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Ibob my head, letting the tip of the nice warm cock slip into and out of my mouth. Then I pull away and lick at the head and shaft. When I push forward again, Francois yanks my lips from his penis and pulls me to my feet.

Before I can catch my breath, he smothers me with a furious kiss.

I keep up as best I can, swirling my tongue against his, trying to match his sensuous movements.

He steps back with a lust-filled gaze. As I lick my lips in anticipation, he turns me around and bends me over the country oak table.

My hands shove aside the plates of our half-eaten dinner as I clear a space on the wooden tabletop. I prop onto my elbows and shift my feet apart, my breaths shortening with excitement.

Francois doesn’t make me wait. Fabric rustles as the skirt of my winter dress gets pushed up my backside. Chilly air brushes over my bare bottom, and my skin tingles.

I shiver. This is the same position and the same sturdy table where he first took my virginity. Since I returned to Paris for my modeling career, we’ve had sex here many times.

And it never grows old…

A finger traces down the crack of my ass and tugs the strap of my thong to the side. A moment later, the warm head of his erection presses against my anus, already slick from my oral ministrations.,

While not as easy as the lube we usually use, my saliva does the trick, and after some pushing and prodding, he slips past the tightness of my opening.

I gasp from a sting of pain and then moan from a wave of pleasure.

He adjusts his position, and his hands settle on my hips. A gentle thrust follows, and he sinks deeper inside. Another comes, and then a stronger one.

There’s more friction than I’m used to, and high-pitched moans pour from my mouth.

“Are you okay?” he asks between heavy breaths.

I grit my teeth and nod, willing my bottom to relax.

He shoves again, stretching me.

“Yesss… keep going,” I pant out, reveling in the feeling of fullness as my cock stiffens against the table.

He rams a final time forward, only stopping when his balls and trimmed pubic hair press against my underside.

With him buried to the hilt inside me, we stay motionless, enjoying the intimate contact and gathering our breath.

His hands roam over my round ass cheeks and up my lower back. Then he grasps my hips again and starts banging me in earnest.

As his throbbing shaft moves in and out of my passage and his balls smack against my underside, I arch my back and lose myself in the amazing sensations radiating from the powerful thrusts.

The table legs squeak to the rhythm of our lovemaking, and I moan, thrilled to be pleasing him.

His hand gives my ass a playful slap, and I tremble with delight from the rough touch.

Sheer ecstasy builds in my lower half until a shudder rushes through my body. My quivering arms give way, and I grab for the sides of the table, sending silverware clattering to the floor, and wrap my fingers around the edges to keep my balance.

As my harder-than-hard erection rubs over the smooth tabletop, Francois leans onto me, pouring heated breaths over my nape.

“Oh, yes,” I cry as his cock stiffens.

A final gasp leaves his throat, and hot spurts blast into my passage, flooding me with his seed.

With a long groan, he collapses. While he rests on my back, showering kisses over my neck and ear, I bathe in the glow of his satisfaction and the pre-cum moistening my erection and panties.

After he softens, I squirm. The fluid is pushing against my opening, trying to get out and leak over my dress and stockings.

He whispers, “Are you ready?”

I nod, tensing my insides.

He pushes up and stands, backing away.

I clench my bottom as his penis slips out of me.

“Let me grab a towel,” he says.

With shakes of my head, I reply, “I’ll take care of this.” Then, not wanting to make a mess anywhere in the kitchen, I rush into the half-bath near the studio.

As soon as I shut the door, I flip on the dim yellow light and plop onto the toilet. With his semen dripping out of me, I grab my hard shaft and start stroking myself. I’m already ultra-sensitive from the pounding I’ve just received, and my body quivers from the touch.

Waves of delight build. Soon, the warm sensations crest, and watery spurts erupt from my cock.

Taking deep breaths, I bask in the fading afterglow, hoping for this to happen one day with Francois. Although intense, the sex hasn’t sent me over the brink—at least not yet.

A minute later, my muscles stop shaking.

After wiping myself clean of leaking semen and washing my hands, I spend a moment straightening my undergarments and adjusting my dress. Despite the intimacy Francois and I have, I’ve acquired a certain shyness about keeping things on—and not exposing too much of what lies underneath.

Hopefully, one day as well…

When everything is presentable, I whip my head around, looking for my small purse. It has the perfume and makeup I want to touch up my appearance.

Knuckles gently rap on the door. “Is everything alright in there?”

“Yes,” I reply.

The door cracks open, and a hand pushes the bag inside. “You might need this.”

Embarrassed, I accept the offering. Francois knows the needs of a woman better than I do. As I fix my makeup and dab a flowery scent behind my ears and on my wrists, I mull asking the simple question to take this relationship further.
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Another few minutes pass as I finish touching up, then I smooth out my outfit and return to the front of the house.

Francois stands by the kitchen counter, scraping the remains of the poulet sauté Alice into the garbage and setting the plates into the sink. The man is an amazing cook, and even though we only ate half the yummy chicken dinner, I’m glad he disposed of the rest; I don’t need the extra calories.

“Do you need any help?” I ask.

He turns and spends a moment appreciating me. A smile creases his face, and he shakes his head. “Non, this is the last one.”

I walk into the living room and drop onto the couch. This is a special place for me too. It’s where Francois and I sat, eating snacks and making small talk after my first modeling shoot. I’m sitting on the cushion where he gave me that shocking first kiss.

“And voilà,” he says, setting a plate of white-chocolate-covered strawberries on the coffee table in front of me.

My eyes light up at the scrumptious delights, and I prepare to do the hour of cardio I’ll need to work off these extra calories.

“Please,” he says, gesturing to the goodies.

Not needing any extra prodding, I grab the nearest one.

Francois grins, watching me take the whole thing in one bite.

While I chomp away, relishing the sweet taste and succulent juices, he purses his lips in bemusement.

Embarrassed, I force out a grin and then spend another few seconds trying to daintily consume the giant portion. Despite all the classes and work I’ve done over the almost four months since my return, I sometimes neglect the girly aspects of my new existence.

After I swallow the last bit, he grabs the plumpest strawberry and holds it near my mouth, intent on feeding me. “Please try another, delicately.”

Suddenly nervous, I lean toward the offering.

“Like a kiss and take small nibbles,” he says in a sweet voice.

I pucker my lips in as sultry a way as I know how and push forward. When they touch the bottom, I shift my gaze to him and slowly take a bite.

“Perhaps, like you’re making love to it,” he suggests.

Wanting to please him, I try again and swirl my tongue over the white chocolate.

After I nibble off another morsel, he puts the delicacy down and says, “Better.”

My anxieties spike.

The fear might be from the question I’ve had on the tip of my tongue during the entirety of the wonderful evening or something else; the only thing I know is a sense of inadequacy has punctured my good mood.

“You’ve got that long trip to Africa tomorrow, so I’d better go,” I say, standing.

For my benefit, he rises and stretches his arms, feigning fatigue after an exhausting day. As he wipes his eyes, he says, “There’s much packing I still need to do. Six weeks is a long time, especially since I’ll be without a phone or Internet.”

I nod, already missing him. The hook of this photographic safari is that it’s back to the basics—in the wild to immerse oneself and become one with nature with no outside communication at all. And with the pictures hopefully pulling the outside world into the experience.

“I’ll think of you every day,” I say and plant a peck on his lips.

He tilts his head and presses into me, making the contact linger. When our mouths part, he says, “Perhaps a little firmer.”

This time, when he pushes his lips against mine, I tense, seeking to find what he thinks is missing.

After he pulls away, I ask apprehensively, “Was that okay?”

He nods. “That was very nice.”

“But…”

“No buts. You are the most beautiful girl in Paris.”

I return a shy smile, knowing that he’s kidding—I think.

When he raises an eyebrow, waiting for a response, I blurt, “Thanks, but I’m sure there are a lot of better-looking women than me just strolling around the city.”

He shakes his head and says, “Non.”

“I had a great time this evening, and I thought the food was wonderful.” A flush rushes into my face. “And with everything else too.”

“Everything was very nice, as always.”

The question I’ve been meaning to ask forms on my lips. Part of me would love to spend the night with him as a regular couple would. “Would you like help packing?”

“No, I… um… as you say, have everything handled.”

“Okay,” I reply with disappointment.

“Let me call you a car and get you home safely.”

I nod and pull on my long winter coat as nervousness crushes my feminine confidence. Although he puts on a happy expression and tries to make idle chatter, I stay mostly silent until the car arrives a few minutes later.

Then, after giving him a kiss goodbye, I tug up my hood and step into the frosty night.
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As my car home navigates the nighttime Parisian streets, I sit in the back seat with my hood up, staying hidden from the intruding glows of the passing streetlights. The unsettled feelings gnawing at my insides have only gotten worse, and I wrestle with my troubled thoughts.

Paris has been a whirlwind since I landed during the afternoon after Thanksgiving. After I hopped off the plane, I signed a bunch of legal documents. Then Christine set me up with “The List,” an aggregation of the attachments to her agent offer email, which is designed to make me more feminine than femininely possible, so she can start her juggernaut to “Nudge the World” into broadening its definition of femininity.

The instructions I have to adhere to span every aspect of my existence and consume almost every waking minute of the day. Things range from mundane tips like simple facial grooming and eating like a lady to more intimate details of preparing for sex and to the complex world of dressing and makeup. More than a few times, I’ve found my head spinning from trying to aspire to all these ideals.

In fact, between lessons to be more girly and photo sessions to make money and broaden my appeal, I’ve led a sheltered life within my NDA circle of associates and had zero time for a social life beyond my once-a-week get-togethers with Francois.

And so far, this arrangement suits me just fine. The idea of people checking me out in person as Samantha Jacobs for any of those masculine imperfections that are left over from my Sam Jacob’s existence is a bridge I’m not ready to cross.

For a moment, I wonder if that’s the source of my unease. Although I’m not perfect, I’m making good progress with my voice and mannerisms. There’s a ways to go, but “Rome wasn’t built in a day,” either.

“So, what do you do for a living?” the driver says, glancing at the rearview mirror.

I pull my hood further past my face and fold my arms over my long winter coat, annoyed by the attention. Generally, the only times I’m not actively Samantha is when I head outside as Sam in baggy clothes and under a nondescript dark-gray hoodie—shopping for essentials or going to lessons. Anything else I need gets delivered to my apartment.

Unfortunately, moments like this exist because I don’t want Francois to see me as Sam Jacob—especially before or after one of our dates.

I’m so not ready to expose Samantha Jacobs in person to the rest of the world.

“Nothing special,” I reply.

“I’m sure you’re more interesting than that,” he says, smiling.

“No, I’m not.”

His lips tighten into a frown as he takes the hint and returns to driving.

While brightly lit buildings roll by, I return to my unsettled thoughts about Francois, watching happy couples hold hands while sauntering to their favorite restaurants.

When we slow at a crowded intersection and edge past a doorway with a long waiting line, the driver points at the blaring red sign overhead, saying, “That’s Chamber of the Red Dream. It’s the hottest club in Paris now.”

Even though the owner is a fan of mine and I’ve turned down multiple invitations to visit, I curtly reply, “It looks a little busy.”

“A pretty girl like you would have no trouble getting in.”

Instead of using modesty, which would only open the door to more questions and innuendo, I draw from my expertise for dealing with chatty drivers and simply say, “Thanks.”

With a sigh, he nudges the accelerator, and we continue onto the next street.

As the blocks pass, I watch the Parisian nightlife slide by with only my dour mood as company.

When we reach the 15th arrondissement, which is just south of the Eiffel Tower, the driver stops at the intersection nearest my building.

I hand him a tip and step onto a thin, dirty sidewalk, tightening my coat against a gust of late-winter air. After the vehicle heads off, I hurry past the tall windows of the local cafe and down a narrow cobblestone street, trying not to stumble on my heels while avoiding passersby heading to their happy nocturnal rendezvouses.
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Even though I would have loved to stay the night with Francois, I’m happy when I enter the cozy confines of my apartment.

Courtesy of one of Christine’s contacts, I’ve gotten this upscale, corner one-bedroom with a balcony and gorgeous view of the Parisian streets for a modest monthly rent. And since this place is on the top level of a four-story building, things are relatively quiet, with the street noise minimized and no upstairs neighbors.

While the furniture that came with the place isn’t expensive, it’s tasteful with a touch of class from European styling. To enhance the girly atmosphere, I’ve scattered frilly items everywhere—ornaments, vases, and dishes of potpourri over the tables and counters, lacy throw pillows on the chair and couch, and pink carpet and curtains in the bathroom.

All in all, the whole package is a far cry from this past summer when I lived in a two-bedroom dump with four other starving interns, who snored like gods of thunder.

As a matter of fact, the average starting-out model isn’t getting anything near this place either. What’s typical for them is a room in someone’s house or a dingy one-or-two-bedroom apartment that’s shared with a few other aspiring individuals.

But the average model isn’t part of a greater movement that needs NDA-clad secrecy. For privacy, having my own living space is a necessity. The good thing is that I can afford this nicer lifestyle—courtesy of the fee from me being on the cover of Violet Rose. Since the contract I signed was a work-for-hire, Christine was under no obligation to share any of the money. However, she put the equivalent of what I’d be paid minus an agent fee into escrow, assuming I’d come back.

Aside from her confidence that I’d give up on my prior life—I’m glad she did. Besides this setup, the tidy sum more than covered my initial expenses. And the modeling gigs I’ve taken, which are far fewer than the offers I’m receiving, provide more than enough for my day-to-day living expenses. Not to mention that I’ve even paid off a fair portion of my student loans too.

So far, the movement to “Nudge the World” is running smoothly.

But why do I feel so uneasy about my time with Francois?

With a frown, I pull off my coat and hang it on a hook near the doorway. Then I make a slow circle through the living area, trying to figure out what’s bothering me.

The answering machine for the landline blinks with a message. I sigh. My friends contact me via cellphone, so this means something about business.

When I hit the playback button, a female voice says, “Bonjour, Mademoiselle Jacobs. I am Sophia Boucher, a reporter for Gazette Street Chic Parisienne—the Parisian Street Chic Gazette. If it is no trouble, I should like to arrange to meet you for an interview at a place of your choosing⁠—”

I jam my finger on the stop button.

While I’ve done phone interviews for puff pieces that Christine’s set up, doing a live interview with a reporter who might not be friendly is way beyond my comfort level.

Although I hope to be ready for the next step soon, the combination of my being an introvert, panic attacks, and the specter of eventually being the lightning rod for Christine’s movement is proving more daunting for me to overcome than I had anticipated.

Even though I’ve been doing all the things to make myself more girly than girly, I’m still not on board for the total package of “Nudging the World.”

Rome wasn’t built in a day, I remind myself.

I stand and walk over to put away the makeup kit I left on my half desk near the side window. Then still flummoxed, I head into the kitchen, hungry for something but not wanting anything, which isn’t surprising since the edibles scattered across the tidy space have all been purchased in accordance with the principles of “The List.” Everything that makes the top foods for men to increase their testosterone is absent, while everything to avoid because of its estrogen-enhancing qualities is in abundance.

Even though not having oysters is okay with me, missing out on cocoa products, eggs, avocados, and red meat amongst many other yummy things hasn’t been the greatest appetite quencher.

I rifle through my refrigerator and pantry, which are filled with an overabundance of soy-related items—seeds, dried fruits, tofu, peaches, and weirdly, garlic.

Nothing I find appeals to my needs, and I settle for a glass of vanilla soy milk. After an unsatisfying sip, I leave the beverage on the counter and return to the living room.

Restless, I strike a few poses in front of my full-length practice mirror. Of everything I’m required to do, the modeling aspect has come the easiest. After getting over some initial anxiety, I discovered I’m a natural for the camera.

And in better news, the things I’ve been doing—the diet, hormone pills, and extra “fitness” work—have added curves to my frail form. My thighs are fuller, my butt rounder, and my flat pecs have grown into perky, teardrop-shaped breasts. Even without a push-up bra, I have a nicely defined cleavage. Besides my cum getting thinner from the lack of testosterone and my orgasms being longer and full-body consuming, my other feminine changes include my areolas growing and my nipples lengthening, a softer tone for my face, smoother more sensitive skin, and thinner sparser body hair.

All pluses for my chosen path.

Despite a couple of hiccups, everything is chugging along in Christine’s maniacal quest.

I twist my body and do a final sexy pose, fluffing my long hair, which reaches to my middle back with the help of glued-on hair extensions. Then I return to the couch and sit down, satisfied with this aspect of my life.

So why do I have such feelings of inadequacy?

It could be the hormone replacement therapy. While the estrogen has helped my feminine appearance, it’s also elevated my emotions.

For a few minutes, I work on this angle, struggling to sort out my conflicted feelings.

When nothing comes, my thoughts wander back to the evening’s activities. Dinner and afterward were marvelous, and as Francois said, “Everything is perfect as always.”

A frown creases my face as I register disappointment underlying the words.

I decide I’m not crazy: Something is wrong.

My stomach knots.

He also said, “It was very nice.”

That’s what I said to my friend Nate Jenkins after our one time together. He always claimed to be experienced, but those stories were a sham. The intercourse we had was his first experience; I took his virginity. Then when he asked for a validation of his performance, I said the same thing to him, trying not to hurt his feelings.

“It was very nice.”

I wasn’t lying; the sex was nice—but it was also something that left a lot to be desired.

The truth hits me, and my shoulders slump.

Everything was perfect during the evening—except for my sexual performance.
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The car stops under the glow of a streetlight, and I step onto the sidewalk in front of the terraced house. Behind the second-floor balcony, the lamp is on, so I wave goodbye to my driver and hurry up the front staircase. As he speeds away, down the deserted street, I rap on the door. When no response comes, I rap harder.

A minute passes before footsteps clomp down the wooden staircase, accompanied by muttered curses.

I knock again, and the peephole goes dark.

A long, loud sigh seeps through the slab of wood before deadbolts snap open and chains unlatch. The door swings inward to reveal a bleary-eyed Christine Sinclair. Even though she hasn’t the barest of makeup on, she looks stunning.

Her eyes wander over my form, and when she discovers nothing amiss, she says, “Do you understand that one a.m. is a tad late to drop by someone’s house?”

As she glares, I decide she might look prettier without the annoying force of her personality.

“Well? What do you want?” she utters with impatience.

I hesitate because, in my haste, I didn’t consider any number of reasons why she wouldn’t wish to be bothered at this hour, including having an overnight guest.

She folds her arms. “Come on, out with it.”

“Um… It’s…,” I reply, uncertain of how to tell her about my misgivings about my relationship with Francois. “I’m sorry. Sometimes all these new hormones get the better of me. I should have called first.”

“Yes, you should have.”

As she moves to shut the door, I blurt out, “Am I terrible in bed?”

Her eyes make a long blink. An expression of incredulity falls over her face, and she throws up her hands and raises her shoulders in a giant, exaggerated shrug. “How would I know?”

“It just seems that there’s something lacking when I’m with Francois. He says everything is perfect, and that the sex is very nice. But that’s not special, is it?”

When Christine doesn’t answer, I add, “I mean, I know it sounds like a girl’s intuition, but I don’t believe I’m wrong.”

In a weary tone, she asks, “Why are you telling this to me?”

“Because you’re the closest thing I have to a friend in Paris, and I didn’t have anywhere else to go.”

She pinches her nose as if in pain and then steps aside. “I’m going to need coffee for this.”
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After we reach the second floor, Christine heads into the kitchen while I sit on the couch in the living room, fidgeting. As the aroma of coffee fills the air, I spy stacks of manila envelopes through the doorway to the study—the telltale signs of Christine looking through headshots. I sigh, understanding the reason for her angst and lack of sleep.

When the pot is ready, she brings over two mugs and sets the one heavy with cream and sugar on the coffee table for me and keeps the straight black one for herself.

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I see you’re trying to find more people.”

She sinks into the fancy embroidered chair on my left and drags in a tired breath. “I’m trying to find sidekicks, so when things get big, you’ll have help.”

Although I wouldn’t mind spreading out the attention, I ask, “Is that necessary?”

“Yes. If someone falls for you and finds out you’re trans, they might dismiss it as a one-off thing. But if they like two or three models that turn out to be trans—they’d really need to readjust their values.”

“How’s that going?”

Her reply comes with a helpless shrug. “Even though I’m not using the same standards I used to find you, everyone who could be interesting already has notoriety as being trans. So the going isn’t going.”

I don’t have any answer that could help, so I sample my coffee, which she’s made to my liking.

After she takes a gulp of hers, she says, “Okay, tell me everything.”

While I fill her in about the details of my relationship with Francois and my misgivings, she drinks quietly, listening intently, and only pauses me once to refill her mug.

“Am I being paranoid?” I say in conclusion.

She sits up and stifles a yawn. “Francois thinks you’re beautiful and wouldn’t waste the time if he wasn’t fond of you.”

I sip my coffee, cradling the cooling mug in my hands. “I mean, he always gets off when we do it, but I’m worried that he wasn’t as pleased this last time.”

“Did he say he wasn’t pleased?”

“Not exactly.”

“What does that mean?”

“He was offering advice on how to kiss. We practiced a little, then he said that he hopes I’ll get it.”

“Was that all?

“After that, he was kind of cold.”

“Do you do anything out of the ordinary for sex?” she asks, pinching her chin. “Do you at least go down on him?”

“Of course,” I announce indignantly.

“Have you gotten him off like that?”

Slightly embarrassed, I reply, “I try for a bit, but after a minute or so, he moves us on.”

As she mulls my answer, I wonder just how vanilla I am in the sack.

Finally, she says, “From what you describe, I doubt your intuition is wrong.”

“So what should I do?”

“Get better.”

“So when we’re together, I should take some time and analyze how to do that?”

She snorts. “Being analytical during sex isn’t going to help.”

When I frown, she adds, “I have a solution.”

“What?”

Before replying, she takes a long sip of her coffee. “Okay, first things first. Besides Francois, how is everything?”

I purse my lips. I should have expected Christine would do business before getting to my personal issues. However, to avoid an argument I’m destined to lose, I simply reply, “Everything’s good.”

“How are classes?”

“Great.”

“Madam Beaumont says you’re ready for the next step.”

I hold back a frown. Madam Beaumont is my etiquette instructor and is rather eccentric. “There’s stuff I need to be more consistent with—like my voice and mannerisms.”

“Offers are coming in for you to do runway work too.”

A chill runs through me. One reporter on a close basis would be bad, but being in front of a crowd? As Sam, I could at least speak with people I didn’t know, but I was never comfortable in front of them. “Um…”

Although she scrunches her lips, she doesn’t pursue the matter further. “What about everything else?”

“All good,” I say, impatient to get to her solution for my Francois issue.

She nods at my breasts. “The diet and hormone treatments and the other stuff look like they’re working.”

I shrug, thinking that more would be better.

“What size are you?”

“A full B-cup.”

“Wow,” she says, amazed.

“The doctor says I’m skewing all the results for trans women.”

“Thank god for small miracles. Anything else?”

I think for a moment and answer, “A reporter—Sophia… I think her last name is Boucher—called, asking for an interview.”

“From the Parisian Street Chic Gazette?”

I nod, impressed with her knowledge.

She sucks down a breath and stares at the study, deep in contemplation.

Knowing better than to bother her thought process, I sip from my mug and wait.

A minute later, she returns her attention to me. “Sophia isn’t someone who’s going to do a puff piece,” she says, referring to the short articles that friendly journalists have written about me. “But she’s got a readership of important people, so this could be a good opportunity. She’d want to talk to you in person.”

“In person?” I ask, more than apprehensive about meeting someone outside of the NDA circle.

“Yes,” she replies after a weary breath. “You’ll need to start doing stuff in person soon.”

“But you said we can’t afford any slip-ups now.”

“You’re ready for the next step.”

My heart races at the notion, and I shake my head from anxiety. “No, I’m not. I need more time to get ready for something this big.”

“You need to conquer your fear of being out there. You can’t hide forever.”

“I thought we were doing well.”

“So far, you’re gaining popularity way faster than I ever dreamed could be possible.” She holds up her finger to forestall a response. “But that’s bringing scrutiny too.”

Alarmed, I ask, “What does that mean?”

“That means more people are wondering about the unknown history of one Samantha Jacobs.”

I think back to the crazy conspiracy theories I read online. “About my gender?”

“Not yet,” she replies. “But we’ve got to stop anything from heading in that direction.”

“How?”

Her stare moves to my chest. “If you aren’t going to get out there, then we need to show more of your natural feminine assets during your modeling sessions to keep people assuming the right things.”

“What?” I say, raising an arm to cover myself. Even when I was Sam Jacob, regular dude, I was skinny and unathletic and didn’t wander around without a shirt on. And now with real breasts, I feel even shier—I don’t even expose myself to Francois, despite all the intimacy we have.

She glares at the gesture and huffs out of her nose. “We need something besides sexy outfits and showing off your legs.”

“When they get bigger, like a C-cup?”

Her gaze flicks to my crotch as if I’m trying to overcompensate for what’s down there. “All models are thin, so your full B-cups are a good size compared to everyone else.”

“I just think that if they were more noticeable, things would be more convincing.”

Her dark gray eyes narrow. “What you’ve got there is plenty, and we’ve got to show more now, or we’ll be answering questions we don’t want to answer—at least not until the time is right. Remember, we aren’t going to tell any blatant falsehoods.”

“I won’t do anything topless.”

“I’m not talking about anything like that, yet. How about some lingerie?”

“Oh, no. That’s way too much.”

She rolls her eyes, somehow gritting her teeth and biting her lip at once.

“At least for now,” I quickly add, “until I perfect being feminine.”

“Right now, you’re more feminine than just about every other woman in existence. Nobody ever gets to perfect. It’s just a goal that we mention for getting a hundred percent effort.”

When I don’t answer, she says, “Maybe some stuff with thinner material.”

“You mean see-through?” I ask, horrified.

Her fingers tense like she wants to throttle me, but she forces a smile and says in a sweet voice, “How about more side and underboob and deeper shots of your cleavage? And some tighter, almost-sheer—not enough to see through, but enough to give an outline of what’s underneath.”

Even though I’m anxious about these ideas—especially during cold weather—I nod anyway, terrified of the simmering anger radiating from her beautiful, dark gray eyes.

“Good. Then we’ll just need to find a new photographer until Francois gets back.”

“It might be better if I go join him?” I ask hopefully.

She shakes her head. “We can’t risk you going to Africa under your Sam Jacob passport.”

“But if I’m in something skimpy and doing wardrobe changes, won’t they be able to see…” I let my eyes shift down to my crotch.

Christine nods. “Yvette will do the makeup as usual. And any shoot will have to be controlled and all of your outfits will need to be approved beforehand.”

“Can we ask for all that?”

She chuckles. “You’ve got a bunch of offers outstanding. So, I’ll negotiate with the most desperate of them. But we’ll still need to sweep the dressing room for any cameras.”

I arch an eyebrow.

“Something like that would be unlikely, but I’m not taking any chances.”

“Because we can’t afford any slip-ups now?”

She returns a cold smile.

When I bite my lip, she adds, “Rumors and controversy are good, so don’t worry.”

“Just don’t make any mistakes?”

“Just misdirect from the truth—for the time being.”

As I bob my head in agreement, she continues, “So in the meantime, we’ll delay anything with Sophia or any other reporters—or anyone else who pops up if they want to meet in person—until you decide you’re ready for it. So keep me informed if someone from outside our group tries to contact you.”

