. “I don’t want to leave. I want to stay here. With you.”

“We’re not going anywhere,” I said before walking over to the phone to call room service. I ordered us a bottle of bubbles, some ice, vodka, cranberry juice, an assortment of food, and desserts. The bill was insane, but Joe just shrugged when I told him the number.

“Worth it not to leave this bedroom,” he said in a sultry voice before leaning closer to me. “How can I find you so attractive when you’re in my old body?”

“I don’t know, but I’ve been feeling the same.” I reached into his long hair and pulled on it, feeling like there was an animal awakening inside of me. Joe gasped when I pulled on his hair a little harder, exposing his neck. His nipples looked rock hard through his dress. “All I want to do is bury my cock deep in your pussy.”

Joe squeezed his thighs together. “That’s all I want, Vera. Fuck me with that big dick. I’m desperate to feel what it’s like to get fucked. My body feels like it might fall apart if you don’t stick that dick in me.”

I kissed Joe. Our tongues dance, and time seemed to fade away as we kissed and touched. Joe had my dick in his hand when a knock at the door reminded us of the order we’d placed.

“Shit, I almost forgot about the food.”

“Me too,” Joe said with a wicked smile.

“We should have ordered condoms too, shouldn’t we?”

I shrugged. “I’m on the pill and clean. Didn’t you go to the doctor to get checked recently?”

“Yeah,” said Joe. “I’m in the clear.”

“Perfect,” I said. Another knock at the door reminded me of the person we’d left waiting in the hall. I had charged everything to the main bill that Martha would sign and gave the gentleman a generous tip before popping open the bottle of bubbles. We had a cart of goodies to enjoy throughout the night, but we were back to kissing after one sip of the champagne.

“You were so sexy in that meeting today, Joe. I loved watching your passion,” I said as I kissed and touched Joe’s feminine body.

He reached down and wrapped his hand around my hard dick. “Yeah? You like me as a woman?”

“I like you as my woman,” I said. “No matter what happens, I want us to be there for each other. Whatever is happening, we’re on this journey together.”

“Yes,” said Joe. “Don’t leave me after tonight. Please.”

“Never,” I said.

Joe moaned as I kissed his body, slowly making my way down to his legs. I hiked up his red dress when I got there, exposing his panties, which he’d soaked to the max.

He was wearing a see-through red thong as well, and his pussy lips looked so delicious. My cock was throbbing in my pants and begging me to fuck Joe already, but I had to wait. I had to give Joe a treat he’d never forget.

Joe hollered when I licked the outline of his pussy through the panties. He thrashed on the bed when I started messing with his clit, which had come out to play. I did everything to Joe I’d always dreamed of a man doing to me.

“What are you doing?” Joe gasped when I pulled off his panties.

“Nothing you don’t love,” I said before diving back in to lick some more. I listened to his every breath. His every moan. I let his reactions of each lick tell me where I should lick or kiss next. His thigh. His clit. I worked my lips all over his womanhood.

After about five minutes, Joe was breathing heavily. He’d been transported to another world. I said nothing. I let my lips and tongue do all the talking. I moved them from the folds of his labia to his clit and back while I dug my fingers into his sides so he couldn’t get away from me.

“That’s right, baby. Cum for me,” I said.

Joe gasped. His back arched, and then he screamed. He screamed so loudly that I worried someone would show up to ask if we were okay, but I also didn’t care. There was nothing sexier than listening to Joe’s pleasure.

I kept licking to give Joe a second orgasm, but then he was begging me to stop. I lifted myself and wiped my lips.

Joe’s eyes were glossy when our eyes met. He was beaming. Then he shook his head and averted his gaze, like he was too embarrassed to hold my stare. I dropped to the bed and wrapped my body around his, kissing him on the shoulder. I couldn’t control my hard cock, though, which was pressing into Joe’s backside.

Joe reached behind after catching his breath to take my manhood in his hand. He stroked it gently before turning toward me.

“It’s your turn,” he said.

I grinned. “Okay,” I said with a shrug.

Joe lifted the sheet and climbed down my body until his mouth was hovering over my dick. Then he wrapped his lips around my cock and started bobbing his head, giving me some of the most intense pleasure I’d ever felt. I gasped when he closed his lips around the head of my cock and swirled his tongue around my tip. I grabbed his hair to pull him off my dick when I got too close to cumming.

“You’re not making me cum before I fuck you.”

“Yes. Fuck me, please.”

“Say it again.”

“Fuck me. Please fuck me,” Joe said in a slutty moan.

***

Joe

I was still in the stars from my first orgasm when Vera slid her fat dick between my swollen pussy lips. She stared down at me as she fucked me with the top half of her cock, giving my walls time to adjust to her size. I reached up and touched Vera’s manly face as she thrust in and out of my loosening pussy.

“That’s right, baby. Loosen up for this dick.”

I moaned and opened my legs wider for Vera, doing my best to take her dick. All I wanted was to make her happy after she gave me that incredible orgasm. She knew how to touch a woman better than I ever had. I wasn’t sure I’d ever made a woman holler as Vera did to me.

“You like this pussy?”

“I love your sweet pussy,” Vera said as she pushed her dick deeper. I gasped. “Yeah, you like this dick in your cunt?”

“Yes,” I said in a whimper. “Fuck my cunt, Vera. Give it to me hard.”

“You’re almost loose enough. Take some deep breaths.”

I did as Vera commanded, breathing deeply as she plowed her dick deeper and deeper until my natural juices had lubricated her cock enough to slide around freely in my pussy. There was a little friction, but each one of Vera’s thrusts felt like a sprinkling of magical dust all over my body.

“Your pussy is so fucking tight,” Vera said.

“You gonna fill up my tight pussy?”

“No, I’m going to cum all over those sweet lips.” Vera kissed me and pushed her hands into my hair, fucking me hard for nearly a minute. All I could do was dig my nails into her back. She was in control, and I loved every fucking second of it. I screamed and hollered and begged for more. Vera didn’t disappoint.

“I’m getting close,” she grunted as she moved her hips a little slower.

“Me too,” I said. That same tingling feeling had returned to my center, promising an orgasm.

“Get on your knees,” Vera said as she pulled out of my pussy. Her cock was slick and shiny, and I couldn’t wait to get it in my mouth.

I dropped to my knees in front of Vera and wrapped my hand around the base of her thick dick. She pushed her hands through my hair as I parted my lips and took her cock into my mouth. I reached between my legs to touch myself as I bobbed my head along Vera’s manhood.

Vera grunted and moaned and after a short minute she pulled me off her cock. She beat her dick and stared at me. I’d never felt so slutty in my life and didn’t want our lovemaking to end, but I was ready to taste Vera’s load. I was ready for her to cum all over my face and humiliate me.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

I did.

Vera sprayed her load seconds later.

Warm cream shot into my mouth. It hit the back of my throat. The milky goo ran down my cheeks, past my lips, and Vera just kept cumming. Her seed covered half of my face by the time she grunted and took a step back.

I moaned and touched my pussy in just the right way to cum with her at that very second.

“Fuck, that was certainly a celebration.”

I licked my lips and laughed. “I’d say.”

We got cleaned up and then cuddled in bed, eating and drinking all the stuff we’d ordered from room service, occasionally staring out of the window at the London skyline, but all we really wanted to do was stay in bed.

So, that was exactly what we did for the rest of the night.
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Vera

I’d expected to wake up in my old body after the amazing sex we had last night, but that wasn’t what happened. Part of me worried we’d never switch back. I called Inez several times, but she didn’t answer the phone, which caused a mild panic to set in, but I had to act like everything was okay.

At least until we got back to Chicago.

Benjamin was waiting for me in the lobby of the hotel, since he thought I was Joe. I put on my suit and went downstairs at nine in the morning, which was nearly impossible because it meant leaving a naked, sleepy Joe back in bed. He looked so sexy wrapped up in those sheets.

Benjamin already had a cup of coffee in front of him by the time I arrived. He was looking at something on his cell phone, so he hadn’t noticed me walk across the room. I stopped in front of the table and waved before sliding out the chair and taking a seat.

“Morning, partner. Long night?”

“Just went out to celebrate our win.”

“With Vera?” Benjamin asked with a crooked smile, but I couldn’t quite tell what he was thinking.

“She went with me, yes. Why?”

Benjamin shook his head and ran his fingers over his knuckles before picking up his coffee and guiding it to his lips. “No reason. That Vera is something else, isn’t she?”

I laughed and tried to play it cool, but it seemed there was almost a sinister tone to Benjamin’s voice.

“Yeah, she saved our asses yesterday. I can’t believe she knew all that about English law.”

“You’ve whipped her into shape, haven’t you?”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

There was a glint in Benjamin’s eye as he smirked. “I went by your room last night to see if you wanted to go out, and I heard plenty. That Vera knows a lot more than English law.”

I curled my fist under the table, but I wouldn’t use it. Joe was a womanizer. Benjamin probably thought I’d slept with Vera a million times already.

“Don’t tell anyone in the office. It’s supposed to be our little secret. Wouldn’t want anyone thinking I play favorites,” I said.

Benjamin winked. “Your secret is safe with me.”
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Joe

We still had a few days left in London. We’d already attended to all our business, so Vera was picking us up food from nearby restaurants and buying alcohol at an English supermarket. There were a few bottles of scotch I wanted to take back home, and I would have gone to the store myself, but she was the one who looked like the man in my ID photo.

Vera had left me to roll around in the sheets, naked, but I desperately wanted ice water, so I put on a loose-fitted dress, slipped on heels, and grabbed a bucket for ice, taking the elevator down to the lobby. It seemed so bright and lively downstairs. I couldn’t wait to get back upstairs to my cave.

The bartender looked right at my chest when he greeted me. Something I was getting used to while living in this womanly body. Sometimes I hated it. Other times it felt flattering. My feelings were always confusing, and I’d never felt like such an object of sexual desire in my life.

“Afternoon, miss. What would you like?” the man asked with an English accent.

“Could you fill my bucket with ice, please? I’m staying upstairs.”

“Right away.”

I turned my back to the bar as the bartender filled the bucket. Benjamin was sitting across the room. He had his eyes on me, watching me with a hint of desire, as most men did. He waved. I waved back and then turned back to the bar, where my bucket of ice was waiting.

“Do I need to pay?”

“Nope.”

“Thank you,” I said and took the bucket, hugging it against my chest. I just wanted to get back upstairs, take off this dress, and toss around in the sheets as I’d been doing all morning. If only my throat never dried out, but it’d been a long night. I’d had Vera’s thick cock in my mouth more times than I could count.

I stepped into the elevator, not really paying attention to my surroundings, which meant I didn’t see Benjamin until it was too late. We were the only ones in the elevator when the doors slid shut.

“Vera,” Benjamin said before taking a step in my direction.

I squeezed the bucket of ice tighter. The cold burned my arms, but I hardly felt it over my racing heart. Benjamin had closed the distance between us, and I only saw darkness in his eyes. It was as though a different man had taken over his body. This wasn’t the Benjamin I knew. This wasn’t the man I made my business partner.

“Yes?” I asked in a weak voice.

“Don’t be afraid,” Benjamin said and brushed my hair with the back of his hand. “I only want to give you a reward for your incredible work yesterday.”

“Tell Joe to give me more money if you want to give me a reward.”

Benjamin slammed his hand against the wall of the elevator, which made me jump. An ice cube fell from the bucket. I glanced at the floor numbers. We were nearing ours, and I was desperate to get off this horror ride.

“What’s wrong, princess? Only have room in that pussy for Joe’s cock? You don’t want to take mine too?”

“No, please.”

Benjamin leaned forward just as the elevator doors were opening. I kicked him and ran, but the bucket was slowing me down, and I was too afraid to think clearly. I should have dropped the ice to run faster, but I didn’t. Perhaps hugging the bucket was too comforting.

Benjamin caught up with me when I was halfway down the hallway. I screamed, but he covered my mouth. I finally dropped the bucket to use my hands to scratch Benjamin, but he was too strong.

“Stop resisting,” he said into my ear. “You’re going to love this dick.”

I hollered and cried into Benjamin’s hand. He had his erection pressing into my backside. I wished more than anything to be wearing a pair of jeans instead of a dress. I cried even harder when Benjamin reached his hands between my thighs.

“Shut up and take it, you fucking slut.”

I was crying so hard by that point that my eyes hurt. We were tucked away in a corner by a storage closet, so nobody could see us, and nobody could hear me screaming because Benjamin had his hand placed firmly over my lips.

I managed to move my mouth up enough to bite Benjamin’s hand milliseconds before he could violate my womanhood. He cursed and slapped me, making me fall to the floor. He raised his foot, like he was about to stomp on me, but a fist to the jaw stopped him.

Vera punched Benjamin in the face several more times before standing to adjust her shirt. There were bags by her feet as she took deep breaths to steady herself. She looked so manly and handsome, and I couldn’t stop crying. At least my tears were now joyful because I couldn’t have been happier to see her.

My savior.

“What the fuck were you doing, Benjamin? Were you about to rape her?” Vera yelled.

Benjamin put up his hands, looking so weak and pathetic now that there was a man his own size in the room. “No, it wasn’t like that, man. She was coming on to me. You should have seen her.”

“What? He’s lying. Joe, you can’t believe him,” I said to Vera. Even though I was stressed beyond belief, we couldn’t let anyone know we’d switched bodies. They wouldn’t understand.

Vera shook her head. “You’re a fucking liar, Benjamin. I saw how you had her. If she wanted to fuck you, she wouldn’t have been crying and struggling to break free. Trust me, I know.”

“Vera’s nothing but a whore. That’s why she slept with you.”

Vera scoffed and kicked Benjamin’s side, causing him to curl up into a fetal position.

“Pack your bags, Benjamin. We’re taking the first flight out of here.”

Benjamin said nothing. He was too busy crying. Vera took me and wrapped her arm over my shoulder as we walked away from pathetic Benjamin.

“I’m so sorry he did that to you.”

“It’s okay. I’m just glad you got there when you did.”

“Me too. He’ll never hurt you again. I promise.”

“Will you do something?” I asked.

“We’ll do something. You, me, and Martha. Let’s call her.”

I nodded, still shaken from the entire experience. I’d never felt so afraid for my life as a man. Was this how all women felt? Like some man might attack them at any moment just to satisfy a passing urge?

I shivered at the thought.

Vera hung up the phone a moment later. “Martha has us booked on the first flight out of here. She made sure Benjamin won’t be sitting anywhere near you.”

“Thank you, Vera.”

Vera came over and held me close, telling me everything would be fine. I clutched her masculine body and hoped she was telling the truth. I didn’t know if I could handle another experience like that.
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Vera

It was an uncomfortable flight back to Chicago, but I kept Benjamin away from Joe the entire time. He was still shaken up after the ordeal, but Martha had everything prepared for what happened next. We’d all gone home after the plane, but Benjamin was in for a rude awakening in the morning.

“How did you sleep?” I asked Joe as we lay in bed.

“I slept okay. Do you really think we should do this? Will they send Benjamin to jail?”

“If we’re lucky they will. Martha has a stack of evidence against him.”

Joe nodded, looking so womanly and beautiful. There was a slight tension between us. We were both worried about returning to our old bodies but too afraid to say the words. I loved having sex as a man. Making love to Joe’s sweet, feminine body was otherworldly, but part of me wanted to return to how things were.

I missed all the history I had as Vera. I missed my friends. My family. All our shared memories. I could make new memories as Joe, since I already had the world fooled, but there was a power to being a woman that I missed.

There were always creeps like Benjamin, but we were about to turn his life upside-down, just as he’d done to Joe in that hallway.

“Okay,” said Joe. “Let’s go before I change my mind.”

“Lead the way,” I said and waved to my private elevator. We stepped inside and then made our way to the office. Martha was there, along with two detectives. Apparently, they’d already been working on a case against Benjamin from what several other women had said.

Benjamin fought as they put him in handcuffs, but he gave up after a few moments. Watching Benjamin leave the office in police custody was surreal, but it was what he deserved after how he treated Joe, who he’d thought was me.

I told everyone they could have the rest of the day off. Joe had me sign a bonus check for Martha. I thanked her and promised her she would always have a job at the office. Then Joe and I left, both needing a drink.

***

Joe

“Has Inez answered the phone?”

“Nope,” said Vera. “Don’t worry, though. We’ll figure this out.”

I picked up my glass of white wine and took a sip. We were on our second bottle. I still couldn’t believe Benjamin was probably sitting in a police station getting questioned. I couldn’t believe he had been harassing women around town as though it were a sport.

“Being a woman is so scary, especially with all the horny men in the world. There are so many eyeballs on me. I never get a break. Just look at that prick across the room,” I said and gestured to a man who couldn’t stop staring in my direction.

He averted his eyes when Vera turned to look at him, but then he was right back to staring at me seconds later. I sighed and shook my head, taking another sip of the white wine.

“You’re right. Men kind of make being a woman difficult. Can’t live with them or without them, unfortunately,” Vera said with a laugh. “Being a woman isn’t all bad, though, is it?”

I thought back to everything that had happened since I woke up as a woman. There had been much more good things to occur than bad, especially having Vera fuck me. I would never forget how incredible it felt to cum as a woman, which was better than any orgasm I’d ever had as a man, but I missed my old life.

Womanhood was difficult in ways I’d never assumed, despite the fabulous clothes and intense orgasms. The world expected me to wear those designer clothes. They expected me to have my hair done. I had to work ten times harder at the most basic life tasks just to meet the expectations of society.

If I ever made it back to my old body, I would never forget everything I learned about being a woman, and I would know there was still so much for me to learn. I would never just see a woman as a tool to wet my dick again.

“No, it’s not all bad.”

“That’s right. We’ll let the law take care of Benjamin. Let’s just worry about ourselves.”

“Okay,” I said with a smile.

“To all those boss ass bitches around the world holding it down!” Vera lifted her glass and gestured for me to do the same. I did.

“To all those boss ass women,” I said. We laughed as we clinked our glasses and took a sip, staring at each other over the rims of our glasses.

Then it happened.

We switched.

“Fuck,” Vera said and coughed on her wine.

I was sitting across from her, staring at her womanly body. I glanced down and turned my hands, and it felt so strange to be back as a man.

“Yeah, that was weird.”

“You’re telling me!”

After a moment of shock, we both relaxed. It was fun living as Vera, but I was happy to be back in my body, and I could tell Vera felt the same. We finished our wine and laughed at everything we’d gone through together. I picked up the check when our conversation ran dry, wondering what was next for us.

“So, is this the end?” I asked Vera when we were standing outside the restaurant.

“I hope not,” she said. “I was actually hoping we could go back to your place… to see if we still have that spark.”

“Really?”

Vera folded her lips and nodded. She stood on her toes to whisper in my ear. “Now that I’m a girl again, I’d love to feel what it’s like to have your big dick inside me.”

“Oh, I’ll show you.” I lifted Vera into my arms. She squealed, but it was all fun and games. She laughed and kicked her legs as I carried her down the street to my building. We didn’t stop kissing the entire way up to my loft.

The private elevator doors opened. Our clothes fell to the floor a second later. Vera showed me in a million different ways how much she loved my dick. I returned the favor by licking her pussy before plowing into the hole between those sweet lips of hers, positive I’d never want another woman for as long as I lived.

We came while I was fucking her from behind, staring out at Lake Michigan, which stretched into the distance. I wrapped my arms around her soft chest as I slid in and out of her loosened hole. She hollered as she came all over my dick, begging me to hold it deep inside her, so that was what I did.

She didn’t care that I was filling her hole with my seed.

She wanted me as much as I wanted her.

We were in love.
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Six Months Later

Vera

Nobody knew I was fucking the boss, but that was how we liked it. I loved being Joe’s assistant more than ever now that he understood what being a woman was really like. He treated all of us with the upmost respect. Joe had updated his sexual-harassment policies as well, and it was something every worker in the office now took extremely seriously.

They didn’t want to end up like Benjamin, who was serving a few years in jail for everything he’d done.

Martha was also the new CFO, which was amazing. Joe had promoted her after learning she had an MBA from a prestigious university. I was so proud of my man and how much he’d grown.

“Vera, could you come in my office please?”

I glanced around, wondering what type of visit Joe had in mind. We didn’t have sex at the office too often, but anything was possible. I also wouldn’t mind it if he just wanted to slide his fingers into me or kiss my womanhood for a second to wear my scent the rest of the day.

I entered Joe’s office and closed the door. “Yes, boss?”

“Inez called,” he said.

“Oh, what did she want?”

“She says she made a new sex potion and wanted us to be the first ones to try it.”

I laughed. “What? Are we her testers now or something?”

“Guess so, but she said it’s amazing. It’s supposed to give the user complete controls over their orgasms.”

“That’s impossible,” I said, even though I knew the impossible was possible with Inez. She’d upset me when she ignored our phone calls six months ago, but she only did so to let the potion run its course.

“What do you say? Want to try it this weekend?”

I grinned. “Sure, we can try it. Anything else, boss?”

“That’ll be all, for now.”

I slipped out of his door and went back to my desk, grinning like a fool. Joe and I played constant games. I hoped they’d never end, which seemed to be the case.
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“You can’t come in here, man!”

Thom grunted and kept walking toward the bar with his head down, acting like he hadn’t heard. He’d spent all day delivering food on his bike and needed a drink. He couldn’t go back to his miserable studio apartment without shooting the shit with his favorite asshole bartender, Gene.

Gene ran up to Thom and grabbed his shoulders, shaking the drunk from his trance.

“Let go of me,” Thom hollered and jutted his shoulder.

“No chance in hell, man. You’ve got to go,” Gene said and pushed Thom toward the door.

Thom broke free from his grip and hopped to the side. He reached into his pocket to grab some money. He held up the cash. “Come on, Gene. Don’t get your panties in a bunch over that last time. I have some cash. I’ll pay extra.”

Gene shook his head. He wasn’t about to let any cash buy his compassion. Thom had skipped out on his bill more than a few times, and the staff was fed up. They couldn’t have him sitting around the bar bitching about how he’d gotten fired from his carpenter job. They couldn’t listen to another word about how much he hated delivering food on his bike, especially if he wasn’t about to pay.

“You’ve fooled us one too many times, Thom. Sorry,” Gene said and grabbed Thom’s wrist to pull him toward the door.

Everyone in the pub was watching as Gene dragged Thom outside. Thom put up a fight until he saw all those eyes on him, drenching him in a downpour of pity. People didn’t used to look at him like that. They used to turn their heads when he walked into a room, especially women, but even men would size him up.

Thom used to have definition in his muscles. He used to have clear, radiating skin. He used to look like a man people desired, but now he was nothing more than a washed-up drunk. It’d never been clearer than when he caught a glimpse of his reflection in the glass as the fresh air hit his face.

“Don’t come back until you get your shit together,” Gene said and slammed the pub door shut in Thom’s face.

Thom sighed and dug his hands into his pockets. He could go to another bar in town, but it wouldn’t be the same. The weather was a tad chilly but still felt comfortable, considering it was November. Thom continued down the street. He’d rather walk around in the dark than sit in his studio apartment.

He found a bench on the edge of a pocket park at the end of a pedestrian street. There was nobody there because of the late hour, but Thom still felt those pitiful eyes on him. Those stares that’d been dripping judgement all over him like a leaking pipe.

Thom kicked his feet, wondering where he’d gone wrong in life. He wondered how he’d lost all his friends and those girls who used to come over to spend the night when they got a little lonely. None of them contacted Thom. Not anymore.

The person leaving Thom’s life who’d hurt more than any of them was Corey, his best friend. They’d met on a job since they were both carpenters. Corey still worked in the trade, but not Thom. Nobody would hire him after his last DUI, which he’d gotten while in Corey’s car.

He didn’t remember too much from that fateful night. Just that he’d been at the bar, shooting the shit. There were grainy visions of him flying down the highway, but that was all he could recall before coming around in the backseat of a police car.

Corey never talked to Thom again after the night that he totaled his best friend’s car, lost his job, and lost his license. It was easily the worst night of Thom’s life. Luckily, they’d only given him a week in jail and a probationary period where he couldn’t drive, but they hadn’t taken away his right to drink!

Thom could ride his bike around town all day and buy drinks at night. It’d even been fun at first, but that was at the height of summer. That was when the nights were warm, and people were too busy to cook. Thom was delivering fewer and fewer orders now that the weather was turning. He was growing afraid that he wouldn’t be able to pay his rent.

Thom stood from the bench and walked down the street. He kicked the few rocks that were in his way, looking for any way to release his aggression. Who was Gene to keep him from the bar? That man had some nerve! He had it in his mind to walk down to that bar and curse Gene out, but then something caught Thom’s eye.

There was a glow coming from behind a bush right outside of a closed business. Thom hesitated and glanced over his shoulder to see if anyone else was there to witness what he was seeing. He then wondered if he was hallucinating. It certainly wouldn’t have been the first time, but the glow hadn’t disappeared when he turned back to it.

Thom’s heart raced as he walked forward to the bush. He glanced around and looked right into a camera lens pointed in his direction, but Thom’s interest was too piqued to stop. He took a deep breath and stepped forward, hoping he wouldn’t hear sirens approach when he stuck his hand into that bush.

Was it gold? A lost toy? A lamp? What in the world could glow so brightly in the dark?

Thom took a deep breath and looked into the camera once more as he reached into the bush. His heart leapt when he pulled out a bottle. It glowed even more brightly as he held it up to his face. He looked around to see if anyone was watching. Nobody was there except the camera, and there was no telling if anyone would watch the recording, or if it was even recording at all.

Thom tucked the glowing bottle into his jacket and ran down the street toward his studio apartment.
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Thom felt like he’d snorted coke or took some other type of upper as he stepped into his apartment and closed the door behind him. He turned and looked into the peephole to make sure nobody had followed him. Whatever he was carrying felt warm to the touch. Too warm for a plain bottle, as though it had a life of its own.

Thom opened his jacket to retrieve the bottle. He set it on his small kitchen table. It was one of the few pieces of furniture in the place. Thom couldn’t do much since he only had one big room. There was a bed and a loveseat couch next to a tiny coffee table, but that was about it.

The bottle was still glowing as Thom stared at it from the couch drinking a beer. He was still nervous that someone would come banging on the door, but his nerves calmed as the minutes passed, and his curiosity grew more intense. Thom had to know what was inside the bottle. He had to know why it glowed.

Thom finished his beer and crushed the can. He tossed it to the side and stood from the couch, walking over to the glowing bottle. He twisted open the top. He placed his nose to the rim and took a whiff. Whatever was inside smelled incredibly alcoholic and warm and delicious. Definitely a dark spirit.

Thom grabbed a tumbler glass from his cabinet. He went over to the bottle and poured until his glass was half full. The dark liquid smoked, filling the room with its rich aroma. Thom knew it wasn’t smart, but he couldn’t resist. He grabbed the glass and pressed it to his lips. Thom took a gulp. Then a second. The alcohol burned, but it was also incredibly smooth. Thom had never had anything like it.

He couldn’t stop drinking. Thom took sip after sip, feeling his body loosen as the booze’s effects took hold. He spun in circles and sang songs without any background music. He went out to his tiny balcony and threw his hands into the air. The parking lot had become an ocean in his mind, and his balcony had turned into a ship.

Thom screamed and picked up the glowing bottle, tossing back the rest of it. He was sad that it was his last sip, but he felt like he was drunk again for the first time. He felt like he could conquer the world, even though part of him knew he’d just have a terrible hangover in the morning.

Thom didn’t care, though. He turned on his radio and danced like nobody was watching, even though more than a few neighbors saw him losing his mind through the window. Thom spun in circles and sang and kept hollering until he couldn’t go another second.

He bent over and clutched his stomach, wondering if that was his sign to stop, but he didn’t have an urge to rush to the toilet. Something else was happening.

“Argh,” Thom hollered when his stomach doubled again. He collapsed to the floor and clutched his stomach, wondering if he’d drunk a bottle of poison. He thought of the stories they’d write in local online newspapers.

Town Drunk Found Dead in Apartment

Thom caught his breath and told himself that it’d all be okay, even though he wasn’t sure of anything at that moment. He wasn’t sure if he’d drunk the best alcohol he’d ever tasted or slurped down a bottle of poison that would kill him. All he knew was that his stomach hurt like flames on skin, and that if he was going to die tonight, he wanted to cum one last time.

Thom sucked up the pain and went to his bedroom. He pushed down his pants. The pain had subsided some since moving around, so he was able to ignore it as he wrapped his fingers around his thickened manhood.

Thom moaned as he stroked his member, wishing one of his former girlfriends were there to put her lips around his cock. He missed how they’d suck his dick and then ride it with their wet, dripping pussies. Thom closed his eyes as he remembered his latest conquest, Carolyn.

He could still see her tits bouncing around as she rode his dick. He could still hear her screaming out at the top of her lungs when she came. Thom beat his cock as he imagined flipping Carolyn to her back and ramming his cock deep into her pussy. He’d cup her breasts in his hands. He’d lick her nipple. Flick it with his tongue and suck on it as he fucked her deep.

Carolyn would yell his name and beg for Thom to fuck her harder, and Thom would give her what she wanted. He’d lift her legs into the air and plow her pussy. He’d fuck her until she couldn’t handle another second of his dick.

Thom beat his cock, ignoring the fact that it’d been over a year since Carolyn came over to visit. Ignoring the fact that he’d put on thirty pounds and lost his job since then. Thom knew he was in a rut but didn’t know how to navigate his way out the misery. He could see a light in the distance but kept getting lost in the darkness.

Carolyn returned to Thom’s visions. In his fantasy, he reached down to play with the tip of her pussy as he held his cock deep inside her. He was moving around gently, working Carolyn to her orgasm since he was seconds from releasing his.

“Cum with me,” Thom would say to her.

Carolyn would push Thom’s hand out of the way and touch herself how she knew she needed as he fucked her slowly. They would hold each other and cum together, screaming and grunting as their bodies passed through a continuum of mutual pleasure.

Thom came all over himself and passed out with visions of Carolyn in his mind, wildly unprepared for the morning to come.
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Thom groaned as he awoke. It wasn’t his worse hangover, but he could feel the alcohol from the previous night still coursing through his body. He rolled over in bed, feeling strange, but he was still out of it. Thom threw his feet over the bed and rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand.

His body felt different.

Thom whined as he stood and went to the bathroom, wanting to do anything other than ride his stupid bike around town. He hated delivering food and groceries and whatever else people were too lazy to leave their homes to get.

He wanted his old job back. He wanted to work in the privacy of a construction site, but nobody would hire him. Not after the DUI. Gossip traveled fast around town, and Thom was a nobody now.

It wasn’t until Thom stood in front of the toilet and tried to whip his cock out to pee that he realized it wasn’t there. His dick had vanished, replaced with a pretty pink pussy. It was puffy and soft like his dick, but it wasn’t his dick!

He’d turned into a woman!

Thom forgot all about peeing and jumped in front of the mirror. He screamed when he saw himself. His balding brown hair had turned thick and hung down to his shoulders, which seemed to make his blue eyes shine brighter. His waist had shrunk several sizes while his chest had grown. His hips were thicker, like he was destined to push out several babies.

“What. The. Fuck!” Thom screamed and pinched himself, convinced he was in a dream. Convinced that someone was playing a trick on him, but it didn’t take long before he realized this was no hoax. His transformation was real.

Thom loved women, but he never wanted to be one! He missed his dick. He missed his hairy chest. Now he was all small and petite. People would walk all over him! They wouldn’t respect a word he had to say. Thom dropped to his knees and lifted his clasped hands toward the ceiling, praying to the skies above.

“Give me my body back! Please, I’ll do anything! I can’t be a tiny little woman!”

Thom’s heart sank lower when he registered the sounds coming from his mouth. His voice wasn’t his voice. It was womanly and sweet and matched his petite body perfectly. Thom swallowed as he stood to look at himself in the mirror again. He still had on his men’s clothing from the previous night, which was vastly oversized now that he’d become a woman.

Thom lifted the shirt off his body, revealing his chest. His breasts were beautiful. He looked about ten years younger than his thirty-five. All the blemishes from his days of drinking alcohol had faded. All the extra fat he’d put on had melted off overnight. Thom knew men would stare at him if he wore the right clothes. He knew he could turn more than a few heads, but that wasn’t what he wanted!

Was it?

Thom panicked when his body warmed thinking about a man’s touch. He’d never wanted a man before! The very idea was preposterous! Thom loved women, and he always had. That wasn’t about to change just because he had a pussy between his legs, but then another vision passed through his mind.

There was a man standing behind Thom’s womanly body. He had him bent over the bathroom counter and pushed into his wet pussy lips from behind. Thom screamed out as his body thrashed with desire. Thom reached into his oversized pants and pressed his hand firmly against his dripping pussy.

Thom’s mind went wild imagining a man fucking him from behind, stretching his pussy lips to the max, and it was surprisingly sexy. It was strangely everything Thom wanted. Everything he needed. Thom fingered his pussy lips as the fantasy continued playing out in his mind. The pressure in his center was growing too intense, like it would burst at any second.

Thom added a third finger to his opening as he stretched his pussy, wishing so desperately that his fingers were a dick or a dildo or something that would go deeper than his fingers, but they were enough for now.

An ear-shattering scream left Thom’s lips as the pressure in his center reached a boiling point. He held his hand deep within himself as he came all over his fingers. Cumming as a woman was as euphoric as it was strange.

Thom’s body finally relaxed, and he pulled his fingers from his pussy, wondering where he could find a dick. He wondered how long he would stay like this and what he would do. He didn’t have any IDs. There was nobody to help him. He went out to the living room after he washed his hands and saw the bottle that’d once glowed strewn about on the floor.

Thom lifted the bottle, still naked from his bathroom fun. He wondered how the bottle had been gold at night because now it was just an ugly brown color, opaque and nowhere near as magical looking as it’d been. Then the idea clicked. Thom snapped his fingers as he held the bottle higher, deciding that the liquid inside was what had transformed him into a woman. It wasn’t all bad, though.

Not after that mind-blowing orgasm.

Thom shrugged and twisted open the bottle. He tilted it back, putting the rim to his lips, but there wasn’t a drop left. Thom tossed the bottle to the side and went over to his fridge. He only had eggs, lunch meat, and booze. He grabbed a bottle of vodka, twisted it open, and pressed it to his lips. Thom hadn’t even had a glass of water.

The cold vodka went down smoothly. Thom didn’t even think twice about the fact that he was ruining his fresh, feminine body. He craved the booze more than youth, so he kept chugging until the bottle was a quarter gone. Thom smacked his lips and let out a long, satisfied sigh, setting the bottle back in the fridge.

His stomach turned as he stood in the kitchen. Booze had never made him sick before, but there was an unsettling feeling in the back of his throat. He ran over to the sink, making it just in time. He clutched the side of the sink and spat up every drop of alcohol. His throat burned, but that didn’t stop Thom from grabbing the bottle of vodka and trying again.

Thom couldn’t keep the vodka down, no matter how hard he tried. He finally settled for a glass of water, which went down easily. When the feeling of sobriety came down strong, Thom grabbed another a bottle of whiskey, but he couldn’t keep that down either. Nothing alcoholic he tried to drink stayed down, which was when Thom decided he had a real problem.

Thom didn’t know who he could turn to since there were so few people in his life. There were even fewer people that he trusted, but Thom needed help. His credit cards were maxed out, and there weren’t more than a few dollars in his bank account until he got paid. There was still the cash from his pocket, but that wasn’t enough to cover a visit to the doctor.

Thom needed to figure out why he couldn’t keep down booze. He couldn’t stand being sober. It was worse than waking up as a woman, a million times over. Thom grabbed his wallet and was about to head out the door to walk to Corey’s, but that was when he saw it.

There was a new ID in his wallet. The name read Ida Alexander. The picture was of his new face. Thom had no idea how it was possible, but he’d been given a new identity overnight. He had a new body. A chance to start over. Maybe the no drinking was a punishment from the glowing bottle of booze. Maybe it’d given him one last hurrah before he had to get his life together.

Thom grabbed his wallet, but he had a new goal as he stepped out the door. He wanted to make up for his past actions. He wanted to regain Corey’s trust and somehow repay him for the damage he’d caused to Corey’s car, which wasn’t covered by insurance when they found out Thom was driving while drunk.

Thom didn’t know how Corey would react to Ida showing up at his door, but he needed help and didn’t know who else could be there for him. His old conquests wouldn’t care about him, and all his old carpenter friends had written him off long ago. Corey was the only one to give him sixteen hundred different chances until Thom did the unforgiveable by wrecking Corey’s car.

There was no taking back the past, but Thom could look toward the future. He had no idea how long he’d be Ida. He had no idea how the glowing bottle had transformed him, but Thom planned to make the best of it. He lived by the philosophy that everything happened for a reason, including his painful inability to hold down alcohol.
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Ida held her hands together as she stood outside Corey’s door. She hadn’t been outside of his home until that morning after she’d been released from jail. She’d come by and begged Corey for forgiveness, but he had none to give. He closed the door in her face, and they hadn’t spoken since.

Ida lifted her fist to knock on the door. Corey’s car was sitting in the driveway, so he was most likely home, even though part of Ida wished he weren’t there. She’d come up with a fake story about what brought her to Corey’s door. She only hoped it was convincing enough for Corey to believe her because she could already hear footsteps heading her way.

Corey opened the door seconds later. Ida exhaled, letting her lips fold into a smile. She was wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt since those were the only things she found in the closet that wouldn’t fall off her petite body. She looked like she was probably there to solicit something from Corey.

Corey let his eyes glide up and down Ida’s petite body. Ida felt even smaller as Corey’s jaw flexed. His nostrils flared. “Can I help you, miss?”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Corey. You see, my cousin Thom sent me.”

Corey grunted and snarled his top lip. “What does that drunk want?”

It hurt Ida to hear how Corey thought of her, but she couldn’t blame the man. She would hate Corey if he’d wrecked her car. She wouldn’t want anything to do with him or his family, which made her close her eyes and turn away from the door. It’d been a mistake coming here. It’d been a mistake to think anyone in the world would help her after all she’d done.

“Wait, miss! What do you want?” Corey ran down the steps after Ida. “Why did Thom send you?”

Ida turned to face her former best friend, seeing him in an entirely different light. He was handsome and rugged. His shoulders were wide, and there was something dominant behind his eyes. Ida knew that Corey had had a few women over the years, but they never stuck for whatever reason.

“He skipped town and sent me a message to come take care of his place. He knew I was having problems with my mama, so he just wanted to help. I had no idea how much of an alcoholic he was until I got here,” Ida said.

The lies fell from Ida’s lips with ease. She heard the distance she was creating from her former self, desperate to have Corey adore her feminine half. Hungry for her former best friend to touch her. Kiss her. Impale her. She wanted all of Corey and had never had a desire so intense.

“Shit, why did he skip town?”

“Said he was looking for work in the city. Told me I could keep the apartment if I kept paying rent on it. I’m just so tired of my mama that I made it happen. Don’t have a job or nothing.”

Corey’s face illuminated with sympathy. His eyes grew heavy as he stepped closer to Ida and pulled her into his arms. She was so beautiful and clearly needed help. Those clothes she was wearing looked like they’d been pulled from a heap of trash. No woman as gorgeous as her should have to dress like that. Corey wanted to take her shopping. Help her clean Thom’s old place. He hated Thom for wrecking his car, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t fancy Thom’s cousin Ida.

“Don’t worry, Ida. This town has plenty of jobs for a responsible young woman. I’m so sorry that your mama ain’t right, but you don’t have to worry about her now.”

Ida softened in Corey’s arms. She’d never been attracted to him when she was a man, but now all she could think about was spending the rest of her life with him. Perhaps having his babies. She at least wanted to do the dance with him that brought babies into the world. She wanted to feel him inside of her, stretching her more than those fingers ever could.

Ida looked into Corey’s eyes after a moment in his arms. “You promise I have a chance? I’m so worried about having to return to mama’s house. She told me I’d never make it without her. I don’t want to believe that. Tell me it’s not true!”

Corey ran his hands over Ida’s hair. “Shh,” he said and kissed her gently on the top of the head. “It won’t happen. We can get you some new clothes. Help you find a job that pays well enough to cover Thom’s rent. Doesn’t he have a studio?”

“Yeah, but it’s trashed,” Ida said in a dramatic voice. “There are bottles of booze everywhere.”

Ida didn’t mention that she’d drained them trying to get herself drunk to no avail. There was something stopping her, and Ida had a feeling it had to do with transforming into a woman. Maybe the universe was trying to teach her a lesson. Maybe she was just being forced to change before she died from alcohol poisoning.

“It’s okay, Ida. I’ll help you. We can go to the apartment now, but how about we stop somewhere and get you some new clothes first? Those are way too big for you.”

Ida bit her lip and shook her head. “You don’t have to buy me new clothes, Corey. You already did so much just by answering the door and giving me a little hope.”

Corey grabbed Ida’s shoulders. “Let me buy you something cute. You won’t ever get a job wearing sweats. I promise we won’t buy anything that’s not on sale.”

Ida stared into Corey’s eyes a long moment and saw that he really wanted to do this for her, so she shrugged and agreed. Corey grinned, and then they were out the door. Ida didn’t have a car, so Corey drove, and she had to stop herself from lacing her fingers with his the entire ride to the store.
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Ida and Corey went overboard at the store. He had thousands upon thousands in his savings and had secretly been waiting on a girl to spoil, so it felt like fate that Ida had appeared out of thin air. They were carrying five different shopping bags for Ida’s new wardrobe as they climbed the stairs to her studio apartment, which her ‘cousin Thom’ had left.

Ida didn’t know how to tell Corey that she’d really just woken up as a woman. That she still had all the memories from their times together. She wanted to tell Corey the truth, but it seemed impossible and was getting harder with each passing moment.

Ida slid her keys into the door and opened it. A foul smell smacked them in the face. Corey coughed and covered his mouth.

“Shit, Thom has really let this place go, hasn’t he?”

Ida nodded. “It’s such a shame,” she said with a touch of scorn, even though she’d been the one to make the mess. “He’s not the cousin I remember from family parties.”

“He’s not the friend I remember, either.” Corey closed his eyes and shook his head. When he opened them, Ida saw nothing but disgust in Corey’s expression for the man that lived in this apartment. For the man who she’d been just twenty-four hours before. She wished she could tell Corey but knew it wasn’t an option after how he’d made that face. “Let’s get this place cleaned up, so you don’t have to live in a pigsty.”

Ida nodded and swallowed the confession of her past. She helped Corey pick up the bottles scattered across the floor. She grabbed the few cleaning products she had, and they got to work ridding the studio apartment of the foul odor that’d once permeated every surface.

It took an hour and a half, but the studio was finally looking livable. There was a pile of laundry in the corner. Everything else was looking rather spotless, besides the stained, uncovered mattress.

“There’s a washing machine in the basement, right?”

Ida played dumb. She lifted an eyebrow and curtsied her hip, feeling rather feminine and somewhat horny for Corey’s dick. She’d never seen it before, but now seemed like the perfect time to explore.

“I don’t know. I haven’t been down to the basement. It’s so scary!”

Corey smirked. He stepped over to Ida, feeling like her guardian. Her angel. He’d already dropped hundreds on her new wardrobe and cleaned her apartment, but he was willing to do so much more if she behaved. He was eager to have a girl in his life. One he could spoil and love and cherish. One who’d let him fuck her raw.

“Why don’t we go together? Check out the scene,” Corey said as he laced his fingers with Ida’s.

Her body exploded with desire for more of Corey’s touch. She moved toward him instinctively, draping her hand on his shoulder. She looked into Corey’s brown eyes. His firm hand was on the small of her back, making her feel warm and gushy and hungry for his cock. Now that Ida was in a new body, she was technically a virgin.

Corey used his other hand and pressed it on the back of Ida’s head, pulling her close for a kiss. Ida closed her eyes as Corey’s lips hovered over hers. She couldn’t believe she was about to kiss a man, but it was what her body wanted! She couldn’t deny her natural desires. Not without raising a mountain of suspicion, so she let the kiss linger, and it was honestly delicious.

Corey stared at Ida a long moment after they broke their kiss. She felt that strange sensation in her center, and she was certain the only thing that would satisfy her growing desire was having Corey’s dick deep in her pussy.

“You’re so beautiful. I love your eyes,” Corey said as he stared at Ida. “Your lips are so soft too. Shit.”

“What’s wrong?” Ida asked, worried by the change in Corey’s expression.

“It’s nothing. Can you carry a basket?”

“Sure,” she said.

Corey walked past her to the baskets in the corner. He grabbed one, and Ida grabbed another. They headed down the back stairs to the basement. Ida had been down there a million times, but she acted afraid as Corey led the way. He kept glancing over his shoulder and grinning, like he loved seeing Ida a little scared.

Corey flicked on the light in the basement, illuminating the shared space. There were two washing machines in the corner. They both took quarters, which Corey supplied. Ida couldn’t keep track of how many times they stole glances of each other, but she knew Corey wanted her, and she wanted him too.

“Why don’t we put you in something sexy while we wait for these to wash?” Corey asked.

Ida blushed. He had closed the distance between them, wrapping his arm around her waist. Ida placed her arms on his shoulders as she looked into his lustful eyes. He moved his hands lower, letting them brush her ass.

“What are you talking about, Corey?” Ida asked in a slutty purr. “Something sexy?”

“We bought lingerie at the store. Why don’t you go put some on? I want to see you in something that hugs your figure.”

Ida couldn’t believe how forward Corey was. She’d never seen this side of him. She’d always been his friend, but Corey was about to make her his lover, and Ida was there for it!

“Will you pick out what you want me to wear?”

Corey grinned and squeezed Ida’s ass, making her squeal. “You’re one naughty girl, aren’t you?”

Ida grinned and moved her hands to the side of Corey’s face. “Not for every man, but I’ll be naughty for you.”

Corey growled and squeezed Ida’s ass more firmly. He couldn’t wait to hold her legs up and split her pussy in two. He wanted to cum all over her hole and claim it. There was nothing stopping him now. “Come on, girl!”

Ida squeaked as Corey pulled her toward the stairs. They went upstairs, and he picked out a pair of black, lacey lingerie for her to wear. She went to the bathroom and put it on, thankful that she’d woken up without any yucky body hair. She was all womanly and fabulous and didn’t even have to shave!

Ida wished she knew how to use makeup, but she still looked hot when she checked herself out in the mirror. She grabbed a comb from her cabinet to tease her hair and make it look all big and sexed up and was already feeling herself get wet. Ida adjusted the bra to make her boobs stand a little higher, and then she moved the thong to have it hugging her pussy as much as she could.

Corey’s mouth fell open when Ida walked out of the room in her black lingerie. She placed a hand on her hip and cocked it to the side.

“Like what you see, Corey?”

Corey licked his lips and nodded. He lifted his shirt off his body, revealing a thick set of chiseled abs. He rubbed the outline of his cock as he stared at Ida’s lingeried body.

“You want to see my dick, girl?”

“Yeah,” Ida said in a breath. “Show me.”

“Promise you’re going to suck it? Promise you’re going to let me fuck you?”

“I promise,” Ida said. She was about to fall to her knees she wanted Corey’s dick so badly, but that was until she saw it. Corey smirked and shook his head, pushing his pants to the floor. Ida gasped and covered her mouth. Corey’s dick looked like a third leg hanging off his pelvis.

“No takebacks.” Corey lifted Ida into his arms and carried her to the bed.
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Ida gasped as Corey slapped his heavy cock against her pantie-clad pussy. She was dripping wet and had soaked through the thin black fabric several times over. She bent her head back and gasped as Corey did it again, teasing her freshly feminine body with his manhood.

“You like that, girl?” Corey asked in a rough voice as he looked down at Ida, sweat dripping from his forehead.

Ida couldn’t speak, too broken from the pleasure coursing through her. Too on edge from the swelling between her legs. Corey didn’t need to hear Ida say the words, though. He could see the desire all over her flushed face.

Corey stroked his thick dick as Ida lifted her hips, pushing her soaked panties against his dripping tip, teasing him with a cave of pleasure he hadn’t experienced in months. He reached down between her legs and pressed his fingers against the outline of her pussy, rubbing her lips tenderly through the drenched fabric.

“You want me to take these off, girl?”

Ida bit her lip and nodded, still too weak and broken from her desire to speak, but Corey wasn’t having it.

“I want to hear you say it, girl! Tell me how much you want me to take off your panties and stick this big, fat cock in your cunt!” Corey smacked his cock against Ida’s pussy as he said the words.

Ida stared into Corey’s brown eyes, wondering how this man who’d been her best friend in his male body was now completely and utterly dominating her feminine form. He clearly had no idea Thom’s mind was behind Ida’s eyes, and she had no plans to tell him.

Ida mustered all her strength to speak. “Rip these panties off, and give me that big cock! I need it inside me,” Ida said in a breath. She lifted her hips and pushed her pussy against Corey’s cock, but he wasn’t having it.

Corey pushed Ida flat against the bed and yanked her panties down her legs, revealing a perfectly manicured bush around her tight, swollen pussy. Her lips looked even bigger and more seductive than they had beneath her panties.

Corey put his nose against Ida’s womanhood and inhaled deeply, taking in Ida’s delicious scent as waves of pleasure crashed over her body. She placed her hands on the top of Corey’s head as he opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue to press it against her pussy, lapping up all the juices dripping from her succulent flower.

Ida screamed as the sensations of her tantalized womanhood suffocated her entire being. It no longer mattered that she’d been a man only a short time before. It didn’t matter that Corey was her best friend. Not even that she’d broken his trust. Was letting him inside of her not a repayment of her debt?

Corey kept licking Ida’s pussy, teasing her with his tongue as he stroked his hard dick. Ida couldn’t see Corey touching himself, but she could feel the rocking of his arm against her leg. She could hear the sounds of his slick, lubricated cock as he rubbed it.

“Fuck me,” Ida gasped when she felt her center reaching that familiar breaking point. Ida needed to feel Corey’s dick before she came. “Stick it in me!”

Corey lifted his mouth from Ida’s womanhood and wiped his lips, staring into her bright blue eyes. They seemed familiar in a way, but Corey didn’t think much of it. He knew he’d been falling more in love with each flick of his tongue.

Corey stood on his knees and grabbed his dick as he kept staring down at Ida, ready to plunge into her, but he just needed to capture this moment.

“Sit up so I can take off your bra,” Corey commanded as he mindlessly stroked his manhood.

Ida did as Corey commanded, lifting herself. He pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her body to unhook her bra. Ida moaned against Corey’s muscular body when she felt the fabric loosening from her erect nipples.

Corey pulled off the bra and gave Ida an entirely new rush of pleasure when he wrapped his lips around her nipple. He sucked on her bosom as he moved a hand slowly down Ida’s naked body until it was at the moist entrance between her legs.

Ida gasped as Corey slipped two fingers into her pussy and kept sucking on her nipple. She wanted to beg him to use his cock, but she couldn’t find the words. She couldn’t do anything besides accept the pleasure Corey provided.

“Damn, girl. You have one tight fucking cunt. Almost like you’re a virgin, but that’s not possible, right?”

Ida bit her lip. She didn’t want to lie more than she already had, but what could she say? If Ida told Corey now that she was really his friend Thom and had woken up in a younger, feminine body, he’d never believe her. He'd go soft and stop fucking her, which Ida couldn’t have.

“I’m not a virgin, but I’ve never been penetrated.”

Corey stared at Ida a long moment, wondering how she’d made it to her mid twenties without getting fucked, but that wasn’t his problem. Ida was there now and clearly wanted his dick.

Corey slapped his cock against Ida’s hot, swollen pussy. They’d come too far to stop now. Corey kissed Ida’s neck and touched her body.

“Tell me to stop and I will, but damn, I want you bad, girl.”

“Don’t stop, Corey. I want you to be my first. I don’t care that we’ve only just met. It feels like there’s something deeper between us. A connection I can’t explain.”

Corey kissed on Ida’s neck and breathed into her ear. “I feel the same.” Corey kept kissing on Ida. She wrapped her hand around his rock hard dick and stroked it, completely captivated by its size.

She couldn’t stop herself from dropping her head. Corey’s manhood was long and thick, but Ida opened wide to fit it into her mouth. She moved her lips down Corey’s member as he pushed his fingers into her luscious brown hair.

“Damn, girl. That mouth of yours feels so fucking good.”

Ida choked when Corey pushed down hard on the back of her head, but she loved the submission. She loved how loudly Corey moaned when she pushed her tongue against his rod. She loved how his pleasure depended on her taking what he gave.

Corey held Ida’s cheeks and fucked her face for several minutes until he felt his balls tightening to signal his impending orgasm. He wouldn’t be able to hold for long.

Corey lifted Ida’s face from his cock. He held his base and slapped her open mouth, rubbing his tip all over her cheek. Ida moaned as she tried to catch Corey’s dick between her lips, but he wouldn’t let her.

“Get on your back, girl. You on the pill?”

Ida bit her lip and shook her head.

Corey growled before spitting into his hand and wrapping it around his manhood. He stared down at the entrance between Ida’s legs.

“I want to fuck you bare, girl. I’ll pull out, though. You okay with that?”

“Yes,” she said. “I just want you inside me.”

They were both eager for him to steal her innocence. Ida only hoped she didn’t revert back to her old masculine self halfway through. She moaned as Corey lifted her legs into the air and used her natural womanly juices to lubricate his cock.

Ida took a deep breath as Corey pushed his tip against her entrance. She reached out and scratched her nails against his firm chest, ready to have him inside her for the first time. Ready to experience what it was like to get her pussy fucked by a dick.

Corey cupped his hand under Ida’s breast as he pushed into her, splitting her virgin hole. Ida’s eyes widened at the initial pain, but it was a discomfort her body welcomed. The sensations were quickly transforming to euphoria the longer Corey stayed inside her.

Corey moaned deeply as her warmth encircled his dick, slowly loosening up to accept his massive size. Most girls complained about his dick, but Ida was taking it like a champ. He stared down at her as he sank deeper, and she never stopped looking up at him.

Ida never thought getting fucked could feel so magical, but she now understood what it was to be a woman who enjoyed penetration. She now understood how sexy being a hunky man’s submissive could be.

Corey squeezed the breast he was holding and sucked on her nipple as he thrusted in and out of her, using every inch of his dick. She was so close. She could feel the threads that stitched together her seams of reality fraying in a thousand different places, foreshadowing the most intense, mind-blowing orgasm of her life.

Corey lifted his body from Ida’s after showering her with broken kisses. He pulled out and held the tip of his dick inside her, looking down at his spent woman.

“Touch yourself and cum with me.”

Ida reached between her legs and rubbed just above where Corey’s dick was stretching her. She never knew anything could feel so good. She closed her eyes and kept rubbing as Corey moved around inside her with his thickness.

It was a moment she’d remember for an eternity, even though it only lasted a second. The pressure boiled over as she touched herself. Ida’s back arched as she screamed out and came all over Corey’s dick.

She didn’t stop, though. Something within her told her to keep going as Corey slowly fucked her, and then she came again.

Corey grinned as he watched his woman unleashing her pent-up tension. He pulled out and slipped two fingers into her loosened hole as he beat his cock, only seconds from an orgasm himself.

Ida was cumming a third time when Corey groaned and released that first load all over her torso. Ida moaned as Corey kept covering her with that hot, thick goo. She’d never felt sexier or more submissive in her life, and Ida never wanted it to end. She never wanted to go back to her old life as a man. The sex was never as good.

They eventually stopped fooling around when their bodies were more spent than flat tires. They went down to the basement, finished laundry, and cuddled up in bed on a freshly washed sheet.

Ida knew she’d have to tell Corey the truth eventually, but she would keep her secret for now.
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Ida danced around her studio apartment to classic rock as she cleaned. Corey was coming over in a couple hours, and she couldn’t wait to tell him the exciting news! They were making her manager at the fast-food restaurant where she’d gotten a job, and she’d only started working there a couple weeks ago!

Ida’s secret still hung over her head, but she was learning to live with it. Corey didn’t ask questions about Thom or where he’d gone. He only came over for her, which she didn’t mind, but there was still the possibility it could all come to an end.

Every morning Ida awoke, she thought she’d find herself in her old, gross body. She feared she would go back to her alcoholic tendencies. She’d tried to drink a few times since her first night of lovemaking with Corey, but she could never keep down the booze.

Ida didn’t miss the alcohol, though. She didn’t miss scrounging up change to buy a drink. She didn’t miss ruining her life several times over just to feel a buzz. Everyone in town hated who she’d been. That glowing bottle had given her a new chance on life, and Ida was desperate to keep what she’d gained.

There was still the mystery of why any of it had happened in the first place. She figured becoming a woman was punishment for her past behavior, but the transformation had been a gift more than anything. The ultimate punishment would be the universe pulling the rug out from under her feet and sending her back to that old body.

Ida took a deep breath, shaking away her doubts and dark thoughts. Tonight was about celebrating her impending promotion. She stared at herself in the bathroom mirror and picked up a tube of red lipstick. It was the finishing touch to her look since she’d already applied a layer of foundation and put a little liner around her eyes.

Makeup was another thing Ida never saw herself doing, but then she spent an afternoon watching videos online and decided to give it a shot. Corey had even taken her to the store and spent seventy dollars on her new makeup collection.

She loved how Corey spoiled her, but it also filled her with guilt every time he swiped his credit card to buy her gifts. Ida knew it was wrong to accept his presents when she had a secret. She knew Corey would freak out when he discovered the truth, but how was she to tell him? Every time she went to open her mouth and say something, she folded her lips and pretended there was nothing on her mind.

Ida set her red lipstick to the side after applying it to her lips. She folded them into a piece of tissue and smacked her lips as she stared at herself in the mirror, completely unrecognizable from how she’d been as a man. Ida loved her new look. She loved how men turned their heads when she walked through a store. She loved how Corey would snarl with jealousy when he caught them.

Ida was wearing a simple red dress that Corey had picked out. It had sleeves but swooped down near her breasts. She knew it was a winner the second she tried it on. Corey’s cheers when she’d stepped out of the dressing room only confirmed her suspicion. She couldn’t wait to see Corey’s face when she answered the door wearing the dress and heels he’d picked out for her.

The heels were clear and showed off her pretty painted toes. They were red and shiny and looked so delicious, especially when Corey had them between his lips, sucking on them like they were candy. Ida wasn’t normally into foot play, but she’d do anything with Corey. She felt so safe in his arms. She could let herself go when they were together. It didn’t matter what the rest of the world thought.

Ida jumped when there was a knock on the door. She glanced at herself one last time before running to the front door. She didn’t have to look through the peephole to know who was on the other side. Ida shook her shoulders and smiled to herself before twisting the doorknob.

Corey was standing on the other side, a bright smile on his face. He took Ida into his arms. He covered her in kisses until she had to push him away, but she didn’t hate it. Far from it. Her best friend had become her lover. Only he didn’t know it. He thought Ida was Thom’s cousin.

The guilt hit hard, causing Ida to flinch.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, feeling the change in Ida.

“Nothing,” Ida said and pulled away from Corey. She stepped into her studio apartment.

Corey looked after Ida uneasily, but he didn’t ask any questions. He stepped in after Ida. “I love how your place smells. Do you remember how dirty it was when Thom skipped town?”

The guilt hit harder. How long could Ida really keep going pretending that she wasn’t Thom? How long could she keep acting like it was no big deal that Corey had fallen in love with a lie? There was no telling if or when she would turn back, but it’d be so much worse if she turned back without telling Corey of the possibility beforehand.

Ida collapsed onto the couch, turning away from Corey. He sat on the opposite end. He looked at her with anxious eyes, wondering what was wrong with her. Wondering what he could ask to dissipate the foul friction that’d appeared between them. It was normally so easy with Ida. That was what Corey loved most about her. He’d even been hoping tonight was the night he finally told her how he felt.

“Is something wrong, Ida?” Corey asked after she’d been silent for a few minutes.

Ida groaned. She wanted to tell Corey, but there was no way. He’d never forgive her. He’d walk out of her life and never return, which brought a tear to Ida’s dolled-up eyes. She cursed under her breath and ran for a tissue. Corey was standing when she walked back into the living room patting the bottom of her eye.

“Tell me what’s wrong, Ida. Why are you crying?”

Ida cursed under her breath. “I can’t tell you.”

“You’d better tell me unless you want me to think the worst, which is what’s going through my mind.”

“The truth is worse than anything you can imagine,” Ida said in a deadpan tone. She knew it was. If she were the one in Corey’s shoes, she would probably punch him in the face when she found out the truth. Not that Ida would have hurt a woman when she was a man, but this was the ultimate betrayal. She’d trapped her best friend with her feminine body. She’d watched him fall in love and even fell in love herself without ever whispering a hint of the truth.

Corey took a step away from Ida as a horrified expression crossed his face. “What did you do, Ida?”

“Promise you won’t hurt me?”

He said nothing. It was so silent in the room she could hear his heart beating. Ida felt terrible, but she’d already come this far. She’d already let Corey cum all over her pussy and deep-throated his dick.

“You know me, Corey.” They were the only words she could say. It was the only taste of the truth she could give. “You’ve always known me, which is part of the reason I think we fell in love so easily.”

“What are you talking about, Ida? We never met before you showed up in town. I never even knew Thom had a cousin.”

Ida took three steps backwards and dropped to the ground. She sat on her bent knees, looking toward the floor. Her hair hung in her face. Tears welled in her eyes, even though she refused to cry. She couldn’t shed tears over her deception.

Corey dropped to his knees in front of her. He placed his hands over hers. Ida lifted her eyes, meeting his, and that was when Corey saw it. He couldn’t believe it, but his subconscious knew. His mind prepared itself to hear Ida’s truth.

“Ida didn’t exist until the day you met me.”

“How? It’s not possible,” Corey said. He was staring into Ida’s blue eyes, realizing why they looked so familiar. There was a dark bug crawling within him, stirring up an infection of hate. “It’s not possible. It’s not po—”

“Corey, please.” Now Ida couldn’t stop the tears from flowing. She saw Corey slipping away from her, reverting into a shell of hate. It was so much easier to push away what one didn’t understand rather than to give the divergence a chance. Ida hadn’t chosen to wake up as a woman. She didn’t choose to fall in love with Corey.

“What?” Corey asked in a harsh tone as he stood. “What do you want me to say?”

“Give me a chance to explain.”

“Explain what? This is fucking crazy. You’re Thom, aren’t you?”

Ida bit her lip and cast her gaze to the ground before nodding once. She didn’t have the strength to admit her truth. She didn’t have it in her to say the words of her confession.

Corey groaned and stomped past her. Ida shouted a nonsensical sound and raced after Corey. She grabbed his wrist and pulled on it, forcing him to stop. Corey had fire in his eyes when he looked at Ida. The love and admiration had vanished, and Ida didn’t blame him. She’d be angry too, but didn’t their past two weeks together mean anything?

“Please, don’t go!”

“Let go of me, you lying bitch!”

Ida shrieked as tears fell from her eyes. She couldn’t lose Corey. Not after all they’d gained by being together. Their sex was remarkable. It made her feel like she was floating in a pool on a balmy day with a cocktail in her hand every time she came. She would be a mess if she lost that.

“Corey, please. You can’t give up on us. Won’t you let me explain? Don’t you know that this is hard for me too?”

Corey stilled as he let Ida’s words register. He looked at her another long moment, seeing the woman he’d grown fond of over the past two weeks, but he also saw glimpses of his old friend. Now those few times where Ida seemed to know a tad too much about Corey’s interests made sense.

“You have anything to drink?”

“No,” Ida said with a deep sigh. “That’s actually been a major problem for me, but that’s besides the point. We can run to the store and get you something if you want.”

“Okay,” Corey said without meeting Ida’s eyes.

She would take it, though. She ran over to grab her keys, and then they were out the door. Neither of them spoke as they walked to the corner store down the street. A place Thom used to spend a lot of money, but Ida had only been once or twice since waking up as a woman.

The man behind the counter didn’t recognize her when she walked through the door, whereas he would groan and keep a close eye on Thom when he entered.

“You want something?” Corey asked as they browsed the store.

Ida grabbed a raspberry lemonade. Corey lifted his eyebrow at that, but Ida wouldn’t explain until they were back at her apartment. Corey paid, even though she could tell his anger had completely subsided, and then they walked back to her place.

“So, do you want to know what happened?”

Corey put up his finger. He twisted open the pint of whiskey he’d bought and took a swig, passing the open bottle to Ida, but she waved her hand to refuse.

“Since when do you turn down a drink?”

Ida grinned and clasped her hands in front of her as she walked. She was still wearing the red dress and heels and noticed how Corey kept glancing at her bosom and backside, obviously still turned on by her feminine body.

“That’s the thing. There was this glowing bottle of booze that I found after they kicked me out of the pub. I downed it, and it was honestly one of the best buzzes I’ve ever had, but everything changed in the morning. I woke up in this body and couldn’t drink a drop of alcohol. Haven’t been able to since.”

Corey’s mouth opened, and his eyes widened. “You’re kidding.”

“Corey,” Ida said in a rough voice. “Why would I be kidding about that?”

“Shit,” Corey said with a laugh. The last bits of his anger faded as he imagined himself waking up in a woman’s body. He wouldn’t know what to do! Plus, he’d been deep inside Ida, so he knew that she was all woman, and there was no way Thom could have received a gender-affirming surgery and recovered that quickly. “So, now you’re Ida?”

Ida shrugged. “There’s no telling if or when I’ll turn back. I’m just kind of taking it one day at a time. You’ve been a big help, Corey. Seriously, I don’t know what I’d be doing with myself if it weren’t for you.”

Corey glanced at Ida and grinned. “I’m sure you would have figured it out.” His brown eyes sparkled in the darkness, making Ida’s stomach flip. She thought Corey looked so sexy in his tight sweater. The weather wasn’t too cold, even for an early December night, but Ida could stand to be a little warmer, so she stepped toward Corey.

Corey lifted his arm and pulled Ida close. “I’ve been having a great time with you too, Ida. I’m a little upset that you weren’t honest with me sooner, but truthfully, I’m not sure if I would have been honest if I were in your shoes. It must have been so scary waking up in a strange body. People talk about magic, but you never think it’s real. You know?”

Ida nodded. Who was Corey telling? She was still trying to wrap her head around how a glowing bottle of booze had turned her into a woman, but that was a puzzle for another day. All that truly mattered was that Corey hadn’t deserted her. He had Ida in his nook, and that was the only place she wanted to be.

“Do you think we can move past this?”

Corey stopped. They were only a block from Ida’s building, but he had to look at her. They stood in front of each other, holding hands under a streetlight. He stared into Ida’s eyes a long moment, making her feel insecure, but she didn’t let her gaze fall.

“Did you start liking men when you woke up as a woman?”

Ida nodded. “It was the strangest thing, but I knew I wanted you the second our eyes met that one day outside your house. I stopped seeing you as a friend and started seeing you as a potential lover.”

“So, does that mean we’ll have to break up if you turn back to Thom?”

It was a truth Ida didn’t want to face, but she figured it was always a possibility. “I don’t know how to answer that question because I think the answer is obvious, but why don’t we cross that bridge when we get to it? Why worry about it now when we could enjoy each other and the time we have?”

Corey nodded, knowing Ida was right, but it was so easy to get carried away in the what-ifs. It would be so easy to turn away and give up on the possible, but Corey knew he’d regret it. He didn’t care that Ida was once Thom because all he saw in front of him was the gorgeous woman he’d fallen for over the past couple weeks.

“I’m not going anywhere, Ida.”

Ida gushed. “You mean it?”

“Yes, girl. It’s you and me. Just promise me that you’ll stay my girl as long as you are one because…” Corey took in a sharp breath. “Damnit! I love you, girl!”

Ida squealed and jumped into Corey’s thick arms. He gasped as he adjusted to hold her. She threw her arms around the back of Corey’s neck. “I love you, too! I’ve been wanting to say it all week!”

Corey moved Ida’s body, telling her he wanted a kiss. She pressed her lips against his and rubbed his head as their tongues danced. Corey started walking and carried Ida all the way back to her studio apartment. She fumbled finding her keys before finally giving them to Corey to open the door.

Corey pushed opened the door and kicked it closed behind him. He walked Ida over to her bed before lying her gently on its surface. He kissed down her body as he stripped her naked. She gasped each time his lips touched her body. Corey took off his clothes next.

They saw each other fully when they made love that night. Being intimate with someone that’d been considered a friend for so long was daunting, but those feelings only lasted a moment. By the time they finished, they were even more in love than they’d ever been.
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Two Years Later

Ida was still managing at the fast-food restaurant, but she’d cut down to part time ever since Cade entered their lives last year. Corey was trying to get Ida to stop working all together since she had their little girl growing in her belly, but Ida was determined to wait until the eight-month mark to stop working.

“What’s this?” Corey asked when Ida passed him a sealed envelope. They were having dinner in the dining room. Cade was in his highchair eating pieces of cereal as a snack after dinner. “I hope it’s not what I think it is.”

Ida blushed. “Guilty.”

Corey opened the envelope and pulled out a cashier’s check written out for thousands of dollars. “You got a cashier’s check?”

“You have to accept the money. I can’t keep feeling guilty over your car that I totaled.”