I sigh, thinking of the small circle of people and how much a part of my extracurricular life is Francois. “What about that stuff with Francois? What was that solution you were hinting at before?”

She drains her mug before saying, “It wouldn’t hurt if you were more experienced as a lover.”

“I keep asking Francois if there’s anything else I can do. I’m willing to learn.”

“He’s very busy. Like I mentioned, he wouldn’t spend time with you unless he really enjoyed your company.”

I blow out a breath, unsure of what to do.

“I’m going to suggest something,” she says carefully, “and don’t offer me any of your prudish opinions until I finish.”

“I’m not a prude,” I protest.

When she glares, no doubt thinking about my shying away from being topless and the things I told her I did with Francois, I add, “At least I think I’m not.”

“Are you going to wait until I explain everything before you give me any of your prudish opinions?”

I swallow a pool of saliva, afraid of what’s coming next. Then I nod. “Fine.”
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After Christine leads me into the study, she drags a spare chair to the computer and taps on the cushion for me to sit.

I carefully step around the manila envelope stacks and set myself down as she settles in front of the screen. “Remember, Francois has got a lot of clients and is booked solid for a year. As you’ve probably noticed, he’s trying to become the next big thing, so if you want to get better, you’ll need to find someone to practice with.”

“Do you mean cheat on him?”

She sucks in an angry breath. “Didn’t I tell you to wait until I explained everything before you interjected with your prudish opinions?”

“Yeah, but⁠—”

Her finger jabs at my face. “No buts. Just watch and listen.”

When I show a suitable enough expression of contrition, she continues, “Francois is a big boy, and as I said, he’s super busy. He doesn’t have time to teach you everything.”

I straighten, but she holds up her hand to silence me. “That doesn’t mean he doesn’t want to be with you, but things work differently here. If you gain experience with other people, he won’t mind, so long as they’re discrete and you don’t get emotionally attached to them.” She leans back. “This is Paris, after all.”

Although I’m still uncertain about the nuances of the last phrase, which Francois used when Christine walked in on us doing it after my very first shoot, I’m sure “This is Paris” is similar to “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas,” only with more promiscuity and not just limited to a weekend type of thing.

She gestures that I’m allowed to speak.

“You mean with somebody he trusts like you?”

A cackle leaves her mouth, and she stares with incredulity. “I’m not his assistant sex-education person. And what makes you think I’d be interested?”

When I frown, she adds, “And what makes you think I’d be suitable for teaching you what you need to know?”

“I assumed you’re more experienced than me.”

She rolls her eyes. “A lot more. But even though I can tell you how to give a fantastic blowjob and how to do sex in a hundred different positions, it’s not the same as the actual experience of doing it.”

“Then I’m a little lost. Are you going to hook me up with someone?”

“In a way,” she says.

With a blur of keystrokes and mouse clicks, she logs in and fires up the browser. She selects a bookmark, and a long string of random letters and numbers followed by a “.org” appears in the URL line. Over the display, the simple title “Le Club” materializes in fancy lettering.

“The club?” I ask.

“A place for people with like-minded interests,” she answers cryptically.

“Sex?”

She turns to me and says in an ominous tone, “What you’re going to see is never to be mentioned to anyone who’s not associated with this—public or private. Not a word. Do you agree?”

“Yes,” I say, wondering what she’s getting me into. “Should I sign an NDA or something?”

“There’ll be plenty for you to digitally sign later if this is something you want to be a part of, but that’s just for legal consequences—not anything else that might happen.”

As I inwardly shiver at the implications, she clicks to enter the site.

The glossy headshot of a rugged man fills the first page. He’s handsome with a dimpled chin and a sheen of stubble covering his cheeks. His brown eyes twinkle with mischief. Even though his hair looks tousled and his eyebrows bushy, I can see the expert care that went into their styling—with each touch adding to the rough, bad-boy image.

“You can stop drooling now,” Christine says and pushes the mouse into my hand. “Check out some others.”

Without taking my gaze from the luscious hunk on the screen, I close my mouth and click on the “Next” button.

Another man appears. He’s clean-shaven and has light blue eyes. Unlike the prior man’s man, this flawless specimen shows a winning smile with pearly white teeth. While not overflowing with machismo, he’s super cute in that guy you wished lived next door kind of way.

I switch to another gorgeous male with chiseled features, dressed in a black leather jacket. He exudes danger and adventure. After another few clicks reveal more and different types of masculine perfection, I pause and blink at the screen.

A pale girl with long black hair and dark makeup stares with icy-blue eyes. Her full lips are painted ruby red. Even though made up as a sexy goth, she’s a classic beauty. On the next page, a young, stunning redhead appears, who I recognize from the modeling world.

I turn to Christine. “What is this? Tinder for hot people?”

“A little better and a little more than that,” she says with a snort. “This is where the top one percent of the top one percent of the top one percent in physical beauty go for a release. This is a place that promises discretion for anything—so long as it’s consensual.”

I wander through more pages of flawless-looking people, becoming intimidated by the whole notion. “I don’t know about this…”

“You need practice, Samantha,” Christine replies, annoyed. “As I’ve said, Francois is a busy man, and the innocent virgin routine only lasts so long. I think he’d like you to move ahead with exploring things.”

“So, I’m supposed to contact some of these people to see if they want a fling?”

“More like a casual, no-strings-attached get-together.”

“That still feels like it would be cheating.”

She pushes away from the computer and stares at me. “Did you have ‘The Conversation’ yet?”

“The Conversation?”

“Yeah, the one where you commit to being monogamous with each other.”

“No, but I’m sure it’s coming,” I say defensively.

“This is Paris, so until that happens, you aren’t exclusive.”

In this context, the reference to the catchphrase puts a chill in me. “Do you think he’s screwing around with other people?”

She chuckles without humor. “I don’t know—I’m not his keeper.”

“Then I shouldn’t.”

“Until you’re an official couple, you are not a couple. And he’s given you tacit approval in not so many words.”

“He did?”

She rolls her eyes to the heavens, and I suddenly feel naive about the world.

“Read the situation,” she says. “Francois hinted he’s not completely satisfied, and he hasn’t had ‘The Conversation’ with you yet.”

Suddenly tired, I shake my head. There are so many rules to Parisian dating I didn’t know about.

She returns her attention to the site and pulls up pictures of more flawless people. “Tell me this isn’t appealing.”

“But what if nobody wants to do it with me?”

That gets a genuine laugh from her. “Have you looked in the mirror?”

“What about my… you know… circumstances?”

She nods as if I’ve finally asked an intelligent question. “The ones you see here are in the common area. They’re searchable for anyone with an account. And you’re right, even though everyone is bound by the site rules, the more people in on a secret, the more of a chance it gets out—no matter what the promised punishment is.

“And right now, it’s too soon to let out anything about your circumstances. You’ll be confined to a niche, and that’s not what we want. This is why I’m setting you up with a private account. Nobody will know you’re there until you contact them.”

“They’ll still have to know about me at some point.”

“I’ll set it up so they’ll have to digitally sign an NDA and some other legal stuff before they can see any message you send as well as your profile. Since it’s only going to be a few people, it’s a lot easier to plug leaks.”

When I stare blankly, trying to digest the fact that there’s a secret playground for the super-attractive, she adds, “So, for what you want, this is the best option.”

“But what if I contact someone who’s not into…” I stop myself from glancing at my crotch.

“That’s all taken care of by the site’s software. Everybody has tags for their offerings and what they’re looking for. The suggestion engine takes all that stuff into account, so you won’t see anyone who isn’t open to your charms. And who knows—you might even snag a few who are sitting on the fence.”

“And this is all going to be kept private?”

“Anybody on here has something to lose, so everyone will be on their best behavior.”

“Or there will be dire consequences?”

She gives her usual cold, humorless smile—only a little colder and less humorless. “Now you’re getting it.”

I swallow a pool of saliva, not wanting to be getting it. “How do you make sure only these types of people are members?”

“Everybody has a sponsor, so don’t make me look bad.”

I nod. “I wonder how Sam would do in here?”

“Your prior self?”

“Yes.”

For the briefest moment, pity leaks into her haughty facade, and she gives a long I’m-about-to-break-bad-news sigh. Instantly, I regret asking the what-now-appears-to-be-silly question.

“Don’t get me wrong. Sam’s not ugly. And with the right clothes and haircut, he’s kind of cute in that androgynous way. But this club is for the best of the best of the best, so he doesn’t cut it by those standards.”

“You’d think personality would count.”

“These are the hottest people in the world and have their pick of whoever they want—personality or otherwise—so no, a good sense of humor doesn’t count here.”

I frown at the honesty.

“Don’t be so down,” she says. “In your other life, you were just some college student trying to hold down a minimum-wage job. Now, as Samantha, you’re in the same league as these people. Hell, you might be the most desirable person on the site.”

When I don’t bother responding to the platitude, she leans close, so I have to meet her stare. “If you’re going to do this, you’d better look like the pictures you have on the site. People who don’t aren’t forgiven so easily.”

“They’re kicked off?”

“And then some,” she says in a frosty tone. “And that goes for breaking any of the rules.”

The ominous open-ended warning sends my guts churning.

“Are you in this club?” I ask.

“No, I’m only a sponsor.”

For a moment, I wonder why. She’s certainly pretty enough to make the cut.

She grabs the mouse from my hand. “Let me get you set up.”

While I digest all the information about Le Club, she clicks to a new page with a long form. Her fingers fly over the keyboard, filling out fields.

A few minutes later, she grabs a USB stick from a drawer and sticks it into the computer. She hits more buttons, and a download window appears on the screen. After it finishes, she hands me the slim device.

“This has what you need to get your computer set up. Just stick it in and run the .exe file.”

After I take it, she says, “Remember, everything must be consensual. You discuss boundaries before doing anything, and the agreement must be respected. Like I said, bad things will happen to anyone disrespecting the rules. And you are under no obligation to do anything with anyone. It’s up to you. Understood?”

She locks eyes with me until I nod.

“Is there a fee?” I ask.

“No. Your invite into this club means there is something about you that people want.”

“Is that all?”

“For this, yes,” she replies. “Remember what we discussed about the reporter and getting ready for a new photographer and make sure to keep me up to speed with everything else.”

I blow out a breath and nod.

As I get up to leave, she holds up a finger. “One more thing about the club,” she says. “Before you start, you’ll need to pass a blood test.”


Five
[image: ]


The next morning, I awake from a troubled sleep, still perturbed by my late-night talk with Christine.

I rub my weary eyes, staring at the sunlight streaming through a crack in the drapes.

The musical alarm clock on the nightstand says I’m late for my daily routine.

With a giant yawn I forget to cover with my hand, I rise and head to the bathroom. After sitting on the toilet and emptying my bladder, I take a quick shower and spend a minute working on my eyebrows and putting on a touch of makeup.

As I make coffee and put together breakfast in the kitchen, my gaze wanders to where my purse sits on the couch. The USB stick with Le Club’s information rests inside, waiting for me to work up the nerve to give it a go.

I blow out a breath; this is way too early to do anything for my libido. Although, if I was sleeping at Francois’ house, then a good wake-up bout of sex would be just the ticket for starting the day.

With a smile at the naughty thought, I take my morning supplements and then finish my estrogen-laden bowl of tofu and fruit.

To warm up, I step into the living room and practice modeling for still pictures in front of the full-length mirror—not feeling the energy. When a minute passes without my seeing anything satisfactory, I putter out a breath.

I reach behind and grab a fistful of my long nightshirt and pull backward, stretching the cottony material across my breasts. This is the way Christine wants to hint at my femininity. The circles and shapes of my nipples poke against the fabric, titillating the view and inviting desires to see what’s underneath.

While I’ve worn sexy outfits to show off my round ass and long legs, this is more than I’m ready for. Partly because, when I started, I was flat-chested and everything that was there came courtesy of a tighter-than-tight push-up bra. But now that I’ve got perky mounds, I find myself shying from presenting my attributes to the world.

I sigh, reminding myself that I’m a professional now and I’ll do what the job requires. I shove a sweet smile into my expression and push through the lethargy. When I finally do a pose that looks decent in the living room lighting, I move on to the next phase of my morning routine and walk to the cabinet where I store my special items.

After setting them on the coffee table, I pull off my top and head back to the mirror, instead of starting the more mundane of my chores.

Standing in just my panties, I do a few topless poses, studying my perky B-cups. It was a weird feeling when they started growing, but now I’m more comfortable with the idea, and certainly, what’s there is sufficient for what Christine is proposing.

Even though the hormones have softened my features and added curves to my thin body, there’s nothing like having natural breasts to enhance femininity—short of having a vagina, of course.

I glance at the lower half of my reflection and the noticeable bulge in my panties. The Sam part of my persona is pleased with the view too.

But that’s the issue. For me to pull off “Nudging the World,” I need to be more feminine than any woman. A lot more.

I’m so not ready for this next step.

The phone for the landline rings, interrupting my thoughts.

I let the call go to the answering machine, annoyed by the intrusion.

After the greeting ends, the voice of Sophia Boucher drifts through the apartment. She begins with a few platitudes and then moves on to business. She wants to write an entire set of articles on me, but she’s having trouble getting any background information. That’s followed by a repeat request for a one-on-one interview at any location of my choosing. More compliments precede the goodbye, and then she hangs up.

Frowning at the attention, I pick up my cellphone and text the details to Christine. Without waiting for a response, I reorient myself for the rest of my morning duties—enhancing my most viewable feminine asset.

After plopping onto the couch, I start by doing exercises to get the blood flowing into the right areas. For the next few minutes, I circle my arms and pull my elbows and forearms together in front of my chest. When I feel loose, I push my hands over my boobs, rubbing and kneading each one. Over the past weeks, my nipples have become far more sensitive, and I make sure to pinch them and enjoy the tingly sensations.

There’s more to my physical regimen than just these simple routines, but that’s for when I have a gym appointment with my personal NDA-certified trainer—to ensure I get toned and make certain places more girly without adding any muscle mass.

When I’m ready, I turn on the TV and flick through the channels until I find something watchable. Then I plug in and strap on “the vest,” a prototype device for breast enlargement that Christine’s arranged for me to have.

The garment fits snugly over my chest. A remote is attached to the side, and I set the timer to forty-five minutes and hit the green start button.

Heating elements come to life, injecting warmth under the thick, rugged material. In front, the hard edges of the two expansion cups push into my skin, creating an oval, airtight seal around my breasts as the centers pull away—creating a vacuum to coax the tissue to fill the empty space. The augmentation process doesn’t stop there. Red and infrared light radiates onto my chest to make the skin more pliable, while magnets drag blood into the fleshy mounds, helping things heal from the stretching and providing nutrients for more growth.

After a minute, the discomfort subsides as I get used to the gentle tugging sensations.

With everything running smoothly, I settle back into the cushions and wait for the timer to expire. It’s unexciting for sure, but I can’t argue with the results—I’m just happy that the high-tech device works on both breasts at the same time.

While I wait, I rub an expensive, scented moisturizer over the parts of my body not covered by the vest. Part of it is to protect against the dry winter air, especially from the heater, but part is also to get a nice scent into my skin. The flowery hints add a delectable touch of femininity.

At the thirty-minute mark, I decide to add an extra fifteen minutes to the process. The most growth happens in the first three months and then a little more in the three after that. That means I’m past the easy part, so I’ve got to try extra hard to get bigger in these last weeks—before I settle into the maintaining what I’ve gained phase.

When my original forty-five minutes are up, I get bored and start flipping channels and reading a magazine, until the vest dings at the hour mark.

With relief, I unclasp the contraption and remove it from my chest. Then I towel off the sheen of sweat covering my skin. Things are a little tender but not to the level of pain, and I give thanks to the prototype technology that Christine has access to.

She does her homework, that’s for sure.

To round out the exercise, I grab the fancy jar on the coffee table. The little-known but advanced ointment is laden with substances to help enlarge the breasts. I use generous portions of the cream over the smooth skin of my chest, with my cock getting hard from all the delightful sensations.

I’m not sure which of these techniques are doing the magic, but I also don’t know which aren’t working either. Since I don’t want to take any chances at this stage in my development, I religiously do all of them every day.

When I finish, I head over to the mirror and check out the results. Besides a bit of redness, it’s hard to tell if today’s efforts have yielded anything—to my unsurprised disappointment.

Sometimes, things happen too slowly for my tastes, even though I’m sure everything I did this morning will help in the long run. I’d really like to make it into a C-cup before I stop growing to boost my girly confidence.

For literally anyone else, my current assets would be considered completely feminine. I’m a full B-cup and my bigger pink areolas and longer nipples are more than acceptable. And certainly, my legs are excellent as is my more rounded butt.

Definitely good enough for Le Club.

I look at the purse with the USB stick and then back to my prominent bulge being reflected in the mirror, hating my insecurities.

As I battle against my waning confidence to log in, the phone rings again—the caller ID showing it’s from the doctor’s office.

I pick up, and a nice secretary says that Christine has set an appointment at one for my blood test.

It’s noon now.

I roll my eyes and grab my makeup wipes.

A few minutes later, I wrap my boobs under an ace bandage to flatten them out and pull on a pair of men’s boxer shorts. Quickly, I tuck my hair down my back in a loose ponytail and toss on baggy clothing. Then, pulling the hood of my sweat jacket over my head, I step outside and into the real world as Sam Jacob, carrying my Samantha necessities in a large gym bag.
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After rushing in and out of my Christine Sinclair sanctioned doctor’s office, I hustle to my afternoon charm class.

Somewhat disheveled, I arrive at my usual time—fifteen minutes early for the 2 p.m. start—and hurry into a side bathroom. Quickly, I strip off of my sneakers, baggy clothes, guy’s underwear, and chest-constricting ace bandage. Then I swap into sexy undergarments, a flowery white dress, and cute walking shoes. In the months since my return, I’ve perfected the ten-minute makeup routine, and eleven minutes later, I’m back to being Samantha Jacobs, settling behind a small desk in the classroom across the hallway.

After I tuck the gym bag next to my feet, I fold my hands daintily on the desktop and assume a ladylike posture.

While the clock ticks down, I calm myself and prepare for the coming lesson. Even though these changes are hectic, they’re necessary because, even if I was comfortable running around in public as Samantha, I’d still have to disguise myself to come to any of my feminine training lessons. The less of a trail of clues I leave for curious fans and nosy reporters, the better.

At precisely two, the teacher’s door swings open, and Madam Beaumont—a thin, narrow-faced woman of about fifty—enters. For today, her silver hair is wrapped in a tight bun behind her head, while her outfit is a flowing classical, white-lace dress with long sleeves. Her posture and gestures are elegant, and she moves with such grace on her high heels that she appears to float across the floor.

“Bonjour, my lovely class,” she says in slightly accented English and raises something that resembles a conductor’s stick.

I frown, glancing at the other seven empty seats in the small classroom, not sure why she insists on teaching as if this is a class full of students.

“Are we ready for today’s lesson?” she asks, scanning the entirety of the room.

“Yes, mademoiselle,” I reply in as sweet a tone as I can muster.

She directs a bright smile at me. “Excellent.”

When I match her happy expression, she says, “I think since the lessons are going so well, we’ll try something special for today.”

As I eye a round table at the front of the space with an English tea setting placed on a fancy white tablecloth, she announces, “We shall be having tea time.”

“What a marvelous idea!” I say in my most girly voice, clapping with fake glee.

Her brown eyes turn cold. “That is not the surprise.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Oh?”

She indicates the third chair next to the table. “A guest shall be joining us.”

As my heart thumps, my anxieties skyrocket. “No, I’m not ready for that.”

Her hand waves dismissively. “Nonsense—your feminine skills are more than adequate, and you are more than ready.”

“I need more practice.”

“This is practice,” she says, slapping the stick on the nearest desktop. “You’ve only learned from being in a classroom with an instructor. It’s time to further your lessons for real life.”

“I already do that with the people I know.”

“How about people you aren’t familiar with? There is a charming gentleman outside, who is excited to meet you.”

I give slow shakes of my head, feeling my breaths shorten. “Absolutely not.”

Her eyes narrow. “You will never reach your full potential unless you push yourself.”

“I am pushing myself as fast as I can go,” I say loudly and in more of my natural voice than I intended. “Right now, I’m just not ready, so tell whoever is waiting to go home.”

A moment passes as I glare at her.

She blinks and then mutters, “Well, I never…”

While she heads out the door to speak with who knows who, I shove my hands onto my knees, fighting off an anxiety attack.

When she returns, she pulls out a chair at the table and sits down. After pushing out a fake smile, she says, “Shall we begin our lesson on the art of drinking tea?”

I take my seat opposite and once again match her smile.

“Please assume a ladylike position,” she says in an icy tone.

After I straighten and cross my legs, she glowers at the empty chair before taking hold of the fine cup in front of her. “When properly drinking tea,” she begins, “we raise the cup from the saucer and sip gently. With each sip, we glance at the cup—it’s quite rude to look elsewhere—and then set it back down onto the saucer…”
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After surviving the rest of the lesson with Madam Beaumont, who berated every imprecise movement or shift in posture I made during the tea exercise, I return to being Sam for my travels and rush home. When I enter the apartment, I toss my rumpled clothing into the wash and transform back into Samantha, wearing only panties under a silky negligee for the evening.

On a normal off-night, I’d spend my alone time perusing through a fashion magazine, checking out the latest trends in beauty on the Internet, or preparing for a shoot with Francois. However, because I have plenty of off-nights to fill with Francois in Africa for the next six weeks, my eyes wander to where my purse still sits on the couch.

Madam Beaumont’s final admonishment before ending the lesson rings loud in my ears, “To succeed at great endeavors you must push yourself. Stop being such a coward.”

“I’m not afraid,” I mutter to the world. “At least not that much.”

A moment later, I wrinkle my nose at the lie and glance at a fashion magazine on the lower rack of the coffee table.

Samantha Jacobs graces the cover in an elegant evening dress. Samantha’s success is accelerating my learning curve, and as much as I hate to admit it, Madam Beaumont is correct: I need to expand beyond my inner circle.

But not at her pace or meeting someone of her choice.

My eyes return to the purse. With Le Club, I can pick who I want as company.

I reach inside and grab the USB stick before any fluttering anxieties can stop me.

My heart races as I settle in front of the laptop; there’s just getting over the small hurdle of actually joining.

Baby steps, I remind myself as I battle my insecurities.

What could go wrong with becoming a member of the hottest, most exclusive club on the Internet and possibly the planet? So hot and exclusive, nobody knows about it. In fact, so hot and exclusive that a system of Draconian rules and punishments is in place to keep things that way.

Those people Christine showed me were so amazing looking. As Sam Jacob, I’m not even in the same universe, and that’s the issue: deep inside, there’s still a sliver of Sam stopping me from completely being Samantha. And I’m sure it’s one of the major reasons for my nervousness about appearing as Samantha in front of new people.

But I want Francois and that means I need to get better at sex, and here, everyone is someone I’d want to get better with.

I putter out a sigh, still struggling to take that first baby step.

This feels like cheating.

However, as Christine said, everything is consensual. I don’t have to do anything if I don’t want to—especially since my account would be private and I’d only have to deal with people I contact.

There’s no harm in just lurking anonymously.

Even though Christine can be harsh, she’s never steered me wrong—at least not yet.

“Here goes,” I announce to the room and shove the stick into the slot before my doubts can come up with another reason not to.

A minute passes with nothing happening.

I roll my eyes; I forgot to run the “.exe” file.

After I execute the program and the install completes, a shortcut pops onto my desktop. When I click on it, my browser opens up to the Le Club home page with “Welcome Samantha Jacobs!” displayed under the main logo.

A window materializes for a 3D scan and the laptop camera turns on. For the next minute, I follow commands to tilt my head in all directions as the camera performs a mapping of my face.

When it finishes, a prompt asks me to enter a new password.

The security is tough. It takes three tries before I choose something complex enough—a mixture of letters, including one capitalized, and numbers and special symbols—to satisfy the system.

Then my phone buzzes with a text containing a six-digit number for two-factor authentication.

I blow out a breath.

The people running this place are serious about security—a detail that should but doesn’t steady my nerves because it probably means the punishments for any transgressions are meted out with the same harsh attention to detail.

When I finally enter the site, a legal document greets me.

I read closely, going through the fine print and typing in my initials “SJ” for each clause. A few minutes later, I enter my digital signature, which has to match my legal name of “Sam Jacob” and move on.

Another longer one follows. Then another.

Annoyed, I skim several more documents, which all contain vast swathes of legalese. Basically, every clause enforces one of the notions that all things club-related must remain confidential, any get-togethers must be set up via the site’s calendar, any actions during such get-togethers must be mutually agreed upon, everyone must be courteous, and testing for communicable diseases is a must. And just to complete the mumbo jumbo, a litany of vague warnings for anyone breaking the rules and promising penalties enough to ruin anyone’s life a hundred times over is appended to everything.

Bleary-eyed and blinking, I reach the final signature page and type in my hopefully last John Hancock.

Then I pause, hovering the mouse over the “Accept All” button, unsure if this is something I should do.

Maybe there’s a way to get this experience without doing all this. I could read a few books and watch some how-to videos.

I scowl as Christine’s voice mocks me in my imagination.

Am I this much of a prude?

I think back to all my mother’s boyfriends, and shoving my head under a pillow to block out those moans I heard throughout the night.

Is that why I’m afraid?

A minute later, I frown at the stupidity. As Christine said: this isn’t something to analyze my way through, and if I want to improve, there isn’t a better way than actually doing it.

And nothing bad will happen if I just lurk in the background—like I was used to doing as Sam Jacob.

I press the button.

The world doesn’t implode. Instead, my homepage pops onto the screen with a polite “Thank You” for agreeing to the Draconian terms, along with more threats of dire consequences for breaking any of those terms.

With a frown, I peruse my options. Thankfully, although elegant in appearance, the design is simple and based around a personal menu, which holds an inbox for messages, bookmarks for favorites, a link to my profile, and a suggestions list.

The inbox contains one entry—the results of my blood test from the morning, which was expedited courtesy of Christine. I open it to find everything came back clean—which isn’t surprising, given that I’ve only had two lovers in my life.

The way is clear to find prospective sex buddies!

Instead of following the obnoxious thought, I poke around my profile, which will become visible to anyone who responds to my contact. All the fields are pre-filled, including gender as “Trans Female,” and my main objective states, “Seeking males for sex-filled romps.”

Apparently, Christine set up everything to further my relationship with Francois. Well, that and to explore my femininity, which will further my modeling career.

“She’s only thinking of me,” I mutter. “Only thinking of how much my success will become her success and together, we’ll ‘Nudge the World.’”

The last phrase rings too true, and I replace the text with the more innocuous, “Want to meet interesting people.”

I reread the way too boring and prudish statement and wonder if Christine is right about my views on sex. I shake my head and try a few other lines. Finally, I leave “Seeking sexual experience” as the least of my bad efforts.

With a sigh, I move to the image gallery, which is already loaded with dolled-up and sexy modeling images of me.

There’s nothing to add, and with no more excuses, I pop into the suggestions list, where over a hundred matches appear for my review.

As I wonder how many people are on the site, I poke through the first few, seeing shots of men—all amazingly handsome and super-rough looking.

None pique my interest because having a soirée with a man’s man feels a little too much like cheating on Francois.

I wander through more suggestions, seeking females like I saw at Christine’s place or more feminine men.

When none appears, a thought flashes through my head, and I groan.

I zip back to my profile and into “Match Keywords.” For fear of checking or unchecking the wrong thing and having to pay some outlandish penalty for misrepresenting myself, I don’t mess with my personal keywords. They’re only useful for the people I contact to see if they decide to respond. Instead, I enter the “What I’m looking for section.” After a minute of poking around, I find the right filter and uncheck “Masculine Men Only” with a huff.

After I return to my suggestions list, the number of matches has ballooned into a smörgåsbord of physical perfection. All race and gender types are present with the one common thread being that everyone’s beautiful and bound by club rules.

Their objectives range from the mundane like mine to the freakishly outlandish—with every type of fetish from BDSM to role play to feet to electro-stimulation represented. While my curiosity rises at some of the milder tastes, I cringe at the more extreme desires.

I am not letting someone pee on me—or worse…

An hour passes as I browse the new list, studying different people, trying to find any that appeal. In truth—except for the ones expressing those niche fetishes—they all do, and my decision-making process gets reduced to figuring out who would be the least likely to be considered cheating with and the most likely not to reject me.

In the end, I narrow the possibilities down to a few individuals. I select the profile of a way too pretty man at the top and start composing a message—just as a test for contacting someone.

As I type and retype the sentences, trying to find the best method to go about this, my heart races and my breaths shorten.

Although irrational, the fear of rejection intrudes into my psyche. Such overly attractive people have to have many offers, so why would they respond to me?

And even though these are not supposed to be against trans women, it doesn’t mean that they like trans women either.

My mind goes back to the rude comments I saw critiquing trans females when I was back in the States.

I save everything and log out.

As I calm, my anger rises from not being able to clear this obstacle.

I should be happy with the baby step I’ve made for the day, but I’m furious with myself for not having the courage to go any further.

Maybe I truly am a prude.
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The clandestine entrance from the alley leads downstairs and into the basement. At the far corner of the dim hallway, I head into a dingy bathroom with my gym bag. When I flick on the light switch, a single naked bulb flares overhead.

Under the stark light, I throw on a touch of makeup, using the cracked mirror over the sink, and bind my hair into a high ponytail. After I strip off my baggy clothes, I decide to do an experiment and leave my sports bra in the gym bag. I pull on a skintight leotard and snug leggings. Quickly, I wrap a pleated workout mini-skirt around my waist to cover up the bulge marring my smooth lines. Then, a little nervous about what I might try, I tug on a running jacket and march into the private gymnasium across the hallway.

Although the musty air smells of old carpet and oiled metal, the furnishings are high-tech and clean—the opposite of what lies outside. Sensors detect my entry, and two bright ceiling panels come to life, shining over assorted fitness items in the more long than wide space. In neat arrangements lining the walls are gleaming chrome dumbbells, lengths of thick ropes, different-sized medicine balls, and colorful elastic cords. Past various weight machines, an exercise bike and a treadmill, both with the latest touchscreen technology, sit in the corner. And more important than anything else, the short windows along the top of the cinder block walls are covered with black drapes to block the view of any pedestrians walking down the street.

For my and Christine’s purpose, this is the perfect place to work on my modeling fitness.

And the eye candy that is my physical trainer isn’t too bad either.

I head to the center of the floor and drop my bag next to a yoga mat. Then I sit on the thin pad and do my stretching exercises.

Five minutes later, the broad digital clock over the doorway ticks to 3 p.m., and the door swings open.

“Ah, Samantha,” says a physically perfect specimen of the male gender. He’s clean-shaven with playful blue eyes, a strong jawline, and a dimpled chin. His pecs are sculpted, his six-pack abs more than well-defined, and every other muscle, even ones that I didn’t know existed, is chiseled to perfection over his body.

Any flaws that he might possess are way beyond my discerning eye.

He could easily be in Le Club, and I wonder if he is for a moment.

I shake my head; if this was the case, I’d avoid him. He’s in my tiny NDA circle, and I’d prefer not to ruin the professional relationship we have.

“Maximilian,” I say, beaming.

“You look as lovely as always,” he says, marching over.

My eyes dance over his stretchy, black workout outfit as I secretly applaud the tight fit. When he stops in front of me, I take a quick glance at the nice bulge between his legs before forcing my stare higher. “And you are too charming and too polite, as always,” I reply with a smile.

He chuckles in a throaty manly man type of way. “Are you all warmed up?”

I nod, inwardly disappointed, but keeping the overly bright expression on my face. Like the other people in my instructor circle, he always goes straight to business immediately after our standard greetings—when just a tiny amount of flirting would go a long way for my confidence.

He puts me on the exercise bike for a quick bout of cardio. For the next few minutes, as I pedal, he explains what we’re going to accomplish in our one-hour session—some leg work, followed by a few exercises to strengthen my core, followed by abs. I have to force myself to pay attention to the words; we have five basic workouts, and for each, he gives the exact same explanation and this might be the fifteenth time I’ve heard this particular one.

Even with my focus, I find my mind wandering and wondering if he would give the same explanations about positions if we were having sex. “We’re doing it from behind because it allows for deeper penetration and for me to have a view of your smooth back and round ass,” I imagine him saying in a stoic voice.

“Samantha?”

With a shake of my head, I force the silly, naughty thought from my mind, wondering if that’s how interesting I am in the sack. “Yes, Maximilian?”

“You’re slowing down.”

I grit my teeth and pedal faster.

When I reach the speed he wants, he says, “Excellent,” and adds another eight minutes to the program.

Inwardly, I curse and try to match the increasing resistance as the view on the touchscreen rolls up a mountainside.

“Take easy long breaths through your nose, so you don’t hyperventilate,” he says as though the words could magically transform my unathletic nature into that of a champion cyclist.

While he gives more encouragement, I focus on keeping my legs moving and trying not to pass out from the exertion. Somehow, just before I run out of breath, the timer mercifully rings, and I wobble off the machine, perspiring from the exertion.

Without allowing for any rest, Maximilian clears a narrow space, and we do walking leg exercises where I carry two-and-a-half pound dumbbells up and down the room, taking precise steps. After a few minutes of that, we move on to some rope work, followed by a turn with the big rubber balls for me to improve my core and abs.

During this whole time, even though he has to touch my body to show me the proper motions, everything is done in a cold and more than professional manner.

At the midway point, I’ve worked up enough of a sweat for him to call for a short break.

As I wipe off my brow and arms, I’ve got the perfect excuse to remove my jacket and try my experiment. There’s even enough moisture beading over my chest to dampen my leotard and make things extra sexy.

“Samantha, are you ready to continue?”

I nod, furious I can’t bring myself to take off the damn top because of my stupid, prudish nature.

“You look a little warm,” he says. “Do you need to wear that jacket?”

His concern is the excuse I need, and I turn away from him. With slow motions to overcome my modesty, I unzip and pull off the jacket. After dropping it onto my gym bag, I drag in a deep breath and glance down. Without my sports bra, there’s a hint of everything underneath, especially with my nipples poking into the sheer and now damp material stretched over my breasts.

What if he doesn’t notice anything?

“Samantha?” he asks.

As if there’s nothing different about my appearance, I swivel and walk toward him. Normally, I wear more conservative gear over the sports bra in my gym bag. For today, this is how Christine wants me to be for those new modeling shoots and Maximilian is my litmus test, the first person—including even Francois—to see me like this.

For the first steps, he doesn’t react.

As my stomach sinks, his eyes make the barest of flickers to my chest.

He recovers quickly, pushing his focus back to my face, and if I hadn’t been specifically looking, I wouldn’t have noticed anything. But he did glance, and even though it wasn’t much, given how stoic and focused on the training that Maximilian always is, it’s more than enough to buoy my confidence.

Although inwardly beaming, I stare at him with innocence. “What’s next?”

Thrown off his game, a second passes before he responds and leads me to a new exercise, giving his usual explanation.

For the rest of the session, he remains perfectly professional, but I find myself taking more than a few glances at the bulge between his legs, which to my discerning eye, appears more pronounced than when we started.

The strange urge almost feels like cheating on Francois, but I decide that so long as there’s no touching, Samantha’s allowed to look.

After he calls it a day, a new excitement builds in me. If someone as physically flawless as Maximilian, who knows the truth, could have that type of reaction to me, then why should I fear meeting any of the perfect people in Le Club?

[image: ]



Later that evening, I sit in front of the laptop, visiting Le Club, once again—and once again, I’ve put together a list of people to contact.

And once again and to my infinite frustration, I can’t compose a hello message to any of them—let alone hit the “Send” button.

I lean back against the chair, rubbing my eyes.

Maximilian’s interest during the workout should have given me enough confidence to approach one of them.

Ugh. Even talking with that reporter would be preferable to this. At least I know she wants to meet.

I shake my head and clench my jaw.

Just something simple!

I’m searching for someone to teach me all about sex, but I’m concerned about cheating on Francois and petrified at the thought of being rejected, “This is Paris” and whatever that truly means be damned.

Baby steps.

Le Club is supposed to be flexible—you can negotiate what you want.

What’s the simplest, most innocuous way to start?

A kiss. Like Francois did with me and like I did with Nate. Only simple kisses. Francois was even trying to teach me a little when I was eating the white chocolate strawberries.

Before I can find a reason not to, I add the keyword “kiss” to my search. The list narrows to those who have expressed a passion for smooching, and I scroll through the new prospective matches.

Surprisingly, more women have returned than men.

I roll my eyes because it’s not actually that surprising—women tend to care more for foreplay.

To my surprise, the disparate fears and thoughts running around my head gather into a workable solution: picking a woman instead of a man is definitely the way to go. It would lessen my guilt about cheating—especially if we’re only kissing, and most men would probably even like to watch two attractive ladies together—at least, that’s what the Sam part of me believes.

With that logic mollifying my prudish nature, I cull through the list, settling on three women—all gorgeous, all in their early twenties, and all with a love of kissing listed in their profiles.

I click on the first one and hit “Send a Message.”

The text box appears, but before I can type, my stomach churns with anxiety. I still can’t believe I’m in consideration for these people. Even the ones not as physically flawless have charismatic qualities.

My fingers hover over the keyboard as my mind freezes, not being able to decide on anything suitable to write.

I bring my hands up and squeeze the sides of my face, gritting my teeth.

This shouldn’t be so hard.

Disgusted by my fear, I sigh in frustration and widen my search to include the term “making out.”

The list looks mostly the same, and I rapidly scan my way through it.

When I reach the bottom of the last page, I spy a familiar strawberry-blonde model, and my heart skips a beat.

The tall, athletic girl is in her early twenties and is more than a little stunning. The one thing about her that stands out to me is that her nose has a slight upturn, which lends a certain cuteness to make her appear more welcoming. And since she’s a model too, we might have something in common.

But more important than anything else is that her name is Amber McPherson—the same Amber McPherson that did the photoshoot with Francois when he forgot to remove the lens cap.

Before I can waffle from pursuing a meeting with Amber, I search through the help database for advice on how to contact someone.

The only caveats listed are to be honest and upfront about what you want, to always be respectful, and to always use the site’s calendar for setting up a meeting.

I click back to Amber’s page. As my anxieties build, I type into the message box:

Hi Amber,

I just joined, and I think you’re beautiful. I was wondering if I could get together with you and perhaps get some lessons in kissing.

-Samantha

I ponder the message for a few minutes, then I delete the words about her being beautiful. She obviously knows that and has probably heard a variation of the phrase a million times.

Hi Amber,

I just joined and saw you are into kissing. I was wondering if I could get together with you, so you can give me some lessons.

-Samantha

Other than that, there’s nothing else to add. The words are honest, direct, and given what’s in some of the profiles, just smooching around isn’t asking for too much.

With sweaty palms and shaky fingers, I hit the “Send” button.

After the acknowledgment comes from the system, I sit back and wait, fidgeting, while insecure thoughts roam through my head.

What if she doesn’t respond? Should I send out a few more invites now?

A more rational notion rises, and I frown at my stupidity.

What if Amber has a life and doesn’t check her inbox every minute of the day?

More annoyed with my fears than ever, I stand and march into the kitchen. As I pull out a bowl to make dinner, the computer chimes that a new message has arrived.

I rush back and press on the notification.

It’s a reply from Amber.

With a thumping heart, I prepare for rejection and open the electronic envelope.

Sure, just pick a time in my schedule.

-Amber

I nibble on a nail, more nervous than ever.

This is happening.
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The security buzzer rings for the late afternoon get-together, and I push the button to let my guest into the building. We’re meeting at my apartment since I don’t want to perform my Sam-to-Samantha transformation to go outside and then do the same thing again to return home.

As butterflies flutter in my stomach, I hurriedly examine my preparations in the full-length mirror. I’ve taken my usual get-into-the-mood bath, shaved my skin silky smooth everywhere, and liberally used an almond-scented moisturizer. In the spirit of trying to look good without appearing to have tried too hard, I’ve applied a bare minimum of makeup, put on a casual blue-and-white floral-printed dress, and for what the occasion requires, used kiss-proof lipstick.

Everything looks like I intended, but I’m still more than a little nervous, and I fiddle with my hair and check my teeth for stray marks, finding nothing amiss.

As I wonder how to broach the subject of Francois with her, so I can get more information, a rap comes from the doorway.

After a glance to make sure the living room is presentable, I hustle to the entrance and put on a welcoming face.

When I open the door, my guest says, “Well, hello there.”

My eyes light up, and I stare, awestruck.

Amber McPherson is on my doorstep!

While the sliver of me that’s still Sam goes gaga, Samantha assesses the beautiful model, who’s even more amazing in person than her headshots and, at five-ten, is slightly over an inch taller than me. Her long strawberry-blonde hair is tied in a ponytail while her rosy cheeks and freshly cleansed face suggest she just finished working out. The delicious scents of vanilla and rose mixed with perspiration drift into my nose.

“Are you going to let me in?” she asks innocently.

Not trusting my voice, I return a shy grin and move aside.

She wipes off her exercise shoes on the welcome mat and comes inside with bouncy steps. After tossing a gym bag on the coffee table, she turns back to me and says in a tone that oozes sunshine, “It’s nice to finally meet you.”

“Finally? I only sent the invite yesterday,” I reply, confused.

“From the cover of Violet Rose last year,” she explains, “I thought you were totally hot. For a while, I was jealous of your success.”

“Sorry,” I mumble.

“Don’t be,” she replies with a chuckle. “Women are competitive and models are worse, and if you aren’t making other models jealous, then you aren’t doing your job right.”

Uncertain of her philosophy, I return a shrug.

Her full lips widen into a mischievous smile. “And to find out you’re trans…”

Heat rushes to my face from her hungry stare, and as a crappy means to deflect the conversation, I blurt, “Can I take your coat?”

“Sure,” she says, unzipping her warm-up jacket. Underneath, she’s wearing a halter top, which just covers her ample breasts while revealing the smooth creamy skin of her toned shoulders and flat abs.

When my gaze moves to her long legs, I do a double-take.

Her workout tights are so snug around her crotch that she’s showing a prominent camel toe.

“Like anything you see?” she asks, pirouetting.

“Um, everything?” I croak out, barely remembering to stay feminine.

She laughs and hands me her jacket.

After I hang up the garment and close the door, she looks at me expectantly.

I shrug and say in my best girly voice, imagining Madam Beaumont at her finest, “Sorry, I’m not sure what happens next. This is my first time doing anything in the club.”

“Maybe we should go over the ground rules?”

When I nod, she grabs my hand and leads me to the couch.

As we sit next to each other, our thighs brush and I refrain from pinching myself. Amber is literally the girl dreams are made from or, at least, those of every guy I’ve ever met. And the stunning part is that she wants me, or rather, the Samantha version of me.

“So, you’re interested in learning how to kiss?” she says.

“Yes.” I search for a way to explain my motivations. “You see, I’m not very experienced.”

“That’s fine. That’s what I’m here for.”

“Thanks,” I say, unsure of how to convey my true appreciation of the situation.

“You’re welcome, and thanks for inviting me,” she replies with a smile. “So, we’ll stick to smooching only, and I’ll give advice on what I think you can improve.”

“Okay, should we start now?”

“Not so fast. We haven’t gone over the session rules yet.”

“More rules?” I say, frowning.

“Of course, but don’t worry. The fun part’s coming—soon enough.”

I let out a nervous giggle. “I have to admit I’m not crazy about all this legal stuff.”

She laughs. “It’s supposed to be intimidating, so nobody dares to challenge the system. But if push comes to shove, I doubt that anyone actually wants to enforce these rules.”

“They’re only for show?”

“Oh, no,” she says suddenly serious. “The people that run Le Club aren’t people you’d want to cross.”

I slump back on the cushion. “So those threats of nuking your life from orbit are true.”

“Relax—the framework is for the benefit of the members.”

“Really?”

“Yes. If you want to truly explore new things, it’s comforting to know that nothing you do here will ever reach the light of day. So long as you’re discrete and nice, you can feel free to pursue your sexual fantasies—wherever they lead. It’s liberating.”

After I nod, she says, “For this session, I’ll be taking the masculine role when we kiss.”

“What if it leads to something more?”

“If you make an agreement and want to go further, you just need all parties present to give an okay.”

The image of a full-fledged sex orgy springs into my head from the word “parties.” I straighten and eagerly say, “You have my full-fledged consent to do anything you’d like with me.”

She gives me a tight smile. “Nice try.”

“Sorry,” I say, afraid I’ve overstepped my bounds. “It’s just that when you said that you liked that I’m trans and all…”

“I do,” she replies. “That package of perfect feminine beauty along with that little extra.”

“Then I don’t understand.”

Seriousness returns to her expression, and she carefully says, “Your sponsor is Christine Sinclair.”

Suddenly worried, I reply, “Yes.”

“When I got your message, I had to sign an NDA to read it.”

I nod, unsurprised since the document is part of the privacy for my account.

“There’s a rider attached to it.”

“A what?”

“A set of conditions for anyone wanting to meet up with you.”

My head spins. “More rules?”

“Your rider states that you are to be doing feminine stuff only,” she replies, throwing up her hands helplessly. “So that means no matter how hot things get between us, I can’t touch you down there—even if that’s all I want to do in the world.”

“But if it’s only the two of us, how will she know?”

“You don’t understand how perceptive she is. Somehow, in some way, she’ll know. And I’m not willing to throw away my career for just the experience. No matter how amazing you look.”

“Christine can do all that?”

“What do you know of Ms. Sinclair?”

I purse my lips. “Not much on a personal level, just that she works hard and is really smart.”

“Really, really smart.” Amber sucks a deep breath through her teeth. “I’m going to tell you something that’s common knowledge in our world, but you can’t go blabbing that I did.”

“Okay,” I reply warily.

“Christine is from very old money, and her extended family has their hands in everything—they’ve even got a governor and senator in the mix. She’s got a big inheritance too and doesn’t have to work, but I guess she didn’t want things handed to her, so she’s agenting for you now, for whatever reason.” She raises a finger and says, “But, no matter what, always remember, she’s got the genes from that family.”

“What does that mean?”

“Don’t cross Ms. Christine Sinclair. Ever.”

I slump back, suitably impressed and more than a little intimidated by my benefactor.

Amber sighs. “I’ve made her out to be some sort of monster, but she’s not. Christine’s just really direct. Even though she’s not particularly likable, I like her. If that makes any sense.”

I nod, understanding exactly what that means.

Amber’s good humor returns with a giggle. “So that means even if you have a guy, you can’t do anything masculine with him. So no pegging!”

I picture myself behind a hunky man, banging away at a hairy ass. The image isn’t appealing in the slightest. If I was going to do anything like that, I’d do it with a girl and hopefully with someone as hot as Amber. I sigh at the thought. Who am I kidding? Girls like Amber don’t exist in the universe of Sam Jacob, at least not for anything more than worshiping from afar.

Amber touches my arm, bringing me back to reality. “If you want to break out of those restrictions, you’ll need to have a chat with Christine.”

Knowing how that would turn out, I lament, “I’m really starting to hate this club.”

“You’ll change your mind when the fun stuff starts. There’s nothing like this place in the world.”

“When’s that going to be?”

“Now.” She leans in and presses her full lips against mine.

My eyes widen in shock, and my head spins from the warmth spreading through my body.

She straightens and sends a wide grin. “First lesson: always be ready for anything. Part of that whole sensuality thing is understanding who you’re with and reading the situation.”

Before I can say anything, she pushes onto me again. The kiss lasts longer, and this time, I try to adjust my lips to kiss her back.

When she pulls away, I take a deep breath. “Wow,” I say as a thanks to all the gods of this and any other universe.

“That wasn’t terrible, but…” She bites her lip and glances away, searching for the best way to explain my shortcomings. Finally, she turns back to me. “Lesson two: forget everything else and stay in the moment.”

As she moves in for the third time, she says, “Lesson three is to close your eyes. It’ll help with lesson two.”

The advice is a lot to take in, but this time when our lips meet, I close my eyes and try to focus on the moment, wrapping my arms around her waist.

Her breasts press against mine, and my hands roam over her back, slipping under the strap of her halter top.

She breaks the close contact and straightens.

As I try to regain my breath, she tilts my gaze from her amazing cleavage. “The clothes stay on, no matter what. And you keep your hands either at my sides or over my shoulders. It’s not out of the actual book you should use, but it is something that’s going to keep us out of trouble.”

I nod, for the umpteenth time, flushed and at a loss for words.

“Now let’s move on to the more advanced stuff.”

She plants another kiss, longer and more sultry, and slips her tongue into my mouth. I try to respond like I do with Francois and swirl my tongue against hers.

After a minute, we separate to catch our breath.

“One last set of advice for this session, and then we’ll get to lots of making out,” she says. “The firmness of your lips is really important.”

She plants a mushy kiss on my lips. Even with my lack of experience, I know it’s more wet than pleasant.

“That’s with no resistance,” she explains. “It’s like making out with a plate of Jello, and about as fun.” Her lips again press against mine, but this time, the touch is stiff. “And that’s as hard as it gets, and it’s like kissing the plate the Jello is on. You want to be somewhere between those extremes. There’s no complete right or wrong, and you’ve got to sense what works in the moment, and then throw in the right amount of tongue.”

“Wow,” I reply in awe. “That’s a lot to learn.”

“It’s going to take a lot of practice,” she says. “Lots and lots of practice.”

Then she leans forward, and we go at it. Soft, hard, pliable, moist, slurpy, and wet. Amber is so amazing at this stuff that my heart thumps wildly, my face flushes, and heat spills throughout my body with my raging erection soiling my panties with pre-cum.

Although she tries not to notice my excitement, her thigh accidentally brushes over my privates a few times as we switch positions.

If this isn’t heaven, it’s super duper close.

For the next hour, we work out our lips and tongues, and after she leaves, I realize I didn’t ask about Francois. Then I shrug, knowing that I’ll make sure to do that during our next get-together—two days from now.

Happy with those thoughts, I finish myself off in the shower, thinking the club isn’t bad at all.

Just so long as I’m not breaking any rules.
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As I pull off the breast-enhancing vest, my cellphone rings with a call from Christine.

Quickly, I wipe the perspiration off my boobs with a hand towel and pick up the device. Thankful the communication is only audio, I tap on the accept button and say, “Hello.”

“I chatted with Sophia Boucher,” she says, getting right to business. “As a reporter, she’s the perfect person to interview you. Even though her readership isn’t huge, there are a lot of important influencers who follow her. She’s very direct and no-nonsense, so it should be a pretty easy time.”

“If she’s that straightforward, won’t she get mad when the truth comes out?”

“So long as we don’t lie about anything and let people make up their own minds, we have nothing to worry about.”

“But she might get upset?”

“Some reporters might think they got played and some will appreciate the ruse,” she replies with what I imagine is one of her giant shrugs. “I’m not sure which camp Sophia would fall into, but wherever that is, we’ll have lots of controversy.”

“And that’s good?”

Christine laughs. “Yeah, so long as we’ve done enough for things to tip in our direction.”

When I don’t respond, she adds, “Regardless of what she’ll decide, an interview with Sophia would be very helpful now because it’ll help lay the groundwork for the future.”

“Okay, then maybe in a few months.”

“I’m not stalling her for a few months.”

“Um…” I say, stalling to find an excuse.

“Madam Beaumont insists you’re more than ready now.”

“Madam Beaumont is too optimistic.”

“She says you’re just scared to meet anyone new as Samantha.”

“Sophia’s going to ask a ton of questions, right? And I’ll have to answer each one without slipping up. Unless we can get a list in advance?”

A deep breath pours from the phone’s speaker, and I picture Christine giving a grandiose eye roll.

“You’ll need to be able to ad-lib at some point.”

“Well, this is something I’m just not comfortable with trying until I get a lot more practice,” I reply with finality.

Christine mutters something I can’t make out but is no doubt some type of curse.

“I did get together with a new person, so that’s good.”

“Amber was a nice choice,” she replies, somehow having access to my private calendar, which shouldn’t be surprising, yet is still annoying. “But she knew the truth from your profile before she agreed to meet.”

“I’m just working on baby steps first. And Sophia is public, so if something goes wrong during the interview, things will go public before we’re ready.”

Christine elects not to continue with the discussion and says, “Did everything go okay with Amber?”

“Better than okay,” I reply, happy to not have to figure out more excuses. I’m tempted to add that Amber said she likes Christine but hold my tongue. It would probably be best if Christine didn’t know we had discussed her.

“Okay, that’s great. Also, you’re going to need to get used to meeting more new people anyway.”

“What?”

“I’ve got a shoot lined up.”

“Already?”

“Yes, you’re popular, and before you try to weasel out of this, just remember that Francois is gone for another five weeks. You can’t sit around and do nothing for all that time—we’ve got bills to pay.”

With all my classes and nice apartment, I do run up a fair number of expenses, which aren’t normally a problem because I shoot a lot with Francois. But I can’t afford to take off for over a month either.

“With who?” I ask, fighting my mounting trepidations and folding my arms over my bare breasts.

“Neo Splendor,” she replies.

“They’ve been doing a lot of the alternative models, right?” I ask, remembering the made-up man I saw on their cover when I was searching for a copy of Violet Rose with Samantha Jacobs.

“Yup, that’s the magazine, and they’re bending over backward to get you.”

I wonder if they want me as one of the alternative models and ask, “Do they know the truth?”

“Of course not. They’re just desperate.”

“Why?”

“Because of their trying to shove their version of feminine beauty down everyone’s throats, their circulation has been dropping for the past few months.”

“Are they in trouble?”

Christine chuckles. “No, the owners have very deep pockets. But these people are competitive and don’t want Neo Splendor to fall out of the top ten of fashion magazines. But even so, this will be easily the biggest thing you’ve done so far, with by far the biggest budget.”

“Won’t there be a lot of crew?”

“Yeah, but once the setup is finished, the set will be vacated, except for the photographer and an assistant to make adjustments. Yvette’s the makeup artist, and I’m going to go over the wardrobe.”

“We aren’t showing too much, right?” I ask, suddenly aware of how cold I am in only my panties. I march over to the coat hooks near the doorway and grab a sweat jacket while Christine says, “Just what we discussed before. So as far as people, we’ll keep you at a distance from whoever’s there, although you’ll need to interact with the photographer.”

“Who is it?”

“Marta De León. She’s Spanish and does a lot of innovative stuff in front of the greenscreen. They also want to do a few moving shots for website promos. Do you think you can handle that?”

“When is it?”

“In a little over two weeks.”

I’ll have a few more classes in the meantime, including more with Madam Beaumont and my Brazilian dance instructor, who’s been teaching me how to walk with a sexy rhythm like the Brazilian women do. “I think I can do that.”

Christine takes the answer as a yes, and continues, “With all the restrictions, you might come off as a bit of a diva, so practice smiling and being nice to people.”