Corey sighed. “Honey, I told you that I don’t care about that. You’ve already repaid me several times over.” He glanced at his son, Cade. The light of his life. He couldn’t believe that another little one was on the way. Corey couldn’t wait to meet his daughter. They’d already decided to name her Violet.

“I know, but I have the money now, and it’ll make me feel better.” Ida still couldn’t drink, but she counted it as a blessing. She worked and saved and dedicated all her time to her family. It wasn’t the most exciting life, but it was a fulfilling one.

Corey shook his head as he stared at the check. “We’re using this money to take a family vacation or something.”

“Deal,” Ida said with a bright smile.

They finished their dinner and talked about local affairs. Events and news from the city. Corey cleaned the table and washed the dishes while Ida freshened up Cade’s face, letting him down from his highchair when she finished.

Corey glanced over his shoulder and looked into Ida’s eyes. Into her soul. He was the only person who saw all of her. They’d given up on the idea of Ida reverting to her old self as the years passed. Ida’s life now was too complete, but no matter what happened, Corey would always be by Ida’s side.
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CHAPTER ONE

Daniel

I couldn’t wait to move on from the halls of Aston State University. College was an incredible time filled with parties, beautiful girls, and more one-night stands than I could count, but none of those would end once I got my degree. If anything, the women would become younger and sexier the older and richer I got.

Money was my objective when I picked chemistry as a major. I planned on making big bucks by working in science and pharmaceuticals. I wanted to get my MBA next so I could combine business with my superior science skills. If anyone thought I couldn’t find success in my life, I’d laugh in their face. I thought I could have it all and planned on working every day I had breath in my lungs to achieve those goals.

“Hey, Daniel,” Tony Swank said as he passed me in the hall. The chemistry department at my university was small, and we all knew each other. Tony, even though he had a cool name, was the biggest nerd I’d ever met in my life. “Doing anything fun tonight?”

I didn’t know what to say to Tony. He’d asked to come to parties with me before, desperate to make a friend, but I didn’t have time for him. If he came with me to a party, that would reduce my social standing. I was one of the most popular guys on our close-knit campus, and Tony would have to make do with not being my friend. “Just hitting the lab,” I said. “See ya in class.”

Tony offered a bright smile. “See you there, Daniel.” He waved as I turned my back to him and walked away. A voice in the back of my head whispered to turn back to Tony and invite him to the party I planned on attending, but I ignored that voice and pushed forward.

Kenneth Garcia, my enemy in the department, was alone in the lab when I entered. Kenneth was as popular as me, but for polar opposite reasons: he volunteered, spoke with grace, kissed ass through his work, and had been dating a girl in the math department since freshman year. They were everyone’s favorite couple, and they made me sick.

Everyone where I went I saw Kimberly and Kenneth, K & K, holding hands or kissing or staring at each other as though nobody else in the world existed. It surprised me she wasn’t in the lab, hanging off his arm. “Hey Kenneth, how’s it hangin’?”

Kenneth looked at me through squinted eyes, as though they were arrows on a bow. “I’m fine, Daniel. How are you?”

I shrugged and went to the table furthest from Kenneth, but I faced him so I could watch his eyes. Most in the chemistry department were insanely intelligent, but Kenneth and I had an intense rivalry to score the best grades. I knew deep down he hated a party boy like me could compete with him in the classroom, but my parents were paying for everything until I graduated in the spring, so I didn’t have to work and had way more hours in the day than I knew how to fill. School was easy.

Kenneth watched me as I pulled out ingredients, always looking for leverage against me. He was so by the book, he couldn’t even fathom the creations I could invent. He only mixed what a paper told him to, but I did what I wanted, and I wanted drugs.

Drugs weren’t the reason I went into chemistry, but they had become an added bonus. I knew how to make all the party drugs, but those weren’t that exciting to me. I wanted something that would make me better in bed. Teresa, a sexy girl I met last week while picking up lunch, was planning to meet me at a party after I mixed up this sex-enhancing drug. She studied history and government and planned to run for election in state government after working for a few years in the private sector.

Her ambition turned me on, and I wanted to create a drug that would allow me to control my orgasm. I wanted to fuck her until she came three times on my dick. Teresa didn’t know about the drug, but she would remember my lovemaking the rest of her life. She had long brown hair that hung over her amble breasts. She had a curvy body. I wanted to bury my cock in her so bad; it was all I’ve thought about since meeting her.

I didn’t know if my experiment would work, but I had planned the mixture in my head a million times. It took hours of research and years of tacit knowledge to come up with my creation. I mixed the ingredients, some chemicals and some natural products, and what came out was a thick, purple liquid.

Kenneth glanced at me, and I thrust my shoulders as to say I would fight him if he didn’t drop his gaze. Kenneth sighed and went back to what he was doing. He had a textbook next to him, probably trying something from an upcoming chapter so he could be a smart ass during the next lecture. Kenneth was always the first to raise his hand, and I cringed every time his hand shot into the air during class.

If my experiment worked, it should kick in shortly after ingestion and last all night. I held the viscous liquid in the air, looking at it. I couldn’t see through the beaker and questioned every decision I’d made up to that point. Was I insane to consider ingesting a strange, potentially fatal liquid in the name of sex?

Probably, but I didn’t care. If I could come up with a solution to control orgasms, I’d be one of the richest men on planet Earth. Forgive me. I held the beaker to my lips, said a silent prayer, and drank half of it. The flavor wasn’t terrible. It tasted like a medicinal lemonade as it slid down my throat.

Kenneth dropped everything he was doing and ran over to my station. “What in the world are you drinking?” he asked, staring at me with bulging eyes.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, hearing a slur in my voice. The room started spinning as the liquid settled in my system, spreading like rivers on a map. “Shit,” I said as the world around me blurred.

“Are you okay?” Kenneth asked, a terrified sound in his voice.

“I… I…” my voice stuttered as my body swayed and fell to the floor. Everything went black.

♦

Kenneth

Daniel lay at my feet, and I had no idea what to do. I looked both ways, afraid someone would accuse me of his death if he died. I considered my options: stay to help or leave to save myself. The different scenarios ran through my mind, but Daniel’s eyes opened before I could decide. He sucked in a long, intense breath. “Where am I?” he said.

“You’re in the lab. You drank something purple and passed out. Are you okay?”

“I don’t know,” said Daniel. He looked around the room with unfocused, glazed eyes. He was scaring me. Whenever something frightened me, I thought of my girlfriend Kimberly. She was my guiding light. “I don’t feel right,” he said.

“Why do you always have to mess up everything?”

“Why do you always have to be such a perfect little bitch?”

I was holding him but let go because of his vile words. “Help yourself. I’m not going to have you talk to me that way.”

“Wait, no. Don’t go,” Daniel said. He looked like he might throw up, so I went to grab a bucket. He covered his mouth as I ran back to him. I reached Daniel milliseconds before vomit spewed from his lips. It was purple and looked toxic. “Shit,” Daniel said before his eyes fluttered and he collapsed to his back.

I shook my head, staring at the purple bile. “What in the world did you do now, Daniel?” He was taking deep breaths with his eyes closed as I looked to him with disgust. I wouldn’t have believed what happened next if I hadn’t been there to see it with my own eyes.

Daniel’s breathing evened out, as did the sharp lines of his jaw. His Adam’s apple seemed to retreat into his throat. His chest grew until it was like two big melons. Daniel’s hair went from buzzed to his shoulders. I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t move. Time passed as I watched Daniel breathe in his new body, unable to think of anything beyond Daniel’s transformation.

I jumped when Daniel’s eyes popped open minutes later.


CHAPTER TWO

Daniel

“Kenneth, you’re still here,” I said. My body felt like I’d been drinking all night. “What happened?”

Kenneth cleared his throat and moved his eyes up and down my body. I didn’t know what his preppy ass meant with that look, but I wasn’t gay, even though he was looking much cuter than normal. “Maybe you should look in a mirror,” he finally said.

“Why?” I asked, but I felt my chest for the first time when I rolled over. “What the fuck? What did you do to me, Kenneth?”

“I didn’t do anything,” he hollered in a defensive voice. “It was that purple shit you made. I think it turned you into a girl.”

I was crawling away from Kenneth, and looked over my shoulder with crazed eyes. “That’s not funny, dude,” I said. My voice cracked as I said the words. “It didn’t turn me into a girl.” My voice had turned feminine. I sounded like a chick and screamed.

Kenneth ran over and covered my mouth. “Shut up, or you’ll get us in trouble. I should have left to tell on you the second you drank that purple stuff, but now they’ll think I helped you.”

“You’re worried about yourself right now?” I said in my feminine voice. My body had shrunk a few inches, and my breasts felt heavy on my chest. I didn’t even want to check if my penis had disappeared. I reminded myself there was a near certainty the effects wouldn’t last long before I lost control of my sanity. My formula had been for a temporary drug, so I was hopeful I could sleep it off. “You’re always such a square, Kenneth. Don’t you ever have fun?”

“How can you become a girl and still be such an a-hole? Help me clean up before someone sees,” Kenneth said. He had a bag to dispose of hazardous materials. We made quick work putting the lab back to how we’d found it.

“I feel dizzy,” I said as I put away the chemicals I’d used, not realizing I put everything back in the wrong place. I was too weak, feeling like I could pass out any second.

Kenneth sighed and came over to support my weak body. “I can’t leave you alone. What if something happens? Come back to my place,” he said.

“What if Kimberly sees us?” I said.

“Then you have to tell her what happened,” he said.

I looked at Kenneth and smiled, feeling terrible for liking a boy with a girlfriend. I felt terrible that I liked any boy, but Kenneth looked so handsome with his green eyes and light-brown hair. He could model for a country-club ad. He looked like the son of a millionaire, and I wanted to undress him back at his place. “Deal,” I said.

Kenneth let me use his shoulder for support as we walked out the door; Tony was strolling toward us in the hallway. “Hey Kenneth, I was just about to use the lab. What are you doing?” Tony was looking at Kenneth as though he were a cheater for being with a pretty brunette, not knowing that I was the woman on Kenneth’s arm.

“Tony, hey. This is my cousin…”

“Anita,” I said, putting out my hand. “I’m his cousin from New York.” Tony met my eyes, looking at me as though he knew me. He had dark-blue eyes and a small stature, but there was something attractive about him now that I was a girl. He looked so innocent and delicious, but I already had my sights set on another man.

How terrible was it I wanted to be a home wrecker? Kenneth and Kimberly made me sick, and now I had the chance to prove Kenneth was as much of a pig as any other man. I leaned over to whisper in his ear, “I feel dizzy. Can we go?” I wobbled in place for dramatic effect.

Tony stared as Kenneth nodded. I knew he wanted to know what I’d said. I winked at Tony and said, “goodbye.”

“Bye, Anita,” he said with lust and confusion in his eyes. I laughed to myself at the thought of Tony thinking of girl me while he studied. I hoped we cleaned well enough because Tony was the kid of guy who would tell. He took any chance he could to get on a teacher’s good side.

“Anita, huh?”

I shrugged, “the last girl I fucked was named Anita.”

“You’re such a pig,” Kenneth said and elbowed me in the side. I dropped my arm from around his shoulder, and he led the way back to his place.


CHAPTER THREE

Kenneth

“You seem to be back to normal,” I said as Daniel lay on my sofa, except he was no longer the Daniel I knew. He was a majestic creature I wanted to explore. I knew it was terrible to think those thoughts. I had Kimberly in my life, but the dirty images of girl Daniel popped into my head. They were uncontrollable. “How are you feeling?”

“Fine,” Daniel said. He had his chin propped on his hands and stared at me as though he were undressing me with his eyes. “You?”

“I don’t know. It was scary watching you collapse. I thought they were going to say I killed you.”

“They probably would have put it on you,” he said. His voice had changed, and I found it seductive. How could he have changed so drastically in such little time? “Aren’t you glad I didn’t die?” Daniel laughed at his question, but I didn’t find it funny.

“Don’t laugh, Daniel. I could have spent my life in jail because you’re a jackass,” I said. “You shouldn’t mix random stuff and drink it. That’s not healthy.”

Daniel frowned, sitting up straight on the sofa. He stared at me while pouting. I couldn’t help but notice the stiffness in my pants. Daniel ran a hand through his long brown hair and sat so his shirt hugged his breasts. I stared at them, and Daniel noticed before I could avert my eyes. “I was a bad boy, wasn’t I?” Daniel put his right pointer finger between his teeth, staring at me.

I had to resist his advances. I wanted to make sure he was fine, but now he was putting me in a tough place. Kimberly was my girlfriend, and I loved her, but Daniel was testing my faithfulness. “Yes, you were. Although, I don’t know if I’d call you a boy.”

Daniel removed his finger from his mouth and bit his bottom lip. “I can’t believe how horny I am, Kenneth. This might only last for the night. Don’t you want to help me explore my body?”

I coughed, choking on air. I needed a glass of water. I offered Daniel one as I got one for myself.

“Water is fine, daddy,” he said. Daniel was bouncing up and down on the couch as though he were riding a dick. I looked at him, and he ran a hand through his hair, staring at me. My dick was rock hard, but I couldn’t cheat on the love of my life, even though Daniel was testing me more than I had ever been.

“Don’t call me daddy,” I said, feeling the heat in my cheeks. Daniel was so sexy, but I couldn’t cross the line. I gave him the glass of water and sat on the chair opposite him. “You think you can find your way home?”

“You’re kicking me out?” he asked.

“If you don’t leave, we might do something I’ll regret.”

Daniel tilted his head to the side, sucking in one side of his lip. He leaned forward and placed his hands on the table between us. At least his shirt covered his breasts because even their outline made me weak. “Why would you regret doing something with me? Because of Kimberly? She doesn’t have to know,” he said.

“Come on, Daniel. You know it wouldn’t be right,” I said.

Daniel crossed his arms over his chest and sighed. “Why do you have to be such a good boyfriend? Don’t you get I was trying to ruin your ‘perfect’ relationship?”

“Yeah,” I said and chuckled. “You really hate me, don’t you?”

“I don’t know,” Daniel said and shrugged. “This potion has me hornier than ever, and I’m desperate for some dick.”

My dick was jumping in my pants, but at least I thought with my brain first. Daniel looked sexy, but he would have to find dick elsewhere. We talked about the potion he made for a couple minutes before it became clear Daniel was bored out of his mind talking about chemistry. “You need sex, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said and let out a breath. He stood and came to my side of the table to hug me. “Thanks for all your help, Kenneth, and thanks for not snitching.”

I didn’t know what to say because part of me wishes I had told instead of staying to help. Daniel was crazy, but science needed people like him. I understood now how he could be both a party boy and a mad genius. I walked him to the door and locked it shut behind him, texting Kimberly the second I sat back down to come over so I could make love to her and release the tension running through my body.


CHAPTER FOUR

Daniel

The evening air felt incredible as I left Kenneth’s apartment. He didn’t give in to my advances, but I was proud of him. We both would have felt dirty if he cheated on Kimberly with me, so I was glad he saved me from myself, but there was no way I was going to that party. There would be questions about who’d invited me I didn’t want to answer.

Me: Hey Teresa, sorry, but I can’t make the party. A chem friend of mine needs help.

I sat on a bench in Aston State University’s quad. Kenneth’s apartment was on the other side of the university from mine. Most people had to cross the quad if they wanted to go from one department building to another. Aston State University was big enough one could meet new people but small enough that most had at least one mutual acquaintance.

Teresa: No worries. Hit me up another time.

Teresa sent a kiss face with her message. I closed my phone without replying. I didn’t know what to say to her. No part of me felt attracted to women. All I could think about was the outline of Kenneth’s dick I’d seen in his pants. He looked so cute with those preppy green eyes. I just wanted to get on my knees and suck his cock. Was that too much to ask?

I took a selfie of myself on the bench before standing to walk the rest of the way back to my place. When I got inside, I used the selfie to create an online dating profile. I swiped and swiped, going through dozens of men in minutes. None of them were doing it for me, so I closed the app and went to the bathroom.

I stripped naked, leaving my baggy clothes behind. Maybe I wasn’t matching with the men I wanted because of my ugly clothes in the picture. I thought of snapping sultry pictures now that I was standing naked in front of the mirror, but I wasn’t about to give my perfect body to just any man.

The potion had changed me. I couldn’t help but stare at myself. My brown hair was thick and hung down to my shoulders, making my face look feminine and beautiful. It was buzzed when I was a boy. I cupped one hand around the curve of my chin and moved the hand that was covering my pussy.

I loved my dick, but what replaced it was equally gorgeous. Panic should have consumed me, but I felt a tranquility I had never experienced. My hand moved back to my pussy, pressing against my lips to spread them apart. I gasped as I lifted my pussy to better see it in the bathroom mirror. It captivated me, and I really wanted to feel what it was like to get fucked before the drug wore off, but I wouldn’t be sending any naughty pictures until I got a dick pic first.

Nobody lived with me. My apartment was tiny, but at least I didn’t have to share it with anyone, which meant I could walk around naked. I didn’t even both to wrap myself with a towel when I went to get my phone from the living room. I had a few messages. There was one boy I thought looked cute, but he was an art major, which was a major turn off for me.

I switched from the application to my favorite porn website. The videos were still just as sexy, but I found myself watching the men more than the women. My hand slithered its way to my pussy, which was much dripping wet. I watched the video and pressed my hand against my pussy lips, moaning from the pressure.

In the video, a sexy blonde girl was sucking a monster cock. I knew the girl got paid, but damn she was good at looking desperate for that man’s cock, and I was crazy jealous of her. Normally I wanted a girl on her knees, but now I wanted to get on my knees and take a dick.

My pussy was a wet mess as I slipped a finger into it for the first time. It felt good, but I knew a dick would be so much better. I went from the porn back to the application, but only the art major piqued my interest. I relented and sent him a message.

Me: Hey sexy, how’s it hangin tonight?

The guy sent a picture of his dick. It was long and skinny. I would have wanted it, but the bush of hair around his dick needed a lot of trimming. I blocked him without sending another reply.

Was that terrible of me? I didn’t care. I only had one night, one chance, and I couldn’t give my pussy to just any guy. Why did Kenneth have to have a girlfriend? I pouted and looked to the side as a fantasy of Kenneth’s dick sliding between my lips passed through my mind. He was looking so sexy tonight, and it was killing me I couldn’t have him.

I exited out of the dating app and went back to my porno, skipping ahead a few minutes until the girl was on all fours taking the guy’s big dick from behind. My pussy poured as I touched myself, feeling my clitoris for the first time.

My eyes closed as pleasure enveloped my body. Rubbing my clit was everything. It was taking me on a trip through the universe. I had my eyes closed and heard nothing more than the panting girl and grunting man in the video. In my mind, I was the girl getting fucked doggy style by the man, and it was doing things to my body I never thought possible.

I was seconds from cumming when the unimaginable happened. Someone knocked on my door and sent me crashing back to reality. They had popped me like a balloon. Every trace of my potential orgasm faded. I cursed whoever was standing on the other side of my front door when they knocked again.

I sighed, stood, and grabbed the tired navy robe hanging on the back of the bathroom door. “Coming,” I yelled in the deepest voice I could, trying my best to conceal the truth.


CHAPTER FIVE

Tony

I knew what people thought about me. I knew what they called me behind my back. It didn’t matter if everyone thought I was a weird nerd because I knew I had a big heart. It counted for something. Nobody saw what I did for the world. I cleaned river and natural waterways in my free time. I helped endangered animals. If people liked me more, I would help them, but it seemed like everywhere I went people thought I was a freak.

After a lifetime of people treating me like the outcast, I had grown numb to it. I tried to engage others, but there was a curse on my back.

I passed Kenneth and his cousin Anita in the hallway before entering the lab. When I entered the lab, something felt off, but I ignored it. Since I didn’t have parties to attend or many friends, I spent a lot of time amusing myself with fun experiments.

It was childish, but I loved to make slime or glittery glue. I liked to make things I could hang on my walls. I had a roommate, but we never talked. He spent the weekends at his parents on the other side of the state, and he never brought friends to our apartment. He always hung out somewhere else, which I didn’t mind.

I planned on making some new bouncy balls for myself. It wouldn’t take long. I got everything out and worked until I had a half dozen, all different mixtures of colors. I loved bouncing the balls against the side of a building when I got bored.

When I was putting everything away, I noticed something wasn’t right with the supplies. Someone had stored them in the wrong places. Disorganization drove me wild. I took a deep breath, telling myself someone else could fix the problem. I had a terrible habit of reorganizing shelves in stores or cleaning closets at the school.

It was impossible to resist the urge, but placing them back made me wonder what someone could have made with the ingredients. The worst was what I found after I finished in the closet. There was a tied bag of trash in the small hazardous waste container. I put on gloves before removing the lid and retrieving the bag. When I opened it, I couldn’t believe what I discovered. There was a toxic purple mixture that could have any of them expelled if the heads of the department saw it.

My heart raced as I tied the bag and dropped the trash where I found it, but something had to be done about it before a professor saw what I had. I took the entire container and buried it under bags of recycled paper out for collection, praying nobody saw what I did before I spoke with Daniel.

I raced out of the laboratory and found myself outside of Daniel’s building. Nobody else in the department would have mixed a concoction so dangerous. I had to confront him and tell him how stupid he was being. They would question everyone who visited the lab that day. There was a register since we had to use our IDs to get into the door. There was also a camera watching the entrance of the lab.

Everyone knew where each other lived in the chemistry department. We had all done projects together over the years. I went to Daniel’s apartment a couple times last year, but he still acted like he didn’t know me, even after working on a project.

I knocked on Daniel’s door, and when he didn’t answer, I knocked again. My jaw dropped when I saw who was standing on the other side. My heart raced. I felt like I could throw up. Why did Daniel get everything I wanted? “Anita, what are you doing here?”

♦

Daniel

“I could ask you the same thing, Tony,” I said and chuckled. Tony looked furious as he stared back at me, trying to look past me to see if my male form was there. He didn’t know I was Daniel, and Anita was someone I created as a cover.

“Where’s Daniel? I have to talk to him about the lab,” he said. There was an edge to his tone that made me wonder what he knew. Had he found out what I’d done? My heart fluttered as I thought about how much trouble I could actually get in if the heads of the department found out.

I grabbed Tony by his shirt and pulled him inside. He was shorter than me, even though I’d shrunk a few inches. It didn’t matter how short he was, he looked so sexy when I stared into his dark-blue eyes that almost looked black in the darkness of my apartment’s tiny foyer.

An urge came over me, and I acted without thinking. I pushed Tony against the wall and planted my lips against his. He moaned as I stuck my tongue into his mouth. He timidly put his hands on my hips and I said, “harder. Touch me like you mean it,” I said. I put my hands into his light hair and pulled back, exposing his Adam’s apple.

His body was small but firm. He had muscles I wasn’t expecting as I pulled his shirt over his head. “You must work out a lot,” I said, running my hand down the line between his abs.

“I hit the gym when I can,” he said in his nerdy voice. I found it adorable. My body was warming as I thought about Tony touching me. As I thought of his dick pushing into my wet pussy. I wanted a man to fuck me before the potion wore off, and Tony was the one who would do it.

Tony would have his chance, but I needed to know what he knew first. I pulled away from Tony, staring into his dark eyes. “Come here,” I said and grabbed his arm, guiding him to the sofa. “You want some water? Something stronger?”

“Where’s Daniel?” he asked, looking around the apartment.

I grinned and asked him what he wanted to drink a second time. He asked for a beer, if I had it, which I did. I got one can for each of us. “That’s what I need to talk to you about,” I said, handing Tony a beer. “Daniel is sitting right in front of you.”

Tony squinted his eyes. “That’s impossible.”

I pulled the navy robe I was wearing tighter. Tony’s eyes were wandering, and it was obvious he could barely concentrate. “It’s possible, Tony. There is no Anita. It’s me, Daniel.”

Tony’s eyes widened. He turned away from me and popped open his beer, chugging at least half of it before pulling the can from his lips. “I saw the trash. You were mixing some type of drug, and it did this to you?”

I put my pointer finger between my teeth, feeling naughty and exposed. “You can keep a secret, can’t you?” I loosened my robe a little, and Tony noticed. His eyes went straight to my cleavage and the shadows of my body hidden by fabric.

Tony looked away, shaking his head. He clenched his fists. “No, Daniel. Anita. Whatever you want to call yourself. You could get us all expelled using the lab how you did.”

He wasn’t lying. I knew what I did was risky, but where else could I find all the equipment to make first-class drugs? “Tony, please,” I said and reached out for him. He pulled his body away from me. “What did you do with the trash?”

Tony crossed his arms over his chest and scowled, losing every bit of sexiness I thought he had. I stood and went to the kitchen to move away from his negative energy. He looked like the nerd who repelled friends. I was losing my patience with him and wanted to know what he did with the trash. I’d been out of it when Kenneth and I left the laboratory, so I hadn’t properly disposed of everything I used. “Don’t you care about anyone but yourself?”

“Yes, of course I do. Why would you say that, Tony?”

“The professors have warned us several times not to mix chemicals we shouldn’t, and everyone thinks it’s your fault. I might not have friends, but I can overhear conversations,” he said.

I had pushed the limit several times, but I couldn’t help myself. It was in my nature. “I’m sorry, Tony. I know I shouldn’t be bad, but I can’t help myself. Haven’t you ever wanted to be a bad boy?” I asked.

Feminine desires were coursing through me as I stared at Tony. He had put his shirt back on since I told him I was Daniel in a woman’s body, but I could still imagine his firms abs. I could picture the v-cut leading to his dick I was dying to see. “I have never wanted to be a bad boy,” he said in the coldest voice I’ve ever heard.

I pouted, taking a sip of my water and looking at him over the rim of the class. I crossed the room, switching my legs and staring deep into Tony’s eyes. He wanted me, but it was clear he felt conflicted. “Are you afraid you’ll be guilty by association, Tony?” I said and let my voice purr for him.

He looked around before standing from the couch. His shoulder clipped mine as he passed to head to the door. I grabbed his arm and told him to stop. He shook it away. If he left, I wouldn’t know what happened with the trash, and I probably wouldn’t get any dick. I had zero plans on finding a guy with the dating app after what I’d seen.

“Don’t go, Tony. Please,” I said, making my voice sound weak and pathetic. Men loved feeling like a woman needed them. I still had my memories of chasing women, even if my desires had changed, and I loved when a woman acted like a damsel in distress. “I need your help.”

“Why?”

“The trash. Can we go to the lab? If it were a normal day, I would have taken it with me.”

Tony’s eyes widened. “You take trash out of the lab?”

“Lighten up, Tony. I wasn’t using anything that dangerous.”

“Not individually, but when you put them together, well…” he said and waved his hand in front of my feminine body. I pushed fingers through my thick brown hair, staring into Tony’s conflicted eyes, which were flickering down to my breasts every few seconds.

“Help me take out the trash, and I will owe you forever,” I said.

Tony looked me in the eye, trying to read if I was lying or telling the truth. “Fine,” he said. “I put the trash under the bags of recycling, but—”

“If a professor sees that, we’re all in deep shit. I never leave my trash there. I always take it to the dump.”

“What happened?”

“I passed out, and Kenneth had to help me out of the lab. When I saw you in the hallway, I was barely conscious.”

“Let’s get the trash,” he said. Tony rolled over his watch. We didn’t have long before they would lock the doors to the building. It was getting late, and the only place on campus open after 10:30 pm was the library. “The clock is ticking.”

“I have to change out of this robe, but it’ll only take a second,” I said, running to my bedroom. It took a minute to find jeans and a t-shirt that fit my new body. We didn’t have long as we ran out the door to the lab.


CHAPTER SIX

Daniel

We entered the chemistry building minutes before they closed. The maintenance man who cleaned the hallways and locked up frowned when we came in, but I promised him we wouldn’t take long, and he seemed to melt when I batted my eyelashes. Tony laughed hysterically as we ran down the hallway holding hands. There were cameras, but we wouldn’t be there long enough to conduct any experiment.

“Where did you put it?” I asked when we entered the lab I used to make the purple drink that turned me into a woman. I followed Tony as he ran to the room where we kept the trash. We found the bag under bags of recycling and left the building as quickly as we’d come, much to the maintenance man’s relief.

“What now?” asked Tony.

We were standing outside the chemistry building. It was late, but the dump had containers outside for disposing of hazardous materials. There were cameras in case anyone tried to dispose of anything vile or life-threatening. “Let’s take a drive,” I said and brushed Tony’s face with my fingers. He was shorter than me, but that didn’t take away from his sexiness.

Now that he was smiling instead of scowling, I wanted to take him behind the chemistry building and get to my knees like the girl in the video I watched. I wondered how big Tony’s dick was and wanted to find out before the drug wore off and my womanly desires disappeared. “Okay,” Tony said and followed me to my car.

I didn’t know how I would explain myself if I got stopped or crashed the car, so I said a little prayer before turning the engine and driving to the other side of Aston. We pulled up to the garbage dump, and I let out a little breath, grateful we’d made it without incident. I grabbed the bag of trash from the backseat and threw it away in their big container, wiping my hands of the situation.

“How often do you do this?” Tony asked when I got back in the car.

I shrugged. “Once a month or so, maybe. Every two weeks. I don’t know. Don’t think too much about it. I figure I pay more than enough in tuition to do what I want.”

The parking lot was empty, so I wasn’t in a rush to leave. I sat there and stared at Tony, waiting for his reply. The tension between us growing. “Why did you make what you made tonight?” he asked, not a trace of judgment in his voice. The repulsive nerd had been replaced by a calm, attractive man I wanted to fuck. It was crazy how people could change once preconceptions no longer applied.

“You want the honest truth?” I asked. I couldn’t help but laugh at my motivation for making the drug.

“Yeah,” he said.

“I wanted to make something that would make it possible for me to control an orgasm,” I said. “Never did I think I’d end up like this.” Tony glanced at where I’d thrown away the trash, as though he wanted to try the potion for himself. I touched his leg and shook my head, “do you really want to end up like this?”

Tony’s eyes went straight to my breasts, “looks like it could be fun.”

“But if we both became straight girls, what would be the fun in that?” I asked, letting my eyes fall to his dick. It was dark in the car, but I would swear I saw a bulge in his pants. When I lifted my eyes, Tony looked like he could piss himself, but I battled my eyelashes and smiled to make him relax. “I think you’re cute, Tony.”

Tony’s mouth opened and closed, but he was speechless. I stared at him, not letting up. Not caring if my advances terrified him. I wanted him, and he wanted me, and we were going to do something about it.

♦

Tony

I stared into Daniel’s big brown eyes, seduced by him. He wasn’t the same asshole douche I knew from class. Becoming a woman had softened him. It hardened me, though. I was stiffer than I’d ever been and terrified where the night would take me. I wanted Daniel, but I lacked experience. Everyone knew he had more than most, so it was likely anything I offered would disappoint him.

“Did you hear what I said, Tony?” he asked, running a hand through his gorgeous brown hair. It was crazy enough that Daniel had transformed into a girl. How could we really be thinking about sleeping together?

I nodded to answer Daniel’s question, but a million others were running through my mind. “I think you’re cute, too, but—”

Daniel put his finger to my lips, “no buts, Tony. This drug won’t last forever, and I want you before it wears off. What do you say?”

My dick told me yes, but my head told me it would be a mistake. “What happens after tonight?”

Daniel shrugged, looking forward to the entrance of the trash dump. For being so close to mountains of garbage, it didn’t smell terrible. We had the windows up, air on, and the air was being recycled and not pulled from outside. Daniel had tented windows. I felt nervous and excited to fool around with him, and I wanted to know what his expectations were. “I don’t know,” he said. “I like you, though, and we should be friends. I’m sorry for being an asshole before.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I’m not the most social person, and people have told me I come off creepy, which I don’t know how to fix.”

Daniel nodded, glancing at himself in the rear-view mirror. “Yeah, it’s true. We’ll work on it, but for now, I really want your dick.”

My cheeks burned as my throbbing cock jumped in my pants. No woman had ever been so direct with me. I had only had sex once, actually. I came so fast the girl laughed and left right then without ever calling again. We had met on a dating application, and I came to find out she was a campus whore after research. “I’m not very experienced,” I said.

Daniel grinned, moving his lips closer to mine. “Just pretend I’m Anita the rest of the night.”

“Okay,” I said, and closed my eyes as she nibbled on my ear. “Fuck, that feels good, Anita.”

“Yeah, say my name,” she purred. She moved her lips from my earlobe to my neck, pressing her tongue flat against it.

My dick bounced in my chinos, begging to come free from the constrictive fabric. “Anita,” I said more times than I could count.

“You’re so sexy, Tony. Who knew this beautiful body was hiding under your nerd costume?”

I moaned as Anita stuck her hand up my shirt, running her fingers against my abs. I didn’t know what to do, so I did nothing and let her lead the way. “You like my body?”

“I love your body,” she said, lifting my shirt enough to expose my nipples. She put her lips against them and sucked. They were rock hard, and I’d never felt anything so incredible. My eyes fluttered close as she made my body tingle with her tongue. “Touch me,” she said as she pulled away from me.

Timidly, I placed my one hand on her back and the other on her arm. She told me to be more aggressive. “I’m feeling like a submissive little slut. Don’t you want to use me?”

I did, but it was impossible to feel comfortable. We were in a car in a parking lot with a lot of cameras. I went motionless as Anita undid my pants. She unzipped them and pulled them down far enough to expose my dick, gasping when it sprung up and slapped her in the face.

Anita moved back, taking my dick by its base. “Wow, who would have known you’d be so big?”

“Is it big?” I asked. I knew I was ‘above average’ because of charts I’d read online, but I’d never seen a reaction. The girl I had sex with last year never said I was big. I never really watched porn or saw other guys’ dicks to compare.

Anita moaned as she moved her hand up and down my cock, “it’s so big, Tony. Enormous. Long. Thick. It’s a beautiful cock,” she said. She parted her lips and lowered her head. I melted when her tongue touched my cock. I shivered when her mouth closed around my member. She moved her lips as far down as she could, choking on it when she got halfway.

I closed my eyes, curling my toes and letting out light moans as she sucked my cock. “Damn, Anita. That feels good.”

She moaned as to say she loved sucking my cock as much as I loved her doing it. Everything was incredible until the sweep of a flashlight caught my attention. My eyes popped open, and I saw a security guard staring at our car. I pushed Anita’s head down on my dick to hide her, accidentally making her choke. I ducked as low as I could and told Anita to shut up as I let her free from my dick. She took a sharp breath in as I lowered my body to watch the security guard. “Don’t move,” I said to Anita.

The security guard shrugged and moved on after staring at us for what felt like years. I let out the breath I was holding and took the pressure off Anita’s back. She popped her head up and slapped me on the shoulder. “What’s your problem?”

“There was a security guard,” I said. I noticed my dick was still out and tucked it into my pants. I zipped them shut without care for how much it hurt having my dick press against the tight fabric.

“You didn’t have to hold me down,” she said and shook her shoulders. She grabbed her keys to start her car, but I told her to wait. Anita groaned, but I pointed to the security guard, who was barely visible through the tinted windows.

“I’m sorry, Anita. Can you forgive me?” I asked and clasped my hands together, making a pout face.

She sighed. “Tell me when I can leave. I can’t see him through the window.”

The security guard turned the corner a moment later. I told her, and we took off before someone caught us. My heart was racing until we were miles away from the landfill. I couldn’t believe it was nearly midnight when I glanced at the clock. We passed a fast-food restaurant, whose sign glowed against the dark sky. “I’m starving,” said Anita. “Do you want some tacos?”

“I could go for tacos,” I said.

We ordered three for each of us and a dessert to share. Anita drove us back to her place. It was Daniel’s place, but I was more than willing to lie to myself for the night if he was. Anita killed the engine, and I followed her to her door.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Daniel

Ever since I had to stop sucking Tony’s dick, it was as though the drug got stronger. I needed him and never expected him to be so well endowed. He looked at me like I was an angel, and I loved when he called me ‘Anita’. We had tacos to eat, but waiting would only make me want Tony more.

Our actions tonight had me in an elevated state. I was floating in the clouds and never wanted to come down. “What girls do you like in the chem department?” I asked Tony as I squirted sauce onto my taco. I was wearing jeans and had my feet propped on the coffee table with my legs spread. Tony couldn’t help but look between my legs.

Tony shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t really think about it.”

I put my feet down and said “what? Do you like boys?”

“No,” he said and shook his head. “I like girls, but I’m not a very sexual guy.”

I put my taco and its paper wrapper on the coffee table, leaning forward. “What a waste. When I turn back to a dude, I’m helping you. We’re going to get you a ton of ladies.”

“You think you’ll turn back?” he asked.

There was always a chance I wouldn’t, but I was positive I would wake up in my old body. I still felt feminine and womanly, but there was a strong chance I was peaking. It was just past midnight, and I’d ingested the liquid hours ago. “I hope so, but I’m still feeling like a dirty little slut.”

“Oh, yeah?”

I bit my lip and nodded. “Yeah, and I want you to fuck me.”

“Do you have condoms?” he asked.

“More than you’d guess,” I said and laughed. My friend got me a fishbowl filled with them last year and I had yet to use them all. “But I want to finish what I started first. What do you think about playing a game?”

“Can we finish our tacos first?”

I bowed my head and laughed. I had climbed onto the coffee table without realizing. “We can do that,” I said and fell back to the couch. He was on a chair across from me. I turned on the TV for background noise as we ate the rest of our food.

♦

Tony

Anita picked up the trash, refusing to let me rise from where I sat. We’d shared the dessert, and I was hard at the thought of what was to come. I could still feel Anita’s lips around my cock from when she’d put it in her mouth in the parking lot. It was a sensation I wouldn’t soon forget. Anita placed her hands on my shoulders, running them down my chest. She grabbed the remote and turned the volume down low on the TV. “Take off your pants,” she said into my ear.

I unbuttoned my chinos and slid them down my legs along with my underwear. I was rock hard. My dick was hungry for her lips. I loved Anita and hated that she would disappear. As hard as the truth was to accept, I knew it would be crazy to pass up this opportunity.

“Grab your dick and rub it,” she said.

My hand jumped to my dick, and I did what she said. Anita was sucking my earlobe while I stroked my cock. She blew where her lips had been every few seconds to tease me. “Like this?” I asked, beating my cock with fury.

“Slower,” she said.

“Like this?” I rubbed my cock with long, gentle strokes.

“Yes,” she said; her ‘s’ like the slither of a snake. “I want you to cum.”

“But if I cum, I will go soft.”

“No, you’ll last longer once you get hard again. You’re going to cum more than once tonight,” she said. She reached down to the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head. My balls lifted close to my dick as I took in a sharp breath. Her touch intoxicated me. My head rocked each way as my vision blurred. “Don’t cum yet.”

Anita left the living room, leaving me in the chair. I was naked and stroking my cock slowly as she’d ask, trying my best not to cum. I was so inexperienced and embarrassed by it. Anita returned to the living room as naked as me. She was carrying a hand towel and gave it to me. “Cum on this,” she said.

I took the hand towel. Anita told me to turn around. She was sitting in a chair facing me with her legs spread. My mouth fell open as I took in the view of her wide nipples and beautiful pussy. She touched herself and told me to stay focused. I glanced down at my dick, and rivers of veins were running through it. I’d never it seen it look so big and powerful. “That’s right, baby. Let me help you get it wet,” she said.

Anita stood and grabbed my dick with the hand she’d been using to touch her pussy. I moaned as she stroked my dick, seconds from exploding. Her wetness on my penis had me begging for mercy. “Fuck, Anita.”

“Get the towel. Cum so you last longer,” she said and rubbed my cock. She grabbed my hand and put it on her pussy, sending me over the edge. I hollered and jerked as cum shot from my dick. A milky goo covered the hand towel I held. “Have you ever tasted pussy?”

I shook my head. The most I’d done was slide into that girl last year for a few seconds. Being with Anita was already a million times better than that experience. My dick was softening, but I knew it’d be hard again, and I’d last longer the second time. “No, but I’d love to taste yours.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Anita said. She put out her hand. I took it, and she led me to her bedroom. It was obviously a boy’s bedroom, Daniel’s bedroom, but I pushed that fact out of my mind. Tonight, Daniel was Anita, and she was the most gorgeous specimen I’d ever seen. I wanted to taste her. Devour her.

Anita flopped down on the bed, turning over to face me. Her hair spread out beneath her. She waved her fingers for me to join her. I climbed onto the bed and crawled between Anita’s leg. “What do I do?” I asked, completely comfortable letting Anita guide me. She knew I needed the help, and she was happy to offer it.

“Kiss my thighs,” she said. “Start slow and work your way up until you’re kissing my pussy.”

I puckered my lips and pressed them against her thighs, feeling my dick stir. It was promising another erection. Every touch felt like a million fireworks exploding at the same time. I was a senior in college, and I was finally going to lose my virginity like a proper man. “How’s this?” I asked, centimeters from her pussy.

“It’s perfect,” she said. Her voice was breathy and tense. Her back arched in as I returned my lips to her skin. She moaned each time I kissed her. I loved how the sound of her voice hit my ears. “Now I want you to lick around my pussy. Have fun. Play with it. Listen to how I react.”

I opened my ears as my tongue danced around her pussy, repeating actions she seemed to like and skipping any she didn’t. Anita was opening up for me. Her clit was growing, showing me how much she enjoyed my touch. Anita told me everything I needed to know to please her, even stopping to touch herself and point out what she liked and didn’t. “We only have one night,” she said. “Let’s make it count.”

I touched my dick, and it was dripping with precum. I was hard again, so hard it hurt. My dick wasn’t getting a break, but I didn’t care. Anita was only here for the night, a fantasy for Daniel and me, and we weren’t missing our opportunity.

Anita had me sucking on her clit, sending her to the edge of an orgasm, but she stopped before she came. She panted as she took deep breaths, trying to control herself. “I want to suck your dick before you fuck me,” she said.

I moved with Anita’s touch, rolling over to my back. My dick stood at attention as she kissed along my body down to where my v-cut led my member. She stared into my eyes, looking sultry like a porn star. It was so hot how much she wanted my cock in her mouth. She parted her lips and wrapped them around my hardened rod. “Damn, Anita. That feels amazing.”

She moaned on my dick as she pushed it to the back of her throat, choking herself on it. Slobber ran out the sides of her stretched lips and down my cock. She pulled her mouth off and used her hand to jack me off. “How sensitive are you now?”

“A lot less, but it still feels incredible.”

“You want to fuck me? I need this dick in my tight pussy. I don’t know how I’ll fit all this dick in me, but I’m dying to try.” Anita was kissing the tip of my dick as though it were made of gold.

A mental image of Anita burned into my mind. I would never forget tonight, no matter what happened in my life. “Get the condoms and tell me how you want it.”

Anita bit her lip. “Damn, you’re sexy.” She jumped off the bed, returning seconds later with a handful of condoms.

♦

Daniel

I tossed the condoms on the bed. I was dripping wet and hungrier for Tony’s dick than I’d been for anything in my life. It was weird being in my bedroom about to ride a dick instead of fucking a pussy, but when in Rome, as they said.

“Do you know how much I love that huge cock? It’s so sexy how you get hard for me after cumming,” I said. I climbed on the bed and straddled Tony’s hips, gripping his dick as my thick brown hair fell into my face. He was oozing precum. It made his tip glossy and irresistible. I bent over to stick his cock in my mouth, running my tongue in circles around his head. He moaned. I heard his toes curl and crack.

“How much do you love it?” he said. He was clenching as I stroked his cock, which made his muscles look as thick as his erect member.

“This is how much I love your dick,” I said. I took Tony’s hand and placed it on my dripping pussy. He slipped two fingers into my accepting hole. I moaned as he pushed them back and forth, desperate for his cock over his fingers. They were such a tease. I pushed away Tony’s hand, opened the condom, and rolled it over his dick. “You ready?” I asked.

Tony lifted himself a few inches to reach around and slap my ass. He put his other thumb on my clit, making me buckle. He was a different man than the beginning of the night, and I couldn’t wait to have him as a wingman, but I put that aside to focus on getting fucked while I was still a woman. “Say my name,” I said.

“Anita,” he moaned.

My hand was on his dick, and his was on my pussy. I used my other hand to touch my breasts, throwing my head back as he slipped a third finger into me. “Rub your dick with my wetness.”

Tony moaned as he pulled his fingers out of my pussy to stroke his dick. I lifted my hips and moved forward until my hole was hovering over his cock. I was nervous about taking a dick for the first time, but I had come this far. The night hadn’t gone how I expected, but I wouldn’t have changed a thing as I lowered my hips toward Tony’s dick.

“Shit,” he said when my hole first swallowed his head. It hurt, sending a wave of intense pain through my body, but I quickly adjusted to his size. We’d been fooling around, and I was desperate for his dick by that point. My tight walls opened for his dick as I lowered myself to the base of his thick cock, whimpering as he stuffed me. He rubbed my thigh and asked, “are you okay?”

I bit my lip and nodded. “Yeah. I’m adjusting,” I said.

“Does it hurt?”

“Only a little.”

He didn’t thrust his hips as my hole adjusted to his size. I rocked my hips after the pain had subsided. Pleasure replacing any discomfort I’d felt as I moved my hole up and down more of his shaft. “Fuck,” I said as I started building speed.

Tony’s breaths grew shorter as I moved my hips faster. He was gripping my thighs with a tightness that hurt, but I didn’t care because it showed how much he was loving my walls hugging his dick. I rode his dick for a couple more minutes until my legs got tired, and I was ready to take him on my back. I moved off his dick, amazed at how deep it’d been in my body.

“Damn, your hole feels good,” he said.

I glanced at the tip of the condom to make sure he hadn’t cum. He was still ready for more, erect as he’d been all night. I got on my back, threw my legs up, grabbed my ankles, and spread my legs. “I want you to take charge. Show me what you can do.”

Tony smirked and scooted forward on his knees. His long dick dangled and rocked as he moved. I arched my back, desperate for him to fill the void in my hole. Desperate to cum with him. Tony held his dick still and slid it into my hole, going much deeper than I thought possible. I screamed. His body went still. “Are you okay?”

I nodded, panting as my body adjusted to his dick inside me. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” I said. My voice was as uneven as my breath, but I tried my best to speak. “Girls tell me they like slow, long thrusts. Fuck me like that.”

“Whatever you want,” Tony said. He sat back on his legs and held my ankles. I dropped my hands, one going to my breasts and the other to my clit. I touched it. My body unraveled like an old sweater. Tony thrust in and out of me. His hips moved at the perfect speed, and I had never felt such intense pleasure in my life. Sex was amazing as a man, but it felt even better as a woman. I moaned and screamed and told Tony to fuck me a little faster.

He beat my pussy up until I knew an orgasm was seconds from escaping me. I thought about pulling my hand away from my clit, but I needed to cum. I grabbed Tony’s hand and told him to touch my clit. He rubbed it just how I’d taught him while I pinched my nipples. “Tony, I can’t hold it,” I said through pants, moaning a word between each of his thrusts.

He rubbed my button and told me to cum, pushing deep inside me one final time as my body exploded. “Fuck, you’re cumming, aren’t you?” he asked as my pussy squeezed his dick.

“Yes,” I said, too focused on the intensity of my orgasm. I held Tony’s body until mine relaxed. He slid out of me and still hadn’t cum, so I pulled off his condom and sucked his dick. He was moaning as I ran my tongue around his head.

“Shit,” he said. I moved my lips as he beat his cock. He grunted as his balls tightened, and a second load left his dick. Somehow, it was bigger than the first one. He looked down at the pile of cum on my sheet. “Sorry,” he said.

I leaned forward and kissed him. “Don’t worry about it. Wanna spend the night?”

Tony yawned and looked around. “Yeah, that sounds good. What time is it?”

I shrugged. It was closer to dawn than dusk, but I didn’t care about the hour. Tony and I had an incredible time. I would have stayed up late either way. Sometimes accidents were blessings in disguise, and that was the case tonight. I grabbed a towel and cleaned Tony’s cum from the bed.

We got under the covers, and Tony was my little spoon for the night. I kissed the back of his head, my eyes heavy with sleep. “I’ll never forget tonight,” I said.

“Neither will I,” he replied. He took my hand, interlaced his fingers tightly with mine, and held me as we drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Daniel

The morning came, and I woke up back in my old body as I’d predicted. What I hadn’t expected was my hard dick pressing against Tony’s ass when my eyes opened. No hard feelings. We got out of bed and pretended that hadn’t happened as we put on clothes.

Tony ran a hand through his light hair. “Last night was crazy, wasn’t it?”

I shrugged. “Have to strike while the iron is hot.”

“Right,” Tony said and smiled. He was sitting at the end of the bed and looked charming as I stared at him. He looked like a man who’d gotten laid, which reduced his creepy factor by several points without even trying.

I didn’t want him sexually now that my mind was free of the purple potion, but I wanted Tony as a friend. “Look, let’s keep last night between us.”

“What about Kenneth? He saw what happened.”

“Don’t worry about Kenneth. He won’t say anything,” I said. I would talk to him later. He’d seen me do questionable things in the lab and never told before, even though he always threatened to make trouble. He was all bark and no bite. Tony had been the person I was worried would snitch, but now we were bonded for life. He’d never say a word to anyone.

“Okay,” he said. “I won’t worry about it. Do you think you’ll make the drug again?”

I shrugged. Last night seemed pretty crazy now that I was back in my old body. “Maybe one day, but I might lie low until graduation. I don’t want them to expel me before getting my degree. We can pick up a lot of girls in the meantime. What do you say?”

Tony grinned. “I could be down for that.”

“All right, man. It’s a plan,” I said. Tony hung around for a few more minutes before I walked him to the door. We hugged, staring at each like two people who shared a secret. I stood in the door frame to watch as Tony walked down the hall.

I searched around my apartment until I found where I’d written the formula for the concoction that turned me into a girl. I typed it into a document with password protection. There was a lot of potential for a drug that could change men into women for a night.

After saving the file, I burned the original. Sometimes it was better to be safe rather than reckless. Graduation was less than a year away, and I could find some crazy investor to fund my research once I graduated. Until then, I had a new friend in Tony, and we were going to have a lot of fun together as bros.
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NATURAL ATTRACTION
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CHAPTER ONE

Megan Tomlinson leaned against the kitchen counter as she listened to her brother, Dillon, make excuses for why the tequila she bought on a trip to Mexico was missing. Megan didn’t care if Dillon had drank it, but she hated when he lied. Just because he was a corporate lawyer didn’t mean he had to twist every truth.

“Dillon, it’s fine if you drank it. Just admit you used it mixing one of those fruity cocktails you love,” she said. Megan enjoyed shots while Dillon preferred margaritas.

“I did no such thing! Will you stop pestering me so I can hit the road?”

Megan sighed. She didn’t want to continue arguing with him. Dillon was a couple years older than her, so he thought he deserved the last word. Megan searched their condo from top to bottom, but that bottle of tequila hadn’t turned up anywhere.

Megan and Dillon lived in suburban Chicago. Their parents owned a condo in Delmont, where Megan and Dillon lived. They grew up even further in the suburbs since their mother, Leah, hated the city. Their father, Charles, adored the city and owned condos around town he rented out. Nobody spoke about the one he kept for himself when he had ‘late nights’ at the office. Everyone knew what really happened in that condo. Leah said nothing as long as he never had another child.

“When are you coming back?” Megan asked. She couldn’t wait to prance around the condo naked and have her boyfriend Robert over for visits. He had his own apartment, but it was cluttered with his art supplies. He used ninety percent of his space for work. Beyond that, there was a queen bed, bathroom, kitchenette, and a mid-century Formica table pushed against the wall.

Dillon was sitting on the sofa, checking his suitcase. He was leaving for a ‘gay’ cruise. He went on one every year and upped his number of sexual partners by at least a dozen. Megan cherished the time he went on the cruises because it meant being alone. Sometimes when he went on dates in the city, he would cut them short and show back up hours before Megan expected. “I’ll be back in a week,” he said. “What will you do while I’m away? Will Robert be living here?”

“When he isn’t working,” she said. “You know he’s addicted to his artwork.”

“At least he can pay his bills,” spat Dillon. He hated artists. He thought the only way to make money included an office and fixed schedule. Some cases required him to put in extra hours at the law firm, but Dillon almost always left work at six in the evening and did whatever he wanted until hitting the gym at seven the next morning. “I forgot to tell you. Kirk and I were doing crafts last week. He might stop by to pick up a glue gun he left. Let me grab it,” Dillon said.

Kirk was a friend Dillon had met at law school. They went to Northwestern. Kirk had studied environmental and tax law. He said he did one for love and the other for money. Megan loved seeing Kirk. He and Dillon had gone on a couple dates but decided it was better to stay friends since they were both bottoms. “Here it is. I’ll put it in the kitchen drawer closest to the door. Is that okay?”

“Sure,” said Megan.

“You have school this week?” Dillon asked as he zipped his suitcase.

Megan was doing a Master’s program in school counseling. She loved helping students plan for college and resolving fights filled with adolescent angst. Megan graduated a few weeks before her birthday this year. She would turn twenty-five in the summer. “Yeah. It’s a race to graduation, but that doesn’t mean I won’t have time to enjoy your absence.”

“You never fail to make time for entertainment.”

“I’m not the one going on a cruise, Dillon,” she said.

“Sucks for you. I’m about to have a blast,” Dillon said while doing a little dance.

“Are you leaving yet?”

“Right now,” he said. Dillon grabbed his suitcase, kissed Megan on the cheek, double checked he had all the identification he needed, and left. Megan waited ten minutes before stripping down to her bra and underwear. She turned on the news for background noise. Megan broke out cleaning supplies and put on a pair of heels. She loved cleaning in stilettos and lingerie. Megan grabbed her phone to text Robert.

Megan: Brother just left town. My place tonight. Can’t wait to see you.

Robert: I’ll be there.

Megan ate half of a sandwich from yesterday as a snack. She would have to order food when Robert arrived. Until then, she would make her condo sparkle.

♦

Robert knocked on Megan’s door. He had a key to the front entrance but not her apartment. Megan hated the sound of the buzzer and avoided walking downstairs if she wasn’t leaving. Megan opened the door wearing a push-up bra and thong, both black and made of lace. She had on a white mesh robe over those. Her strawberry blonde hair curled, hanging over one shoulder. Red painted on her lips. Black stilettos completed her look.

“Welcome,” Megan said as she held the door. Robert stepped inside. He waited for her to close the door so they could kiss.

“You smell amazing,” he said. She was wearing a citrus-scented men’s cologne. Her lotion or soap smelled of cucumbers. Robert wanted to run his tongue along her arm to taste. He had showered before coming to Megan’s condo, but it took him a while to arrive since he didn’t have a car and had to rely on the trains. At least she lived close to a station. “How long is your brother out of town?” Robert asked as their lips hovered centimeters from each other.

“One week.”

“You said he went on a gay cruise?”

“My brother is an undercover whore,” she said. “He goes on a cruise every year and always comes home with crazy stories about three-sums and orgies he had. Honestly, I could do without the details, but you know how Dillon is once he has a few drinks.”

“Yeah,” Robert said. He had heard a few of the stories himself, not that he minded. Robert was bisexual and hadn’t been with a man since he and Megan started dating a year ago.

They met at an art opening. Megan was reserved when Robert approached her, but she held herself like a goddess. She exuded confidence in how she stood, even though she was often quiet. As much as Robert adored Megan, he wanted a bottom boy to fuck. The desire had been brewing for months but was becoming unbearable. He hoped Megan would understand when he finally had the heart to tell her.

Megan asked Robert what he wanted for dinner. She ordered food from her delivery app. They got Indian food from a place a few blocks down the street. Robert and Megan sat around the living room staring at each other. Megan could tell something was on Robert’s mind.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said.

“I don’t believe you.”

Robert shook his head. He stood and went to the kitchen for a glass of water. Megan pulled the robe around her body, tying a tight knot. She went up to Robert, placing her hand on his shoulder as he lifted the glass to his lips.

“I’m being stupid,” he said and turned to face her. Robert wanted to tell Megan about his fantasies of taking a submissive guy, but how would she react? He knew she didn’t have a problem with his bisexuality, but they had never talked about opening their relationship, and it was a hard subject to bring up. “How was your day?” Robert asked as he pecked Megan’s lips lightly.

“It was fantastic,” she said. “I cleaned in lingerie and heels. You know that’s my favorite task.”

Robert nodded, the words desperate to fall from his mouth. He kissed Megan and stepped around her to the living room. “How long until the food arrives?”

Megan checked her app. It was only a few minutes away, so she got some cash from her wallet for a tip. She often felt spoiled because she lived rent free in her parents’ condo and received an allowance from them until she graduated, but she wasn’t about to turn away the help. Robert didn’t seem to mind when he got a free dinner. He also loved her father, Charles, because he had purchased a few of Robert’s pieces. Sculptures and paintings to decorate the office.

“It’ll be here in a few minutes. Could you wait for it by the door?” Megan said and passed Robert a five-dollar bill. “You can give this to the guy as a tip. His name is Henrik, according to the app.”

“Sure,” Robert said. He took the money and went out to the hallway. It was better to stay away from Megan while his thoughts were so volatile. Henrik arrived with their order four minutes later. Robert took a deep breath as he walked up the stairs with their food. Every time his mind roamed, he thought about holding apart sissy ass cheeks while burying his dick deep.

Robert opened Megan’s door. She was flipping through channels. She left it on a cooking show as they set the coffee table. Robert spread the Indian food across the table. They sat on their knees, using plates Megan brought from the kitchen. Megan stared at Robert as they ate, wondering what had been on his mind. He was commenting on the cooking show as though the moment never happened, but one of Megan’s gifts was reading emotions.

They ordered from the Indian restaurant a few times each month, but Robert always asked, “How’s the food taste?”

“It’s fine, Robert,” she said. When they slowed down, she stood to refill their glasses of water. She loved eating mints after a meal. Megan popped one in her mouth and passed Robert the tin.

Megan grew hornier as the sky darkened. She had dressed in lingerie for a reason. Megan untied her robe. She ran her hand along her half-naked body. Robert wasn’t paying her any attention, but the touch stimulated her womanhood. She needed Robert’s dick but had to have it her way. Megan was a dominant woman, and Robert was her perfect submissive.

“Robert, follow me,” she said.

Robert knew what was coming. He loved Megan. He could have sex with her every day, but he needed to fulfill his other desires. Robert said nothing as Megan led him to her bedroom. She threw him to the bed. Robert smiled as their eyes met.

Megan went to the closet and grabbed a rope. It had been a while since she tied up Robert, and she wanted to use his dick.

“Get naked and put out your arms and legs,” she said. Megan held up the rope, stepping over to the bed. She made quick work tying knots around Robert’s ankles and wrists. She kissed his nude flesh, pressing her lips in a line up his thigh. Megan wrapped her lips around his hard dick. Robert’s body had been stiff until he let out a moan. Megan drew circles around his head with her tongue. Robert thrashed, but he couldn’t move. “Don’t cum too fast, sissy boy.”

Robert hollered as Megan stroked his dick. She knew just how he liked it. He wouldn’t last long if she kept it up, and Megan needed to take a ride. She went over to her drawer and pulled out a condom. Megan unwrapped it, rolling it over Robert’s thick manhood. Whatever Robert lacked in length, he made up for in thickness. Megan had never seen a dick as fat as his.

Megan straddled Robert’s face. All the animosity Robert was feeling evaporated as he took in Megan’s scent on his lips. He lost himself in her dripping pussy. The heat vibrating between their bodies. Robert couldn’t use his hands, so he showed his passion with his tongue. Megan held his shaggy hair in her fingers. She pressed her weight into his muscular shoulders. “Take that pussy,” she said, rubbing her lips against his.

“Shit, I need that dick,” she said. Megan moved down Robert’s body. His dick was rock hard. The condom snug. Megan rubbed her fingers along her wet pussy and stroked Robert’s dick. His toes curled and popped. The television noise still faint in the background, blended with the sounds of cars entering and leaving the parking lot.

Neither paid attention to any noise besides Megan’s pussy sliding down Robert’s dick. “Fuck,” Megan said as her body relaxed from the sensation of Robert spreading her walls. She slapped her hands against his chest. Robert grunted as he thrust his hips deeper into her, his hands and feet restricted. The restriction made his dick harder. He loved Megan dominating him. Fucking him. Using his dick.

Robert pulled his arms, restrained by the rope. Its tautness a sign of Robert’s budding orgasm. He always lasted longer when he wasn’t tied up. He loved being Megan’s sissy, and she knew it. Megan lifted her hips, gliding her pussy back down along Robert’s shaft.

“Cum,” she said.

Robert nodded. When she dropped her pussy on Robert’s dick again, he let out a satisfied grunt. Megan leaned forward and fucked Robert’s dick with her pussy. He hollered, laughed, and pulled on the rope as she brought herself to an orgasm. Megan rubbed her clit as she rocked her hips, screaming out when the building pressure exploded.

Megan released Robert’s dick and relaxed against his chest. He strained to move his head and kissed the top of Megan’s. His head fell back as they enjoyed the euphoria that came in those glorious moments after sex.

Robert enjoyed a full minute of bliss before the thoughts of taking a guy crept back into his mind. Every other time he had a girlfriend or boyfriend, Robert never felt that he was lacking the other, but something about his dynamic with Megan made Robert desperate to fuck a man. “Could you untie me, please?”

“Yes, sorry. I about fell asleep. Glad you said something,” Megan said. She wiped her mouth as she lifted her head. It didn’t take her long to have Robert’s hands free. He felt in control. Not that Robert disliked submitting to Megan, but he had to express his dominance too. He had to confess. Robert couldn’t go much longer without breaking down and cheating on Megan, and that was the last thing he wanted to do. Breaking her trust would ruin their relationship.

“You mind if we watch TV? You have some beers, don’t you?”

“Yeah, check the fridge,” Megan said. She put on her bra and panties, wrapping the robe around her body. She put her hair into a ponytail.

“Do you want a beer?”

“Sure,” she said. She would need something to sip if she wasn’t going to fall asleep. There was something off about Robert’s voice. Her heart beat faster. Her palms felt a touch sweaty. “I’ll be right there.” Megan went to the bathroom to pee and stare at herself. She splashed water on her face. She was stalling too. Robert was going to say something, and she wasn’t sure she was ready to hear.

“Megan, your beer will get warm. You okay?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Be right there.” Megan stared at her blue eyes. She ran fingers through her strawberry blonde hair. No matter what Robert said, she could handle it. Megan talked herself up before returning to the living room.

“There you are,” he said.

“Here I am.” Robert patted the sofa. Megan sat next to him, taking a sip of the beer he handed her. “So, what do you want to say?”

Robert cleared his throat. “Right… You’re right. We need to talk.”

“Just say it and spare me.”

“I need a guy. I want to fuck a bottom. This is hard for me to say, but—”

Megan placed her hand on Robert’s thigh. “It’s fine, Robert. I understand.”

“You can be there to watch. We can find him together. It’s just… I feel like I need to express my dominance too.”

Megan nodded, relieved this was all Robert wanted. “We will find you a boy. Together,” she said and took his hand. She kissed it.

Robert never knew he could love a woman as much as he did Megan. “I love you,” he said and kissed her.

“I love you, too,” she said. “I’d actually rather sleep than drink this beer.”

“I’ll be there before you know it,” he said.

“Night,” Megan said and kissed Robert before walking to the bedroom. She heard Robert change the channel, and that was the last thing she remembered before sleep took her.


CHAPTER TWO

Robert awoke the next morning refreshed. Megan was a woman of her word, and Robert had no doubt they’d find a bottom for him. She had already left the bed, so Robert slid on a pair of boxers and got up to find her. He wanted to kiss her. Touch her. Their past year together had been the best of his life. When he approached her at the art opening, he never thought she would have been dominant, but it had been a welcome surprise.

Robert stumbled out the bedroom. He could hear commotion in the kitchen. The smell of coffee grew stronger. “Morning,” Megan said. She was wearing a white sundress. She had her hair pulled back into a tight ponytail and the lightest touch of makeup. He wondered how long she had been awake. “You want anything for breakfast? We have fruit and nuts.”

“Sure, I’ll take something.”

“Hurry. I want to go for a walk.”

There was a park near Megan’s condo. As much as Robert loved the city, it was nice to come to the suburbs where they had more space and fresher air. He never wanted to live this far from the action. From his place, though, they would have to take a train to visit a park worth walking in.

“Okay. I’ll get ready fast,” Robert said. He grabbed a banana and went to take a shower. Within the hour, they were outside walking along the trail in the park. It was a warm day, even though it could still snow in March. Megan took Robert’s hand. They commented on how everything was coming back to life after a tiring winter.

Megan stopped at a bench, pulling Robert down to sit next to her. “What you said last night. I just wanted to tell you again, we will find you a guy. Why don’t we go to the club next weekend?”

“That’s a good idea. Does it bother you?”

“No,” Megan said. She shook her head. “Everyone has needs. Including me.” Megan leaned over and sucked on Robert’s earlobe. He shivered as pleasure ran through his body.

“Megan, someone might see us,” he said.

“Then, let’s go back to my place.”

“What will you do to me today?”

“Why don’t you come find out and stop asking questions?”

Robert nodded. They walked back to Megan’s. She was feeling frisky. Robert waited around on the sofa as Megan gathered supplies in her room. “Robert, move the coffee table out the way. We might as well take advantage of my brother being gone.”

Megan returned with a flogger and candle. She lit the candle with a match, seductively gazing into Robert’s eyes as she waved the match’s flame away. Megan unzipped her sundress and let it pile around her feet. “You know what to do.”

Robert undressed. His dick hard. No matter how many guys he fucked, he would always want Megan to dominate him. “Have I been bad?” he asked.

Megan nodded. She grabbed the flogger and ran it along the armchair as she perched on its arm. “Why don’t you put out this sheet? We’re going to make a bit of a mess,” she said.

Robert smirked. He unfolded the sheet. He lifted it into the air and guided it to the ground. Robert lay on the sheet, holding himself up with one arm. He had an exquisite body that Megan couldn’t wait to redden with her flogger.

“On your hands and knees,” she said. Robert moved to fulfill Megan’s command. He had his ass facing her, wiggling it. “Oh, you want a spanking, don’t you? Maybe I should make you wait.”

Robert groaned. “Please don’t spank me, Megan. Please,” he said in a pitiful voice.

Megan chuckled. “That doesn’t sound genuine.”

Robert crawled forward, pretending he was trying to get away. Megan grabbed the flogger. She spanked his ass. His skin glowed from the contact. Megan tossed her flogger to the armchair. She grabbed the candle. It was on a holder with a handle. She told Robert to stay still.

Megan tilted the candle so drops of wax fell onto Robert’s back. He purred as the wax cooled on his skin. Megan jumped when a knock came at the door. Wax spilled on the sheet. Megan cursed under her breath.

“Who is it?”

“Kirk,” he said in his familiar effeminate tone.

“Oh, you must be here for your glue gun. Give me a second,” she said. Megan motioned for Robert to stand and help her clean. They ran around the room, picking up and hiding what they could.

“Everything okay?” asked Kirk.

“Coming,” Megan shouted in too strong of a voice.

♦

Megan had thrown on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. She looked over her shoulder once again before placing her hand on the knob. Kirk was standing on the other side of the door, an annoyed expression plastered to his face. Megan was holding the hot glue gun in her hand. She tried to hand it to Kirk, but he stepped inside.

“Your brother has extra sticks of glue too. Did he leave those?”

Megan sighed. She and Kirk both knew Dillon had forgotten all about those clear cylinders. Robert was sitting on the sofa in basketball shorts. No shirt. They hadn’t expected Kirk to walk past the front door.

“Oh, my,” Kirk said when he saw Robert. Kirk knew who Robert was but never got to know him. He wasn’t disappointed to see him without a shirt, though. “I didn’t realize you had company, Megan. Not a surprise since your brother is off whoring it up with… who only knows.”

Megan snickered. Robert held a pillow in his lap. Kirk shook his head as he thought of what Dillon was doing. He was soaking up sun by the pool or getting fucked by some beefy jock.

“You mind if I check his room? I saw where he put them. I would have taken it home when I was here last time but got a call and had to run before the gun cooled.”

“No worries, Kirk. Make yourself at home,” Megan said and gestured toward the hallway. Kirk nodded and walked to Dillon’s room.

Robert waved for Megan to sit next to him. He leaned over, cupping his hand over her ear. “Him. I want him,” he said.

Megan’s eyes widened. Dillon would kill her if she seduced Kirk, but he was a perfect candidate for Robert. Megan could watch as Robert split Kirk in two. She could spank both of them. She was sure Kirk would love it, even if he didn’t like women. As long as he got a taste of Robert’s dick, why wouldn’t he enjoy the two of them?

“You know what, why not? Dillon drank that tequila I bought in Mexico and has been lying about it. This will teach him.”

“Shit, I forgot about your brother. Maybe we shouldn’t.”

“Shouldn’t what?” Kirk asked. He was standing by the kitchen. He had glue sticks in his one hand and the glue gun in another. “Megan, what were you two talking about?”

Megan looked over at Robert. She raised an eyebrow. He nodded once.

“Kirk, Robert is bisexual, and he wants you.”

Robert cut in, “you are a bottom, aren’t you?” He didn’t want to assume, but Kirk’s eyes had gone straight to the outline of his dick when he walked in the door. Robert only covered himself out of respect, but he had since lost the pillow. Robert made his dick jump through the shorts. Kirk looked away, blushing.