“I am nice to people.”

“A pretty girl who’s avoiding everyone except for the photographer is going to seem snooty, not shy, but since that’s the way you want it, we’ll have to live with it.”

Even though it’s not a video call, I nod anyway, struggling to steel up my nerves.

“Let me know if anything else comes up,” she says and kills the connection.

After setting down the phone, I throw on the sweat jacket and suppress a shiver. I haven’t been Samantha for more than four months, and I’m terrified at the speed things are moving.
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Iclose my eyes and swirl my tongue against Amber’s, struggling to keep pace with her movements while varying the pressure of my lips to match hers in the artful give-and-take of making out. This is our third time together, and until now, we’ve stayed upright and kept our clothing on—remaining within the bounds of the edict for me to stay feminine.

But scorching heat from passion engulfs us, and she leans forward, playing the dominant role and pushing me flat onto the couch cushions.

While her body presses into mine, our hands wander over each other, rubbing with increasing urgency. The kisses rise in intensity, and her hand finds my breast and squeezes.

As I shiver from the contact, her other hand intrudes underneath my form-fitting blouse, and then she pushes her fingers under my bra and caresses my nipples.

I reciprocate, shoving under her halter top and cupping the perfection of her heavy breasts.

She bolts upright and sucks down a breath, brushing hair from her flushed face. “Wow, that’s a little too hot.”

“Sorry,” I say, thinking of Christine and her damn rider.

Amber grins. “I was on the edge of saying screw the modeling career and the rest of my life and letting you have your way with me.”

I sit up and shift uncomfortably from arousal. For the last hour, I’ve been hard and wanting a release. “Maybe someday?” I ask hopefully.

A bemused smile comes as her answer.

“So, I’m getting pretty good now?” I say, straightening out my bra and blouse.

Instead of answering, she stares at the modest gesture, scrunching her lips.

“I thought I was improving.”

“Yes, you are. Your technique has gotten much better. In fact, it’s great, so you don’t need to worry about that…”

“But?”

“If you consider that this is only our third lesson, I’d say you’ve made amazing progress, but you’re still thinking too much. Remember what I said about being in the moment?”

When I frown, wondering how I’m supposed to do that, she adds, “Like I’ve told you, you’re hot, so doing anything with you is going to be fun. Especially with those boobs—I’m surprised they’re real. I figured you were wearing falsies or had lots of padding.”

“No, this is all me,” I reply, glancing down. “I’ve been doing tons of stuff to make them bigger.”

“Even so, you’re pretty lucky. For a lot of trans women, that doesn’t happen, however hard they try and, even if it does, it takes a long time.”

“I guess my genes are perfect for this.”

“Definitely,” she says with an approving nod at my chest.

“Ready to get back to the lesson?”

She blows out a breath. “You’re plenty good right now. I’m not sure there’s anything else I can teach you—technique-wise.”

“I want to get where I can make a guy buckle with only a kiss.”

“That comes with practice. More people, different experiences.” She tilts her head, puzzled. “If you don’t mind my asking, why are you doing all this?”

“Being more feminine will help my modeling career.”

“You look great in all your pictures. And making out with hot girls like me is only going to get you so far.”

Although the last statement sounds pretentious, it’s mentioned without ego. This is a girl who’s been told so many times she’s beautiful and paid well for it that her looks are more a matter of fact than opinion.

“I’m dating someone who thinks I could be better at this,” I reply after a hesitation.

“And this person said to join this club and fool around with other people?”

For all of our sessions together, I haven’t found the opportunity to broach the subject of Francois, yet somehow this segue has fallen into my lap. “Not in so many words. But you see, Francois⁠—”

“Francois Toussaint, the photographer?”

“Yeah.”

With a knowing smirk, she says, “I was waiting for you to mention him. That’s why you picked me, right? Because I know him pretty well.”

“I picked you because you’re beautiful.”

When she sends an appraising stare, I shrug and add, “And yes, because you know Francois. He told me the story behind his putting the lens cap in his pocket before taking any pictures.”

She chuckles. “That was my second shoot, and he did all this elaborate lighting. So he starts taking pictures with the lens cap on. I was new, so I didn’t know what to do. I thought he might be doing it as a test, so I would be more comfortable for the real thing. That went on for like five minutes before he checked the shots and finally noticed. His blush was so cute, and he apologized for like another five minutes. I’m just glad it wasn’t anything I did.”

“I was so intimidated during my first shoot that he told me that story as a way for me to relax.”

“And now you want me to give you the dirt on him?”

“Maybe some advice?”

Her eyes narrow as she scrunches her lips in thought.

“What?” I ask.

“Francois would be quite the catch,” she replies noncommittally.

“But?”

She pinches her chin, weighing how to tell me something that’s obviously bad news.

My stomach churns with anxiety. “Well, we’re only dating, so it’s nothing serious yet.” After she still hesitates, I add the Christine term, “I mean, we haven’t had ‘The Conversation’ yet either.”

“It’s just that I know a model, who I’m not terribly fond of, who’s been getting together with him too.”

My heart sinks into my stomach.

“Look,” she hurriedly adds, “you haven’t had ‘The Conversation’ with him yet, and until you do, people are allowed to play.”

I nod stupidly as I wonder about my naivety concerning all things in the Parisian dating scene.

“And Francois asked you to get better at kissing?”

“Not in so many words.” I spend a minute explaining what happened on our last date. When I finish, she says, “Okay, now I understand, and I think your read is right. The bottom line is for you to get better at making love.”

“Isn’t wanting me to do it with other people weird?”

She shakes her head. “This isn’t Victorian England—where you receive points for chastity. This is Paris, and the rules from the rest of the world don’t apply here.”

“What does that even mean?” I say, wondering if I’m the only person not plugged into the “It’s Paris” mantra.

“It’s hard to put into words. You’ll just know it when you know it. Remember—until you satisfy him like he satisfies you, until he thinks about you at all waking hours, until presents from him show up on your doorstep five times a day—a fling is what you have.”

She shifts to face me, sitting cross-legged. “Even some of my friends have their eye on him, so if you want a guy like that, you’d better be ready to go to war. And that means you need more experience, and not just with kissing.”

A little worried, I reply, “War?”

“Women are cutthroat, and models more than that. There’s only so much room at the top of the pyramid. Francois is up and coming, and he’s great looking and really charming. I told you—he’s quite the catch.”

I sigh.

Amber gives me a coy smile.

“What?” I ask.

“I have a way for you to get started—if you’re game.”

“Doesn’t Christine’s rider stop us from doing anything more than what we’re doing?”

“Technically, I have to play a masculine role, so if I use a masculine extension…”

A moment passes before my mind puts the image together. “Oh, that could be hot,” I say because, technically, any sexual act with Amber would probably be hot.

“We could try it now if you want to expand on our agreement?”

“Now?”

With an embarrassed smile, she reaches for her gym bag that’s sitting on the coffee table and pulls out a flesh-colored dildo and black harness.

My mouth forms a perfect O.

“It’s only seven inches—a pretty small one.”

I reach out and run my finger down the length. “This feels like real skin.”

“I only buy the best.”

“Just for me?”

“Of course.”

“Okay, let’s do this,” I say before either of us can change our mind. This is skirting the letter of Christine’s edict, but we’re not technically breaking the spirit of the thing—and better yet, it’s technically not doing it with a guy.

“My clothes have to stay on, so you don’t see any feminine bits,” Amber says. Then she steps into the harness and puts the dildo in place. The flesh-colored rod looks a little silly covering the camel toe protruding against her gym tights.

“What do you want me to do?” I ask.

She edges in front of me, and the dildo hangs at my eye level. “Start by getting it wet,” she commands.

I push away the coffee table and kneel in front of her, grabbing the prosthetic.

Although it looks completely realistic with veins and ridges, the silicone doesn’t have the same warmth or throbbing quivers the real thing has. But it’s attached to Amber and that, by itself, makes this awesome.

Tentatively, I press my lips to the tip and give a quick lick. The taste is rubbery, not at all like a real, live cock, but not awful either. Quickly, I go to work on the head like it’s Francois.

After a minute, she asks, “What are you doing?”

I lean back and meet her quizzical stare. “Giving a blowjob?”

She sighs as a harbinger of bad news. “You have such a beautiful face and nice lips, so anything you do from that position is going to look totally hot.”

“But…”

“I’ve given a lot of blowjobs, and what you’re doing isn’t going to get a guy off.”

“This isn’t what guys want?”

“Think to when you’ve gotten one.”

When I give a sheepish grin, she says, “You’ve never gotten one?”

“I’ve never even gone on a date. At least not as my other self.”

She rubs her forehead, dumbfounded. Then she unhooks the strap-on and kneels next to me. “Watch how I do it.”

I nod stupidly.

Holding the dildo level, she slips the head into her mouth and bobs, taking in a good portion of the length with each push.

I stare mesmerized until she pulls off.

“You’ve got to use your lips and tongue only. No teeth—unless you have lots of experience.”

“Oh,” I reply, wondering how bad at sex I truly am.

“There’s a lot of stuff you can do with your tongue and how you vary the pressure and speed, but for now, let’s keep things simple.” She stands and hooks the strap-on back around herself. “Try again.”

After a deep breath, I part my lips and slip the head into my mouth. Then I push forward and bob up and down, trying to mimic her motions.

“Can you get more in?” Amber asks.

I comply, forcing as much of the fake dick into me as I can take. Only about half gets inside. I push harder, but my gag reflex kicks in and my eyes tear up. I pull off her and suck down some air.

“Am I not doing this right?” I ask.

“Right is in the eye of the beholder. Like I said with those lips and that face, watching you is a ridiculously amazing sight. But…” She purses her lips. “But, my experience says that guys like it if you can make your mouth more like a pussy that moves and take as much of them in as possible.”

“Am I any good then?”

“Even though I’m wearing this and I’m totally wet,” she says, “I can’t tell you how a piece of silicone feels.”

When I frown, she adds, “Don’t be like that. This is why you’re in this club: to find out what you need to improve. Are you ready for the next step?”

“Getting laid?”

She gives a huge grin.

Even though I’m out of the mood, I consider her a friend and don’t want to disappoint her. “Do you have any lube?”

“Of course, go grab it from my bag.”

After I get the tube, she says, “It’s water-based, so it won’t mess with the toy.”

“Wow, you thought of everything.”

“I spend a fair amount of time imagining all the fun I could have with you. Now get on the couch.”

I crawl onto the cushions, resting on my elbows and leaving my ass high in the air.

“Roll on your back,” she says. “I want to see that pretty face while I fuck you.”

After I obey, she pushes my legs up and apart and gets on her knees between them. Her hands brush against the silky material of my thong, which is barely holding in my erection, as she flips up my skirt. “Sorry, that was an accident,” she says, smirking. “I bet you’ve got a nice dick.”

More than a little flustered, I only nod.

She accidentally touches me there again and then presses my knees higher to expose my ass. While I grab my shins to stay in position, she takes the lube and applies a generous portion over the dildo.

Then her fingers trace along my inner thighs and move aside the thin strap of my panties. “Ready?”

I take short breaths and nod.

There’s a chill when the silicon toy touches my anus, then a slight pain as she pushes her pelvis forward. A moment later, the lube does its work and the length slides right in.

“Oh,” I moan, getting over the discomfort and trembling with pleasure from the familiar feeling of being entered.

Amber’s sweet scent fills my nose and the warmth from her sex radiates against my bottom as she gazes into my eyes. After she pulls back, her thrusts come slowly and her breasts—heavy in her halter top—brush against my chest with each stroke.

As she finds her rhythm, I look down and see wetness staining her tights.

While my passage adjusts to the sensations, pre-cum soaks my panties. Getting pounded and seeing the beautiful strawberry blonde above me with her boobs bouncing in my vision is far different than being with a man. Even though my insides have warmed it up, the silicon toy just doesn’t have the same heat as—or pulsing feel of—a flesh-and-blood rod.

However, that doesn’t seem to lessen Amber’s pleasure. She squirms with each push forward, crying with delight from the flared base jamming into her private area.

Nice sensations flow into me too—nothing like being with Francois, but delightful nonetheless.

Soon, ecstasy pushes into her expression and her breaths shorten into high-pitched gasps. A few thrusts later, she moans and climaxes with a shudder. As she collapses onto me, her lips find mine and we share a long, wet kiss.

A minute passes before Amber finishes collecting her breath and pulls out.

While she freshens up in the bathroom, I sit up and straighten out my outfit, fighting the urge to finish myself off.

When she returns, smelling of a nice spritzer, she says, “Today was awesome, but there’s no substitute for the real thing.”

“I’m kind of iffy about having sex with a guy—it feels like it might be cheating.”

“Well, for blowjobs, you can practice on this,” she says, handing me the now clean toy. “But a dildo will only help you with the experience of having your mouth full and something foreign slipping down your throat—not how to adjust to a guy’s reactions. And when he pops…” She uses a shiver to finish the sentence.

“In your mouth?”

She smirks. “Or on your face. Or chest. Or wherever else you want.”

“I don’t know.”

“If you haven’t had ‘The Conversation’ yet—you aren’t exclusive,” she says with a shrug. “But it’s up to you.”

After I nod, she grabs her stuff and goes to the doorway.

As I open the door, I ask, “So who’s this other model that Francois is seeing?”

“One, Madeline Williams. She’s pretty, but you are way hotter—and nicer too,” she replies and marches down the hallway.
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When the door closes, I ignore my raging erection and march straight to the laptop.

It’s time to do a little research on my competition.

Madeline Williams isn’t hard to find on the Internet, and after a few searches, I’ve found many pictures of her. She’s got lots of modeling shots—in high-fashion outfits, lingerie, swimwear, and even a few where she’s in various states of undress, all posed to hint at her naughty bits without showing anything but skin.

Although she’s very pretty with long brunette hair and a thin form, I’m startled that my boobs are larger than hers. In many of the shots, she’s squeezing them together, or leaning forward to maximize her assets.

However, no matter what I’ve got over her, there’s one picture that has me seething—a recent publicity shot of Francois in Africa taken by a local photographer. He’s with his crew and in the background, dressed in white and under a sun hat, is one Madeline Williams.

Francois is away for six weeks with her.

A wave of despair swamps through me; the war might already be over.

I ball my hands in frustration, gritting my teeth. For a frantic moment, I mull how I could get into Africa. But short of using my “Sam Jacob” passport, I haven’t got many options—aside from sneaking out of France and onto the continent and then back again.

And how desperate would that be?

No. Francois and I have something. Even though he’s not in Paris, he’s a Parisian and Paris rules still apply. I can get him back when he returns—I only need more ammunition for the fight.

At least, I hope so.

Even though I’ll practice with Amber’s toy, I’ll also take her advice and do it with the real thing. I need to hear the guy moan as I go, have him get harder, and then change what I’m doing to make things even hotter. A piece of silicone isn’t going to duplicate that experience.

Sex and dating might be something I’m not so good at now, but given how far I’ve come with my femininity, I’ll conquer this too.

With angry keystrokes, I log in to Le Club and, using an online translator for French, upgrade my objective to: Trans female seeks lessons in “L'art de la Passion.”

Then, I type in a search for men who have a blowjob fetish. The system returns a list that’s sixty pages long.

A sliver of me wonders if this effort is worth it; I’m popular enough that I could maybe find someone else to date.

I shake my head. Besides the NDA nightmare, there’s only one man I want to be with at this moment.

As Amber suggested: It’s time to go to war.

And for that, I need a dick that’s made of flesh and blood.

I can do this with a guy and not get attached, I tell myself. The situation will just be like attending one of my classes—only with more intimacy.

With those trepidations settled, I scan down the list, perusing profiles that include cleaner fetishes like BDSM. The pictures of arrays of ropes and knots squeezing flesh and binding people into contorted positions look interesting, and for a few minutes, I fantasize about how far I would go in exploring my sexuality.

Then my prudish side intervenes, and I get down to business, seeking the simplicity of my original query. I click through the pages until I find the prettiest-looking man in the results—which is what I still believe would be the least cheating type of partner.

I hit the “Send Message” button and enter:

Hi,

I’m looking to improve my blowjob technique. I’m wondering if you’d like to give me some lessons.

Samantha
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In the burgeoning glows of sunrise, a limousine with heavily tinted windows arrives at my place. After Christine and I get settled in the spacious cabin, the driver whisks us off to the Neo Splendor shoot.

For the journey and day, I’m already dressed as Samantha, wearing a long coat over a T-shirt and baggy pants. It’s going to be a grueling session with a lot of wardrobe changes.

Christine’s prepared too, but while she’s only in casual wear—a comfortable blue blazer, loose-fitting blouse that only hints at her ample curves underneath, and wide-legged pants—her demeanor is all business.

Even though there are many drinks and types of hors d'oeuvre available in the mini-fridge, the nervous energy churning in my stomach makes it impossible for me to ingest anything.

This is my first shoot without Francois behind the camera, and this will be the first time I’m meeting with non-NDA people since I’ve returned to Paris.

How many things can go wrong?

There’s no point in asking about the photographer. Christine offered to introduce us beforehand, but I wanted to limit my exposure as much as possible and turned down the invite. If I ask anything now, I’m sure to get an earful about taking opportunities to meet more individuals.

As we leave the outskirts of the city and enter the countryside, I wander through some self-introspection. I hate to admit it, but a sliver of me feels like a feminine fraud—even though we’re letting people make their own assumptions, some part of me wants to bare the truth—timing and consequences be damned.

I let out a sigh of melancholy.

But, then I’d be known as the trans model who happens to look good, as opposed to being the model that everyone wants to see and hire.

Christine puts a gentle but firm touch on my thigh. “Relax. Stop shaking your leg like that. You’ll wear yourself out before we even get there.”

I smother the jittery motions, but there’s nothing to quell my anxious insides and my nervous energy only builds as the green fields and kilometers pass.

After another half-hour, the car turns and a majestic four-story mansion, surrounded by a wall, appears at the end of a thin roadway. “Is that the place?” I ask, impressed despite all my anxieties.

“This is one of the Neo Splendor owner’s country homes,” Christine explains. “I figured we could go with a touch of class for the day.”

There’s a welcoming committee near the front gates. Six or seven people in bright riding outfits sit on small scooters.

As I lean forward to get a better view, Christine mutters, “Paparazzi.”

“What? Isn’t this supposed to be secret?”

She gently pushes me back into the seat. “Neo Splendor is a big operation and part of an even bigger publishing house. So secrets like this can’t be kept so easily. Part of your allure is that you don’t have any backstory, so there’s probably some reward for getting shots of you in a casual situation.”

“Are they going to follow us in?”

“Not into the compound, they aren’t.”

As the car approaches the gate, the riders pull out cameras with huge lenses.

“What do we do?” I ask, shocked by the attention being directed at me. And if the “Nudge the World” scheme goes according to plan, how much more will there be?

“No matter what anyone says or does, keep the windows closed and keep your eyes focused straight ahead. The tint is going to make it hard to see inside, but with the flashes, they might get a little something. Don’t hide, but don’t give them attention either.”

After we stop, the gates slowly open. The paparazzi shout, trying to get me to turn as bright flashes pop around the windows. Through tight lips, Christine says, “Stay calm.”

An air horn blares nearby, but I manage to sit still, despite my jumpy nerves. Then a hand smacks against the glass next to me, and I jerk in surprise, twisting my head. Light explodes across my vision as a camera with a giant lens snaps off a picture through the tinted window.

As I blink, disoriented, Christine says in a calm, even sweet, tone, “Ignore them and stare straight ahead, regardless of what happens.”

Finally, the car rolls forward, nudging aside a couple of industrious individuals leaning over the hood.

When the gates close behind us, I exhale a sigh of relief.

“Are we going to have to go past them when we leave?” I ask, a little shaken.

Christine shakes her head. “Not unless they know when the shoot is going to end. They’re not going to sit outside all day.”

“I don’t know if I can do that again.”

She rolls her eyes and says with resignation, “Looks like we need to add another class about dealing with paparazzi and rabid fans.”

I clench my jaw, hating that she’s right.
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The grounds are manicured to the finest detail and landscaped with lush gardens, winding pathways, and even a pond.

We curve around a circular driveway, past a small, covered parking area filled with expensive sports cars, and stop in front of the mansion, which looks more suitable for a grand wedding than a simple photo shoot.

Constructed from stout beige blocks, the giant, four-story residence resembles a modern castle. Long pennants wave from the conical tops of tall turrets at the corners of the broad building. White frames surround rows of elegant windows across each of the higher levels, while wide archways with glass doors span the ground floor.

Still shaken from the attention at the gate, I step out of the car, blinking in the early morning sunlight and wondering what else will be out of the ordinary for today.

At the top of the shallow but wide main staircase, the carved-double doors swing open. A thin, immaculately groomed man steps out. Even though he’s wearing a blue warm-up outfit, everything is pressed and crisp. His hair is carefully combed, and there isn’t a single blemish on his face. Even his shiny sneakers look like they came right out of the box.

“Christine!” he says, walking down the low stairs with a polished gait.

“Harold,” she replies with the same infectiously happy tone. “I see that you are dapper, as usual.”

He gestures down the length of his body. “Oh, you’re too kind. This is just something I threw on. It’s going to be a long day, so I only wanted to be comfortable.”

Christine nods at me. “And this⁠—”

“Is Samantha Jacobs,” he finishes for her and grips my fingers in a delicate handshake. “It’s so wonderful to meet you. I’m a big fan,” he gushes.

“Thanks,” I reply, wondering if I should curtsy to match his politeness.

He sends a glare toward the crowd at the front gate. “Apologies for the trouble. We don’t have any control off grounds, so let’s get inside.”

Still holding my hand, he leads us up the staircase and through the open doorway.

The inside of the super-mansion doesn’t disappoint. In contrast to the exterior, the spacious interior is warm and inviting. Crystals adorning the foyer chandelier reflect motes of sunlight across the tall ceiling. The floors are covered in plush carpets, while a grand staircase leads up to the second floor. In the room to my left, an impressive Renaissance painting sits over a large fireplace.

For a person like me, who grew up in dingy one-bedroom rentals and even for a few days in the back of a car, homeless, this place is a veritable palace—something beyond my wildest dreams or imagination. “Wow,” I say, suitably impressed.

Christine flicks a glare at me, and I get the message: Act like you’ve been in places like this before.

“We have everything here,” Harold says. “There’s a library, movie theater, even a playroom. Would you like a tour?”

Christine answers for me. “I think Samantha would like to get to the dressing room and get ready for the shoot. As you said, it’s going to be a long day.”

“Of course,” he says with extra cheeriness. “This way.”

We follow him past a formal dining room and giant kitchen to—as he describes it—one of the three “Great” rooms, where greenscreens cover the thick tapestries on the walls and lighting rigs sit on the floor.

Harold points through an open doorway to where a large fountain, surrounded by statues of mythological creatures, stands in the center of the courtyard. “We’ll be shooting a few of the promo videos out there.”

It’s an amazing view. If the owners of Neo Splendor are trying to impress me, I consider their efforts completely successful.

A petite woman marches over with quick steps. She’s pretty with dark features and a short stylish haircut. Her clothes are comfortable, yet elegant, with a blouse, pants, and footwear that's made for walking and long shoots.

“This is Marta De León,” Harold says, finally letting go of my hand.

She nods a hello and announces, “I’m a perfectionist. I always strive for the best results, so I’ll be pushing you. We’ll be going through ten shots today, but we’ve got enough equipment to have each one already set up. Ordinarily, we’d do this over a few days, but to accommodate your busy schedule, we’re going to do this in one, so we don’t have a lot of time.”

Yup, this is going to be a grueling experience.

“Also, in accordance with your wishes, the crew has been sent home, so I’ve only got Harold to help me with any changes.”

As she gives a tight frown, perhaps wondering why everything is so secretive, Harold chimes in with a grin, “Yes, I’m excited to get my hands dirty.”

“For a change,” she says dourly. “We’ll see how well he holds up.”

“Somewhere in there, Marta actually has a great sense of humor,” Harold says to lighten the moment.

Her lips rise into a faint smile. “I’ll tell jokes—after the shooting is completed.”

“We’ve got a very busy schedule,” Christine says, “so we’ll be leaving right after the wrap.”

“Pity.” She gestures to an older woman in a maid’s outfit, standing in the hallway that leads to the kitchen. “There’s no catering table, but a chef is on duty, so if you need anything, just ask this woman.”

The fact that everything conforms to Christine’s guidelines gives me confidence. “Thank you,” I say in my best girly voice.

Christine says. “If you’ll just show us to the dressing room, we can get started.”

“It’s in the bathroom. Please watch your step,” Harold says, leading us to a side doorway.

Carefully, Christine and I follow, negotiating our way past scattered equipment and thick extension cords bundled over the floor.

When we reach the door, Yvette steps out with a beaming smile. “Come in! It’s great to see you again.”

The bathroom turns out to be something the size of a master bedroom, complete with a sitting area, changing room for privacy, and fireplace—besides a commode with a fancy toilet and bidet. Christine wasn’t kidding when she said the owners have deep pockets, and for my first modeling shoot without Francois, these people are bending over backward to make sure I’m at ease.

“Everything checks out okay,” Yvette says to Christine. “Nothing hidden.”

The sobering thought brings me back to the reality of my current situation. The level of scrutiny is only going up after this shoot. A lot more people are going to see this spread than the Violet Rose one I first started out in.

Christine goes over to the wardrobe rack. With nervousness knotting in my stomach, I edge over to join her, biting my lip. Everything is more skimpy or sheer than I imagined it would be. The tops of the outfits are made from thin material and designed to show cleavage as well as side and underboob. The bottoms are mostly skirts of varying lengths with the one pair of pants I see having side cutouts to show my hips and most of my waist—but thankfully is baggy around the crotch.

“Are these okay?” Christine asks with an edge to her tone.

I think of Madeline Williams and her modeling shots. Steeling my resolve, I reply, “Yes, these are fine”

A knock comes from the door before it gingerly opens. A short, portly man of about fifty enters the room. “Ah, Christine,” he says.

“Jean Paul,” she replies, a little vexed.

“I know we agreed to no crew, but I couldn’t resist the opportunity to meet Samantha.”

While Christine glares at his back, he steps toward me.

Remembering my etiquette, I don’t get up as a guy would. Instead, I hold out my hand.

He grabs and kisses it. “Such a lovely presence,” he says, keeping the grip for an extra moment as if making sure that I’m real.

“Thank you,” I reply, struggling to get used to the idea of people like him wanting to meet someone like me.

“This will be such a wonderful issue with you.”

“Speaking of which,” Christine says.

He releases my hand and straightens. “Yes, yes. I know it’s always about work. There’s a chef and server on duty to cater to your every whim.”

When I nod, he says, “Well, anyway, I’ll be upstairs doing my own business. Perhaps you’ll care to join us for a late dinner?”

“What a lovely idea,” Christine says, “but sadly, Samantha has a prior engagement scheduled.”

“That’s very disappointing. Some other time, perhaps?”

“Yes, that would be wonderful,” I reply, sure that I’ll always have a prior engagement scheduled for any invites.

“Well then, I bid you adieu,” he says and exits.

Yvette pats the makeup chair. “Shall we?”

After I walk over and sit down, she points to pictures taped along the sides of the mirror, labeled one through five. “We’ve got a few unique looks they want to try, so let’s get started.”

Yup, it’s going to be a long day…
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Marta is as advertised. She’s a dynamo, walking with brisk steps and making efficient movements to maximize our limited time. Her voice is soft but serious, and her stare always demands instant action.