Kirk placed a hand on his chest and acted offended, “how dare you. I’m your brother’s friend, which makes me off limits. Not that I’m interested.”

Robert leaned over and whispered ‘watch’ into Megan’s ear. The air of his voice made Megan wet. She squeezed her thighs, waiting for Robert to act. Robert crossed the room. He stood inches from Kirk’s face. Robert stared into Kirk’s green eyes, seeing a mix of fear and anticipation, as though he were about to close his eyes for a first kiss.

“We can find someone else, but you caught my attention when you walked in the room,” said Robert. He touched a lock of Kirk’s brown hair. Kirk took in a sharp breath. He had never thought of dating a bisexual man, but Robert was hard to resist. “Maybe we shouldn’t. Maybe it would be wrong, but it could be so good if we tried.”

“I, uh, need to go,” Kirk said. He was rock hard under his jeans. His dick pressing against a pair of briefs.

Robert pressed his hand against the wall. “You don’t want to hang out with us? I could give you everything you know you want.” Robert glanced down at his half erect dick poking through his shorts.

“I want to leave,” Kirk choked on his words.

Robert moved out the way. “The door is open. You know where to find me. Just DM me, and we can get the party started.”

Kirk glanced at Megan. She was smiling, but Kirk put fire behind his eyes. He looked at both of them with an angry expression before storming out the door. Robert and Megan laughed when they heard the entrance door fly open and saw Kirk running to his car.

“He’ll be back,” said Megan.

Robert wrapped his arm around Megan. “I’ll be counting the minutes. Did you see how bad he wanted it?”

“Yeah, I did.” They stood in the window, watching their new conquest. They waved when Kirk looked up at them. He shook his head and sped away.


CHAPTER THREE

Kirk paced his living room. He lived in a loft in the city. It had a bohemian vibe because of all the plants he grew. Kirk went over to one and ran his fingers along a leaf, staring at the veins breaking up the green. He wanted Robert, but he didn’t.

“Why can’t I stop thinking about him?” he asked the plant. It didn’t reply. Kirk dropped the leaf. He went over to his computer and connected music to his speakers. Indie rock. Kirk told himself he couldn’t sleep with his friend’s sister’s boyfriend, but what if he did? Would Dillon really get angry?

Kirk thought back to standing in front of Robert. The outline of Robert’s dick in his shorts. Kirk had wanted to drop to his knees and pull down Robert’s shorts. He wanted to whore himself out and didn’t care that Megan was watching. His dick twitched when he thought of Megan watching her boyfriend get the boy pussy he needed.

Dillon would hate him, but Kirk knew some desires in life required sacrificing something else.

Kirk went to his closet. He had a thick dildo with a suction cup bottom. It was the color of tan flesh. Kirk stripped naked. He loved riding his dildo wearing a jockstrap, so he grabbed one from his drawer. His dick was leaking precum as he slip the underwear up his legs. Kirk wiped the dildo with a sanitized cloth. As he waited for it to dry, he rubbed his dick through the fabric as though it were a clit.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Robert, fuck me.”

Kirk moved his hand around to the split along his backside. He pushed against his throbbing hole, desperate for a dick to slide between his lips. He loved riding a thick member. His sissy dick leaked like a broken fountain when he was getting fucked. It was dripping now as he touched his clean, hairless hole.

Kirk licked the suction part of his dildo and stuck it to the floor. He covered it with lubrication. Kirk sat on his knees, lifting his ass until his entrance pressed against the massive head. He squeezed his nipple with one hand and held the dildo with his other. He bit on his bottom lip as he stretched himself with the first couple inches.

“Shit, Robert. You’re so big.”

Shut up and take it.

“Whatever you say, daddy,” Kirk said. It was as though he could feel Robert’s lips on his neck. The weight of his body pressing against his back as he pushed into him. Deep. Kirk slid down the dildo and moaned as it stretched his hole. He panted as he rocked his hips on the thickness. His dick hard and sensitive.

What would Megan do? Kirk imagined her role in their lovemaking, but it was ruining his moment. His dick went limp at the thought of fucking her. He couldn’t. The image of Robert taking turns fucking them both brought life back to Kirk’s dick.

Kirk wanted Robert, but he would have to talk to Megan first. Did she really sign off on this? Would she rather have a stranger? Kirk would have to meet with Megan soon, but he had more urgent matters to attend to with a thick dildo halfway up his ass.

Kirk grabbed his phone and turned on porn. He propped his phone against the table leg. He lived alone, and nobody could see into his loft since he had closed the blinds. Kirk watched a hot jock fuck another muscular guy. They used a sling. No condom. It was raw and nasty. Kirk couldn’t help but think of Robert fucking him. He wanted Robert to tie him up and use his hole however he pleased.

Thinking of Robert, Kirk moved the jockstrap to the side. He stroked his cock while imagining Robert’s cock was the dildo. He needed it. He would do anything to get it. Robert came all over his discarded shirt. He had to wash it, anyway. Kirk used the dildo to milk himself until he was dry to the last drop.

Kirk lifted his hips. He took off the jockstrap and wiped his sticky hands with it. He lay on the floor naked and exhausted. Kirk grabbed his phone. He had to see Megan tomorrow.

Kirk: Megan… hey. Can we meet for lunch tomorrow? My treat

He hit ‘send’ without thinking twice. Kirk touched his wet, stretched hole. He missed his old fuck buddy, Lance. He had met Lance at a party. They had a toxic connection. Everything turned into a fight, but Kirk loved Lance’s muscles and dominance. His dick wasn’t huge, but he knew how to use it. Kirk could have only had Lance for the rest of his life and been happy, but he disappeared without a trace.

Not entirely because he still posted on social media, but he stopped replying to Kirk one day and never explained his reasoning. Kirk tried calling a few times, but he wasn’t about to look desperate.

It was what it was, but now he had another sexy, dominant man within reach, and he was going to do whatever it took to get his prize.

Megan: Great to hear from you, Kirk. Name the time and place. I’ll be there.

♦

“We weren’t sure you’d call,” Megan said when Kirk sat at the table. She had arrived first.

Kirk adjusted in his seat. He was conflicted about sitting across from Dillon’s sister. Dillon and Kirk hadn’t known each other forever, but they were good friends. Could Dillon really forgive him if he went through with Megan and Robert’s offer?

“Megan, I don’t know what to think.”

“You messaged me for a reason, Kirk. You’ve been thinking about what Robert said.”

Kirk shrugged. Kirk must have made a mistake because this didn’t feel right. He stood, shaking his head. “I shouldn’t have come—”

“Kirk, sit down. You aren’t leaving. I missed school for this.”

“You shouldn’t have done—”

“It’s fine, Kirk. My teachers love me. I arranged everything before I came here. But if you think you’re going to waste my time, you’re mistaken. So sit,” she said. Megan tapped the table several times with her pointer and middle fingers.

Kirk slouched in his chair. The server came by, and Megan ordered food for them both. Kirk hadn’t even looked at the menu. He didn’t mind the chicken salad sandwich, but nobody had ever ordered for him like that. He chose not to comment. This lunch was already awkward enough.

“Megan, you have to understand how strange this is for me. Your brother and I are friends. We even dated.”

Megan shrugged. “Robert wants you. Who am I to stop that?”

“So, what? Robert can just come over and fuck me?”

“I was hoping to watch. Would that be so bad, Kirk?”

Kirk took a deep breath. He didn’t know what to say or how to continue when half of his mind was screaming ‘yes’ and the other part ‘no’. There were layers of complexity to the situation even Kirk couldn’t comprehend. He and Dillon ran in the same circles. Who would their friends choose if it came down to it?

“What we want is wrong. You know it is, Megan.”

“Kirk, we can find someone else. If you’re too noble to use my boyfriend’s dick, that’s fine. We can eat our chicken salad and talk about fashion. But is that why you messaged me?”

Megan watched as Kirk stared at the window. Such a studious profile. He could be a statesman, if he didn’t speak. His voice was as sweet as honey. Megan would love to play with Kirk, but was he too timid to walk on fire?

“So, did you see the new episode of—”

“You know that’s not why I came,” Kirk said in a low voice. The server stopped by their table before Kirk could continue, dropping off the food.

“Anything else?” the server asked.

They declined. Kirk drank his water and ate a chip that came with the sandwich. Megan bit into hers. It was delicious, tasting of mustard and homemade mayo. Kirk spoke after swallowing, “Your brother can never know.”

“I didn’t plan on telling him,” she said. “But I won’t lie to my brother, either, if he asks.”

“Hopefully that doesn’t happen. So, what will your role be?”

Megan put her finger in the air. She needed to eat, and the conversation was in the way. Megan chewed slowly, making minor comments about the warming weather and the classes she was taking. Kirk was a proper gentleman. He acted like he hadn’t asked a question Megan never answered and went along with whatever conversation she offered.

“Do you know where you want to work as a school counselor?”

“I’ve been doing training hours with Chicago Public Schools and wouldn’t mind working for them.”

Kirk shook his head. “I don’t know that I could ever work as a school counselor.”

“It’s not for everyone,” she said. “Do you enjoy doing tax law?”

“I don’t hate it. I would be on the cruise with your brother if it weren’t tax season, but what can you do? It’s not like Dillon was going to wait for me,” said Kirk.

“Dillon doesn’t wait for anyone. That’s why he’s always single.”

“Seems to work for him.”

“What about you, Kirk? You don’t have anyone special in your life?”

Kirk shook his head. He thought of Lance, but that was in the past. It was history. Kirk would never message or call him again. He wasn’t even sure he’d answer if Lance tried him.

“That’s too bad. You could add two people to your life now. All you have to do is say the word.”

“Can I have Robert alone the first time? Just a trial run. Maybe I can blow him to see how it feels?”

Megan narrowed her eyes as she thought over Kirk’s proposal. She didn’t hate it. She would agree with one condition. “Let me put a camera in the room,” she said.

Kirk tilted his head. “As long as you do nothing with the video. I’ll draw up a contract.”

Megan laughed, careful not to spill the sip of water she was holding in her mouth. She swallowed and said, “if that makes you feel comfortable. Send the contract over. We’ll sign it.” Megan opened her purse. She pulled out a twenty and dropped it on the table. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Come over at eight in the evening. Don’t be a minute early or late.”

“I don’t have your email.”

“Send me a text message. I have to go,” Megan said. She walked to the other side of the table to kiss Kirk on the cheek. She carried her purse with the inside of her elbow and sashayed out the door.


CHAPTER FOUR

“Okay, I have to go,” Kirk said and hung up the phone. He was sitting in the guest parking lot outside Megan’s condo. He had been thinking about Robert all day. Kirk blew out his anxiety. He had come this far. Why would he turn back now?

It was always strange walking up to a building knowing sex was on the agenda. Kirk had done this before. Just not with a woman watching.

Kirk hit the buzzer. The entrance opened a second later. He checked his phone. It was exactly eight o’clock. Kirk walked to Megan’s door. It opened. Nobody was standing on the other side from what Kirk could see. Candles flickered, forming a pathway to the bedroom. Kirk stepped forward. His heart raced as the door slammed shut behind him.

“Welcome,” said Megan. She wore a black mask that framed her eyes. She had on lace lingerie and stilettos. “He said he wants you in your underwear.”

Kirk nodded. Megan watched as Kirk undressed. He unzipped his jacket. Megan took it. She held out her arms for the rest of Kirk’s clothing. He took them off one at a time. His breath quickened as he stripped to his underwear.

“Excellent,” Megan said as she placed his clothing on a coat rack by the door. She leaned forward and whispered, “make it a show worth watching.” Megan met Kirk’s gaze and winked. He was turned on and terrified. “Move along, Kirk. Your alpha is waiting.”

Kirk stepped forward. He was becoming a phantom in his shell. The candlelight mixed with sensual, instrumental music sent Kirk to a trance. He put one foot in front of the other, walking to the open doorway.

Robert was sitting in a wooden chair with a circle of candles around him. Rose petals scattered across the floor. Their intoxicating smell filled the air. Robert wore no clothing. There was just enough room inside the circle of candles for Kirk to sit on his knees in front of Robert.

“You made it,” Robert said when he saw Kirk in the doorway. Robert waved his hand for Kirk to step forward. His dick was slick with precum; shiny in the candlelight. “You have nothing to fear. I want it too,” Robert said. He pushed down his dick so it stuck straight out.

Kirk couldn’t stop staring at Robert’s manhood. He moved forward as though he were a zombie. He stepped over the ring of candles and sunk to his knees in front of Robert. Kirk hadn’t seen a camera and no longer cared if Megan was watching. He wanted her to watch. He was about to put on a show.

“Suck it,” Robert said and grabbed Kirk’s head. He pulled Kirk forward with force. Kirk parted his lips as Robert shoved his thick dick into the back of Kirk’s throat. Kirk choked, but his dick had turned instantly hard. He caught his breath as Robert stared at him. Robert ran his fingers along the side of Kirk’s face. He stroked his dick with his other hand, wagging it front and back. Kirk bent down and parted his lips again.

The rose petals. The candlelight. Robert’s slick dick sliding between Kirk’s lips. Robert didn’t force Kirk, but his hands were clutched to the side of Kirk’s face. Kirk rested a palm on Robert’s hard abs. He opened his throat for Robert’s dick.

“Shit, you suck a good dick. I knew those lips would feel good when I saw them,” he said.

Kirk moaned on Robert’s rod. He had his eyes closed, feeling pleasure from submitting to his alpha. Robert held the side of Kirk’s face and took control.

Kirk steadied his breath as Robert fucked his mouth. He used long strokes, hitting the back of Kirk’s throat each time. Salty precum leaked onto Kirk’s tongue. Drool fell from his mouth as Robert held his face.

“Fuck, that mouth feels good. Shit,” Robert said. He sounded weak. Kirk wanted to taste every drop of his seed. He sucked harder, slurping on Robert’s cock like the last drops of a milkshake. Kirk bobbed his head on Robert’s cock, desperate for Robert’s budding orgasm.

Kirk broke contact to stroke Robert’s cock. “I wanna taste your cum,” he said in a breathy voice.

Megan watched from the living room on a tablet. She loved how slutty Kirk was once the clothing came off. She rubbed her clit as she watched but wouldn’t cum until later. Megan loved edging herself.

“Kiss me,” Robert said. Kirk leaned back, closing his eyes. Robert stood so his dick was touching Kirk’s lips. Kirk laughed and opened his mouth. Robert slid his manhood into Kirk’s willing hole. Robert couldn’t fuck Kirk tonight as he had agreed with Megan, but he couldn’t wait to split Kirk in two. “Swallow every drop.”

Kirk moaned approval with Robert’s dick filling his mouth. He would take whatever Robert could give. Robert fucked Kirk’s mouth with force. Kirk didn’t care how much it hurt because he loved tasting Robert’s cock. The mix of saliva and precum. The heat of his dick hitting the back of Kirk’s throat.

“Fuck, Kirk,” Robert grunted as the hot cum shot from his dick. Kirk moaned as Robert unloaded. Kirk held the milky treat as Robert emptied his dick. Robert grunted and pulled out. Kirk swallowed before opening his mouth to show Robert he had listened. “Good boy,” Robert said and kissed Kirk’s forehead.

“You want to cum?”

“I did when you did. That was so hot,” he said. Kirk had soiled his underwear. “You mind if I use the bathroom?”

“You know where it is,” he said.

Kirk rushed to the bathroom. He washed himself with warm water and soap. He needed his clothes by the front door. There was no way he could wear his underwear home. Kirk rushed to the living room and was surprised to see Robert on his knees between Megan’s parted legs. Kirk stared. Megan winked at him and waved him over, but Kirk took his clothes and raced back to the bathroom.

Megan laughed to herself at the panic that flashed across Kirk’s face. The three of them would have to play together next time. Until then, Megan whispered sweet nothings to Robert as his tongue danced over her clit. She moaned. She pulled on his shaggy, dirty blonde hair.

Robert rubbed his face across Megan’s womanhood. He loved men and women, and tonight was turning into one of the best of his life. Kirk appeared in the living room fully dress, which gave Robert pause. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“Leaving,” said Kirk. His mouth tasted of dick and cum. He could have played around with Robert more, but he still hadn’t wrapped his head around having Megan in the mix. He saw the tablet next to her with three angles of the chair in the bedroom. Candlelight made the scene of Megan and Robert sexy, but Kirk wasn’t ready.

Robert stood, wiping his lips. His slick, glistening dick hung from his body in the most delicious way. All Robert had to do was say the words, and Kirk would sink back to his knees to take another load. Robert stood in front of him. Kirk wanted to reach out and touch his dick but resisted. “Don’t leave. Join us,” said Robert.

“Yeah, it’s only a matter of time. Why not now?”

“Uh…” Kirk couldn’t find the words as he stared at Megan’s naked body sprawled on the sofa. He knew she was right, but today wasn’t the day. He grabbed his stuff and rushed out the door. Kirk didn’t catch his breath until he reached his car. How had that just been the most terrifying and exciting sexual experience of his life? The music. The ambiance. Robert. His dick. His hard body.

Megan. Kirk didn’t know what to do or how to think about Megan. Kirk started his car and sped out of the condo complex.

“You think he’ll come around?” Robert asked as he watched Kirk drive away from the window.

“As long as you keep giving him that dick, he’ll keep coming back. Did you enjoy the blow job?”

“He was amazing,” Robert said. His dick jumped at the thought.

“Why don’t you get back down here? It’s not like Kirk will be coming back tonight.”

Robert dropped the blinds. Megan was right. He turned to her. Her pussy was calling. Robert got to his knees and ate his favorite treat. Megan tilted her head back and rubbed her clit as Robert used his tongue on her lips.

“Fuck, Robert.” Megan’s eyes fluttered as the pressure in her center boiled over. She panted in anticipation. Robert held her breasts as she released. Robert’s tongue on her clit became too much to handle. She pushed him away, but he didn’t budge. They fell into a fit of laughter as her body relaxed.

“I could play with your pussy all day,” Robert said as he slipped a finger into her hole.

She slapped his hand. “I’m taking a shower. Cook us something to eat.”

“Can we order?”

“Whatever. You’re buying this time.”

“Indian?”

“Sure,” Megan said as she strutted down the hallway to the bathroom.


CHAPTER FIVE

Megan sat on Robert’s lap at his apartment. They were going to Kirk’s later, and Robert lived closer. They spent the day together. Robert had cooked lunch.

Just because Megan was Robert’s dominant didn’t mean she couldn’t feel like a princess. She touched Robert’s square jawline. She kissed the top of his head. They hadn’t spoken in minutes. Nothing but eye contact and background music. City sounds drifting through the window.

Megan tilted her head. She licked Robert’s neck before blowing on it lightly. He left out a breath. She used her finger to tilt his chin. Megan ran her tongue over Robert’s Adam’s apple. She blew again. Robert clenched.

Megan reached down and touched Robert’s hardened dick through his jeans. “Somebody likes it,” she said.

“You know I’ll never tire of you, Megan.”

Megan knew she and Robert had a strong connection. They understood one another, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to limit herself. Megan wanted to discover new submissive men. She wanted to train guys who had yet to discover what they were missing in life. Robert would want others too, she believed. They had yet to talk about a long-term open relationship, but Megan knew that was what she needed to never tire of Robert. Otherwise, she would suffocate under the pressures of monogamy.

“Is Kirk’s gift ready?” she asked. Megan would bring up her desires another day. They had to leave for Kirk’s soon. He had bought drinks and snacks. Megan and Robert would give him a basket of goodies. Some they wanted to use tonight.

Robert tapped Megan’s leg. “I have to stand to check.”

“Right,” she said. Megan moved to let Robert up from the couch. He went over to his Formica table and checked the basket. It had lubricants, dildos, a cock ring, lace jockstraps, and other toys to stretch Kirk’s sissy hole. Robert liked to get stretched too, but Megan would do that if she felt like it.

Megan packed her paddles and floggers too. Kirk had to understand their dynamics if this love triangle was going to work. “Should we take a taxi? Or the train?”

“I’ll request a car now,” Robert said.

“Perfect. It’s cold tonight. Do I still have a coat here?”

“Check the closet by the door.”

Megan went over to the closet while Robert called them a car. She was in luck because she had left a fleece jacket. Megan and Robert covered the gift, gathered their bags, and went downstairs to wait for the taxi.

♦

“It smells amazing in here,” Megan said as Kirk opened the door. Robert took Kirk by surprise with a kiss as he passed. Megan watched them with a glint in her eyes.

“Thank you, Megan. It’s nothing. I bought a prepared lasagna in the supermarket’s deli and have been keeping it warm.”

“You could have fooled me,” Megan said. Kirk had left out a bottle of champagne in a chilled bucket. Megan opened the bottle and helped herself to a glass. “Your apartment is lovely, Kirk. All these plants are outstanding. I don’t know how you keep them all alive.”

Kirk and Robert couldn’t keep their eyes off each other, but Kirk was a gracious host. Megan’s words sent him on a mission to follow her around the apartment and explain how he watered each plant differently. Robert poured two glasses of bubbles while he waited for Kirk and Megan to come back around to the kitchen.

Robert handed Kirk the second glass. “Thank you,” he said.

“We brought you a basket of gifts, Kirk.”

“I was wondering what that was,” Kirk said as he looked at the covered basket.

Robert placed his hand on the small blanket, “You want to see what it is?”

Kirk nodded, but he wasn’t prepared. His face turned bright red when he glanced at the contents of the basket. He had a dildo, but that felt like a private secret.

“Do you hate it?” Megan asked. She pouted.

Kirk shook his head. “It’s just… not what I expected.”

Robert picked up one of the butt plugs and said, “I can’t wait to bend you over and fill you up.”

Kirk had never felt his face turn so hot. It was burning. “Right,” he said.

Megan slapped the table. She was laughing hard, which made Kirk feel more shame. Was it not normal to blush when receiving a basket of sex toys? “Megan, please.”

Megan steadied herself. She should act more sensitive to Kirk’s feelings, but she hadn’t seen a man look that prude in ages. “Sorry, Kirk. You’re right. Robert and I just got excited.”

“Should I serve the lasagna?” His voice sounded forced and on edge.

Megan stepped forward. “Awe, Kirk. We didn’t mean to upset you,” she said while rubbing his shoulder.

He let out a long breath. “No, it’s not you guys. It’s me. I want both of you, but I can’t seem to accept my desires.”

“Happens to the best of us,” Megan said. “Let’s eat. If you want to have fun when the food is gone, we will. Or we can watch a movie and order dessert. Nothing is forced.”

Kirk nodded. “Thank you. Sit down at the table. I’ll plate the food.”

Megan grabbed the bucket with the bubbles and a coaster. She sat at the table. Megan watched Robert watch Kirk plate the food. She could see the lust in Robert’s gaze. She wondered when the last time Robert had fucked a nice ass was.

They should talk about opening their relationship, Megan thought. Robert could fuck who he wanted, and Megan could find more men to bow at her feet. As much as she loved Robert, she wanted someone even more subservient. Someone to come over and clean her place in a maid’s outfit once she moved into her own condo. Robert would fulfill most of her wishes, but he wouldn’t do that.

Robert went on about some painting he was working on while Megan was lost in her thoughts of a future where she and Robert could love each other but explore their sexualities with new lovers.

Robert helped Kirk carry the plates from the kitchen to the table. Megan observed as they placed silverware around the plates. Kirk grabbed napkins. She could have been in a restaurant. The food looked incredible: lasagna, salad, and steamed broccoli. “You outdid yourself, Kirk,” Megan said when he sat.

“I’d say that basket was overdoing it.”

“Thank you for the meal. To us!” Robert said and lifted his glass. They all clinked theirs champagne flutes together. They talked about the coming summer as they ate. Trips to the city beaches. Maybe visit a lake in Wisconsin. Megan wouldn’t say no to a trip with Robert and Kirk.

“That all sounds fantastic, but we have to get through tonight first,” Megan said while staring at Kirk. Kirk took a sip of bubbles and averted his eyes. “Don’t shy away from me, Kirk. Robert, tell him how much you want this to work.”

“Even if we just try it once. Please,” he said. Robert reached until the table and caressed Kirk’s thigh. His body stiffened. He didn’t resist, even when Megan reached under the table to touch his other thigh. “It could be the best night of your life. Megan is sexy, and won’t do anything you don’t feel comfortable doing.”

“That’s right,” Megan purred. She batted her eyelashes as Kirk stared into her blue eyes. He knew she was gorgeous. Even if he didn’t want to fuck her, he could enjoy an evening naked with her.

“Stay. I’ll do it,” he said.

“Perfect. I don’t know if you saw it, but we packed you some lace jockstraps. Would you be willing to wear one?”

Kirk blushed again. “You bought me what?”

“Show him, Robert.” Megan leaned forward and whispered, “I really want you to wear them. How about I spank you while Robert shoves his dick down your throat? You won’t even be able to see me, but I know you’ll love a good spanking.”

Robert was leaning his crotch against Kirk’s chair before he could reply to Megan. Robert held up a red jockstrap with lace trim. “They’re designed for men,” Robert said and pointed at the pouch. “Wear them, Kirk. They’ll look so sexy framing your bubble butt.”

“Yeah, put them on. I’m wearing a pair of crotchless panties myself,” Megan said. She stood and stripped down to her lingerie. It was all black and shimmering like silk. She had on stockings and a garter belt. Her pussy lips exposed and wet. She walked over to her purse and pulled out a black mesh robe.

Robert unbuttoned his jeans. He wasn’t wearing underwear. He stripped down to nothing. Megan went behind Kirk and ran her hand down his chest before whispering in his ear, “so, what will it be? You gonna put on that jockstrap or what?”

“Give me a moment,” he said. He snatched the jockstrap and ran to the bathroom. Kirk panted with his back against the closed door. His hands shook as he undressed and slid the lace jockstrap up his legs. Kirk stared at himself in the mirror. Could he do this?

“We’re waiting,” Megan called. Light laughter followed. Kirk took a deep breath. He opened the door. Megan was waiting with a paddle and flogger perched on the edge of the sofa. Robert was stroking his dick. “You know what I said. Come over here and take your place.”

Kirk nodded. He walked over to the couch and got on his hands and knees.

“Perfect,” Megan said and ran the tresses of her flogger along Kirk’s exposed ass cheeks.

♦

Kirk clenched the sofa cushion as Megan spanked his ass with her flogger for a third time. Robert held Kirk’s face and used his mouth when Kirk wanted Robert to use his ass. Kirk took pleasure in Robert and Megan using his body. Every time the flogger graced his cheeks, his dick leaked a few drops of precum.

Kirk moved his ass up and down, desperate for something to stretch him. Megan noticed. She placed the flogger on the sofa and went over to the basket of toys. She would fuck Kirk one day, but Robert should first. She grabbed a butt plug.

“You want your sissy hole stretched, don’t you?”

Kirk moaned into Robert’s dick. He bent in his back so his ass spread. Megan loved his tight, desperate hole. She used one lubricant from the basket and stroked the pyramid-shaped plug. Megan slipped it into his ass. The first half was easy. Kirk panted on Robert’s cock as she pushed the rest of the plug into his ass.

Megan rubbed her clit as she fucked Kirk with the plug, loosening his ass for Robert’s manhood. Megan’s hands dripping with her nectar. Kirk backed his ass up on the plug, fucking himself as she held it. The scene of his submissiveness was undoing her. Pushing her to ecstasy. She needed to watch Robert fuck Kirk’s hole.

She waved for Robert to come over. He popped his dick out of Kirk’s mouth and walked around to stand next to Megan. “Fuck him,” she said.

Kirk moved his ass as though he were nodding approval. Robert grabbed a condom they had brought with them and rolled it over his dick. He had been wanting to fuck Kirk since he saw him walk through the door. The back of Kirk’s throat was amazing, but he needed his cave. The warm suction of his hole.

“Where’s that paddle?” asked Robert. Megan handed it to him. Robert spun it in his hand. “Who’s my sissy?”

“Me,” Kirk said in a pant. Robert grabbed him by the waistline of his lace jockstrap. He pulled it up and let it snap back against Kirk’s waist. He lifted the paddle and smacked it against Kirk’s cheeks. Robert spanked him several times as Megan stroked his dick with extra lubrication.

“You know who needs a spanking now?” said Megan.

Robert rose his eyebrow and passed Megan the paddle. Robert grabbed Kirk by his sides. He slapped Kirk’s hole with his dick. Kirk moaned and twisted as Robert teased him with his dick.

“Fuck me, Robert. Please,” Kirk begged.

Megan smacked Robert’s ass. She wanted a show. Megan wasn’t one to love a tease. Robert pushed his dick into Kirk, splitting his hole in two. Kirk yelped but took deep breaths as the pain subsided. He needed Robert’s dick, no matter how badly it hurt at first.

“You okay?” asked Robert.

Kirk nodded. “Yes. Give me that dick, daddy. I need it,” he said.

Robert’s grip tightened on Kirk’s side as Megan spanked him with the paddle. He fucked Kirk harder, pounding his pelvis against Kirk’s ass. Kirk grunted and moaned, taking Robert without complaint.

Megan loved watching Robert express his dominance over another man. She sat in the chair across from them. She slipped a finger into her pussy, exposed by the crotchless panties. Megan played with her button and fingered herself as she watched Robert hold his hands behind his head and fuck Kirk with aggression, built up over the year he had served as her submissive.

Robert felt like a king on his throne fucking Kirk. He hadn’t realized how much he needed to pound a sissy hole. Robert glanced over at Megan on the chair, legs spread as she touched herself. Their eyes met, and Robert winked. She winked back.

Kirk had his eyes closed, taking Robert’s dick. His sissy cock oozed precum. He could cum just by touching himself for a second. Robert only had to give the call, and he would shoot his load.

“Fuck,” grunted Robert. He held Kirk’s hips and pulled all the way out before slamming back into Kirk’s hole. Megan made a little noise of pleasure as she watched and masturbated. Megan was just waiting for Robert, and she would also cum.

They were all building to their climax. One moment to the next, climbing a mountain of desire together.

“Fill his hole,” Megan said.

Kirk moaned at the words. “Cum in me, baby,” he said.

Robert smacked Kirk’s ass and pulled all the way out before slamming back into him again. He did this several times, making Kirk holler and pant. “Fuck, you’re going to make me—”

Robert pushed into Kirk. It was too late. He bust into his red jockstrap. A stain grew as cum filled the fabric. Robert’s dick reacted to Kirk’s contracting hole.

“Shit,” he said. “You’re cumming.”

Kirk couldn’t speak. His words came out as a jumbled whisper. He didn’t try again as Robert stuffed his hole.

He humped Kirk several more times before becoming still. “Ah.” Kirk felt Robert cumming. He felt the pulsations of Robert’s dick as he shot loads deep in Kirk’s hole.

Megan moaned as she came with them. The three of them stared at nothing with glittering eyes when Robert pulled out of Kirk’s hole. There was an intimate dynamic between them. An unspoken agreement. Not all relationships needed labels, but something had begun that wouldn’t end anytime soon.


CHAPTER SIX

Kirk couldn’t remember the last time he had felt so desired as when he was with Megan and Robert. He was their gift. Kirk loved his position in their relationship. He could leave whenever he wanted, for whatever reason. No strings. Kirk wasn’t straight, or even bisexual, but he had been learning to love Megan’s presence in the room. Her spankings. Robert sliding his dick into Kirk’s ass or mouth.

Everything was great between Kirk, Megan, and Robert, but he had been keeping a secret. Kirk and Dillon spoke before Kirk went over to suck Robert’s dick. Before the candlelight and rose petals had transported him to another world. Before Kirk held Robert’s salty seed in his mouth and swallowed every drop.

Dillon was calling now. Kirk stopped loading his dishwasher with yesterday’s dishes and answered his phone.

“How’s the cruise?”

“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” Dillon joked.

“I’ve been having fun with Megan and Robert.”

Dillon snickered. “Look, I have to come home early, so I just wanted to warn you in case you all were doing something I didn’t want to see. I’m about to head to the airport now.”

“What? Really? What happened? Shouldn’t you be telling your sister?”

“I’m calling her when I hang up with you. It’s a long story, but I’m bringing home a guy I met on the cruise. His name is Edward. He’s from England and wants to see Chicago. We’re going to stay downtown a few nights,” he said.

Kirk wondered what Edward looked like. He was positive they would meet. “I never told your sister I told you. I was going to, um...,” Kirk coughed before continuing. “She doesn’t know you know.”

“That’s perfect. Let’s play her,” he said.

Kirk didn’t understand. “What?”

“She acts so righteous. It drives me crazy. Look, I’ll drop Edward off at the hotel and then take a taxi to the condo to pick up my car.”

“Won’t we get to meet Edward?”

“Sure, we can all go to dinner, but I have to surprise my sister. Look, this is what I want you to do,” Dillon said before explaining what plan had just popped into his head. He wanted to see Megan’s face after she found out he had known all along.

“You’re positive you want to do this, Dillon? We could just tell her the truth.”

“Come on, Kirk. You’re always so serious. Can’t you just let go a little? Look, I won’t tell my sister then, but I want you to be at my place when I get home. I should be there around 6 p.m. Then we can all go to dinner and meet Edward.”

“Okay, but I won’t forgive you if Megan stays mad at me.”

“She’ll get over it, trust me.”

Kirk and Dillon ended their phone call. Kirk didn’t feel right withholding the truth from Megan. Kirk had hoped Dillon could tell her on his own because he never had the heart to bring it up, and now Dillon had made him agree to trick Megan.

Kirk sighed and continued working on his cases. Tax season demanded a lot from him, but he would make time to see Megan and Robert. Kirk had a few hours left of work, and then he would go to Megan’s to set the stage. He hoped she wouldn’t hate him. The fights she had with Dillon were minor at most, so he figured this would be the same.

Kirk couldn’t wait to meet Dillon’s temporary beau. They were always interesting but never lasted long. Kirk smiled to himself and got back to work. He had a lot to do after these cases.

♦

Kirk, Megan, and Robert lay inside a pallet of sheets on the living-room floor. They were naked, dripping with sweat, and tired from an hour of lovemaking. Kirk knew what was coming. Megan and Robert didn’t.

“We should watch a movie,” Kirk said. He needed to keep them in a compromising position where they couldn’t hide when Dillon came home.

“I’m hungry. Why don’t we order something to eat first,” Megan said as she grabbed her bra. It was the first time Kirk realized he didn’t hate seeing Megan naked. Megan put on a bra and boy shorts. Kirk slipped on his briefs. Robert put on a pair of basketball shorts. As long as they stopped there, they couldn’t lie about what they’d been doing.

Megan grabbed a stack of menus from the top of the fridge and spread them out on the counter. “What are you guys in the mood for? Sandwiches? Italian? Korean? Burgers?”

“I could go for pizza,” Robert said.

Megan scoffed. “I’m not eating pizza.”

“Sandwiches sound good. I don’t want to eat anything too big,” Kirk said.

“Fine. Look at the menu and pick something. I have to use the bathroom,” Megan said. She needed to pee and clear her system after taking Robert. She rode his dick after he fucked Kirk. Kirk fucked himself with a dildo while they watched when she used Robert’s cock.

Robert and Kirk decided what they wanted. Megan told Robert she wanted a roast beef sandwich when she got out the bathroom. Robert placed the call. Megan and Kirk sat on the sofa, flipping through channels in their underwear.

Robert put on a t-shirt when the order came but ripped it off the moment he placed the bag on the counter. He took off his basketball shorts too and put on a pair of trunks. They stopped right below his member and gathered his goods in a bulge that captivated Kirk’s attention. Megan just wanted her sandwich and chips.

Kirk found a movie they could all agree on. They watched as they ate. Kirk pulled out his cell phone after he finished the first half of his sandwich. Dillon was probably already in Chicago. Maybe he and Edward were taking a sensual break.

Kirk: We’re hanging out. You should come now while you can catch us.

Dillon: I’m about to leave the hotel. Telling Edward about some stores around the hotel. Don’t move! Hope you guys are ready for dinner!

Kirk: We’re eating now, but I’m sure Megan and Robert will want to meet Edward. Hurry!

“Who are you texting?” Megan asked and tried to take Kirk’s phone from him, but he stopped her. Megan narrowed her eyes at Kirk. “You have a boyfriend? I know that mischievous smile.”

“No, it’s nothing. Just a friend who does tax law. There are lots of jokes this time of year,” he said.

Megan frowned like she wanted to believe Kirk but wasn’t sure anyone could make a funny joke about taxes. She hated sending any money to the government, even though she knew it was necessary to maintain roads, bridges, and etcetera. “Whatever. Watch the movie,” she said.

Kirk nodded and placed his phone upside-down on the arm of the sofa. “As you wish,” he said.

The movie sucked the three of them in with its highs and lows. A romantic comedy. They were all rooting for the poorer guy who had been left behind when some rich asshole swept his fiancee off her feet. Even Kirk felt surprised when he heard keys jingle in the lock.

“What the—” Megan started, but she didn’t have time to finish.

Dillon threw open the door. He dropped his face, acting like he was shocked with horror. “What in the world is going on here?!”

Megan looked at Robert and Kirk. She shrieked. Her voice was earsplitting. Dillon acted as though he heard nothing while Kirk and Robert covered their ears.

Dillon leaned against the counter and faced the living room. “Anyone care to explain?” Dillon said in a voice like he was the manager of a restaurant catching employees in the freezer up to no good.

Kirk looked away to avoid laughing at Dillon’s serious tone. He hoped Megan wouldn’t see him, and she didn’t. She jumped up and got in Dillon’s face. “You have no right to show up unannounced like this,” she said.

Robert hid his face in his hands. He hated anger and fights. He just wanted to run out the door, but Megan would kill him if he did.

“Look at you, Megan. What have you done? Seduce one of my best friends?”

She glanced over her shoulder at Kirk, who was staring at the television as though it could shield him.

“Well, you should have thought about that before you drank my tequila,” she said.

“Your tequila? I already told you I didn’t drink it!” Dillon said. Kirk was watching them now, and Dillon’s expression shifted from playful to serious. “You need to stop accusing me of things I didn’t do, Megan.”

“One day it was here and the next it wasn’t! Nobody else lives here but your thieving self,” she said. Megan popped her hip and turned her neck.

Dillon tilted his head in the opposite direction as Megan. “I bet that bottle of tequila is in your filthy closet or in that tornado of junk under your bed,” Dillon said in a low, raw voice.

The fight was getting too serious. Kirk stood up and opened his mouth, but Dillon shook his head. Megan stormed off to her room, shouting. Dillon winked at Kirk and Robert. He followed Megan to her bedroom. Dillon leaned in the doorway.

Megan threw open her closet. She dug for a couple minutes, throwing objects all over her room. Dillon shook his head at the mess she was creating. Did her sleeping with Kirk really have anything to do with a bottle of tequila?

“Not in there, brother. Why don’t you just admit what you did?”

Dillon shrugged. “You can’t make me admit to something I didn’t do, sister.”

Megan got to her hands and knees to look under the bed. Her heart sank when she moved a box to the side and saw the bottle of tequila she had been missing. She had no idea how it ended up under the bed, but it wouldn’t be the first time she found something she lost this way.

“Is that silence I hear? Did you find something, sis?”

“Shut up,” Megan said through clenched teeth. She pulled the bottle out from under the bed. “You win. You didn’t drink it.”

Dillon hated how defeated Megan sounded over such a trivial matter. “It’s not a big deal. Kirk called me before he came over the first time.”

“What? Kirk!”

Kirk appeared in the doorway behind Dillon. They hugged as Kirk fought a case of the giggles. “Sorry, Megan. I wanted to tell you, but everything was so sexy when I walked in the door. The rose petals. Candles. It was all so much. I kinda forgot to mention it.”

“You should have found time. You do not understand how much I hate it when this guy tricks me,” she said and fake punched Dillon on the chest. “So what, your firm couldn’t stand to have you away a couple more days?”

Dillon shook his head. “Nope, and they paid me a pretty penny to come home early.”

Kirk punched Dillon’s shoulder and wrapped an arm around his neck. “Your brother also brought home a treat from the cruise. They’re staying in the city.”

“Speaking of Edward, could you all put on some clothes? We have to get to dinner, and I don’t want to be late.”

“Dinner? Edward?” Megan sighed. “I can’t keep up with all these men I meet once and never again.”

“Edward is a visitor to our city. Come out and have a cocktail. My treat,” he said.

Megan glanced at Dillon and Kirk. It would be easier to go out than argue with them. “Robert! Freshen up! We’re going to dinner to meet Dillon’s conquest.”

“He’s the one that came to me. I’ll text you the restaurant’s address. I need to pack a bag,” Dillon said.

“I bet you do,” Megan winked. Everyone got ready to meet Edward, the British man Dillon met on the cruise.

♦

Everyone was surprised by how handsome Edward was when he stood to greet them. Kirk, Megan, and Robert had gone together in the same car. Dillon and Edward rode together in Dillon’s car he had driven to the hotel.

Edward had thick curls, a salt-and-pepper beard, thick arms, and a charming accent. Megan could have listened to him speak all night. Kirk envied Dillon for being the one to take this handsome fox’s dick. Robert just wanted a scotch on the rocks and fried food. Edward was handsome, but Robert already had all he needed with Megan and Kirk.

“So, how did you meet Dillon?”

Edward told the story of how he was watching Dillon swim. When he got out of the pool, Edward had gone straight up to him, which was what Dillon wanted. They hit it off right away. Edward worked in real estate as a developer. He owned properties all over Europe, but mostly in England.

“That’s amazing,” Robert said. He was an artist but could appreciate the more practical career paths. “You must have a line of twinks waiting for you back home.”

Dillon chuckled. Edward choked on his water. “Oh, my. You Americans don’t hold back, do you?”

“I would never say that,” Kirk said in a sweet voice. Edward smiled at him, which made Kirk’s legs weak. Edward was so sexy. He would have to ask Dillon for details later.

The four of them enjoyed drinks, appetizers, and dessert. Dillon and Edward ordered a main dish, but the others were too full from their sandwiches. Dinner passed. Edward and Dillon looked eager to return to their hotel room by the end. Dillon called the server over and paid with his credit card without glancing at the bill. He checked it when the server returned, added a tip, and they were out the door.

Everyone walked to a liquor store around the corner. They got booze and snacks for their nights. Edward and Dillon wanted wine. Megan, Robert, and Kirk bought ingredients to make margaritas and take shots.

Kirk drove since he had only had one beer with dinner. They stumbled into Megan’s condo, laughing from a moment in the car.

“Put on something good to watch, Kirk. Robert, we need fresh lime juice and orange juice! I’m taking a shower!” Megan called as she walked to the bathroom.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Robert and Kirk took turns taking showers after Megan. They all sat on the sofa forty minutes later, watching reality television with sugar-rimmed margaritas. Megan loved mixing cocktails at home, even though she would never work as a bartender. Too hectic. Too many drunk guys thinking they could say whatever they wanted. Megan would have to bring her paddle to put them in their places. She wasn’t sure how long that would go over well with management.

“I’m bored,” she said. Megan looked at Robert to her right. Then she turned her head to Kirk, sitting on her left. She wondered how far she could push him. Megan leaned over to Robert and whispered her plan. He didn’t mind. “Kirk, don’t you think your legs would look hot in a skirt?”

Kirk coughed. Robert shook his head and smirked. “Excuse me?” asked Kirk.

“I want to dress you up in a skirt. I’m bored. What do you say?”

“Um,” Kirk said. He looked at Robert, who shrugged and cast his eyes to the side, as though there was nothing he could say. “I guess.”

Megan squealed and clapped. “You’re going to look so good. I can bring your hair to life with a little product. I can transform your face with light makeup,” she said, holding Kirk’s face. She moved it side to side, inspecting how she should proceed. “I love how you grow like zero facial hair.”

“Yeah, it’s a trait of mine,” he said. “Robert, any comments?”

“Megan knows what she’s doing, I’m excited to see how you look. Make him sexy, Megan.”

“Why don’t you get a pallet and that dick ready for us? Come on, Kirk. Follow me,” she said.

Kirk swallowed, submitting to Megan’s will. No matter what, Kirk knew he was in excellent hands. He knew Megan wouldn’t push him past his limits. If this was what she wanted, Kirk was happy to oblige. He could try anything once.

“You’re going to look beautiful,” Megan said as she directed Kirk to the chair Robert had been sitting in when Kirk sucked his dick.

“I’m your muse,” Kirk said. Megan touched his shoulder, sending waves of affection through his body. He looked up at Megan and smiled. She kissed the top of his head.

Megan clapped her hands, changing back to her busy character. She ran over to the closet and picked out a plaid skirt, white stockings, a white lace jockstrap, and a white blouse. “I think you can pass without a bra. What do you think? Up for becoming a slutty schoolgirl?”

“Let’s do it,” Kirk said. He danced as he stripped down to nothing. Megan grabbed a dollar she had sitting on her vanity and put it into Kirk’s briefs before he could take them off. “You want me as a schoolgirl or go-go boy?”

“We can do go-go boy next time,” she said.

“Whatever you wish,” Kirk said. He dressed in the clothes Megan had laid on her bed. Kirk felt strangely sexy as the skirt’s fabric brushed his thighs when he rocked side to side. Kirk glanced in Megan’s mirror. “Wow, I kinda look like a chick even without makeup.”

Megan came up behind Kirk. “You do, sexy girl. We’re going to drive Robert wild tonight, aren’t we?”

Kirk nodded.

“Why don’t you sit back in that chair so I can finish this transformation?”

Kirk did. Megan pulled out her makeup bag. Kirk was a couple shades lighter than her, but it would have to do. She got to work softening his masculine lines. She contoured his nose. It looked dainty and cute. “I think you’re ready, gorgeous. Let’s go tease our man,” Megan said and put out her hand. She was wearing a robe, crotchless panties, and no bra. Her breasts didn’t need one, even though she liked a push-up bra to make them look bigger.

“Damn,” Robert said when they returned from Megan’s bedroom. Kirk looked like a chick. A hot one. Megan and Kirk were holding hands. Robert was naked and stroking his dick with lubrication he had hidden under the couch from their rendezvous earlier in the day. “You look incredible.”

“That dick looks good,” Kirk said in a sultry, slutty voice. “Want me to suck it?”

“You don’t have to ask twice,” Robert said and wagged his dick. Kirk walked over to Robert. He bent over so Robert could see up his skirt. Robert ran his hand along Kirk’s ass cheeks. He smacked the open skin through the jockstrap. He loved the white lace jockstrap and stockings. Kirk jumped forward when Robert touched his hole. He sunk to his knees and parted his lips.

Robert leaned back as Kirk’s tongue slid up and down his rod. He felt his thick dick throbbing in Kirk’s mouth. Robert pictured Kirk bending over and lifting his skirt so he could fuck him. Drill him like a jackhammer breaking ground. Megan broke Robert’s fantasy by climbing on the couch. He grabbed her ass and shoved her pussy in his face.

They moaned in unison. Three bodies entangled. Three souls lost in the moment. Pants. Slurps. Dripping fluids.

Megan held Robert’s head as she rubbed her pussy against his lips. She looked down at Kirk’s head bobbing along Robert’s cock. Megan knew what she wanted and got down from the couch. She went to her bedroom for a strap before returning to the living room.

“All right, boys. Get on the floor,” Megan said and pointed to the pallet Robert had made while she dressed Kirk.

They listened and got to their hands and knees on the floor. Megan told Robert to start fucking Kirk while she lubed up her dick. She watched as Robert’s ass squeezed and released with each thrust. Megan got to her knees behind Robert. “Stay still,” she said.

Robert pushed himself deep in Kirk as Megan readied her dick. She pushed the head into Robert. He grunted. He wouldn’t last long between Kirk’s ass and Megan’s dick. Megan pushed into Robert deep enough so she wouldn’t fall out. Robert took deep breaths as he steadied himself.

“Your move,” Megan said. She leaned back on her thighs so Robert could fuck himself with her dick. She just wanted to watch his hole slide along her cock. His ass was gorgeous and like a rock from all the squats he did.

Kirk moaned as Robert pushed deep inside him. He took long, slow thrusts. “Fuck, Robert. You’re going to make me cum,” he said.

“Cum for me,” Robert said. He reached around and ran his hand up the skirt. He rubbed Kirk’s cock through the jockstrap, and that was all it took. Kirk exploded into his lingerie, soiling another pair.

The contractions around Robert’s dick sent him over the edge too. He came hard, deep in Kirk’s ass. Megan pulled out of Robert. She tossed the jockstrap to the side and told Robert to eat her pussy.

She was cumming within a minute. Her legs wrapped around Robert’s head as Kirk watched and touched his limp dick.

“You think the shower is big enough for three?” asked Megan.

“We can try,” Robert said and winked. Kirk smiled, and they all went to the bathroom. They could barely fit, but they took a shower together anyhow.

♦

The next morning came. Megan was the last to wake. Kirk and Robert were drinking water and watching television. They had slept on the living-room floor. Their bodies tangled like a mangled web. Megan remembered falling asleep with a smile on her face.

“Morning,” she said to them.

“You’re up. We weren’t sure if we should wake you or not,” said Kirk. He was wearing a t-shirt and basketball shorts she was positive belonged to Dillon. Dillon wouldn’t care if Kirk had gone in his room.

“Will you guys make breakfast? There’s pancake mix, and I think we still have oranges from last night.”

“What do you want to do, Kirk? Pancakes or OJ?”

“I can cook pancakes,” Kirk said.

They kissed before standing to go to the kitchen. Megan put on some coffee while they worked. She watched them from the living room when she finished. She didn’t know how long their love triangle would last, but they would have the memories no matter what happened. Megan watched Kirk and Robert smile at one another. They turned to her with the same face. She grinned and cast her face to the side.

Megan turned on the news to watch while they ate and placed a pile of silverware on the table. She looked at her men, hopeful for the future, but she still wanted others. She knew she did. Megan would enjoy life one moment at a time because her present was beautiful.

Robert set glasses of orange juice on the table. Kirk brought over the pancakes. Megan placed the pot of coffee on a hotplate. She raised her glass of orange juice and said, “To us!”

“To us!” they echoed.
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1

Eugene was driving along the highway on the way to his friend Howard’s wedding when his tire popped. He clenched the steering wheel tightly as his rim hit the pavement. His car wobbled and shook as he veered off to the side of the road, praying his car didn’t flip or fly into a ditch.

He finally caught his breath when he put the car into park on the side of the road, but his heart was still racing. Eugene slowly released his tight grip from around the steering wheel and undid his seatbelt to get out of the car. His tire was completely flat and shredded. He turned and saw black bits of rubber scattered along the highway, feeling guilty he couldn’t go out to clean up the mess.

Eugene sighed and figured he would call for help, but he had zero bars when he reached into his car to grab his phone. Eugene paced back and forth, holding the phone higher in the air, but nothing he did helped. He was in a dead zone.

Ten or fifteen minutes passed, and then Eugene saw a cop come into the distance. Eugene lifted his arms and waved for help, but the cop rolled past shaking his head with the window down. He yelled apologies before speeding along, which made Eugene feel even more helpless than he already did.

Eugene opened his trunk, looking at the spare tire and tools that haunted him. Maybe he would be able to take care of the tire himself if he had access to the internet to watch an instructional video, but he didn’t even have that. Eugene cursed and held up his middle finger to the supplies he didn’t know how to use, pulling out his phone to check if by some miracle he’d gotten signal.

No such luck.

Eugene was thinking the worst when a car slowed down and pulled up behind him. He grumbled to himself, thinking how embarrassing it would be to have some strange man lecture him about the importance of knowing how to change tires. Eugene didn’t want to hear it, but he needed help.

Much to Eugene’s surprise, there was a gorgeous woman behind the wheel. He hadn’t noticed her in the distance, but her beauty was unmistakable now that she was closer. Eugene swallowed as the woman moved to open her car door, far more nervous than he would have been to confront a man.

Eugene wasn’t the biggest ladies’ man. He could usually get a woman to agree to a date with him and maybe even stick around to have sex once, but they almost never stayed longer than that. Eugene was fantastic on paper, but he wasn’t the man most women desired. He wasn’t the strong, dominant alpha that would take charge in a relationship.

The woman opened her car door, and the first thing Eugene saw was a red strappy stiletto and a smooth, shimmering leg. The stranger slowly emerged from her car, looking more beautiful by the second. Eugene swallowed, beyond nervous and somewhat curious about how this woman might help.

“Having car troubles?” the woman asked as her gray dress beat in the wind. Her name was Valerie, but Eugene had yet to learn that.

“My tire popped,” Eugene said.

“Are you down a spare?” Valerie asked.

Eugene hated the smirk that crossed her face, like she knew he was just some helpless man who didn’t know how to change a tire. He wanted to bury his face into the dirt and never emerge, slowly withering away until he was nothing but a memory.

“Cat got your tongue?”

“No, sorry.” Eugene shook his head to clear his mind. “There’s a spare in my trunk.”

“Are you missing a car jack? A lug wrench?”

Eugene’s face turned eighteen shades of red. “I have everything in my trunk.”

“So, what? You don’t know how to change a tire?”

Eugene hated how it sounded like Valerie was toying with him, making fun of him because he was a man who didn’t know how to change a tire, like it was something every man should know how to do. Eugene had always detested those gendered stereotypes. Why did he have to be manly just because he had a phallus?

“No, I don’t! I pay for a service to change my tires for me, but I don’t have signal! Happy?”

“Woah!” Valerie threw her arms into the air. “Watch the attitude, mister.”

Eugene swallowed and dropped his head, feeling guilty for having raised his voice. “Sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to yell. It’s just, I’m on my way to a wedding, and I don’t want to be stuck out here all night.”

“A wedding? I’m on my way to a wedding too!”

“Howard and Faith’s?”

“Yeah! How do you know them?”

“Howard and I were good friends in college,” Eugene said. “What about you?”

“Faith and I go way back. That’s so funny that we’re going to the same wedding!”

“Yeah, I guess,” Eugene said, clearly frustrated for being stuck out on a country road without cell service to call for help, but he was too dense to realize help had already arrived.

“How about I teach you how to change a tire?” Valerie asked.

Eugene sighed, knowing he had no other option but to let the stunningly gorgeous brunette help change his tire. He agreed, and they went to his trunk to get the supplies. They introduced themselves to each other more fully. Eugene shared stories from college when he met Howard, and Valerie told him about the times she used to bartend with Faith at a baseball stadium.

The car was jacked into the air before long. Valerie instructed Eugene to remove the previously loosened lug nuts. He took them off and struggled to get off the damaged tire but eventually succeeded, feeling more accomplished than he had in ages.

“What now?” Eugene asked brightly.

“We need to put on the spare, and then we’ll be on our way. Hopefully there’s a shop near the wedding. We can see once we get closer to town.”

They were still about an hour from the small town where Howard and Faith were having their wedding. Faith was from the area, so she’d gotten an amazing deal at the countryside resort. Eugene had been cursing them for choosing a place so far from the city, but now he felt grateful they did. Meeting Valerie was the highlight of his month, if not the entire year.

“Are you saying you’ll help me?”

“Sure,” Valerie said. “I work with cars for a living, so I know how to get the best deals from mechanics.”

“How can I repay you for all you’ve done?” Eugene asked.

“Be my date for the wedding?”

“Done,” Eugene said and stuck out his hand.

Valerie chuckled to herself before grabbing Eugene’s hand to shake it. Eugene was adorable, and Valerie felt like she’d struck gold by finding him helpless along the side of the highway.
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The wedding was a three-day event. Dinner the first night. Wedding and reception on the second day, and then there was a breakfast before everyone had to leave on the third. Howard and Faith were covering all the expenses except room service, so the mood at the party was festive.

Everyone was already mixing and mingling when Eugene arrived at the hotel. Eugene checked in under his name. He was directed to a lovely room overlooking a country garden. There was a pool on the property, along with a gym and a sauna. There were even two hot tubs as well, according to the brochure they’d given him at the front desk.

Thankfully, there was cell service and wi-fi at the hotel, so Eugene could scroll through the news or watch videos from one of his streaming apps. Howard had yet to reply to his message from the morning, but Eugene couldn’t get upset at the man who had paid for his stay and was about to get married. Howard probably had ten different people pulling him thirty different ways.

Someone knocked softly on Eugene’s door about an hour after he arrived. He rolled out of bed, figuring it was the hotel staff reminding him about something, but Eugene was delightfully surprised to find Valerie standing on the other side of the door.

“Valerie! What are you doing here?”

“I thought I would come say hello. I made a few calls, and there’s someone in town who can have your car ready by breakfast Sunday morning.”

“Really? They’re willing to work on the weekend?”

“A new tire is hardly back-breaking work,” Valerie said with a laugh. “They asked if we could drop it off today, though. Do you want to follow me to town before dinner starts?”

Eugene couldn’t believe all that Valerie was doing for him, but he appreciated it immensely. He agreed to Valerie’s idea and grabbed his keys, and then they were out the door.

***

“You really do know how to talk to mechanics,” Eugene said as they sat at a table in a café not far from the garage.

“I used to be in charge of scheduling repairs at the car-rental company where I work. It taught me a lot about car parts and the cost of repairs. Mechanics are always surprised by how much I know.”

“I’m surprised!”

Valerie laughed lightly. She was trying to control her thoughts, but all she wanted to do was see how far she could push Eugene. He clearly liked her, staring at her like a treasure chest of jewels. She wondered if he would look at her the same when she revealed her true desires. Valerie was after a special kind of man and wondered if she had found someone to fit the bill.

“I’m full of surprises if you stick around long enough to see them,” Valerie said in a sultry voice that caught Eugene’s attention.

He dropped his eyes to the table as blood rushed to his penis. It’d been months since he was last with a woman, and he’d never had a woman as stunningly beautiful as Valerie come after him. He never thought the woman who stepped out of her car wearing high heels would have changed his tire or found him remotely attractive, but Eugene was suffocating from her gaze. He couldn’t bring himself to lift his eyes no matter how hard he tried.

“Don’t be afraid, Eugene.” Valerie chuckled.

How could Eugene not be afraid when there was such a gorgeous woman sitting across from him? A woman who said she was full of surprises. Like what? Eugene imagined whips and chains and mouth gags, but he had no idea that Valerie’s desires were more feminine.

“I’m not afraid,” Eugene mumbled.

“Good,” Valerie said as she lifted her latte to her lips to take a sip.
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Eugene timidly followed Valerie into her hotel room. His car was at the shop miles from where they were staying, so he was stuck relying on Valerie for transportation, which wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world if he didn’t fear her as much as he was smitten by her. She had a strong head on her shoulders and was much more confident about herself than Eugene would ever be.

“Did you see the menu for dinner?” Valerie asked as she plopped onto her bed.

Eugene shook his head, feeling too nervous to sit. Valerie seemed to notice and patted the spot next to her. She smiled brightly to encourage Eugene. Her brown eyes were big and endlessly adorable. Eugene couldn’t believe he was alone with such a gorgeous woman.

“Why are you so shy?” Valerie asked and reached out her hand.

Eugene swallowed as he stared at Valerie’s painted fingernails. Her skin looked so smooth and soft. Eugene wanted her to rub her milky softness against his cheek. He wanted her to touch him with those delicate fingers, yet he still couldn’t find the courage to sit.

“Eugene!”

“What?” he asked in a whisper.

“Come here!”

Eugene took a few steps forward until Valerie was able to grab his wrist and pull him to the bed. He fell to the spot next to her, swallowing as he caught a whiff of her perfumed essence. She smelled like fresh springtime blooms, making Eugene’s breath turn ragged as he did everything that he could to steady himself and ignore the growing erection in his pants.

“That’s better,” Valerie said and tossed her hair over her shoulder, so feminine and beautiful. Her lips spread to reveal her pearly white teeth. Eugene’s cock had never been harder or throbbed more. “Are you going to sit by me at dinner?”

“Yeah, I would like that.”

Valerie placed her hand on Eugene’s leg. Her touch had the heat of a flamethrower, but Eugene did the best he could to remain calm. He curled his hands into fists and placed them at his sides, but Valerie didn’t stop touching him. She held her fingers around his thigh, slowly moving them up toward his crotch.

“What are you doing?”

“I’ve been wondering what’s in here ever since I first saw you,” Valerie said as her fingers got dangerously close to Eugene’s manhood. “Do you mind if I peek?”

“Uh,” Eugene said and swallowed. “I…” He didn’t know how to explain that he was rock hard and would probably cum all over Valerie’s hand if she even brushed his bare cock. It’d been far too long since a woman touched him sexually, and he hadn’t even bothered to masturbate recently.

“Aw, come on! Don’t you want me to see it? I’ll show you my boobs!”

Eugene glanced down at Valerie’s chest as she squeezed them between her arms, batting her lashes as she stared at Eugene with those big brown eyes. He looked from her face to her boobs and back, wondering if he should just show her his dick. He wanted to sleep with her, so why not let her get a peek? His cock was probably on the bigger side of average.

“You promise to show me your boobs?”

“I can show you first,” Valerie said brightly. “You promise to show me your cock?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“How about we do it at the same time? One, two, three!”

Valerie pulled down her top and bra to reveal her breasts. Her nipples were hard, and her tits were perky. Eugene had his hands on the waistline of his pants, but he couldn’t move with Valerie’s breasts on full display.

She looked unbothered as she reached forward and said, “let me help you with that.”

Eugene made sounds of nothing as he stared down at Valerie’s exposed breasts. They were so plump and perfect. Eugene did his best, but he couldn’t stop himself from reaching out to touch one. He grabbed her left breast, moaning loudly as the feeling of its softness overtook his body.

“You like that?” Valerie asked as she looked up at Eugene through hooded eyes.

He nodded. His cock was throbbing like wild in his boxers, and he lost all sense of self when Valerie tugged on his pants to pull them over his cock. It flopped around before standing stiffly at attention, sensitive to the cool air and even more tantalized by Valerie’s touch.

“Fuck.”

“You have a nice cock, but do you know what would make it even better?”

“What?” Eugene asked in a breath.

“A trim.”

“What?” Eugene asked in a serious voice.

Valerie sat upright. She still had Eugene’s cock in her hand, and her boobs were on full display. She stared at Eugene as she slowly rubbed her thumb against the hole at the tip of Eugene’s dick.

“Fuck, Valerie. You’re going to make me cum if you keep it up.”

Valerie released Eugene’s cock and crossed her legs. She pulled up her bra and top to cover her chest. Eugene was on the edge of an orgasm and thought about rubbing one out to finish, but Valerie was looking at him like she would kick him to the curb if he did that very thing.

Eugene groaned and pulled up his pants. “Are you serious? You want to trim the hair around my cock?”

“I will want more than that if you ever want to see these boobs again.”

“What?” Eugene asked in a whisper, afraid to hear what Valerie might have in mind in exchange for more time with her naked body. Did she know he was willing to do just about anything to get more of her?

“Let’s start by trimming your cock, and we’ll go from there. What do you say?”

Eugene wanted to say that he couldn’t do anything without knowing how it would end, but how could he ever know how a night with a beautiful girl would end? As far as he saw it, he could either play by her rules or use his hand to pleasure himself, and he’d done that enough in his life.

“Are you going to help me?”

“Yeah, sure! Let’s use my bathroom! We only have a couple hours before dinner!”

Valerie stood with Eugene’s wrist in her hand. He stared at her a long moment before giving in with a shake of the head and a sly smile, worried and excited about where trimming his pubic hair might lead.
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Valerie had Eugene’s cock lathered with shaving cream and a hot bucket of water by her side as she slowly worked to remove all the hair from around his cock. It was looking bigger with each pass of her razor, and Eugene was taking notice. It’d been ages since he bothered to trim his pubic hair, and man, he’d been missing out!

“You like it, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Eugene said with a hint of blush on his cheeks.

“It suits you.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Careful not to talk when I’m shaving,” Valerie warned.

Eugene nodded and stilled his body. Valerie dipped the razor into the hot water and made another pass. Eugene took shallow breaths as she worked.

“Like I was saying, the shave suits you because it’s clean. You keep a clean shave on your face.”

“Yeah, but that’s my fa—. Ouch!”

“I told you not to talk!” Valerie reached over to grab a couple squares of tissue from the roll. She used them to pat against the droplets of blood that had emerged. “Are you hurt?”

“No, it’s not too bad. Guess that teaches me to keep my mouth closed, though.”

“Yeah, I bet it will.”

“Is it weird that I don’t mind you shaving my cock?”

“Why would you? I’m a cute girl,” Valerie said and batted her lashes, looking as adorable as ever.

“Yeah, but there’s more to it than that. I feel more comfortable with you than I’ve felt with most women. I don’t know. It’s weird. You don’t make me feel the need to act all macho and by the book.”

“Men who only do what they think they’re supposed to do are boring.”

Eugene nodded, feeling like he’d met a woman who finally understood him. One who could look past his beta-male qualities and enjoy him for who he was.

“That must be why I like the shave.”

“Maybe that’s why I like you,” Valerie said. “Now, no talking while I finish.”

Eugene nodded, and Valerie got back to work. She shaved all of Eugene’s pelvic region until there was the tiniest bush of hair, but there was so much yet to do. She was trying to figure out how to tell him that he would need to get rid of all his body hair, even the peach fuzz on his chest, and especially the hair on his legs.

“I haven’t been totally honest with you,” Valerie said as she patted Eugene’s shaved region dry.

“What? Why not?”

“Well, I haven’t lied to you, but you might not like this next part.”

“What part? Please stop talking in code. I’ll never understand you,” Eugene pleaded.

Valerie grinned and stood. She had plenty of clean panties in her suitcase, and if all went well, she would buy Eugene a closet full of womanly supplies down the road. Most guys wouldn’t even let her shave their crotches, but Eugene had let her leave him with nothing but a tiny little patch of hair.

“Follow me.”

Eugene followed Valerie out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist, his manhood slowly growing soft beneath it. He had no idea what she was up to until she unzipped her suitcase and pulled out a pair of white panties. They had a mesh like fabric in the front that wouldn’t do anything to hide his dick.

Valerie held the white panties in the air, dangling them in front of Eugene’s face. He acted like they weren’t there, like he couldn’t see them in front of him, taunting him. Challenging him. Would he put them on, or wouldn’t he?

“Eugene?”

Valerie’s voice was playful and upbeat, like she knew Eugene wouldn’t be able to resist her pull, and the worst part was, he wasn’t sure he would be able to tell her no if she actually asked him to put on those panties.

“Eugene?”

“What? What do you want?”

“Ooh, someone’s testy.”

“Stop playing with me!”

“Why would you think I’m playing with you?” Valerie asked in an offended voice.

“Why are you holding panties in my face?”

“Well.” Valerie pulled her shoulders up to her chin, looking far too innocent for a girl who wanted to dress a guy she just met in panties. Wasn’t shaving Eugene’s cock enough? “I was hoping you would wear them to dinner. You know, underneath your chinos.”

Eugene shook his head. He was hoping Valerie wouldn’t ask him to wear the panties. He was hoping he could shoot a load without more of Valerie’s games, but she was clearly ready to play.

“Really?”

“Yes! What’s so bad about wearing a pair of panties? Plenty of guys do it!”

“So, this is why you’re single, huh?” Eugene asked.

“Why? I don’t know what you mean!”

“The panties. The shaving. What are you trying to do to me? What’s next? Where’s the line? Are you going to ask me to wear a dress? Makeup? Heels?”

“Calm down, Eugene. Please,” Valerie said and balled the panties into her fist as she turned on her heel and took a step away from Eugene. He tried to go after her, but she threw her hand into the air to wave him away. She didn’t want his touch. She didn’t want his pity.

“Hey, I’m sorry for yelling,” Eugene said when it felt like Valerie was miles away from him, even though she was just on the other side of the room.

“Why don’t you just leave?”

“No, Valerie. I don’t want to leave. I want to stay.”

Valerie shook her head. “No, it’s okay. Don’t forget to moisturize the area I shaved.”

“Do you have any lotion?”

“Didn’t the hotel put some in your room?”

“That stuff is crap. We both know it,” Eugene said. He didn’t want to leave and had plenty of moisturizer in his room.

Eugene had sensitive skin and used a specialty moisturizer on his face that helped reduce breakouts. He used to get tons of shaving bumps but had finally learned how to manage the problem.

“So, what? If you don’t want my panties, why would I give you my lotion? Please leave, Eugene.”

Eugene knew he could either take those panties and pull them up his legs, or he could say goodbye to Valerie forever. If he was being honest with himself, he’d always been curious about what it might be like to wear panties, so why not try now? Why not put on panties that had been on those sweet hips of Valerie’s?

Eugene swallowed his pride and doubts and walked forward to reach around Valerie and grab the panties from her hand. She was hesitant to release them, but Eugene won the battle.

“Look at me, Valerie.”

Valerie grunted and stayed with her back to Eugene.

“Valerie!”

“What?” she asked and turned on her heel to find Eugene standing there with the fallen towel around his feet. He kicked it to the side as Valerie stared at him with stars in her eyes, hoping that he would be the man to make her dreams come true.

Eugene closed his eyes as he pushed his right foot through the hole in the panties. He opened his eyes to do the same with his left foot and then he slowly pulled the fabric up his legs, loving the panties more by the second, feeling like he was discovering something he’d been missing out on for far too long, like the pilot episode of an amazing TV show from yesteryear.