The session rumbles along, and we smash through five of the ten setups before taking a short lunch break. Although the food is excellent, prepared by a Michelin-starred chef, my nervousness from the attention at the gate and all these new NDA-less people ruins my enjoyment of the meal.

Fortunately, my modeling practice has paid off, and despite everything, Marta gives approving nods for each of my poses.

After finishing the courtyard videos in front of the fountain at around three, I sit in one of the plush chairs, watching Marta adjust the lighting for our sixth shot. I should be in the dressing room, but after six wardrobe changes and having makeup put on and wiped off my face three times, I just want to spend a little time outside of the “bathroom.”

I tug at the bottom of the sheer white strip covering my chest. The outfit is super sexy, revealing large portions of the tops and bottoms of my boobs—not to mention providing more than a hint of what’s underneath. This is something Christine has chosen to heighten that my breasts are natural—a product of hormones, high-tech devices, and creams—rather than implants, which might show scars. To emphasize this aspect, I also added a little jiggle during the promo video shooting—via the sexy walk my dance Brazilian instructor taught me.

All in all, things are running better than I expected. I keep my fingers crossed that the rest of the day goes as smoothly, so I can get home and return to my efforts to get Francois back.

The older woman, who is the server, steps up to me. “Can I get you anything, miss?”

I glance at her and give a polite smile. She’s been very attentive and has asked a few times if I want anything—from the finest wines and champagnes to yummy hor d'oeuvres.

Not wanting to be a bother, I say, “No, but thanks for asking. If I need something, I’ll come over and find you.”

Instead of leaving, she grins. “Meeting you has been such a pleasure. Even though you take amazing pictures, you’re so much more beautiful in person.”

“Thanks,” I say. It’s a nice compliment, but the staff should know better than to be showering me with platitudes.

“You don’t seem like a Russian mob princess who’s trying to escape the business.”

“What?” I say, almost stumbling out of my girly voice.

The good humor in her expression fades as she leans forward, getting close. “It’s just that nobody knows anything about you. And there’s nothing online. It’s like you’re hiding something. Are you? I mean, people are only curious, so forgive my asking.”

My eyes wander as I panic, struggling to find something to say. “Um, I… I’m…”

Harold rushes over, but not as fast as Christine, who butts between us and says just short of a shout, “Who are you?”

“Maggie Graham, from The World Wants to Know Weekly.”

I tighten my jaw. It’s the supermarket tabloid that was speculating Francois killed Samantha Jacobs after the first modeling shoot, and now they’re coming up with more, even nuttier, conspiracy theories.

As Marta comes running up, furious with someone disturbing her meticulous planning, Christine yells at the room in general, “How did she get in here?”

“This woman came with the hired chef,” Harold replies.

“Didn’t anyone vet her?”

“It’s off-season, so there’s no staff on duty. Everyone had to be employed ad hoc,” Harold says as an excuse. “We didn’t think it was that big of a deal.”

Christine bites back a retort, no doubt wanting to limit what information Maggie Graham hears.

“Oh, come on,” the reporter protests. “Samantha Jacobs doesn’t even have any social media pages or anything personal online. Just let me have a nice five-minute chat with her. It would clear a lot of things up.”

A man in a chef’s hat and apron hustles out of the kitchen. “She came from a temp agency,” he says. “It was such short notice. I’m sorry, I didn’t know.”

Marta marches over and draws herself up to her full height. “I don’t care about any of this.” She points at the reporter. “Get her out of here.” Then she turns to the chef. “For the rest of today, you’ll handle her duties.”

The beleaguered man doesn’t argue.

“Fine,” Maggie says. “I’ll write the article with what I’ve got, and I’ll show myself out.”

As she moves to leave, Christine grabs her arm and pats her down.

“At least buy me dinner before getting into the foreplay,” Maggie cries out indignantly.

Christine plucks out a small camera from inside the woman’s belt.

Maggie laughs. “The pictures have already been uploaded to the cloud.”

Christine gives an icy smile as she drops the device on the floor and crushes it with her boot. “It’s been a pleasure meeting you.”

The woman hesitates but then thinks the better of any further arguing.

“This way,” Harold says and leads her toward the front door.

Jean Paul hustles into the room—his heavy frame jiggling from the effort. “What’s going on?”

“Your server was a reporter,” Christine replies dryly.

“What?”

“From The World Wants to Know Weekly.”

He sighs and says to me, “Mademoiselle Jacobs, my sincerest apologies.”

“It’s alright,” I reply.

He nods to Christine. “I’ll make this up to you.”

They exchange a long glance. Finally, he blinks and dips his head. Somehow, a favor has been granted as recompense for this faux pas. What specifics, I have no idea, but I know Christine and, at her level, I’m guessing there’s an entire marketplace for balancing these things out.

Marta takes a deep breath. “Are you ready to continue? We have five more setups to get through.”

I nod, letting the professional in me take over. “Let’s finish this.”

As the photographer steps away to adjust the lighting, Christine steps to my side. “Yup, we definitely need a class on dealing with paparazzi and reporters.”

I bite my lip, wondering if any of the clandestine shots the reporter took will show anything too revealing. I was careful with all the non-NDA people running around, but…

A worse notion interrupts the train of thought: This is just the beginning—how much worse will things get before we tell the world the truth. Then I give a long sigh, wondering how much things will become worse after that.
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Due to Marta’s exacting nature, the shoot ends late, and the car drops me off around 10 p.m.

I enter my apartment feeling tired and more than a little inadequate for dealing with paparazzi and reporters. A shudder runs through my body as I imagine what would have happened if Christine hadn’t been there.

All I want to do is sleep, so I strip down to my panties and toss on a loose satin nightie. Exhaustion strikes as soon as my head hits the pillow, and I fall into an uneasy slumber.

Late the next morning, my beeping phone wakes me with a reminder.

Still worn out from the prior day, I grab the damn thing off the nightstand and rub my bleary eyes.

When I check the notification, I sit up with a start.

My “Le Club” appointment for a blowjob lesson is in fifteen minutes.

Thoughts of canceling run through my head, but I’m not sure what would happen if I broke a meeting this close to the appointed time. Besides, even though sex is the last thing I want right now, I haven’t agreed to anything but a get-to-know-one-other chat.

I rush into the bathroom to get ready. Thankfully, I waxed all the hair from my body for the shoot, so everything is still smooth. After rushing through brushing my teeth and washing my face, I do a five-minute makeup routine—mostly concentrating around my eyes. Then, in staying with the fresh-faced, natural look, I wrap my messy hair in a loose ponytail.

At precisely eleven a.m., the buzzer for the front security door rings.

I toss on a flowery dress and slip on casual shoes and answer, just as another ring comes.

“Hello,” a sweet voice says. “This is Jalil. I’m here for the appointment.”

“I’m on the top floor,” I reply and hit the green button to let him in.

As butterflies flutter in my stomach, I check myself in the full-length mirror. Everything looks presentable, and I’m glad that, with my unblemished complexion, I naturally present more of an innocent appearance.

With the seconds ticking away, I do a hurried sweep of the living area, straightening out magazines on the coffee table, pushing loose items on top of my small desk into a drawer, and closing the curtains for privacy. A rap comes from the door as I make sure the lower cabinet with my special-asset improving device and expensive enhancing cream is locked. At the last second, I sniff my underarms and rush back into the bathroom.

A louder knock arrives as I spritz with a velvet-colored body mist called “Nutty Passion.” Then calling, “I’m coming,” I rush to the doorway and flick on the lights. The romantic glow of the sunlight seeping through the drawn curtains is definitely not the atmosphere I want to project. Then, satisfied everything’s as good as it’ll get, I push a pleasant expression onto my face and open the door.

Standing on my doorstep is a delectable man, who’s from the Middle East, about two inches taller than me, and although slim and toned, isn't overly muscular. He’s wearing a polo shirt under a trendy brown jacket, and his short, curly black hair is styled in a messy, spiky look. His features are heavenly—a perfect complexion along with deep and sultry eyes, sporting just a hint of dark makeup along with full and sensual lips that give him an overall pretty rather than handsome appearance.

In short, Jalil is an atypical yet still prime male specimen from Le Club and the perfect choice for the lesson—should I decide to go any further than a simple conversation.

He gives a warm smile and asks, “Are you going to invite me in?”

“We’re here for just a chat, right?”

“Of course,” he replies in an understanding voice. “And I must say you are even more beautiful than your pictures, so I’ll put myself at your disposal should you desire to take things further.”

The irony that his offer is essentially the same offer I gave Amber isn’t lost on me, and a twinge of heat seeps into my lower half.

“Please, come in,” I say, stepping to the side. “Can I take your jacket or get you anything to drink?”

He shakes his head and enters. “Nothing. I’m just here to answer any curiosity you have about the agreed-upon subject.”

With a nod, I shut the door and walk to the sitting area.

While I settle onto the couch and cross my legs, he puts me more at ease by sitting in the side chair and keeping his distance like a gentleman.

Even though we’ve messaged back and forth a few times, we only have a passing familiarity with each other. Part of me wants to get to know him better. The other smarter part wants this get-together to be as anonymous as possible because any sort of friends connection would be just another complication.

To be polite, I decide to compromise, and we spend a few minutes chatting about nice things. He speaks with a gentle, self-assured voice and sits with a confident posture. His movements are elegant, perhaps even a little feminine, but in a totally hot way. All of which shouldn’t be surprising. He is a male model and has done a lot of shoots—more as a supporting type—but as Christine says: Anyone getting paid on a regular basis to have people take pictures of them is going to be really attractive.

Finally, after the weather gets mentioned for the third time, he takes the lead and asks, “Perhaps this time would be better spent answering your curiosities about the art of giving oral sex?”

There’s innuendo under the words, and I shift uncomfortably, even as lewd thoughts enter my head.

“It’s okay to discuss these things,” he says, noticing the movement. “We are adults and sex in all its forms is the reason we are part of this club, no?”

The logic is flawless, and I nod.

“Feeling excitement at the subject is fine too,” he says, smirking. “After all, we aren’t robots.”

As he locks onto my eyes with an extra long gaze, I glance down to my lap and fold my hands. When I muster enough courage to look at him again, I say, “Can you tell me how to give a good blowjob?”

He laughs, showing a perfect set of pearly white teeth. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

I respond with as cute a shrug as I can.

A moment passes as he gathers his thoughts. “I can point to a painting like the Mona Lisa or any of the Van Goghs, but the techniques vary, as do the way people appreciate such fine art.”

“A blowjob is like fine art?”

“At the highest levels, yes. And far more satisfying.”

“Oh, can you go into a few of the techniques?”

“These things you can find in a magazine. It would be like reading up on how to pose as a model. Until you do it and get better, it’s just reading.”

I shrug. “It seems as though that would be a good start.”

“Practicing is better. This, I know from experience.”

“What?”

“All types of people are attractive to me, and I enjoy all kinds of sex. I’ve been with men and women, both submissive and dominant.” A smile appears on his face. “Although never with a trans person.”

“The best of both worlds?”

“Absolutely.”

I nod, wondering how sexually inexperienced I truly am. I mean, compared to Francois, Amber, Jalil, and Christine, I’m really out of my depth.

“Maybe you can tell me what I’m doing wrong then. I was told by a knowledgeable source that I’m pretty inexperienced at it,” I say, trying to keep Amber’s incredulity at my technique from my voice.

“Without seeing you perform the act, there is nothing to critique. Do you have a video of yourself?”

I shake my head with extra large movements. “Oh, dear, no.” After a moment passes, I add, “Can I show you on a toy?”

His hands rise in a helpless gesture. “A toy is fake. Without having reactions from your partner, how can you adjust?”

I don’t have an answer for that.

He shrugs. “I’d be happy to demonstrate my expertise by performing the act on you, but there’s the NDA and rider I had to agree to.”

I pinch my chin, annoyed by Christine’s regulations. Given his experience, Jalil demonstrating what to do firsthand would really help. I freeze the thought, deciding I’d much rather have Amber doing it—if only the rider didn’t exist. But, on the other hand, I’d much rather learn by doing it to him with his real flesh rod rather than a long piece of silicone.

“Can I see it?” I ask.

He answers with a quizzical stare.

“Sorry,” I say, waving my hands. “That just came out of the blue.”

“It’s fine,” he replies, again giving me that warm smile. “This is what I am here for.”

Slowly, he stands and unbuttons his pants, letting them drop to his thighs. A nice bulge stretches against the tightness of his designer underwear.

“Wow,” I say, impressed.

“You haven’t seen it yet.”

I scoot down on the couch, stopping next to his hip. “Can I touch it?”

“Of course. I already gave you permission to use me any way you want—so long as it stays within the bounds of the rider attached to your account.”

I scrunch my lips at the evil document as I reach toward him. Tentatively, I run my hand down the silky material, feeling the warmth flow into my palm. As I touch the tight sack of his balls, I curl my fingers and move back up again.

When I repeat the motion, he stays perfectly still but says, “Perhaps this would be better without the cloth.”

I nod and drop to my knees in front of him, dipping my fingertips inside the band of his underwear. Slowly, I peel the garment down, and a giant semi-erect penis flops out.

“Oh, my,” I say—both fearful and impressed.

Jalil says as if my consternation is nothing new to him, “It only gets stiffer when I get aroused. I’m not a grower, so please don’t worry.”

I rub around the shaved area, not quite believing, while a nice flowery scent wafts into my nose—like he spritzed down here. But, more than anything else, the throbbing length is warm and alive, with real veins carrying real blood—so different and so much better than a silicon dildo.

“Touch it,” he says.

I swallow a pool of saliva and gently brush my fingers down the shaven length.

The penis hardens from the touch. True to his word, the now straight shaft doesn’t lengthen to any appreciable degree. In all, it’s a little longer than my hand—about eight inches in total, with a nice thickness.

I glance up at him. “It’s beautiful.”

He sends another of his warm smiles, and I’m sold on the idea of continuing with the lesson.

“You can go at your own pace,” he says. “Anything you are comfortable with.”

“This will be my first time really trying, so be gentle.”

“I’m always as I need to be.”

The wording is a bit strange, so I add, “I only want to learn how to get good at blowjobs, so this won’t go any further.”

When he nods, I return my attention to the perfect erection sitting in front of me.

The image of Francois strikes into my thoughts, but my feelings aren’t about loyalty—rather, they’re about my inadequacy of not having the experience he craves. I need to move forward if I want to compete against Madeline Williams or any of those other models who are always around him.

I shove the weird feeling aside because I can’t be that petty. Besides, I tell myself, it’s not really sex, and “This is Paris” after all.

Inwardly, I cringe at my use of the catchall phrase.

Above me, Jalil waits quietly as if there’s all the time in the world.

“Okay, ready?” I ask.

“This is an honor. Would you like me to give you any pointers, or would you like to explore on your own?”

I frown at the over-politeness before realizing I’m popular in the public eye—popular enough for the likes of the paparazzi and Maggie Graham to seek me out. And given that type of attention, his kindness is reassuring. “If you keep your hands at your side and let me go at my own pace, I think that would be best. And please feel free to give me any pointers.”

“I shall do as you wish and not touch you.”

With the legalese out of the way, I bring my lips forward and kiss the tip.

He gives a soft moan, but his hands remain at his side as per our agreement.

Confident he’s not going to apply any pressure, I push out my tongue, exploring the head of his shaft, fixating on the details, trying to notice how to get better. A few seconds pass before heat fills my posterior and my mouth starts watering in anticipation of the next step.

“Is this okay?” I ask.

“Wonderful,” he replies.

I push my lips over the tip, reveling in having something real in my mouth.

He sucks in a deep breath and releases a groan of approval.

The positive reinforcement helps, and I take him further inside. When he gets about halfway in, I gag and pull away.

“That’s okay,” he says. “Just take things at your own speed. I’ll be happy with whatever you do and if you need advice, just ask.”

I let out a nervous giggle. “Kinda hard to talk with my mouth full.”

He laughs and says in his cute accent, “Here is a piece of unsolicited advice. Always make sure you have contact. So when you pull off, use your hand.”

“Like this,” I say, grabbing his shaft—happy to have such an experienced partner.

“Exactly,” he replies with a cute smirk.

I could get to like this. And he is super hot—especially now that my feminine side is up.

“Rub up and down,” he suggests.

When I comply, he says, “Perhaps I can describe different things as you go, so you can try them?”

“That would help,” I reply and push the length back into my mouth—or at least as much as will go in. Then, as I bob my head, he offers suggestions. Many times, the words are the same, but said in differing tones of encouragement—sometimes incredibly shy and gentle and other times stern and demanding. “You can do this.” “Slow, as if your mouth is a love passage.” “Now, vary, a little faster.” “Pull in your cheeks to get more pressure.” “Remember to keep your lips over your teeth. At least until you get more experience.” “Be like a sheath around my sword—a new home to my penis.”

With his cock stuffing my mouth, the conversation is one-sided. The advice is a lot to keep track of, but I try to do as he commands, enjoying the hardness and pulsing of his flesh. After all, he’s performed this act before and knows what I’m experiencing, so I assume these pointers should help me get much better.

As the time passes, I notice more details as I proceed with the exercise: how much I drool over the shaft, his little cries and squirms of excitement, the added heat over my tongue, and the blood flowing into my loins.

Every minute or so, I have to pull off him to collect my breath, remembering to substitute my hand for my mouth. The term “job” in blowjob seems to be correct. Coordinating my breathing and tongue with the bobbing movements as well as keeping my lips firm and my mouth tight isn’t easy work. And that’s not even accounting for keeping up his pleasure.

Unfortunately, my muscles soon tire. Realizing I can’t go much longer, I fill my lungs with air and push as far down as I can go. Then I start moving up and down the length of the shaft, determined to finish the job.

However, minutes pass and despite his moans, he doesn’t reach an orgasm.

Finally, I stop. Part of me is disappointed, while part of me is happy. I wasn’t sure if I should swallow or spit it out anyway. “Sorry, I’m not used to this. It’s a little exhausting,” I explain.

His eyes register disappointment, but he says as some form of compliment, “It’s a start.”

“But?” I ask with concern.

He helps me to my feet. “But nothing,” he says and kisses my forehead. “With more experience, I’m sure you can become good at this.”

I frown as my apprehensions rise from the condescending tone. “I don’t want to leave you like that,” I blurt and grab his still-hard penis. “How about a hand job?”

“Oh, no,” he says and steps away. As he pulls up his pants, he adds, “Everything was very nice. But for me, receiving oral is always about finishing or as a prelude to something more.”

As I open my mouth to speak, he adds, “Of course, that’s not something we agreed to.”

“No, it isn’t.”

As if not hearing, he says in a sweet voice, “This was wonderful for a first time, and I’ll show you more the next time.”

I don’t protest his assumption of us continuing this on a regular basis. Somehow, the notion of me again sucking a virtual stranger’s cock in order to get better to please the person I’d like to be my boyfriend while he’s away, now seems normal—even ordinary.

It’s Paris after all.

I scowl at the catchall phrase, although it seems more apropos than anything else to describe this encounter.

As he leaves, he says, “You are very beautiful, and perhaps next time, you can bring me to fulfillment.”

With his mention of a lack of a climax, I can’t help but feel inadequate with my effort.

A thought enters my head, and I frown.

Beautiful but terrible at sex.

If I’m going to keep Francois, I’ll have to do a lot better.
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My insides knot as I stare at the laptop screen.

There’s a giant image of me looking with wide, surprised eyes through a tinted window. It was taken as we entered the manor house for the Neo Splendor shoot and is the featured photo of the Maggie Graham article for The World Wants to Know Weekly.

The title reads:
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Samantha Jacobs, the mystery woman with no past.

I rub my eyes in frustration. I shouldn’t be surprised by any of this, but I am.

Feelings of inadequacy rise inside me, and my shoulders slump. I’m so unprepared for what’s coming. I really need a class on this—to add to my other million lessons.

This issue has only been up for a day, but the obnoxious view counter is already at five hundred thousand and counting.

I slouch further into my chair.

And this trash isn’t only on the Internet; it’s in every supermarket too.

I just don’t understand how people could take this or anything this rag of a newspaper produces seriously. On the other side of my picture is a story about space aliens and election interference.

There are already a lot of comments at the bottom of the page. Most are directed at the Maggie Graham piece—making me the popular feature for the week.

With mounting trepidations, I click on the link to the complete article, which is laced with pictures of me during the shoot—some flattering, like when I’m posing, and others showing me with serious or even unhappy expressions. Those are the ones with bold-faced caps.

Against my better judgment, I read the drivel.
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She’s the one with the alluring eyes, where you can imagine her being happy or sad, or strong and vulnerable—a contradiction of slutty innocence. Taking the Internet by storm just over six months ago, Samantha Jacobs has only furthered her career since then.

But…

I groan. There’s always a “But.’”
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Besides modeling photos, there isn’t much online about her. No social media. No casual pictures. No family. Her entire existence is shrouded in secrecy.

Samantha Jacobs is a pseudonym, no doubt.

The notion of giving an interview with this type of innuendo and scrutiny only fuels my inhibitions. I’m so out of my league that I can’t even give a proper blowjob. How would I even be able to pull off something at this level?

I skim further down.
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…In person, she is stunning and she knows it. Her demands for this shoot were many, and only a few people are allowed into her personal life. One might be tempted to use the word Diva…

“What?” I utter at the screen, raising my hands in frustration. “They’re demands for privacy!”

When the issue of Violet Rose with me came out, I wanted to get a copy. Now all I want to do is take a flamethrower and torch every last place that sells this tabloid.

I pause my train of thought.

That level of violence is probably a bit much, and they could easily print more copies. Not to mention that waging some sort of holy war wouldn’t help Christine’s plan to “Nudge the World.”

I lean back in the chair, trying to stabilize my mental state, and read on.

[image: ]


Even though she speaks with an American accent, she said nothing to dispel the notion that she’s a Russian mob princess who fled to Paris to avoid getting into the family business. Indeed, it only adds to the other obvious mysteries at work here.

A groan leaves my lips.

The puff pieces I’ve done at least had a version of the truth. This article is based on secretly taken pictures and only uses the ones that back up the mystery narrative.

As I scroll to the end, my heart races and my lungs labor for air.
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In short, nobody knows what to make of this mystery woman, but rest assured, we at The World Wants to Know Weekly will find out for our dear readers.

The first comment from their Readers Respond Section starts with: She’s probably a dude.

I scan through the pictures again, wondering what part of my outside isn’t feminine. I certainly wasn’t showing anything down there. Then I read the replies that basically state there’s no evidence to back up the speculation and that nobody as pretty as Samantha Jacobs could be a guy.

However, even with the rebuttal, I can’t relax. Although I’m safe for now, it’s only a matter of time before the truth comes out—especially with the promise of more scrutiny.

And then what?

The edges of my vision darken while nausea floods into my being.

As a panic attack threatens to engulf me, I force myself to keep breathing and hurriedly call for a car. Then, trying not to pass out, I throw on my long winter jacket and stumble outside.
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“Oh, no. You are not coming in tonight,” Christine says after unlatching, unchaining, and opening the door.

My ride drives off and the taillights disappear down the desolate street. “Can I wait inside while I call another car? I mean, I was having a panic attack—I’d really like to talk.”

Something that sounds like a cross between a sigh and a growl leaves her mouth. “Only if you promise this is the last time you’re showing up like this.”

I nod. “Unless it’s something really important.”

She raises her hands and rolls her eyes to the heavens in one of her grandiose gestures of frustration. “Why are you so needy? Did you not get enough attention as a child?”

“No—I mean, I tried not to. I couldn’t stand most of my mother’s boyfriends and they were around most of the time, so I always hid out until they were gone. When I was alone with my mother, things were wonderful.”

“That was a rhetorical question,” she says, tensing her fingers like she wants to wrap them around my neck. An uneasy moment passes before she decides that murdering someone on the front steps of her home probably isn’t a great idea—either that, or I’m more valuable to her alive than dead—and moves to the side. “Tonight, I’m making the coffee extra strong.”

Five minutes later, the aroma of coffee wafts into the air as I sit on the couch in the living room. Christine enters from the kitchen with two mugs and hands me the one with cream and sugar. After she sits in the chair and takes a long drink from hers, she asks, “So what is it this time?”

“Did you see the article?”

“Yes,” she answers with a shrug.

When she doesn’t elaborate, I say, “But there aren’t facts in it. Everything is innuendo.”

She drinks another mouthful of coffee. “I’m not sure what you expected would happen. It sucks that it did and that it speeds up our timetable, but at least, it’s getting noticed.”

“Noticed?” I reply, visualizing the ever-increasing page counter, which I’m certain is over a million by now.

“Yes, as long as they spell your name right, no news is bad news.”

I sigh at the unfairness of everything.

“What?”

“It’s just that she literally took the worst five minutes of my day and spun this whole story around it.”

“Get used to that.”

“Used to what?”

“People taking license with the truth.”

As I groan, she adds, “But, we can do the same thing by taking the best five minutes of your day and building a new narrative.”

When I stay quiet, she says, “That’s why doing that interview with Sophia Boucher is important. People take her seriously, not like… like this tabloid.”

“I’m so not ready for any of this,” I say, slouching from the weight of the world. “And she’s promising more articles about me.”

Christine’s hands rise in another of her grand gestures. “This is only a game. You should never take anything personally.”

“When it’s my picture and the words are about me, things feel kinda personal.”

“Well, they’re not. You’re only clickbait to these people.”

“Thanks.”

“I don’t understand what you were expecting, but you should view them as just a means to an end for you too.”

“I’m not that uncaring.”

She shakes her head. “You’re just not willing to accept the world as it is.”

As a reply, I sip from my mug before saying, “I need another class for this.”

“I can find somebody for that. Hell, this is something I can even teach you myself. But…” She pauses until I meet her gaze. “Ultimately, this is going to be on you. You’re fine doing the work, but you aren’t taking it into the real world.”

“I do great in the modeling shoots.”

“That’s a controlled environment. Just like those puff-piece interviews. It’s up to you to take this to the next level.”

I frown at how easy Christine makes everything sound. Unlike her, who’s from an established family and has most likely been dealing with stuff like this since she could speak, I’m just a nobody from a broken home.

She takes a deep breath, and her expression softens. “Look, I know you came here for reassurance, and that’s what I’m trying to do. If you stay true to yourself, I know you have it in you to make this whole thing work. You’re a lot more than you believe you are.”

The words wash off me, and I say, “I should go home now.”

She rolls her eyes in frustration but quickly calms herself. “Okay, just let me know if there’s anything else I can do.”

As I leave, stepping around piles of manila envelopes to head downstairs, more feelings of inadequacy crash into me.

While Christine maintains that all news is good news and is trying her best, I find myself wanting to crawl into a hole.
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Scents of the same spritzed fragrance flood into my nose as I bob my head over Jalil’s freshly shaved shaft. This is the fourth blowjob session we’re doing together, but even though I think I’m improving, the results have been the same—he always leaves unfulfilled. While he’s still encouraging me, the words have gained a hint of impatience.

I’ve considered finding a different partner because, despite the intimacy of these sessions, I have no attachment to this man. But, even if I switched, there’s no guarantee things would turn out any differently. Also, since he has experience in both receiving and giving, his advice should be better than just someone who’s only gotten a blowjob.

If only I could get him to the finish. I’m taking in more of his length—about two-thirds of his eight inches—and holding it in longer. Even though that’s not deep-throating or anything, I still believe the effort is pretty good.

However, his tone and tenor suggest otherwise.

I’m more insecure about my sexual abilities than ever. Jalil’s even taken to suggesting that perhaps this is something I’ll never master and that I should concentrate more on the intercourse part, which is also something he’s had a lot of experience with—both ways.

There’s so much to take in, but all I know is that I’ll need as many weapons as I can get to combat the charms of one Madeline Williams. At least after I put them into practice and master the techniques. Anal sex hopefully won’t be as hard as giving blowjobs—although I’m sure I can be better, at least I can claim men have orgasmed taking me that way.

Unlike the current situation.

Determined to change that, I push forward as far as I can, hoping to get the head past my gag reflex and surprise him by taking the whole length inside me. To open my throat, I shove out my tongue like he told me—as if I’m saying “Ah” to a doctor—and will myself to accept the intrusion.

Moments pass as my eyes water and my stomach threatens to wretch.

The tip doesn’t go any further, and I pull back, keeping half of his cock in my mouth while trying to suck in deep breaths through my nose.

“Look up,” he says in a more commanding voice than ever.

I open my eyes and lift my gaze.

“Perhaps I can help you improve.”

I pull off him, remembering to keep stroking for his pleasure. “I’m doing better.”

“For what you want, I think we both understand better isn’t good enough. You still can’t bring me over the edge.”

Inwardly, I curse for mentioning the general reason for my desires during one of our informal online chats.

“What do you think would help?”

“If you will allow me to use my hands to guide your head,” he asks, seeking to expand upon our agreement.

I blow out a frustrated breath, focusing on the ultimate goal. What happens in the club, stays in the club, and given my results, his suggestion to take this a step further is as good an idea as any. “Okay, please be gentle.”

He gives a smile as a gleam shines in his dark eyes.

Before I can process the new look, his hands grab my head and tug me toward him.

I part my lips just before his shaft slams into my mouth.

“Finding a good rhythm is important,” he says and uses my mouth like a vagina, bringing himself back and forth into me with smooth, measured strokes. As soon as I settle into the motions, he adds, “That is wonderful, however, variation is also required.”

He yanks me into him, and I gag as the tip of his cock tries to spear past the base of my throat. After a minute, he shoves my head back, allowing me some air. “Let’s do that again until you get used to it.”

He repeats the action, but this time I’m more prepared and shove my tongue forward, trying to make things easier. My body wants to rebel, and I struggle to keep myself in position and relax. When he allows me to breathe again, my eyes are tearing up from the effort.

“Is this too much?” he asks. “We can always try again at a later date.”

With my mouth still stuffed with his hard rod, I give small shakes of my head. I know I can do this and get him to cum.

He brings me into him again and again, using me orally as a sheath for his cock. Sometimes the movements are savage, while other times timid to demonstrate different variations. All the while, he speaks, telling me to use my tongue and suck in my cheeks to enhance his pleasure.

The pleasure I’m going to give to Francois, I tell myself in order to keep going.

Finally, my jaw tires, and muscles across my body twitch from exhaustion.

I push him off me.

As I wipe my watery eyes and labor to gather my breath, he stares down with open dissatisfaction.

“Sorry,” I say, unsure of why I’m apologizing. Am I that insecure? “I’ll do better next time.”

“Perhaps there shouldn’t be a next time.”

“What?” I say. Even though I’ve considered another partner, his threatening to end these sessions just gives fuel all my performance anxieties. “I know I’ll get better,” I blurt.

“It’s difficult to keep leaving, unfulfilled.”

“I can keep going,” I reply, pushing myself forward.

He stops me. “For today, this isn’t going to happen.”

“Is there some other way I can satisfy you?” I ask before thinking things through.

His lips purse as he takes a moment to think. “Perhaps…”

“What?”

“No,” he says, “we’ve already ruled that as out of bounds.”

I sit back on my heels, understanding what he’s proposing. I wanted to keep that part off limits—only for Francois—but I do want to get better at everything too.

“You have improved with the oral sex, and we should consider that enough,” he announces into the silence and pulls up his pants.

That’s one way I’m experienced and one way I know he’ll enjoy. “We could try something more,” I say, not wanting him to leave disappointed again. “Maybe you can make me better at it too?”

He turns and asks innocuously, “Better at what?”

Even though we both know exactly what I’m speaking of, I say for the benefit of the club, “Anal sex.”

“Is that an offer to broaden our agreement?”

I nod.

“Please, you have to say what you want.”

I swallow and take a moment. I feel so beat up from paparazzi and gossip-spewing reporters and nonstop classes all pushing me past my comfort limits. Not to mention my sexual shortcomings and my losing battle of trying to keep Francois from a model who he’s now with day and night. I just want to do one thing right, and I know I can make him cum this way. After taking a deep breath, I say, “I’d like you to fuck me and give me lessons on how to be better at anal sex.”

His sensuous lips broaden into a bright smile. “Of course, I’ve already told you that, within the rider limits, my body is at your disposal. But in light of our past experience, I agree only if you allow me to take full control—so you can become better, faster.”

I nod then add because I have to say things like this out loud, “Yes, you can have full control. I’ll follow your lead.”

He claps and rubs his hands together with glee. “Excellent. Let’s get started.”

I walk to the dining room table and flip up my skirt.

He steps to me and takes my hand. “Proper fun should be had in a bed.”

I purse my lips and nod, not only because I agreed to his conditions, but because for experience’s sake, I should be doing it somewhere besides lying on the couch or being bent over a table.

With happy strides, he tugs me into my bedroom.

When we reach the bed, he shucks off his clothing. His body is smooth, lean, and perfectly toned. It’s an amazing sight, and I should be more excited than I am.

“Should I grab some lube?” I ask.

He smirks. “Sex can happen at any time, so you should be prepared. Use your oral skills to get it wet.”

Considering how long his cock has been edging against my throat over the past week, I shouldn’t feel weird about the request, but somehow, it feels demeaning.

With a flush coming over my cheeks, I kneel in front of his nude form and take him in my mouth. He’s already hard, so at least, that’s not an issue. After a minute of my sucking and dripping drool over his cock, he says, “Make sure to lick the whole thing.”

I obey and start from his balls, using my tongue to slather everything up to the tip.

Another minute passes before he stands me up and rips the comforter off the bed.

He gestures for me to get on, and I crawl onto the satiny sheets and roll onto my back, facing him.

“Turn over with your ass toward me,” he commands.

When I do so, he grabs my hips and guides me back to the bottom of the mattress, so my feet hang over the edge. Then he touches the insides of my thighs, and I spread my legs, lowering myself. He flips up my skirt, and his hands explore the roundness of my ass.

I’m at his mercy, and a shiver of fear runs through my form.

What have I gotten into?

But I focus on the end goal and calm the turmoil churning inside my head as he pulls my panties down.

Perhaps by accident or perhaps on purpose, the back of his hand brushes against my now free-hanging balls.

I tremble, uncomfortable with that aspect of my body—especially in this vulnerable position.

He leans forward and puts a finger against my mouth. “Get this wet.”

I suck on it until he pulls away.

The moist finger moves to my anus, circling and pressing against the opening. Then he shoves into me.

I gasp from the coldness as he wriggles it around, expanding my sphincter.

A moment later, the intrusion disappears and the enormous head of his eight-inch cock presses against me.

Even though I’d rather have more slipperiness, I’ve done it this way too. Although there’s more friction and pain, there’s more pleasure too—at least with Francois.

However, this will be the largest thing anyone’s tried to put in there. For a moment, I wish Amber would have oversized her dildo.

The thought evaporates in a stab of pain as his flesh slams at the opening.

I grimace and grab fistfuls of sheets.

Another stab comes and then another. Finally, the enormous head slips inside, and I breathe a sigh of relief.

The rest is easier as my insides expand to accommodate him, and soon, his smooth balls touch my bottom, rubbing up against the underside of mine.

Even though my passage feels stuffed, the sensation of getting laid after these few weeks is welcome. Sex is certainly something I find pleasurable.

Jalil rests for a moment from his exertions, then he grabs my hair and pulls me upright.

Surprised, I lean back into him.

He reaches to my waist and lifts my blouse over my head.

My going topless isn’t technically what we agreed to, but I didn’t tell him not to either. And since he’s already impaled inside me, I stay quiet. A second later, he unclasps my bra and slips it down my arms.

His hands find my breasts and squeeze. “These are magnificent,” he says in my ear. “You should never hide them.”

I nod, uncertain of how to respond. Jalil is the first person to see them—not even Francois has had this privilege.

For the next minute, he fondles me, rubbing in circles and twisting the mounds of flesh in every direction.

“Have you used these to pleasure a man?”

“You mean like a titty fuck?” I ask after taking a moment to understand the question.

“Exactly.”

I shake my head.

“Perhaps we can work on that too sometime,” he says and pinches my nipples, hard.

I cry out from the pain as he shoves me back onto the mattress.

After I push onto my hands, he starts banging me in earnest. His huge cock pulls out halfway and thrusts back in, slowly at first, then faster and deeper.

I claw at the sheets, struggling to maintain my position.

Finally, he shifts backward and pauses, gathering his strength.

I prepare for a bull-like shove, and he doesn’t disappoint, savagely forcing himself forward.

Moments pass as he stays still, buried to the hilt—deep inside me

After the silence becomes awkward, I twist my head to him. “Is everything okay?”

He gives that warm smile, which has lost its prior cuteness. “Of course, better than okay. You’re so beautiful and so tight.”

Not needing an intimate physical description of my anatomy, I ask, “Why are you stopping?”

“It’s time for your lesson to start,” he says with lewdness in his stare.

As my eyes widen, he slaps my butt, and I yelp from the stinging pain.

He chuckles and rubs the area with gentle motions. “That’s just an attention-getter and what happens to bad girls. So be a good girl and pay attention.”

I nod, unsure of what to say.

He says in a kind tone, “When someone’s inside you, there are many ways you can increase his pleasure. Instead of staying still and letting your partner do all the work, you should use your assets.”

As I wonder about my assets, he tilts in thought and murmurs to himself, “How do I best explain this?”

While I wait him out, I can only appreciate how ridiculous my position is for a pleasant chat. I’m on hands and knees with his cock stabbed deep in my ass, and he’s mulling over how to say something in a logical way.

I sigh, bringing my thoughts back to important matters. Francois is returning soon. The clock’s ticking, and I’d like to get a lot better at a lot of things.

My neck cricks from the strain of looking over my shoulder, and I grimace.

His stare returns to me. “Perhaps I should just show you.”

“Um, sure,” I reply.

He pulses his cock.

My insides shiver, and I moan, “Oh, that’s nice.”

“There are things you can do with your body to make things better for your partner. For both of us. This is like when you are giving oral, you can use pressure, or vary your motions, or move your tongue differently.”

“Right, I remember what you said. And licking and using your hands.”

“Exactly. But hopefully here, you can perform these things better than before.”

“Sure,” I reply, frowning at the slight against all my prior efforts to get him off.

“And then there are the combinations—putting everything together. And you use them just like the techniques I’ve taught you for oral sex. And you have to get the feel for your partner, so you can do the right thing at the right moment.

“That sounds like a lot.”

“Yes, we’ll have to do this many times for you to try everything and gain expertise at it.”

As my annoyance at the slights grows, he says, “Go ahead and squeeze tight.”

I compress my passage, gripping his shaft.

“Oh, yes,” he says. “How is that for you?”

“Um, okay,” I reply, still hating the timing and position of the discussion. And the fact that everything seems to need a moan or some other sound of pleasure to complete the sentence.

“You see,” he says. “You can control the friction and your enjoyment by varying the pressure.”

I nod.

“Now, wriggle.”

Since I’m the one in the subservient position, I obey and move my bottom from side to side.

“A little up and down and in a small circle too.”

After I figure out how to perform the motions and comply, I ask, “Good?”

Instead of answering, he commands, “Now thrust back like you’re screwing me.”

A moment passes before I reorient my thoughts and obey. The sensation is awkward—I’m impaling myself on a protrusion—and my rear only budges back an inch or so.

“Perhaps more level,” he comments dryly.

Slowly, I face forward and straighten my back to align my passage with his rod. After a few attempts, where I try to adjust my hips and thighs to move in a line, I manage to shove up and down the length of his cock with quick thrusts.

“Now, swivel your hips.”

I turn back to him. “Like rocking back and forth?”

He smiles and twists his hands repeatedly on the sides of my ass. “This way.”

This motion is harder. I’ve done internal squeezing, small side to side and up and down wriggles, and back and forth, but this is the least obvious. I struggle a few times before I can even get the twisting motion down right. It turns out that I need to dip my back and raise my pelvis, so I can grind my hips down at the end of a short thrust. But, judging by the stifled moans coming through his gritted teeth, the whole effort is quite effective.

“How’s that?” I ask.

“It’s a start,” he replies noncommittally.

“I don’t think this stuff is too bad. I’m getting the hang of things pretty easily.”

“There are also the combinations of all these things you need to master as well. It will require us to practice a lot.”

“Do we need to do all this now?” I say almost as a long sigh, thinking of how sore my ass already is and is going to be—even without going through with all this practice.

A chuckle leaves his lips, and he says with a hint of disdain, “Not if you don’t want to.”

“I do want to. It’s just that we’ve been doing this since this morning. Why don’t you just keep going, so you can have that orgasm?”

He gets that I’ve reached my limit and pulls back before shoving inside me again. Then he starts plowing me in earnest.

While I try to clench and unclench my ass to enhance our pleasure, I’m more offbeat than anything else. My lack of rhythm is bad in more ways than one. Although I should be happy with having sex, especially after so long, my soft cock is flopping under me. I should be excited, but with all the techniques spinning around my head, I can’t concentrate on having any fun.

As the thrusts pound my ass, I decide to ignore everything and imagine it’s Francois I’m pleasing. As I lose myself in the fantasy, my cock hardens, and I let out a long moan.

A stinging pain brings me back to reality. “Ouch,” I yelp.

Another slap hits my other ass cheek, and then another as he rides me harder.

Stunned, I try to bear the discomfort, my only thought of getting him to finish.

His hands slam into the sides of my hips, and he squeezes. With the firm grip, he yanks me back to meet each of his violent intrusions. The bedsprings squeak and the headboard bangs against the wall as, again and again, his bare pelvis slams into the smooth skin of my round bottom with loud smacks.

A hot discomfort radiates from my passage, and I swear I can smell tissue burning from the friction. The pain rises until my mind gives up. Then, to my shock, my body begins moving in unison with his motions, firing backward to meet his shoves and squeezing tight when he pulls away. I slip into the moment as budding waves of pleasure shove cries of delight from my throat.

My newfound sluttiness is too much for him, and soon, he stiffens and plows his entire length into me.

A moan pours from me while I tighten around his cock, willing him to finish.

At the last instant, he yanks himself out, and hot fluid spurts over my lower back. Then as I gather my breath, happy the ordeal is finally over, he smears the warmth over my skin, bringing his hands down to moisten my ass cheeks and insides of my thighs before circling my still gaping anus.

A semen-coated finger dips inside me, and I shiver from the new invasion—despite having just been screwed silly by a far larger rod of flesh.

Jalil pulls it out and steps to the side of the bed. The digit that was up my colon waves in front of my lips. “Have a taste,” he commands.

Although a strange request, I stupidly open my mouth and suck on it, tasting a blend of his cum and my asshole, struggling to rationalize why this act might be hot for some guys and perhaps even useful for getting Francois back.

When the finger is nice and shiny clean, he steps away and leers up and down my body, examining his handiwork with gleaming eyes.

Too numb to do anything else, I stay still in the doggy position with a flush of shame staining my cheeks.

“We’ll do more the next time,” he says as he dresses. “I’ve got a lot to teach you.”

I nod, feeling more than a little dirty from the appearance of my slutty side, and wonder why everything feels a little off.

After he leaves, I rush into the bathroom and brush my teeth and rinse my mouth twice with mouthwash. Then I jump into the shower and scrub hard. When I reach my privates, my cock springs to life and my body quivers from a budding orgasm.

I pause and stand under the running water, alarmed by the reaction, and fight my conflicting emotions about what just happened.
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The camera snaps from high above as I lie in a flowing crimson dress on a glossy white fabric. This photoshoot is the last thing I need at the moment, and I’m struggling to maintain my focus. I’m still warring with feelings of shame and arousal from yesterday’s session with Jalil—with my bottom sore from the pounding, but my mouth watering and my cock twitching from the thought of his perfect eight inches plundering my openings.

I never imagined my inner slut could be so strong.

However, the thought of his hands running over my skin makes me feel unclean.

Last night, in an attempt to reconcile the disparate feelings, I threw away the sheets and sprayed air freshener all over the apartment. Even so, I had a restless sleep—battling thoughts of excitement and wrongness. I hate that a good part of me is thrilled for another session of learning, rationalizing that I need to get better for Francois. But even though I know without a doubt that yesterday was a giant step in that direction and was the best I’ve ever been in bed, something about the whole thing makes me uncomfortable about taking more slutty steps with Jalil.

Am I that much of a prude?

Maybe, or perhaps the reservations stem from something else. Even though Jalil was excited by my body, somehow, he made it seem like it was my fault he needed to be rough to get himself off.

I sigh, not sure of how to sort things out. All I know is that my self-doubts are stronger than ever.

The snapping of the camera stops, and footsteps clank down a metal staircase. “Something’s not working with this shot,” Marta says, stepping to me.

Although the photographer is the same, this shoot is the opposite of the Neo Splendor one. Instead of a modern-day palace, we’re inside a warehouse, and this time, the entire crew was sent home before I arrived, leaving only three of us—Marta, Yvette, and me.

And unlike the experience at the country manor, the secrecy of this location has been preserved, so the paparazzi have been absent from the day too. I’ve only had my first class for dealing with them, but the things I learned were eye-openers. And now that I know what I’m looking for, I’ve noticed more of them in my neighborhood, trying to find celebrities for some juicy gossip. Hell, with phones nowadays and social media accounts wanting something to go viral with, almost anyone can be one.

Marta’s eyes wander over the colorful sheets draped down the walls and covering the floor. This session is for a high-fashion client. Everything is artsy with shots designed to maximize negative space—which means my form is tiny in the frame, so any issues should be more about the lighting and wardrobe than about me.

The lithe photographer doesn’t find anything wrong with the setup and calls for makeup.

Yvette hustles over to remove the shine from the sweat I’m building up under the harsh glare of the lighting. As she powders my face, Marta says to me, “After we get this one right, we’ll be moving in for closeups, so I need you on your game.”

Because I’m really not on my game, I bite back a protest and return a simple nod, unsure of how to focus past my issues.

“This would work better outside in the fresh air and during the daytime,” Marta muses, staring at the doorway.

I frown at the words. One thing I don’t need is an endless flow of passersby gawking at me.

“But of course, we have your conditions to work around,” she adds, obviously referring to the Maggie Graham article.

Wondering how much she believes, I say as a joke, “Well, I don’t want to get gunned down by a rival clan from the Russian mafia.”

“No doubt,” she replies, ignoring the lame attempt at humor.

As I wonder if I need a class on comedy too, she adjusts my positioning. After moving my legs and having me lean up to show more boob, she hustles back to the top of the metal staircase.

“Are you ready?” she asks.

I nod.

As the camera snaps, she adds, “Perhaps try changing facial expressions also.”

Although I’m sure these nuances will be lost in the final ads, I force a variety of different looks on my face, struggling to ignore the dirty feel of Jalil’s touch on my skin and fantasies of his thick cock having its way with my mouth and ass.

“And a little more energy as well.”

I tilt my head higher and take a deep breath. With my pose and positioning handled, I imagine there’s no photographer or set or lighting. There’s only me and the camera.

Only me and the camera, I repeat to myself, getting into the moment.

“That’s better,” Marta says. “Keep it up. We’ve got a long way to go.”

I force a smile, steeling myself for the rest of the day. I’m a professional, and somehow, I’ll figure things out.
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I’m tired, and I should be sleeping after the exhausting shoot. But I can’t get comfortable on the bed, where my sense of shame battles with budding touches of lust.

My eyes wander to the couch, and I wonder if I should move my sheets over there to try to forget about everything.

Instead, I turn to the laptop, where I’m having a DM conversation with Jalil. He’s trying to set up another session with me, and I hate that I’m excited by the different things he’s hinting at doing.

I type: I’m not sure this is something I want, and press the enter button. The text pops into the bottom of the scrolling screen.

Samantha::I’m not sure this is something I want.

His reply arrives instantly.

Jalil::You’ve come a long way. This is something you should desire to continue.

Samantha::Last time was a little too rough.

Jalil::I can be whatever you wish. Rough, gentle, domineering, or caring. I’m only trying to help you become better.

When I don’t respond, another message appears.

Jalil::When we first started, remember how much of a novice you were. And how much you enjoyed sucking my cock.

The words are at least true to some extent. There were pleasurable moments.

Jalil::And you enjoy my company.

Our conversations, when we moved on to sex, were interesting. I enter my next response.

Samantha::I don’t know. You pushed a lot of boundaries.

Jalil::Remember, you agreed to everything we did.

Samantha::Not everything.

Jalil::You didn’t say no to anything I asked, so some part of you must have wanted to explore being subservient, and judging from your cries of passion at the end, you enjoyed it.

Flustered, I type a reply but then delete it. I tell myself that I did everything for getting Francois back, but…

I rub my eyebrows, confused, wondering if the domineering style he displayed during our last session is something that, in the darkest recesses of my mind, I desire.

Am I that subservient?

I shake my head, not understanding why I have such mixed emotions. I think back to my existence as Sam Jacob—unassuming, bland college student. The one who never led and was content to obey and stay in the background. Hell, he survived and thrived on minimum-wage jobs, taking guidance all the time.

Jalil::Samantha?

I push my face into my hands, not understanding what to do. I need to improve—especially given Francois’ closeness to Madeline Williams, who I’m sure is better in bed than me—as is probably everybody else. But something feels wrong with what I’m doing too, and it’s not because of “This is Paris” either.

Between all the thoughts of Francois, Jalil, and sex, I shift uncomfortably from dampness around my privates

I feel reach down under my long nightshirt and touch my panties, which are moist with pre-cum—even though I’m not hard in the slightest. More confused than ever, I blow out a breath, tempted to say yes to Jalil’s request. If I list everything that’s okay and not okay and keep to those boundaries, everything should be fine.

No matter how much pressure he puts on me.

I type into the box: Okay, but you have to listen to everything I say and⁠—

My cellphone beeps with a message and breaks my train of thought. When I touch the notification on the screen, a text from Christine pops up:

Are you awake?




I reply:

Yes.




The phone rings.

I head to the couch and plop myself down before I answer. “Hi, isn’t this a little late?”

“The Neo Splendor fee is coming in,” Christine replies. “I’m going to wire it into your account after it clears. You’ll be happy with the amount.”

“Thanks,” I say, suspicious. This is something she could have emailed after the fact, so something else is bothering her. Rather than waiting her out, I ask, “Is there anything else?”

“I just wanted to touch base because the photographer had some concerns about you. She said you were off, and the shots took longer to get than the last time.”

“She seemed happy with the results.”

“Yes, and the client is even happier.”

“So, what’s the issue?” I say, wanting to return to my own problems.

“Marta had to explain to the client why things went into overtime to get the final shots. I’m trying to smooth things over, but she’s asking a lot of questions.”

“Good thing Francois is coming back soon.”

“This isn’t like you.”

“Well, there’s always a first time for everything.”

A sigh leaks over the line, and I imagine Christine rubbing her eyes. Finally, she says, “I see you’ve been having some fun—you’ve been busy this past week.”

Now, it’s my turn to rub my eyes. Of course, all get-togethers made via Le Club need to be made in the site’s calendar—which a person’s sponsor can access. “Yes, I’m taking your advice on improving at sex. So what of it?”

“Look, I’m on your side.”

I blow out an impatient breath.

“You’ve seen Jalil four times over the last week.”

“Getting good at blowjobs takes a lot of practice.”

“Jalil has been having appointments before he’s gone to your place.”

“What?” I say, straightening. “We’ve been doing the sessions in the morning, so I don’t understand how⁠—”

“Before each of your meetings, he’s scheduled a 7 a.m. and you usually meet with him around eleven, right?”

Even though she can’t see me, I nod. “Yes.”

“And he’s been scheduling other ones afterward. At least for the first three. He canceled the last one.”

A sinking feeling hits the pit of my stomach, and I slouch. But at least I know appointments can be canceled now.

“Samantha?”

“I’m still here.”

“He’s been double-dipping with you as the second course.”

“So he was making sure to cum before he met with me?”

“Obviously. I don’t have any specific details, but I’d guess at least once or maybe even twice or more.”

I think of my own experiences with pleasing myself—once a day was more than enough. And on the very few occasions it happened twice, the act took forever and left me spent for the next day. If he had already orgasmed twice before meeting me, it would be almost impossible to get him off.

And I let him fuck me, which was probably his goal the whole time and the source of my odd feelings about everything. They weren’t about the slutty things I did; they were about being manipulated. I shiver, suddenly feeling soiled at the remembrance of Jalil wiping his seed over and into me—he was marking his territory with semen. And what’s worse is that too big a part of me enjoyed the degradation that came with it.

And that was the best I’ve ever been at sex because I needed to be or he wouldn’t have gotten off at all. And if he hadn’t, he would have just used that lack of fulfillment to get more.

“I’m not certain why he’s got those appointments afterward,” Christine says.

“I know why,” I reply, but don’t elaborate any further. “Why didn’t you mention this sooner?”

“Contrary to what you might believe, I’m not trying to control every aspect of your life. You’re a big girl now, so you need to own the decisions you make. I only get involved when I think there’s an issue.”

I bite back a response, glad everything is audio only.

“Remember, it’s always important to have boundaries set and to be ready to say no.”

“I’m understanding that now,” I reply through gritted teeth, wondering if there should be a class for this too. “I just wanted to get the lessons, so I thought they were part of them.”

“Look, you’re a really desirable partner, so people might do odd things to stay with you.”

The notion is foreign to me—at least from Sam’s perspective. And as Samantha, I only want to be desirable for one person in particular. Suddenly angry, I blurt, ”Can’t you do anything to him?”

“Did Jalil force himself on you or break any agreement?”

“No.”

“Then he hasn’t broken any rules. And he’s got a sponsor to protect his interests too.”

“What he did is still wrong.”

“What Jalil did isn’t wrong. It’s slimy but not wrong by Le Club rules. I know of him, and he’s always skirting the edge of what’s right. One day, he’ll go too far, and I’ll make sure I’m there to apply the punishment. But until then, this is something you need to put in the past.”

As I grind my teeth, she adds, “There are going to be worse people that you’ll meet as you move up in the world.”

“Ugh,” I reply. “There should be a class for that too.”

“What you went through is real life and better than any class.”

“Well, real life sucks.”

“You’re Samantha Jacobs. You can ask for whatever you want—and get it.”

“Understood,” I say and hang up.

I hustle to the laptop and reread the DM conversation. The level of manipulation I can see in the words is clear now—as is everything he did during our time together. He knew I was never going to get him off orally. No matter how hard I tried or how good I got.

Because he wanted everything.

No matter what we agree to beforehand, he’ll lace his words and actions with innuendo of how I could do better if only I’d let him dictate beyond whatever terms we’ve set.

Another message rolls in:

Jalil::Samantha?

Jalil::I know we can work out any issues you’re having.

I’m having? Even though he can’t see my expression, I glare extra hard at the screen as I press my finger on the delete button and erase my prior response. Then, with angry smacks on the keyboard, I type in my reply and hit the enter button.