“What do you think?” Eugene asked when the panties were hugging his waist.

“The better question is… what do you think?” Valerie said and stepped forward, placing her hand on Eugene’s chest.

Eugene looked down at his body, loving how big and sexy his cock looked in the skimpy piece of fabric. He bit his lip. He never thought panties could look so sexy. Eugene hadn’t known anything but boxers, but they suddenly seemed boring and so not his style.

“Uh…”

“Be honest, Eugene!”

“I like them…”

“But?”

Eugene glanced down at his legs. His cock was cute and trimmed and matched the panties, but the rest of his body needed some work. He shook his head. Disbelief washed over him. How had Valerie done so much in so little time? How had she gotten him to be standing in pretty white panties and loving it?

“Is it weird that I kind of want to shave my legs?”

“Not at all! Plenty of guys do it! Haven’t you seen all those gym guys who shave their entire bodies? It’s not weird one bit!”

Valerie was right! Those muscleheads shaved their legs and underarms and chests and anything else they wanted, and nobody thought twice about it, so why couldn’t Eugene do the same?

“How long do we have until dinner?”

“Another hour, why? Do you want to shave?”

Eugene nodded as his face reddened like the coil of an electric stove.

“You have plenty of time! I’ll be waiting right here! Go! Go!” Valerie said and waved Eugene toward the bathroom.
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Eugene covered his mouth as he sat on the edge of Valerie’s bed, freshly shaved and moisturized from head to toe. He’d even touched up his face after he finished shaving everything else except his forearms. They only had a light dusting of hair, and Valerie told him that it was completely fine.

“How do you feel?” Valerie asked.

“Naked,” Eugene said with a laugh.

Valerie chuckled and covered her mouth. “I think you look even hotter than before.”

“Promise?”

“Yeah, but you need to get dressed, or we’ll be late for dinner.”

Eugene nodded and grabbed the panties that were sitting by his side. He had yet to cum, but Valerie promised she would be more than willing to fool around once she got a bit of food in her belly, and Eugene was inclined to believe her. Even if she didn’t though, Eugene was having one of the best days of his life.

Eugene pulled the white panties up his legs, and they looked so much better now that his skin was silky smooth. His cock stirred and grew beneath the thin fabric that barely contained it. Valerie noticed and cupped her hand over Eugene’s bulge, squeezing it lightly.

“Fuck,” he said in a breath.

“I can’t wait to slide this thick dick into my pussy.”

“Please,” Eugene begged.

“Are you going to behave?”

“I’ll do whatever you want.”

“I like the sound of that,” Valerie said with a purr in her voice. “Put on your pants, so we can get to dinner. I’m hungry.”

“I forgot to look at the menu.”

“It’s a buffet, so you can get whatever you want. Everything sounded delicious.”

“Perfect,” Eugene said and pulled on his pants. Valerie was already ready, wearing a simple black dress with matching heels. She was saving her light blue dress for the wedding. Eugene put on his shirt, and then they left.
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Howard, the groom, and his fiancée, Faith, waved at Valerie and Eugene from the other end of the table. Neither Valerie nor Eugene was going to stand in the wedding, but they both had ongoing friendships with the couple.

“What do you think they’re saying?” Eugene asked Valerie as Faith and Howard whispered something to each other. The four of them were making eye contact.

“Who cares? All that matters is that we’ve found each other,” Valerie said and cradled Eugene’s head in her arms before kissing him lightly on the cheek. “All I want is you.”

Eugene bit his lip. “Okay,” he said and shook Valerie off him. “I get it.”

“Don’t tell me you’re being a prude.”

“I don’t know what they’re saying, and I don’t want them thinking things.”

“It’s a wedding, Eugene! Basically the best place to hook up with someone.”

“Why don’t we go to the buffet?” Eugene asked to change the subject.

“Fine,” Valerie said and popped up from her chair. Eugene turned to Howard and Faith, and they had their foreheads touched together, completely unaware of Valerie and him. He breathed as sigh of relief as he stood to follow Valerie to the buffet.

“Doesn’t it all look so delicious?” Valerie squealed as she stared at the dishes spread across the buffet table. There was everything from salad to shrimp to steak and even desserts with plenty of side dishes and vegetarian options between. “I don’t know what to try first!”

Eugene grabbed a plate, ready for a bit of all of it, so that was exactly how he filled his dish. Valerie made a huge salad with steak and shrimp and plenty of feta crumbles. There was a bartender at the end making lemonades in three flavors with or without alcohol.

Valerie chose strawberry. Eugene got grape. Valerie took a sip from her lemonade as they made their way back to the table, smacking her lips and sighing with delight.

“This drink is delicious,” she said. “How’s yours?”

“Wonderful,” Eugene said. It wasn’t as good as the panties hugging his package, but what drink could compare to the sensation of walking around with a pair of pretty white panties beneath his chinos? “I can’t believe Howard and Faith did all of this.”

“They’re wonderful people.”

Eugene made a noise of agreement as they sat at the table. The food was as delicious as the lemonades and probably even better than it looked. The tender meat melted on Eugene’s tongue, and he also loved watching Valerie pop forks of lettuce into her mouth.

He especially loved it when she would hold her lips on the fork and pull them off slowly. He hoped she would do the same with his cock when they got back to her hotel room, but Eugene was so busy watching Valerie he didn’t notice another man had also garnered her attention.

Eugene went cold when he saw the hunk of an alpha that was staring at Valerie from across the room. He had a chiseled jawline and a handsome face. Dark blue eyes that somehow shimmered with the brightness of dawn at dusk.

Valerie took notice and set her fork on the plate. Eugene felt her slipping from his fingers as she smiled at the striking stranger.

“Do you see that hunk of meat staring at me?”

Eugene didn’t want to admit it, yet he couldn’t deny it. He hated himself for what he was about to say. He hated himself for not having the balls to tell Valerie he didn’t like her checking out other men.

“Yeah, I see him.”

Valerie ignored the defeated tone in Eugene’s voice as she reached for her purse on the table, which was black to match her dress.

“I’m going to say hello,” Valerie said as she got to her feet.

“What?” Eugene asked. “Valerie, please.”

“Don’t worry. It’ll be fine. I’m going to get him to buy our next drinks.”

“I already have lemonade, and aren’t the drinks free?”

Valerie waved her hand at Eugene and headed over to the man who’d been staring them down from across the room. Eugene watched with a sad expression as Valerie switched her hips and walked away from him. He became even more disheartened when he saw Valerie bend over to whisper something into the sexy man’s ear, causing an eyebrow to lift.

Eugene couldn’t hear Valerie saying that she was taken but maybe they could get to know each other as friends if he was willing. The handsome man’s name was David, and he agreed it wouldn’t be such a bad idea to make friends at a wedding where he hardly knew anyone.

Eugene’s heart cracked when Valerie headed back in his direction with David following closely behind. He was so handsome, certainly beautiful enough to grace the pages of a magazine. Eugene hated how Valerie’s eyes sparkled when she glanced over her shoulder in his direction.

“Eugene, I want you to meet David. David, this is Eugene! My boyfriend,” Valerie said and winked at Eugene.

David put out his hand for a shake. His grip was casual and not at all overpowering, which went in complete contrast of his dominant aura.

“Nice to meet you, man. How are you guys enjoying the wedding?”

“Sit, sit.” Valerie motioned for everyone to sit at the table. She picked up her lemonade and took a sip, glancing at each of her admiring men. “This wedding just keeps getting better and better, doesn’t it?”

David grinned and shook off a wave of blush from his cheeks, but Eugene was furious. How could Valerie think it was okay to bring over this man who was clearly two or three points above Eugene on the hotness scale?

“Like you said, the wedding keeps getting better and better,” David said with a gleam in his eye.

Eugene felt himself bubbling to a boil within and hated how this stranger was winning over Valerie so easily, and he was just letting it happen. Did the shaving and panties mean nothing?

Eugene enjoyed it when he and Valerie were in the bathroom. He loved it when they were sitting on the bed, alone. Why did this alpha jerk have to come in and ruin everything?

“What about you, man? How are you feeling tonight?” David asked and gripped Eugene’s shoulder.

Eugene grunted. Valerie gasped and reached out to touch Eugene’s forearm. Both had their attention on Eugene, suffocating him with their presence.

“Don’t be like that, Eugene! David is just a friend. No need to feel threatened.”

“Yeah, I’m not trying to step on any toes,” David said and threw his arms into the air.

“Sorry,” Eugene said with a shake of the head, trying not to feel as angry as he did, but it was hard. No girl like Valerie had ever paid attention to him, so he was bound to feel a bit defensive, but he realized he had nothing to worry about when he looked into Valerie’s eyes and saw she was just playing one of her games.

Eugene had only just met her, but she was full of energy and surprise. She had put her panties on Eugene, which really meant something. Eugene could feel it.

“The wedding has been fun. Howard is an old friend of mine from college.”

“No way! He and I played soccer together on a club team for a year. I hadn’t heard from him in a couple years, but he still invited me to his wedding, which is cool. So, did you study architecture too?”

“Yeah,” Eugene said and relaxed his shoulders. “I’m an architect.”

The conversation gained a natural flow after Eugene relaxed, and he actually started to like this David guy. He was intelligent and funny and easy on the eyes. Not that Eugene was gay, but he wasn’t blind. David’s looks mattered less once Eugene accepted that Valerie liked him.

After all, Eugene was the one walking back with Valerie while David went alone to his room.
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Valerie threw her arms onto Eugene’s shoulders for support as they ambled down the hall toward her bedroom. She was horny for his dick and really wanted to see those pretty white panties, but Valerie could tell Eugene was in a bad mood because she’d flirted with David.

“Eugene! Don’t be mad!”

Eugene didn’t want to be angry, but he couldn’t stop replaying the moment Valerie had waved her hand at him to dismiss his concerns when she first approached David. Sure, Eugene liked David after he got to know the guy, but he didn’t want to know anything about him at all.

“Come on, Eugene! Don’t be like that! Wasn’t it exciting seeing me flirt with another man?”

“No,” Eugene said in a rough voice. “It wasn’t.”

“Why not?” Valerie rubbed her hands along Eugene’s chest through his shirt. She moaned into his ear and pushed her body up against his, pressing her boobs into his back. “Didn’t it get you all hot and jealous?”

“I don’t want to be jealous!”

“It made me so hot seeing you jealous, though.”

“You’re crazy,” Eugene said in a deadpan voice. Valerie was out of his league. She lived on another level. She didn’t care what people thought of her or what she did. Everything was about her pleasure, even if it came at the expense of someone else.

“So what if I’m crazy? You love it.”

Eugene had only just met Valerie, yet she was right. He loved her quirks. He loved her smile. Her soul. Eugene was confident part of him already loved Valerie and would continue to love her for years to come. She was someone who followed her own rules. She was a woman who didn’t fear charging ahead alone, and here she was committing her time to Eugene.

“Can’t you be like ten degrees less crazy?”

“Is that really what you want to ask before we go into my bedroom?” Valerie asked as she stepped in front of Eugene and tilted her head to the side. They were only a few feet from her door, so Eugene could either fall in line or go back to his room. Valerie had brought a vibrator with her and was more than willing to use it instead of Eugene’s dick.

“I guess not,” Eugene said with a smirk. “Do you have your key?”

“Yeah, but are you going to play by my rules?”

Eugene dropped his head and nodded, knowing there was no way he would disobey Valerie once they crossed through that door. Dinner was eventful and not his favorite, but spending time with Valerie was like riding a rollercoaster. There were twists and turns and what Eugene could only hope was a smooth ending.

Valerie grinned as she reached into her purse to pull out the hotel key. She swiped it across the electronic lock and slipped inside the room. Eugene followed her, surprised when Valerie wrapped her arms around his neck and jumped into his arms.

“Hold me,” she said.

Eugene worked out sometimes, but he wasn’t the strongest guy. He struggled to steady himself as he tried not to fall to the floor with Valerie in his arms. A thought of David from dinner strengthened him. He imagined the alpha doing the same and didn’t want to be outgunned.

“Ooh, you’re so strong,” Valerie purred when Eugene regained balance.

“Yeah.” He wouldn’t be able to hold Valerie for long, so he walked her over to the bed. His movements were slow. Valerie grinned down at him, clearly entertained by Eugene’s efforts. She squealed when he threw her to the bed.

“Mm, I love when you carry me like that.”

Eugene gasped and let out the breath he’d been holding. He couldn’t carry Valerie another second if he tried, but the look on her face said that she knew that. She didn’t really want a manly man. Not long-term, at least. She preferred a man like Eugene.

“Why don’t you show me those panties you wore to dinner?”

“Okay,” Eugene said and unhooked the button on his chinos. He pushed them down until they were at his knees. Valerie wagged her finger to instruct him to keep going, so Eugene kept pushing his pants until they were around his ankles.

“Take off everything except your panties.”

Eugene had forgotten how silky smooth his skin was when he was down to the pretty white panties and nothing else. His dick was growing at lightning speed as Valerie stared at him from the bed. Eugene longed to kiss her. Touch her. Fuck her. He wanted to press his tongue against her pussy lips and cover his face with her juices.

“Hmm, aren’t you gorgeous?”

Valerie climbed off the bed. She was still wearing her black dress and matching heels as she slowly circled Eugene, brushing his skin with the tip of her finger as she did. She stopped in front of Eugene and reached out her hand to cup his package, which was warm and surprisingly stiff.

“This dick feels so good, but when was the last time you fucked pussy?”

“It’s been a minute,” Eugene admitted.

“I don’t want you cumming in five seconds.”

Eugene swallowed, knowing an early ejaculation was possible. He wanted to last as long as he could, but there was no telling what might happen when he sunk his dick into Valerie’s warm, tight pussy. He wanted to think he could last, even though they both knew he probably wouldn’t.

“Nothing to say for yourself?”

“I… uh, I’ll try my best.”

“No, you’re going to cum first and then get yourself hard again.”

Valerie returned to the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. She stared at Eugene with an expectant gaze, waiting for him to take care of business, but he was so confused it hurt.

“You want me to jack off… here?”

“Yeah, why? Is that a problem?”

“No, it’s just, I don’t know if I’ll be able to get hard again.”

“Sure you will. Once you get a taste of this,” Valerie said and spread her legs. She hiked up her dress and revealed her uncovered pussy, which had a tiny patch of hair, much like Eugene’s cock, except Valerie’s pussy was smoking hot and glistening with the wetness of her desire.

“Can’t I taste it now?”

“Not until you cum.”

Eugene felt humiliated as he reached down and pushed his cock out the side of his panties. Valerie instructed him to keep the white panties around his waist. She wanted them hugging his cock, and Eugene found the sensation surprisingly intense.

He spat into his hand and stroked his cock slowly as Valerie rubbed her pussy lips and stared at him with slutty eyes from the edge of the bed. Eugene wouldn’t last long, but he didn’t want to make a mess all over the floor, so he ran to the bathroom to grab a loose towel.

When he returned to the center of the room, he was ready to bust his load. It’d taken less than two minutes of stroking his cock to get there, and it would have taken far less time if he had sunk his dick into Valerie’s wet pussy.

“Fuck, Eugene! That’s a thick load,” Valerie said as Eugene’s spunk sprayed all over the towel.

Eugene gasped and moaned as his body thrashed from the orgasm. He closed his eyes as his dick shot several more loads, emptying him of all his cum, which would give him the strength and stamina to fuck Valerie right.

Eugene tossed the soiled towel to the side. His dick hung out of the panties, thick and wet and still rock hard. It was going down a bit, but Eugene knew he would have no troubles getting hard a second time as he stared at Valerie’s parted legs.

She grinned as she reached down between them to rub her pussy. “You did well, Eugene. Now, why don’t you get on your knees and lick my flower? My petals need some attention.”

Eugene dropped to his knees, his half-hard dick still dangling out the side of his panties. He placed his hands on the inside of Valerie’s thighs as he scooted closer to her, catching a whiff of her delicious scent.

“Fuck, your pussy smells so good.”

“It tastes even better,” Valerie said and pushed Eugene’s mouth against her pussy. He lapped at her pussy like it was a water fountain, and he’d gone days without water. “Yeah, baby! Lick that pussy!”

Eugene’s cock grew stiff as he continued licking his woman. He grew lost in her womanhood and the sounds leaving her mouth. He had his hands on Valerie’s thighs, but it was becoming impossible to ignore his stiff dick.

“Can I fuck you?” Eugene asked.

“I’ll be on top,” Valerie said and patted the bed as she caught her breath. Her body was still tingling from the pleasure of Eugene’s tongue pressed up against her pussy, but she was ready to give him the ride of his life. Her pussy was tingling, and his dick was already hard again. “I told you getting hard again wouldn’t be a problem.”

“You were right,” Eugene said with a shake of the head as he stood in front of Valerie.

She surprised him by reaching forward to wrap her hand around the base of his cock. She pulled him closer by his cock and wrapped her painted lips around his member. Valerie stared up at Eugene as she swallowed his cock.

“Fuck, Valerie!”

Valerie closed her eyes and moaned as she sank her lips deeper. She reached under his dick to grab his balls and pulled on them slightly. Eugene moaned and closed his eyes. He loved the pleasure but worried he wouldn’t be able to last as Valerie bobbed her head along his shaft.

“Ride. My. Dick.”

Valerie chuckled as she pulled her lips off Eugene’s cock. He was smooth and wearing panties and oh so pretty. There was more Valerie wanted to do with him, but it would have to wait until morning. She was getting close herself.

“Get on the bed,” Valerie commanded.

Eugene got on the bed and waited for Valerie to remove her heels. His cock was standing at attention and ready for Valerie’s pussy, and she was eager to take it. She got to her knees on the bed and went over to Eugene, straddling his legs. She lifted her dress to reveal her soaked pussy lips.

“You want this pussy?”

Eugene strained his neck to get a look at Valerie’s womanhood and couldn’t believe how wonderful it looked. She had her pussy pressed up against his cock, and he lost all control when she lifted her body to rub her wet lips against his rod.

“Fuck, Valerie! You’re going to make me cum!”

“I want you cumming all over my pussy, so you better not cum at all without warning me! Got it?”

“Yes! Fuck, just put my dick in you before I cum. Damn.”

Valerie smirked as she lifted her hips, and then she swallowed Eugene’s dick with her pussy. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of his dick stretching her walls. She ignored the screams and pleas coming from Eugene’s mouth, begging her for it not to feel so damn good.

“Don’t cum yet, baby.”

“I’m trying,” Eugene said in a strained voice.

“Let me use this dick!”

Eugene moaned as Valerie lifted and sank her hips, providing him the most intense pleasure he’d ever experienced in his life. It was breathtaking. Wonderful. Magic. He hoped it would never end. He hoped Valerie was planning to see him after the wedding because between the bossiness and panties, Eugene was hooked.

Valerie was the woman of his dreams.

“I’m about to cum, Valerie!”

“Just one more second!” Valerie reached down to rub her clit as Eugene’s cock stuffed her. She was so close to cumming, and she wanted to cum all over his dick. “One. More. Sec—!”

Eugene hollered as he felt Valerie’s walls squeezing his dick. He grabbed her hips and lifted them off his cock just before the cum started spraying from his member. His seed got all over Valerie’s hot pussy and stomach and a bit even landed on her boobs.

They took a minute to catch their breath. Valerie fell backwards and threw her arms above her head. Eugene twisted to get his legs out from under Valerie, and then he lay by her side.

He realized he’d forgotten all about David from dinner, who probably had to use his hand that evening while Eugene got the full package. He had the panties, Valerie’s body, and her heart. He felt silly for ever worrying as he scooted closer to Valerie.

“That was incredible,” he said and wrapped her into his arms as he kissed her on the shoulder.

“It was, but just you wait for tomorrow.”

“What’s happening tomorrow?”

“The wedding… among other things,” Valerie said with a laugh.
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The wedding was short and sweet but endlessly beautiful. They were having an early reception because Howard and Faith had a flight to Hawaii in the evening. Their parents would be around to wrap everything up, and everyone was expected to have a good time until the following morning, but the guests could also leave if they wanted.

Valerie and Eugene were planning to stay since they couldn’t get enough of each other. They’d spent the entire morning together, and it wasn’t looking like things were about to change. They were on the dance floor together, moving slowly to the beat.

“How is that thong treating you?” Valerie asked.

Eugene reddened, looking around to make sure nobody had heard. Valerie put him in a tiny pink thong before the wedding. It was surprisingly comfortable, and he enjoyed it a lot more than he ever thought he would when Valerie showed it to him. It was a lot smaller than the white panties, but that only meant his dick looked that much bigger in the tiny patch of fabric.

“Not bad,” Eugene said. “They’re a little tight, but I don’t mind that.”

“What if we went further?”

“Further? What do you mean?”

Valerie smirked as she weaved her fingers behind Eugene’s neck and stared into his eyes. Valerie was playing coy as she turned her head from side to side. Eugene had no idea what she meant by ‘further’, but he could only imagine it would have to do with dresses and skirts and other womanly items if she’d already dressed him in panties.

“Are you talking about makeup?”

Valerie grinned wildly as her brown locks blew in the breeze. They were at an outdoor reception with views of the countryside all around them. It was stunning, but Eugene only saw his woman. Everyone else looked like a blur.

“Maybe.”

“Dresses?”

“Mayyybeee.”

Eugene’s face got red all over as he imagined himself in a dress and panties. It wasn’t the worst image in the world. He might look cute in a skirt with his shaved legs. He’d been told he had a nice butt, so what was the harm in having a bit of fun with dressing up?

“Fine, whatever.”

Valerie squealed and jumped in place, her heels clicking against the dance floor. “You’re the best.”

“Why’s that?” David asked.

Eugene and Valerie jumped. Neither had seen him approach, but Valerie looked much happier than Eugene to see him. She moved away from Eugene to give David her attention.

“David! How are you?” she asked and gave the man a big, affectionate hug.

David looked at Eugene with apologetic eyes, but Eugene wasn’t buying it. David wouldn’t have walked over to them if he cared what Eugene thought. He would have kept to himself and disappeared into the void of their short memory.

“I’m doing well. That wedding was beautiful, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Eugene grumbled.

Valerie looked over her shoulder at Eugene with a death glare. She hated that attitude. David was a ton of fun, and the two of them had bonded the following night. Eugene had better get his act together, or he would never get another taste of Valerie’s pussy.

“The wedding was lovely,” Valerie said in an overjoyed voice. “What did you think of it, David?”

“Made me wish I were the one standing at the altar,” he said.

“Yes! I couldn’t have said it better myself!”

Eugene dug his hands into his pocket, feeling annoyed at David for being so handsome and well-spoken and easy-going. Any woman would fall all over him. Eugene couldn’t imagine how high his number might be. Probably in the hundreds, whereas Eugene was barely at ten.

“What else have you two been up to this morning?” David asked.

“We had breakfast, but that was about it.”

“Yeah,” Eugene said.

“Well, I’ll let you two get back to it. Sorry for interrupting,” David said and turned to walk away, much to Eugene’s relief, but Valerie reached out to stop him.

“Wait!”

David turned back to the couple and lifted an eyebrow. He knew when he wasn’t welcome, and as much as David loved a good three-way, he wasn’t about to do it when the other man couldn’t handle the pressure. Valerie seemed like a catch, but David wasn’t one to chase after dead weight. He could find another woman to satisfy his needs until he had to leave later in the evening.

“No, I’m sorry for stepping on your toes, man. I just thought… nothing. It’s stupid.” David walked away from them.

Valerie looked at Eugene and widened her eyes. He was the only one who could stop David from leaving, but all Eugene wanted was to see him go. He didn’t want another man raining on his parade, but what was it they said? The more the merrier?

Eugene quickly remembered people also said three’s a crowd. He didn’t know on which side of the fence he should lean, but Valerie looked like she really wanted to spend time with David, and there was honestly no telling where their relationship might lead, so why not take a risk?

“Fine,” Eugene said and ran to catch up with David. He touched David on the shoulder to stop him.

“Sorry, man. I don’t want any trouble.”

“No, it’s okay. Valerie is interested, and we all just want to have fun, right?”

“Yeah, that’s all I was hoping to have,” David said.

Eugene worried what David would think when he saw the pink thong, but he wasn’t too worried because Valerie would be right there with him the entire time, and it was vacation. Why not do something wild? Why not live on the edge?

Eugene was usually a square. Hadn’t he done that for long enough? He’d never had a menage. He always dreamed it would be with two girls instead of another guy, but what were the chances of that ever happening?

“All right. Let’s go back to her,” Eugene said.

Valerie smiled brightly as David and Eugene walked in her direction. She wanted both of them. One in her mouth. The other in her pussy, but she would see how things went. She was open to whatever happened, as long as David didn’t care that she wanted to play dress up with Eugene just a bit more.

“So, you boys kissed and made up?”

David grinned and shook his head. “Guess you could say that. Man, she’s a firecracker, isn’t she?”

“Yeah,” Eugene said in a heavy voice. Sometimes he didn’t know what to do with Valerie, but damn, he was falling in love with her. He dreaded leaving the wedding, but at least he and Valerie lived in the same city. They could keep seeing each other if she was willing.

“Should we teach her a lesson or two?” David asked and winked.

“Hey!” Valerie hollered and play-slapped David’s shoulder. “Don’t talk like that.” Valerie took a step closer to the guys to whisper. “At least not until we get back to my room.”

David laughed, and Eugene was finally feeling light enough to join him. He didn’t want to be a stick in the mud, and it really seemed like David was looking for fun more than love. Eugene only hoped he didn’t freak out when he saw the pretty pink thong Valerie had made him wear.

“Should we head there?”

“Yes!” Valerie hollered. “After you get us a bottle of wine from the bar. Howard and Faith bought cases.”

David nodded and went over to the bar. Valerie fell against Eugene’s body. He placed his hand on the small of her back as she clung to him.

“Eugene?”

“What’s up?”

“Is this too much?”

“It’s something, but nothing is too much when I’m with you.”

“Aww,” Valerie purred and squeezed Eugene tightly. “Most guys can’t handle me, but I guess you’re not most guys.”

“Nope, I’m not.” Eugene said, feeling for the first time that Valerie might like him as much as he liked her.
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David sat on the couch in Valerie’s room while she and Eugene were in the bathroom. She’d picked out a bunch of stuff for him from her suitcase, and David had no idea what to expect. Valerie had only said that she needed a moment alone with Eugene.

“What are you going to do to me?”

“I’m going to turn you into a girl!” Valerie said in an excited whisper.

“What? Why?”

Valerie shrugged. “I think it would be fun. David doesn’t seem like the type to care.”

“What if he freaks out?”

“I have pepper spray if he gets out of hand. Don’t worry about him. Worry about me and what I want. You wearing this stuff is what I want, Eugene. Can you live with that?”

“I want to make you happy,” Eugene admitted. “Plus, I kind of like the idea of wearing a skirt. I think it would look sexy.”

“It will! You’ll look so cute as a girl! I wish I had a wig, but we’ll make do with what we have.”

“Perfect,” Eugene said.

“Your voice will need some work, but we’ll worry about that another day.”

Another day? So, Valerie was thinking about a future? Eugene thought he was the only one, so it tickled him pinker than his pink thong to hear Valerie say those words. All he wanted was more days, more chances to spend with this incredible woman.

“For now, just have fun as a girl. Don’t worry about what’s missing. Worry about what you’ll have. Okay?”

Eugene grinned. “Yeah, okay.”

“How did I get lucky enough to meet you?”

Eugene was asking himself the same question about meeting Valerie. She was wonderful. Full of energy and life, and Eugene loved how she pushed his boundaries. She broadened his horizons and was awakening a part of him he always suspected was hiding just beneath the surface.

“Guess fate intervened,” Eugene said.

Valerie squealed and threw her arms around Eugene and hugged him tightly. She took a step back and told him to strip naked. They’d showered in the morning, each taking the time to touch up their shaves. Valerie had demanded it of Eugene before he put on the pretty pink panties.

“Guess so,” Valerie said. “Take off your clothes and put these on.”

There was a bra in the pile, along with a skirt and t-shirt. Eugene wasn’t afraid of the extra short sleeves because his underarms were bare and smooth, but he had no idea what he would do with a bra.

“You want me to wear this?”

“Yeah! We’re going to stuff it with some tissue.”

“Stuff it with tissue?”

“Please! Do it for me! I swear, you’ll love it once we finish.”

Eugene was skeptical about the bra and stuffing it with tissue, but maybe it wouldn’t look so bad. If Valerie was suggesting it, Eugene was willing to try. He just didn’t want to make a fool of himself in front of David, who was waiting for them in the other room, watching TV.

“Okay, but I’ll be upset if I look stupid.”

“You won’t look stupid! I swear.”

Eugene shrugged and unbuttoned the shirt he was wearing and stripped down to his pink thong. He couldn’t help but stare at himself in the mirror. He was so smooth and soft and rather feminine. Valerie stood next to him and pressed her cheek against his as they looked into the mirror.

Valerie reached down to lace her fingers with Eugene’s. Eugene lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it.

“Thank you.”

“For what?” she asked.

“For everything.”

Valerie smiled and placed her head on Eugene’s shoulder. She reached up to touch the side of his face, turning it to her to kiss him. Eugene slid his tongue into Valerie’s mouth as his cock stirred, and they got a bit carried away until they heard David cough on the other side of the door.

Valerie laughed. “Oops.”

Eugene shook his head. “Oops, indeed.” He got to work changing into the skirt. Valerie helped him hook the bra behind his back, and then he pulled the t-shirt over his head.

“Okay, let’s have a look.”

Valerie stood in front of Eugene and rubbed her chin as she stared at him, assessing the transformation, and she looked delightfully surprised. She reached behind her to grab the roll of tissue paper. She ripped off a long piece of it and formed it into a ball before reaching up Eugene’s shirt to stuff his bra.

Eugene giggled as Valerie worked, tickled by her touch.

“Hold still,” she commanded.

Eugene took a deep breath to gather himself. Valerie’s touch still tickled, but he steadied himself to let her do her magic. It wasn’t long before she took a step back to assess what she’d done. Eugene waited timidly as Valerie adjusted the tissues until they were just right.

“It’s perfect. All you need is a touch of makeup, and you’ll really look like a girl!”

“Do my makeup real quick!”

Valerie rushed to grab her makeup bag. What she had wasn’t a perfect match for Eugene’s skin, but it would do until they could buy stuff for his own makeup bag. She used foundation and blush and some eyeliner to highlight the curves of Eugene’s eyes. She finished the look with a layer of pink gloss that matched his panties.

“Damn, you look super hot as a girl.”

“Let me see!”

Valerie stepped out of the way as Eugene turned to see himself for the first time. He gasped, truly amazed by the transformation. He reached out to wrap an arm over Valerie’s shoulder. She pressed her cheeks against his, staring at him lovingly through the mirror.

“You look so girly, I almost don’t want to call you Eugene.”

“What do you want to call me?”

“I don’t know. Any ideas?”

Eugene stared at his feminized face, thinking of a million different names, but none of them felt right. He also didn’t mind his own name. Not for now, at least.

David was waiting for them in the other room, and Eugene was excited to see how he would react when he saw his transformation. Eugene was also terrified David would freak out, but Valerie being by his side gave him strength.

Eugene was no longer the same meek man he once was when he’d been driving to the wedding. He’d grown so much since Valerie entered his life, which felt much longer than a couple days. Eugene reached to grab Valerie’s hand and squeezed it when his fingers laced with hers.

“We’ll figure out my name another time,” Eugene said.

“Yes, we will.”

Valerie and Eugene stared at each other as they thought about a future together. Neither wanted what they’d started to end. Valerie pushed Eugene to his limits, but he enjoyed the challenge. His life had always been so dull, but now it was constant fireworks.

“Should we go say hi to David?”

“Yeah, but if you ever want to stop, just tell me. Say tulip, and I’ll tell him to kick the curb.”

Eugene loved Valerie even more after hearing those words. He hugged her tightly, and she reciprocated. She pushed her fingers into Eugene’s hair and kissed his blushed cheek.

Valerie grabbed Eugene’s hand, and they walked out of the bathroom together. David was watching TV. He picked up the remote and turned it off when the girls grabbed his attention. David tossed the remote to the side and stood from the chair.

“Nobody told me I would be getting two lovely ladies today.”

Eugene blushed beneath the blush Valerie had dusted on his cheeks as David walked over to them. He stood tall. His shoulders were broad. His dazzling dark-blue eyes had a hunger in them that sent a chill down Eugene’s spine.

“Doesn’t she look cute?” Valerie asked.

“Yeah, she does.”

Valerie and David stared at Eugene with desire as his dick twitched in the pretty pink panties. He’d never gotten so much sexual attention in his life, and he really didn’t know what to do with it. David was hunky and manly, and a man. Eugene had never been attracted to a man before, but now that he was dolled up and feminized, all he could think about was being that alpha hunk’s submissive slut.

David stepped forward. Valerie followed behind him. She hung her arms on his shoulder and stared at Eugene with loving eyes as David looked at him like a piece of girly meat. Valerie winked.

“What are you thinking, David?” Valerie asked as she twisted her hand to rub David’s smooth jawline. “Do you want me or Eugene?”

“Damn, that’s a tough question.” David moved his arm to Valerie’s side. “You both are so sexy. Do I really have to choose?”

“No,” Valerie said in a playful voice.

Eugene’s heart stopped when she held the side of David’s face and slowly moved her mouth to his. She closed her eyes. Her lips parted, and Eugene clutched his chest when David’s tongue poked out of his mouth and disappeared into Valerie’s.

Valerie’s eyes opened a moment later, giving Eugene a shock. She reached out her hand. Eugene took it and entered their kiss. David kissed him. Then Valerie. Then all three of them were kissing each other at the same time.

David’s hand landed on the small of Eugene’s back and traveled south until it was at the hem of his skirt. David moved his hand beneath Eugene’s skirt to touch his ass cheek, which was exposed from the tiny pink thong Eugene was wearing.

Eugene gasped when David squeezed his cheek with a firm grip. Then he did the same to Valerie and pulled them up close against his hard, masculine body. Valerie reached down and undid David’s pants. She pushed them down and revealed a pair of black briefs with a long, thick outline beneath them.

“Damn.”

“Take it out,” David said.

Eugene bit his lip as he watched Valerie reach her hand into David’s briefs to fish out his hardened cock. It was long and thick and much bigger than Eugene’s, whose cock was tucked away in his panties. He wanted to touch it, but Valerie’s attention was consumed by David’s manhood.

“You like it?” he asked.

“I love it! Don’t you, Eugene?”

“It’s pretty hot.”

“Why don’t you put those girly lips on it, Eugene?” David asked with a smirk.

Eugene wondered what David really thought of him coming out of the bathroom all girly and feminized, but when Eugene really thought about it, he didn’t care. David would happily accept his blowjob, and Valerie would still want him after he sucked the man’s cock.

Why not enjoy himself? Why not throw the rules out the window? Eugene loved wearing the panties and skirt and having a pair of knockers on his chest.

“Yeah, Eugene! Suck his dick!”

Eugene shrugged and dropped to his knees in front of David’s massive extension. He wrapped his hand around David’s thick base and took a deep breath before moving his lips to the oversized cock, which was slick with precum at the tip.

“Don’t be afraid, baby. Put it in your mouth.”

Eugene closed his eyes and parted his lips, and David took the chance to shove his member into Eugene’s mouth. Eugene moaned on David’s thick cock as the man pushed it all the way to the back of his throat. Eugene coughed, but Valerie didn’t let him pull off David’s cock.

Valerie placed her hand on the back of Eugene’s head to hold it in place. David groaned and reached down to grab the sides of Eugene’s face and fucked his mouth slowly, using the entire opening, which barely fit half his cock.

“I can’t wait to fuck that girly ass.”

Eugene made a questioning sound as David’s cock stuffed his mouth. He jerked his head until Valerie finally let him off David’s dick.

“You want to do what?”

“Oh, come on, Eugene! Let him fuck that girly ass! I’ll let you eat my pussy while he does,” Valerie said and lifted her skirt to reveal her swollen, glistening lips. She was so turned on, and Eugene didn’t want to disappoint her, and he could stand having her pussy on his mouth, but could he let David fuck him?

Maybe if his dick weren’t so big, but no, there was no way! David’s cock couldn’t fit into his tiny virgin hole.

“Can’t I just suck it? You can cum on my face.”

“I want to cum in your girly ass.”

“Eugene, let David fuck you and cum in your ass! Actually, can you cum on his ass? I want to watch your spunk fly.”

David grinned as he stroked his dick, Eugene still on his knees beneath him. “So, what are you going to do? Are you going to let me fuck that tight ass?”

“Promise to be gentle?”

“I’ll do my best,” David said and reached down to cup the side of Eugene’s face.

Eugene wanted to believe David that he would be gentle, but how could he with a cock that size? How could he fit it anywhere, let alone Eugene’s untouched hole? Eugene didn’t want to have to go to the doctor because they destroyed his hole.

“Please,” Eugene said in a breath.

“I promise,” David said.

Valerie walked away to her bag and came back with a bottle of lubrication. “Get to your knees at the edge of the bed!”

Eugene stood and walked past David, who was staring at him with a hunger in his eyes that made Eugene’s knees shake as he climbed onto the bed. He got to his hands and knees at the edge as David came up behind him and pushed up his skirt with a rough hand. He smacked Eugene’s ass before putting his finger under the thong. He lifted the tiny piece of fabric and let it snap back against Eugene’s girly bottom.

“You’re so smooth and clean. Fuck, girl. I’m going to bust a nut just looking at your ass.”

Eugene moaned and shook his womanly behind in the air. David bit his lip as he moved the thong to the side to reveal Eugene’s tight hole. David cursed when he saw it and shook his head.

“This ass is tighter than any I’ve ever seen. Maybe we shouldn’t.”

Valerie wrapped her hand around David’s lubed dick as Eugene looked over his shoulder with worried eyes. If David was saying they shouldn’t, then maybe they shouldn’t, but Valerie wasn’t about to give up without trying, and she was really the one in charge.

“Oh, it won’t be that bad, will it, Eugene?”

“Uh… no.”

“Shouldn’t we try to put his big cock in your bussy?”

Eugene couldn’t believe where he was. Just a couple days ago he wouldn’t have bet a million dollars that he would end up on his knees in a dress with a massive cock dangling behind him to enter his hole. Despite that, Eugene couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so free and happy and willing to explore.

“Yeah, stick it in me.”

Eugene dropped his head to the bed and took deep breaths to relax his body. David’s dick was big, but surely he could handle it if he tried. Valerie rubbed his bottom softly as she used her other hand to guide David’s dick to Eugene’s smooth hole.

“Breathe out,” Valerie said.

Eugene exhaled deeply, and David entered him. David’s cock head was thick and stretched Eugene to an insane degree, but Eugene took it, slowly adjusting to David’s member.

“That’s right, girl. Fuck, she’s so tight.”

David’s words were barely audible. Eugene loved the hold his body had on the man, but he was getting close as David’s member pressed against his G-spot. Valerie moaned as she walked away and got on the bed in front of Eugene.

“Eat my pussy,” she said.

Eugene buried his face in Valerie’s womanhood as David slid farther into his hole, but Eugene had already adjusted to the man’s size and loved taking his dick. He loved it even more when he had Valerie’s cunt in his face, so that he could lick it tenderly.

“I’m getting close,” David said.

“Me too,” Valerie said through a moan as her back arched. She put her hand into Eugene’s hair and held his face against her womanhood, and he couldn’t get enough of its taste and smell. It was his woman’s pussy, and he was going to cherish it for many years to come.

“Fuck!” David screamed and pulled out of Eugene’s hole quickly to grab his dick and hold it as he came all over Eugene’s ass.

Eugene moaned into Valerie’s pussy as he felt the hot cum slide down his split and past his hole, all the way to his ball sack that was slightly exposed. Valerie held Eugene’s head more tightly as he reached between his legs to rub his dick through the thong as though it were a pussy.

“Yeah! Yeah!” Valerie sucked in a sharp breath before parting her lips and screaming at the top of her lungs, cumming all over Eugene’s dolled up face.

Eugene came with her, spraying a load into his pretty pink panties as he moaned on her wet pussy, which was covering his face with its hot juices, but he loved every second. He loved all of it. The pussy, the dick, his girly attire.

“Damn, girls. You gave me just what I needed before I leave,” David said and fell to the bed. Eugene and Valerie joined him, curling up on each side of his masculine body.
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David left in the evening while Valerie and Eugene stayed in bed. They all washed up together, taking turns in the showers as they lounged around naked, but Valerie and Eugene changed into slip dresses to sleep and woke up the next morning all tangled together.

Eugene’s eyes fluttered open, feeling as though the past days had been nothing except a dream, but then he saw Valerie lying by his side. Her eyes slowly opened, and she smiled when she saw Eugene, looking like she was staring at the man of her dreams.

“Morning, beautiful,” Eugene said.

“How are you?” she asked as she sat upright to give Eugene a kiss.

“I can’t remember the last time I slept so peacefully.”

“Me neither. Yesterday was amazing,” Valerie said. “I love how willing you were to explore with David. How do you feel?”

Eugene’s ass hurt a little the previous night when he was lounging around and watching TV with Valerie, but the pain had faded by morning, and he was already craving more of David’s big dick. He wanted to see if it would fit more easily the second time around.

“Pretty great,” Eugene said with a laugh.

“Have you thought more about what girl name you want?”

Eugene hadn’t, but he knew the right one would come to him eventually, and he knew that he would probably be using that name a lot more than Eugene. He was excited for what the future had in store with Valerie by his side.

“I’ll think of one.”

“Yeah, you will.”

Valerie’s warm smile melted Eugene’s heart. She was holding the sheet against her body and looked absolutely adorable. Eugene hated that their vacation was coming to an end, but there was plenty more to come for them. He could feel it.

“Should we head downstairs for breakfast?”

“Yeah, but then we need to get your car from the shop.”

Eugene nodded. “Hopefully they won’t charge too much.”

“Did you forget I work with cars for a living? I won’t let them charge a penny more than necessary.”

“You’re the best,” Eugene said and gave Valerie a quick kiss on the cheek.

They climbed out of bed and got ready to head downstairs to a breakfast that was much more elegant than either had expected. The spread on the buffet looked just as glamourous as what they’d served at the reception, and they were both starved after all the energy they’d spent the previous day.

Valerie loaded her plate with fruit and yogurt and sausage links. Eugene wanted more carbs, so he chose the grainy muffins and some waffles with fresh fruit as a topping. They sat at a table on the edge of the dining room that had a view of the countryside, mimosas to drink.

“To your flat tire and our chance meeting,” Valerie said and lifted her glass.

“To my popped tire,” Eugene said with a laugh.

They clinked their glasses together and took a sip, staring at each other tenderly, excited to get back to the city to start their future together.
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“Man, did I need this!” Pearl said as her hair bounced on her shoulders.

Pearl was Eugene’s girl name. His last name was White, and he loved to wear pearls, so why not become Pearl White?

He was wearing pearls now as he strutted down the street by Valerie’s side. It was Friday night, and they were both spent after a long week of work, so they were going to the club to find a guy to share.

“You and me both, girl,” Valerie said and put up her hand to lace her fingers with Pearl’s. “What kind of guy do you want tonight? Hunk? Nerd? Shy businessman?”

“Hmm, I guess we’ll see which guy is checking us out when we get there.”

“There’ll be more than one! What are you talking about?”

“I know, but don’t jinx us! Pearl needs her some dick tonight,” Pearl said and threw her hair back with a laugh.

“Are you going to share this time, or should we find two?”

Pearl rubbed her chin with her gloved hand. She was wearing all white to compliment the heat of summer, but she had on decorative gloves and a cute little red purse to pop against the white.

“Two guys? Not a bad idea, Valerie.”

“You’re such a slut,” she said.

“Who made me this way?” Pearl demanded. “Who taught me how much fun it was to be a dirty little slut?”

Valerie waved Pearl out of her face. The girls laughed. Valerie hooked her arm with Pearl’s, and they went the rest of the way down the street to the club, where a bouncer let them both in without paying a cover charge.

Pearl loved how well she could pass as a girl, but she loved Valerie even more. Pearl would probably be the same boring old guy every night of the week if it weren’t for her girlfriend Valerie, and where was the fun in that?
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UNINTENDED CONSEQUENCES

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

Carla

I couldn’t be more grateful to my best friend Roger Jackson for flying me and everyone else he loved to Cancun, Mexico for his wedding to the majestic Ursula Young. I’d always been jealous of Roger for finding such a beautiful woman. She had the most exquisite bleached hair that went halfway down her back and made her bright green eyes pop. At least Ursula didn’t feel threatened by the friendship Roger and I shared. She knew I preferred women.

The weather had just started to change in Iowa, where we all lived, and I couldn’t be happier to get away from the chilly nights. As much as I loved the gorgeous fall colors, the beach felt glorious. Salty air floating in through the open windows. I arrived yesterday afternoon and had several margaritas while sitting on a bed on the beach at night. After the wedding today, I had plans to leave for Playa del Carmen in the morning because the parties were supposed to be legendary there.

Roger had asked me to be his best ‘man’, and I agreed without thinking. Luckily, Ursula’s friends had planned most of the wedding. I only had to put on a suit and stand by the altar. Ursula requested I wear a suit. I didn’t mind. Whatever made the bride happy on her special day was fine with me; at least I would stand on the side where I could see all of her striking beauty. Her bleach blonde hair styled to perfection. Her makeup flawless. Just thinking about it was making me wet.

Roger was one lucky bastard. Damn him. When would it be my turn to find a hot woman like that? All the girls just wanted me to use them and leave, or they became too clingy and turned me off.

Making my way downstairs, I met everyone outside. Ursula was still getting ready, but most of the guests had found a seat. The wedding wasn’t happening right on the beach, but they’d be able to see it in the background of all their photos. They were having their wedding right when the sun was going down so the pictures would have the glow of the sunset. The wedding had a magic theme because Roger loved magic. Ursula enjoyed the mystical aspects of life. All the details made me want to vomit, even though I was super happy for Roger.

“Congrats, Roger,” I said and patted him on the shoulder when everyone had taken their places.

“Thanks, Carla,” he said and did a little dance. Roger was thrilled, and I didn’t know what to make of it. Ursula was pretty, but she could be a bit controlling. Maybe Roger liked a woman in charge of his life. He was a little awkward. I couldn’t be with someone as controlling as her, though. Not for me.

Ursula didn’t want a procession with everyone walking down the aisle. She wanted to be the only one. Ursula was amazing at playing the part of the princess. She and her parents turned the corner a few beats after the music started playing. She was wearing a gorgeous dress; looking like she should have been in a music video or on some runway in Europe. I looked away before someone read the lust on my face. Anyone could have been looking at me, but I assumed most focused on the blonde ice princess.

I recognized Roger’s sister, Tina Jackson. She was standing with the bridesmaids. I had never met her, even though Roger talked about her all the time when we used to play video games in college. We’d met through our love for video games and science, but mostly the video games. Everyone standing behind me on Roger’s side was from those days in college.

Ursula took her spot next to Roger. They exchanged vows. They kissed, and Roger carried her away. He had gotten a lot stronger since Ursula came into his life. Maybe she made him go to the gym. Roger never said a bad thing about her. Most of our conversations were about science, video games, or sports. We almost never talked about his relationship with Ursula, but it was clear he was madly in love with her.

Everyone made their way to the reception. I changed into a blue mini dress with one oversized shoulder strap hanging down my arm. I wasn’t a very butch lesbian, but Ursula had wanted me to play the part by wearing the suit. For the pictures, she’d said, but I didn’t quite believe her. She could have been a little threatened of the connection I had with Roger, but she didn’t need to worry. Nothing about him attracted me sexually.

His sister, Tina, was a different story. Tina had long brown hair with luxurious waves. She had a pair of breasts that looked amazing in her dress. She had her arms crossed over her chest though, like she never let this much cleavage show. Such a shame; Tina had nothing to cover. I wanted to talk to her but didn’t know how Roger would feel about it. I knew I was staring but couldn’t help myself. If only we’d been sitting at the same table, it would have made everything easier.

People started dancing after the meal was served by waiters who had perfect timing. I couldn’t help but wonder how much Roger’s family had shelled out for the wedding. I knew little about Ursula’s parents, but Roger’s were rich. He had never worried about money a day in his life. Not that I had either. We both came from rich families.

When Tina’s table was half empty, I made my move. There was an empty seat next to her. Roger was too distracted lifting Ursula into the air and spinning her around to notice what I was doing. “Hey, you’re Roger’s sister, aren’t you?” I asked as I plopped into the available seat.

Tina looked at me with unsure eyes but answered in the affirmative. “Yes, I am. You’re Carla,” she said in a flat tone. When did she ever loosen up? Was she drinking a nonalcoholic drink?

The magical theme of the wedding was boring me. How could Roger have picked something so juvenile? At least Ursula had added a layer of sophistication to it with the white and blue mystical decor, but they had a magic show planned and a fortune teller who claimed she was a witch doing readings for free. “What do you think of the wedding?”

Tina shrugged, looking like she wished I’d disappear and leave her alone, but I couldn’t stop staring at the shine in her hair. It looked flawless. I so badly wanted to reach out and touch it but resisted. “It’s fine. Reminds me a lot of Roger,” she said. Tina scratched her elbow. I almost felt bad for talking to her. What was her deal?

“What are you drinking?”

“Soda water with lemon and lime.”

My breath smelled like a muddle of alcohol, but I didn’t care. I wanted to know more about Tina, so I asked a bunch of questions. I learned Tina was twenty-four, three years younger than Roger and me, she worked as an engineer, and she lived in Makanda, Iowa like the rest of us.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

Tina cast her eyes to the side. She put her hands in her lap while rubbing her thumbs against her pointer fingers. “I prefer not to talk about that,” she said.

I threw up my hands. We needed to adjust. As much as I hated the idea of getting my palms read by the ‘witch’, Tina needed to shake off whatever nerves she felt. “Do you want to get a reading? It doesn’t look like anyone is at the table,” I said and pointed to where the fortune teller was sitting with a big smile on her face.

Tina looked at me, then at the fortune teller and back at me. She shook her head. “No, thank you. Go ahead,” she said.

“I don’t want to do it by myself,” I whined until Tina agreed to join me. She offered a reluctant grin when she finally stood from her chair. We crossed the room to the ‘Mystical Lucinda’. She nodded at us when we approached the table and gestured at the chairs.

“Who’s first?” she asked.

I was going to offer, but Tina threw up her hand. I smiled to myself and sat back in the chair, twirling my finger around a strand of my red hair. Lucinda used tarot cards. Tina touched them before Lucinda began. She nodded when she pulled the cards. “Your life is on track. These cards are showing great health and financial strength. Did you start a new job recently? Does it pay well?”

Tina nodded, “Yes. So, everything is going okay?”

Lucinda’s face turned dark. “Well, the cards say that since things are going so well, your life will need a little chaos or change soon, so accept this when it comes. I think you’ll know what it is when it crosses your path.”

Tina seemed to accept this, and all the negative energy had vanished from her face. She probably looked like that when she was working on an invention or in the lab. I wanted to see if I was right, but Lucinda said it was my turn. We did the same process of asking a question to the cards and shuffling them. My influence fresh on the cards.

Lucinda’s face was much darker when she turned my cards. It made my stomach flip. I could have leaned over my chair and vomited. Sweat broke out across my face as I waited for her to speak, but she didn’t. Not for three beats too long. “What is it?” I asked.

“You’re a bold individual, I’m guessing. You take what you want when you want it, but it can be blinding to you. The cards are telling me you might be walking down the wrong path because of your stubbornness. As happy as the world might think you are, part of your soul dies a little every day,” said Lucinda.

Tina gasped and covered her mouth. I couldn’t believe Lucinda for saying such crazy things. “Nonsense,” I said. “We’re in control of our destinies.”

Lucinda laughed, gathering her cards as though looking at them made her sick. “You do not know, young one,” she said. “If we could control our destinies, do you think there would be poor people? Sick people? Even the rich can’t avoid their encounters with ill health, no matter how much money they pay.”

“Science has beaten a lot of diseases, and we’re learning more every day. You won’t convince me that there are larger forces in power,” I said.

Lucinda looked at me with the wickedest smile I’d ever seen, sending chills across my body. Tina was staring at me with her almond-shaped brown eyes like I was crazy. I couldn’t help but think how beautiful she was. “Fine, if you don’t believe me, you won’t mind my proposal.”

“What?” I asked with a snarled lip. Tina reached over to touch my hand, but I pulled away. I saw a hurt expression cross Tina’s face, but Lucinda had brought out the gambler in me. “What do you propose?”

Lucinda beamed and pulled out a vile of liquid. She placed it in front of me. Lucinda waved her hands over the vile, saying, “I see the fork in her road. Will she choose to follow her destiny or create her own? If she creates her own, sometime drastic will change in her life, but if she follows her destiny, she will be left alone.” Lucinda clapped and pushed the vile to me. “I think you know what your destiny is. Drink the vile if you think this means nothing. It’s nothing more than water with my spell.”

“Your spell means nothing, and I can do what I want,” I said. I opened the vile and smelled it. It had no odor. Tina reached over and tried to snatch it from my hand. I held it high. Tina screamed, “don’t drink it. This lady is crazy. Those cards mean nothing,” she said.

I didn’t believe she meant her words. Tina’s reading was full of positivity. Why did mine have to have such a nasty outcome? “No, I’m drinking this, and then I’ll prove to her I’m in control of my destiny,” I said. I opened the vile, stood, and drank it before Tina could stop me.

Lucinda was smiling like a crazy person. She picked up her card and passed it to me. I hated how smug she looked. “Call me and let me know what happens. I’d love to know.”

I snatched the card from her fingers and tucked it into my bra. I pulled down on my blue mini dress, desperate to get away from this bitch who made me feel raw with emotions about my current life and my future. So what if I went against life’s natural current? I was successful. Lucinda could kiss my ass. “Yeah, you’ll be getting a call from me so I can tell you how wrong you were.”

“Can’t wait,” she said.

I screamed through clenched teeth. Nobody could hear us over the loud music. Nobody took our spots when we left the table. Tina ran after me. I just wanted her to leave me alone. I couldn’t wait to get out of Cancun and head down to Playa del Carmen in the morning.

“Carla, wait,” she said.

I turned to face Tina. She stopped, dropped her hands to her knees, and panted. “I hate you for making me run in heels, but don’t let that crazy lady get to you. Did you want a cocktail? I could use something stronger after that encounter,” she said. Tina’s innocent face and gorgeous smile almost pulled me in, but I had to leave. I had to forge my path, and Tina wasn’t part of it.

I shook my head. “No, I just want to go back to my room.”

Tina frowned. “Okay,” she said, looking disheartened until her expression changed, as though she had a light-bulb moment. “We could order drinks to your room! We were just getting to know each other. I’d love to hear about your work. One lady scientist to another,” she said. She looked so happy, and I hated it. I couldn’t spend more time around her after Lucinda had humiliated me.

“Maybe we can chat in the morning,” I said. “Good night.”

Tina frowned. I didn’t know if she was a lesbian or something, but it didn’t matter. Even if Tina was my destiny, no way would I let Lucinda win. I had to get on the bus in the morning and get as far away from Cancun and this crazy ‘magical’ wedding as I could.


CHAPTER TWO

Tina

Over a week had passed since the wedding, and I couldn’t get Carla out of my mind. Mostly because the ‘witch’ Lucinda had cast a spell on the water Carla drank! How could Carla have been so brazen? I wouldn’t have let the water touch my lips. As fun as it was to have the tarot reading, I wouldn’t trust any liquid substance from a woman like Lucinda.

Roger and Ursula were visiting three countries on their honeymoon. A week in each. Weren’t we all lucky to have rich parents who gave us whatever we wanted and set us up for life with excellent schools and even better connections? Roger and I got our jobs because of connections our parents had.

Makanda, Iowa, was a small city, but there was plenty of money. We weren’t too far from Chicago or Minneapolis, and everyone worked online nowadays. I had to travel to the cities sometimes, but we had an office in Makanda because there were such great science programs at the local university, and the prices were much cheaper out here than in the big cities.

Since the night Carla came over to where I was sitting and introduced herself, I couldn’t help but obsess over her a little. Shyness has always been a drawback to my personality, and Carla made me extra shy.

The problem was, I wasn’t sure of my sexuality. I wasn’t a lesbian, but deep-down, I knew I wasn’t straight. Everything was so confusing, so I just took sex off the table for the most part after the two guys I had sex with in college. I also kissed a girl when I was drunk once, but it never went further than that.

The wedding was the first time I met Carla, but I’d always known who she was. There was a photo of her on my parents’ fridge. It was a photo of Roger with all his friends, but she always stood out.

Much time has been spent staring at that photo since it found its way to my parents’ fridge. My deep desire for Carla made me uncomfortable. How could a woman look so gorgeous? She had wide hips, perfect breasts, and fiery red hair that curled in the most sumptuous way.

I hated my mixed feelings for Carla. They drove me wild, so I had acted cold when she approached the table, but I hadn’t wanted to let her go after the readings with Lucinda. I had wanted to stay up too late drinking with Carla and talking about how crazy Lucinda had been, but she ditched me.

She wasn’t around when I looked the next morning either. The hotel said she’d checked out when I finally got the nerve to ask, pretending like she was missing from the wedding party, which was slightly true. Others had checked out that day, too. People could do what they wanted.

Since returning to Iowa, I hoped we’d cross paths. We worked for different companies, so it would happen at the grocery store or a shop or the park. I had been spending a lot of time out of the house when it wasn’t raining. No matter how much I tried to find her, she never appeared. I knew I was acting crazy. Makanda wasn’t that small of a city, but it was the same sensation as when someone has after buying a lottery ticket but before the numbers are called. Everyone is a winner until they aren’t.

I was feeling like a loser without winning numbers. Over a week had passed since I came back from Mexico, and nothing. There was no trace of Carla except for two random beach photos she’d posted to her social media. She didn’t post much, and all of her posts were general. They didn’t give me any clues to what Carla had done since the wedding.

I stood from the park bench where I was sitting after checking Carla’s social media page. I figured I could pick up some ingredients for dinner at the food co-op around the corner, hopeful Carla would be there. She wasn’t in the store, but at least the products I bought were fresh and delicious.

My phone rang while I was walking up the stairs to the apartment I called home. The apartment had been remolded recently, and the rents were high for Makanda, but I could afford it. I didn’t know the number of the caller, but it was local, so I answered.

“Hello, is this Tina Jackson?” asked a familiar voice.

“This is she,” I said.

“Tina! It’s me, Carla! Are you in town? Do you think you could meet me for dinner? I need someone to talk to and couldn’t think of anyone else,” she said. Carla sounded frantic. She had sounded a little crazy with Lucinda, but this was different. It alarmed me, but I agreed to meet her.

“Yes, I’ll meet you. Could it be soon? I’m hungry?” I asked.

“Yes, give me forty-five minutes. Is Neptune okay?”

I didn’t like Neptune. They needed to turn up the lights. Who wanted to eat in the dark? “How about Jillian’s Garden?”

“Fine. Whatever,” Carla said. “Thank you for this. I’ll pay. See you at Jillian’s Garden in forty-five.”

I said something else, but Carla had already hung up. My stomach rumbled. I went home, nibbled on crackers, changed, and went to Jillian’s Garden to meet Carla and eat something more substantial. I was so hungry after a long day of work with nothing but a tiny lunch and zero breakfast.

♦

Carla

Everything had gone wrong. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I take a breath before overreacting? I sowed my own seed, and the tree was growing. Drinking the vile of ‘magic’ water had been the worst mistake of my life, or had it been a blessing? I couldn’t decide.

I screamed at the top of my lungs. I banged my fists against the desk in front of me. Tina and I just spoke. We planned to meet at Jillian’s Garden in forty-five minutes, and I couldn’t pull myself together. Something had happened the night before I left Mexico, and I didn’t know who to tell. How could I tell anyone? Who would believe me?

There was a penis between my legs when I woke up the morning of my flight home. Testicles. My vagina was missing! I screamed that morning louder than I ever had, but sometimes I still have to scream just to deal with it.

I called Lucinda, but she sent me to voice mail. She has yet to answer the phone. She sent a text message, but it was nothing more than a smiley face. What had that woman done to me? How could I get revenge?

I thought about telling my friends but didn’t think they would believe me. They would probably think it was some type of joke. A prosthetic of sorts. The thought of telling them also made me shiver. It gave me chills everywhere. I thought of calling doctors, but would they believe me? My new penis was perfect, as though I’d always had it. All I had was a state record stating I was born female at birth, but identities were stolen all the time.

Would they try to accuse me of stealing my own identity? It was all so complicated, I couldn’t even bring myself to look up information. I just screamed when everything overwhelmed me. Work was a pain too because all of my jeans were so tight, so I’ve had to tuck and wear skirts and dresses with tights on under them to help compress my member.

Twenty minutes passed before I finally stood from my desk to get ready. I changed from a pair of sweatpants into a loose a-line dress. It was lime green, and I wore a pair of black tights under it with black and white slip ons. I pulled my hair back, twisting it around in a circle, and tied it up with a clip. I didn’t wear makeup because I thought I would burst out crying at any moment.

It took me twenty minutes to get ready, so I was running late when I walked out the door. Everything was taking me longer than it should, but some bitch of a witch who wouldn’t even answer my calls had turned my life upside-down.

I wanted to find her and do terrible things to her, but deep down—so deep it would burn if I touched it—part of me liked my new member. It was so big and thick and not too hairy. I would be lying if I said I didn’t play with it in the shower, but it was too strange! It was a violation of my rights! I hadn’t asked for this, and Lucinda was going to pay, but I needed someone to talk to first.

Hopefully Tina would believe me.


CHAPTER THREE

Tina

My feelings for Carla frightened me. They had consumed me since the wedding when she came over to my table to talk. I’d been worried about her since we sat down with Lucinda, the scary ‘witch’ or ‘fortune teller’ or whatever she thought she was. I still couldn’t believe Carla drank from that vile, and I was going crazy waiting for her at Jillian’s Garden.

I’d arrived early, and Carla was running late, or maybe she had decided to skip our meal all together. The thought of her ditching me pissed me off. I hated feeling angry. It was such a disgusting emotion, but I couldn’t help it as I checked the clock on my phone. Every second felt like a minute. Every beat made me want to get up and walk out the door.

The server was looking at me as though I were a pathetic person. Oh, the poor lady waiting for her friend who hasn’t shown up. Couldn’t he do something else besides stare at me? He would if he cared about his tip. Not that I’d ever say these things. If he came over to me, I’d smile and act like everything was okay, just like I’d wait longer than most for Carla to arrive.

I needed to grow a backbone. When I checked the time again, I thought about getting up, but Carla walked through the front door. She noticed me right away and ran over. She was breathing heavily when she bent over to hug me. I loved how she smelled of sandalwood and a grassy meadow. All the anger evaporated when I looked into her big blue eyes. My fingers ran through my hair.

Why did Carla have such a hold over me? She was dangerous, and I needed to watch myself with her. I was so confused and didn’t need to upset myself more.

“So sorry I’m late, Tina. I hope you haven’t been waiting long.”

Right on cue. My lips turned into a smile. I shook my head, “no, of course not. It was no problem at all.” I hated myself as the words slipped from my mouth, but I was a pleaser who hated confrontation. Anything I could do to avoid it, I would; most times. “Why did you want to meet?”

Carla’s lips turned down. She shook her head and called over the server. “Give me your strongest cocktail on the drink menu. I don’t even care what’s in it,” she said.

I would never act so bold. Sometimes it took me forever to pick out a drink. I ordered a fresh-squeezed lemonade with crushed strawberries. Carla’s drink was dark and looked terrible when the server brought it back. She didn’t seem to mind when she drank half of the cocktail in one gulp. “Oh, Tina. Tina, Tina, Tina,” Carla said, shaking her head.

“What? What?” I asked. My heart beat faster. Carla was scaring me, and the strawberry lemonade did nothing to calm my nerves. The server came and interrupted us before Carla could tell me whatever was making her act like a total freak.

Carla took another huge gulp. The server looked at me with even more judgmental eyes. I assumed it was because the person who’d arrived, Carla, was acting so spastic and deranged. “Carla, is everything okay?”

She shook her head. “Does it look like everything is okay?” she asked. Carla folded her lips and made a little screaming noise. I thought she was losing her mind. I glanced out of the corner of my eyes, and the server was watching us. Why had I agreed to come here? I wanted to bury my face in my shirt and run out the door, even though I still found Carla incredibly attractive. Her behavior was just too much.

“No, it really doesn’t,” I said when Carla made another howling noise. “What happened since I last saw you?”

“It’s that crazy witch we met,” she said. Her voice was a little calmer. It seemed the alcohol had taken its effect. Carla leaned back in her chair. “I drank the vile.”

“Yeah, I remember. That was crazy, and so was Lucinda.”

Carla nodded. “Yeah, well, she might have been crazy, but her potion did something to me.”

My eyes widened. “What? How? What did it do?”

Carla shook her head and wiped a tear from her eye. “I can’t… I just can’t,” she said.

I reached across the table and put my hand on hers to offer comfort, but she pulled her hand away and shook her head. “I don’t even know what to think,” she said.

“Tell me, Carla. I’m here for you,” I said.

“I don’t know why I called you. We barely know each other,” she said.

“Your my brother’s best friend. He talks about you all the time. I feel like I know you already,” I said. It was somewhat true. My brother and I had an okay relationship. I preferred Ursula to him most days, but I’d never tell Roger. He talked about Carla too, sometimes, but not nearly as much as when he was in college. “Please, Carla, tell me something. You’re scaring me.”

Carla had a crazed look in her eye. Some people glanced at us. Our table wasn’t the most secluded. “You won’t understand,” she said.

“I’ll try,” I said. I was desperate for anything to get Carla to calm down because it was too much.

“After dinner,” she said. The server brought over the food we’d ordered. We ate in silence until Carla paid the bill after much insistence.

I sighed. “Will you tell me now?”

♦

Carla

How could I trust her? Would Tina hurt me if I told her about the dick between my legs? I wanted an ally but didn’t know what to do. I felt like a crazy person, and people were looking at me like I was one. Perhaps I deserved it, but they didn’t know what it was like to wake up with a changed anatomy.

“Will you tell me now?” Tina asked after I signed the receipt and paid the bill. She looked at me with those almond-shaped brown eyes. I wanted her so badly, but I didn’t even know if she liked women. How would she feel about a woman who had a dick?

I put up my finger. “I don’t know if I can bring myself to say the words,” I said. It was true. Even thinking what to say, trying to frame the words in my mind; it was too much. It was like figuring out an overly complicated puzzle. It was worse than any math test I’d ever had. Of course, I’m a scientist, so I kind of love math.

“Is there any way you can tell me what happened? Write it down?”

No! How could she want me to make a written history of this? I shook my head and thought, and then it hit me. I stood, took Tina’s hand, and led her to the bathroom. She had a horrified look on her face when we reached the bathroom door.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I want to show you,” I said. “Please. I need a friend.”

Tina nodded and followed me into the bathroom. It was outdated but clean and smelled like air freshener. There were two stalls and a small sink. I locked the bathroom door and faced Tina. She was running her hands through her brown hair. “Okay, please hurry. You aren’t a killer, are you?”

“No!” I had been crying and screaming all day, but laughter fell from my lips. “I might be though after what Lucinda did. Just thinking about her makes me crazy.”

“What did that potion do to you?”

“Promise me you won’t tell a soul. Especially your brother!” I said. Tina was the only person I could talk to, but she was too close to Roger. I hoped she could keep a secret.

“I promise,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. I nodded and swallowed as I reached down to lift the hem of my dress. As I pulled up, Tina looked away. “No, please. Look.”

“What are you doing?” Tina asked in a horrified voice.

“I’m showing you what Lucinda did to me!” I said. She needed to see it without all the sluggishness so I whipped out my new dick. It was soft but long and thick. It was a dick any man would want if he didn’t already have, but it had been Lucinda’s curse, and I would do unspeakable things to Lucinda if I saw her again. I intended on seeing her again.

Tina covered her mouth, but she was staring. There was something in her eye I couldn’t read. She looked up at me and asked, “this came out of nowhere?”

“Grew in while I was sleeping. I know it sounds crazy, but it’s true! Lucinda did this to me!” I said and shook my dick.

Tina covered her eyes, peeking through parted fingers. She was trying to act decent, but I was positive part of her was curious. Did she want to use my dick? I wouldn’t mind using it on her, even though I would love to have never woken up like this in the first place! “Could you put it away?” asked Tina.

Where were my manners? I pulled my panties and tights over my dick and dropped my dress. “Sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. Do you mind if we leave the restaurant? The weather is extraordinary,” she said.

It was amazing outside. We walked down the street to the park. There was so much I wanted to say now that somebody else knew, but I was waiting for Tina to speak. She hadn’t said a word since rushing out of the bathroom as though it had some chemical agent on the walls.

Tina and I sat on the grass in the park. It was dry and crunchy. The leaves were red, orange, yellow, purple, and other warm shades. Some were still green; clinging to what was left of summer. Tina rubbed her hands along her thighs and sighed.

“So, how can I help you?” she asked.

“It already feels so much better telling someone. I wanted to tell some of my close friends, but it never felt right. The only dicks they like are made of synthetic materials.”

Tina giggled. Her cheeks turned a reddish color. She had pale skin like porcelain. She was beautiful, and I wanted to reach out and touch her face. I wanted to whisper in her ear that she was sexy to see if it’d give her goosebumps. “Wow,” she said. She came off so innocent. It was adorable.

“Are you a virgin?” I asked. The fall breeze felt incredible, but the air smelled like rain. It was in the forecast for the next few days after weeks of nothing.

Tina looked at me through hooded eyes as she plucked dry grass from the ground beneath us. “No,” she said. “I’m not.”

“Why do you sound so ashamed about it? Sex is liberating,” I said. I wasn’t sure any of the ladies who I’d fucked would want to fool around now, but there would be others. If I couldn’t change back, I refused to live a life without the touch of others. “So, what do you like? Guys? Girls?”

Tina shrugged and looked away. Her lips pressed together. She was picking the grass out of the ground faster.

“You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest. “Will you help me? Lucinda isn’t answering my calls, and I have to talk to her.”

“How can I help?” Tina asked, looking me in the eye. There was an emptiness in them I’d seen many times. She was a woman struggling with her sexuality, and I wanted to help her. Maybe she wouldn’t mind my dick.

I’d bet any money she had terrible sex with guys who knew nothing about the female body. Men could be so lazy when making love to a woman. Didn’t they know there was so much more to sex than penetration and thrusting? I would rock Tina’s world if she let her guard down, but we’d have to wait and see what happened.

Revenge against Lucinda was my first priority. “It might require you taking some days off work because Lucinda’s office is in St. Paul, Minnesota, but I’ll pay you the difference. I need the support if I’m going to confront her,” I said.

Tina considered this as we sat in the park on the grass. People passed us, and I was dying to hear her answer. After what felt like forever, she said, “yes. I’ll help.”

“Perfect,” I said and leaned over to hug Tina. She held me and squeezed before letting go. My dick twitched, getting hard. It was the strangest thing I’d ever felt.


CHAPTER FOUR

Carla

A week had passed since Tina agreed to come to St. Paul. We were here, sitting in the hotel’s bar. I was paying for everything. Tina tried to pay for things, but I refused to take her money, reminding her that we both had plenty and she was doing me the favor. She could pay if I ever had to help her, which seemed unlikely because Tina was prude and had everything in order.

“Are you sure?” Tina asked as she held the burner phone we bought. The plan was to call Lucinda, pretend to be someone else, and make an appointment for the morning. She’d recognize my voice from all the crazy voice messages I left, but she wouldn’t know who Tina was.

I nodded, confirming my interest in the plan to Tina. We had to go through with it. We hadn’t taken off work and come all the way to St. Paul to back out now. It wasn’t a long drive, but it wasn’t short either. “Please,” I said.

We were facing each other. Our knees touched. It took everything I had not to run my hand up her thigh. She looked so good in her tube skirt with a slit on the side. Her black nylons shimmering in the low light. We’d gotten dressed up with makeup and perfume and blown-out hair to come down to the hotel bar. It was over-the-top but made us feel like fancy, sassy ladies.

Tina shook her head as she dialed Lucinda’s number. We’d practiced a fake voice for her on the way here. We’d rehearsed lines. She was a natural actor. Too bad she’d chosen science, but there were enough people trying to make it in the acting world. I was happy to have her in mine. Two women scientists, together, taking over the world. I had to catch myself from getting too carried away. My entire week had been spent fantasizing about this phone call and a future with Tina.

“Hello, I’d like to make an appointment with the ‘Mystical Lucinda’ tomorrow,” said Tina. Her voice had changed and didn’t break. She sounded like a different person. Lucinda agreed to an appointment with her. I couldn’t wait to see Lucinda’s face when we walked through the door in the morning.

I hadn’t planned what I’d say, but I wanted to put fear into her. If Lucinda didn’t fix this, I would take my case to every lawyer, doctor, and anyone else with power I could find. I had gathered documentation to prove something happened when I took that vile. Tina had been our witness and agreed to testify.

Oh, poor Lucinda, so stupid for doing something so drastic at an event as big as a wedding.

As confident as I felt, there was a small voice of doubt in the back of my head. What if this dick was more of a blessing than a curse? What if Lucinda had known what she was doing all along? If she wanted to hide, would she have given me her card?

Tina and I finished our drinks and talked about science before going back up to the room, changing into comfortable clothes. We slept in separate beds, but I could barely get fall asleep planning what I’d say to Lucinda in the morning.

♦

Tina

We had left a part in the curtains, and sunlight was flooding the room with morning light. I rolled away from the window. Away from Carla. Seeing her in the same room as me was too much to handle when all I wanted to do was climb in her bed. I wanted to touch her. See if she would get hard for me. What would it be like to have sex with her? It was all I could think about since she showed me her dick in the bathroom at Jillian’s Garden.

I got out of bed and went to the shower. The confusion I felt suffocated me. I stripped naked and turned on the shower, sitting on the edge of the tub as I thought about Carla. Her breasts. Her curly red hair. The dick she showed me with a light layer of pubic hair. Its length. Its girth.

Reaching between my legs, I touched my pussy. It was dripping wet, awake, and dying for pleasure. The water ran behind me. I felt bad for wasting water but feared Carla would hear the light moans coming from my mouth as I touched myself. As I slid two fingers into my wet hole.

I closed my eyes, trying to hang on to my sense of self; always tried to hide who I was. Why did I think I needed a man when all I wanted was Carla’s big dick and feminine touch? I pressed my hand against my pussy, imagining it was Carla’s mouth. I used three fingers, knowing Carla’s dick would feel so much better, but my fingers were all I had.

When it became too much to handle, I got off the edge of the tub and to my hands and knees on the bathroom floor. I was on a towel. Doggy style. Fingering myself like I couldn’t get enough. I bit my bottom lip and rubbed my clit while my fingers slid in and out of my pussy. Even if I didn’t have sex much, I could still masturbate, which I had mastered.

My legs shook when I came. The water was still running but couldn’t hear it as all sound left my ears. I came a second time, and it was too much. I collapsed to the floor, lying on the towel with my brown hair spread out around me. After a couple deep breaths, I pulled myself to my feet and stepped in the shower.

No matter how hot the water was. No matter how much I tried to avoid thinking about Carla by scrubbing myself like a madwoman, she was the only thing on my mind. She was everything I wanted. Everything I needed. I wanted to suck her dick and play with her tits. Even though I would never say it, I feared Lucinda would change her back today before I had a chance.

I dried myself off and stepped out of the bathroom to grab clothes from my suitcase. Carla was sitting up in bed, watching TV. She looked at me with a curious expression. I was worried she’d heard me. I could lose track of myself when I came. Maybe I’d moaned louder than I thought? Whatever it was, Carla said nothing, but nonverbal clues could speak volumes.

“Did you want to shower before we go?”

“Yes, and let’s get breakfast. It’s free,” she said.

I nodded and went to the bathroom to change. Carla didn’t take long in the shower. Neither of us bothered to wear makeup, and we both put on jeans with light sweaters. It wasn’t cold nor warm today.

We walked through the buffet and found a table away from others. Carla’s curly red hair was still wet. Her big blue eyes full of life. She seemed much calmer than when she first told me about what the potion had done, and I loved spending time with Carla. I didn’t know what ‘sexuality’ I was and thought labels were stupid. All I knew was Carla attracted me.

“I hope we get her good today,” Carla said and stabbed a piece of toast she’d just buttered and covered with jam.

“We will,” I said. But I needed to say more. “Carla, uh…”

“What? Tell me,” she said and looked at me with focused eyes, as though nothing else mattered but what I had to say. She raised her eyebrow when I didn’t speak for a few beats. “Trust me, it can’t be as bad as what I sprang on you,” Carla said and smirked.

She had flashed me with her dick, which was inappropriate, but I would have been lying if I said I didn’t like it. It wasn’t like she had been a stranger. I’d been crushing on her since the wedding, and now all I wanted to do was feel her big dick stretch me. I hoped she didn’t lose it before I could feel it. Words slipped from my mouth, “Carla, I like you. I like you a lot. You’re all I can think about,” I said.

Carla leaned back in her chair. Her eyes widened. “Oh, wow. I don’t know what to say,” she said.

My phone’s alarm went off. It was a reminder that we had to leave for our appointment if we didn’t want to be late. I acted irrationally and said, “that’s our signal. Let’s go. Don’t worry about what I said. It was stupid.” I picked up my tray, tossed the trash out, and ran away as fast as I could.

Neither of us spoke on the drive to Lucinda’s. It was the most awkward ride of my life. Not even the music could relieve the tension in the air. When we pulled up to Lucinda’s, I acted like nothing had happened and said, “let’s get your revenge.”

Carla looked at me with saddened eyes and said, “yeah, okay. Let’s do it.”

The air was off between us, but we had a plan and got out of the car to follow through with it.


CHAPTER FIVE

Carla

I didn’t know what to think about Tina’s confession. I wanted to explore who we could become, but we had arrived at Lucinda’s, and there was too much to do.

Lucinda’s office was nothing like I had expected. Where I thought there would be weird witch objects like they show in the movies, there were beach souvenirs and framed photos of the ocean. If Lucinda loved the beach so much, why did she live in one of the coldest parts of the country?

The woman made zero sense to me, and I hated how she smiled at me like she had known it was going to be us all along. “Tina. Carla. Welcome to my office,” she said and gestured to the plush chairs across from her. Her office could have been in the pages of a magazine. Her hair was pulled back into a tight bun with a flawless application of makeup to smooth out her face. “I thought I would see you soon.”

Lucinda smirked, and I wanted to jump across the desk and pull her bun loose, drag her across the floor, and do so much worse, but I took a deep breath. I couldn’t lose control of myself because some crazy bitch tricked me into drinking a magic potion.

Everyone knew magic wasn’t real, or at least that was what I thought.

“Carla, you’re making me nervous. You wouldn’t want me to cast another spell on you, would you?”

I folded my lips and screamed into my closed mouth. It was the only way I could maintain control of my mind. How did this woman have so much power over me? When I met Tina’s eyes, she stared at me with a frightened expression. She scurried forward and plopped down in a chair. I wanted to yank her up, but what was the point?

We were here. We had come for a reason. The dick between my legs was Lucinda’s fault, and she needed to fix it. When I met her eyes, she grinned. Ugh, I hated how pretty she looked today. “I don’t know how you’re not in jail,” I said and sat down in the chair.

Lucinda let out a breath. She said nothing for several beats. Tina’s foot bounced, shaking the room. I pinched myself to calm my body, but I was boiling inside. “I’m not in jail because my clients act on their own will. Nobody said you had to drink the potion, but you’re too stubborn to not take a bet,” she said.

I hated her. Hated her. How could she be so crude? “You knew that potion would do something to me,” I said.

Lucinda wagged her finger in the air. “No, as I recall, the bet had two options. You could have followed your destiny or charted your own course, as you always do. Why can’t you let life take you where it wants? Why do you have to force everything? Even this conversation we’re having now is under false pretenses. I knew it was you calling, and I knew you hadn’t learned your lesson.”

Tina reached over and touched my hand. I looked down at it, realizing what I’d left that day. I had left Tina. It was her. She was my destiny. How had I ignored my destiny when it was so clear? I went on to Playa del Carmen with little care in the world, stubborn and eager to prove Lucinda wrong. Too bad I woke up with a dick.

“I left you,” I said and squeezed Tina’s hand. I looked her in the eye when I spoke again, “you were my destiny.”

Tina’s eyes widened like she hadn’t considered that. She pulled away her hand, which crushed my heart a little. Lucinda was nodding when I turned my attention to her. “I’m not sure if I’ve ever met two people more connected than you two,” she said, swaying as though she could feel energy in the room.

If she hadn’t made me grow a dick with some magic water, I’d think she was a complete loon. Tina stood and said, “uh, I need some fresh air.” She ran out the room. I wanted to chase after her, but Lucinda told me to wait.

“She’ll come back. Give her time to accept who she is.”

“She told me she liked me this morning,” I said, wishing I had said something back to her. “Do you mind?”

“Yes, I do. I have an appointment soon, and Tina is lost. You’ll have to help her find herself.”

I stood, but Lucinda told me to sit down with a stern voice. I couldn’t argue with her and let my body fall into the chair. “Fine, what?”

Lucinda sat silent for a moment, staring at me with an intense gaze. I relaxed my shoulders. She grabbed a pen and wrote something on a notepad I couldn’t see. “Tell me what happened when you ignored your destiny.”

I sighed, thinking back to how I had partied on the beaches of Playa del Carmen. Tina wasn’t on my mind always, but I thought about her when I was dancing alone. When nasty guys came up and hit on me. I told Lucinda how I went to Playa del Carmen and woke up with a dick at the end of the trip.

She covered her mouth and suppressed laughter.

I wanted to kill her. “This is serious!”

She waved her hand in the air. “I know, I know. I wasn’t expecting that to happen to you. Have you always wanted a dick?”

“No! I mean… no!”

“Normally my potions are harmless and give people something they didn’t know they wanted. Normally people find money or get a phone call from an old friend, but you. Wow,” she said and crossed her arms over her chest. She nodded and rubbed her chin. “This is an interesting case.”

“You’ve never had another one like it?” I asked, leaning forward over the desk.

We both heard a noise. I turned to look. Tina was sitting in the halfway out of earshot. I waved at her. She waved back and turned away so she didn’t have to look at us. I needed to talk to her but had to finish the conversation with Lucinda first.

“No, I haven’t, but don’t worry. There’s an antidote,” she said. She came off much more professional now as she stood and walked over to the cabinets she had on the wall. She pulled out some ingredients and mixed another potion, filtering it, and storing it in a clean vile.

Lucinda placed the antidote on the desk, and I went to snatch it, but she blocked me with her hand. I made an ugly sound and said, “what?”

“You rush too much, Carla. You only woke up with a penis because it was something you desired. This is another reason nobody has sued me. I give people what they want!”

“I didn’t want a dick,” I grumbled.

Lucinda laughed. I would never forget today or her laugh. “Carla, you don’t know what you want. You live life by the rules of others, always watching and reacting to how others feel about you. It’s no way to live, if you ask me. Take the antidote with you, but only take it if you want it.”

“Is there a time limit?”

Lucinda shook her head. “No, my dear, but there’s no going back if you take that antidote. The spell I used only works once. Maybe this was your destiny all along.”

With those words, Lucinda stood and walked me to the door. I muttered sounds, but she rubbed my back and guided me into the hall. Lucinda stood on her toes and whispered, “you never know what you have until it’s gone.”

I turned to her, but Lucinda had already stepped into her office. She looked from me to Tina. Then, she waved and said, “call me if you need anything,” before shutting the door.

“So, she gave you something to change?”

I nodded. “I won’t take it yet.”

Tina’s eyes seemed to brighten at those words, but I couldn’t be sure. Did she want me to have a dick? Did she want me to fuck her with it? It would be fun to try. “Why not?” she asked. “Isn’t that why we came here?”

I told Tina what Lucinda told me about her potion giving people what they didn’t know they wanted. I had never thought seriously about having a dick, but I loved to use strap-ons. Plus, my breasts were amazing. Why would I want to get rid of those when I loved them?

“But we haven’t talked about what you said.”

“Forget what I said.” Tina waved her hand in my face and hid hers. She didn’t need to act shy.

“Tina, please. What you said, it means a lot to me.”

“No, shh. Don’t speak. Let’s just go back to Iowa.”

Part of me wanted to drop to my knees and beg her to listen, but it wasn’t the right time. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s go.”

♦

Tina

The wheels were rolling on the pavement. We passed fields. Barren trees. Leaves hanging on until a rain or strong wind came along to blow them away.

I wished I could take my confession back, but the words were in the air. I’d told Carla I liked her. How stupid could I be? Now I wanted to scream into my closed mouth but was ripping the edges of a piece of paper instead. Carla could see me, but I didn’t care.

Carla seemed to have relaxed. She was a different person since our meeting with Lucinda. She was the woman who’d come up to my table at the wedding to strike up a conversation. The woman my brother had spent so long talking about in college.

I was my old shy self. Prude Tina. I masturbated this morning thinking about Carla fucking me, and now she might want to keep her dick, and I couldn’t say a word? No matter how many words formed in my head, I couldn’t seem to eject them from my mouth. Why did it have to be so hard to be a normal person?

Carla was scanning for a radio station. There were times I thought of asking her to stop but couldn’t even bring myself to say that. I was paralyzed. Worthless.

The scream came from nowhere. I couldn’t control myself. My lips weren’t even closed to block the noise.

Carla jumped and swerved. “Tina, wow! Is everything okay?”

“No!” I yelled. When tears left my eyes, I hated myself even more, but Carla didn’t seem to mind.

Carla reached over and touched my arm. “Thank you for helping me. I appreciate you coming on this trip, Tina. You’re a good friend.”

My breathing evened out after a minute and I said, “thank you.”

“Do you want to get off at the next exit and grab a coffee? Something to eat?”

It sounded nice. The weather still wasn’t too cold. I hoped they would have a table outside for us. “Sure,” I said.

Carla pulled off a few miles later. Neither of us spoke until she entered the parking lot of a fast-food restaurant attached to a gas station. Carla turned to me and asked, “did you want to go inside?”

I shook my head. There was a table with benches outside. Even though cars came and went, it was peaceful being in such a rural setting. The weather wasn’t too cold. “I’ll take a single cheeseburger and fries with a water,” I said. People sometimes made fun of me for eating so little, but my appetite wasn’t huge.

Carla nodded, got out, and went inside. I used wipes I carried in my purse to clean the table. Some people gave me awkward glances, but I didn’t care what they thought. I needed to wrap my head around how I felt about Carla. I liked her and the idea of her having a dick with those amazing breasts, but what did that say about me? Why did I struggle so much with accepting myself?

I ran my hands up and down my legs. Carla came out a few minutes later. She had ordered a chicken sandwich. There was ketchup in little cups on the tray for the fries. We shared one tray, which made my stomach flutter. We ate without talking. Birds flew through the sky. Truckers glanced at us, but we didn’t make eye contact.

That was until one trucker got out of her truck and stole our attention. She was a she and sexy. We ended up laughing about it. “So, Tina, you can’t tell me you don’t like girls.”

It was as though the truth slammed into me. I said the words I’d never allowed myself to say. “I think I’m bisexual.”

Carla made an endearing sound. “Oh, don’t sound so sad about it! Knowing yourself is the best gift we can ever get in this world,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. It came out more like a sigh than anything.

“Tina, look at me,” she said. I looked up at her big, beautiful blue eyes. Her red curls were bouncing in the wind. “You’re wonderful inside and out. I like you.”

“You do?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “Yes. Lucinda might be crazy, but maybe she’s right. Maybe this is our fate. Maybe we were meant to come together.”

“And what she did to you? How can you explain that?”

“Maybe it was all supposed to happen. I don’t know,” she said. She reached forward and covered my hands with hers. “Why don’t we go on a proper date and see how it goes?”

I smiled and moved my fingers so they interlaced with hers. “I’d love that. But could it be tomorrow night? I need to finish a work project when we get home,” I said. If I didn’t finish it, my boss would blast me with emails, and I hated when that happened.

Carla smiled. “No problem. Let’s hit the road,” she said.

We threw out the trash, put gas in the car, and headed back to Makanda, Iowa. The sun was still out when we arrived, which would make it easier to work. Carla kissed me before I got out of her car. We didn’t use tongue, but her lips made me feel things I’d never felt before.

“See you tomorrow,” she said.

I opened the car door and stood there on the sidewalk to wave as she drove away, touching my lips when she was out of sight.


CHAPTER SIX

Carla

Lucinda was a nut, but she could have come into my life for a reason. I no longer wanted to dismiss what had happened. Maybe Lucinda had given me the greatest gift of all.

I stepped into my house, turned on the lights, and dropped my overnight bag to the floor. I went to the bathroom and took a shower to wash the stale smells of highway travel from my body. My stomach a little bloated from the chicken sandwich and fries I’d eaten, but it would go away.

Tina was on my mind as scorching water ran over my body. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I’d heard her moaning this morning at the hotel. Had she been touching herself in the bathroom? Did she think about me when masturbating?

I was used to the sensation of my hardening cock now, but it still shocked me to look down and see it standing at attention. A long rod sticking out beneath my breasts. I almost wanted to take a photo and send it to Tina because it looked so sexy.

Reaching down, I took my cock in my hand. I had my hand flat under my dick, and it seemed so big and heavy. I wanted to slide my dick between Tina’s perky breasts. Would she like it if I did? How wet would her pussy get for this dick? Every ounce of me wanted to find out.

I wanted to hold Tina’s brown hair as I fucked her pussy from behind. My dick throbbed as I thought about everything I’d do to Tina’s thin, feminine body. How I would kiss her softly. Hold her breasts. Make her ride my dick and touch my breasts.

Pressing my hand against the shower wall, I felt my balls tighten. I hadn’t cum yet as a man, but there was no avoiding what was coming. I released my dick to stop the cum. It was too late.

My thick cock jumped and cum squirted out its tip. I moaned and closed my eyes as another stream squirted from the tip. I took my cock in my hand and jacked off to get out everything. Each time my fingers brushed the tip, my body shivered. It felt amazing to cum as a man. The sensation wasn’t as powerful as cumming as a woman, but it felt so good.

I wanted to cover Tina’s face with my cum as I watched it swirl down the drain. It’d look so sexy on her lips with her on her knees below me. I wanted her to worship my dick, and I had a feeling she might want to do just that.

Dirty thoughts flew through my head as I washed my body. Tina consumed me. I needed her. Our date wasn’t until tomorrow, but my dick was ready today. My dick would be ready whenever she wanted to take it.

After my shower and some stretching exercises to calm my restless mind, I went to the bag containing the antidote. I took the vile out and stared at it. If I wanted, I could change back. I could wake up with the vagina I always had, but there was something about having a dick I didn’t want to give up. Power? Hot, thick cum?

Whatever it was, my penis no longer made me sad. It felt like the piece of me I’d always been missing. I took the vile and placed it in my medicine cabinet for safe keeping, but part of me didn’t know if I’d ever take the antidote. I sighed and went to the living room to watch TV for a couple hours before bed. I had to wake up for work in the morning.

Tina and I were supposed to do something in the evening. We’d have to figure that out tomorrow. I didn’t want to disturb her because she told me she had a project to finish, but she was all I thought about the rest of the night.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Tina

I finished my project last night. Touched myself afterward. All I could think about was Carla’s dick. It’d been so big when she flashed me with it. I should have been offended. I should have hated Carla for leaving me at the wedding, but all I wanted to do was explore the possibility of having her in my life.

Lucinda had even said us together was our destiny. Even if I thought Lucinda was a quack, I wanted to believe the words she’d said. I wanted to believe Carla would stay in my life.

We’d agreed to meet at Jillian’s Garden. Carla said we should branch out and try somewhere different, but Jillian’s Garden had the best food in town without turning down the lights too much like Neptune.

The weather had turned a little colder today, so I wore a pair of jeans with a thick sweater. I wore a pair of boots with the outfit. They didn’t have heels, but they were warm, especially with a thick pair of socks.

Carla was early today. She was wearing a pair of suede boots with heels. She had on dark tights, a brown skirt, and a cute long-sleeve top that did little to hide her cleavage. Guess it wasn’t too cold for her. I sniffed Carla when she stood and pulled me close. It was impossible not to notice the smell of vanilla on her neck.

“You look amazing,” I said. My eyes glanced down at where her dick would be, but there was no visible bulge in the skirt. When my eyes met hers, she smiled, knowing where I’d just looked.

“Likewise,” she said. We sat, and a server I’d never seen came over. She seemed new but efficient, like she’d served at other restaurants but didn’t quite know the menu at Jillian’s Garden yet. It didn’t matter because the restaurant had their specials written on a huge chalkboard.

We both ordered something off the specials menu and a bottle of white wine to share. We discussed our workdays in the world of science. It was so stimulating to have a conversation with someone as intelligent as Carla. She had an encyclopedic knowledge of space.

“Why don’t you work for NASA?” I asked.

Carla shrugged. “I’d rather live here. I like my cheap house and decent salary.”

“Yeah, we’re lucky, aren’t we?”

We clinked our wine glasses together. Carla stared at me over the rim of her glass, making my pussy feel crazy things. I squeezed my thighs together and suppressed the thoughts of Carla’s big dick sliding into me. Fuck, how amazing would that feel?

“You okay?” she asked.

I coughed on air, feeling like I’d been caught naked in a public area. “Oh yes, I’m fine,” I said.

“You’re all I’ve been able to think about since we came back from Minnesota,” she said.

I squeezed my legs tighter. My panties were wet. Just sitting across from Carla turned me on more than anyone had before. I remembered how my body felt after she kissed me yesterday and shivered.

Carla talked about animals in Africa, which pulled me away from my dirty thoughts. We discussed our thoughts about that and many other topics in the world: climate change, wages for women, new inventions, and foreign governments.

Conversing with Carla was like recharging my intellectual battery. I didn’t want our night to end, but we’d finished the food. “Did you want to come back to my place?” I asked.

Carla grinned. “Sure! But we have to get dessert first.”

“Here?”

Carla shrugged. “It doesn’t have to be here. Why don’t we meet at your place, and then I’ll drive us to the grocery store? They always have yummy sweets.”

It’d save us money, and there was nothing on the restaurant’s dessert menu I wanted. “Okay. Sounds like a plan.”

We split the bill and met at my place. Carla drove us to the grocery store, and I held her hand the entire way, wondering if her dick was hard. I wanted to pull down her tights and lift her skirt to play with her dick.

The lights in the grocery store were fluorescent and intense. They burned my eyes. It was like when they turned on the lights at the bar to get everyone to leave. We went to the area with desserts and picked out a pair of cupcakes. I had drinks at my place. Carla insisted on paying for the cupcakes, and I let her.

Sitting back at my apartment, it felt strange having Carla in my space. She was sitting on the sofa as I poured us two glasses of white wine and got two small plates for the cupcakes. Carla had turned on sensual electronic music in the background. The sounds made me want to move my body. They made me want to jump up and down on Carla’s dick.

“Where did you find this?”

“It’s a video,” she said and showed me her phone’s screen. We fed each other bites of the cupcakes. They were so rich. We couldn’t finish them.

There was tension in the air, but I didn’t want to jump into sex yet. As much as I wanted it, I’d feel less slutty if we did something else first. “Do you like drawing?” I asked.

Carla shrugged. “I’m not much of an artist, but we can draw if you want.”

“Drawing or a board game?”

“Drawing,” she said and smiled.

I went to my room and grabbed some supplies from the closet. I used to draw a lot more than I did now. Work got in the way of my old hobby, but it felt right holding the pencils. I opened my sketch pad and looked at Carla. She was holding her glass of wine and looked like a goddess. “What if I just draw you?”

“I’d like that. How do you want me to pose?”

I stood and went to the chair across the room. “Whatever pose you want. Make it sexy,” I said, wondering where the prude girl had gone. Carla was pulling the freaky side out of me, and I liked it.

Carla looked great in her tights, her skirt, and the shirt that showcased her cleavage. I started by making random shapes on the page and filling them in with more details. I was never a perfectionist with my art, unlike everything else in life. It was the one area I felt didn’t need perfection.

After several minutes, Carla set her wine on the table and said, “let me see what you have so far.”

I turned the page to her, and her mouth dropped, “You drew that so quickly!”

I nodded. “Did you want it?”

“Maybe. What I really want is move to a sexier pose,” she said. “Do you mind?”

I shook my head. Carla stood from the couch. She pulled the shirt over her head and said, “it’s so hot in here.” She unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor. She took off her tights, standing in nothing but her bra and panties. The outline of her dick was unmistakable. It looked so good, I dropped my pencil.

She took a chair from the dining-room table and placed it in the middle of the living room. She sat with her legs splayed like a cocky man. It was so sexy. My hand shook when I picked up a pencil and flipped to a fresh page in my sketchbook.

Carla pulled her hair over one shoulder and asked, “how’s this pose?”

“Perfect,” I said and adjusted my body so I had a better angle. My hand stopped shaking, and I started drawing. Every angle. Every part of her that spoke to me. She stood for a second to grab her wine glass and looked even hotter holding it.

“Should I adjust in any way?” Carla asked in a seductive voice as she batted her lashes and rubbed the outline of her member. It was rock hard, and my pussy was dripping wet. I set the sketchpad on the table, unable to stop staring at Carla’s beauty. Her gorgeous breasts and red hair. The confidence oozing from her being. “So?” she asked, lifting an eyebrow.

I opened my mouth, and my lips fluttered. I was speechless as Carla stood. Her hard dick so big under her panties, it was popping out the side. Carla reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and dropped it to the floor. Her breasts hung like teardrops on her chest. Her areolas large around her hard nipples. “How’s this?”

I nodded, still speechless.

“What? You don’t like it?” Carla asked with a small pout.

I found my voice to answer her. “I love it. You’re the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen.” Her beauty intimidated me. Her glow was like looking at the sun on a cloudless day.

“Not as pretty as you,” she said and stepped forward. “Would this help your drawing?” Carla pushed her panties to the floor, and her dick stood firm.

I nodded, still struggling to form words. Why did I need to talk when I could act? My body didn’t want to draw. My body wanted to fuck. “I, uh… no drawing,” I said and slid to my knees.

Carla smiled down at me as I looked up at her. She took her dick in her hand and wagged it from side to side. My blinds were open. It was bright inside, but dark outside. I stood to close the shade before stripping down to my underwear. I got back on my knees under Carla. She slapped my face with her dick, and it made me feel so slutty. I loved it.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes,” I said in a breathless voice. I reached down and pressed my hand against my clad panties.

“Open up and take it,” she said. “I’ve never had my dick sucked before.”

It was my pleasure to be her first. Hopefully, her only. I wanted her to myself. She was everything I never knew I wanted. Her breasts. Her dick. I opened my mouth, and Carla pushed her dick between my lips. It was surprising to taste salty precum leaving her cock. I had never tasted it on my tongue. I had never sucked a dick.

Carla’s dick was everything. I felt like a starving animal eating its first meal of the week. I was weak with desire. Filled with her cock. Thirsty for her cum.

“Damn, girl,” Carla said as I bobbed my head up and down her dick. I had one hand wrapped around her cock and the other pressed against my pussy. “Shit,” she said. Carla pushed lightly on my shoulder, sinking me closer to the ground. She held my shoulder and thrust in and out of my mouth. “You like that dick?”

I moaned on her cock, confirming I did. I loved her cock and wanted it every day of my life. Maybe we wouldn’t fuck every day, but I wanted to know it was there. I wanted to know it was mine.

“How about I taste that wet pussy of yours?”

Carla lifted me to my feet. She moved me over to the couch. She took off my bra and panties. I felt so naked and covered myself until Carla told me to stop. “You have nothing to hide, gorgeous.”

Carla was on her knees between my legs. Her arms were moving as she stroked her cock and stared at my pussy. I closed my legs, guarding myself from the embarrassment I felt, but Carla encouraged me. “Let me look. I’ve never seen a pussy this perfect,” she said.

When Carla touched my pussy lips, my body unraveled. She rubbed my clit, and I thought I would cry it felt so good. I laughed, and she laughed with me. “You’re going to make me cum,” I said, feeling overly sensitive. I wanted to last for her but didn’t know if it was possible.

“You haven’t even felt the best part yet,” she said. Carla went down on me, and I could have pushed her away it felt so good, but I resisted. Carla licked my pussy. She kissed my clit. She was so gentle, but every sensation was a chip at my self control.

Carla was pulling me under her spell, and I wanted to drown in it. I never wanted to let her go. I wished it wouldn’t stop, but she sent me over the edge. She pushed me there, and I came all over her lips. She licked up whatever I gave her until I couldn’t handle it anymore and screamed and pushed her away.

I caught my breath as my back slammed into the couch. There was a pool beneath me, but it would be easy to clean. I had the best products.

Carla’s dick was still hard, and I wanted to please her, but I needed a moment. My body was too sensitive. Too spent. Carla sat on the couch next to me, put her arm around my shoulder, and pulled me close. I wouldn’t say it yet, but I knew I loved Carla. I knew she was my destiny. My soul mate. Instead of saying anything, I rested my head on her shoulder, and she squeezed me.

♦

Carla

We cleaned up the sofa. I knew Tina was sensitive to my touch after coming, but I convinced her to stay naked. She was more comfortable as the time passed. I loved when she bent over to do something. How her breasts would hang. How round her ass looked. The little bush around her pussy.

Fuck, her pussy. It was driving me crazy. We were sitting on the couch on a layer of towels, and all I could think about was how badly I wanted to push my dick into her hole. We were watching a movie. It had only started twenty minutes ago, but I was already losing interest in the film with this naked beauty sitting next to me. Tina was everything I wanted.

Lucinda was right. Meeting Tina had been my destiny. Maybe the dick was part of it, too. I didn’t know, but I wanted to use it. Using it would help me know whether I wanted to take the antidote or not.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Tina’s wet hole after another five minutes had passed, so I put my arm around her shoulder to pull her close. She looked up. We kissed. I wanted to be gentle, but another part of me wanted to fuck her hard.

I snaked my hand down Tina’s body when I couldn’t resist. She didn’t stop me, but she flinched when I put my hand on her pussy. She moaned when I pressed against her hole, cupping it with my hand. Tina leaned over and kissed me. I slipped two fingers into her. She panted in my mouth as I fingered her.

She was dripping on my hand. Wet like a flooded street after a rainstorm. “Fuck me,” she said in a breathy voice. “I’m ready.”

“Is it wrong I brought condoms?” I asked as I pulled them from my purse.

“Better prepared than not,” Tina said and smiled. She was so practical. I loved her.

“Let’s go to the bed. Bring the towels,” I said and walked to her bedroom. It was as tidy as the rest of the apartment. Tina put the towels on the bed. I pushed her to her back and lay between her open legs. My dick hardening by the second. It felt so strong and hungry when it was rock hard. The sensation was growing on me.

I sucked Tina’s nipple for a moment. She rubbed my hair. My hands ran up and down her body. I kissed her from her breasts to her pussy. She let me lick her pussy until she begged me to fuck her before she came.

I stood on my knees and grinned at her. She watched as I read the condom box before rolling it over my dick. Lucky for us, Tina was wet and ready. I rubbed my hand over her pussy and stroked my dick as Tina stared at me with passionate eyes.

“You ready?” I asked.

She nodded. We were in the missionary position. I took one of her legs and lifted it to my shoulder before pushing into her. She moaned as my dick filled her pussy, telling me to take it slow. I did what she asked. Her wish was my command. Her pussy was so tight and wet and warm. I never needed another ever again. Tina was everything I wanted and desired.

“Okay,” she said, pulling on my hips to sink deeper into her. Tina’s head leaned back, exposing the veins in her neck. Her nipples hard. Her breasts perky. I took one into my mouth, unable to resist. She held my head as I sucked and fucked her slowly.

My dick was so sensitive, each thrust brought me closer to an orgasm. My toes curled and popped when I tried to control myself. I needed to fuck Tina from the back before I came, so I flipped her over and brought her to her hands and knees. She pulled her brown hair over her shoulder and looked back at me. I slapped my dick against her ass. “I don’t know that I can take it up there,” she said with a terrified expression.

I chuckled. “Oh, honey. Nobody is trying to fuck your ass,” I said. I reached between her legs and touched her wet pussy. Sliding my dick between her thighs, I rubbed it along her pussy, which made Tina pant. She touched the tip of my dick, which was right by her entrance and wet with her juices.

Tina reached back. I knew what she wanted, so I pushed into her. She dropped to her elbows. She moved her hips so I could slide in and out of her easier. Fuck, I loved my dick. I held Tina’s hips and pounded her pussy as she panted. She was holding the sheet, squeezing it. Fabric bunched up under her fingers.

I couldn’t hold my cum for long. I reached around to touch Tina’s pussy. She screamed out when I rubbed her clit. “Cum,” I said as I pulled out and pushed back in. Fucking her felt so incredible, and I knew I was about to squirt like a fountain.

Tina bit her lip. I kissed and licked her neck. I rubbed her clit as my dick moved in and out of her hole. We came together moments later. I held her with one hand over her chest and one on her pussy as my dick emptied into her. When I let go, Tina fell forward to the bed, and my dick fell out of her.

She rolled over. Her breasts swayed. I looked down at the condom, and there was a glob of dangling cum at the end. I pulled off the condom, tied it, and tossed it to the floor. Lying on the bed next to Tina, I held her tight. My dick was softening. Our breathing had normalized.

We turned off the lights since we were tired. Neither of us had showered or dressed. It was unreal. I whispered into Tina’s ear before we drifted to sleep. “I think Lucinda was right about us. You are my destiny.”

All I remember was Tina saying, “I feel the same.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Tina

Waking up naked was strange until I realized Carla was still by my side. I touched her body, moving my hand toward her dick. It was hard. She opened her eyes and smiled at me. We kissed, wanting to make love, but we had to work.

“Will I see you tonight?” Carla asked after she’d rolled off me.

“Yes, I hope so,” I said and touched her. Even though our relationship had just started, I knew it would last. Whether she took the antidote was or not was her decision. I didn’t care either way. I told her this.

Carla stared into my eyes. Her big blue eyes made me melt when she looked at me so tenderly. “Thank you for saying that,” she said and sighed.

“So, we’re going to hang out tonight?” I asked.

Carla nodded. We got out of bed and took a shower together. Carla ate me out. She made me cum. I offered to suck her dick, but she said I could later, which made me smile. Carla wore a t-shirt and sweatpants I had. I was still in a bra and panties doing my hair and makeup when she picked up her bag to leave.

I walked Carla to the door. We kissed. Work would drag as I waited to see her again.

♦

Carla

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror. Last night with Tina had been incredible. Her pussy blew my mind, but her personality had me wanting more. I wanted to know everything about her. Hopefully Roger wouldn’t hate me if I became his sister-in-law in the future.

I pulled the antidote out of the medicine cabinet. It looked harmless, but I knew Lucinda wasn’t a joke. She had changed me, and the antidote would change me back, but I wasn’t sure I wanted that. I loved my dick.

Lucinda told me she could make another one, so I opened the vile I had and poured the antidote down the drain. It felt right once it was gone.

I changed out of the clothes Tina had let me borrow, put on a skirt and blouse for work, and gathered my things. I was running a few minutes late, but they’d have to forgive me. Last night had changed my life.

I couldn’t wait to see Tina later. Work would feel like it was crawling by, but I had to make money to pay the bills.

At least Tina would understand. Two women in science, in love, and ready for whatever life brought us. I pulled out my phone to text Tina.

Me: Last night was amazing, babe. Can’t wait to see you later. *kisses*
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CHAPTER ONE

‘WONDERS’ was the new play that Cameron Rath’s school was producing, and he wanted the lead role. It was a long shot because Cameron didn’t have the physique of a strong man they desired. The directors never put physical descriptions on their fliers, but Cameron knew from the play what they were excepting. The male lead in ‘WONDERS’ saved the woman after a battle. Historical doom, but all the same. They would want a strong man, and Cameron never got those parts. He had never received a lead role; always the man that played a store clerk or someone with one line. He was someone forgettable.

It was Cameron’s senior year. This was his last chance in University to get a role to boost his resume. Cameron couldn’t fail, but he had the worst feeling walking into the audition. A lot of the men sitting in front of him were more masculine and muscular than he was. Cameron sank into his chair, trying to hide himself. After watching the others, Cameron felt defeated. They called his name last.

Cameron went up to the stage. He had memorized the lines but noticed how thin his arms were compared to the others. He could practically wrap his hand around his upper arm. Men shouldn’t be able to do that. Cameron cleared his throat and began the reading.

The judges looked at each other when Cameron finished. They whispered. Cameron wanted to vomit but couldn’t locate a bucket. One judge at the end spoke, “you know, Mr. Rath, it’s not often that we give criticism in an audition, but you’re a senior.”

The professors didn’t need to remind him of the bleak future he might have if they didn’t give him a good role this year. They knew it, and so did he. The department was big, and he didn’t know all his fellow students. He didn’t even know one of the professors, but acting was Cameron’s life. He needed it. Living without it wasn’t something Cameron dreamed of doing, but every day he got closer to graduation he thought of different career options. What could he do with a major in theater and a minor in history?

“Yes, I’m a senior,” Cameron said. He was holding back the tears burning in his eyes.

“Cameron,” one judge said. Cameron had a class with her a couple years back, “you’re just too thin. Male actors need nice bodies. It helps with auditions. There might be a few parts for someone with your body, but you’ll have better chances if you can put on some weight and… muscle.”

Cameron wiped a tear from his burning eyes. He wasn’t about to cry in front of these people. His professors had told him before how tough it was out there. Most of them had tried and failed to make careers in acting. They went on to get their MFAs, but the majority never starred in a major production. Cameron wanted more than that for his future. He wanted to be like Lily, the woman in his graduating class who got all the leads.

She was a star in the making. Everyone talked about her like she was already famous.

“Thank you for your time,” Cameron said. “I’m guessing I didn’t get the part?”

“That’s the problem, Cameron. Your acting is beautiful, but you don’t ‘look’ the part. It pains us to tell you this,” she said, setting down her glasses. The other judges nodded along with her words. Cameron wanted to burn them alive. Watch the building fall. Great acting? But he doesn’t look the part?

Cameron didn’t need to hear that. He stormed out of the theater and ran back to his apartment. It wasn’t far from campus. Foss, Illinois wasn’t a big place, and Foss College was the heart of it. Cameron stormed into his room and slammed the door shut behind him.

His roommate knocked, but he told her to go away. Marie was an amazing roommate. She didn’t care one bit that Cameron was gay. They were basically girlfriends and talked about everything.

“Was it another audition?” she asked. Marie was a business major. She had tough internships, but she didn’t deal with the same rejection that Cameron did. Getting called too thin? Too skinny? Cameron had tried and failed for ages to put on more weight. The faculty didn’t believe his efforts. It showed in the way they spoke to him today.

Cameron went to the door, wiping away his tears with the pillow. Cameron hugged the pillow with one hand and opened the door, “I’m sorry, Marie. It was an audition. They told me I was too skinny.”

“Those bastards,” she said and broke into Cameron’s room. She hugged him and said, “not everyone is successful in college. There’s something out there for everyone.”

“Not for actors. Those bitter professors did nothing special.”

Marie laughed with Cameron, and they watched a show on Cameron’s computer. Cameron loved the way Marie could make him forget about all the bad in the world.


CHAPTER TWO

Jamal Conn got the lead role for WONDERS. He would star as the hunky male that saves his woman. Jamal wasn’t sure how he got the part because he was black, but it would make an interesting story. Maybe they chose him because of that. Jamal didn’t care because this play would be the last time he got to act with Lily Bloom. She was the best actress at Foss College, and Jamal loved starring with her. He came up second or third a lot but had always put in a lot of work. She always got the leads. None of the other women at Foss could compete.

“Where is Lily? I’m ready,” Jamal said. He was talking to the director. Professor Smith was the same woman that told Cameron he was too skinny. She was tough, but everyone at the school respected her. A lot of the students at Foss had successful careers. There was a rumor that she was so hard on her students because her professors in college didn’t push her enough. That was what she blamed for her lack of fame.

Professor Smith tapped her watch, “you know, Jamal. I’m not sure. She should have been here thirty minutes ago.”

A week had passed since the auditions to give Jamal and Lily time to learn their lines. Jamal could hardly stand still he was so ready to practice. Checking his watch again, Jamal cursed Lily. “Is she always like this?”

“Late? No, it’s not like her. She does a lot, though. Doesn’t she play soccer?”

“I don’t know, but we have to get started. I have homework,” Jamal said. He hated it when people arrived late, especially when if affected him. He was trying to keep it together, but every minute that passed was like a minute closer to explosion.

Professor Smith’s phone rang. Jamal watched her closely. She walked into the corner, making odd expressions. Jamal wanted to know what whoever on the other line said. He and Professor Smith were the only two in the theater. They had a lot more work to do with Lily than the other cast. Professor Smith hung up and returned to Jamal.

“What happened? Who called you?” he asked.

“That was about Lily. I’m afraid she had an accident at soccer practice. She’s at the hospital getting her broken leg set.”

“Her broken leg? She can’t do this part in a cast.”

“I know,” Professor Smith said, but there was an odd expression on her face.

“What is it, Professor?” Jamal asked.

“We didn’t assign an understudy for Lily. She always performs. Never sick. We didn’t even think about it.”

“There’s no understudy?”

“For your part, yes. But not hers.”

“We have to have more auditions?”

“We could use Antoinette—”

“No way, she’s nothing compared to Lily. Plus, I want an input in the decision.”

Professor Smith typed a message into her phone. She agreed with Jamal that Antoinette wasn’t good enough, but there wasn’t anyone they could think of that could take Lily’s place. She was graceful, elegant in a way that nobody else in the school could compete with. Professor Smith said she had sent a flier to the printer. Jamal went to retrieve them and place the papers all over campus.

They were screwed if they couldn’t find someone with Lily’s talent. Jamal hated that Lily played soccer. He had been looking forward to working with her for ages, and the universe took that from him. He stapled the pages onto boards and posts with force, trying to release the frustration from his body.

♦

Cameron walked home from class with his head bowed. Had he gotten the part, he would have had practice before that class. His evening class had depressed him that day. It was a history class, and they were talking about how dance and theater had evolved over time. The two subjects he was most sore about, and he had to spend two hours of his evening trying to forget the words Professor Smith said to him. He hated her for that treatment. Too skinny? Who was she to say?

Cameron hugged the books close to his chest wishing he had a different body. One that would let succeed as a male actor. There was only one more play scheduled for the school year after ‘Wonders’. That would be his last chance to prove himself and get a decent part. He didn’t think it would happen. He had tried all of his sophomore and junior year to put on muscle and weight. It didn’t matter how much he ate and exercised, his body burned it faster than before. He had even gone to a doctor who told him some people had more trouble than others putting on muscle. But the doctor encouraged Cameron not to give up hope, which he had done long before summer started.

It was almost the following spring at that point. Cameron wished for a sign that he should even continue pursuing his dream, and that’s when it happened. A loose flier blew off in a cold breeze, twirled in the air, and smacked Cameron on the chest. He pulled the paper from his body. He couldn’t believe his eyes.

Casting for ‘Wonders’: Lead Female Needed

Cameron couldn’t believe it. He didn’t know what happened to Lily, but something must have because she never missed a play. Cameron got out his phone, despite the bitter cold, and searched for Lily’s page on social media. There it was. Tons of ‘get well’ messages were on her feed. Something about a soccer accident.

But then Cameron remembered, he wasn’t a female. The hope was dead on arrival. Or was it? How desperate was Cameron? He had to admit that he was rather desperate for a good part, any part. Could he pull of being a female and beat out the others? Antoinette was good, but they had already cast her for the supporting role. Surely she would try for Lily’s old part.

Cameron knew he had to work fast. The auditions were in two days, and he had to make something happen. He couldn’t believe himself, but there were plenty of men that played women in the past. And women have played men. It wasn’t the most drastic thing, especially in the theater world.

Running back home, Cameron needed help to become the best female possible. He hoped Marie would understand his pleas because this was his craziest idea to date. He had never thought about auditioning for the part of a female, but Cameron was desperate. Stumbling into the apartment, short on breath, Cameron waved the flier in the air.

Marie jumped to her feet. She read the poster and raised her eyebrow at Cameron, “why are you showing me this? They’re looking for a female.” Cameron rocked his head and jetted his arms out to the side. Marie covered her mouth, “are you saying…?”

“Yes! That’s exactly what I’m saying, Marie. Will you help me turn into a woman?” She looked his body up and down. Cameron covered himself over his clothing, “what are you looking at?”

“I never saw it before, but you could totally pass for a woman.”

“So, you’ll help me?”

“When do I tell you no?” she asked.

Cameron screamed and jumped up and down, “you’re the best roommate ever!”

♦

Cameron shaved the hair from his legs. Marie sat next to him in the bathroom finding a song. Loving the transformation, Carmon gushed about how smooth and fresh he looked. A new tune played in the background. Cameron rocked his hips. He had a lot of hair to remove before anyone would believe that he was a woman. Before he could feel the transformation himself. Without believing it himself, nobody else would fall for his disguise. Cameron was an ambiguous name, so he planned to use the part on his resume. He will become a man they could cast as a woman or man. Agents would love that uniqueness. Cameron could see the dollar signs as he pulled the razor up his leg. Dipping the razor in hot water, he watched his hair float on the surface. The remaining bits of his manhood waiting to swirl down the drain and out Cameron’s life forever. Or until his next role as a man.

“Wow,” Marie said, touching Cameron’s first smooth leg. “Let’s get some lotion on that before you turn into a tomato.” Marie rubbed lotion along Cameron’s leg. He enjoyed her touch even though he preferred men. Something twinkled in her eye. Marie dropped his leg and returned her attention to her phone. “You should get started on your other hair.”

Cameron smirked. He lathered his leg and shaved his body bare. Marie helped him with the lotion, averting her eyes. Cameron winked at her, “If only I weren’t gay.”

“I know!” Marie said, laughing. Cameron’s comment released the tension in the room. But he didn’t want to leave without a kiss. He touched her face lightly and kissed her lips. “Cameron! What are you doing?” Marie asked, stepping away from her roommate.

“I thought you could use a kiss.”

“Yeah, but that’s all you’ll do.”

“Wanna make it longer?” Cameron asked. He wasn’t hard but loved the softness of her lips.

Marie blushed, shaking each way. “What has gotten into you Cameron?”

Cameron was only wearing underwear and looked at his hairless body in the mirror, feeling sexy for the first time as age. Skinny on a woman looked much better than on a man. He just needed a wig, some makeup, and a skirt. Nobody would judge him for his thin waist. People would turn his way when he walked down the street. Marie stood behind Cameron and stared at him through the mirror. Cameron reached over his shoulder and touched her face. “You’re beautiful, Marie. I wish I could look half as beautiful as you.”

She rubbed his back. “You are gorgeous, honey. Don’t doubt that for a second.”

Cameron turned toward her. “Let’s go shopping! Girl Cameron needs some clothes.”

“You can borrow mine.”

“But I want a wig. Let’s at least run and get that. Plus, I need a super slutty skirt. I’m going to wear a ton of skirts and tights.”

They left the apartment and went to the mall on the other side of town. Cameron had worn boy clothes but was dying to try on his new outfits. He had picked up cute skirts, tops, and leggings. He needed shoes but had run out of money. Marie promised women wore tennis shoes too, but Cameron had argued that he couldn’t be caught dead wearing a skirt with those. He would borrow a pair of Marie’s jeans that he could wear with boots until he could afford a proper pair of flats with his next paycheck. He was already spending the money he would get on outfits, hiding some shoes in different boxes for when he could return in a few days.

Stopping at a wig shop before heading back to the apartment, Cameron picked out a blonde wig to match his eyebrows. The second he donned that wig, it transformed his face. He looked like a hot model with accented bone structure. The boys wouldn’t be able to resist her like this. They would drop to their knees and beg girl Cameron for a date. They wouldn’t even have the courage to approach her.

Getting back to the apartment, Cameron changed into leggings and a skirt. He put on the wig. They stood in the bathroom. Marie couldn’t believe how much Cameron looked like a girl. “So, we’re like girlfriends now?”

“Something like that,” Cameron said. She still wasn’t wearing makeup but wanted to cover her face. “Can you help me with makeup?”

Marie showed Cameron everything she knew. They spent an hour in front of the mirror trying different shades and colors. Marie was a bit lighter than Cameron, but Cameron added makeup to the list of things she would buy with her next check. Cameron finished the transformation and felt ecstatic. Nobody would remember that skinny boy that nobody cared about besides Marie. Cameron had evolved, leaving behind her boy self. She wasn’t sure that she even wanted to try acting as a man when she looked this stunning as a woman.

Cameron grabbed Marie, running to the living room. “I have an idea.”

Marie had a questioning face. She leaned against the couch. They sat on the floor. “What’s your idea?”

“We should make a video of us making out.”

Marie blushed again. “You’ve lost it, girl Cameron.”

Cameron had even started talking in a falsetto. She loved being a female. It didn’t matter that she had a dick between her legs. “Why not? Do you know how many guys would want us if we made a video like that?”

Marie twirled the tip of her hair. “How many do you think?”

“Hundreds, Marie. The men would be lining up around the block for us.”

“I don’t want everyone to think we’re sluts.”

“But sluts have the most fun,” Cameron said. If she could find a straight guy, she wouldn’t mind only taking it. She just wanted a man to love her. To accept her as the girl with a dick. A cute, hairless dick she would keep tucked in public for her man.

“Maybe we could make a short video. But where do you want to put it?”

Cameron held up her fingers. She wanted to get the video before Marie could protest. Cameron held up the phone and angled it toward them, staring into Marie’s eyes. She pulled the woman close and kissed her deeply while recording. After a minute, Marie pulled back and wiped her mouth. Cameron smiled. They watched the video, laughing at themselves.

“We look like two horny ladies. How about we make a fake account. Foss Sluts. We can have girl send us slutty pictures and videos from around campus.”

“Foss Sluts? Who do you think I am, Cameron? You’ve been a girl for how long, two hours? You can’t even begin to understand how shitty straight men are. They just think women are pieces of meat that are hungry for sex. What would they do if they thought we wanted it?”

“Don’t you want sex?”

“Not like that, Cameron. Don’t do anything with that video,” she said.

Cameron pushed out her bottom lip. “Fine. We will talk about this a different day. How about I experience life as a woman for a week and get back to you? I have to practice for the audition tomorrow.”

“Break a leg,” Marie said and went to her bedroom.

Cameron wouldn’t push her friend toward anything she didn’t want, but she knew how much Marie wanted love. How much she desired the touch of a man. They talked about it all the time, but going out as gay man and woman never worked for picking up guys. Now, they could go out as girlfriends and get all the men they wanted.

Retreating to her room for the night, Cameron practiced for the audition and got plenty of sleep. The next day she went to campus excited to try for the part of the leading woman.


CHAPTER THREE

Jamal went over the list of females auditioning for the lead role that Lily Bloom couldn’t fill. Professor Smith sat by his side. She typed away at her phone as she always did. Jamal had a lot of responsibility in choosing the leading lady, but all the names looked familiar. They were people who hadn’t passed the test last time. Only one name was new: Cameron R. He didn’t know a woman named Cameron. But they had posted the poster outside the university to attract more attention.

“Should we begin?” Jamal asked. Professor Smith ignored him. He cleared his throat.

“Yes. Yes. Bring them in.”

A few ladies entered behind Jamal, and he directed them to the first row of seats. There were only a few to perform. Jamal had seen most of them too. They stared at him with hopeful eyes, knowing that he played the lead male to their lead female. One of them sitting there would get the part, or they would have to promote Antoinette. Jamal wasn’t too keen on the latter option. He’d been avoiding Antoinette since meeting her their freshman year. She wanted Jamal and made it known, but he didn’t feel the same toward her. But that didn’t stop him from messing up one night and having sex with her after a party junior year. After all those passes, Jamal had finally given in. Just for a night, but that was all it took. And Antoinette had hated him since.

Only one of the actresses looked unfamiliar. She must have been Cameron R. Jamal would ask her to perform last. He gave them each a number in the order that they’d take the stage. After returning to his place next to Professor Smith, the first woman began. She was dreadful to watch. They thanked her and moved through the small group. Jamal had all his hopes on Cameron. His fears of Antoinette taking Lily’s part skyrocketed.

Cameron took the stage, staring at Jamal and Professor Smith. Something about her looked familiar, but he couldn’t place it. Cameron read the lines from WONDERS like she had studied for years. The words left her mouth effortlessly. She left go and used the stage to her advantage, showing that she deserved to play the lead role. Professor Smith set her phone on her lap and turned to Jamal, “who is this? I don’t recognize her from our classes.”

Jamal shrugged, “I don’t know, but she’s good.”

“You think you want her for your partner?”

“Think she can handle the lead?” Jamal asked.

Cameron continued acting as they discussed her performance. She stared at them with anxious, hopeful eyes. They told her to stop, clapping for her performance. The other women had left, and it was their first time applauding anyone. Cameron bowed. “Well done, Cameron. Do you attend this university?”

“Yes,” she said in a soft voice.

“Are you in the theater department?” Professor Smith asked.

Cameron nodded and leaned from side to side. Jamal studied her face. It hit him, “Cameron?” he asked.

“Cameron. But he’s a boy,” Professor Smith said.

“I can play this part. It doesn’t matter what I am. I need this,” she said, using her sweet voice. The high pitch fooling people. Jamal stared at the beautiful blonde woman. Petite. He had to admit that Cameron looked hotter. She was gorgeous. Her breasts bounced when she moved like a real woman.

He wanted her.

Not Antoinette.

There was no way that he would develop a crush on Cameron. He could graduate and move to the New York without a commitment. Without getting caught up with a classmate. That had been his goal since entering college, and Antoinette almost ruined that with her vicious grip. Taking advantage of Jamal at a party.

Jamal turned to Professor Smith, speaking in a low voice. “What do you think? Should we let him do it?”

“Do we call Cameron her or him?” Professor Smith asked.

“Cameron, are you a he or she? What do you prefer?” Jamal asked. Professor Smith gasped and slapped his arm. She protested the question, but Cameron assured them it was fine.

“If I look like this, please call me a she. I feel like a woman, and I’m willing to play a woman to get this part.”

Professor Smith shrugged. “If you’re fine with it, I am. I never once thought that Cameron was Cameron. She comes off as a woman.”

“You got the part,” Jamal called. He ran up to the stage and gave Cameron a long, gripping hug. Cameron wrapped her arms around Jamal’s back, and he ignored the twitch in his dick. He stepped away from Cameron. She smiled at him. “Thanks for this. You saved my life.”

“You saved mine,” she said and disappeared out the theater.


CHAPTER FOUR

Girl Cameron got the part, and she hadn’t missed a day since. She never dressed as a boy again after that audition. Having transformed to a woman, she never needed to become a man again; except when she had to attend class. People looked at her when she wore her boobs. They turned their heads at her short skirts in the winter. She didn’t care how cold it was when the wind blew. Looking sexy mattered more than a few minutes of discomfort when she walked from building to building.

Every time she got a check, it was straight to the mall. She paid her bills, but her diet had suffered from her new addiction. No more fancy lunches with Marie. Only beans and brown rice for her. Her waistline couldn’t handle the white variety. But she and Marie had connected on an entirely new level. They shared makeup, skirts, pants, and enjoyed each other in an entirely new way. Cameron loved having a girlfriend to spend time with now that she was a woman. A woman with a feminine dick. A lady that liked to tuck, rock her hips, and watch men drool. She couldn’t wait until her blonde hair grew out and she could stop wearing the wig. It had grown so much over the past month since getting the part, and she was doing every treatment she could to speed the process along. Once it got to shoulder length, she would sport natural hair.

Practices with the play had been going better than Cameron expected. She and Jamal had a natural connection. They clicked. Professor Smith had become overjoyed, admitting to Cameron that she had feared the play was ruined when Lily got injured. Cameron saved the day and loved it. Everyone praised her. Nobody but Jamal and Professor Smith knew her identity. She always changed in the family bathroom right before her classes started. The few moments she had to spend as a man killed her. It wasn’t the same. Nobody liked boy Cameron. He blended into the background. Girl Cameron was a star from a different department. Professor Smith and Jamal had told everyone she was a business student that studied acting on the side.

Whatever people believed didn’t matter to Cameron because she had taken the theater department by storm in a way that her boy counterpart never had. And Jamal. His thick muscles. His dark skin without a single blemish. The way Jamal touched Cameron on stage, she would think he felt something for her. She loved him. Longed for him when she lay in the dark. He was a dream that she would never fulfill. Jamal was straight and knew what rested between her legs. There wasn’t a chance in the world. But they kissed in the play, and every time they practiced that scene Cameron had to squeeze her thighs.

She and Marie had some fun too. They went shopping together. They shared makeup, and Marie told her everything she knew about being a woman. Cameron never had to worry about wearing a pad, but she had sat to pee. Everything made her feel so ladylike. They destroyed any sign of a man living in their apartment. They put out flowers, popery, new soaps, pillows on the sofa. Marie relished in her roommate’s transformation. They grew closer. No pillow fights, but Cameron still wanted to start her Foss Sluts page. She was hungry for straight dick, desiring a hunky man like Jamal to ravage her tight hole. To love her and kiss her skinny body. To admire her new perfume and flat chest. She needed to find a man that didn’t like big titties. She would be everything he could dream, doing whatever he wished. Get to her knees. Swallow. Whatever.

The show was in a few days, and Cameron couldn’t wait to show the world her talent. Every time she glimpsed a promotional poster on campus, her heart fluttered. She was the star of the big ‘spring’ show. It was still winter, but they were in the spring semester. This was her last chance to act as the star. The woman everyone watched and praised. Cameron couldn’t wait to leave her mark on Foss College as the woman who stared in WONDERS.

♦

Jamal was working with the stage crew to finish before the play. There were a lot of last-minute details to adjust, and he didn’t have the energy. Professor Smith had been leaning on him with this production. He had more responsibility than anyone else, and Cameron was too busy becoming a woman to help. Lily injured, and Antoinette hated him. Some others helped, but the main people didn’t lift a finger, and he monitored everything. Some days he wanted to let it fall apart. Watch the roof cave in and crumble on the ground.

Antoinette approached Jamal. He was speaking with a painter when she tapped his shoulder. He turned without knowing who stood behind him, “what do you want? I’m busy.”

“You don’t have time for your top supporting actress?” she asked. Jamal’s stomach turned. Her voice was like a warning call. An alarm that he should run outside. She had one hand on her hip and raised an eyebrow at Jamal. He hated when she disrupted his flow.

“Unless you’re here to help, send me an email with your questions.”

Antoinette scoffed. “Who do you think you are, Jamal? You can’t talk to me any which way you want.”

Jamal ran his hand over his head. He kept his hair short, liking the way it felt like fuzz. “Antoinette. We’re busy trying to get this set together. I’m not trying to come off rude, but you have to—”

She put her hand in his face and popped her lips. The sound echoed in the quiet room. There were others, but they tried to act invisible. Antoinette had let everyone in the theater department now what trash Jamal was. Her words. But she told everyone she could about how he used her for sex once and never called again. People took sides. Some thought it was fine what Jamal did. It was consensual. They were drunk. Big deal. But there was another group of people that hated Jamal and took Antoinette’s side. He could never get peace from the situation. Jamal didn’t care what people thought of him because there wasn’t a chance in the world that he would date Antoinette. She was too demanding and controlling. He wanted someone chill, like Cameron.

“Are you listening to me?” Antoinette asked and waved her hand in his face. She had been talking. Jamal wasn’t listening.

He shook his head. “I think after all these years I’ve learned how to block out your frequency of voice.”

Antoinette gasped. “You’re outstanding, Jamal.”

“Thank you.”

“Outrageous! I was telling you that my part needs more lines. I don’t speak enough.”

“First, I didn’t make the script. Second, Professor Smith got the final say on who played what. Third, unless you’re here to help get this set together, please leave. You’re distracting me, and I don’t have time for it. This show is in a couple days.”

Antoinette screamed at Jamal. She made a scene. He ignored her until she stormed out the room. “Get back to work,” Jamal said. Everyone scurried in different directions. The door shut behind Antoinette, and Jamal thought of how much he hated her. Her outbursts. The way she made senseless demands. It took him everything not to cal Professor Smith and demand that her understudy replace her, but he wasn’t a snitch. He didn’t want to make his reputation worse. People already looked at him with questionable eyes.

Helping the artists, Jamal grabbed a paintbrush and got started on a big piece. It didn’t need detail. He couldn’t do detail, but he could fill a piece with a solid color. A treetop before they drew the leaves. A sky before they put the clouds. They worked the rest of the day in silence, but Jamal knew the crew would gossip. Another fight. Another moment. He couldn’t wait to graduate with his degree so he could move to New York or Chicago and get away from these amateurs. Maybe Cameron could come with him because she was a rising star. Not as a man, but as a woman, she was fantastic. Too bad Lily wasn’t better, or he would push Antoinette out the show.


CHAPTER FIVE

Cameron relaxed in her apartment the night before the show. She was feeling horny and desperate for a man’s attention. Sizzling sounds came from beyond her door. Marie must have been cooking. She prepared the most delicious meals. But there was something else that Cameron wanted to eat. She would do anything to get a man’s attention. If that mean pleasuring her friend, then she would do it. But Marie wasn’t into that kind of attention.

They had gone back and forth for weeks about Foss Sluts. Marie was against creating the page, but Cameron had already done it. She uploaded pictures without her face. Different angles of her on the bed. Her ass in the air. Doggy style with her long hair draped over her face. She loved all the likes men would send her. The dirty comments they would leave below the picture. She needed a dick to suck and wished Marie would go to the bar with her. They could pick up guys in an instant. Marie’s strawberry blonde hair and pretty face matched with Cameron’s blonde hair and slutty attitude were a perfect combination.

Stepping outside her bedroom, Cameron went over to Marie. She stepped behind Marie and lightly touched her hair. Marie jumped, “what are you doing, Cameron?”

“It smells so good in here, I had to come see what you were making.”

“It’s a salsa for my chicken tacos. You want a couple?”

“Sure, I would love tacos. Can I do anything to help?”

Marie handed her a head of lettuce, “you can shred this and wash it. This add a little lime.”

“No problem,” Cameron said and winked at Marie. She shook her head and returned to stirring the sauce.

“I know that look, Cameron. I’m not doing any videos for Foss Sluts. It’s not happening.”

Cameron shredded the lettuce, not mentioning a word. They hadn’t shared the last video with anyone. After they watched it together, Marie demanded that Cameron delete it and never speak of the moment again. Since then, Cameron had made plenty of videos of herself. Strip teases. Other women had sent her photos to add to the page. Men connected via her page. It was the new dirty hookup app for campus. Women posted, men crept. They lurked and waited for the right slut to come along. Cameron still had eyes for Jamal. She loved the online attention but couldn’t imagine sleeping with any man but Jamal. Not until the show ended. The sexual tension she felt fueled her acting.

Marie and Cameron ate tacos at their small tables. Cameron tapped her foot, eager to persuade Marie. They owed the world a video. What roommates would they be if they didn’t share a make-out session with the world? Not good ones.

“Marie,” Cameron said. Her voice stretched out and obvious.

“No, Cameron,” Marie said. She chuckled, but Cameron could see that the situation annoyed her. Fighting her desires.

“Think about it. If we posted a live stream to the internet, all the boys would want us. They would die to come over to our apartment.”

“Live stream?” Marie asked. Her eyes narrowed. “Did you make a Foss Sluts page?”

Cameron sat back in her chair. Her cheeks reddened. “You caught me.”

“I thought we agreed that you wouldn’t make a page, Cameron! You went behind my back and created one? Are there any pictures of me on there?” Marie asked, her voice becoming delirious. Choppy. Unstable.

Cameron shook her head, “no, honey. I would never upload your picture without your permission. But other girls on campus have been sending pics. My page is basically a hookup application.”

“No way! Let me see,” Marie said.

Smiling, Cameron went for her phone. She opened the page and showed Marie all the sluts that had sent pictures. About a third were of Cameron in different positions; either in her bedroom or around campus. But the other two thirds were strangers that loved Cameron’s page. It grew in followers by the hundreds every day. Mostly local people. Some others admiring Cameron and the other sluts from afar.

“Do you even know these women?”

“Not really. I’ve seen some of them around campus. We wink. Keep walking. Don’t you want to add your picture to the page? You can make a fake account just for hooking up.”

Marie covered her mouth, scrolling through the images. There were tons of comments under all the pictures. Thirsty guys looking for a piece. “People say these things? Guys want this?” she asked, gasping. There were some graphic messages. People describing what they wanted from those women. Who could sound the most macho? Who could show the most strength on a keyboard? Cameron didn’t want the men, but she loved the attention.

“I don’t sleep with any of these guys.”

“Right,” Marie said.

“I’m serious. You know I only have eyes for Jamal. I’m obsessed with him.”

“You are.”

“But Marie, what I want is a night out. We should go out together. It’s Saturday night, and we’re sitting around eating chicken tacos. Don’t you want some guy grinding up on you? Feel his hard dick press into the back of your skirt.”

“You’re become such a slut since all this change,” Marie said. She waved her hand in Cameron’s face.

Cameron didn’t feel shame for wanting men. She wanted this when she was a gay man and even more now that she could have the vast majority. Now that guys couldn’t stop when she was near. Few women put the time into their appearance as girl Cameron. She had to look her best everywhere she went. Never ninety percent, always one hundred. “Who cares if I’m a slut? I’m not having sex. I’m just posting pictures. Plus, you know it was hot when we made out.”

Marie touched her boob. Cameron noticed that she squeezed near her nipple. “So, what will happen at the bar?”

“First, let’s post a video. Do you know how many men from Foss follow me? Then, we can tell them we’re going to the bar. And the ladies will come too. We’ll back the place and get out choice of man. They’ll be fighting over us.”