Samantha::Go and have a double session with your 7 a.m. and then another one with whoever you’re scheduling after.

Furious with him and more with myself, I mute his account and close the window.

Let him stew on that—forever.

I log out, angry and ashamed, and spend the next hour moping, humiliated by the memory of his touch—both on the outside and inside.

Then rage seeps into my mood.

I hop back on the laptop and return to Le Club. With my jaw clenched, I type in a search for the most masculine specimen on the site.

Because whatever anyone in Le Club gives can be just as easily erased by someone else in Le Club.
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In just panties and a short skirt, I kneel before my naked tormentor as his meaty hands hold my head and he stabs his hard shaft into my mouth. Cruel ropes bind my forearms, pinning them and my hands high and helpless behind my back. The ones pulling taut over my shoulders and across my torso form an inverted pentagram, pointing down my cleavage, and lead to others curling tight around my breasts in an obscene parody of an open bra—squeezing their normally pert shapes into jutting cones.

With each thrust shoving between my lips, the silky lengths rub over my bare, sweaty skin—the friction generating an uncomfortable warmth throughout my body.

The giant shoves extra hard, pressing the tip of his cock against the top of my throat, his massive girth forcing my lips wide. An unruly mound of pubic hair brushes against my nose and cheeks, filling my view, as he holds my head in place.

I fight a gag reflex, willing my passage to let him in further.

He keeps up the pressure, and darkness fogs the edges of my vision.

As my eyes roll up, he pulls out.

My head lolls, and saliva dribbles down my chin and over my bare chest.

“Miss Jacobs, are you okay?” he asks, in a heavy Eastern European accent. The concern in his voice ruins my illusion of being helpless and at the mercy of a hulking, dominating, and impersonal man.

Mildly upset, I spend a few moments letting my starved lungs suck in hungry breaths.

He says, “We’ve been doing this for fifteen minutes straight—that’s a long time for a throat fucking—apologies for the language.”

Still trying to fight away the dizziness, I can only nod.

“Do you remember how to tap out?”

Because this exercise blocks my speaking apparatus, he’s left my legs untied, and I’m supposed to push my knee forward and onto his toes to tell him to stop. But this rough sex is something I need.

“Yes,” I say, finding my voice and meeting his gaze.

Victor, the bald, brutish man, looking down at me, has a muscular frame and a thick, bristly chest. His face and arms are covered in deep scars, like the marks of a thousand battles, and his eyes are beady and recessed under his broad forehead.

Although not beautiful in the way everyone else is in Le Club, he’s got a force of personality that goes beyond simple charisma. And he is a bondage master, trained by the finest Shibari artists in Japan—a talent that makes me wonder if his membership is based on filling a need required by other members.

In other words, this man’s man is the exact opposite of Jalil and someone I need to remove the little manipulator’s slimy stench off of the intimate parts of my body and out of my apartment.

The hulking brute shifts uneasily. “Should we stop?”

“No, let’s keep going.”

“Make sure to use the safe signal if things get too rough.”

I frown. “Fine, I’ll tap out if I can’t take it. Just don’t cum until I tell you to.”

As an answer, he gets back into character—his eyes turn cold and he sets his lips into a tight line of subdued rage. His thick and calloused hands wrap around my head, and then his massive cock brutally presses against my lips.

I open my mouth—a willing accomplice to the forced invasion.

He wastes no time and shoves his pelvis forward.

My jaw gets pried downward, and his warm, throbbing flesh fills my oral passage. The tip reaches my throat again, and I gag.

For a moment, he stays as far in as he can go, then he pulls back and sends another short thrust blasting into my tonsils.

The same happens again, and then again.

As my eyes moisten from the beating my lips and face take, he holds himself in longer, stifling my breaths, forcing me to look up at him to beg for air.

When I do, he complies by easing back the slightest fraction—only enough so that I moan with the effort of trying to reward my lungs by sucking breaths around his giant shaft.

Then he shoves in again, reducing my universe to the invading rod of flesh and the mound of pubic hair prickling against my face. As the minutes pass, my eyes water, drool leaks from the corners of my lips, and the muscles in my mouth threaten to spasm.

Suddenly, the throbbing shaft leaves. “Miss Jacobs, I’m getting close.”

I take a moment to work my jaw and swallow some saliva, at least the portion that’s not dripping down my chin and bare boobs, stifling my annoyance at him for once again breaking character. I flick my gaze up and say for at least the tenth time for the session, “Call me bitch or slave or something suitably slutty.”

“Of course, Miss Jacobs.”

I stop my eyes from rolling. “I want you to fuck me now.”

“Oh, Miss Jacobs, that would be quite an honor,” he gushes like a fanboy. “I’m usually not like this, but you are so perfect, and I’ve wanted to meet you for so long.”

Annoyed, I focus on his broad hairy chest and muscular legs and long scars, re-imagining him as the dominant male I want. Then I push myself forward and take him into my mouth, getting a last submissive taste before we move to the next step.

He groans when I pull off him. As I struggle to stand on my cramped and stretched legs—made infinitely more difficult without the luxury of my arms, which are still bound high up my back—he grabs my shoulders and helps me to my feet.

Instead of shoving or carrying me as an alpha male should, he waits.

“Lead me like a slave into the bedroom and then shove me onto the bottom of the bed, so my back is facing you,” I say, holding in my exasperation.

He complies, attaching a chained collar around my neck and tugging me to my bed. After he rips off the comforter and gently places me onto the sheets, I push up on my knees, dangling my feet over the edge of the mattress, so my ass is available just like Jalil had me positioned.

“Now pull down my panties and fuck me,” I say.

“Should I get some lubricant?”

I shake my head. “No, you’re slick enough from being in my mouth.”

He pushes up my skirt and then moves my lacy panties down to my thighs.

When the warm head of his cock presses against my anus, I prepare for pain. Even though he is wet from before, he’s got more girth than anyone I’ve ever been with.

He shoves forward, struggling to push past my entrance, and I push back, trying to meet him halfway.

A burst of agony radiates from my bottom as the tip gains purchase and widens the opening. I let out a series of painful grunts while he thrusts until the head slips inside me.

With the hard part over, I grab deep breaths as I get used to the thickest thing that’s ever been mashed into my passage.

Things get easier with each push and soon, his giant balls touch the base of mine and his pubic hair tickles my bottom.

With him in this completely dominating position, I say, “Pull me up straight.”

After he does, I command him to squeeze and play with my boobs.

They’re already swollen from the rope bra and his grip brings discomfort along with pleasure as he kneads the flesh and pinches the nipples.

I moan with pain and delight.

A minute passes before I fall back down to the sheets. “Now fuck me until you’re ready to cum.”

For an answer, he pulls about halfway out and pushes back in.

“Smack my ass too.”

The hand smacks against the bare skin of my rear, and I yelp.

“I’m sorry,” he says, “was that too much?”

“Harder and more,” I say through gritted teeth. “Make it rough.”

He plows back in and pounds my ass, slapping both ass cheeks as well as squeezing and kneading the flesh.

With my hands and torso restrained by the rope ties, each thrust slams my face over the satin sheets and stretches the lengths pulling over my body, cruelly yanking my breasts up and down.

As the stinging pain mounts, I tell myself, “I can take this. I need this.” Besides erasing my submissive memories of Jalil, I’ve also got to obliterate my prudish nature—Francois is coming home soon.

His thrusts come faster as he plunders my ass.

“Harder, harder, harder” I repeat until the bed springs creak and the headboard thumps against the wall to the rhythm of my tormentor’s punishing intrusions—the same sounds I experienced when Jalil was fucking me.

Pain courses through my insides, rising to an unbearable level, and I stifle a cry by biting the satiny material of the sheets.

“Are you okay?” he asks in a concerned voice.

“Yes,” I moan. “Keep doing what you’re doing until you hear the safe word.” Of course, there’s no way I’m uttering anything to stop this.

The pounding continues, and I groan as rising waves of pain and pleasure blast through my body. Ecstasy clouds my mind, and my cock gets hardens with excitement.

Smack!

More slaps ring through my hazy consciousness, and my rear quivers with delight.

When I wanted to get fucked to replace the taint of Jalil, I didn’t realize I’d be getting this good of one…

The punishing thrusts go on and on—for how long, I’m not sure, but just as my body numbs, he stiffens.

“Tell me when you’re going to cum,” I say between gasps.

Lost in his excitement, he grunts an affirmative. Another few seconds pass before he shouts in his heavy accent, “I’m ready!”

“Cum all over my back,” I groan through gritted teeth.

The hard rod of flesh pulls out of me, and I cry out in relief. A moment later, thick, gooey warmth splatters over my backside.

“Smear it all over my ass,” I say.

The rough hands do as I command.

“Now, push some into my asshole.”

“Miss Jacobs?” he asks, returning once again to the super nice and mild-mannered person who stepped through my front door two hours ago.

“Just do it.”

A thick, wet digit pushes into me and wriggles around my passage.

Even though I’m tempted to tell him to shove the slick, dirty finger in my mouth to completely mimic what Jalil did, I restrain myself. His actions and the excitement of what I’ve just tried have dulled my anger and destroyed the grimy feelings I had toward myself. I’ve done enough, and for now, things should be about my pleasure.

“That’s perfect,” I say. “You can stop.”

The intruding length pulls out, leaving me feeling empty yet satisfied.

I sigh, wondering again if he’s been hired to add his expertise in an area that was lacking in the club—certainly, he’s fulfilled everything I needed.

“Are you okay?” he asks in a gentle tone.

“Yeah,” I reply with a nod. “Better than okay.”

“It looked like you wanted to tap out.”

“I did,” I admit.

He laughs. “Apologies if things got a bit too rough.”

“No, everything was perfect. That’s exactly what I wanted—what I needed. Now, please untie me.”

His fingers nimbly run over my body, loosening knots. The tension stretching over and digging into my skin releases, and the ropes fall away.

I blow out a breath as my arms flop to my sides and my breasts drop back into their natural perky shapes. To test that things still work, I roll my shoulders and move my limbs, rubbing at my wrists. Satisfied that everything’s performing as it should, I say, “That was wonderful. Please, get cleaned up and dressed.”

“Yes, Miss Jacobs.”

I decide that rather than trying to correct him for the umpteenth time, I can put up with the fanboy attitude. Being called Miss Jacobs instead of slut or slave should be low on my list of priorities.

While he heads into the bathroom, I fall onto my side and pull up my panties. Then I pull off the collar and toss it on top of the loose pile of ropes.

When he returns to the bedroom—cleaned, dressed, and dragging his traveling trunk, he says, “Was everything to your satisfaction, Miss Jacobs?”

“It was wonderful.”

While he packs up with a giant grin, putting the lengths of rope and collar back into his box of toys—which contains way more interesting and darker implements, I rub at my shoulders, letting blood flow into the cramped muscles and marveling that there are no abrasions on my skin. As he explained when we first began, the specially chosen ropes have enough texture to grip but are slick enough not to burn.

After closing the suitcase, he stares at the unfulfilled bulge under my panties. “Is there anything else you need?”

“Nothing. I’ve never orgasmed that way.”

“I could keep going.”

Quivers run through me. “I’m sure you could,” I say, terrified by my excitement at the prospect. I pull in a deep breath, wondering if my sore body could take any more for the day. After a tantalizing moment, I give in to reality and push my short skirt back down from my waist. “I think that’ll be enough for now.”

“As you wish.”

“Also, I’d like to just lie here and relax,” I add in a sweet voice. “Can you show yourself out?”

“Yes, Miss Jacobs.”

Instead of trying once again to correct him, I brush my hands under and around my boobs, trying to massage away some of the discomfort left from the bondage outfit.

He pauses as he reaches the doorway and says, “I’ll understand if you don’t message me again.”

I stifle a grin. “Maybe, after my body recovers in a few weeks, I might surprise you.”

His eyes widen. “Again, I hope I wasn’t too rough⁠—”

I shake my head before he can apologize for yet another time. “It was good to see how much pain I could take and find my limits.”

“But this isn’t for you?”

“This is a little out of my comfort zone—like if I’m at a fancy dinner and I ordered frog legs or escargot.”

“Some people would find those to be delicacies.”

I giggle. “That they would.”

“But not you?”

“As I said,” I reply with a shrug, “I might surprise you later.”

He gives a polite bow. “I hope so. You are more beautiful than I’ve ever imagined anyone could be in person.”

I nod, getting tired of everyone saying the same thing.

“Thank you again for contacting me,” he says nervously.

“Till we meet again,” I say, and he steps from the bedroom.

After the front door closes, I roll onto my back, mussing up the satin sheets with his leavings, and get naked.

Then, even though every muscle of mine is cramped and sore, my anus still on fire, my jaw stretched, and my mouth beyond tired, I wrap my fingers around my raging erection and frantically pump to finish myself off.

A warmth spreads quickly through my being, and my body trembles from pleasure. A minute later, ropes of watery cum splatter over my stomach. I shudder from the best orgasm I’ve ever had in my life.

To enhance the afterglow, I stretch, splaying my limbs over the sheets, reveling in the smooth, silky feel over my skin and the dampness under my ass. Minutes pass before my trembling gives way to exhaustion.

Then, completely spent, I close my eyes and slip into a blissful sleep.
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Ihang up the phone from Christine and get on the laptop. With a few quick keystrokes, I log in to my bank account—the Sam Jacob one that receives my fees. It’s shielded by a corporate entity that’s in the name of Christine’s modeling agency and untraceable, at least as far as nosy reporters are concerned.

When I view my balances, my eyes widen. A sizable sum from the Neo Splendor shoot has quadrupled my savings. As Christine said, the owners have deep pockets and were willing to pay to increase their sales. Even so…

I’m not sure if anything extra was added for the favor Jean Paul implicitly gave Christine. Or if they were just that desperate.

But this is the best news I’ve had in a long while. After a calming breath, I go to the section for wire transfers, where I select my student loan account and set up a payment.

With little fanfare, I click the button and the last of my student debt vanishes, with a sizable amount still remaining for me.

Even though I’ve had my doubts about this adventure, this payoff at least makes the effort a financial success.

But I’m still filled with dour emotions.

I pull my browser back up and stare at another set of pictures from Francois’ photo safari.

In the first one, he’s got his arm around Madeline Williams in what could be considered a friendly or something more gesture.

I grit my teeth and slam my fists on the desktop.

This not knowing is killing me.

I grab the phone and head into my messaging app. A minute later, I’ve swiped a message to Francois.

Although I despise the weakness behind trying to make contact, I hit the send button, hoping the text appears more as a sweet hello rather than a desperate attempt to remind him that someone other than Madeline Williams is in his life.

Hi, sweetie, I know you’re coming back soon and I just wanted to leave this message for when you get to connect with the rest of the world again.




To my shock, a reply arrives an instant later:

Hello from Africa! I’m so looking forward to returning to Paris and seeing my favorite girl.




I’m thrilled and concerned with the speed of the response. Francois is happy to see me, but he either was thinking too much about Madeline Williams and not about me at all or my timing was perfect for when he got back to civilization.

How long have you been back? I swipe in.

A moment passes before I restrain my fears and delete the text. Showing my insecurities won’t help with anything. I respond with:

I can’t wait. I might even have a few tricks to show you.




His reply is instant:

I’ll make the plane fly faster then.




I send a smiley face, content to end the conversation—any more would appear too desperate.

As I set my phone down, it chimes with another message. I pick it up and my stomach drops.

Have to run now and say my goodbyes to my helpers. My flight will be in a few days and I’ll send the information as soon as we finalize the arrangements.




Francois is just going to say goodbye to the people who helped during the trip, I tell myself. Nothing more. Even if those goodbyes include Madeline Williams, who might be flying back with him too.

As I grind my teeth, I stop from replying with anything, not trusting my ability to keep angry innuendo from my words.

What I can control is what I need to focus on. Until he tells me he’s had “The Conversation” with someone else, he’s fair game for me.

And that means I’ve still got some practicing to do. And then, after I get Francois back from Madeline Davies, we’ll go on a nice long vacation together.
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My bed squeaks and Amber moans.

Topless in only panties with the backing pushed to the side, fishnet stockings, and a short skirt, I arch my back and slam down on the generously lubed dildo sprouting from between her legs.

“Oh, I’m close,” she says with hurried breaths, reaching up and grabbing my sweaty boobs.

I impale myself deeper, enjoying the sensations of the silicone rod filling my insides, as she caresses my nipples. Feeling extra slutty, I increase my pace, shoving my bottom down harder as an ever-increasing crescendo of delight leaves her lips.

Her eyes flutter while her hands drop to my sides and grip my waist.

I lean forward and grasp her shoulders, making sure not to touch her heaving breasts.

For all of Jalil’s manipulations, he did have good advice as to technique and for combining the various motions. So now, I’m putting everything to use in a quest to give Amber an earth-shattering climax.

I stare into her eyes as I ride her. With each undulation higher, I squeeze my passage to pull the dildo up. Then I arch my back and thrust down, swiveling my hips to gain extra force as I slam the silicone base into her pleasure center.

With each meeting of my ass on her pelvis, gasps of ecstasy erupt from her throat.

Suddenly, muscles quiver across her perfect form, and I bring myself high for a final thrust. As I plow down, she arches her sex and meets me halfway.

We stay like this until she lets out a long moan and goes limp.

I collapse onto her and plant a kiss on her lips, enjoying the warmth radiating through my bottom.

Still lost in the clouds, she responds and our tongues swirl.

When the delightful moment passes, I lift my bottom, letting the dildo slip out, and flop onto the bed beside her.

As she wipes her brow, I pull the sheet over my breasts, happy not to have to clean up from the inanimate silicone love-stick.

She giggles. “A little modest, no?”

As usual, she’s fully clothed in a workout outfit.

With a smirk, I reply, “Covering up just seems like the proper thing to do.”

“This isn’t a movie,” she replies, centering her stare on my chest. “Those boobs look awesome—you should be showing them off.”

“In the next issue of Neo Splendor,” I say with a laugh. “Well, at least the shots will be revealing enough, so all the horny people can imagine everything without actually seeing anything.”

She says in a serious tone, “I heard about the shoot and that reporter.”

“Small world, huh?”

“Oh, come on. Gossip travels fast.”

There’s nothing to say to that, so we let the conversation lapse and bask in the afterglow.

After I gather my breath, I’m ready to go again. I’ve still yet to cum from getting laid, so I point to the bulge in my panties and say, “One more time?”

“Now?” she says incredulously.

“Is there something wrong with wanting to do it again?”

“Not usually, no. But a dildo and harness don’t work like the regular sex my body’s designed to take. Especially with the pounding you just gave me.”

“You looked like you were having fun,” I say defensively.

She rolls her eyes. “Of course I was. Didn’t you hear me moaning?” She taps between her legs. “And the giant wet spot down here agrees.”

“But…”

She twists to face me. “Honestly, I love our time together, but you’re starting to wear me out.”

“I got tired of practicing with a toy.”

“Stuff like this you should be doing with a real guy.”

“I did.”

“So, how did that go?”

I tighten my lips, deciding how much to share. But since Amber’s been a friend and ally, I opt for the entire truth and relate what happened between me and Jalil.

After I finish, she nods. “He’s certainly very pretty—even for a girl.”

“You know him?”

“Once—maybe a year ago—we met about being potential sex partners, but something about him turned me off, so I didn’t take things any further. He was trying too hard in that puppy dog kind of way.”

I lean back, chalking one up to her woman’s intuition.

She taps my arm. “Here’s some advice for oral. In the real world, guys basically think any blowjob is a good one—unless you are literally scraping your teeth over it.”

I sigh. “Even though Jalil was cheating by wearing himself out first, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to finish a guy off that way.”

“There’s a cheat code. If you get tired, just wrap your lips over the head and use your hand to jerk him off.”

“That works?”

“Every damn time,” she says with a smile. “I can get them to pop pretty quick—especially when I get bored.”

“You get bored during sex?”

“All the time. At least with guys. On the other hand, you still get me hot.”

“Oh, cool,” I say, blushing. “Anything else I should know?”

“The further you stay away from Jalil, the better.”

“You think he might try something?”

She shakes her head. “Your sponsor is Christine Sinclair, so no. But as a rule of thumb, getting toxic people out of your life is a good thing.”

“But he knows where I live.”

“It’s forbidden to go to someone’s place uninvited. If he tried to pull a stunt like that, all the sponsors would band together to destroy him. And his own wouldn’t do anything to stop it.” She sits up. “And you’re Samantha Jacobs. You’ve got your pick of people to be around.”

I nod, wishing I believed it.

“From what I remember of his bio, he partakes of both sexes, right?”

“Yeah, that was the part that I liked. That he could give me both perspectives.”

“Well, that explains it.”

“What?”

She shakes her head slowly, giving me a smirk. “You don’t look in the mirror enough. Unless he likes super-masculine men, you’re probably his ultimate dream partner, and he was probably trying to snag you for the long term. You’ve got all the feminine beauty, and you can peg him with the real thing.”

“Ewe,” I reply. “I’d rather peg the real thing.”

She playfully slaps my arm. “Nice try.”

“I wasn’t… I mean, I didn’t mean the two of us.”

She returns a disbelieving nod, narrowing her eyes and scrunching her lips.

“I felt really dirty after we did it,” I say, partly to change the subject and partly to brag about my solution. “But I found a way to cleanse his feel off my body.”

“Oh?”

“I had a therapy session with a BDSM master.”

She laughs, showing her perfect teeth. “That’s something I haven’t had the nerve to try. How did it go?”

“Well…”

“Well, now I’ve got to know everything,” she says, leaning forward.

I push up on the pillow. “I didn’t know what to expect when I contacted this guy. I was just hoping for something to replace the thought of Jalil touching me, so I went with super rough.”

“I’m not quite understanding how that would work,” she says, tilting her head.

“It was more of a sensory overload type of thing.”

“Okay, interesting…”

“Well,” I continue, “he responded right away. Said he was a huge fan and that he was willing to meet me anywhere at any time.”

She shakes her head. “They don’t say that to me for my Le Club appointments—I’m jealous.”

I roll my eyes. “If one more person tells me I’m beautiful…”

“You are,” she replies, giggling.

Ignoring the comment, I say, “Victor, the BDSM guy, is really brutal… I mean, really tough looking and built like a bald tank—the complete opposite of Jalil.”

“Oh, I see,” she says, nodding at the logic.

“But he was super polite when he came over, and he’s got this rolling trunk of implements with literally anything you can imagine from the BDSM world.”

Amber’s eyes brighten at that tidbit, but she stays silent.

“After he explained each type of bondage or punishment, I ruled out the hardcore stuff—like whips, masks, bodysuits, and worse.”

“Worse?”

I suck a fearful breath in through my teeth. “Much.”

An expression that’s half-terrified and half-curious crosses her face.

“So,” I continue, “I was going to go with something simple like restraints, but then these really shiny, silky pink ropes caught my eye. So because I thought they looked super cute, I decided that rather than padded handcuffs, I’d give Shibari a try.”

“Shibari?”

“Japanese rope bondage—an ancient practice that derives from how they used to bind prisoners.”

When she raises an eyebrow, I add, “That’s the way he explained it.”

“Go on…”

“The ropes are specially made, so they go easy on the skin. It’s actually a really cool sensation. He did this torso tie, binding my forearms behind my back and around my sides and boobs.” I kneel, letting the sheet uncover me, and cross my arms high up my back and jut out my chest. “Like this.”

“Ooh,” she adds. “That looks totally hot.”

“It was—like some form of hot-electric-pink-colored-bondage-rope lingerie. At least for above my waist, I was still wearing panties and a skirt.”

“Ha. Stupid rider rules. If I did it, I wouldn’t have a stitch of clothing on.”

I pause, imagining her naked and bound—trussed up like a ham from top to bottom by silky pink ropes: her huge boobs molded into juicy cones, her arms cruelly pulled up her back, her toned legs forced tightly under her amazing ass, her luscious crotch ravaged silly by⁠—

“Stop that,” she says, annoyed.

“Stop what?”

“Fantasizing about me naked and tied up.”

“I wasn’t… I mean…”

Her finger wags in my face. “Don’t even.”

As I give an embarrassed shrug to her spot-on feminine intuition, she says in an elegant tone, as if ordering dinner in a fine restaurant, “Now that we have that out of the way, please, continue.”

“I asked him to take a picture, so I could put it into my private encrypted files. But he told me…” I lower my voice in a parody of his and say in as thick an Eastern European accent as I can manage, “Any photography of club activities is strictly forbidden.”

Amber ignores the attempt at humor and waves her hand dismissively. “For obvious reasons…”

When I don’t add anything, she prods, “And then?”

I sigh and say crudely, “I had him fuck me in the mouth and ass as rough as he could and then cum all over my back and rub everything over my ass, including shoving some into my asshole, so I could exorcise everything about Jalil.”

“Did that work?”

“It might not have been the brightest idea, but it did and how,” I say, chuckling. “Now, when I think of those things Jalil did, I only feel those ropes and those giant hands and, well, you know what else…”

Amber’s eyes widen with lust. “I might have to set up a get-together with this Shibari master.”

“The stuff was a little more than I was prepared for,” I say to let her know what she could be getting into. “I mean, I had a good time and all—there are safe words and gestures—but my body only recovered like three days later. I don’t think I’ll try that again any time soon, especially with Francois coming back.”

“Well, I don’t have any of those problems,” she says and rolls onto her back.

When I raise an eyebrow, she explains, “That story’s got me all hot and bothered. Let’s go again like you wanted. Hop on board.”

Apparently, I wasn’t the only one imagining the other person naked and tied up.

Grinning at the notion, I straddle her pelvis. Then we groan in unison as I lower myself onto the always erect silicone rod.


Nineteen
[image: ]


Arap comes from the doorway.

Dressed in a cute blouse that shows lots of cleavage and a pencil skirt, I hustle over and open the door.

The young man—dark and handsome in a bad boy way with slicked hair and wearing a leather jacket—steps inside. As per my instructions, he remains silent, only giving a nod as a greeting.

Quickly, I shut the door and lead him into the living room.

When I sink to my knees, he unbuttons his jeans.

I pull them slowly down, revealing a semi-erect cock bulging against tight black underwear. Not wanting to wait, I run my fingers over the silky material and peel the almost sheer garment along with his pants down to his thighs.

A rod of prime flesh pops out, and I smile with approval. It’s a good length and not too wide.

Even though I’ve been practicing with my mouth and ass on some toys, there’s no substitute for the real thing. Francois is returning tomorrow, and this is the final hurdle I need to cross—getting a man to cum from oral ministrations.

And this will be my last soirée from Le Club. After this boy toy leaves, I’m putting my account on hiatus. I’ll leave it open until I see Francois, then I’ll close it and forget this chapter of my life. Except, of course, for the lessons and broadening of my sexual experiences.

Time to find out if he’s a grower or a shower.

Without looking up or acknowledging anything but the sex organ in front of me, I slip the head into my mouth and swirl my tongue.

Although he moans faintly, his hands stay at his sides as per my instructions—affording me complete control of this session.

Happy that he’s complying, I push forward and, with my lips wrapped tight, slowly move up and down the entire hardening length.

To my delight, this one is a grower and soon expands to a rock-hard, throbbing seven inches—a perfect size for my desires.

Taking small breaths through my nose, I bob with short motions, enjoying the slight curve of the erection, the warmth spilling into my mouth, the feel of the smooth skin and pulsing veins over my tongue, and the taste of pre-cum mixing with my saliva.