“You think so?” Marie asked. Her voice had turned from hard to soft. Bitter to sweet. She sounded like she wanted to get pounded by a stranger. Cameron hoped Jamal had a friend that followed her. She checked every person that joined her page, seeing if Jamal had discovered her slutty side. She had fingered herself more times than she could count while thinking of his thick muscles. Wondering how big his dick was. Imagining how he would use it in both her holes.

“Marie, the men won’t be able to get enough of us. You can have the hottest one, I promise.”

“I don’t know,” she said, sounding doubtful. Cameron went to her bedroom and changed into a sluttier outfit.

“Put on something raunchy. We’re doing this,” Cameron said. “I need to dance and kiss a stranger.” That was her limit. She was setting a line for herself. All she wanted was to kiss a straight man. Unless Jamal showed up at the club. She wouldn’t have the strength to resist him.

Marie returned from her bedroom wearing a half-buttoned blouse. They sat on the floor. Cameron played some music to soften the mood. They leaned closer together. Their lips touched. Cameron got it on film with the music in the background. They watched it, and Marie tried to have Cameron delete it. But she had done a live stream. It would delete itself in twenty-four hours.

Cameron opened another live feed, “meet my sexy roommate and me at Ted’s Pub. Bring your lady friends. Bring some cash. We’re about to take over that place!”

Marie shook her head. “I can’t believe you.”

“Let’s get you a man,” Cameron said, pulling Marie from the room. They left for the club. Cameron and Marie dressed in clothes inappropriate for the weather. It was freezing, but they wanted attention. And they got it. Herds of people came out to Ted’s. Men and Women. The bartenders were angry with the crowd but happy with the tips rolling in. And both ladies got what they wanted. Marie found a club. Cameron danced with a stranger, sticking her tongue down his throat. Feeling his hard dick grind up against her ass.

But Jamal never arrived, much to Cameron’s disappointment.

♦

Jamal lay in bed, touching his morning wood. He had awoken to a hard-on, deciding if he should relieve himself or not. His thick, black dick squirted out a mess, and he wasn’t in the mood to soil another sock or clean up a pile of his milky goo. Jamal rolled over, ignoring his hardened extension. He checked his phone. A friend had sent a message with a link to a video.

Louis: Isn’t this the chick who stars in the play with you?

Clicking the link, a video of Cameron and another female making out appeared on his phone. Jamal had suppressed his feelings for Cameron. She had a dick. He couldn’t like a female with a feminine cock. That was against his code as a straight man. But Cameron was sexy in that video, making Jamal’s dick jump under his loose boxers that stood erect like a tent.

Jamal wrapped his hand around his massive girth. The size was normal to him, but women always reacted when they saw this length and thickness. Some hated it. Others worshiped his penis like a divine being. He wondered how Cameron would react. He wondered if she had ever taken any big dicks up that tiny ass.

Scrolling through the pictures, Jamal grew harder. Hot women littered the Foss Sluts page, but Jamal’s eyes focused on Cameron. Her peek-a-boo shots that showcased nothing more than a tease hungry for dick. Jamal thought of their time together on stage. The way they rehearsed. The chemistry they shared.

Jamal would bend Cameron over a chair and stuff every inch of his dick into her hole. He would make her take it. The way she stared at him on stage, she had to want his dick. To take all of it. If only he had seen the message last night instead of passing out, Jamal would have gone to Ted’s to dominate Cameron. Leave with her and take her home to use that opening. Both of her openings. Jamal wanted nothing to do with her dick, but he never thought of Cameron as a boy anymore. Everything about her was feminine. To the extreme. Jamal could have easily lifted her against a wall and slipped his dick into her hole. He would try it if she let him. Watch her make out with other girls. Act like a slut.

Stroking his dick, Jamal switched between the video and Cameron’s pictures until he shot a load all over his chest. He couldn’t wait until their next rehearsal. Until the show. They would kiss during every run. Jamal would get Cameron one of these days. Demonstrate to her who ran the show.


CHAPTER SIX

Cameron prepared backstage for their last rehearsal before the big premiere night. She had to act perfectly. Everyone depended on her to replace Lily, the best actress at the school. But people liked Cameron. More so than Antoinette who caused drama on set. People begged Professor Smith to replace Antoinette for her attitude, but she refused. Antoinette had earned the part, she would tell people. Cameron didn’t care as long as she didn’t sabotage her role. The play. Lily was the understudy of Cameron. They would remove her cast the following week, so nothing could happen until then without the play getting canceled.

Brushing makeup over her face, Cameron stared at herself in the mirror. She had made it. Not in the way she first imagined, but girl Cameron shined much brighter. She deserved the role. People wanted to see her act. She had talent and a body to match it. Actors came in a package. It wasn’t just about talent. They had to look the part too.

Someone knocked on Cameron’s door. She sighed. She still had to get into her dress and was running out of time. “Who is it?”

“Can I come in?” Antoinette asked. Her voice familiar. Cameron answered for her to open the door. She didn’t have time for Antoinette’s antics but assumed it was about rehearsal.

“So, you thought you could fool everyone?”

“What are you talking about?” Cameron asked, staring at Antoinette through her mirror. She had set the compact to the side.

“Cameron, really? How obvious is it? One second boy Cameron disappears and then another Cameron magically appears? I will tell everyone your secret.”

“You can spread whatever rumors you want, Antoinette. But I’m Cameron from the business department. You can check the records,” Cameron said. Professor Smith had worked with the faculty to protect her identity.

Antoinette stumbled in the doorway. She stared into Cameron’s blue eyes. Cameron fluttered her eyelids and applied another layer of eyeshadow to help change the appearance of her irises. Antoinette couldn’t discover Cameron’s true identity. She would spread the rumor around the department like wildfire. Her mouth was alcohol on a flame. She loved to start little fires.

“You think I’m going to believe that you’re some business student?” Antoinette asked. Her voice was much firmer than her face showed. She had lines around her eyes like she was stressed that Cameron might actually be a woman from the business department.

“Like I said, Antoinette, you can check the records. But they wouldn’t let you see my records, would they?”

Antoinette muttered something under her breath, but it wasn’t audible. “You stole the role from me. I’m supposed to kiss Jamal. Not you.”

“Is this about Jamal?” Cameron chuckled like she didn’t care about Jamal. That was far from the truth, but Antoinette didn’t need to know that. She could continue with the illusion in her mind. Cameron wanted Antoinette off her trail. “Honey, he’s not my type.”

“What’s your type then? Ugly? Jamal is a god,” she said. Cameron couldn’t argue with that as much as she imagined Jamal dominating her. Lifting her skirt and ripping the panties from her body. She needed Jamal, but they were associates. Nothing more.

Someone else knocked on the door. Lily stepped inside, lifting Cameron’s spirits. She had supported Cameron throughout the entire production and acted nothing like Antoinette. No jealousy. No animosity. Lily helped Cameron read lines and gave her pointers on what Professor like to see on stage. She was the opposite of Antoinette.

“What’s happening in here?” Lily asked, perching on the edge of the sofa. All the women shared the dressing room, but they knocked before entering. Not that they wouldn’t change in front of each other. It was customary.

“Antoinette was just telling me how much she loved my portrayal of the lead, isn’t that correct?”

Antoinette narrowed her eyes, looking like she wanted to out Cameron and start the room. Cameron tested her through the mirror. She could play Antoinette’s game. It was easy to start rumors about someone everyone hated. “Yes, Cameron is doing fantastic work. I can’t believe someone from the business department has such great acting skills.”

“It’s remarkable, isn’t it?” Lily asked. Her smiled brighter than the sun. She always had a soft expression. Her brunette curls perfectly styled. Her cast set to come off in a week, but it only added to her flawlessness. The way Lily could make a cast pretty.

“Unbelievable,” Antoinette added. “I guess we better get out there before Professor Smith kills us.”

“Yes, I just wanted to wish you luck Cameron. You’ve portrayed the character so well, I know that you will do fantastic in tomorrow’s performance. I can’t wait to see. But I was hoping you’d let me act the part a couple times once I get this cast off? In no way do I want to take over, but I’d like to get on stage.”

Cameron loved Lily and wasn’t threatened by her proposal. “Lily, yes. We can take turns playing the part. You’ve done so much to help me. I appreciate you, Lily.”

They hugged, and Cameron glimpsed Antoinette mocking them through the mirror. She moved her mouth without making noise. Cameron shook her head to herself. Antoinette’s negativity didn’t matter. As long as Cameron’s secret remained a secret, she could think whatever she wanted. Jamal and Professor Smith wouldn’t expose her.

“Let’s get out there,” Cameron said and stood. She let Lily lean on her, and Antoinette walked much too fast. She left them behind. Cameron and Lily shared a couple jokes at Antoinette’s expense. But it didn’t matter because Cameron had the lead. She had the part and the chance to kiss Jamal.

♦

Jamal stood backstage waiting for the cue to enter the stage. He and Cameron were performing their first night, and it was the moment for the kiss. The time for him to ignore the growing erection in his pants. Ever since watching that video of Cameron making out with that other girl, he couldn’t stop thinking about her. They had grown close over their time together making the play. He thought about her often, but it had been platonically before the Foss Sluts page. Not one-hundred percent platonic, but he had ignored the other emotions. There wasn’t a chance he could go out with a woman when he knew that she had a dick, but as time wore on his thoughts changed. Maybe they could enjoy one night together and never do it again?

Professor Smith came up behind Jamal and pushed him toward the stage. He hadn’t been listening to Cameron on the other side. Act three of WONDERS. The man and woman touched. They kissed. Magically, a family appeared in the epilogue. After all the battles in act one and two, it was a wonder they could have a normal life. He and Cameron. Their characters. The kiss.

Jamal stepped onto the stage. His eyes locked with Cameron’s. She was a natural. Better than Lily. Lily had a pretentious air to her that Cameron ignored. She didn’t let the role control her. Fill her head with a sense of entitlement. Jamal wrapped his hand around the small of Cameron’s back. He said his line, staring into her soul. Seeing his reflection in her blue eyes.

Cameron said her line. The moment had come. The audience lifted their heads to watch. Lust in the air. Tension. Jamal leaned closer to Cameron. Antoinette’s character lay away from Cameron; dead after trying to murder Cameron. But Cameron had won the fight. Jamal kissed her as the reward. She survived the evil woman and had become the winner. The audience clapped. They roared.

Jamal and Cameron forgot about the world around them as the kiss deepened. People grew quiet as they continued. Cameron pushed at his chest. Jamal released her, and she dropped to her toes. He staggered backward, unable to believe he had lost control of himself. Cameron winked at him and bowed to the audience. The awkward moment evaporated as the crowd applauded Cameron. Antoinette took her side. The other crew did too. Every stood there, bowing.

Antoinette shouldered Cameron as she left the stage. Jamal saw her. He disappeared before anyone could speak to him. His courage had disappeared, and the crew was throwing a party to celebrate opening night. Storming through the hallways, Jamal tried to escape everything. People had seen them on stage. They went beyond acting. A connection had locked them together, refusing to disengage.

Jamal stood in an empty classroom several turns from the theater. He curled into a ball against the back of a piano. Nobody was there that night, but he felt like everyone had his name in their mouth. Jamal kissed a girl with a dick. Jamal is a fag.

People didn’t understand how special Cameron was. If they knew her, an issue wouldn’t arise. Someone opened the door, and Jamal wiped his face. He didn’t look, afraid for anyone to see him weak.

“Jamal, why did you storm off like that?” Cameron asked, using her sweetest voice.

He glanced at her. “We lost control out there.”

Cameron squatted by his side. “But didn’t you like it?”

Jamal shrugged. He held his head between his legs. Cameron rubbed his short hair. Her touch did things to Jamal, but he ignored those peaks of sensations. Cameron couldn’t have any hold on him. It wasn’t right. People would judge him.

“I liked it, Jamal,” Cameron said. She traced Jamal’s body with her finger, moving it around like an ice skater moved on the ice. Cameron wore a skirt. She had changed since the show. Jamal hadn’t. Jamal lifted his eyes for the first time and took in Cameron’s exquisite shape. The way her topped hugged those breasts. Her skirt that revealed a shadow between her thighs. The hairless legs. Perfection.

“I’m sorry for running off like that, but what would people think of me if they found out? You have to understand,” Jamal said.

Cameron shrugged. “Who cares what people think? We have each other.”

Jamal placed his hand on Cameron’s arm. His black skin contrasted with her white. He loved how red Cameron turned when he touched her. Knowing how she felt, Jamal leaned forward. He connected his lips with hers. Their tongues danced, touching like swords having a battle.

“It doesn’t matter what people think, but you know how Antoinette can be. We just have to stay careful.”

“You’re right. We’ll be careful, Jamal. Wanna head to the party?”

“We can’t go there together!”

“Why can’t friends go together?” Cameron asked.

Jamal shook his head. He hated how panicked he felt, but Cameron stirred something inside him. “We can leave, but not until I get something.”

“What’s that?”

“Another kiss,” Jamal said. He leaned over, embracing Cameron. He crawled atop her as the kiss deepened. Her back arched. Her hair a blonde mess beneath her. Jamal touched her body as he kissed her bottom to top.

“We won’t make it if you keep that up,” she said.

“You’re right,” Jamal said, getting to his feet. He helped Cameron up too. “We should save some for later.”

“Later?”

Jamal smacked Cameron’s ass and said, “let’s get out of here.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Cameron and Jamal arrived at the after party. They had driven over together but walked in separately by five minutes because of Jamal’s paranoia. She didn’t mind. All she could think about was the taste of Jamal on her lips. The scent of aftershave. A touch of manliness. Cameron hoped that Jamal could still taste her as he sat in the car, waiting the five minutes to enter.

Marie met Cameron at the party. She already had a mixed drink.

“Did you take down that video?” Marie asked, handing Cameron the drink.

“I told you it deletes itself after twenty-four hours. You aren’t complaining are you?” Cameron asked, knowing that their night at the bar had been a success for Marie.

Marie shook her head. “But we can never do it again.”

“What if Louis and Jamal want a live show? Would you deny them that?” Cameron asked.

Sipping her drink, Marie ignored her roommate. Cameron had seen Louis leaving the night after they went to the bar. They spoke about Jamal over orange juice and cereal. The play came up, and they made the connection from there. But Louis and Jamal played sports together. Hit the gym. Picked up chicks. Too bad Jamal was busy studying that night Marie met Louis. Cameron could have used his dick then.

“You’ll never believe what happened,” Cameron said.

“What?”

“Jamal and I were kissing. For the part, but it became so much more than that.”

“Everyone in the audience stopped clapping, and we were still kissing,” Cameron said. Just like calling his name, Jamal walked through the door. Both ladies turned to admire him. Louis appeared and greeted Jamal. They disappeared to the kitchen, Cameron and Marie watching them leave. “They’re so sexy.”

Marie fanned herself with her free hand. “I know. And that Louis. Oh my, he likes doing dirty things in bed.”

Cameron slapped her friend’s arm lightly, “you’re bad.”

“What were you saying?”

Cameron finished her story about how Jamal fled from stage and she found him in a music room two steps from tears. Sipping her drink, Cameron added a few details about the steamy kiss that followed.

“And I’m the bad one? I can’t believe you Cameron,” Marie said.

Cameron felt like her old self for a moment. She and Marie had been through so much. Old Cameron never would have found a man like Jamal. With his massive muscles and overt masculinity. Cameron got hard just thinking about getting into the bedroom with him. She needed it.

Louis and Jamal returned from the kitchen, walking over to Cameron and Marie. People danced around them. A party was happening, but those four couldn’t expand their attention beyond the sexual tension. It didn’t matter that Antoinette stood in the corner leering in their direction. “Hey ladies,” Jamal said, staring at Cameron. They both knew where their night was leading. Cameron stood straighter, trying to catch her breath.

“So, we were talking in the kitchen,” Louis said.

“Oh my, Cameron. Do you hear these guys?” Marie asked. Cameron put her hands on each side of her body, facing up. The men shared a curious glance. “They want to see us make out.”

Louis chuckled. Jamal rubbed his head. Cameron narrowed her eyes, “what? Is that what you two want?” Cameron moved closer to Marie. Their bodies touched. Their breasts. Cameron wouldn’t mind making out with Marie again for the men but was positive that Marie wouldn’t want to.

“Nobody said that, Marie,” Louis said. “You’re putting words in our mouths.”

“Oh, well that’s too bad. I was into the idea of giving you two a private show,” Marie said. “What was it you wanted?”

Cameron glanced at Marie, smiling. Those men were melted butter in their hands, slipping through the cracks. Cameron threw back her head, exposing her long neck, and laughed. She had learned to use makeup to hide her Adam’s apple. Louis would never know. He didn’t need to. Jamal’s secret was safe as long as he didn’t tell.

The men stuttered, struggling to find words. Cameron leaned over to Marie and whispered, “should we find a bedroom?”

Marie nodded. They pulled the guys, searching the house for a bedroom. After finding one they entered and locked the door behind them. Muffled music played on the other side of the door. They had drinks, but they weren’t too drunk. Marie and Cameron sat on the bed. Jamal and Louis hovered above them.

Cameron stared into Marie’s friendly eyes. They had a connection that went beyond the sexual. Cameron felt that Marie was holding back laughter like herself, but two horny men stood above them. They didn’t want to disappoint. “Ready?” Cameron asked in a soft voice.

Marie nodded. Cameron moved her face closer. They closed their eyes. Cameron’s mouth exploded with sensation when Marie’s met hers. They were two women lost in the world. Mesmerized by the kiss. Cameron moved her hand down and played with Marie’s tight breast. The men hollered.

They sat on the bed, pulling the ladies apart. Louis kissed Marie. Jamal took Cameron. They four of them lost track of time, enjoying the romance.

“Should we get back to the apartment?” Marie asked, pulling away from Louis. He didn’t give her much opportunity to breathe. His mouth hovered by hers, waiting for someone to answer the question.

“Yes, this part is lame,” Jamal said. “I’ll drive us. We can pick up more booze on the way and have our own party.”

“That’s a plan!” Cameron said and hopped up. Louis sighed but followed Marie out the door. They waved bye to everyone before leaving, not caring what anyone on crew thought.

♦

The four of them stumbled into Cameron and Marie’s apartment. Louis commented how he had seen the carpet in the background of the Foss Sluts video. Cameron smacked his chest and told him to quiet down if he ever wanted Marie to make love to him again.

“She embarrasses easy,” Cameron said, teasing her friend.

Jamal unloaded their purchases on the counter: alcohol, mixers, and snacks. Cameron started a playlist on the stereo. She needed tunes. An angelic voice belted a mixture between pop and R&B. Jamal came up behind her and held her hips, rubbing himself against her backside. She moaned. Her head fell back. Their mouth met in a kiss. Louis was trying to seduce Marie on the sofa but having a hard time. His comment had turned her off.

“Let’s play a dirty game,” Cameron said, feeling more alive than she had in years. She was so close, but if things fell apart with Marie and Louis, that could ruin her chances. “Louis, would you mind looking in the drawer under the microwave for some dice and cards?”

Louis sighed but did what she asked. Jamal took drink orders from the kitchen. They only had vodka and two mixers, but Cameron adored how Jamal worked as a bartender. Taking a seat next to Marie, Cameron asked, “what’s wrong, dear?”

“He thinks I’m an easy slut, and it’s all your fault,” Marie said. Cameron nodded slowly.

“Right, but what’s wrong with liking sex? I’m tired of people demonizing women. Men can have sex as much as they want, and nobody gives them flack. Why do we to put our desires on the back burner?”

Marie laughed.

“What’s funny?”

“You sound more like a woman every day. But you’re not the one that can get pregnant and stuck with a baby,” Marie said, not lowering her voice.

Cameron’s eyes widened. She looked back to the kitchen, but the men were too busy talking about basketball. “Be careful what you say. But you’re right, Marie. If you don’t want them, we can send the guys home.”

Marie shook her head, “no. Please, we deserve to have fun. I shouldn’t act like I don’t want him. But it’s hard to think that he sees me as a Foss Slut,” Marie said, using her fingers as quotation marks.

“There’s nothing wrong with being a Foss Slut. Men only make women feel shitty about sex because they have such a hard time finding it. Let’s enjoy these two. Play a game. Forget about our problems.”

“You’re right,” Marie said.

Cameron hopped up from the couch and clapped her hands together. “Let’s go boys, what’s taking so long? Bring the drinks. Bring the dick and cards. Get a move on!”

Jamal and Louis returned to the living room. They played drinking games, taking drinks nonstop. Marie released the inhibitions holding her back. After the fourth game, the ground was a mess. Louis and Marie on the couch. Jamal and Cameron used the floor. Their tongues got a workout.

Drunken, blissful. Cameron lifted herself using Jamal’s chest. Louis and Marie were busy on the couch. Walking toward her bedroom, Cameron winked at Jamal to follow. It didn’t take more than a second for him to come running behind her.

They stood there. Their eyes locked and breaths short. Cameron peeked and saw the outline of Jamal’s thickness. His throbbing manhood. And she needed it. Wrapping her arms around the back of Jamal’s neck, Cameron stood on her tiptoes. She was drunk and wobbly but used Jamal for balance. He caught her a couple times as she stood there staring at him. Not speaking. Letting the electricity flow between them and giving the tension time to build. Cameron couldn’t accept a no from Jamal. She kissed his lips.

“I want you,” she said. Jamal nodded. He looked like he stood at a crossroads, unsure of which way to venture. They both knew the unspoken obstacle holding them back. “Do you want me?”

“Yes, but things are complicated.”

“What’s complicated about this?” Cameron asked, dropping to her knees. She pulled Jamal’s belt from its loops. He stared at the ceiling. His jaw tight. Cameron unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them to his feet, taking her time. Staring up at his face that wouldn’t look back at her. She need him. Needed the pole standing tall under his boxers. Opening her mouth, Cameron swallowed him. Precum stuck to the fabric.

Cameron gripped his dick. She was waiting for him to look at her. To show her that he wanted this as much as she did. Jamal grunted. He watched her. His eyes heavy with lust, confusion, and desire. “What are you waiting for?”

Jamal grasped both side of her face. She moved his dick through the small hole in the boxers. The head thick. His shaft long. Cameron squeezed her thighs together to settle the hard dick, begging for freedom. Her extension didn’t matter. Tonight was all about pleasuring Jamal. Using his dick.

Cameron swallowed all she could. She took every inch she could of Jamal’s massive cock. His dark skin like moonlight. A small ring of pink around the tip. Precum covered Cameron’s tongue in a salty goo. She took his dick.

Moving to the bed, Cameron hung her head off the side. Jamal stood over her and fucked her mouth. He didn’t hold back, using her throat. Cameron breathed through her nose and took his entire length.

“Fuck, you’re one sexy slut,” Jamal said. He slapped his wet dick against her open mouth. Her begging part.

“I’m your slut, baby,” she said, touching her fake breasts. Touching her dick like it was a pussy, pushing against it. Wishing Jamal would fill her other hole.

Jamal pushed his dick back in her mouth, thrusting several more time. Grunting. His balls retracted close to his body as Cameron played with them. He was close to cumming.

When he pulled out again to slap her face, Cameron said, “cum all over me.”

“Then get to your knees,” he commanded her. Cameron dropped below Jamal; her face right under his dick. He leaned down and kissed her deeply. “Take this, slut,” he said, jacking his dick until he came.

Instead of cleaning herself with a towel, Cameron used her finger and tongue to clean up every last drop of Jamal’s milk before falling asleep against his chest in bed.

♦

Waking up the next day, Jamal rubbed his eyes. Cameron lay by his side. Her bra and top strewn on the floor. He doesn’t remember when those came off but recalled how his dick was moving in and out of Cameron’s mouth. How her lips bulged out to accept his dick. The way her eyes twinkled when he had shot his load all over her chest. She must have taken off her soiled clothes, but Jamal remembered nothing after cumming. He had fallen to the bed and passed out after Cameron relieved his load.

She lay there next to him. Her blonde hair wild and much shorter without the wig but still cute. Her large breasts had disappeared, but Jamal didn’t mind the flat chest. He liked Cameron for more than her looks. When Jamal touched her face, Cameron stirred. Her eyes fluttered open, revealing the blue beauties.

“Thank you for last night,” Jamal said. He kissed her. Cameron covered her exposed chest. Jamal moved her hand, “it’s fine. Call me crazy, but it doesn’t both me. You’re all the woman I need.”

Cameron smiled but hadn’t relaxed. She covered herself with the blanket. “We were drunk last night.”

“Are you saying you don’t remember?” Jamal asked. He would be disappointed if she couldn’t recall how she had given her throat to him. The way he used it.

Cameron nodded and averted her eyes, looking away from Jamal. “Don’t hide,” he said. “Think Louis and Marie are still here?”

“I can check if you’d like,” she said.

“No, you stay. There’s no shame. I’ll check,” Jamal said. He stepped out into the hallway and could hear snickers behind Marie’s door. Sounded like they were busy. “I think they’re awake but busy.”

Cameron giggled. “Are you sure about this, Jamal? I really like you and don’t want my heart broken.”

Jamal sat on the bed next to Cameron. He took her hands in his. “Cameron, please. Don’t talk like that. I want you. I want this. Whatever we have isn’t conventional, but you make me happy.”

“What about New York? Your future?”

“Don’t you want to act?”

Cameron nodded. She did. She had always dreamed of moving to the big city. But most people didn’t cast transgender actors. “They won’t hire me.”

“You fool everyone. Play a female. You have the perfect body,” Jamal said, lifting Cameron from under the covers. He pulled her onto his lap; a leg on each side of his thigh. Cameron’s ass grazing his hardening dick. Cameron giggled and nuzzled his neck. “Let’s take a shower,” Jamal whispered into her ear.

♦

Jamal stripped to nothing. His muscles bulged. His dick hung far past his balls. Cameron was too nervous to remove her clothes, but Jamal stepped forward. “You have nothing to fear,” he said, touching her waistline. Cameron dropped her skirt to the floor. She wore panties and nothing else. Her flat chest exposed. A bulge below her fabric. Jamal glanced down at it, but his eyes returned with a smile.

“It’s hot you have a dick,” Jamal said, touching Cameron’s small erection.

“How?” she asked.

Jamal shrugged. “Can I try licking it?”

Cameron didn’t want to remove her panties, but Jamal had desires. He had needs and urges. She didn’t want to restrict him. Nodding, Cameron pulled her panties to the ground. She had shaved everything. A dick without hair. Jamal moved it up and down, inspecting it.

His lips wrapped around it. He moved his mouth, easily hitting Cameron’s base. But Cameron could have exploded from Jamal’s thick lips around her dick.

“That’s fun,” Jamal said and stood. His dick erect. Thicker than a soda can. Longer than an unsharpened pencil. His muscles defined. Old Cameron had dreamed of a man like Jamal. Masculine. He was standing right there. “Get in the show,” Jamal said and spanked Cameron.

She jumped and bent over seductively to turn on the water. “Now that’s a hole I want to use,” Jamal said. His finger poked her ass.

“At least wash it first,” she said, winking at him.

“You’re the one taking forever to get in the shower.”

Cameron entered the shower. The water pelted her skin. She ran some through her natural hair. It had grown since she left the old Cameron behind, but she still had inches to wait. Jamal stepped in behind her. The water stuck to his chest, making his muscles look better. Manlier. Sexier. Cameron pawed at his chest.

“Put your foot here,” Jamal said, moving Cameron’s right foot to where the shampoos were. Jamal squatted behind Cameron so her ass was in his face. He took the soap and cleaned her already sparkling hole, but Cameron appreciated it. She relaxed as the soap ran down her leg. As Jamal’s tongue worked its way between her cheeks.

A moan fell from Cameron. Uncontrolled. Raw. He ate her ass for minutes as the water ran down their bodies.

Jamal pulled back, smacking her wet ass. The sound echoed. Cameron squealed, but Jamal didn’t care how much noise they made. “I need that ass,” he said.

“Take it.”

“We should have brought a condom.”

Cameron spread her cheeks and said, “fuck me, Jamal. I need you. I’m clean and get tested.”

“Me too,” he said. “And you can’t get pregnant.”

Cameron shook her head. Jamal put his hand over her mouth and lathered up his dick, pushing it into her tight hole. His huge dick didn’t fit. It stretched Cameron, and she screamed into Jamal’s hand. But she wanted it. She wouldn’t push away his body. Accepting every inch of Jamal, her dick hardened. Her little feminine dick vibrated from the force of Jamal pushing into her.

Jamal reached around and grasped it, but she pushed him away. “I can’t. I will cum.”

“We need that,” he said. Jamal stroked Cameron’s dick, and she came all over his hand. But her hardness didn’t subside. Jamal pulled out of her and rubbed the cum all over his dick, pushing back into her. The new lubrication allowed Jamal to fill Cameron with every inch he had.

Cameron buckled. She gripped the shower wall, hungry for Jamal’s cum to fill her hole. He thrust, pounding her small hole.

“Fuck, you make me feel good.”

“Cum in me, baby.”

“Shut up, slut,” he said and pushed her head down, pounding her ass. “Who’s my dirty whore?”

“I am.”

“This is my hole, understand?”

Cameron bit her bottom lip and nodded. Jamal grunted, his warm cum filling her hole. He pulled her body closer to his. She leaned back and kissed her man. He had claimed his hole, and she would let him have it whenever he wanted.

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met,” Jamal said.

“And you’re the most handsome man,” Cameron said. His dick still deep inside her.

“Guess we need a shower now,” he said and slid out of her.

“Yes, and let’s make up for lost time. We’ve wasted a lot of water,” she said, rubbing the soap over her body. Jamal laughed, but they finished quickly.


EPILOGUE

The day had arrived. Cameron couldn’t believe that she and Marie had graduated. They had packed their apartment the previous week and were moving that day. Cameron had closed the Foss Sluts account because things were serious with Jamal. And Marie was still seeing Louis. It amazed Cameron that she and Marie had found such studs to love.

It astounded Cameron that nobody had discovered her secret. She hadn’t auditioned for the last play to avoid the drama but had already found an agent in New York.

“What will we do without each other?” Cameron asked. Marie and Louis were moving to Chicago.

“We can meet in Foss?”

“Who’s coming back here?”

“You’re right. There are plenty of flights between Chicago and New York. Plus, Louis and Jamal want to see each other as much as we do.”

“You never told Louis, did you? About me?” Cameron asked.

Marie shook her head but was wearing an expression like she knew something.

“What are you hiding?” Cameron asked.

Marie leaned forward and whispered, “Louis told me that Jamal told him. Nobody cares. You’re safe.”

Cameron about exploded. But just as she was about to say something, Louis and Jamal appeared. Cameron didn’t know how long ago that Jamal had confessed, but they seemed normal. They didn’t look like someone had shared breaking news.

Jamal embraced Cameron; Louis to Marie. Cameron pulled Jamal’s ear close to her mouth and asked, “when did you tell Louis?”

His eyes went straight to Marie, but he maintained composure. “Don’t worry, honey. I love you the way you are.”

Louis awed at his words. Cameron slapped his chest, embarrassed that he knew.

“It’s no biggie, Cameron. We will miss you in Chicago,” Louis said.

“I’ll miss you in New York. You better take good care of my lady,” Cameron said.

Louis promised. There were two moving vans outside. One heading to Chicago; the other New York. They said their goodbyes.

Jamal held Cameron’s hand as they drove down the highway, “I can’t wait for our future.”

“Me neither.”
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1

“You look like you’re new to the streets,” a woman said as she stood over me. There was a sign at my feet asking for handouts. It was next to an empty soup can for collecting change.

I had my knees pulled close to my body. I ducked my head into the darkness between my legs and chest, ignoring the woman who lingered over me. She could leave change for my pathetic ass if she wanted, but I didn’t have to talk to her.

“Why are you ignoring me? Look at me when I speak to you, boy!”

The woman stomped her heel on the ground, making me lift my head enough to catch a glimpse of her. She was beautiful with long, curly brown hair and sparkling skin the color of caramel. She smelled of money, and I wondered what in the world she wanted with a lonely bum like me.

“That’s better. So, when did you start living on the street and begging for change?”

“Last week,” I said in a rough voice, realizing how long it’d been since I used it. Nobody spoke to me. They walked past as though I were a trashcan against the wall. It hurt the first day, but I’d become surprisingly used to people’s utter indifference of my existence after a week of sleeping on the streets.

“How long have you been wearing those clothes?” she asked. “You still look fresh, but I’m guessing it won’t be long until you’re gross and untouchable.”

I swallowed, wondering if this strange woman was right. Would people stop giving me change when I looked grimier? They barely gave me enough to afford bottles of water and a daily sandwich. I didn’t want to end up being homeless forever. Not over some bad moves in the stock market.

I stared into the woman’s soft brown eyes. “What do you suppose I do? I can’t afford to wash my clothes.”

“You could buy some new ones from a thrift store, or you can come with me. I have a washing machine at my place, and I’m pretty sure there are some leftovers in the fridge.”

“Why would I go with you? You’ll probably chop me up and stuff me into a freezer,” I said with my arms still hugging my knees. This woman didn’t look like she would kill me, but I wasn’t about to go with her, even if that meant spending another night on the streets. I could figure out how to get out of my situation. I didn’t need her food nor her generosity.

“You’re acting like a little bitch, dude. I’m just trying to help you,” she said.

“What’s in it for you?”

The woman grinned, letting a hint of mischief pass through her eyes. “Why don’t you come back to my apartment, and I’ll tell you there? Who’s more at risk? The boy on the street, or the woman letting some homeless guy into her apartment?”

I couldn’t argue with her reasoning. It was weird having to live off the generosity of others. Until a week ago, I was making a killing in the stock market, but then I got too confident. I made a series of large, risky bets, only to watch them tank and leave me flat broke.

My landlord kicked me out two months after I stopped paying rent. Nobody would hire me or give me a loan when they found out how much I’d leveraged on those bets. A few stupid decisions were costing me my entire life. They cost me everything I’d worked to build. I now owed my broker a chuck of change and honestly didn’t know how I would dig myself out of this hole.

My bank accounts were at zero, I couldn’t get a loan, and my credit cards were all maxed out from living in hotels after losing my apartment because my stock market account had gone from hundreds of thousands to a few hundred dollars seemingly overnight.

“So, are you coming with me or not?” the woman asked when I hadn’t replied.

“Will you tell me your name first?”

“Sure,” she said with a laugh. “I get so caught up with ideas that I forget my manners. I’m Ruby. What’s your name, handsome?”

My body warmed. Was this lady trying to have sex with me? I should have considered that before I tried to push her away because she’s fucking hot, and she looked like a million dollars compared to my grimy self. Losing the money put me in a bad place mentally, and I honestly couldn’t see anything besides dollar signs.”

“I’m Kevin. What ideas did you have?”

“Nothing you can’t say no to, but we should talk at my house. Do you like Thai noodles?”

“Sure, why not? I’ve been eating hamburgers every day because they’re easy to eat with my hands.”

“Yeah, we’ll need to wash those the second we get to my place.”

“I’d like that, Ruby.” I was feeling brighter and released my arms from around my knees to pick myself up off the ground. Ruby was wearing a fabulous blue dress that stopped at her knees and a pair of matching pumps. I honestly didn’t know what she wanted to do with me, but I could use some time off the streets.

Living on the streets wasn’t as bad as I’d imagined that day when I couldn’t afford a hotel because my credit cards were maxed out, but it certainly wasn’t ideal. I missed my bed and my apartment near the train. At least the weather was still warm, but the warm days wouldn’t last forever. The nights would get colder soon. We were already in the last days of summer.

“All right. Let’s go. I don’t live far,” Ruby said and waved for me to follow.

I picked up my empty soup can from the sidewalk and jogged to catch up with Ruby, who was strutting down the sidewalk like a model on the runway. She was fabulous.

I honestly never would have guessed what she wanted to do with me, but I was about to find out.
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“Your place is stunning,” I said as we walked through Ruby’s doors after exiting the elevator at the twelfth floor. There was a little hallway with an oversized painting on the right wall. There were doors on the left wall. The hallway led to a living room with floor-to-ceiling windows.

“Thank you,” Ruby said. She flipped her hair with a hand as she spun in a circle, letting her hair catch in the wind. “Living a fabulous life is my top priority.”

“I see that.” I felt so much smaller than Ruby. She was so elegant. There was no television in sight. Only fabulous furniture and paintings and a wall of books.

Ruby set her purse on the kitchen counter and opened the fridge. She pulled out a clear takeout container. She plopped the food onto a plate and stuck it in the microwave.

“Would you like something to drink, Kevin? I have beer, wine, water, milk, and juice. What do you want?”

Ruby was holding open her fridge, and I couldn’t believe all the stuff she had in there. I never kept my fridge so well stocked, even when I was earning more than I ever had. Ruby lifted an eyebrow as I stared into the misty light.

“You’re running up my light bill, Kevin! What do you want?”

“I’ll take water, with ice, if you have it.”

“Sure,” Ruby said and closed the fridge door. She grabbed a glass and filled it with ice and water, passing it to me. She opened a beer for herself and took the plate out of the microwave since it’d beeped while she was fixing the drinks.

“Can I help you with anything? I feel bad.”

“We’ll see if you can help me, but why don’t you eat? I need to respond to some emails, anyway.”

I nodded and pushed the Thai noodles around on my plate as Ruby grabbed her laptop. I felt so out of place in her elegant apartment. She was everything I could never be.

Part of me had always been curious about what it’d be like to wear a dress or put on makeup. So many women went through endless trouble to look incredible while many men did next to nothing.

“Go on, eat! We have a lot to discuss once I send off these emails.”

I nodded and poked my fork into the food, slowly guiding the noodles to my mouth. I ate faster after getting a taste. Ruby was still busy typing on her computer by the time I cleaned my plate and polished off the glass of water.

“You were hungry, weren’t you?” Ruby asked while peeking around from her computer.

“Yeah,” I said in a light voice. “I still don’t understand why you’re being so nice to me.”

Ruby ignored my statement. “Didn’t we say something about washing your clothes? Why don’t you take them off and shower? Stick your dirty clothes outside the bathroom door, and I’ll start a load.”

“Uh, okay. That would be nice. I haven’t showered all week.”

“Wait,” she said and stood from her computer. “Let me grab you a washcloth, so you don’t use mine.”

“Okay,” I said and nodded, feeling more helpless than I ever had. The truth was I didn’t even have a place to wash my feet. I probably reeked, but Ruby didn’t seem to mind. She was so warm and friendly, and I said a little thank you to the universe for sending her my way.

Ruby picked my plate up from the table. She dropped it in the sink before hooking her arm under my shoulder to shepherd me to the bathroom.

“Get in there and take off your clothes. I’ll grab you a towel.”

I nodded and stepped into the bathroom, seeing myself in a mirror for the first time since moving out of the hotel. I looked terrible. There was dirt caked to my face. I’d washed my hands before eating, but the rest of my skin looked like a forgotten toy that’d been left outside in the mud.

There was a soft knock on the door. “I have your towel.”

“Yeah,” I called and went to open the door. Ruby passed me the towel, still looking at me without a hint of judgement. “Why are you being so nice?” Part of me worried Ruby was just buttering me up to stab me in the back while I wasn’t looking.

“You’ll see. Don’t worry. I promise I won’t hurt you. I run a business, and you might be great for it.”

“What kind of business?”

Ruby grinned and said nothing as she pulled the door closed. “I’ll have a change of clothes for you. Just holler once you’re all nice and clean, and don’t forget to set those dirty clothes in the hallway, so I can start a load of laundry.”

“Okay,” I said loudly enough for Ruby to hear, but I didn’t shout. I slowly stripped naked until I was down to my underwear, which was much dirtier than I’d realized. All my clothes seemed utterly disgusting next to Ruby’s pristine bathroom. She had candles and potpourri and cute framed prints hanging on the painting walls.

My cock looked hairy and shriveled up when I stood in front of the mirror, checking out my naked body. I used to manscape. I used to have designer clothing. My boxers were designer, but they were so nasty that I considered tossing them in the trash instead of putting them in the hallway for a wash.

I wanted to curl up and evaporate from the world. How was I ever going to crawl out of the hole I’d dug for myself? I owed my broker thousands and thousands of dollars. Plus, I had a mountain of student-loan debt and maxed-out credit cards.

My life would forever be an endless staircase of unsurmountable debt. The interest would add more each month than I could ever pay. I spent the last week trying to figure out how I’d turn a new leaf. I thought of a million different ideas. Nothing seemed like it would be enough to correct the course I was on. Hopefully Ruby had an idea that would help me, but I wasn’t feeling confident.

My hole of debt was deep and expanding by the day.

I took a deep breath and gathered my clothes from the floor. I didn’t bother putting a towel around my waist because it would only dirty the fabric. It was bad enough that my feet were already leaving marks on the bathmats.

I opened the door and tossed my clothes into the hallway, too ashamed of them to even yell out to Ruby. I slammed the door shut and raced over to the shower, turning the water on and stepping beneath the stream. The water was too hot, but I didn’t care. I loved how it scalded my skin.

I grabbed the fresh washcloth and looked at the soaps, but they were all super feminine. A girly soap was better than nothing though, so I turned over a bottle of floral scented shower gel to cover my washcloth. I held the washcloth under the water for a moment to activate the bubbles.

I let the floral smells twirl into my nose. I’d gotten so used to the soaps at the hotel that I forgot how luxurious a nice one could be. The dirt vanished from my skin as I rubbed.

“There’s some lotion in the drawer when you finish!” Ruby hollered, making me jump. I held a hand against my chest as I caught my breath. “Don’t forget to moisturize. I put some clothes in the hallway for you!”

“Thanks, Ruby.”

“No problem,” she said in her sweet voice.

It took me about thirty minutes of scrubbing every nook and cranny to feel completely clean. I went over my body one last time for good measure before rinsing off. Steam swirled from my reddened skin, and the bathroom looked like a sauna when I stepped out to wrap myself with a towel.

I felt the freshest I’d ever felt in my life. There was nothing like being homeless for a week to make a shower feel magical. I dried myself slowly, savoring every inch of my washed skin. I found the lotion next and rubbed it all over, as Ruby had asked. I wasn’t much of a lotion person, but it was a marvelous suggestion.

All was right in the world until I opened the bathroom door and found a rather feminine outfit sitting in the hallway. I could also hear the gentle sounds of a washing machine working in the background, so there was no option of putting on my old clothes, even though that would have been a terrible idea. They were disgusting.

“Ruby, uh, why are there panties and a skirt out here?”

Ruby appeared out of nowhere, making me jump. She grinned and picked up the clothes she’d placed outside the bathroom door.

“Well, that’s the thing, Kevin. My business involves a special kind of girl, and I was hoping to recruit you to our team.”

My eyes widened when I realized what Ruby was saying, even though I didn’t exactly understand what she was saying, but I understood that she wanted to dress me up as a girl.


3

“I can’t put on panties!” I was standing in the bathroom’s doorway with a towel wrapped around my waist. Steam billowed out from behind me as Ruby held the womanly clothes in her hands.

“You have the perfect body for it. Don’t you want to make some quick cash and get back on your feet?”

“Make money how?”

Ruby grinned. “I’ll tell you all the details. Just put on the panties and the skirt. I want to see how you look before I make any offers.”

“You’re kidding,” I said in a deadpan expression.

“Does it look like I’m kidding, Kevin?” Ruby asked with a hand on her hip. “You were homeless like five seconds ago. I’ll buy us dinner, but you’ll be sleeping outside if you don’t want to work for me. So, do you want to go back out to the streets, or do you want me to teach you how to make some money?”

“What’s in it for you?”

“Put on the panties,” Ruby said and held out her arms with the clothes. “I’m ninety-nine percent sure you’ll be perfect, but I have to see you before I can make any offers. You think I got this far in life by being easy or a pushover?” Ruby asked. She glanced around her fabulous apartment.

“Fine,” I said and took the clothes from her outstretched arms. I might have been curious about dressing as a girl, but I didn’t know about doing it for money. Was Ruby expecting me to have sex? Was she expecting me to dress up like a girl and sell my body?

I didn’t know if I had it in me as I slid the panties up my moisturized legs. The panties fit around my package surprisingly well, but my pubic hair was still much too long. I missed all my gadgets I used to have to keep my member perfectly manicured.

I put on the skirt next, which stopped halfway down my thighs. It felt so revealing, like people would be able to see my pantie-clad cock if I bent over or sat the wrong way. There was also a t-shirt in the pile, which had those super short sleeves that was common for a women’s cut.

My reflection didn’t look half bad. I didn’t have on a wig or makeup and my legs were too hairy, but I could see how I might be able to pass as a girl with a little more work. I also didn’t hate how the panties were hugging my package. I lifted the skirt to check it out again, and my member had never looked bigger!

“How are you doing in there?” Ruby called.

“I’m all changed,” I said with a heaviness in my tummy.

“Come out here, girl! I want to see how you look.”

I glanced at myself one last time before turning the knob, hoping Ruby wouldn’t judge me when she saw me. She clasped a hand over her mouth when I opened the door. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. Was she horrified or excited?

“You. Look. Amazing!” Ruby grabbed my wrist. She pulled me out of the bathroom and to the living room. She spun me in circles, hollering how beautiful she thought I looked. I grinned and cheered with Ruby until my stomach felt queasy. I let go of Ruby’s hands and stumbled until I was standing in place.

“So, what did you have in mind for me?” I asked after catching my breath.

Ruby led me to the table. She opened her fridge and grabbed a bottle of wine, pouring us each a glass. We sat at the table off her kitchen, which had a view of the city through her oversized windows.

“If you hadn’t guessed it already Kevin, I’m trans.”

Hearing that was honestly a shock. I tried to fix my face, but Ruby had seen my reaction. I thought she was going to throw me out of her house for being an intolerant prick, but I was just surprised.

Ruby laughed, though, calming my nerves. “You didn’t catch all the hints I was dropping?”

“Not really.” I felt like an idiot because the hints seemed clear now. I was putting the pieces of the puzzle together, which also gave me an idea of what Ruby might do for a living and what she might want to do with me. “Wait, are you a hooker?”

“I prefer high-class escort or personal companion, but yes. I make a living by having sex with men, specifically rich men who like fooling around with trans women. I have a little black book of clients and a private website with a portfolio of my girls. My business is growing every day, and I’d love to add you to the mix. It’ll take a little work to get you ready, but it’s nothing we can’t do. You look fabulous in that skirt.”

I blushed, feeling weirdly proud of what Ruby said. I never imagined myself really going through with those simmering desires to wear women’s clothing, but there I was in a skirt and panties, getting offered to become a trans call girl.

Could I really do it?

“How much do the ladies make?”

“I take fifteen percent of every transaction. Consider it a finder’s fee. My girls get the rest.”

“Okay, so how much do they usually make?”

“My girls can make thousands a night. We don’t play with cheap men. We only take the ones who can afford our services.”

My body went cold. Thousands a night? My day trading was never that steady. I was lucky those days I got a nice pop. Most of my money had been made on a winning streak, much in the same way I’d lost it, but how could I lose money by selling my body?

“Wait, will these guys want to fuck me?”

“What do you think?” she asked with a wicked grin.

I tried to imagine a man fucking me, which was much easier to do in the skirt and panties, but it still seemed improbable, if not impossible, but then I remembered how much money I could make. I remembered all the debt I had and wondered how many nights I’d have to sell my asshole to make it disappear. One hundred? Two?

I’d be loose and sore after all that, but somehow it still sounded better than crawling my way back into the corporate world.

“So, what are you thinking, Kevin? Should we continue? Do you want to become one of my girls?”

“You really think I have what it takes?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t have picked you up off the street if I didn’t. What were you doing before this?”

I told Ruby a quick story of how I’d worked in finance before quitting to become a day trader and had some luck with that before everything came crashing down. She winced when I told her how I’d maxed out my credit cards on hotel rooms.

“Shit,” she said. “You must be stressed.”

“Yeah,” I said. I felt pathetic, but what could I do? There was always bankruptcy, even though I’d talked trash about people who filed bankruptcy my entire life. Maybe I didn’t quite understand how cruel and unforgiving the world could be when I made those judgements.

“You might not be able to pay off all your debts overnight, but you can at least stop living on the streets if you work for me. I also have some legitimate cash businesses, vending machines and such, to keep my name off the radar, but I would be dead broke if it weren’t for all the men that I had paying my bills.”

“You own vending machines?”

“Yeah, and ATMs and some car washes. My accountant hates me, but I pay him well.”

I nodded, wishing I had my financial situation together, but at least I had this lifeboat. Selling my body wasn’t ideal, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Part of me was curious about what it’d be like to pass as a girl and please a man. Part of me had always been curious about the idea. I just never knew what to make of those thoughts.

“What do I need to do, Ruby?”

“You can start by marching right back in that bathroom to shave off all your yucky body hair. I’ll pick out some stuff for you to wear while you’re shaving, but I want you bare. You have a virgin hole, and we can get a lot of money for that.”

“Where will I sleep?” I asked. “Sorry, I’m just wondering if you’ll put me out later.” It was already late afternoon. I didn’t want to go back out to the streets, but my clothes had come out of the dryer. Now would be the perfect time to throw in the towel and leave.

“Don’t worry. You can stay in my guestroom until we find your first client.”

“Okay,” I said and ducked my head.

Ruby came over to me and lifted my chin with a gentle touch. “Don’t worry, beautiful. You’ll be fine. I always take care of my girls,” she said.

I nodded, taking Ruby’s word as I stepped into the bathroom. She grabbed a razor from her closet. I took it, wondering what it would be like to let a man in my backdoor the entire time I shaved, removing every hair from my body.

The sun had completely disappeared from the sky when I walked out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist.
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“Did you moisturize?” Ruby asked as she ran over to me. I was standing in the hallway with my freshly shaved body, wanting to be anywhere except the bathroom. I’d spent the last hour in there, bent over and twisted up in all kinds of positions to shave myself bare.

“No, I—”

“Get back in there, mister! You need more lotion after shaving.”

I turned and went back into the bathroom. I was reaching for the drawer, but Ruby got to it first. She opened it and pulled out the bottle of lotion. She covered me with the creamy moisturizer and rubbed it in, letting her hands get dangerously close to my towel.

I thought she was going to stop there, but then she reached into the waistline of my towel and yanked it off. I gasped as the towel fell to the floor and revealed my half-hard cock, which was growing now that nothing was holding it down.

Ruby bit her lip as she watched my cock spring to life. I grabbed it and tried to hold it down, but Ruby moved my hand out of the way.

“Fuck, you have the perfect girly cock. What is it? Five inches?”

“Five and a half,” I said.

Ruby giggled. “It’s beautiful. The clients will love it,” she said and wrapped her hand around my member.

I gasped, feeling like I could cum from that simple touch, but Ruby released me as quickly as she’d taken me. She grabbed the bottle of lotion and worked it into my legs. I nearly fell when she spread my cheeks to check if I’d shaved my hole, which I had.

“Good work,” she said and slapped my ass. “Come on.”

Ruby walked out of the bathroom. I followed her to her bedroom. She had a gorgeous en suite bathroom and an oversized walk-in closet. I stood in the doorway, stunned by the brilliance of her apartment. She really had all this from selling herself to rich men?

“Come on, silly. We have to find you something cute to wear!”

I nodded and let Ruby pull me into her closet, which was stuffed with womanly treasures. She had skirts, dresses, heels, jewelry, purses, and so much more. She had too much for my mind to even process, but it all looked exquisitely organized.

“I bet you’d look stunning in this,” Ruby said. She was holding up a creamy white dress with gold accents. “This with some dark lingerie that’ll be visible through the dress. A blonde wig. Heels.” Ruby talked as she went around her closet, gathering everything she’d need to dress me up like her doll.

“How long do you think it’d take to find me a client?” I asked as Ruby moved around her closet.

“No longer than a week, but you need to work on that voice. No man will want you if you can’t sound more like a woman.”

“How do I do that?” I had no idea how to sound like a girl.

“Keep your voice light. Try to use a falsetto, but you have to sound natural. It’s a lot to ask, I know, but you can use the mirror in the guest bathroom,” Ruby said with a wink.

I was standing naked in Ruby’s closet, but my cock had gone down since I took off my towel. Not that I didn’t find Ruby attractive. She was just picking out clothes, which was a little boring.

“Here,” Ruby said and handed me a black bra and panties. “Put these on first.”

I nodded and slid the black panties up my shaved legs. They fit even better than the other ones Ruby had me wear earlier, and the black panties had little peekaboo bits of fabric that showed off my cock. Ruby helped me with the bra, coaching me through putting it on myself. A skill Ruby said I’d need when I was out with clients.

“Let’s put these in your bra,” Ruby said as she slipped a gel insert into my bra. She added another, which made me feel like I had fake breasts. My chest was heavier and jiggled a little when I moved.

I stepped in front of the mirror Ruby had in her closet and couldn’t believe how feminine I looked. Shaving my body and adding a fake bosom to my chest transformed me beyond my wildest expectations, and I was honestly loving what I saw in the mirror!

“What next?” I asked.

“That’s the spirit! Why don’t you put on the dress next?” Ruby asked and passed me the dress.

It slipped right into place when I pulled it over my body. My breasts looked realer than ever, and I thought I could pass as a girl without the makeup or wig, so I couldn’t wait to see what I’d look like with a bit more work.

“This is incredible! I love this dress,” I said with my hands on my hips, rocking them back and forth. “Why have I never tried this before?”

“Something told me you’d like it,” Ruby said. “Come into the bathroom. I want to do your makeup.”

I followed Ruby into the bathroom. She sat me in a chair facing away from the mirror, but the lights were super bright. She’d be able to see my every blemish. My oversized pores. I wondered if they’d expanded while I was living on the streets. I felt much cleaner than I ever had but surely there was evidence of my downfall somewhere on my face.

Ruby pulled out a makeup bag. “These should be in your shade. I have so much makeup. My girls are all different shades, so I have to be prepared.”

“How often do you see them? Or us?”

“Depends, I guess. Once a week or so. Most of my girls don’t work more than that.”

“One night a week?”

Ruby grinned as she looked into my eyes. “You’d be surprised how much you can get from the right man. Now, let’s see. You really don’t need much makeup. You don’t have much facial hair. Your face is naturally feminine. I bet we could find you a guy without any makeup at all, but they all like a little bit.”

“Thanks for saying that,” I said, feeling all warm inside.

Ruby hummed in agreement as she turned over a liquid foundation onto her fingertips. She blotted it all over my skin. She told me what she was doing as she did it, reminding me that I’d have to learn how to pass as a woman myself to stand on my own two feet.

“You seem comfortable, Kevin. Have you ever thought of becoming a girl before?”

“I was a cheerleader at a Halloween party in college, but that was the only time I dressed as a woman, and all my friends did it too. We were a team.”

“That’s a classic,” Ruby said as she rubbed more foundation into my skin, smoothing it out with a sponge. “I didn’t transition until I was eighteen and living on my own, but I was so excited to put on that first dress. I didn’t care if I looked terrible, I was determined to pass as a woman, so I worked until I could.”

“I still have a hard time believing you were ever a man,” I said as Ruby worked on my face. Now she was doing something to my eyes. I had to close them.

“Oh, you do?” Ruby asked and pressed her package against my shoulder. I gasped as I felt her thickness. She was huge! Much bigger than my five and a half inches.

“Shit, I retract my previous statement.”

Ruby giggled. “Close your mouth. I’m going to do your lips, and then I think we’re done. What do you think of some dark lip liner around red lipstick.”

“Do what you will,” I said.

“Awesome. Now, lips closed but slightly parted like you’re about to drink from a straw.”

I closed my lips until I felt the tiniest gap of air. Ruby pressed a brush against them. I inhaled through my nose as she painted my lips red. It felt so weird having the makeup on my face, but it wasn’t a bad sensation. I had no idea how it would look but was excited to see.

“Just the lip liner, and then we’ll be done.”

I nodded once. Ruby placed her hand on my shoulder before pressing a pencil against the outline of my lip. She moved quickly, pressing lightly against my lip as she drew along the outline several times.

“Damn, you’re one sexy girl. What should we call you?”

“I don’t know,” I said as I slowly opened my eyes. “Do you have any ideas?”

Ruby shook her head. “Turn around and look at yourself.”

I slowly stood from the chair. My heart was beating like crazy as I turned toward the mirror. It was the last moment of my past. The last moment of my life before I saw her, the woman who’d always been living silently within me.

Eileen

The name hit me as soon as I looked into my feminine eyes. I was a different person, almost unrecognizable from my former self, even though I still saw hints of him, but I doubted anyone else could.
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Ruby and I spent the next hour painting our nails and hanging out in the living room. We watched a sitcom, which had us laughing like fools, but it was getting a little late, around the time I usually found a dark corner to spend the night.

I yawned. “What time is it?”

“Half past eight,” Ruby said with a laugh. She scooted a little closer and placed her hand on my thigh near the hem of my dress. Her touch made my girly cock stir. “Are you tired, Eileen?”

“A little,” I said with a laugh. It was still weird hearing Ruby call me ‘Eileen’, but I was getting used to it.

“I actually have a date in two hours, but I can’t stop thinking about how sexy you look.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling a hint of nerves creep across my skin. “You think I’m sexy?”

“That lip liner is driving me wild. It makes your lips look so plump and juicy, and I just want to see them around my cock.”

I bit my bottom lip, wondering what it would be like to suck Ruby’s dick. Maybe it was better to start on a girly dick before I had to stick a client’s cock in my mouth. I scooted closer to Ruby and placed my hand on her leg. She was still wearing the blue dress, which popped against her skin.

“I’ve never sucked a cock before,” I said.

Ruby groaned, thrusting her hips. “Fuck, that makes me want your mouth even more.”

“It wouldn’t be the worst idea to practice on you before I had a client, right? That way you could give me some pointers.”

Ruby moaned and squeezed my thigh. “You’re one naughty girl, aren’t you, Eileen?”

I grinned, not knowing what’d come over me. I was never this forward as a man. The only place I’d had confidence was the stock market, and that hadn’t gotten me very far. In fact, it’d buried me alive, but I wouldn’t let it kill me. There was so much more to live for than valuations! Wearing this dress and wig and looking fucking sexy made me feel more alive than any winnings in the market!

“Maybe,” I said.

Ruby pulled up her blue dress, revealing a sexy pair of white panties. I saw her thick caramel dick beneath them. Her cock was hard and jumping, begging for freedom from that constrictive fabric.

I followed my natural instinct which was to fall off the couch and sink to my knees between Ruby’s spread legs. She hiked her dress up higher, revealing her cleanly shaven cock. I caught a whiff of perfume when my nose got close.

“You want my girly dick, Eileen?”

“Yes, Ruby.” I reached up to rub my hand against the outline of her cock.

Ruby moaned and placed her hand atop mine, pushing against her hardness. I reached up and hooked my fingers into the waistline of her panties, pulling on them until they were around her ankles. Her bronze cock thickened as it stood taller. Ruby kicked her panties to the side but left on her dress. She pushed a hand through her curly brown hair as she looked down at me.

Her balls pulled into her body as her dick jumped. It was standing at attention and looked more delicious than any cock I’d ever seen. Ruby also might have been the hottest girl I’d ever seen naked, including pornos and all.

“Put those painted lips around my dick,” Ruby commanded.

I whimpered and grabbed the base of her cock. I stood on my knees, moving my mouth closer and closer to her thick, perfumed, and hairless cock. I parted my lips and closed them around Ruby’s womanhood.

Ruby moaned and pushed her hands into my wig. Her cock was stuffing my mouth, but that didn’t stop Ruby from pushing my lips farther along her staff. She pushed until I was coughing on her dick, breaking contact to pull up for air.

“Fuck, that’s hot, girl. Look at me when you suck my dick.”

I nodded and went back in for more, opening my mouth to take Ruby’s long rod. She wasn’t gentler this time. I bobbed my head as I stared into her light brown eyes. She moaned and stared at me. Her fingers were in my wig, but she wasn’t pushing down on my head.

I moaned and slid my lips further down her cock. I choked a little but forced myself to keep going, remembering that I was supposed to be sucking her cock like I was a whore working for money. I breathed through my nose deeply and wrapped one hand around her base as I bobbed my head more deliberately.

“That’s right, girl!” Ruby hollered. “Suck that big dick!”

I could tell she was enjoying my blowjob by the sound of her voice. I glanced up and looked into Ruby’s eyes, slurping her cock as though I was trying to get the last drops of a milkshake. Her body shivered, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel her cum in my mouth. I wanted to feel her seed paint the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Eileen! You’re going to make me bust!”

I moaned and kept sucking, reaching up my white dress to move my panties. My cock fell out the side of the fabric. I was hard and throbbing and couldn’t stroke myself more than once without cumming.

I had to wait for my girl, so I released my womanhood and focused on sucking Ruby’s cock.

Ruby pushed my head off her cock. She gripped her womanhood and stared into my eyes as she beat her dick. “Open your mouth, girl. I’m going to paint those lips.”

Ruby stood from the couch, and I sank lower on my knees. I opened my mouth and stared into Ruby’s eyes as she looked down at me, beating her dick. I reached up my dress and grabbed my cock, ready to cum on Ruby’s command.

“You sure that was your first time sucking dick, girl?” Ruby asked.

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “It was.” I was on the edge of cumming and felt like a flimsy piece of thread was holding my body together.

“It was fucking hot.” Ruby dropped her head back and groaned. She stopped stroking her cock for a brief second, and that was when it happened. She shot her first load directly into my mouth.

I gasped as it hit the back of my throat. Ruby looked back down at me and moved her cock, purposely cumming on my cheek. She let another load fall on my nose. Then my lips before shoving her cock back into my throat and fucking my mouth as she unloaded her last loads.

I gripped my cock and stroked it three or four times before cumming hard all over my thigh and the floor beneath me. I kept cumming as Ruby used my mouth for her pleasure.

She finally pulled out when I couldn’t shoot another strand. She gasped and fell back to the couch. Her dick jumped as she took deep breaths. I watched her, and she watched me. It was the hottest sex I’d ever had, and there was only one thing I could think to say.

“Thanks for picking me up off the street.”

Ruby laughed. “You’re welcome. Fuck, that was good!”

I grinned, feeling my cheeks redden.

“I hope I can perform tonight,” Ruby said with a light chuckle.

“Me too.”

“Don’t worry about me. I’m a professional. Why don’t you go clean up and keep practicing that girl voice? We have a busy day tomorrow.”

I nodded and did exactly what Ruby had suggested.
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“Rise and shine, darling.” Ruby said as she stood over my bed.

I groaned, but I also felt more refreshed than I had in ages. I never really slept long all those nights on the street. There was always some random sound to awake me. “How long did I sleep?”

“Twelve hours? I don’t know, but the day’s not getting any younger! I have coffee in the kitchen.”

“I’ll be right there,” I said in a dry morning voice. Ruby nodded and left the room. I threw the covers off my body, admiring the bra and panties I’d worn to sleep. Memories of Ruby’s dick sliding between my lips filled my head. I pressed down on my morning erection, avoiding the urge to pull it out the side of my panties to please myself.

Ruby was banging around pots and pans in the kitchen, so I felt rude for hiding out in my bedroom. There was a silk robe hanging on the back of the door. I wrapped it around my body, tying it snuggly.

“Good morning, beautiful!” Ruby said as I stepped into the kitchen. “Have a seat. Do you take cream or sugar with your coffee?”

“I’ll have it black.”

“Keeps the figure slim.” Ruby grabbed a mug and filled it. She brought it to the table and set it in front of me, making me feel guilty for all she was doing.

“How late were you out? I can make my own breakfast or go buy something. I still have some change in the soup can,” I said.

“Oh, honey. Please! I’m so glad I found you. Don’t forget to use your girl voice, though. I want to find you a client as soon as possible. Help you get back on your feet. Something tells me you could make a lot of money if you enjoy the work.”

I nodded, picking up my piping hot black coffee. I blew on the liquid before taking a sip while Ruby stirred something on the stove. It smelled like brown sugar or something else sweet.

“Talk to me, girl. You need to practice that voice if you’re going to sell Eileen.”

“What are you making?” I asked in the sweetest voice I could, but it still didn’t come out right.

“Better but try to imagine what a sexy girl sounds like and talk like that.”

Yeah, like it’s that easy!

“I’m making oatmeal. I thought I’d cut some strawberries to place over the top. How does that sound?”

“Delicious,” I said. My mother always used to do the same. She would make me hot oatmeal and place a seasonal fruit over the top. “How was your date last night?”

“Fine,” said Ruby. “I was out with one of the first clients I ever had. He’s been a regular of mine since forever. I was in love with him for the first year, but he’s completely unavailable. He’s married to a woman who’s on the board of every nonprofit that means anything in the city.”

“Oh,” I said. “Are a lot of the clients married?” I hadn’t considered the ethical challenges of my new job, but it made sense that rich men might go around getting what they really wanted in the shadows of night.

“Fifty-fifty, maybe. I don’t ask our clients too much information. I make sure they share their results from blood work, run a background check, and we require a deposit before dates, but that’s about it. Keeping my girls safe and paid is my number one priority. More so than feeling guilty because a man who seeks our services might be married, unhappily or otherwise.”

I stared at Ruby blankly, not knowing what to say. She turned back to the pot of oatmeal and stirred it once before shutting off the flame. I decided that I was broke and needed the money by the time she placed the oatmeal in a bowl.

“So, what else do I need to do to become a girly girl?” I asked Ruby in the most feminine voice I could muster.

“Eat up, and then we’re going shopping!”

I dipped my spoon into the oatmeal topped with strawberries and took a big bite, feeling like this call girl job wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. It beat working in an office or at a restaurant, like I’d done in college.

If I could make all the money I needed for a week in one night’s work, what was so wrong with that?

***

Bags swung by my side. Ruby and I were walking down the street. She’d just dropped over five hundred dollars on me, buying different dresses and shoes and skirts and panties. She even bought me some foundation that perfectly matched my skin.

“You’re the best, Ruby,” I said as we were walking to a taxi that’d stopped for us. “I can’t believe how much my life has changed in just twenty-four hours, and it’s all thanks to you.”

“Your girl voice is getting so much better, Eileen! You’re going to be such a star! The guys are going to love you. Let’s take some pics when we get back to my place,” Ruby said as she opened the back door to the taxi.

I slid into the seat. “Yeah, let’s do it,” I said in a bright, bubbly voice. The scruffy taxi driver looked at me through the rear-view mirror, and I could see desire in his eyes. He wanted me. He wanted to drive off and bend me over the back of his taxi before robbing me of my innocence.

Too bad he didn’t have the money to afford my virgin hole. Ruby was going to find a rich man to take me for my first time, and I was going to make thousands for it! I could get an apartment and maybe find an office job, or maybe I’d just end up selling my bussy for rent.

Ruby got in the taxi after me, stealing the driver’s attention. Now he wanted both of us, but he couldn’t afford us if he scrounged together all his change. He was left taking us back to Ruby’s building while we roared with laughter in the backseat.

We struggled to get out of the taxi because there were so many bags. It was such a relief to drop them by the door when we entered Ruby’s place. She sighed and said she needed some black tea for energy. I grabbed the bags and went to the sofa, looking through them in awe.

“You’re going to make a beautiful girl, Eileen. You already do, but now we have some clothes that’ll fit you perfectly. We have makeup that’ll blend into your skin like camouflage. I can’t wait to doll you up and find you a date. We’re going to make a killing for your virgin hole.”

“How much do you think we can really get?”

“Most of my girls get two to five thousand for a night. Our minimum is two thousand, which is a three-hour date with sex. We’ll get at least five grand for your virginity, but maybe we’ll get more. Depends on how hot you look in the pictures.”

“Will you make me hot?” I asked with all the hope in the world.

“I’ll do my best,” Ruby said. The teapot steamed. She grabbed it and poured hot water into a mug before dipping her teabag into it, darkening the liquid. She came over to the sofa with her tea and looked at the clothes with me, telling me what she thought I should wear for the photo.

We had three outfits picked out by the time she finished her tea. We set them to the side before Ruby took me to her bathroom. She had me wash my face and then got to work dolling me up with the new foundation she’d bought. She stuck to a simple look for me, skipping the lipliner for the photos, but she did use red lipstick.

“Wow, that foundation makes such a difference,” I said when I saw myself in the mirror. My skin looked utterly flawless and feminine. It was a transformation I hadn’t been expecting. Not in the least. “I love the red lip, but I kind of miss the lip liner.”

“You can wear some on your date, but I think we should stay simple for the photo. Come on. Let’s pick out an outfit.”

I nodded and followed Ruby to the living room. I stripped naked in front of her, loving how she held her eyes on me like she wanted a second round of what we’d done last night. She handed me a pair of pink crotchless panties, and I was rock hard by the time I got them around my package.

“Fuck, that’s hot. Let me get a picture of you just like that.” Ruby picked up her phone and pointed it at me. I felt exposed and on display but didn’t stop her from snapping a couple pictures. “Shit, your face is bright red,” she said with a laugh.

“Do I at least look cute?”

“You look incredible, but I’ll only send those to clients if they’re serious. Let’s get some pictures of you in clothes.”

I put on the pink dress Ruby passed me. It stopped halfway down my thighs and would definitely give a glimpse of the dick hanging out from my crotchless panties if I bent the wrong way. Ruby handed me a pair of white stockings next with a pink lace trim and a little white bow. I slipped them on and noticed Ruby glancing at my dick hiding beneath the shadows of my dress.

“How do I look?” I asked after adjusting the second stocking.

“Absolutely marvelous. How do you feel?”

It was strange, but somehow Eileen had always been a part of me, even if I didn’t want to accept it. Maybe the universe had sent Ruby my way to reveal the path that’d always run parallel to the one I chose, which never felt exactly right.

“I feel good,” I said.

Ruby smiled. “You’re a natural. I knew it when I saw you.” Was Ruby my fairy godmother? I honestly wondered it as we stared at each other those few seconds before she clapped her hands and grabbed a pair of pink heels. She passed them to me. I’d never walked in heels, but I was determined to make Eileen as fabulous as possible. I had to make Ruby proud after everything she’d done for me.

“Can you help me? I’ve never walked in heels,” I said after slipping the heels in place. I felt entirely feminine. My breasts were a b-cup and looked natural from the bra Ruby had loaned me.

“Yes,” Ruby said and rushed to help me to my feet.

My legs wobbled when I stood. Ruby told me to walk with confidence. Shoulders high and slightly pulled back. I did what she said. It was a struggle at first, but I got the hang of it after a few tries. Ruby snapped her fingers as I strutted across her living room, feeling fabulous and ready to take over the world!

“Picture time!” Ruby shouted.

She pulled me over to a wall she kept blank, which I understood why now. It had the perfect amount of light from the oversized windows. Ruby told me to give her attitude, so I stared into the camera and tilted my chin higher. Then I dropped my eyes and held my hands at my sides, posing as though I were a cat with claws.

I hissed and scratched the air. Ruby hooted and snapped her fingers, walking in a small semicircle around me. I blew her a kiss. I turned my back to her and kicked my leg in the air.

“Okay, I don’t even think we need to try one of the other outfits. These pics are sexy.”

“What?” I asked in a sad voice. “I want to take more pictures!”

“Fine. Put on the long black dress with a lot of cleavage.”

I cheered and went over to the pile of clothes sitting on the couch and quickly changed into the black dress. I didn’t bother taking off the stockings because the black dress completely covered them, but now I wanted a dark lip. The red lipstick just didn’t seem right, so I told Ruby. She huffed about it but went and got me some lipstick remover. I was careful as I washed my lips and patted them dry.

I stared at my feminine face in the mirror as I rolled a dark purple lipstick across my lips. Ruby came up behind me and told me I looked fucking sexy and that she’d gotten inspired to give me a smoky eye. We spent the next thirty minutes redoing my face.

“Wall, girl!” Ruby said and snapped her fingers.

I ran to her blank wall and posed for the camera. She took several photos of me. We went over them. I picked out my favorites. Ruby had hers too. She used all of them to upload to her private members-only website, including the fact that I had a virgin hole in my title.

My profile got several hits by the end of the day, and Ruby was confident I’d have a date by the next night. She told me to rest easy because I would need it, and damn, was she right!

I wasn’t prepared for the whirlwind that was about to sweep me off my feet.
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“No talking to clients outside of dates. I am the main contact for everything. I do that for your safety and mine. What else?” Ruby asked herself as she touched up my face. She snapped her fingers. “No falling in love. No free sex.”

I nodded, feeling like I could vomit, but Ruby and I had just spent the past two hours on my look. I’d swallow any throw up before I let it leave my throat. There was no way I was about to ruin all of our hard work.

I was wearing the black cocktail dress with tons of cleavage that we’d used in my pictures. I had on a pair of black heels beneath it and black lingerie. I didn’t know they were crotchless panties when Ruby was picking them out, but she’d bought me four different pairs.

Derrick had requested that I wear some.

“So, what do you do if Derrick asks for your number?”

“I give him your second cell phone number,” I said.

“That’s right, Eileen. You’re my girl. If you fall in love with these men, they’ll only break your heart. Trust me, I’ve seen it happen more times than I can count, which is why I implemented the rules. Plus, if you’re not in love, you’re free to screw other men and make more money.”

“Yeah, makes sense,” I said.

Ruby checked her phone. “The taxi should be arriving for you any second. Do you have any other questions before you go?”

“He really sent over his test results? He doesn’t have anything, right?” I asked. Ruby had my tests done after we finished with the pictures yesterday, and the results came back in the clear. She would have canceled the date and returned Derrick’s deposit if they hadn’t.

“That’s right, Eileen. Don’t worry. He even paid his deposit and added a bonus. He seems like a generous guy who probably just wants a girl with a little extra.”

“I’ve never been with a man.”

Ruby leaned down and wrapped her arms over my body. She pressed her lips against my ear. “You sucked my dick just fine.”

Her comment had my dick twitching. I had to be careful with these crotchless panties. My dress flowed and wasn’t overly constrictive, but I didn’t want to start pitching a tent beneath it either. Ruby stood upright and clapped. She told me we needed to get down to the street before the cab arrived.

We gathered our things and went downstairs. My nerves hit a new level of panicked when we got to the sidewalk. How could I really go through with this? I glanced at Ruby, and she must have seen the worry on my face. She took my hand and squeezed it.

“You’ll be fine, girl. Don’t worry. I’m only a call away if you have any issues.”

“You know where we’re staying and everything?”

“That’s right. If you guys go anywhere but where I said, tell me. I can intervene. I have Derrick’s information, but hopefully it doesn’t come to that. He seems like a nice man. He runs a marketing firm and probably just wants to blow off some steam.”

I nodded, feeling a little better, but there was something still strange about waiting on the sidewalk to be picked up for sex. At least Derrick had agreed to pay ten thousand for my virgin hole, which meant I’d get to keep eight thousand five hundred of it! That wasn’t too shabby for a night’s work.

The cab pulled up before we could say anything else. Ruby opened the door and kissed me on the cheek before basically shoving me into the backseat. She was waving as the taxi driver put the cab into drive. I tried to roll down my window to say something. Anything, but it was too late.

I was on my way to a night that would forever change me.

***

Derrick was waiting at the bar when I stepped into the fancy restaurant. I recognized him from the picture Ruby had sent, as though I were on a mission. The host led me to the bar, and Derrick recognized me the second he turned his head, and I could tell he liked what he saw.

We were staying at a hotel down the street, and Derrick had a private car to take us. He’d planned a night I would never forget. One that would make me feel like a princess among the commoners.

“You look stunning,” Derrick said when I got within earshot.

“Thank you,” I said in my practiced voice. “Have you been waiting long?”

Derrick smiled and shook his head. I wondered if I was giving him an erection because he had that same look as the taxi driver after shopping had.

“You’re right on time, beautiful.”

“Is the table ready?”

“Almost,” he said. “Sit down. Have a drink. We have all night.”

I nodded, sliding onto the stool next to him. The bartender came over, and I ordered a coffee liquor cocktail. I needed something sweet. Something I could throw back to loosen me up because my nerves were in overdrive. Derrick was so handsome and confident, talking about his marketing company.

I nodded along and asked questions where appropriate, trying my best to entertain him. He’d dropped a lot of money to spend the evening with me! The table was ready around the time we got our second cocktails.

Our conversation had loosened up a bit as we got to know each other. We had a mutual interest in the stock market, even though I avoided telling Derrick the reason I was even out with him was because of how deep into the red I’d fallen.

“You’re even prettier in person than in your pictures,” Derrick said.

I blushed. “Thanks.”

“What do you think of the meal so far?”

“It’s exquisite,” I said. We were on the third of five courses. I couldn’t wait to see what the server brought out next. “Do you dine like this often?”

“I eat out a lot, but I don’t usually come to places this fancy.”

“Me neither, but I love being out with you.”

Derrick grinned as he lifted his drink to his lips, and I realized how easy it could be to fall in love with a client. Derrick was rich, handsome, and confident. There was so much to like about him, but any man who was willing to drop ten grand on a night of sex probably had a dark side.

Was he someone who could honestly commit? Was he someone who would love me when I was sick and needed him most? I wondered if a man like him would ever be around, or would he use money to make all his problems disappear?

The dessert came and went. The meal was probably the best I’d ever had, but I knew what happened next, and I was beyond nervous.

“You ready, beautiful?”

“Yes,” I said despite the fact it was a lie. “Do you have everything we need.”

“It’s already at the hotel. Went before our date,” Derrick said with a wink. He pulled out his phone and sent off a message, telling me his driver would be there in the next ten minutes. Derrick wrapped his arm over my shoulder as we waited outside, and I did feel like a princess standing there in my cocktail dress next to the rich bachelor, even though I knew his only intention was to fuck my brains out.
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Derrick turned into a different person when we entered his hotel room. He’d spent a pretty penny, and I had a feeling he wanted his money’s worth. Derrick grabbed me and led me over to the king-size bed, throwing me onto its surface.

I bounced on the mattress, gasping as he climbed above me with an arm at each side of my body. I hadn’t noticed the specks of brown in his green eyes. They seemed overbearing as he stared down at me.

“You swear you’re a virgin?”

“I’ve never been fucked,” I said.

Derrick placed a firm hand on my thigh. The dress was blocking him from touching my skin, but that didn’t last long. Derrick threw me toward the head of the bed. He seemed too small to possess such strength, but he was clearly a man who knew what he wanted.

Derrick got between my legs and hiked the dress up higher until it was at the spot just below my stiffening cock. I’d shaved right before our date, so my skin was still silky smooth all over, and I could tell Derrick loved touching it. His breath was ragged. It was monstrous, and I found all of it incredibly attractive.

“Are you going to fuck me, Derrick?”

“Yeah, I’m going to fuck that tiny little hole. Let’s see how it feels,” Derrick said and reached up my skirt. He slipped a finger into my panties as he stared into my eyes and pressed his finger against my hairless hole. Derrick moaned as he pushed harder, feeling me. “Yeah, that’s a tiny little virgin hole if I’ve ever felt one. I’ve been waiting for a girl like you. I want to be the first one to stretch that hole.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath, surprisingly eager to have Derrick inside of me.

“Not before I spank you.”

“What?” I asked.

“Get on your hands and knees, girl! You’ve been naughty. Very naughty.”

I gasped, trying to play along, but getting spanked was a surprise. Ruby didn’t say anything about a spanking, and I wanted to ask Derrick if he’d paid extra for that, but then I remembered he’d paid ten grand to fuck me. I could handle a spanking.

“What have I done?”

“You didn’t call me daddy.”

“I’m sorry, daddy. I didn’t know I was supposed to call you—”

“Shut up girl and pull up that dress! I said hands and knees!”

I hurried to my hands and knees and hiked up my dress until it was around my waistline. Derrick unhooked his belt and pulled it from the loops as he stood on his knees behind me. He snapped the belt together at both ends, making me jump. I’d never been spanked in my adult life, but my dick was hard beneath the dress as Derrick rubbed my ass with a hand.

“Why were you bad, girl?”

“Daddy, I’m sorry. It wasn’t my intention.”

“Are you going to be better and call me daddy the rest of the night?”

“Yes, daddy!”

“You still need a spanking. Understand, girl?”

“I’ve been a bad girl, daddy! Do what you must!”

Derrick lifted the belt into the air and brought it down on my ass. My cock jumped, and I yelled out, but Derrick didn’t stop. He spanked me until my ass was burning red, and I was literally begging Derrick to stop.

“You learn your lesson, girl?”

“Yes, daddy!”

Derrick climbed off the bed without saying anything. He’d gotten completely undressed by the time I glanced over my shoulder. His dick was long and thick. I honestly didn’t know how he planned to shove it up my ass, but I knew he’d find a way.

“Get down here and suck my dick.”

I scooted off the bed. The room was large, so there was plenty of space to get to my knees in front of Derrick. I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and looked into his eyes as I parted my lips, slowly moving them closer to Derrick’s dripping tip.

He grabbed the back of my head, forcing me to move faster. He pushed my head onto his cock. I took as much as I could until it hit the back of my throat, making me cough. Derrick groaned and pulled out of my mouth. I gasped and caught my breath, but Derrick only gave me a second before he shoved his member back into my mouth.

I moaned on Derrick’s manhood as he fucked my mouth. He held the sides of my face and moved his hips with an alpha intensity that had my cock rock hard and dripping beneath my dress. I felt more like a woman with each passing second.

Derrick pulled out and slapped my cheeks with his dick. He thrust back into my mouth and hit the back of my throat. He had complete control over me, and I fucking loved it.

“That’s right, girl! Take daddy’s dick!”

I moaned on Derrick’s cock and wrapped my hands around his legs as he used my mouth. I knew he wasn’t anywhere near close to finished with me, though. Derrick fucked my mouth for another few minutes before pulling out and telling me to stand.

He’d paid for my ass, and it was only a matter of time before he took it. Derrick told me to strip down to my lingerie. I asked for his help unzipping the dress. Derrick stood behind me and pulled down the zipper. The dress piled up around my feet, and I stepped out of it.

I wanted to cover myself but remembered Ruby’s words that I should exude confidence. I should show my clients that I was comfortable in my skin, so I took a deep breath and put my hands on my hips. My hard cock poking out from the crotchless panties.

“What do you think, daddy?”

“You’re gorgeous, Eileen. A picture of perfection.” He was already completely naked. He stepped forward and dropped to his knees. I was about to ask what he was doing, but Derrick swiftly wrapped his mouth around my erection.

“Oh, daddy. Fuck, that feels good.” Derrick moaned as he bobbed his head along my cock. I could only handle it for a few minutes before I had to push him away. “I’m going to cum, daddy!”

“Let me taste it,” Derrick said and went back in for more.

I couldn’t disappoint Derrick, so I bent my head back and let out a loud moan as I unloaded into daddy’s mouth. He swallowed every drop of my seed. I was spent, but Derrick still wanted more.

He had me get to my hands and knees. He grabbed a bottle of extra slippery lubrication from his bag and came back to the bed. He got behind me. I was wearing nothing except my panties, stuffed bra, and wig. Derrick pushed my head down toward the mattress and lifted my ass higher in the air.

Derrick reached between my thighs and rubbed his hand along my cock. I shivered at the touch of his lubricated fingers. They felt so electrifyingly delicious that I was afraid I might cum. Derrick didn’t touch my dick for long, though. He was much more focused on stretching my ass.

Derrick lubricated his fingers and pushed them inside me. I hollered, but Derrick wasn’t about to stop. He’d paid ten grand for my bussy, so I’d better learn to take it!

“Fuck, daddy! Those fingers feel so big!”

“Just wait until you feel my dick, girl. Tell daddy you want it.”

“I need that dick, daddy!”

Derrick took his fingers out of my opening and pushed his tip against my slightly stretched hole. He pushed a little harder, entering me for the first time. I gripped the sheets beneath me, but I was determined to take every inch of Derrick’s dick. I wasn’t about to have him leave Ruby a bad review!

“Damn, girl! That’s right! Open that ass up for daddy!”

I gripped the sheets and lifted my ass higher in the air, pushing my hole down Derrick’s dick, even though the pain was blinding. Derrick moaned and grunted and laughed a little as my hole swallowed his manhood.

“Can you add some more lube, daddy?”

“Yeah, girl!” Derrick pulled out to his tip and squirted the lube all over his cock and pushed it up against my hole.

It felt so much better when he sank back into me. I was actually enjoying it as he stretched my hole far beyond its limits. I thought he was ripping me in two, but I managed to stay whole as Derrick picked up speed.

Derrick held my hips and fucked me hard. I took everything he gave me and was moaning like crazy. Hollering out like a girl from a porno. Making light, feminine noises like I wouldn’t survive if Derrick didn’t give me more of his dick.

“I’m going to cum deep in that hole, girl.”

“Fill me up, daddy!”

Derrick pounded my ass with my panties hugging his dick. He’d only pushed them to the side, and it was so hot to wear the lingerie and wig while he fucked me. I was Eileen, and she was all I ever wanted to be. My old life didn’t matter because the one I’d found was better, even if it meant selling my bussy to rich guys.

Derrick gripped my ass and held my cheeks wide as he dove deep, pushing his dick as far as it would go. He put his chest on my back and reached around to my cock, using his slick hand to stroke my dick as he whispered dirty words into my ears.

We came together just like that. I came all over the bed, and Derrick came deep in my ass. We threw a towel down and went for round two and then round three until it was the wee hours of the morning, and we were both dead tired.

I honestly couldn’t believe I was getting paid for it by the time my eyes slowly closed, and I drifted off to sleep.
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“Someone had a long night! How was it?” Ruby asked when I stumbled into her apartment around noon. Derrick dropped me off at the door and then took off in his car. He asked for my personal number, but I changed the subject and pretended like I hadn’t heard him. He didn’t bring it up again.

“Ugh,” I said and pinched my forehead. I was tired and still wearing the black cocktail dress from last night. “Please don’t talk to me.”

“You’re such a party pooper,” said Ruby.

“Will talk later,” I said and went directly to the bathroom we’d made mine. I took a shower and rinsed off the previous night, feeling rather happy that I was eight thousand five hundred dollars richer. A smile crept across my face as I washed myself with soap.

Ruby didn’t bother me when I snuck out of the bathroom and went to her guest bedroom, where I was keeping all the clothes that she’d bought me. There was a light blue tent dress that looked extra comfy. I put on a pair of cotton panties before slipping on the tent dress, even though I didn’t bother with a wig or bra.

I was too tired and fell on the bed, quickly falling asleep.

***

Hours must have passed before I was finally stirred awake by the sounds of laughter coming from the living room. I groaned and threw the blanket off me. Sunlight was still coming in through the windows, but it didn’t look like it’d last long.

I got out of bed and put on my b-cup bra and a wig, adjusting my hair in the mirror before I opened the door. The laughter was louder, and someone besides Ruby was definitely in the apartment. A woman. She was speaking. It was a voice I didn’t recognize. I thought about retreating back to my bedroom but decided against it.

“There’s my sleepyhead!” Ruby shouted when I walked into the room. There was a woman on the couch. She was caramel like Ruby, but they didn’t look at all related. Ruby had round features and the other woman’s face was much more angular. She was just as beautiful, though. “I was hoping you’d wake up!”

Ruby wrapped her arms around me and turned toward the woman. They were both wearing dresses and heels, even though they were just sitting around the living room. I loved doing the same and couldn’t believe this fabulous life was mine now too.

“This is Vera. She’s one of the girls!”

Vera nodded her head. “Nice to meet you, Eileen. Ruby was just telling me all about you.”

I smiled, wishing I’d retained all that Ruby said about the women she employed, but I was too caught up in my own head about becoming a girl, but I didn’t need to tell Vera all that.

“Likewise, Vera. Ruby has told me all about you guys.”

“You really just found her a couple days ago?” Vera asked Ruby.

I blushed, feeling the compliment in Vera’s tone.

“Isn’t she magnificent? A true natural,” said Ruby. “Makes me jealous if I’m being honest.”

“Stop it,” I said in a girly voice.

Ruby grinned and hugged my shoulder before stepping away from me toward the kitchen. “What do you ladies think about opening a bottle of wine?”

“You know I won’t say no!” Vera said. She stood from the couch and came over to me, giving me a hug and kiss on the cheek before going to the kitchen with Ruby.

Ruby put a corkscrew into a bottle of white wine. “You should have seen her sucking my dick. It was so hot.”

I blushed. “Ruby!”

“Oh, it’s just us girls! We like to have fun.”

“Yeah, there are no secrets between us,” Vera said with a wink. “You’ll get to know all of us with time because the truth is, nothing beats a good girlfriend. Not even all the rich men we get to meet and play with because only a girlfriend will have your back at the end of the day.”

“That’s right, Vera! Preach!” Ruby said and lifted her wine glass in the air. “Let’s toast to us girls!”

“To us girls,” Vera and I echoed as we clinked our glasses with Ruby’s. We sat at the table off the kitchen and drank our wine. We chatted about stories with their past clients, wardrobe mishaps, our favorite celebrity looks, makeup tips, and all types of other juicy conversation.

Rich men like Derrick were tempting, but how could I fall in love? I was excited to see where this new life would take me, and nothing was about to stop me! Not my debt. Not some rich man offering me false love. My new girlfriends had claimed my heart, and they would give me all the support I needed.

I was Ruby’s girl.

I was Vera’s girl.

I was Eileen.
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“Here’s the key to your room, Mr. Blaine.”

A woman with long, wavy brown hair handed me a key. I glanced over my shoulder, making sure nobody heard the woman say my name. I never knew when someone with a camera would be lurking around the corner.

“Thank you,” I said in a rough voice as I snatched the key from her hand. She chuckled, most likely at my jumpiness.

“Don’t worry, Mr. Blaine, the patrons here at Le Grande will respect your privacy. We have celebrities pass through these halls all the time. If you have any problems, you can call me directly,” the woman said and slid a business card across the counter. Her name was Cynthia.

“Thanks,” I said in a softer voice as I took the card. “Sorry, I’m being weird. I just want to spend my time here relaxing and forget about the world.”

“I understand, sir. There are trails, and the beach is only a short ride away. You could sit by the pool. Enjoy the casino. One of our many eating establishments. Relax and forget about the world, Mr. B,” Cynthia said with a wink.

I felt silly for making such a big deal about Cynthia saying my name, but it was rare to go a day without seeing at least a dozen people pull out their phones to take a picture of me, as though I were a painting in a museum. Their faces were the worst, looking like they would die if they didn’t get that picture of my face.

I desperately missed the days when I could walk around without anyone recognizing me. It’d been years since that happened, and let’s be honest, I didn’t hate being famous, but everyone needed a break.

“Would you like someone to show you to your room?” Cynthia asked as a woman with short, blonde hair walked behind the counter.

“I’d love to show you to your room,” the blonde said.

“Please, Ms. Camille, would you show Mr. B to his room?” Cynthia said to the blonde.

Ms. Camille pressed a few more keys on the computer before lifting her eyes to mine and smiling brightly without a hint of recognition. I sighed, relaxing a little. I slid Cynthia’s business card into my back pocket and followed Ms. Camille to the elevator.

“What are you here for?” she asked.

“Relaxation,” I said.

I didn’t want to get too personal with the hotel staff, but I was also meeting my girlfriend. Everyone thought we were in love, but we had an open relationship and only saw each other at red-carpet events. Our quasi relationship was even more distant now that I’d moved back to America to join the growing soccer league in the United States.

My girlfriend’s name was Liliana Pratt. She was a Spanish-English supermodel who’d taken over the runways of London and Milan. Now her eyes were on New York and Los Angeles since I’d moved back to the states. She wanted to marry me for my American passport.

I was playing for a Spanish soccer team when Liliana and I met at a party. We hit it off and talked all night. Some paparazzi took photos of us walking home together at three in the morning, which sent the tabloids into a frenzy.

Supermodel Liliana Pratt with American Soccer Sensation Otto Blaine

Liliana took to the headline and said we should fool the world into thinking we were together. I went along with it because what man wouldn’t want to claim that he was dating one of the hottest women in the world? What man wouldn’t want everyone thinking he was fucking emerald-eyed beauty Liliana Pratt?

The elevator doors opened. Ms. Camille stepped out first and told me to follow her.

“You’re in one of our nicest suites on the tenth floor. It has excellent views.”

“Perfect,” I said.

Ms. Camille smiled as she swiped the key over the lock and opened the door. She exhaled as a waft of air smacked us on the faces.

“Here’s your room, sir. Call us if you need anything. We’re happy to help,” Ms. Camille said.

“Thank you,” I said and stepped into the room, grabbing the key from Ms. Camille’s outstretched hand. She turned and left down the hallway, switching her hips like Liliana on the runway. I closed the door after watching her a few seconds, wondering what it’d be like to wear heels on my feet.

I shook the thought away as quickly as it came. I couldn’t wear heels or dresses or anything else I really wanted! I was a world-famous soccer player! I was dating a supermodel! What would people think if I put on a pencil skirt and heels and strutted down the hallway like Ms. Camille had?

I fell against the closed door, clutching my heart. The view was spectacular, but I couldn’t even concentrate on the lush vegetation and distant shore. Maybe I needed to take the shuttle down to the beach to clear my mind of those feminine fantasies, even though trips to the beach had never worked before.

I’d see all the sexy women dressed in bikinis and wonder what it would be like to have men watch me as they watched those girls. Could I ever fool a man into thinking I was a woman?

I was a famous soccer player, but I was also on the thinner side. I never overworked my arms, even though my legs and ass were thick. Dressing up as a woman was always a fantasy I kept in the back of my mind.

It was a fantasy I wondered if I could turn into reality before Liliana arrived in a couple days to meet me at the exclusive resort where nobody seemed to recognize me. I’d seen over a dozen people since arriving, and nobody gave me that oh-my-goodness-I-need-an-autograph look.

Liliana didn’t know about my feminine desires. Nobody did. All of my friends were soccer players, and I’d never been brave enough to experiment in college, so I was just left watching videos online, wishing I could experience what it was like to dress up like a girl and seduce a man.

There were plenty of men who checked me out, but I didn’t want to have sex with other men as a man. I wanted them to see me as a girl. I wanted to be their submissive, feminine slut. It was a dream I’d never realized, which was why it always killed me whenever Liliana and I had sex.

She expected me to be an alpha. She wanted to be my submissive slut, and it wasn’t fair! Deep down, I wasn’t an alpha at all.

Maybe coming to a resort wasn’t the best idea. I was usually so busy that I could ignore my urges, but now transforming myself into a pretty girl was all I could think about. There was nobody around to stop me. Nobody around to shame me. I paced in front of the window with a gorgeous view, wondering how I could make my dreams come true before Liliana arrived.

I had some panties in my suitcase, so I threw those on after a quick shower. I always kept my body shaved. Told people it made me run faster, even though I couldn’t have cared less about my speed.

Shaving my body hair and keeping my skin moisturized were some of the few girly things I could do without arousing suspicion.

I couldn’t stop myself from rubbing one out as I stared at my hairless, pantie-clad manhood in the mirror. My member hung out the side of the black lingerie as I stroked it.

The fabric hugged my balls and made my entire package look irresistible. I bit my lip as I kept rubbing, wishing I had more clothes to feminize myself, but I’d never been brave enough to order more than a few pairs of panties. They were still hot and took off the edge of my desire.

I wouldn’t last long. I raced over to the sink seconds before shooting my load. There was another mirror. I watched my thick cum coat the sink as my body jerked. My skin turned three shades redder as I unloaded, grunting like a fool.

I grabbed a tissue to wipe off my tip before tucking my hardness back into the black lingerie. I needed a drink, so I put on my jeans, a belt, and a t-shirt. I grabbed my room key and headed downstairs to the restaurants and entertainment.
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I sipped on a double whiskey, feeling like my life was going nowhere. What did it matter if I was a world-famous soccer player if I couldn’t even be myself? What was so wrong about wanting to dress up as a girl and have sex with a man?

I watched pornos where crossdressers did it all the time, and I knew deep down in my heart that I wanted to be one of those boys who could get dressed up and pass as a girl.

“Are you okay? I just want to paint your face right now, and I’d name it ‘death’.”

A woman slid onto the stool next to me, sipping a clear drink from a martini glass. She had long brown hair that was held at the back of her head with a clip. She was pretty, but I wasn’t looking for company.

“Not interested,” I said.

She laughed and sipped her drink without leaving. “Why are you so tense? This is a resort.”

“I’m trying to relax.”

“Relax? How can you relax with that attitude?” she asked in a playful voice.

I hated how she was toying with me as though I were a mouse, and she was a cat. “Can’t you just leave me alone, lady?”

“Yes, I could, but where’s the fun in that? What happened? Trying to escape an expensive divorce?”

“No,” I said and narrowed my eyes when I turned my head toward the woman. “Why would you think that?”

She shrugged. “You’re wearing an expensive watch, and you’re here. It’s not the cheapest hotel in the world.”

“Yeah, I was paying for privacy, which you aren’t giving me.”

“I hate seeing people who look as sad as you,” she said.

“Lady,” I said in a harsh voice, finally looking into her eyes. She smiled, and I knew she didn’t recognize me. She was just a woman on vacation who was trying to strike up a conversation, and I was being an asshole. “Sorry, I’m not sad. Maybe lost.”

“Woah,” she said and threw up her hands. “I’m going to have to charge you by the hour if you keep talking like that.”

I laughed and shook my head, feeling a little more at ease. She reached forward and placed a hand on my knee, sending waves of warmth over my body. “I’m just kidding.”

“My name is Otto,” I said and reached out my hand.

“Natalie,” she said and took my hand, gripping it more firmly than I expected. “Nice to meet you, Otto. So, why do you feel lost?”

“If I told you, I’d have to kill you.”

“Are you really going to use that line?” she asked and threw back her martini. She snapped her fingers at the bartender and pointed at her empty glass.

“You want another one, Natalie?”

“Yeah, and don’t make it weak with all that ice this time, Henry!” I swallowed, unable to believe how Natalie was talking to the bartender. She laughed when she turned back to me, probably reading the revulsion on my face. “Don’t worry, Otto. Henry is a pal. I’ve been here all summer.”

“Really? Isn’t that expensive?” I asked, even though I could afford to do the same, but I couldn’t escape my humble beginnings. Playing soccer was the only thing that kept me out of trouble and off the streets when I was a teenager, and it’d also made me a fairly rich man through a multitude of endorsement deals.

Natalie placed a finger against her lip. “Shh, don’t tell anyone, but I’m rich!” she hollered with a hoot of laughter.

“Here you are. I put extra gin in this one.”

“You’re the best, Henry. Don’t let me leave without giving you a big tip.”

“I never do,” he said with a wink and walked away from the counter.

I didn’t know what to think about them, so I asked Natalie what she was drinking, feeling happier that she hadn’t walked away. She didn’t come off as needy or weird at all. What was so wrong about talking to a stranger? I needed a distraction.

“A gin martini. What about you?”

“Whiskey on the rocks.”

Natalie made a sound of pleasure before taking a sip from her drink. “We both like our drinks strong. I wonder what else we have in common,” Natalie said with a voice that hinted on flirtatious.

“That’s a good question,” I said. “What do you like?”

“Art,” she said. “I’m a painter. A photographer. I’ve dabbled in sculpting and some other 3D forms as well. Art is my life.”

“Wow. You must be famous if you can afford to stay here.”

“Something like that, but who’s really famous in the fine arts anymore? At least I can find people to pay me millions for my work.”

“That’s incredible!”

I’d never met an artist like Natalie and was completely amazed. I wanted to ask her a million questions and for pictures of her work, but she had questions of her own.

“What about you, Otto? What do you do? Businessman?”

I shook my head. “Guess.”

“Oh, you’re going to make a lady work for her answer. How naughty! Let’s see,” Natalie said and tapped her lips. “Are you an influencer?”

“Closer,” I said with a laugh. Most of my money came from product endorsements, so Natalie wasn’t far off, but I considered myself more athlete than influencer.

“Tell me! Don’t make me work so hard, Otto! It’s not fair!”

“I’m a soccer player. A pretty famous one, actually.”

“Outstanding! No wonder you have such an amazing body. It all makes sense now,” Natalie said with a wink. “I don’t follow sports, but I’d love to paint a nude portrait of you.”

My cheeks reddened as I thought about standing naked in front of Natalie like I’d seen those models for painters in movies do.

“I don’t know. My manager probably wouldn’t like that.”

“I bet you’re right. Agents and managers are the worst, am I right? Mine always tell me I should be doing this or that, and it’s like, hello! I got famous without you people! I don’t need you telling me what to do!”

I laughed, feeling like Natalie understood me. “Yeah, I hear that.” This trip was also a break from my agent and manager, who flew me around the world and squeezed money out of me like oranges for juice.

“So, Otto, do you have a girlfriend? Are you gay? Bi? Tell me about yourself,” she said.

My mouth opened and closed. There was a confession on the tip of my tongue, but how could I tell a stranger a secret I’d kept hidden for so long? How could I confess that my only fantasies involved me getting dressed up as a girl?

“What’s wrong? You have that look of death again,” Natalie said.

I shook my head, feeling silly. Feeling like I was crazy for even considering confiding in Natalie. “It’s nothing.”

“Ha,” she said and slapped the bar. “I would bet my life that you’re lying. What are you hiding? Mr. Soccer has some secrets.”

“Shut up,” I said.

“I’ll be,” Natalie said in a dramatic voice as she placed a hand on her chest. “Is that any way to talk to a woman?”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head, feeling guilty. “I’m tense is all, and you’re, I don’t know. You’re not like the people I usually deal with.”

“In a good way or a bad way?”

“Good, I guess, but there are things nobody knows about me.”

“Ooh,” Natalie said and scooted closer. “I love a good secret.”

I looked around, wanting to tell Natalie, but saying the words felt impossible. “Not here,” I said. “Can we go back to my room? Or yours?”

“As friends, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“We can go to my room,” Natalie said. She glanced around before lowering her voice to ask a question. “Do you want to smoke a joint?”

My eyes widened. I hadn’t smoked weed since I was in college, and I’d only done it a few times then, but the team hadn’t tested me since I signed my first contract, so I figured why not.

“Sure, do you have some?”

“No, but Henry does.” Natalie made a hissing sound at Henry, waving him over. He smiled and shook his head.

“Don’t tell me you need another drink already.”

“No, asshole. I was wondering if had more of the good stuff.”

Henry’s eyes widened as he glanced over his shoulder. “What did I tell you about asking me at the bar? You and Leticia are going to get me in trouble one of these days.”

Natalie fluttered her eyelids at Henry. “Don’t act like you don’t have any. You always come prepared. Just put it in a box and write how much I owe you on a separate piece of paper when you give me the receipt.”

Henry narrowed his eyes before putting up a finger and running away from the bar.

“This is so crazy,” I said.

My afternoon would have been a lot more boring if Natalie hadn’t stopped by to say hello. I was feeling lighter and more alive than I’d felt in ages. I couldn’t wait to smoke the joint and just let go. Life was always so serious for me, and I wished it weren’t. Why did I have to pretend to care while everyone else got to have fun?

“Henry loves it. He just likes to play difficult. Don’t worry,” Natalie said with a wave of the hand. “We’ll pay and head back to my room, and you can tell me your deepest, darkest secret.”

Nerves crept across my body, but why shouldn’t I share my truth? Maybe fate had brought me to this hotel to meet Natalie, so she could be the first person to discover my secret.

Henry returned with a to-go box sitting atop the receipt tray. Natalie opened the box. A strong odor filled the air, but neither of them seemed to mind or notice.

“Did you put my friend’s drinks on the bill?”

“No, did you want me to add them?”

“Yes, Henry,” Natalie said. “Should I come back there and do your job for you?”

“Don’t be a bitch, Natalie, or I’ll cut you off.”

“You’ll never cut me off with the tips I give you.”

Henry smirked and slapped the new bill on the counter. I thanked Natalie as she pulled out her wallet.

“You’ll get dinner,” she said and winked. She threw back the rest of her martini after dropping two hundred-dollar bills on the bar. “See you later, handsome.”

“Bye, Natalie.”

Natalie grabbed my hand and dragged me toward the elevator. We stepped into the elevator, and she hit a button for the seventh floor.
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Natalie’s room wasn’t as large as mine, but it was still plenty nice. She had a sofa. There was also a table with some chairs. There was enough space between the ‘living-room’ area and her king-size bed to lay out a yoga mat. Natalie had one propped up against the wall.

She opened her mini-fridge and pulled out two little bottles of wine. “I don’t usually drink like this, especially not when I’m in the city working.”

“Where do you live?”

“New York,” she said. “I’ve been here most of the summer, though, so it honestly feels like a home away from home.”

“Like a vacation home?”

Natalie snapped her fingers. “Exactly like a vacation home. Honestly, it’s cheaper than any vacation home I’d want, and I don’t have to worry about maintenance.”

“So true,” I said, understanding better why Natalie might spend so much money to stay here for as long as she had. “Can you paint or anything here?” I asked, looking around the room for her supplies.

“I rent a studio in a small town near here. I try to go once a week at least, but I always have my camera to take pictures around the property,” Natalie said and opened a drawer to pull out her camera. “I also have sketchbooks and other supplies,” she said as she glanced down at the open drawer.

“That’s cool,” I said and took a sip from the little bottle of wine.

“Will you play soccer while you’re here, Otto?”

“Probably not,” I said with a laugh.

I was sitting on the sofa. Natalie pulled out the chair from the desk and turned it toward me. She sat and took a drink of her wine. I knew what she was going to ask, but I wasn’t ready to answer.

“So, what’s this secret you’re hiding, Mr. Soccer?”

I chewed on my lip. “You promise you won’t tell?”

“Who would I tell?”

“The world?” I asked to remind Natalie what was on the line. I wasn’t just some regular guy. I had millions of followers. “Nobody can know, Natalie!”

“Otto, few things can surprise me. I’m an artist. My ex-husband is an artist. I live in New York. Your secret is probably my Tuesday morning. Just spit it out before I get bored.”

“You promise you won’t tell?”

“Say it already, Otto!”

“I want to dress up as a girl!” I said it so quickly that I couldn’t take back the words. I covered my mouth, feeling like it’d been violated. How long had I been holding in those words? How long had I been hiding from my truth? Since sophomore year of college when I slipped on those panties that a hookup left under my bed?

Natalie stared at me a long moment before putting a hand over her mouth as a giggle slipped from her lips.

“It’s not funny!”

“Sorry,” she said. “It’s really not a big deal, but it certainly wasn’t what I was expecting.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I chugged the rest of my wine to steady my burning nerves. I couldn’t believe I’d actually let my secret slip! At least I was able to keep the part about wanting to suck dicks and take them up my bussy a secret.

“Shit, dude,” Natalie said when I stopped drinking the wine. “You need to loosen up. Hanging around all those jocks has really messed up your head, hasn’t it? I can’t tell you how many straight guys I’ve seen wear dresses or skirts. It’s really not a big deal anymore.”

I scowled at Natalie, thinking she was the craziest woman in the world. How was it not a big deal? The tabloids would have a field day with me if they caught me dressing up as a girl, which was exactly what I told Natalie.

“Then you have to look so convincingly feminine that they’ll never know it’s you. I bet you could pass as a girl with the right wig and makeup. Your arms aren’t too thick, and your shoulders aren’t too wide. What do you think? Should we try?” Natalie asked.

“Try? What? Have you lost your mind?”

“No,” Natalie said in a serious voice. “I’m only trying to help you make your dreams come true. If I never took risks in my life, I wouldn’t be as successful as I am, that’s for sure. Why don’t you let me dress you up? I have tons of dresses and wigs,” Natalie said and pulled on her hair.

I gasped when she removed it. She had short brown hair beneath the wig.

“That was a wig?”

“Yep,” she said. “I fell in love with wigs while going through chemo a few years back and haven’t given them up since. It’s much easier keeping my hair short and switching out my styles as I please.”

“Fuck, I’m sorry. You had cancer?”

“Yeah, but I’m in the clear now! Between my ex-husband’s bitchy attitude for selling more art than him and the cancer, I decided to live my best life! We can’t let all those mental shackles hold us down. We have to live while we have the chance! If you want to dress like a girl, then fucking dress like a girl, Otto!”

My heart fluttered, and my body got all tingly like it did when I heard an inspirational speech from our coach. Natalie was right! I couldn’t spend my entire life not living my fantasies! If I wanted to dress as a girl, then I should put on a fucking dress like Natalie said!

“You’re right!” I hollered and hopped to my feet. “I shouldn’t wait until I’m on my deathbed to do what I want! Let’s do it!”

Natalie stood next to me and smiled. “You mean it? You really want to try?”

“Yeah! Fuck it! You have a wig I can borrow?”

Natalie grinned as she slid her tongue across her top lip. “I have more than a wig.”
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“Do you have a mirror?” I asked, feeling weird with a layer of makeup caked on my face.

“Wait, you can’t see yourself yet. You haven’t even put on the clothes yet.”

Nerves tingled across my body. Natalie plopped me down in a chair and got to work on my makeup after I told her that I kept my body shaved. It’d been fifteen minutes since she checked my legs for hair, and I was really starting to question my decision.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said.

“Shut up and close your eyes. I’m almost finished,” Natalie said.

I sighed and closed my eyelids, wondering if it’d all be worth it, but then I reminded myself that I was at a secluded resort. I was miles away from my teammates and coaches and somewhat girlfriend. When else would I have the chance to let a crazy artist woman doll up my face with makeup?

Natalie hummed along to the music playing in the background as she did something to my eyes. It was weird thinking I was only a few steps from making my dreams come true after all these years. Why wasn’t I more excited? Why wasn’t I feeling like I needed to shout from the rooftops about how wonderful it’d be to pass as a girl?

Pass.

That was the definitive word. I still wasn’t sure if I’d be able to pass. I was still too worried that everyone would just see me as some dude trying to dress up as a girl, which I really didn’t want.

“Are you almost finished?” I asked with my eyes closed.

“You really aren’t patient, are you?”

“I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “You’re looking fabulous. I still can’t believe how cleanly shaved you keep your body. It’s remarkable.”

I grinned, feeling proud of myself. “It’s the only thing I can do to make myself feel girly. There are some other guys on the team who shave too, but I don’t think they want to dress up as girls.”

“You never know,” Natalie said in a seductive voice. “Now, hush up so I can finish this makeup.”

I folded my lips, and it was only a couple more minutes until Natalie stopped touching up my face with whatever makeup she was using. I heard her take a step away from me and took that as a cue that I could open my eyes.

The room seemed brighter when my eyes opened, but the makeup didn’t seem as heavy. I was getting used to it and really wanted to see myself, but Natalie refused to let me stand.

“No, not yet. We have to get you dressed first. Don’t you want to be completely transformed before you see yourself?”

My answer was no, but Natalie wasn’t giving me much room for argument. If it weren’t for her, I’d be sitting in my hotel room, wishing I had more than a pair of panties to wear, which I had yet to tell Natalie I was wearing them at all.

She came back with a loose fitted gray dress and a bra. She also had some gel cups to slide into the bra to give me some real-looking breasts.

“Put these on,” she said and set them at the edge of the bed. “I’m going to grab some more stuff from the closet. You’re lucky I love to wear flowy dresses and skirts.”

I nodded as I pulled the shirt from my body, careful not to mess up my makeup, which I had yet to see. I unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down, revealing my girly panties. They stole Natalie’s attention.

She clapped and jumped in place before cupping a hand over her mouth. She pointed at me. “You’re already wearing panties! I thought we’d have to buy you some for sure, but I should have known better! You’re such an onion, Otto! I bet nobody in your life would suspect that you’re a pantie-loving stud.”

My body flushed with embarrassment. I wanted to run out of the room, but then I remembered that my face was covered in makeup, so that would mean running around a resort in nothing but panties with a dolled-up face. I couldn’t leave. I had to stay right where I was.

“Oh, don’t be like that, Otto! I think your panties are sexy, and you’ll look even better once you put on that dress.”

Natalie grabbed the bra and stepped forward. She told me to hold out my arms before putting the bra on me. She stepped behind me to hook it into place. Natalie grabbed the gel inserts after and slipped them into the bra.

“Now, put on your dress, beautiful.”

I nodded as I picked up the gray dress and pulled it over my head, letting it slide down my body. It fit surprisingly well and made my ass seem much rounder than I ever thought possible. I placed my hands on my hips, already feeling a million times more womanly.

I stepped toward the mirror, but Natalie stopped me.

“Let’s put a wig on you first.”

“Okay,” I said. “What colors do you have?”

Natalie stepped over to the small closet. She opened it, and there were several mannequin heads at the top with wigs donned on them. She had red, platinum blonde, dirty blonde, and a few shades of brown.

“Let’s go with something that matches your natural color. This dark-brown wig will make your blue eyes pop.”

I nodded and watched as Natalie grabbed the dark-brown wig with long, flowing hair and came over to me, slowly placing the wig over my short hair. Natalie was grinning like crazy when she took a step back to admire her work, which was me.

“What?” I asked, feeling worried I looked insane.

“Nothing. It’s incredible what a wig and makeup can do to a man. I’d love to take pictures of you but understand you need your privacy.”

“Yes, no pictures!”

“Don’t worry, beautiful. We’re friends now, and I don’t cross my friends. Ready to see yourself?”

“Desperately,” I said, feeling as anxious as I had when I first tried out for a European soccer team.

Natalie nodded and walked over to me, grabbing my shoulders before leading me to a mirror. “Close your eyes,” she said in a whisper.

I did, reaching out with my hand, even though we were in a hotel room. How far could I really go? It was only a few seconds before Natalie told me to stop, and I knew my life would never be the same once I opened my eyes.

“Are you ready?” Natalie asked while holding my shoulders.

“No, but this is what I’ve always wanted.”

“Open your eyes. Tell me what you think.”

I held my eyes closed for several beats before slowly opening them, feeling more nervous than I’d ever had, but those nerves were needless.

I looked fabulous!

“What? How is this—” I wanted to speak, but I felt tears forming in my eyes and finally understood why women hated crying after doing their makeup. “Shit,” I said and waved a hand in my face.

Natalie set her chin on my shoulder as we stared into the mirror. “Don’t you look amazing?”

“Yes,” I said. My voice sounded so strange coming from the girly lips I saw in the mirror. “How is it possible?”

“Women and men aren’t so different after all, huh?”

I stared at my reflection, trying to find traces of my masculinity, even though they’d all but vanished. I could still see myself in the reflection, but it was a girly version of myself, as though I were my own sister. It was by far the strangest sensation I’d ever felt, and I absolutely loved it!

“I guess not. I never thought this would be possible,” I said, suddenly realizing Natalie was the one who’d made it happen. “How can I repay you? What do I owe you?”

“Nothing,” she said with a light laugh. “Well, maybe you can buy me a martini with dinner. After we smoke that joint?”

I’d forgotten all about the joint the bartender gave us, but it sounded like fun. “Where can we smoke it?”

“There are trails right outside the hotel. Come on,” Natalie said and grabbed my wrist, pulling me toward the door. I had to tell her to stop, so I could pick up my wallet and room key.

Natalie led me outside. Some guys checked us out, but now I was confident that absolutely nobody would recognize me as I walked around the hotel’s property. We laughed as we walked further along the trails, getting deeper and deeper into the nature.

“Do you come out here often?” I asked through a giggle.

“All the time,” she said in a bright voice. “Well, whenever I have a joint, which is about every other day.”

“You’re crazy,” I said.

“You love it.”

“I do.”

Natalie glanced over her shoulder before skipping ahead along the trail. It wasn’t long before we made it to a little clearing with several rocks. I noticed there were a few ends of smoked joints at the base of one rock, right where Natalie sat.

“So, this is where you come?” I asked as I sat next to her.

“Yeah.” She pulled the joint from her ear and placed it between her lips. She reached into her bra for a lighter, igniting a flame to spark the joint. “I’m normally alone, though, so it’s nice to have a friend.”

I nodded, sighing as I felt the long brown hair of the wig along my back. Wearing a dress was so much different from jeans or shorts. It felt liberating, especially when the fresh breeze blew up between my thighs.

Natalie passed the joint my way after taking a few puffs. I inhaled once and went into a coughing fit. My lungs hadn’t felt anything so intense since my college days. Natalie laughed as she patted my back, encouraging me to breathe more easily.

“Don’t die over there, tiger.”

“Here,” I said and passed her the joint, already feeling the first tingles of a high creep across my body.

“So, what will you tell people your name is if they ask? Some boys might come up and try to buy us drinks if we hang around the hotel as girlfriends.”

“I hadn’t thought about it,” I said.

“You should choose a name and work on a girly voice if you really want to pass. One word from those lips, and everyone would know you’re a man.”

I nodded. Natalie was right. I might have looked like a woman, but I sounded all man. “How can I make my voice more girly?”

Natalie shrugged. “I guess you could try speaking more softly.”

“Like this?” I asked in a breath of a voice.

“Yeah,” Natalie said with a laugh. “That actually sounded pretty feminine. Keep practicing.”

“Shit,” I said in the same breathy whisper. “It’s going to take a lot of concentration.”

“Yeah, but you’re already killing it, girl!”

I grinned, taking the joint as Natalie passed it. I coughed less the second time. Natalie and I sat there for another twenty minutes as I practiced my girly voice. My desperate attempts to sound feminine gave Natalie a lot to laugh at, but I was getting rather good at my girly voice by the time we returned to the hotel!

“Should I buy you a drink?” I asked in my new voice as we approached the entrance.

“Yes, but have you decided on a name?”

I’d been thinking about it and came up with two names that I really liked, but one seemed to stand out as we stood outside the hotel’s entrance.

“Diane,” I said.

“I love it,” Natalie said. “Come on, Diane! Let’s spend some money in the casino!”

Natalie pulled me toward the door, and we had a wonderful evening at the hotel as girlfriends. Natalie and I gambled, and we made enough for a fancy dinner at Le Grande Bistro, one of the hotel’s fanciest restaurants. Some guys even offered to buy us drinks, but we were having much too fun just us girls!

Natalie and I stumbled back to our rooms after parting ways around eleven at night, and it was honestly one of the best days of my life.


5

I woke up the next morning feeling refreshed. I’d fallen asleep in my bra and panties and wig, feeling womanly and on top of the world as I sat up in bed and stretched out my arms. It was like I didn’t have a care in the world until I saw my phone.

Liliana: Can’t wait to see you tomorrow afternoon *kissy face*

It was my supermodel girlfriend. The woman who was everything I secretly wanted to be, and I was nothing she wanted. I wasn’t an alpha. I wasn’t one to take charge anywhere besides on the soccer field, and that was only because my desire to win triumphed all.

Now I wanted to win at being a girl before Liliana arrived and poured cold water all over my party. I couldn’t wear panties and a bra around her! She’d freak! I needed to do everything I wanted to do as a woman today.

Me: I can’t wait to see you either!

I held the button on the side of my phone to power down the device, not wanting to hear another word from Liliana before tomorrow. I got out of bed and went to the shower to freshen up my shave. It was already eight, and I was supposed to meet Natalie at her room by nine.

It was half past eight by the time I got out of the shower with my legs smooth. I lathered them with lotion as I sat on the edge of the bed with my towel tucked under my shoulders and wrapped around my chest. The weather channel was playing, and it was supposed to be a sunny, cool day. Perfect weather for wearing a dress!

I didn’t have any other dresses, so I slipped on the gray one. It was comfy, but I couldn’t go around all day wearing the same dress I’d had on the day before. There were five minutes until nine when I finally walked out of the door all dolled up and ready for the day.

Natalie opened her door a few seconds after I knocked. She squealed when she saw me.

“You look as fabulous as last night, but we need to put some makeup on you and get you a new dress!”

“Please,” I said in my girly voice. I’d been practicing it since I opened my eyes in the morning. It wasn’t perfect, and I’d have to practice a lot more to control it, but I honestly sounded pretty feminine. “This dress isn’t doing it for me.”

“Don’t worry, girl! I already called the concierge to arrange a taxi for us. There’s a small beach town not far from here, and they have some cute boutiques.”

“Perfect,” I said in an excited voice. “I’ve always wanted to go shopping for dresses.”

“Get that credit card ready because we’re about to do some swiping!”

“Okay,” I said. “I’m ready.”

“Excellent. Let’s go.”

I grinned and followed Natalie out of the door, feeling beyond excited for the day. My phone was off, and I was completely focused on enjoying this taste of womanhood before it was gone, even though I had a feeling I’d never be able to ignore my true desires after today.

I would return to dresses and panties, even if I stayed with Liliana. It was something we had to discuss because I’d honestly never felt more like myself as I stood next to Natalie in her gray dress, waiting for a taxi to take us to the beach town nearby.

“There’s something I should tell you,” I said to Natalie as we were riding in the taxi.

“What?”

“I have a girlfriend,” I said.

The taxi driver looked into the rear-view mirror, meeting my eyes, but I honestly didn’t care what he thought. He was probably just imagining a bunch of lesbian sex.

“Okay? So, what?”

I glanced at the taxi driver through the mirror before scooting across the backseat and cupping my hand around Natalie’s ear to whisper.

“I want to find a man before she arrives. It’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

“When is that?” Natalie asked in a normal voice.

“Tomorrow,” I whispered before pulling away from Natalie’s ear and sitting upright. The taxi driver looked at me like he desperately wanted to know what I’d said.

“Sounds like we have some work to do then,” Natalie said with a wink.
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Natalie and I spent two hours going between the different boutiques after she put a light layer of makeup on my face. She had a makeup bag in her purse and worked her magic in a few minutes.

I tried on more dresses than I could count but only ended up buying four. We also picked out some extra bras and panties for me. Natalie even convinced me to get tights and stockings and a few other womanly treasures I’d have to hide from Liliana once she arrived.

I slipped into a red dress that stopped a few inches above the knee. I had on lacey white panties with a matching bra. Natalie had some red lipstick in her purse and ran it over my lips before we left the store, making my face pop when I checked myself out in the mirror.

“This is incredible,” I said as we walked down the street. It was still unreal seeing myself look so womanly. I never would have thought it was possible, even twenty-four hours before. A man passing as a woman was only something I’d seen on film. Now I’d experienced it in real life, and the only thing I wanted to do was seduce a man.

“You think guys will come up to us today?” I asked as I adjusted the dress in the mirror, making sure my chest looked incredible.

“Those guys came up to us yesterday when we were at the casino.”

“I know! We should have gotten their numbers,” I said as we stared into the mirror at the boutique store. “Why didn’t we?”

Natalie laughed and patted my shoulder. “Don’t worry about those guys. There are others.”

“They were hot, though! Stupid weed making me all nervous.”

“It’s okay, Diane. Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” Natalie said.

I sighed, wishing we could go back in time to get those guys’ phone numbers. I wanted a dick in my mouth, stat! Before Liliana arrived and ruined all my fun. It wasn’t fair that I had to pretend to be some alpha, macho soccer star for the world when my natural desires went against all that.

“Let’s grab a cocktail by the beach before we head back to the hotel! Maybe that’ll lift your spirits.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

Natalie hooked her arm with mine and pulled me down the sidewalk, all dolled up and ready to find my man!

***

“This drink is delicious,” I said as I sipped a rum cocktail. It was fruity and strong and making me feel better about not having a man.

“Yeah, cocktails are all we need!”

“I wish,” I said in a girly voice that was far too depressing for its own good. “When was your last time? What’s it like having sex with a man? Tell me everything because it’s unlikely I’ll get any!”

Natalie laughed. “You’re so dramatic. I love it.”

“I only have one day!”

“You have your entire life, Diane. Now that you know what’s possible, several doors have opened for you. It might be hard to let go of your past, but is this Liliana girl who you really want?”

I hissed. “Don’t say her name. Someone might put the pieces together.”

“There are plenty of Liliana’s in the world, but anyway, is she who you really want?”

I didn’t know the answer. Sometimes I really enjoyed Liliana’s company, but I hated having sex with her. I hated how she expected me to be a dominant alpha. I did my best but making love to Liliana always felt like a performance.

“I love Liliana but maybe as a friend more than anything.”

“Not every relationship can work, and it sounds to me like you two use each other for promotion more than anything. You can’t spend your life being a business. You have to find some separation from the brand they’ve made out of you.”

I nodded, knowing Natalie was right, but it was hard to separate myself from my life as a soccer star. The past twenty-four hours were the most detachment I’d had in years. All it would take to return to that overbearing life was a plane ride back to the city.

“Easier said than done.”

“That’s true, but look,” Natalie said and lifted her chin toward the door.

I glanced over my shoulder and couldn’t believe what I saw. It was the two guys from the casino!

They were standing by the door with shorts that were dripping wet, leaving little to the imagination. They both had a thickness beneath those wet shorts that looked irresistible, and I didn’t have to feel bad about looking! I was dressed as a woman! Those guys wanted me staring at their bulges.

“Diane, look alive. They’re heading this way.”

I lifted my eyes, seeing the guys as they walked in our direction. They definitely recognized us.

“Nice seeing you ladies again,” one guy said. “Can we buy you a drink today? Maybe join you for lunch?”

I bit my bottom lip, lifting my eyes to meet Natalie’s. We’d already ordered, but why shouldn’t we let the guys join?

Natalie shrugged and smiled at the men. “Sure, guys. Have a seat. I’m Natalie, and this is my friend, Diane. We were a little too intoxicated yesterday to chat.”

“Glad we caught you early today then,” the man said while staring at me like an animal in the wild. “I’m Dwight, and this is my pal, Brian.”

Brian was checking out Natalie when I glanced in his direction. He didn’t even notice me as he sat in the seat next to her. Dwight took the seat next to me, staring into my eyes with nothing but desire.

“What are you drinking, Diane?”

I told Dwight the name of my drink. He ordered another for me and one for himself when the server stopped by our table. I was too busy checking out Dwight’s thick muscles to tell him I still had most of my drink, but it was probably for the best. I would need at least one more cocktail to do to Dwight what was playing through my head.

“So, you guys are staying at Le Grande too?”

“Yeah,” I said in my girl voice and glanced at Natalie, who was already deep in a conversation with Brian. They kept laughing and staring at each other, like they’d fallen in love at first sight, but I doubted there was much love bouncing around the table.

We were all dripping in lust.

“Us too.”

“Natalie and I are in different rooms,” I said. I was trying to keep my voice light when I spoke, but I feared my manly voice would slip past my painted lips. “We met yesterday.”

“Nice,” said Dwight. He told me how Brian was his buddy, and that they went on a trip about every six months.

“That’s lovely,” I said.

Dwight nodded and smiled at me, but I felt like he could see right through my disguise. I worried he’d find out I was just a guy in a dress and dump me or worse.

The server returned with our cocktails, which was great because I’d about finished off my first one trying to tamp down these nerves.

“Cheers,” Dwight said and held up his drink. The four of us clinked our glasses together, but we’d quickly formed pairs. Natalie was engrossed in a conversation with Brian. I was trying to keep my shit together with Dwight and his attractive thick muscles.

“You must work out a lot,” I said to Dwight as I let my eyes travel along the ridges of his muscular arms.

“Six days a week. You’re not too bad yourself, though. I love a woman with some muscle definition,” Dwight said and touched my arm. He ran his fingers along my skin, making me tingle all over. I wanted him to hold me down with those thick arms and plow my hole. I’d never been fucked before, but Dwight looked so sexy.

He watched me as I wrapped my lips around the straw of my first cocktail, sucking up the last of it until it made a slurping sound. Dwight licked his lips as I parted mine and set the glass back on the table.

“Fuck, girl.”

“You like that?” I asked in a slutty voice.

“Yeah,” he said. “I want to watch you do that back at the hotel. You got anyone else staying in your room?”

“Only me,” I said in a voice much more confident than I felt. Could I really have Dwight come back with me to the hotel room? What would he do when he found out I wasn’t really a girl?

Dwight grinned and sipped his cocktail. I was feeling all hot and horny when the server returned with the meals we’d ordered. I got a salad with the dressing on the side and ate it like other girls I’d seen.

I dipped my fork into the dressing before taking a big bite of lettuce and veggies. Dwight focused on me every time I lifted the fork to my mouth.

He had a hamburger and ate it without a hint of daintiness. He bit into the sandwich like an animal, eating most of it in one bite. He popped handfuls of fries into his mouth and kept his legs spread, hitting me every so often with his knee.

I watched Dwight, understanding what women found so attractive about an alpha like him. He looked like he could take what he wanted. Few people probably told him no. I wanted him to hold me down with those thick arms poking out of his shirt and do unspeakable things to my body.

“Should we all share a taxi back to the hotel?” Dwight asked as we were nearing the end of our lunch. He still didn’t seem to know I wasn’t a woman, and I wondered if I should tell him before we went back to the hotel, but I couldn’t find the courage. I at least wanted to feel his dick in my mouth first.

“What do you think, Diane?”

“I’d like that,” I said in a soft voice.

Natalie grinned. She perched on the edge of her chair and reached forward to wrap her hand around the back of Brian’s neck. “Me too. Wouldn’t you, Brian?”

Brian grunted through a wide smile. “Yeah, I’d love that. What are we going to do?”

“I could think of a few things,” Natalie said. She let her eyes sweep across the three of us before winking.

The guys couldn’t stop grinning, and I knew they only had one thing on their mind. Sex was on my mind too, along with many doubts, fears, and worries.

I stayed mostly silent as we finished our cocktails and paid the bill. Brian found us a cab when we got to the door, and then we were on our way back to the hotel. Dwight had his hand on my exposed thigh the entire time, and I noticed the bulge in those swim trunks jump more than once.


7

“Let’s meet at the bar later. Two hours?” Natalie asked as we rode in the elevator.

“Sounds good to me,” Dwight said behind me.

“Me too,” Brian echoed.

I watched the two men in our reflections from the elevator door. They looked excited, like they knew they were about to score. I only hoped Dwight would look that excited when he found out I had a dick between my legs instead of a pussy.

“Diane? Two hours? Is that okay?”

“Yeah,” I said in a voice that was a touch too deep. I cleared my throat and fixed my tone. “Two hours is fine.”

The elevator stopped at the seventh floor, and the doors slid open. Natalie grabbed Brian’s hand and stepped onto her floor. “See you then, girl!” She said as she pulled Brian down the hallway. He glanced over his shoulder with an excited smile plastered to his face.

“Just you and me, beautiful,” Dwight said.

“Yes,” I said, feeling more nervous than I’d felt during matches the entire world watched. “It’s just us.”

The elevator didn’t take long to reach the tenth floor. I stepped off when the elevator doors opened. Dwight followed. Our energy wasn’t nearly as upbeat as Natalie and Brian’s had been when they got off at the seventh floor.

“Everything okay?” Dwight asked as I walked slowly down the hallway, feeling like the world might spin into a blur. Feeling like I might pass out and fall on my face, spilling my shopping bags all over the floor.

“Yes,” I said. “No,” I said milliseconds later. “Would you mind waiting in the hall a second?”

“Uh, sure. You want me to grab some ice or something?”

“No,” I said and rushed to my door, swiping the keycard over the lock. It opened, and I slipped into the hotel room. I slammed the door behind me before Dwight could get inside, dropping my shopping bags by my side.

Dwight didn’t knock or anything, but he was standing right around the door when I glanced through the peephole.

I rushed around the room to make sure all my men’s clothing was packed safely away in my suitcase. I made sure my wallet and any other identifying information was also stored in a place that Dwight couldn’t see.

He was still standing in the hallway when I checked a few minutes later. I shook my head and went over to the bathroom sink to stare at myself in the mirror. There was a burly man outside my door, and he could be mine. All I needed to do was open the door and part my lips, and my dreams could come true.

I took a deep breath and told myself it was fine. I was in an open relationship that was barely even a relationship, and I was miles away from my reality as a soccer star. Dwight had no idea who I was, and he didn’t need to know, even if he found out I had a dick.

I went to the door and opened it, smiling at Dwight.

“Sorry,” I said. “My room was a mess, and I couldn’t let you see it like that.”

He chuckled. “You didn’t need to clean on my account. We don’t have to you know if—”

I shook my head and grabbed Dwight by the wrist, pulling him into my room. We hadn’t kissed, but I could no longer resist his lips. I pushed Dwight against the closed door and kissed him. Dwight held the small of my back as he kissed me, letting his tongue slip into my mouth.

“You’re so sexy,” I said in my breathy girl voice. My dick was getting hard, and I desperately hoped Dwight wouldn’t feel it beneath my dress, but how could I keep my cock a secret?

“Not as sexy as you,” Dwight said. He squeezed my ass and tried lifting me into his arms, but I squealed and stopped him, afraid he’d feel my hard cock if he pressed my crotch against his abs.

“What’s wrong, baby?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said and tried hiding my face, but it was no use. He placed his hand under my chin and lifted it slightly. He pressed his lips against mine, more aggressive than he’d been seconds before.

“Tell me you want this. I’m not a predator,” he said. “I want my women screaming in pleasure when I fuck them.”

His words made me so weak. It was so weird being on the other side of sex, having a man see me as a woman. I still found women beautiful and knew I could fool around with one, but none of the sex I’d had compared to how I felt at that moment with Dwight as my alpha.

I needed him to dominate me. I needed him to fuck me, but I still hadn’t told him that I only had a bussy to offer.

“Let me suck your dick,” I said.

Dwight grinned, rubbing the outline of his cock. “You have to pull it out if you want to lick it.”

My hands shook as I reached for the waistline of Dwight’s trunks. They’d dried since his dip in the ocean, but I could still smell the saltwater on them. I wondered if I’d taste it on his dick.

Dwight moaned as I pushed his shorts over his ass and then over his cock, revealing his half-erect member. It was thick and long and calling my name. Dwight pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it to the side as I kept pushing his shorts down his legs. Dwight stepped out of them and was completely naked.

“What about you? I want you naked.”

I panicked, but there was no way I could take off my dress, so I ignored Dwight and wrapped my lips around his cock before he could stop me.

That shut him up.

He placed his hands on the side of my head and let out a low, deep moan as he pushed my mouth farther down his cock.

He was too big to fit in my mouth without making me choke. I coughed on his dick, but Dwight kept pushing.

“Take my cock, you slut. Open that throat.”

I breathed through my nose and did my best to open my throat, but Dwight kept making me choke on his thick rod. I coughed and pulled my lips from his member, but Dwight only gave me a second to catch my breath before he shoved his manhood back between my lips.

My cock was throbbing in my white panties, and I wanted to stroke it so badly, but how could I without Dwight noticing? I was wondering how I could temper my burgeoning desires when I remembered all the pornos that I’d watched of girls rubbing their pussies through panties.

I reached up my dress and placed my hand against my thickened cock and rubbed it as though it were a pussy while Dwight fucked my mouth with his cock.

“Fuck, yeah. Touch that pussy. Get it nice and wet for me.”

I moaned on his cock and used my other hand to jack Dwight’s base, desperate to make him cum before he tried to fuck me. I wanted all his thick seed sliding down my throat. All those years of fantasizing for this moment, and the reality was much more magical than I ever could have imagined.

Dwight was completely dominating me, holding my face and using my mouth as though it were a pussy. He kept sliding in and out, getting to his tip. He even pulled out of my mouth at one point and slapped his cock against my cheek, getting spit all over my face with his tip.

“Fuck, I’m getting close. Let me fuck that pussy before I cum,” Dwight said as he slowly slid between my lips. I pulled off his cock and kissed his tip as I stared at him through hooded eyes, feeling more alive than I ever had.

“Cum in my mouth, Dwight.”

“Damn, you’re so fucking hot. Let me fuck you.”

“Please, baby.” I batted my eyelashes and hoped I looked like a dirty little whore. I hoped Dwight would remember that face for the rest of his life. “I want to taste you.”

“Fine,” he said. “Only because you’re fucking hot.”

“Yeah, daddy. Give me that cum.”

“Call me daddy again,” he said and slapped my face with his dick. “Tell me you need daddy’s dick.”

“I need your dick, daddy. Maybe you can fuck me later, but I need to taste your cum.”

Dwight grinned and put his hands into my hair, which was really a wig. I worried he’d pull it off and reveal my hair, but he didn’t. He was holding the back of my head too tightly, forcing my mouth as far as it’d go on his cock.

I moaned on Dwight’s rod as I took him fucking my mouth with everything he had. He was hitting the back of my throat with each thrust, but I’d learned to control my gag reflex. Dwight kept fucking my mouth until he groaned, and then it happened.

A hot, thick stream of cum hit the back of my throat. It was followed by several more until my mouth felt so full that I had no option but to swallow every drop of Dwight’s seed.

He wasn’t finished though. He was still cumming when he pulled out of my mouth. It got all over my face, ran over my chin, and fell to my dress. Dwight gasped and took several steps back until he fell on the bed.

His dick stood erect as he sat at the edge of the bed, and it looked so fucking sexy against his muscular body. Dwight pulled up on his cock once, causing a thick bead of cum to form at his tip. I crawled across the hotel room and stood on my knees to lick Dwight clean.

“Fuck, that was hot. Where did you come from, Diane?”

I said nothing, just smiled and wiped my wet lips. “Excuse me while I go to the bathroom.”

“Go for it, beautiful. I’ll be here.”

I ran off to the bathroom, grabbing my shopping bags. Dwight turned on the TV when I closed the door, which I was grateful for because I needed to release my load. I lifted my red dress and pulled my cock out the side of my panties before spraying my load into a wad of tissue paper.

It took a minute for me to catch my breath after cumming. I flushed the wad of tissue down the toilet and pushed my panties to the floor. I needed a fresh pair, so I plucked one out of the shopping bag and pulled them up my legs. They were cream colored, like freshly polished pearls.

I changed my dress too since the other one was soiled. I thought about brushing my teeth but decided against it because I liked the flavor of Dwight’s spunk on my tongue, but I felt I needed to tell him my truth because I really wanted him to fuck me but thought he should know I wasn’t all girl first.

Dwight was still naked and sprawled out on the bed when I stepped out of the bathroom. I’d washed most of the makeup from my face. The lipstick was still intact, even though it could do with a touchup. I needed Natalie’s makeup bag, but an hour had already passed since we parted ways.

“Hey, beautiful,” Dwight said with open arms. I climbed onto the bed and let him wrap me against his body, but his cock was still a little sticky, and I didn’t want it messing up my dress, so I moved away from Dwight.

“What’s wrong?”

“You need to wash your dick,” I said. “I just put on this dress.”

“I know, and it looks fucking sexy. I’m not sure if I like you more in red or black.”

“Well, black fabric shows everything, so I’d appreciate it if you didn’t put your sticky cock on my dress.”

“It’s only sticky because of those sexy lips,” Dwight said and rubbed his thumb against my bottom lip.

I playfully pushed a hand against Dwight’s firm chest, telling him to wash up in the bathroom. He did as I said and came back seconds later. His dick wasn’t hard anymore, but it still looked surprisingly delicious.

“Should we head down to your friend’s room soon? What’s her name? Natalie?”

“Yeah, that’s right. We can head down there, but there’s something you should know first.” My body flooded with heat as I said the words. Could I really tell Dwight my secret, or should we just leave it as it was? I didn’t even have lube, and I wasn’t about to take a dick up my ass without it, but they also sold some on an adults-only menu at the front counter.

“What? Do you have something?”

“No,” I said with a shake of the head. “It’s not that.”

“What is it?”

I opened my mouth to answer Dwight, but then there was a knock at the door that stopped me cold. Dwight cursed to himself and rolled out of bed, covering himself with the sheet.

“Open the door, bitch! It’s us!” Natalie hollered.

“Just a minute,” I hollered back in the womanliest voice I could.

“Uh oh. I think we interrupted something,” Natalie said and laughed a little too hard.

Dwight pulled on his underwear and trunks. I waited until he was decent before opening the door. Natalie was standing there with Brian right behind her.

“Ooh, someone is wearing a new dress.”

“Shut up,” I said and pushed Natalie on her shoulder.

“How about you boys go to your room and change, so Diane and I can have some time alone? Then we can all meet downstairs for dinner. How does that sound, boys?”

“Yeah, works for me,” said Dwight. Brian nodded and waited in the hallway as Dwight stepped past Natalie. He grabbed my arm to pull me close and kiss me on the cheek. He bent low to whisper into my ear. “You can tell me what you were going to say at dinner, and then we can have some dessert in here.”

My girly dick twitched at the suggestion. I smiled and nodded as Dwight kissed me again and stepped down the hallway with Brian. Natalie closed the door.

“Dish, girl! Tell me everything.”

I sighed, feeling like I could finally let my guards down again. It wouldn’t be the end of the world if my voice slipped or cracked, and I needed a break! Passing as a girl was hard work!

“I gave him a blowjob,” I said with a wild smile. I couldn’t believe I’d actually sucked a man’s dick. It was like the reality of the situation was finally hitting me. I covered my mouth and laughed.

“See! I knew you could do it! Did you tell him about your dick?” Natalie asked and glanced at my crotch.

“No! I tried, I really did, but I couldn’t get the words out.”

“You have to tell him before you guys do anything else. He’s going to want more than just a blowjob.”

“I know I need to tell him. He was already wanting more, but I convinced him to cum in my mouth.”

“Damn, girl! You’re already so naughty! Let’s go back to my room and get ready for dinner. Grab your bags!”

I nodded and followed Natalie out of the door. We went down to her room on the seventh floor. I kept on the black dress but switched into some matching panties after a quick shower. Natalie did my makeup and styled my wig.

“Do you have any lube?” I asked right before we were about to leave her hotel room to head to the restaurant downstairs for dinner. The guys had texted that they were already there.

“I do! Silicone or water-based?”

“You have more than one?”

“I have tons of those little travel packets. Always keep a few in my purse. Never know when you might need one,” Natalie said with a wink.

“What do you recommend?”

“Silicone if you want to let him up that backdoor.”

I blushed, feeling like such a dirty girl for even thinking about letting a man up my backside, but it was what I wanted most. I wanted Dwight to pound my hole and rob me of the innocence I’d felt for far too long. He’d already taken my mouth, and now it was his time to take my ass.

My bussy.

“Thanks,” I said to Natalie as she handed me the packets of silicone lubricant. I put them into the purse she’d let me borrow. “When should I give you this purse back, by the way?”

“You can keep it. I’m actually leaving tomorrow afternoon.”

“No!” I hollered. “You can’t leave.”

“Aren’t you the one with the girlfriend arriving?”

“Don’t remind me,” I said. “Plus, she’s not really my girlfriend. We just pretend for publicity.”

“You need to tell her the truth. You can’t keep hiding who you are from the world. It’ll eat you alive.”

I nodded. “I know you’re right, but I’m in a fantasy right now. We’re here at this resort where I can hide away from the world. It’s not like this out there, especially not when I’m in Europe. People know me. They take photos of me. I can’t hide from anyone.”

“That’s fine if you keep the world in the dark, but you can’t keep the people closest to you out. If Liliana is really a friend, she’ll understand and keep your secret.”

“What if she doesn’t?”

“Then deny her accusations. You can find a way around anything, and if you can’t, wouldn’t you rather be caught doing something you love than never doing that thing at all?”

I pondered the question, but the answer was simple. “You’re right, but I need to show Liliana. She needs to see me like this. Can you help me get ready in the morning before you leave?”

Natalie nodded. “You have my word. Now, let’s get downstairs before these boys leave us!”

“Yes,” I said and smiled, throwing my arms out for a hug. Natalie pulled me close and hugged me tightly. I would always be grateful to Natalie for saying hello to me at the bar.


8

Dinner with the guys was exceptional. We spent far too much money, but it didn’t matter. We all had plenty of it and were on vacation! What did it matter if we ordered three bottles of two-hundred-dollar wine? What did it matter that we ordered every dessert on the menu and left half of them on the table?

We paid the enormous bill and left a generous tip for the exquisite service, giggling like fools as we stumbled away from the table. My voice had even slipped a few times as I got drunker, but the boys didn’t seem to notice.

We had coffee at the end of the meal, so I had my wits about me by the time we got on the elevator, even though I still felt light and bubbly. Dwight had his arms around me, making me feel just like any other girl, especially when I caught a glimpse of my feminine reflection.

The elevator stopped at the seventh floor. “Night, guys.” Natalie said and waved her fingers as she slinked out of the elevator with Brian’s arms wrapped around her waist.

Dwight pushed me up against the elevator wall when the door closed and pressed his lips against mine. He had his hands on my sides, letting them slide to my ass as he kissed me deeply. I moaned, getting hard at his touch.

Dwight broke the kiss as we neared the tenth floor. “What did you want to tell me earlier, beautiful?”

I remembered those packets of silicone lube in my purse and thought about Dwight fucking me and knew I needed it, even if we never saw each other again. I would be a fool to pass up the opportunity to take his thick dick up my backdoor.

The elevator doors opened before I found the words to tell Dwight about the dick between my legs, and why should I tell him? Wasn’t it better to show him?

I grabbed Dwight’s hand and led him to my room. I swiped the keycard over the lock and pushed open the door. Dwight couldn’t keep his hands off me as he kissed my neck and pressed his hardened cock into my backside. He’d cleaned up and put on a pair of jeans before dinner, but his junk still felt huge.

It was definitely bigger than mine.

“Dwight,” I said in a breath.

“What, gorgeous?” he asked as he kissed my neck and touched my thighs, slowly moving his hands north. “Are you going to give me that pussy?” he asked when he was centimeters from my crotch.

“About that,” I said. “That’s what I wanted to tell you.”

“What?” he asked just as his hand landed on my cock. He shouted and released me, stepping back with his hands in the air.

I turned, fearing the worst, but Dwight didn’t look angry. Surprised, maybe, but he still had that animalistic look in his eyes like he wanted to fuck me.

“You have a dick?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I understand if you hate me for lying, but I didn’t know how to tell you. I was afraid you wouldn’t want me.”

“Why would you think that?” Dwight asked and wrapped me into his arms. “You might have a dick, but you’re all woman to me.”

I smiled, feeling soft in Dwight’s arms. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” he said and nibbled on my earlobe a moment before whispering into my ear. “Plus, there’s nothing hotter than fucking a tight ass.”

“You want to fuck my bussy, baby?”

“Your bussy?”

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

“I like that. I’m going to tear your bussy up, girl. You’d better prepare yourself.”

“Natalie gave me some packets of lube.”

Dwight grabbed my hand and placed it on the outline of his dick. He was rock hard beneath his jeans, and I knew he was about to give me the fucking of my life.

“Ooh, daddy, you’re hard for me?”

“Yeah, baby. I want to fuck that bussy bad.”

“Mm, daddy, you’re making me hard.”

Dwight lifted my dress and reached into my panties, wrapping his hand around my cock. The touch was so intensely pleasurable that I had to push away Dwight’s hand before he made me cum.

“What’s wrong, sugar? Don’t you want daddy touching that dick?”

“Yes, but I’m sensitive.”

“Okay, you don’t have to tell me twice,” Dwight said and dropped his hand. “I want you nice and horny when I fuck this bussy.”

Dwight grabbed my hand and led me to the bed. He told me to get on my hands and knees. I followed his command as he climbed behind me on the bed. He didn’t take off my dress, but he reached up it to remove my panties. He tossed them to the side as he undid his jeans and fished out his hard cock. He was thick and already dripping precum at the tip.

Dwight lifted my dress and slapped my ass before spreading my cheeks. He moved in close with his mouth and licked my hole once. Then he licked it again before pressing his tongue firmly against my entrance, making me gasp from the pleasure that encircled my body.

Dwight reached between my thighs and grabbed my hard dick, stroking it lightly. I moaned, feeling like I was getting touched for the first time, like I’d never really had sex at all in my life.

“You like that, girl?” Dwight said as he slapped my ass.

“Yes, daddy! I love it. Give me that big dick.”

“Where’s the lube?”

“In my purse. Give it to me,” I said without moving from my hands and knees.

Dwight got off the bed and stripped naked before grabbing my purse and handing it to me. I opened it and pulled out the packets of silicone lube, tossing them to Dwight, who’d returned to his bed. He was standing on his knees and looked so masculine and delicious, and he knew I had a dick but still called me ‘girl’!

This man was making my dreams come true, and I couldn’t wait to feel his cock sliding around in my cave.

Dwight lathered his cock with two packets of lube before emptying one onto my tiny hole. He pushed a finger into me, making me yell out, but I knew his tiny little finger would be nothing compared to his thick cock.

“Have you ever been fucked before, girl?”

“No,” I said.

“Shit,” he said. “You’re fucking tight. You sure you can handle this dick?”

“Yes! Give me that dick! I need it more than you know,” I said with my face pressed against the bed and my ass high in the air. This might be my only chance for a long time to have some dick.

“All right, girl. Tell me to stop if it hurts.”

“Okay,” I said, but there was no way I would stop Dwight from fucking me. I didn’t care how badly it hurt because I was about to get fucked and lose my innocence. My dreams were coming true!

Dwight pushed his tip into me, making me holler, but I took it. He sank deeper into my hole, and I took every inch of his cock as he stretched me out.

“You okay, baby?” Dwight asked when I hadn’t made any noise but a few yelps and whimpers. He was balls deep inside me and filling me to my breaking point, but it felt so right. Having him inside me like that was everything I’d always wanted.

“Yeah,” I said. “More lube.”

Dwight pulled out halfway and emptied another packet of the silicone lube onto his dick, and that seemed to do the trick. Dwight had loosened my hole and was moving around with more ease, and it honestly felt magical having his bare cock deep in my ass, pushing against my spot every time he went deep.

“This bussy feels so fucking good!” Dwight hollered and slapped my ass before thrusting all the way to his balls.

“Yeah! Give me that big dick!”

Dwight held my dress and fucked me hard for several minutes, making me yell at the top of my lungs. The rooms next to us probably heard us fucking, but I didn’t care. Dwight was hitting my spot with each of his thrusts and making me feel like the slutty girl I’d always dreamed of becoming.

Nothing else in the world mattered at that moment except having Dwight’s dick deep in my bussy.

“Fuck, girl. I’m getting close.” Dwight pulled out of me. He flipped me over to my back and stepped off the bed, quickly grabbing my legs and pulling me to the edge. He threw my legs up into the air and pushed his dick into my ass.

I loved how he handled me. It made me rock hard and put me on the edge of an orgasm. I grabbed my dick, which was exposed beneath the hem of my dress.

“You want me to fill this bussy, girl?”

“Yeah, daddy! Fill me with your cum.”

“I could fuck this bussy all night long.”

I rubbed my hand along Dwight’s sweaty, muscular chest. We stared at each other as he fucked me, both seconds from cumming. I saw the strain all over his face, and I’d never seen anything more beautiful than my alpha’s face with his dick inside me.

Dwight let out a low grunt and held my legs tight against his body as he pushed deep. I felt his cock jumping within me as he unloaded, and the sensation made my dick rock hard.

I grabbed my girly cock and stroked it. It only took a second before waterfalls of cum were shooting from my dick, covering my pelvic region with a sticky, warm goo.

Dwight held his cock inside me as we let the last bits of our orgasms fade. He slowly pulled out of me, leaving me empty and satisfied. I reached around to touch my soiled hole. It was a little sore, but I’d honestly never experienced anything hotter.

It was a night I’d remember for the rest of my life.

Dwight lay next to me. We climbed up to the head of the bed, neither of us worried about the sticky mess we’d made. Dwight held me and quickly drifted off to sleep. I lay there in his arms, loving how it felt to let go of my celebrity status and live as a girl for a day.

I felt nothing but happiness as my eyes slowly closed, and the world faded to black.
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Dwight and I had a quick morning romp before I sent him on his way. He fucked me while I wore nothing but a bra and the wig, and it was honestly so hot I came twice while he was inside me. Plus, there was no telling when I’d get to have dick again with Liliana arriving in a few hours.

I took a shower and touched up my shaving, leaving my feminine clothes behind. I was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt when Natalie knocked on the door.

“What are you wearing? Where’s my Diane?”

“Liliana is coming in a few hours. She can’t see me like that.”

“Why not? This is your chance to tell her.”

I shook my head. “You’ve lost your mind.”

“No, you’re the one who needs to open your heart. Go put on a dress and a wig. I packed a bag of makeup for you to have,” Natalie said and held out a makeup bag.

“No,” I said with a shake of the head. “I can’t take this.”

“You must. You can’t keep hiding in the dark. I want you to introduce Diane to Liliana. You told me you two were friends more than anything, and she might understand. I’ll be there with you.”

I bit my lip, wanting to do what Natalie suggested, but it seemed so risky. Liliana had turned on some of her friends in the past, so why wouldn’t she turn on me?

Then I imagined my life without telling her. We’d have to continue pretending. I’d have to act like her alpha, and she would have to act like I was actually satisfying her, even though we both knew she had a roster of men she called when I wasn’t around.

“Come on, Otto! If you don’t do it now, when will you?”

“You’re right, Natalie! Promise you’ll stay by my side?”

“I promise, but then I need to leave. I have a flight to catch tonight.”

“Can we see each other again?”

“Of course, but I have to get back to New York for my show.”

I nodded and went to the bathroom to switch from my boy clothes to a dress and panties and wig and everything else that I needed to transform into Diane, the woman inside me I couldn’t keep hiding. It wasn’t fair to me. It wasn’t fair to her.

“Let’s do this,” Natalie said and took my hand when I was transformed and looking womanly. Liliana texted me to say she would be arriving in ten minutes.

I felt like I could vomit as we took the elevator down to the lobby. There was a sofa. Natalie and I sat there as we waited for Liliana to walk through the door.

Natalie took my hand, lacing her fingers with mine. “It’ll be okay,” she said.

I nodded once, even though I didn’t believe her. I thought my life was about to fall apart, like everyone would discover my secret the second Liliana did. She had followers. She knew how to livestream content. I squeezed Natalie’s hand after ten minutes passed.

Then Liliana walked through the door. The wind caught her hair when she did, making her look even more like a supermodel. She glanced in our direction as she stepped into the lobby, but there wasn’t a hint of recognition on her face.

She went over to a table against the wall and pulled out her phone, calling me. My heart dropped to the pits of my stomach, but I’d already come this far. I ignored the call and cleared my throat.

“Liliana,” I said in my best girl voice.

She looked in our direction and squinted, making the face she made when strangers approached for an autograph or photo.

“Liliana, come here,” Natalie said more forcefully.

She waved her hand awkwardly, but Natalie wasn’t having it. She stood and crossed the room. Liliana looked like she was about to scream until Natalie placed a finger to her lips. I couldn’t understand what Natalie said but heard her say a few words.

Liliana walked across the lobby with a curious expression on her face. It wasn’t until she got closer and looked into my eyes that I saw the recognition. She clasped a hand over her mouth. She didn’t laugh. Didn’t scream. She was silent, and I didn’t know what to make of it.

“Otto?” she asked.

I shook my head with a sly grin. “Diane.”

“Shut up! I honestly can’t even tell,” Liliana said and let her voice die as she took a seat next to me on the couch. Natalie stood above us with a triumphant smile on her face. “Is it really you?”

“Yes,” I said in my Diane voice. “This is me. Maybe not full time, but I honestly feel so comfortable and happy as Diane.”

Liliana smiled, grabbing my hand. “You’re so brave for telling me, but can we get a drink? I wasn’t expecting this!”

“Of course,” I said with a chuckle. “Do you want to join us, Natalie?”

Natalie rolled her wrist to check her watch. “I could go for a martini.”

“Perfect,” I said, and then we all went to the bar. I told Liliana everything about what I’d done since arriving at Le Grande, and she was totally understanding. She even confessed that she always thought I might have been more submissive but didn’t know how to ask.

Natalie left early, but Liliana and I kept drinking. I lost her as a romantic interest, but I gained Liliana as a girlfriend. A gal pal I could count on through everything. We agreed to stage a dramatic public breakup for the tabloids, but we’d always stay friends.

I never saw Dwight again over the next few days at Le Grande, but Liliana and I had a fabulous time. We got massages, went to the beach, did our nails, and got to know each other more than we ever had.

Natalie sent photos from her art show in New York, and I felt like a completely different person when I finally had to return to the real world. Everyone on the team said I played better after the vacation.

If only they knew my improved performance was from bringing Diane to life.
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Six Months Later

Liliana and I were still the best of friends. We were packing our bags to head to New York to visit Natalie. She was having an art show and hosting a party where she promised there’d be some sexy boys.

“I can’t wait to get to the hotel, so Diane can come out!” Liliana said as she sat on her suitcase to zip it.

“I know! I’m so tired of being boring old Otto,” I said with a wink. My suitcase was ready, but I wasn’t in a rush to fly across the country. We’d spent the past few days in Los Angeles because Liliana had a fashion shoot, and I had a break in my soccer schedule.

“All right. Let’s go before we miss our flight,” Liliana said after getting her bag zipped.

“I’m ready,” I said.

Liliana smiled and took my hand. There was a taxi waiting for us outside. She placed her head on my shoulder as we rode to the airport. We were flying first class and booked a fancy hotel suite with stunning views of Manhattan.

We both loved LA but were ready to get back to the Big Apple. We wanted to walk around Central Park and have men hit on us at the upscale bars. Some of those rich guys loved a girl with a little extra between her legs, and I loved a man who could buy me expensive meals and designer dresses.

It wasn’t until later that night, but we were finally dressed up and ready to go out. Natalie’s art show wasn’t until the next day, so we had the entire night to be naughty girls, and that was exactly what we did!

Good thing we had a two-bedroom suite because Liliana and I knew how to have a good time!
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Lisa was running on a treadmill at the gym. She didn’t feel safe. It was only a matter of time before a demon named Agnes caught up to her, and they’d have to battle, which was one reason Lisa spent so much time training at the gym.

Agnes was a female demon who took possession of alpha males in the mortal realm because of the societal power they gave her. Lisa had been trying to capture Agnes ever since she killed her mother, Ruth. Lisa hated herself for not being able to save the woman she loved most.

Ruth was a powerful witch who had the ability to move objects with her mind, which some referred to as telekinesis. She was easily one of the best. Lisa had yet to meet another witch who could move objects as effortlessly as Ruth had, but even her powers weren’t enough to survive Agnes’s sneak attack.

Lisa took a deep breath as her feet pounded on the treadmill. She fought off the dark visualizations of Agnes coming up behind her in some man’s body to stab her in the back. Lisa spent a lot of time at the gym. She always caught herself staring at the muscular men, wondering if Agnes would take over their bodies next.

Some of the men would stare back at Lisa, but she never felt the demon. Agnes could sneak up on Lisa, but the witch would be able to sense her demon predator was nearby. There were times when Lisa felt Agnes’s presence, but the demon had yet to attack.

Lisa wished Agnes would just make a move, so they could have their battle and move on with life. She was tired of living in fear, and none of her premonitions gave her clues to how the battle would turn out. To date, she’d only gotten visions that Agnes was on her way and that their paths would cross eventually.

Lisa cursed to herself as the mental images became too intense to bear. She turned off the treadmill and hopped to the side, catching her breath. She was bent over with her hands on her hips when a man passed, bumping her.

Their skin brushed. Lisa gasped as a vision flooded her mind. She saw the man who’d touched her, but he wasn’t quite himself. He was wearing a… dress. His face even had makeup, but everything in the premonition pointed to the man who’d just past.

The stranger had walked several feet away when Lisa came back to reality. She sucked in a breath to shake off the shock of the premonition before charging after the man.

“Hey, wait!”

The man turned, and the eyes were exactly the eyes Lisa had seen in her vision. She didn’t yet know this man but knew she needed his help. Somehow, he was the key to taking down Agnes, only she wouldn’t get to that point without introducing herself.

“Can I help you?” he asked.

Lisa swallowed, careful not to reveal the fact she’d just had a captivating premonition. If she told the man anything about witchery, he’d write her off as a loon.

“I’m Lisa,” she said.

“Arturo,” he said. “Did you need something, or…?”

Lisa smiled, doing her best to defuse the man’s tension. It worked after a moment as Arturo seemed to notice Lisa’s simple beauty. She had her hair pulled back in a ponytail and was a little sweaty from her run, but her cheeks were rosy, and her body had the shape of an hourglass.

“I just wanted to say hello to a fellow gym mate. What’s so wrong with that?”

Arturo swallowed. “Nothing, it’s just… not many people do that.”

“Did you want to grab a coffee sometime?”

“Uh,” Arturo said with a pause. He glanced around the room, as though he were looking for cameras to pop out, but nothing happened after a few seconds. Lisa was still standing there and smiling at him, as though she couldn’t think of a better way to spend her time other than getting coffee with Arturo. “Yeah, sure. I was about to change. Wanna get coffee now?”

“Sounds like a plan. Meet me out front in fifteen?”

“Or we can just meet at the café next door,” Arturo suggested.

“Even better. I’ll see you there.”

Arturo grinned, happy that he hadn’t refused the date. Too bad he didn’t know Lisa was a witch with an ulterior motive, and he was the man who’d fallen right into her trap.
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Lisa washed her face and applied a light layer of makeup. She doused herself in perfume after using wipes and deodorant on her pits. She would shower later but had freshened up enough for now. She was desperate to touch Arturo again to see if she got another premonition, so she ran out of the locker room.

To her delight, Arturo was already at the café when she got there. His hazel eyes sparkled in the late morning light as he waved from across the room. She walked over to him and gave the man a hug, but nothing came. She only got a whiff of his cologne, which was piney and far too masculine, considering the vision she’d had at the gym.

“I was waiting for you to order. Should we go to the counter?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said.

They stood in line and chatted about the gym. Arturo had been going for over a year. Lisa started going about a month after Ruth died to distract her mind and train for her revenge. Ruth was murdered six months ago. It hurt every time she thought of Ruth’s passing, but Lisa liked to believe that her mother was in a better place with other witches who’d passed.

“I’m surprised I haven’t seen you before,” Arturo said as they headed back to their table with drinks.

“Likewise,” said Lisa. In truth, Arturo didn’t scream alpha male, so he wasn’t someone she would have been watching. Agnes wouldn’t use his body to hide. She would find someone with thicker muscles and a deeper voice. Someone who could command a room just by entering it.

Arturo sipped his iced latte as Lisa stared at him, wondering why he’d been wearing women’s clothing in her premonition. She kept trying to picture him as a woman, which was hard since his face was covered in a light layer of unkempt facial hair. It was rather patchy and not thick at all, yet somehow still looked like Arturo hadn’t shaved in weeks.

“So, am I your first guy from the gym?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Lisa asked, narrowing her eyes at Arturo. “We’re just having coffee.”

“Right, but…” Arturo didn’t know what else to say. Why would a random woman stop him in the gym and agree to coffee with him if she didn’t want to spark a romantic connection?

“Yes?” Lisa asked in a playful voice, daring Arturo to say the obvious.

“I thought you liked me,” he huffed.

How could Lisa tell Arturo the truth? How could she admit that she needed him to make the premonition she saw come to be? Lisa didn’t even know if Arturo would wear a dress, but she had to keep the man in her corner if he was ever going to become willing.

“I do like you, Arturo. You’re cute,” Lisa said and lifted her hand to reach it across the table.

Arturo smiled as Lisa curled her fingers around the curve of his face. She let out a breath when a vision hit her. She was dolling Arturo up and telling him that she loved boys who wore dresses, and then she lifted his dress, and oh my! What she found was much bigger than expected.

Lisa released Arturo’s face and sat back in her chair, taking a moment to steady herself.

“Is everything okay?” he asked.

Lisa swallowed and nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s nothing.” Though it wasn’t fine. She felt the tingle of Agnes’s presence. The demon wasn’t far. Lisa glanced around, but there was nobody there who made her suspicious, but Agnes could be watching from across the street. She’d watched Ruth for months before making her kill.

“It looks like you saw a ghost,” Arturo said.

“If only you knew,” Lisa said with a laugh.

Arturo squinted. “If only I knew what? Are you a ghost hunter or something?”

“I have a boring office job working with numbers, but I swear there are ghosts living in my house.”

Arturo laughed and shook his head, smiling like he’d already fallen in love, which was exactly where Lisa wanted him. She knew it was wrong to use a man to make her premonitions come true, but she couldn’t let Agnes win! Not after what she’d done to Ruth. It was Lisa’s duty to make the demon pay.

“I’m glad you talked to me.”

Lisa smiled. “Me too. What about you? What do you do?”

“I work in a plant nursery.”

“You take care of baby plants?”

“Yeah, is that a problem?”

“No, not at all.” Lisa was just trying to figure out how this lowkey guy was supposed to become a vivacious girl who could take down a demon as manic as Agnes. The demon knew no bounds. She had no mercy. She didn’t care about anyone except herself, which was why she went through about a woman a night in her alpha-male form, from what Lisa had heard. “Do you like taking care of plants?”

“Plants are nicer than people. It’s the tiny little pests I have to worry about,” said Arturo.

“Yeah, I know all about pests. They’re so annoying,” Lisa said.

“I hate killing anything, even a pest, but it’s part of the job.”

Lisa grinned, feeling that Arturo was speaking her language. She really didn’t want to kill Agnes, but what choice did she have? If Lisa didn’t end her, the demon would kill more witches and innocent people. Lisa couldn’t let that happen and needed Arturo’s help.

“Do you want to come back to my place? We can hang out some more. You can use my shower too. Unless you have stuff to do this afternoon,” Lisa said with a hopeful pause. She worked from home and could afford not to log in for a few hours.

Arturo shook his head. “Count me in,” he said with a goofy grin.

Lisa picked up her coffee and tried to hide her face as her smile grew because she had Arturo right where she wanted him.
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“Welcome,” Lisa said as she opened the door to her house. It was a two-bedroom with a basement. It was small but had plenty of space for her. She’d also renovated the bathroom and added a luxurious shower with a pebbled tile floor.

“Your house is lovely,” Arturo said as they walked into the living room. It was simple. There was a TV on a buffet and artwork hanging on the walls. Lisa even had a cabinet with ornate dishes, which Arturo couldn’t help but admire. They were a pretty pale pink color and looked like they were worth thousands. “Where did you get these?”

“They were passed down from my grandmother,” Lisa said, referring to Ruth’s mother. She’d only just recently gotten the dishes when her mother died. “I’ve always loved them.”

“They’re gorgeous.” Arturo didn’t open the cabinet but stared at the dishes through the glass. “Do you ever use them?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “If I feel like being fancy. Why? Did you want to eat off them?”

Arturo was about to shake his head but then thought better of it. It wasn’t often that a woman offered as much generosity as Lisa. He nodded once, and she went to her fridge for a brick of cheese. She cut off a piece and put it onto one of her pretty pink dishes along with some crackers. She grabbed Arturo’s hand and led him over to the couch.

Arturo was so awestruck by Lisa. Her gorgeous smile. The simple brilliance of her home. There wasn’t much in the place, but everything she had was high-quality. Arturo’s bachelor pad didn’t compare. He had cheap, assemble-at-home furniture.

“Would you like anything else to drink?” Lisa asked.

“I’m fine with the water.”

Lisa nodded as she cut herself a piece of cheese and placed it on a cracker, guiding it to her plump lips. Arturo didn’t mean to stare, but he couldn’t help himself. He watched as Lisa closed her gorgeous mouth around the cracker, catching Arturo as she chewed with her mouth closed.

Arturo averted his gaze and looked at the floor, but Lisa had already seen him staring. She saw the desire in his eyes and knew it was safe to ask him what she really wanted.

Lisa sipped her water after swallowing the bite, giggling lightly as she turned to Arturo, feeling more confident than ever about her plan. She scooted closer to Arturo until their knees were touching.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” asked Lisa.

“Yes,” Arturo said in a whisper. “You’re gorgeous. I honestly don’t know what you want with a man like me, but—”

Lisa pressed her finger to Arturo’s lips. She didn’t want him saying too much and ruining the mood, so she closed the space between them and dropped her finger to kiss him. Arturo moaned into her mouth as they kissed.

It’d been a long time since Lisa had been with a man, so the kiss made her surprisingly horny. She felt a wetness forming between her thighs and really just wanted Arturo to push his cock into her pussy. She didn’t care how big it was. Her body was feverishly craving penetration.

She pulled away from Arturo, looking at him anew, wondering if she would still want him once she made him a woman, and part of her knew she would. Maybe she’d want him even more.

“What’s wrong?” Arturo asked. There was a clear erection in his pants. His precum was bleeding through the fabric. “Did I do something?”

“No, I’m just thinking,” said Lisa.

“About what?”

“You.”

There was a sinister tone in Lisa’s voice that unnerved Arturo, but he still wanted her. He was going crazy after that kiss and just wanted more of the woman. His dick was rock hard, and he could feel the precum oozing all over the inside of his briefs.

“What about me?”

“How cute you are, and there’s something else.”

“What is it?” asked Arturo.

Lisa wanted to ask Arturo but was afraid she would scare him off if she didn’t handle the situation delicately. She put up her finger and ran to her bedroom. She grabbed a pair of her panties. They were probably a little small for Arturo, but she wanted to test him. She wanted to see just how far he was willing to go to please her.

Lisa ran back into the living room with the panties in her hand. Arturo glanced at them with a curious expression that Lisa didn’t know how to read, but there was no time to waste on speculation. She’d felt Agnes’s presence in the air, and her premonition had guided her to this moment. Somehow, someway, Lisa needed to convince Arturo to wear women’s clothing.

Then she’d probably use him as a trap. If there was one thing Lisa knew, it was that Agnes couldn’t resist a beautiful woman, which was another reason she became an alpha male in the mortal world.

“Why do you have panties?”

Lisa sighed. “Here’s the thing, Arturo. I like you, but there’s something you need to know about me.”

“What?”

She tossed the panties at him. They landed in his lap. Arturo glanced at them without picking them up, but Lisa could tell his boner hadn’t gone down by the thickness of his bulge. To the contrary, it looked like it might have been even bigger, which gave Lisa the push she needed to continue with her lie.

“The truth is, Arturo, I like men who wear lingerie and dresses. I like men who let me dress them up like a girl.”

Arturo didn’t scream. He didn’t run out the door, but he didn’t look happy either. He lifted the panties and looked at them with a fresh set of eyes. They weren’t so different from his briefs if he really thought about it, and if putting them on meant fooling around with Lisa, then that wasn’t so bad.

“Just the panties?” Arturo asked.

Lisa bit her lip and shook her head. She normally wasn’t this forward and quick to undress a man, but she was racing against the clock. There was no telling how long Agnes would wait to strike. Lisa could be walking to her car after leaving the grocery store, and then BAM!

Dead on the ground.

Lisa didn’t want that for herself. Not in the slightest, so she sucked in a deep breath and told herself to take charge.

“You need to shave all that nasty facial hair and all of your body hair. I want you looking feminine and delicious, but if you do that for me, I’ll do something for you.”

“What?” Arturo asked in a breath.

Lisa grinned and walked over to where Arturo was sitting. She dropped to her knees in front of him. She grabbed the panties and tossed them to the side before reaching up to unbutton his pants. She undid the zipper and pulled just enough to reveal his surprisingly big member.

“I’ll give you a little kiss,” Lisa said as she wrapped her hand around Arturo’s cock. She parted her lips to take his tip into her mouth, lightly sucking on it. Arturo’s eyes rolled around as arbitrary sounds left his mouth.

Lisa lifted her mouth a second later, only giving Arturo a taste of what he could have if he just played by her rules, and he understood the message.

“So, should I go shave?”

Lisa grinned as she stood. “Yes, that’s exactly what you should do.” She walked to her hall closet. She grabbed Arturo a fresh razor and went back to the living room to give it to him, along with a towel. “Why don’t you get a head start, and then I’ll join you to check your progress and freshen up myself.”

Arturo brightened at the prospect of having Lisa join him in the shower. He honestly didn’t care that she wanted to dress him up in women’s clothing. It wasn’t like they were going out, and he’d always been a little curious about what he would look like as a girl.

“Can’t wait,” Arturo said and kissed Lisa on the cheek before going to the bathroom.

“Don’t get too comfortable! We’re going all the way with your makeover!”

“Try me!” Arturo said playfully, rather excited for the roleplay. It was the most excitement he’d had in his life in ages, and it all started with a simple introduction at the gym. He couldn’t believe where the day had taken him but wasn’t mad about it.

Not at all.
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Lisa was standing naked outside of the shower. Arturo had turned off the water and stepped out, dripping all over the towel he’d placed beneath his feet. Lisa had him bent over and was spreading his ass cheeks.

“You missed all this hair, boy! That’s one spanking,” Lisa said and swatted Arturo’s ass before he could protest. “You really need to work on grooming your privates because they’re still far too hairy. Unless you’d rather just stop now,” Lisa said and crossed her arms over her chest.

“No!” Arturo shouted. He was rock hard since Lisa had been touching him, and the last thing he wanted was to leave. He wanted to touch her. Kiss her. Fuck her, if she would be so willing. Even to have her lips around his dick again. He would do anything to feel that bliss she’d granted him for the briefest of moments.

Lisa spanked his ass once again. “Tell me you’ll do better.”

“I’ll do better, Lisa! I promise! Don’t make me leave!”

Lisa chuckled as she stood, loving how submissive and willing Arturo was. She was so used to men who wanted to take, take, take, but she could tell Arturo was different. He wanted to please her. He wanted to give her everything she requested, and she was about to milk what she could out of him.

“Get back in that shower and do better, or you won’t get any of this,” Lisa said and reached down to her pussy lips. She touched herself, rubbing her lips for Arturo’s pleasure. He watched as nonsensical words fell from his mouth. He hadn’t moved, but Lisa wasn’t trying to sit around all day. Not when she could feel Agnes getting closer and closer with each passing minute. She spanked Arturo once more on the ass, which sent him racing for the shower.

Maybe Agnes had a sense that Lisa was working to stop her and had found her missing key. It wouldn’t surprise Lisa. Agnes was a powerful demon. Lisa would never underestimate her, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t have some fun along the way.

Lisa watched herself in the mirror as Arturo finished up with his shaving job, wondering if she could really take down a demon. Every time she touched Arturo, she got a good feeling about her plan, but it wouldn’t be the first time her visions steered her wrong.

“Will you check now?” Arturo said after a minute, shaking Lisa from her thoughts. She hoped she wouldn’t be putting Arturo in danger, but she could at least make it worth his while before putting him in harm’s way. There was no telling what Agnes would do, but Lisa knew she had to use Arturo as bait.

It was his fate.

Lisa figured Arturo was a small sacrifice to save all the witches Agnes might kill.

“Coming,” Lisa said and stepped into the shower with Arturo. He bent over. Lisa stepped into the water and spread Arturo’s cheeks. They looked much more feminine now that they were completely hairless, and his cock was equally as groomed and even more mesmerizing.

“Much better,” Lisa said as she got to her knees. She turned Arturo to face her and wrapped her hand around his dick. She opened her mouth and closed her lips around his manhood, bobbing her head slowly along his shaft, making the man moan as the shower water rained down on them.

“Fuck, Lisa. That feels so good.”

Lisa pulled her head off Arturo’s cock and stroked it as she looked into his eyes. “Can you talk like a girl?”

“Actually, I can. I’m great at using different voices,” Arturo said and sounded exactly like a woman presenting the news. Arturo took a deep breath to get in to character, imagining himself as a slutty trans girl in a porno. “You like that fat dick, Lisa?”

Lisa moaned as she moved her lips down Arturo’s dick until she was choking on it. She breathed through her nose as the water ran down her face and the cock stuffed her mouth. Arturo was thick, and his balls were nice and smooth as Lisa moved them between her fingers.

Lisa’s pussy ached as she bobbed her head along Arturo’s shaft. She wished she could just have him like this, but there was so much more they still had to do, so she pulled her lips off his dick before he had the chance to cum, which was as painful for her as it was for him.

“Lisa,” Arturo said in a soft, girly voice. “What’s wrong?”

“I want you in an entire girly ensemble,” Lisa said as she stood and pushed her wet hair out of her face. She kissed Arturo lightly on the lips, getting a faint premonition of them. All she could see was their hands clasped together, surrounded by positive energy.

“Okay,” said Arturo. “Let’s get out there, so you can dress me up because I want to watch this girly dick unload all over your mouth.”

Lisa moaned as Arturo brushed his thumb over her wet lip. She wanted to take him right there. Her pussy was swollen and hungry for his touch, but she had to make sure he could really pull off being a girl before she gave him his treat. Lisa never moved this fast with any man, but there was no time to waste.

They dried off with Lisa’s plush towels after their shower, and then Lisa pulled Arturo to her room to doll him up from head to toe. She just hoped she had stuff that would fit, but she was almost positive she would.
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Lisa had everything to feminize Arturo except shoes. He was one size bigger than her, but they could go shopping in the morning. They had plenty spread out on the bed to start on his transformation, so Lisa commanded Arturo to take off his towel and put on white lingerie.

Arturo grabbed the lingerie and swallowed, ashamed by how his dick was hardening. He’d never put on a bra, but somehow it felt right when he pulled those straps up his arms. Lisa helped him clasp it, and all Arturo wanted to do was stuff his chest with some tissue.

He put on the panties next, and they barely held down his erect cock. He knew it wouldn’t be long before his precum was soaking through the fabric, but he didn’t care. Everything he was doing was for Lisa, and he just wanted to make the woman happy.

Arturo was clueless about Lisa’s real plan. He didn’t know she was a witch and that there was a demon closing in on them. He thought she was some woman from the gym with a freaky side and hoped this wouldn’t be a one-and-done thing.

“What next?” Arturo asked as he stood in his bra and panties with his hands clasped loosely over his throbbing cock.

“How about you move your hands? Why would you want to hide something so beautiful?”

“Do you think it’s weird that I’m doing this? Getting dressed up as a girl? Are you pranking me or something?”

Lisa gushed and put her hand on Arturo’s side, squeezing it. “No! How could you think such a thing? I really find it sexy when men get in touch with their feminine sides,” Lisa said.

“Really?” Arturo asked in his boy voice.

Lisa bit her lip and nodded. She didn’t know what it was, but there was something sexy about watching Arturo become a woman, especially when he used that convincing womanly voice of his.

“It’s better when you talk like a girl, though.”

Arturo nodded and swallowed. “Using this voice is something I used to practice in the mirror. There are a few I can do, but this is my favorite.”

“You sound amazing. Nobody will believe you’re a boy once I get some makeup on you. I also have this platinum blonde wig. It’s not the best but should do the trick.”

“Do you think I can pull off blonde?” Arturo asked in his girly voice, and Lisa knew then that he needed another name.

“You need to assume a new identity. You need to become someone else. A girl who just happens to have a dick. Is there a name you’ve ever wanted?”

“A girl’s name?”

“Yeah,” Lisa said as she grabbed her makeup bag. She dabbed a moisturizer with SPF onto her fingers and spread it around Arturo’s face as he thought of a name. Lisa was dotting foundation onto her fingers when Arturo snapped.

“What about Charlotte? I’ve always thought that name was sexy.”

“Charlotte it is then,” Lisa said with a bright smile as she got to work dolling up Arturo’s face. She added some mascara and curled his lashes before putting a little pink gloss on his lips. Arturo’s face was looking positively womanly by the time Lisa finished, and she couldn’t wait to see the full look. “Put on the dress while I grab the wig.”

“Okay,” said Arturo. He picked up the blue tent dress and pulled it over his head. It hung on his shoulders well, but he still wanted to stuff his bra. His chest was far too flat! He wanted big boobs if he was going to be a girl, but he was in luck because Lisa returned with breasts forms and a wig.

“I wear these when I want bigger boobs,” Lisa said and passed Arturo the breasts forms.

He slipped them into his bra, feeling far more relaxed now that he had a curve on his chest. He thought it would be weird dressing as a girl, but maybe he’d always wanted to dress as one but never had the courage. He had practiced that girly voice for endless hours after all. Maybe the desire was always there, but Arturo had never clicked the pieces of the puzzle together.

“Just one last addition,” Lisa said as she donned the wig on Arturo’s head.

Arturo still hadn’t seen himself, but he couldn’t wait another second. He raced to the bathroom and gasped when he saw his reflection for the first time. All traces of Arturo had disappeared, and part of him thought he was finally seeing his true self.

“How do you feel?” Lisa asked when she came up behind Arturo and placed a hand on his shoulder.

“Like Charlotte,” he said gleefully. “I’m Charlotte.”

“Oh, don’t cry! You’ll mess up all my work,” Lisa said as she pulled Charlotte into a hug. “You’re Charlotte, and you’re beautiful! Say it with me!”

Charlotte took a deep breath and took a step back to wave a hand in her face. Lisa grabbed her hands, and they shouted at the same time as they hopped in place.

“I’m Charlotte, and I’m beautiful!”

Lisa cheered. “That’s my girl! Now, what do you say about a little fun?”

Charlotte grinned. She couldn’t think of a better way to spend the rest of her day and let Lisa pull her back to her bedroom.
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“It’s your turn, girl.” Lisa pushed on Charlotte’s shoulders, sending the girl down to her knees. Lisa stood over Charlotte and lifted the slip dress she’d put on after their shower, revealing her glistening pussy. Lisa wasn’t wearing panties or anything and had been hot for Charlotte’s thick cock ever since she got her first taste, but Charlotte had to learn who was in charge before Lisa would wrap her lips around that thick member again.

Charlotte moaned as she caught a whiff of Lisa’s desire. She moved her pink painted lips closer to Lisa’s pussy until Lisa grabbed the back of her head and shoved it against her womanhood. Charlotte moaned as she tried to breathe and lick at the same time. Each lap of the tongue gave Charlotte an overwhelming sense of pleasure, hardening her girly cock even further. If it got too hard, she was afraid it might rocket off her body.

Lisa bent her head back and let out a deep moan as the pressure in her center grew stronger. She closed her eyes as Charlotte moved her tongue across her labia, gently pushing harder when it passed her hole. Her swollen pussy throbbed for Charlotte. She wanted her thick cock deep in her hole, stretching it to the limits. Charlotte was thicker than her toys or any dick she’d had in the past.

Lisa gasped when one of Charlotte’s licks pushed her to the edge, but she wasn’t ready to cum, so she stepped back to break the contact bonding them. Charlotte licked her wet lips and looked into Lisa’s eyes with a sultry gaze.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No,” Lisa said quickly as she caught her breath. “Nothing’s wrong. I just thought I might return the favor.”

Charlotte grinned as Lisa got down to her knees and crawled across the room. She’d never had a girly dick in her mouth, but Charlotte looked so hot in the blonde wig and blue dress. Lisa also couldn’t stop thinking about how delicious her dick had tasted in the shower and needed more.

“You like that pussy on your lips?”

Charlotte moaned and nodded as she pushed down on her erection through her dress, eager to feel Lisa’s pussy lips around it. She could still taste Lisa and savored the flavor as the woman got between her legs and pushed up on her dress to reveal the stained white lingerie beneath it.

“Wow, you’re leaking like crazy,” Lisa said as she pushed her fingers against the outline of Charlotte’s thick cock. It made her pussy even wetter than it already was, and her nipples felt like they would break off of her breasts if they got any harder. “It’s so hot how wet your dick gets. It’s almost like a pussy.”

“Yeah,” Charlotte said through a moan. “Put my pussy dick in your mouth.”

Lisa gripped Charlotte’s dick a bit too tightly as she looked into the girly boy’s eyes. “Don’t tell me what to do, or I won’t do anything at all. You understand, girl?”

Charlotte swallowed. “I understand. I just thought—”

“Stop thinking and shut up while I suck this girly dick,” Lisa said and moved the white panties to the side to reveal Charlotte’s thick erection. Lisa pushed her legs together and tried to stifle the desire leaking from her womanhood, but the effort was fruitless. She was so turned on by Charlotte and her thick dick and all the womanly accessories surrounding it.

She loved how Charlotte was groomed and shaved and smelled like flowers. Lisa moved her mouth close to Charlotte’s tip and shut her eyes as she closed her mouth around Charlotte’s fat cock. It was salty and slick in her mouth as she pushed it deep, making herself choke on its thickness.

Charlotte groaned and put her fingers loosely into Lisa’s hair, careful not to push, but she needed to feel the movements as Lisa bobbed her head along her shaft, sending her into a pool of euphoria, where Charlotte could splash around in the juices of Lisa’s womanhood. Lisa went between sucking and stroking her cock until she was reaching the limits of her pleasure.

Charlotte said nothing as her girly balls tightened, but Lisa could feel the throbbing of Charlotte’s shaft against her tongue and pulled off before Charlotte blasted a load of her thick, white goo into her mouth. Charlotte moaned as Lisa wrapped a hand around her erection.

“I’m close,” Charlotte said in a girly whisper.

“I know, but you’re going to fuck me before you cum.”

Charlotte wanted nothing more but wasn’t sure she could handle diving into Charlotte’s hot, wet pussy. It would feel too good. She wouldn’t last a second, and she wanted to fuck Lisa right if she was going to fuck her. She didn’t want to be written off as a girl who couldn’t hold her load.

“Wait right here,” Lisa said and pranced off to her bedroom. When she came back, there was a cock strapped to her hip. Charlotte swallowed as she wondered what Lisa might have planned. “Don’t look scared, beautiful. This cock won’t hurt you,” Lisa said with a laugh as she moved her hips from side to side.

“What… what are you going to do with it?”

Lisa moved across the room until she was in front of Charlotte, who’d gotten to her knees, which was exactly where Lisa wanted her to be.

“You need to take a breath before you fuck me, so you might as well suck this cock.”

Charlotte was still rock hard and seeing Lisa with a dick was surprisingly sexy. Charlotte ignored her own dick as she wrapped her hand around Lisa’s cock. She parted her lips and felt rather feminine as she bobbed her head along Lisa’s shaft. Lisa wasn’t anywhere near as gentle as Charlotte had been, though.

Lisa grabbed the back of Charlotte’s head and pushed it down her dick until the woman was choking, which only turned Charlotte on more. There was a part of her that loved submitting to Lisa, and Lisa was learning just how much she enjoyed being in charge.

Lisa had seduced Charlotte at the gym to fulfill her premonition, but what she hadn’t expected was the attraction she would find with this man turned woman, and Charlotte really didn’t think she would enjoy womanhood so much, but somehow… it felt natural.

Becoming Charlotte was easily the best thing that’d ever happened to her, even if it was only her first day. She kept bobbing her head along Lisa’s dick, and she never wanted it to end. She wished she could hold her orgasm forever, so they could stay still in the euphoric moment for an eternity.

“You ready to fuck me, girl?”

Charlotte pulled her lips off Lisa’s dick and nodded as she looked into the woman’s eyes.

“Get on your back then.”

Charlotte did as Lisa said and lay on the ground. Lisa took off the strap and tossed it to the side. Then she lifted the slip dress off her body and was completely naked, even though Charlotte was still wearing her dress and lingerie.

Lisa got to her knees and straddled Charlotte’s legs as she lifted her dress to reveal Charlotte’s girly dick. It was everything Lisa’s body needed. She was so close, and even though she didn’t want to stop, she needed to cum before her soul fell apart.

“You’re beautiful, Charlotte.”

Charlotte reached up and cupped Lisa’s uncovered breasts, so in love with her feminine body. “Tell me this won’t be the last time.”

Lisa shook her head. “It won’t be.”

“Good,” Charlotte said.

Lisa took that as her signal and lifted her hips. She lowered her pussy onto Charlotte’s dick and swallowed the entirety of her shaft within seconds. They both moaned in pleasure as Charlotte filled Lisa, pushing against her hot, slick walls.

“This girly dick feels so good,” Lisa said with her head bent back. She lifted her hips and slammed back down onto Charlotte’s cock, sending her right back to the edge of her orgasm. She wouldn’t last long with Lisa’s pussy gushing and sliding all over her thick girly dick.

“Lisa! I’m getting close!”

Lisa reached forward and squeezed Charlotte’s full breasts as she rode her cock with a greater intensity. She wanted to give Charlotte the best orgasm of her life, and she was getting close herself, so she didn’t let up as she pounded her pussy on Charlotte’s cock.

“Tell me right before you cum,” Lisa said in a broken voice as she rode Charlotte’s dick like she’d never feel another one in her life. She moved her hands from Charlotte’s bosom to her wrists and held down Charlotte’s arms as she worked them both to their release.

Charlotte took short, shallow breaths and couldn’t see straight as Lisa used her dick. “I’m about to cum. Fuck!” Charlotte screamed as she lost control and the first bits of cum raced to escape her cock.

Lisa moved off Charlotte’s dick and watched in amazement as load after load shot from Charlotte’s girly cock and completely soiled her panties.

Lisa only watched a second though before moving and covering Charlotte’s face with her pussy. She held the back of Charlotte’s head and moved her hips to use the girly boy’s mouth until she was cumming.

Charlotte grabbed her dick and stroked it to cum a second time while Lisa came all over her face, and she’d never felt so turned on in her life. Charlotte hoped it wouldn’t be the end for them, but she would never forget what they’d had.

Not ever.

They finally came down from the peaks of their release and collapsed to the floor. Charlotte pulled off her soiled panties, but she left on the rest of her outfit as she pulled Lisa close. She kissed the woman everywhere she could, so happy that she’d stopped to say hello at the gym.

Lisa gasped when another premonition hit. It was a happy one of them in the future, looking several years older, like they were in their late thirties or something, but Lisa kept wondering if her powers were playing tricks on her. How could they have a happy future when she could feel Agnes lurking nearby?

“Is everything okay?” Charlotte asked in her girly voice.

“Everything is fine. Let’s get some rest,” Lisa said as a yawn escaped her.

“Sure,” Charlotte said and held Lisa tightly as they drifted off to sleep, but she couldn’t help but think there was something Lisa wasn’t telling her.
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Lisa gasped as a memory struck. It was of her and Charlotte holding hands. It had been a vision of them now, walking through the park. They were both wearing summer dresses and flats and had spent over an hour on their hair and makeup. Charlotte was spending most of her time as a girl, and Lisa had grown rather fond of it.

There was nothing she loved more than wrapping her lips around Charlotte’s thick, pampered cock. It was always so soft and groomed and deliciously sweet in her mouth. Lisa could sit on her knees and bob her head along Charlotte’s girly shaft for hours, but unfortunately, they never lasted quite that long.

“Look at this flower!” Charlotte released Lisa’s hand and ran over to a flower that had randomly sprouted in the field. Neither knew the name of it, but it was white and looked as fresh as summer. “I hope nobody steps on it,” Charlotte said in a worried tone as they stood above the flower.

Lisa placed her arm on Charlotte’s shoulder, wishing a demon weren’t chasing them. She wished their lives could always be this sweet, but Lisa knew Agnes would strike before long. She was surprised that she’d gotten two weeks of joy with Charlotte and wanted to enjoy every moment they might have.

“I’m sure it’ll be fine, Charlotte. Why don’t we go back to my place? We can pick up some food for dinner along the way.”

Charlotte stared at the flower a long moment, debating whether she should pluck it or leave it be. She was still deciding when Lisa grabbed her wrist and pulled her away from the pretty white flower, but she was happy to leave it. Charlotte didn’t want to be the person to destroy what little beauty the world had. She wanted to cherish it and preserve it however she could.

“What were you thinking for dinner?” Charlotte asked as she bounced toward the car.

Lisa was thinking about Agnes and had a nasty look on her face when their eyes met, which made Charlotte’s lip quiver. She hated seeing Lisa look like that, but it wasn’t the first time. There were times when they could just be hanging around the house, and then Lisa’s face would turn dark, like there was something sinister on her mind.

“What’s wrong, Lisa? You have that weird look again.”

Lisa took a deep breath, feeling Agnes more than she had in ages. It wouldn’t be long before she attacked, and Lisa had yet to tell Charlotte the truth. She just wanted one more night with her before telling Charlotte that she was a witch and that there was an evil creature chasing her. The demon who’d killed her mother.

“It’s nothing. We can stop at the grocery store and pick out something to throw in the oven.”

Charlotte wanted to let it go, but how many times could she ignore Lisa when she looked like that? There was clearly something on her mind, and if Charlotte was going to be a good partner to Lisa, she needed to push her for answers.

“Lisa, please. You can talk to me.”

Lisa looked at Charlotte a long moment. She wanted to share everything, but she couldn’t. The words were too difficult to say, and they’d arrived at the grocery store, so Lisa got out before telling Charlotte the truth.

Charlotte wasn’t having it. She got out of the car and slammed the door.

“Hey, Lisa! Don’t run from me!”

Lisa shook her head, too on edge. Agnes was getting stronger. She was watching them. Lisa could feel it. She was so overwhelmed by the sensations of Agnes’s presence that she didn’t even notice when Charlotte caught up to her and placed a hand on her shoulder, making her gasp.

A premonition took hold, but it was much darker than the ones Lisa had been having. There was nothing clear about it except darkness and the foul stench of death. Lisa dropped to her knees as she imagined losing Charlotte, the girly boy she’d fallen for over the past couple of weeks.

Charlotte kneeled by Lisa’s side and wrapped her arms around Lisa, covering her in warmth, but Lisa couldn’t shake the depressing vision. She couldn’t help but wonder if Agnes would take Charlotte from her before she had the chance to confess how she really felt.

“Are you okay, Lisa? If you took something, I won’t judge you. I just want to help.”

Lisa shook her head. “No, it’s not drugs. It’s…”

“You can tell me, Lisa. Don’t you trust me?”

The realization hit Lisa that Charlotte was probably the only person she trusted. When her mother died, she couldn’t help but wonder if some of the witches she knew sacrificed Ruth to save themselves. Agnes was a powerful demon, and she was out for blood, so it wouldn’t surprise Lisa.

It'd also made her cold and dark and turned her into a person she didn’t like, but all that changed when Charlotte entered her life. He might have been Arturo under the wig and makeup, but Arturo had come to life as Charlotte. She loved being a girl and did so every chance she got.

Lisa nodded. “I trust you,” she said.

“Let me help you. What’s wrong?”

“There’s so much you don’t know about me. I want to tell you, but I’m afraid I’ll lose you once I do.”

“You need to talk to me, Lisa. We all have issues in life. You can’t go on being alone. It’ll eat you alive. Trust me,” Charlotte said while she stared into Lisa’s eyes. “Before I met you, I never had confidence in myself, but now I’m living my secret fantasies. You probably didn’t know that I practiced a girl voice when you handed me those panties, but you unlocked the woman I always wanted to become.”

Lisa nodded, realizing maybe she’d had that premonition to help Charlotte discover herself and to find her own true love. Maybe that vision had nothing to do with Agnes. Lisa certainly thought they were connected when she was at the gym but realized she’d probably dramatized the message.

Lisa was obsessed with taking down Agnes, but the world didn’t have to revolve around her. Lisa had to live her own life. She had to stop Agnes when the chance emerged, but she didn’t have to use Charlotte to trap her. Lisa would find a way to take down Agnes and would learn how to open her heart more while she did.

“Shit,” Lisa said as she sucked in a breath. “I need to get off the grocery store’s floor.”

Charlotte chuckled and nodded. She stood and offered Lisa a hand. They got up and ignored the people staring at them, even though there was one set of eyes that sent a shiver down Lisa’s spine, but she brushed off the feeling as she laced her fingers with Charlotte’s.

She knew she would tell Charlotte the truth about her witchy roots but would wait until they got back to her place and away from the public. She was smiling as they walked to the deli section, where there were a bunch of prepared foods.

“See anything you like?”

“You’re in a much better mood,” Charlotte commented.

“When we get back to my place, I’ll tell you everything.”

Charlotte beamed. “I’d like that. You know I won’t judge you. I just want to know what’s going on in that head of yours, so I can stop thinking that you hate me.”

Lisa grabbed Charlotte’s hand and gushed, shaking her head. “How could I hate you, Charlotte? You bring so much light to my life.”

“I feel the same,” Charlotte said and held Lisa’s hand in hers. They stared at each other as they stood next to the prepared, half-cooked lasagnas. They both wanted to confess their love, but a shattering glass startled them out of their gaze.

A man accidentally dropped a bottle of juice. They shook off the shock and glanced at the lasagnas, noticing them for the first time.

“Should we take one of those home?” Lisa asked.

“Yeah, I’d like that.”

“Awesome.” Lisa picked up a pasta. She continued down the aisle, but Charlotte stayed in place, twisting her hips.

“Why don’t you pick out some sides?” she asked in her girly voice. “I need to use the ladies’ room.”

“All right. I’ll wait for you by the desserts.”

“I love anything with chocolate,” Charlotte said before skipping off to the bathroom.

Lisa smiled to herself as she continued perusing through the deli section, checking out all the options. She was feeling on top of the world as she picked up a couscous salad for a side, excited to get back home so she could finally tell Charlotte that she loved her.

It’d been two weeks since they started dating. Maybe it was a little soon, but Lisa felt plenty of time had passed. She’d never met someone she connected with like Charlotte, and she wanted to tell her the history of her witchy ancestry.

All seemed perfect in the world until ten minutes passed without Charlotte returning from the bathroom. Lisa left the deli section and walked around the store, checking every aisle for Charlotte, but she couldn’t find her love anywhere.

Lisa’s heart went into overdrive when she checked the bathroom and every stall was empty. She tried Charlotte’s phone, and it went straight to voicemail, but then her phone rang a second later.

Lisa answered, and the sound of Charlotte screaming hit her ears, sending her gut to the pits of her stomach.

“Help! Lisa, help!”

A deep, masculine laughter rang through the line. “I love it when she screams. Reminds me of Ruth.”

“Agnes! Don’t hurt her!”

“Lisa! Help! Oh, please!”

Lisa didn’t think. She needed Charlotte to hear the words at least once. There was no telling what Agnes might do.

“I love you, Charlotte! I’m coming for you!”

There was a muffled scream. Agnes must have put her manly hands over Charlotte’s mouth.

“What does a disgusting witch like you know about love?” Agnes spat in her manly voice. “Whatever relationship you thought you had with this woman is over!”

Agnes hung up the phone before Lisa could reply. She left her groceries and ran out of the store, feeling helpless, but she wasn’t about to give up until she had Charlotte safe in her arms.
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“She didn’t tell you, did she?” Agnes said with a dark laugh. She’d taken the body of a businessman named Roger with a square jaw and a chiseled body. He paced back and forth shirtless, cracking his knuckles every few seconds. “Classic witch. Sneaky until death.”

Charlotte felt betrayed that Lisa hadn’t shared the truth with her, but she wasn’t sure she would have believed it if she had. Roger had already convinced her, though. He showed Charlotte photos of different men he’d inhabited in the mortal realm.

Roger’s name was really Agnes, and he was a female spirit, but Roger had already told Charlotte he would kill her if she used his demon name, so she wasn’t saying much of anything.

Charlotte dangled from shackles that were drilled into the ceiling. She’d scanned the room for an escape, but there were no windows, and there were three different locks on the door she couldn’t reach, even if she wanted to. She felt hopeless, but surely there had to be a way out of there.

Roger stepped forward, standing in front of Charlotte. She wanted to spit in his face but was worried Roger would snap her neck if she did, so she did nothing as Roger lifted his hand to touch her face. He brushed her cheek with his hand, sending shivers down her spine.

“Don’t touch me!” she screamed.

“Scream all you want, gorgeous, but nobody will hear you.”

Charlotte cleared her throat. She’d been speaking as a girl for so long that she’d nearly forgotten she was just a boy named Arturo. She used his voice when she opened her mouth next.

“You don’t scare me.”

Roger cooed and clapped his hands. “Was that an impression, or is the girl voice one? There’s nothing I love more than a trans girl!”

Charlotte growled, feeling like she’d crossed herself, but then she thought to play Roger’s game. “Is that because you’re trans yourself?”

Roger grunted and took a step away from Charlotte, looking her up and down. He reached forward to lift the dress she was wearing, but she kicked away his hand. Roger laughed.

“I’ve never thought of myself as trans, but I guess I am in a way, but I can assure you that there’s no pussy between my legs.” Roger laughed even harder. “The real question though is what’s between yours…”

“Doesn’t matter,” a voice said. “Charlotte is mine.”

There was a loud bang, and then the door went flying off its hinges. Lisa was standing on the other side with a shotgun in her hand. There wasn’t a hint of fear in her eyes, but Charlotte was terrified as she stood there, shackled to the ceiling.

“The gun will only kill the man I’m possessing,” Roger said with a laugh. “Go ahead and shoot me.”

Lisa narrowed her eyes and pointed the gun at Roger’s chest. “Who’s your victim this time, Agnes?”

“A businessman named Roger. Poor fellow,” Roger said with a laugh. “Why? Do you think I’m handsome? We could have a little menage before I kill you two.”

Lisa snorted with laughter. “The only person dying tonight is you, Agnes.”

“Don’t call me Agnes! I’m Roger!”

“You’re a creature who wishes she could go back and live a different life. You’re stuck and hate yourself, which is why you take it out on others. You can kill as many people as you want, Agnes, but—”

“I’m Roger!” the man screamed and lunged at Lisa, but she moved too quickly, and he fell to the floor with a loud crash.

Charlotte winced, still feeling very much in danger, even when Lisa rushed over to whisper that everything would be okay. Charlotte had no idea how demons and witches actually were in real life, but if they were anything like the tales, then she was extremely afraid.

Roger stood, but something had changed in his eyes. They glowed brighter as he stood taller. There was a spirit leaving his body. A woman. She had pale red skin. She looked ghostly and levitated a few inches off the ground. Roger, the man, had collapsed to the floor and looked lifeless.

“You’re weakest when you’re in your truest form, Agnes.”

Agnes leaned her head back and roared, letting her loud exclamation fall into laughter. Her eyes reddened as she stared down at Lisa, but she wasn’t afraid for her life. The only life she worried for was Charlotte’s, but that fear and desire to keep her woman safe powered her. It gave her the strength she needed.

“Quite the contrary, witch. I’m my most powerful when I’m in my truest form.” Agnes moved in the flash of an eye. Her ghostly hand was around Lisa’s throat a second later. She grabbed Lisa’s shoulders and turned her to Charlotte, making them stare at each other as she had Lisa’s life in her hand.

“Kill me, Agnes. I dare you,” said Lisa.

“No!” Charlotte shrieked. “Why are you doing this?”

Agnes held Lisa by the throat as she floated over to Charlotte, placing the woman’s lover in her face. Lisa and Charlotte stared at each other a long moment, which strangely brought a hint of peace to the terrified Charlotte.

“Any last words before I kill the witch, girly boy?”

“You like trans girls, right?”

“That doesn’t matter,” Agnes said in a rushed whisper.

“Want to watch me dance, demon? Let me shake these hips before you kill me,” Charlotte said and moved from side to side as she looked at Agnes with a seductive gaze.

Agnes loosened her grip on Lisa’s neck just long enough for her to slip free of the demon. She reached into her purse and grabbed the potion she’d prepared. It had to be poured down Agnes’s throat, and this would be the only chance she got.

Agnes nearly escaped as Lisa put the demon in a chokehold. “Wrap your legs around us,” Lisa screamed at Charlotte.

Charlotte lunged forward and put her legs around the other side of Agnes. She could feel the darkness radiating off Agnes as she held the demon in her legs, afraid it would take over her body if Lisa didn’t act quickly.

“Hurry!” Charlotte screamed.

Lisa gripped Agnes by her demon hair and pulled back as Charlotte held the demon in her legs. Agnes let out window-shattering screams as Lisa tilted the potion into Agnes’s mouth.

“This is for Ruth, you demon bitch!” Lisa hollered before tilting the rest of the potion into Agnes’s pried-open mouth.

Agnes screamed and hollered and cursed that she’d get revenge as the potion took effect, but there would be no future for the demon. She was disintegrating in front of them until she was gone forever from the world.

Charlotte cried when the first shimmers of safety descended upon her soul. She couldn’t believe the demon was finally gone and that Lisa had been there to save her. She barely felt it when Lisa pulled her into a hug, but then Lisa’s embrace was all she could feel.

Charlotte squeezed Lisa tightly. “I love you, Lisa. Thank you for saving me.”

“It’s my fault you were in danger. I’m so sorry, Charlotte. I never wanted this to happen, but this was fate. We were meant to be. I never thought I’d fall for you when we first met, but I love you so much. Please forgive me, Charlotte.”

Charlotte was too broken to speak or think. There was so much she wanted to say, but she couldn’t process an ounce of it. “Cut me down.” They were the only words she could muster.

Lisa worked to get Charlotte free, and then they left. Lisa asked if Charlotte wanted to stay with her, but she said she just wanted to go home, so Lisa took Charlotte home.

She didn’t go home herself, though. Lisa slept in her car outside of Charlotte’s place.

It was impossible to leave the woman she loved.
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There was a knock on Lisa’s car window that startled her awake. She thought it was a demon until she saw Charlotte’s beautiful face in the window, except it wasn’t Charlotte. It was Arturo. He wasn’t wearing his makeup or wig or sundress or anything else, yet he still looked as beautiful as ever.

“What are you still doing out here?” Arturo asked through the glass.

Lisa coughed and wiped her dry mouth as Arturo smiled down at her. She’d completely lost track of time. Vanquishing Agnes had sucked the energy right out of her. She rolled down the window before speaking, which required an embarrassing moment of turning on the car.

“I just wanted to make sure you were okay.”

Arturo smiled, feeling all warm and fuzzy inside. He’d been thinking about Lisa all night and wished he’d known that she was sleeping right outside of his window, but there were a lot of cars in the parking lot, and Arturo never looked out of his window.

“That’s sweet, Lisa. Last night was quite the fright. I’m sorry for saying I wanted to go home.”

“Are you kidding?” Lisa asked and shook her head. “I would have done the same, but what are you saying? You’re not mad at me?”

“I love you more than I hate you,” Arturo said with that handsome smile of his, and it made Lisa feel like all hope wasn’t lost. “Would you like to come inside and freshen up?”

“A glass of water would be nice,” Lisa admitted. “Don’t you have somewhere to go, though?”

Arturo waved his hand in the air. “I’d rather spend time with you. Maybe put on a fresh outfit and dress up as Charlotte.”

“I’d love that,” said Lisa.

“Promise to tell me everything? No secrets?”

“I promise.”

“Good,” Arturo said and stepped back, giving Lisa the space she needed to open the car door. He took her hand and held it all the way up the stairs to his apartment. They’d gone through a lot, but Arturo knew he’d rather have Lisa in his life and a whirlwind of crazy than to live without her.

She understood him. She helped him out of his shell, and Arturo felt like he was floating in the stars when they made love. So what if there were a few demons lurking in the shadows? They could take them down, as long as they stuck together.

They sat on Arturo’s couch. Lisa told him about Ruth and the underground society of witches. He honestly wouldn’t have believed anything she told him if he didn’t have the first-hand experience of a demon attack.

“Agnes is gone, though? You’re sure of it?”

“Yes, she’s gone. She was the strongest demon in our area, but it’s a never-ending war. They hunt us for sport, and now that I’ve vanquished Agnes, there’ll be others fighting to take her crown.”

Arturo sighed. “Whatever happens, I’ll be here to help you however I can.”

Lisa placed her hand on Arturo’s leg. “Promise we’ll have some fun along the way?”

Arturo brightened. “I would hope so!”

Lisa ran her fingertips up and down Arturo’s thigh. “Why don’t you get ready and put on a cute dress while I take a shower?”

“Okay,” Arturo said in a goofy voice.

“Perfect,” Lisa said and kissed him on the cheek. “I can’t wait to wrap my lips around that girly dick.”

Arturo raced out of the room to transform himself into Charlotte. He was already sitting at his desk when he called out to Lisa. “There are towels in the bathroom! Make yourself at home!”

Lisa stood from the sofa and did exactly that.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading Demon Hunting. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com


A HUGE THANK YOU

Thank you for reading this anthology, Allure! These are stories of mine, new and old, and I hope you enjoyed them all! For more sexy reads, be sure to check out my Amazon page and join my mailing list for updates on new releases!

Stay in touch

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