As the minutes pass, moans of pleasure pour from above me.

I move my head faster, sucking in my cheeks and keeping my lips tight to apply pressure to his throbbing cock.

A tremble runs through his pelvis as he tries to keep still.

I suck a deep breath through my nostrils and force myself down, fighting to take everything inside. All except for the last inch of the sweet flesh enters my mouth. I move back and forth with extra-long motions, keeping up a good rhythm, only making slight pauses to grab some air before continuing.

His legs wobble and his hands ball as he succumbs to the new sensations.

I smile inwardly and wrap my fingers around the shaft—now covering the entire length with each of my forward shoves.

The extra friction is too much for him. He bucks, losing control. The cock stiffens, and a spurt hits the back of my throat.

I grab his thighs and pull as much of him forward as I can, gagging from the base of my throat constricting against the intrusion.

Another spurt comes and then another lesser one, filling my mouth.

Thrilled with the result, I move back a couple of inches to get a breath through my nose—while still sucking hard to milk every last drop from him.

When the rod of flesh softens, I pull away, trying not to let any of the fluid spill out.

Then I lift my gaze and open my mouth.

When my boy toy meets my stare, I swallow the entire load for a perfect ending.

As per our agreement, he pulls up his pants and heads to the exit. But at the door, he hesitates. Even though we agreed to no words, so I could use him as a piece of meat, he says in a shy voice, “Thank you, Miss Jacobs. You truly are beautiful.”

I bite back a frown and set my lips into a pleasant smile. “Thanks,” I reply, not caring what he thinks about my looks. At this point, there’s only one person whose opinion truly matters to me.

He gives a final nod and steps into the hallway, closing the door.

I get up and lock it. Then I hurry into the kitchen and down a glass of water. After I brush my teeth, I head to the computer and log in to Le Club.

There are a few messages in my inbox. Some from the few people I’ve met with, others from casual hellos that I’ve given to vet prospective partners.

Without fanfare, I set my account on hiatus. I know Amber’s modeling agency, so I can contact her if I need advice or want a friendly chat—so long as it doesn’t involve any club activities. And as far as the rest of the people, they can wait and be happy should I come back—this is Paris, after all.

I log out, hoping I’ll never have to peruse these pages again.

Francois returns tomorrow and study time is over; now, it’s time for war.
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The page returns, and a giddy feeling rushes through me.

Francois’ plane left on time from Cairo. The flight is supposed to last a tad under five hours, and its location is listed as just crossing into the Mediterranean.

He’s scheduled to land at 12:35 p.m., and I’m antsy as to when we’ll be together again.

Christine’s already booked us for a photo session. One with me in lingerie to be shot from tasteful angles as well as a few topless ones with my arm strategically placed over the naughty bits. But that’s in two days, and although I’m super excited for him to get a first look at my breasts, I’m not sure I can wait that long to see him.

I spend the rest of the morning running out for a training session with Max, followed by a dance lesson with my Brazilian instructor—with each made more hectic by me having to do my Sam Jacob to Samantha Jacobs quick change between travel stops.

It’s eleven thirty when I get back and start my breast enhancement routine. Instead of watching TV, I wear out the mouse for the laptop, doing page refreshes to track Francois’ progress.

The clock reads 12:20 when I pull off the high-tech vest and start rubbing cream over my bare boobs. Five minutes later, I set myself in front of the display and reload the information again, still topless.

I sit up with a start as my heart pounds; the flight is early, and the status has changed to “Landed.”

Finally, after six weeks, my lover is back.

Even though I want to give him a ring, the timing needs to be just right. I don’t want to seem too pushy for his attention, or worse, too desperate.

Also, I could not call at all and let him contact me when he’s free.

But what if he doesn’t?

Could I resist the urge to drop by his house, unannounced?

I shake my head at the silly notion. Christine puts up with that—barely. And what would happen if there was a guest there?

My cellphone rings.

For a moment, I stare at the caller ID, shocked. It reads: Francois Toussaint.

“Bonjour, my beautiful lady,” a familiar, wonderful voice says after I pick up.

Warmth gushes through me. “Hello, handsome stranger.”

“We just landed, and I could think of nobody I wanted to speak with more.”

A blush creeps across my cheeks. “Thanks,” I say, trying to think of something humorous to reply with. When nothing comes, I go with the truth. “I can’t think of anyone I’d rather have a conversation with, either.”

“So how have you been?”

“Everything’s great here. But I’m not that interesting. How was everything with your trip? Did you get along with the crew?” I ask, secretly referring to how everything went with one Madeline Williams.

“Excellent. The people with me were very attentive, as were the local governments.”

I bite back asking directly. “So, you’re okay?”

“Yes. A little thinner from not having Parisian food and a little more tanned from all the sun.”

I purse my lips.

“And, of course, a little lonelier from not having your company.”

The last line brings a smile to my face. “I’ve really missed you too.”

“Then how about we get together?”

“I can leave now and meet you at your house,” I say, working on the logistics of getting there during daytime—either as Sam and changing somewhere or as Samantha wearing a ski mask or something.

“The plane still needs to arrive at the gate, and then I need to secure my luggage and go through customs. Perhaps tonight would be more suitable?”

“That would be wonderful,” I say. Then I add to show I’m not as desperate to be with him as I truly am, “I would have thought you’d want to rest for a bit.”

“Non. Not when the most beautiful girl in Paris can be my company.”

“What time?” I reply, filling with joy. If he wants to see me so soon, how serious could he be with anyone else?

“Perhaps ten, so I can get a little sleep and do some shopping—if it’s not too late. I have a special meal planned for you.”

“Yes, ten is perfect. I’ll be there! And I have special things planned for you too.”

“I can scarcely stand the wait,” he replies with what I imagine is a bright smile. “Until tonight.”

After I hang up, I shiver from the chilly air in the room. I toss a towel over my shoulders and drape the ends over my bare breasts before pushing the thermostat up a touch.

Then, as warm air pours over me, I glance around the apartment, planning the extensive preparation I’m going to do for having a flawless date with him.

I’m back in the fight.


Twenty
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After turning off the water, I step into my bathtub and sink into a thick layer of suds. For the coming festivities, I’ve elected to follow the same steps Christine had me do before my first modeling shoot over the summer. I’ll be shaving myself clean in a hot, scented bath, rinsing off, applying a sweet-smelling moisturizer, and then doing my makeup, hair, and nails, before donning a cute outfit.

Hopefully, things will end the same way as before—with Francois inside me.

I’ve added a few tweaks to the routine to ensure my slutty plan for the evening goes off without a hitch. The least of which are the different scents I’m using to match my current state of mind: honey and spice for the bath bomb, almonds and rose for the moisturizer, and wildflowers for the perfume. Also, I’ve upgraded the sexiness of my outfit to show off my greater girly assets—toned legs, a deep natural cleavage, and a rounder ass.

And that’s not even listing the things I’m doing in anticipation of having sex—something that was unexpected after my first shoot, but something I’m counting on happening tonight.

Aside from the special undergarments I’ve purchased for the occasion, I’ve done one other thing. Although normally very clean down there via diet and hygiene, I’m not leaving anything to chance for this reunion. Prior to getting in the tub, I used a scented enema to make everything pristine.

When my skin feels soft enough, I grab a safety razor and shaving cream. Then I swipe away in multiple directions at the wisps of hair over my arms and upper body. Due to the hormones and my frequent upkeep, there isn’t much and I’m done in no time.

I pull the plug to get at my lower half. As the soapy water drains, my mind wanders back to the frightened person I was before the modeling started. It feels so odd that I was resistant to Christine’s efforts to feminize me. It’s been a long journey for sure—changing back to Sam for most of a semester, returning to Paris and restarting what I left behind, and these past six weeks of growing into my femininity.

But regardless of how many things have happened, the tipping point was that one time with Nate. That’s when I realized what I didn’t want from life and what I did—so I exchanged the mundane existence of unassuming Sam Jacob for the adventure of being Samantha Jacobs.

And the chance to be with one particular man.

I blow out a sigh, realizing what’s at stake for tonight.

Quickly, I work on making my lower half hairless, starting on my toes and moving up my legs. When I reach my privates, a nervous, giddy energy flushes through me as I shave my balls and underneath, making sure to get everything around my opening. Fantasies of Francois slamming into me with my experienced slutty movements bringing him to a giant climax rush through my head.

I tighten my fingers around my now hard shaft, wanting to bring myself off.

With a frown, I hold back. I’m not going to do something like Jalil. I want the nervous sexual energy to push my efforts to new heights. Quickly, I finish shaving and do a quick check to make sure I got everything. When I’m satisfied, I stand and rinse off, turning the water to frigid to keep my smutty thoughts at bay.

When I step from the tub, I’m shivering but filled with anticipation for the coming evening.

After making sure my face is smooth and my eyebrows plucked perfectly, I dab the wildflowers-scented perfume under my arms and over other strategic points around my body.

More lewd desires intrude as I move my preparation to my undergarments. For the after-dinner entertainment, I’ve selected a new pair of crotchless panties. The silky red garment glides up the smooth skin of my legs and nestles nicely over my crotch. There’s enough lacy material in the front to cover everything, but just under my balls, it splits into two straps. Both tug against the insides of my thighs and curve upward before meeting again about halfway up my ass.

The sensation of being covered yet vulnerable and exposed at the same time is just too delightful, and I shiver.

When the giddiness leaves, I grab the matching bra I’ve gotten for the occasion. This one is special because it’s my first purchase to upscale to the next cup size; I’ve miraculously pushed—albeit just barely—beyond a B-cup and into C. I squeeze my breasts, happy that all the work has paid off—especially with the growing phase subsiding within another week or two. Then I’ll be working on just maintaining what I have.

If my breast size isn’t a record for trans females at my age, it’s got to be close.

After putting on the bra, which molds a nice cleavage between my breasts without any of the struggles I had when first starting with the padded A-cup, I step in front of the mirror.

While I inspect everything, newfound slutty thoughts wander into my head. I strike sexy poses, pretending I’m modeling for a photo session with Francois behind the camera—something that Christine has already scheduled in two days’ time. I wonder if the outfits will be half as inviting as what I’m wearing now. Because if the day goes well, we can send Yvette home and⁠—

My boner pokes above the lacy panties, and I frown.

Now isn’t the moment to get excited.

I move on to the makeup and do my standard look, only adding a little extra sultriness around the eyes and choosing a redder, sexier smear-proof lipstick.

After doing my hair and putting on nail polish to match my lips, I reach the final stretch of the preparation. I tug on a pair of black, thigh-high fishnet stockings with fancy patterned elastic bands and attach them to a black garter belt snugly fitted around my waist. Next, I pull on a button-up blouse that has a low v-neck. Then I put on a matching pleated skirt with as short a hem as I can manage for my almost bare legs against the evening chill.

As I imagine my plans for the night coming to fruition, I select a comfortable, flat pair of shoes in order to not be sloppy for any sexual gymnastics I might want to perform.

Finally, I study myself in the mirror. With the right expression, I can pass for innocent and girly, while with a different posture and smile, I can broadcast my erotic extremes.

I focus on how to play the evening. I can be more refined, waiting for him to make the move, or more flirty and inviting, or perhaps totally over-the-top slut, tossing him to the floor and having my way with him.

After a minute, I smile. I’ll be in the moment and do what’s natural—I’ve got the experience to be any way I want.

It’s nine when I finish double-checking and fixing last-second details. I’m as feminine as I can be and call a car for 9:30, so I can arrive precisely at Francois’ at ten.

Then I pour a glass of wine to calm the butterflies in my stomach and wait, readying myself for the coming battle.

When the buzzer rings, I throw on my long winter coat and pull up the oversized hood before heading down to get back what’s mine.


Twenty-One
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Fine aromas waft from a sizzling pan as Francois stands over the stove, working his magic to prepare the entrée. Everything else is ready with the side dishes and salad on the counter and the vegetables in a shallow pot, warming on a back burner.

With my heart pattering, I sit at the country table on the edge of my chair, admiring his fine form. His hair is still scruffy, and he exudes the same charisma and charm as always. The only noticeable changes from roughing it for six weeks away from civilization are that his skin is more weathered and he’s slightly thinner and wirier—things which add a ruggedness to his normally artsy demeanor. It’s not a bad look at all. In fact, he’s a totally delectable morsel.

This is going to be an awesome final exam for my newfound sexuality, and I clench my bottom, imagining how the evening will go.

He tilts the pan with our steaks and uses a wooden spoon to baste melted butter infused with rosemary over the prime fare, and my mouth waters. Although technically red meat with all its testosterone-enhancing qualities is off-limits for my diet, for just this once to celebrate Francois’ return, I’m bending the rules.

As more luscious aromas fill the air, thoughts of forbidden food and smutty sex dance through my head. I squirm as my imagination conjures up memories of me bent over this very tabletop when he took me that first time. The cool current wandering up past the hem of my pleated skirt and caressing the sensitive skin exposed by my crotchless panties is only fueling my desire for his cock to intrude between the split bottom and enter my waiting and uncovered opening.

“Do you need any help?” I ask, trying to find something else to do besides entertaining lurid desires.

He twists his head and offers a quick smile. “Perhaps, set the table?”

I pop up, eager to be of assistance.

As he finishes the steaks and starts working on the sauce, I grab the other courses and set them on the square tabletop. When I reach past him to grab the dinner plates from their glass cabinet, I make sure to brush against his backside with my C-cup boobs.

After a long moment, he shifts to the side to allow some room, giving a wide-eyed glance at my cleavage.

I offer a sly smile and hustle away to set out the tableware.

“This will be done soon. Please relax, you’re the guest,” he calls over his shoulder.

“Okay,” I say, taking my seat and hoping to be more than just a visitor in the very near future.

After a short time, he announces, “Voila!” and sets down a fancy platter with the steaks on the tabletop. A moment later, he returns and ladles a yummy red sauce over the meat.

A shiver of anticipation for the meal and coming coitus runs through me.

Soon…

A pop interrupts the fantasy, and Francois brings over a bottle of burgundy and pours two glasses.

I grab mine when he raises his for a toast.

“It’s wonderful to be with you again,” he says, and we clink glasses.

As I sip my wine, he lights a candle and then dims the lights. The romantic atmosphere only sends my filthy thoughts soaring.

After he settles in the seat across from me, he drinks from his glass and says, “Everything looks perfect.”

His lingering stare tells me he thinks I look perfect too.

“It’s the company,” I reply, fighting a blush.

“Indeed, it is.”

Minutes pass as we sit in the gentle yellow glow, sampling our food and stealing glances at each other between moments of idle chatter. The meal is delicious as always, and I wonder if he could teach me to cook so well. Certainly, that would be as good an excuse as any to spend more time together.

His eyes linger on my cleavage, and I shyly brush my hair back past my ears, pretending not to notice the attention.

He takes a bite of his steak. “You must try this,” he says, slicing off a small piece for me. After he moves it around the sauce, he extends his hand.

Even though I have my own plate, I continue with the dance, with my heart leaping at the gesture, and let him bring the morsel across the table. Then I lean slowly forward and part my lips.

Gently, he pushes the meat into my mouth.

It’s perfectly cooked and delicious, and I channel all my Madam Beaumont lessons to chew in a dainty, sexy way.

“Good, no?”

I swallow the portion and reply, “Amazing. As always.”

We eat in silence for a few more minutes, enjoying the food and whatever fantasies our minds are working on, letting our flirtatious eyes meet around the flickering candlelight.

When the sexual tension finally rises to an unbearable level, he says, “I’m so very curious about what tricks you have in store for me.”

With a smirk, I reply, “I think you’ll approve.”

“Will I?”

I tilt my head as if a sudden thought just occurred to me. “You can find out now—if you want.”

His eyes widen with lust as I rise and lean over the table.

He pushes aside the candle and meets me halfway with a light kiss.

Amber taught me that there’s a moment to just go with things, and I press forward, parting my lips. Our tongues intermingle, and we rise and move around the table, staying with the long kiss. With nothing between us, we come together, and my arms wrap around his back, rubbing, as he returns the embrace. We continue for another hot minute before I back away to take a breath.

The hunger in his gaze sends a wave of pure lust through my body.

I sink to my knees and unbuckle his belt and unbutton his trousers. When I yank down his fly, a nice bulge fills my sight.

Apparently, I wasn’t the only one entertaining naughty ideas during dinner.

I rub my palm up the stretched material, eliciting a moan from him.

He brings his hand down and touches my shoulder, gently tugging me forward.

I take the hint and curl my fingers over the elastic band of his underwear and yank down.

His cock springs out from a nice bed of trimmed pubic hair, fully erect. Saliva pours into my mouth; I’ve been too long without this luscious piece of man meat.

I dip my head, remembering my lessons, and slowly, I kiss the tip, making eye contact, and then push my tongue out and swirl it over the pre-cum slicked head.

“Oh, yes,” he gasps.

I lean forward and bring him into my mouth. With shallow strokes, I bob my head, enjoying the taste of his fluid intermingling with my saliva. As he squirms with delight, I make different motions, taking him in at different depths and different speeds, finding out what he likes, and savor the feeling of power.

Soon, I find the right rhythm and elicit more groans of pleasure from him than I’ve heard in any of our other sessions.

When he wraps his hands behind my head, I allow him to take control.

He pushes himself against the top of my throat, getting about two-thirds in before bringing me back for another thrust.

I let him continue for another minute, pushing out my tongue to help more length get inside and loving the idea of having my mouth used as a female sex organ.

As his cock throbs and his breaths shorten, I consider using my fingers to pleasure the whole shaft and bring him off.

Instantly, I dismiss the notion; I’ve got other tricks planned for tonight.

I push him back, and before standing, I give one last suck on the wonderful rod of flesh.

As an answer to his quizzical look, I say, “That’s enough foreplay. Shall we move on to the main course?”

He gets the innuendo and takes my hand. When he tries to bend me over the country table, I lean into him and smother his surprised expression with a long, passionate kiss. Then I drag him into the living room and shove aside the coffee table with my foot. I sink onto the plush carpet in front of the couch and pull him on top of me. As we make out, I roll on top and straddle him, positioning my rear over his erection. My anticipation and arousal skyrocket as the heat from his body radiates under my skirt and over my exposed opening.

He lets his hands slump to his sides, giving me complete dominance of the situation.

I reach down and adjust his slick shaft between the straps of my crotchless panties and rub the tip against my entrance. I spend a moment teasing him until his face shines with desire. Then I lower myself, and with only a little wriggling, get the head inside. Relaxing my passage, I descend with shallow bobs of my ass, taking more of him into me with each push.

When his pubic hairs tickle against my bottom, I pause and give him a lewd smile.

He locks gazes with me, and I wink—I’ve got one more trick for him.

Slowly, I unbutton my blouse, starting at the top. When I undo the last button, I pull the garment open and shuck it to the floor. Then I reach behind my back and unclasp my bra, letting it slide down my arms.

His eyes widen as I bare my most feminine assets to him for the first time, and he reaches up to caress them.

I suck in a gasp as his fingers find my nipples and pinch.

With his hands still grasping my chest, I arch my back and lift my bottom. Gently, I move up and down, getting used to the friction. When things slide just right, I rise until the ring of my anus just circles the head of his cock and push all the way back down again.

French mutters of approval leave his mouth.

I lean forward and kiss him.

With hard breaths, he returns the passion, struggling to keep up.

After I straighten, I say, “I’ll take care of everything, so enjoy yourself.”

His eyes fill with lust, and he nods.

With a slutty smirk, I continue. I bob my rear with shallow strokes, squeezing my insides on the way up and relaxing to let him back inside on the way down.

Ecstasy blossoms across his face as his breaths shorten.

He’s not the only one flushed. Pleasure radiates from deep within me, and I let out a moan, leaning my head back as his hands fall to my waist and help me with my motions.

The chemistry between us has my cock more rock-hard and throbbing than ever before. All those club sessions were about sex; this is about making love. Francois was my first, and the emotional connection we have is undeniable.

Soon, I’m lost in the moment, wriggling my bottom between strokes, enjoying the tingles from my nipples and the heat spreading through my lower half.

Francois’ groans come faster, and he calls out pet names in French between cries of, “Mon cheri, you are so heavenly.”

As his lover, the reinforcement spurs me onward. I let myself go, as Amber advised me so long ago, and put together everything I’ve learned from Le Club. He’s close and I just want to bring him off with an earth-shattering climax. I swivel my hips to slam extra hard into his pelvis at the end of every thrust and rise with a smooth motion, gripping his cock with my passage.

The intensity is too much for him, and he cries out in a mixture of pain and pleasure in between utterances of praises and curses.

As I increase my pace, warmth erupts from my prostate and my body trembles. This is something that hasn’t happened since Francois and I were doing it on the couch after the shoot, the only time I’ve ever come close to having an orgasm during sex. Unfortunately, that beautiful moment was ruined by Christine walking in on us.

This one doesn’t last either. Before the sensation rises any further, Francois stiffens and erupts inside me.

I shudder from the sudden release; the heat of his seed filling my passage is so much more satisfying than anyone else’s.

His pelvis shoves higher as he tries to force his way deeper inside. Then, after a few more spurts, he slumps back to the floor, completely spent.

Breathing heavily, I spend a moment watching the bliss on his face as the waves of my would-be prostate orgasm fade into a pleasant warmth. Then, exhausted from the effort, I collapse on him, letting my bare and sweaty breasts rest on his chest.

From all the practice I have, I should have more stamina. I make a mental note to work on that with him—perhaps an all-afternoon session would be nice.

While we gather our breath, I notice my still hard cock pressing between us and lean up with a start, terrified I’ve ruined my feminine image.

Instead of being alarmed, he brings his arms up and pulls me back down to plant small kisses on my lips.

Happy he wants all of me, I flatten, letting the lingering vestige of my manhood rest on his abs.

We exchange romantic kisses as I squeeze around his softening cock.

When it finally feels like he’s slipping out, I say, “I need to clean up,” and pull off him, disappointed to break the intimate connection. Then clenching my bottom, I grab my blouse and bra and hurry to the bathroom, remembering at the last moment to nab my purse on the way.
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After pulling down my panties and freeing my still-raging hard-on, I sit on the toilet to bring myself off. I was so close that it only takes a few strokes before thin ropes of cum blast into the water.

As I shiver in the afterglow, I go over what just happened. The next time, I’ll control the pace better as the crests rise inside me. I’d really love to time his orgasm with one of my own—which, judging by Francois’ welcoming gesture of having my cock rest between us, I know will make him happy. And judging by tonight, I’ll have plenty of chances to practice on him.

The mind-blowing time we just had is only going to get better and better. I’ve gone through a lot to get here, but everything’s been worth it.

When my body stops trembling, I spend a minute cleaning up down there. Then I pull up my panties and put my bra and blouse back on. After fixing my makeup, I smooth out my outfit and recheck my appearance. Everything looks like it did at the start of the night, except my hair is tousled. However, I like the sexy look and leave it.

When I reappear in the living room, Francois is already dressed and sitting at the table, finishing dinner.

“Sorry,” he says rising, “I’m famished from the long journey.”

I smile, happy I’m more delectable than food to a starving Frenchman.

After he sits back down, I join him, and the question I’ve been wanting to ask forms on my lips. However, despite my new aggressiveness, I decide to wait for the right moment.

While he wolfs down the rest of his dinner, I timidly pick at my plate. When he finishes, we exchange pleasantries about each other’s past six weeks without divulging too much from either side.

Finally, he stretches his arms and stands. “It’s been a wonderful evening and a blessing to be with you again,” he says as a precursor to ending our time together.

As I rise, he pecks me on the cheek. I twist and turn the tiny gesture into a full-blown kiss. For a long moment, our tongues swirl, and then he straightens, breathless.

“My, you have learned many new tricks.”

I shrug with a shy smile, deciding how much to share. “I had some help—a few practice lessons.”

As he digests that tidbit, I hurriedly add, “I hope you don’t mind.”

“Mind?” he says excitedly. “I love that you did that. You’re… it’s all amazing. We should do this more often.”

“Francois?”

“Yes?”

“I was wondering…” I say, steeling my nerves for the question I’ve been building up the courage for months to ask.

A smile graces his face as he patiently waits.

“Um, I was wondering if maybe I could stay the night with you?” I say, thinking of his warm body next to mine as I sleep. “And maybe I could show you more new tricks in the morning?”

His smile falters, and even though he recovers with a cheery expression in an instant, I know I’ve made a mistake.

My heart crashes as he pleasantly says, “Perhaps some other time. I’ve just gotten back from the trip, and there’s much I need to prepare to adjust back to life in the real world.”

The words mean nothing to me; I only hear the flatness in his voice and see the lack of sparkle in his stare.

“Oh, of course,” I say as my eyes moisten from the truth. As a way to soften the uncomfortable atmosphere, I add, “Some other time would be great. I mean, if it’s not too inconvenient, then I’d like to stay over one night in the future.”

“It’s never inconvenient, and I think that would be wonderful,” he says.

I force a smile when he plants a kiss on my cheek.

“You’re my favorite girl.”

Anger spikes through my emotions. I bite back a retort about Madeline Williams or any of the million models he might be having a thing with because that’s a battle that won’t serve any purpose. I’m not fighting against any individual; I’m battling uphill against the norms of society.

Instead, I stay quiet and toss on my long winter coat, struggling not to weep, as he calls for my ride.

While we wait, I answer his questions and attempts at conversation in monosyllables until the car arrives.

When I step into the chilly night air, he asks if there’s anything wrong. I only shake my head as I march toward the street, stifling a sniffle and wiping tears from my cheeks— ashamed of my emotions.

“This is Paris,” after all.


Twenty-Two
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In my muddled state, I don’t bother going home and direct the driver to go straight to Christine’s place. Then I slouch and pull my hood as far over my face as it will go. While the blocks pass, tears flow as I watch late-night party-goers and couples, heading to happy destinations. When we arrive at the familiar three-story terraced house, I see the second-floor window light is on as usual. I jump onto the sidewalk and wave the driver on. As the car speeds away, I charge up the front stairs and pound on the door.

A minute later, footsteps clomp down the narrow staircase. The peephole goes dark and a groan of anguish filters through the doorway, followed by something that sounds like a muttered prayer beseeching the heavens for support. After that comes the usual litany of snaps, clinks, and rattles from unlatching bolts and unhooking chains.

When the door finally opens, Christine stands in the entryway, dressed in rumpled business attire and framed by the foyer light. An incredulous expression graces her face. With a dramatic raising of the hands, she says in an exasperated voice, “Is there some quota for knocking on my door late at night that you need to meet?”

I pull back my hood and blurt, “Am I only the mistress?”

Her lips tighten as she takes in my disheveled appearance and the moisture leaking from my angry eyes. A long sigh leaves her mouth, and sympathy erodes her icy stare. “Come in,” she says in a soft voice and steps aside. “Let me make some coffee, and then we can talk.”
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Once again, I sit on the couch while Christine fiddles in the kitchen. The piles of headshots have grown and are now spilling out of the study and into the hallway. Another bout of guilt seeps into my sullen mood.

After the aroma of coffee fills the air, she steps into the living room with two mugs. She hands me the one with cream and sugar and grabs a seat on the couch next to me.

“Sorry, I see you’re busy,” I say, nodding at the piles of prospective wingmen. “I didn’t know where else to go.”

“That’s a problem for another time. Tell me what happened.”

I drag in a breath to calm myself and tell her about my perfect date for Francois’ return. While I offer up the details, Christine listens quietly, sipping on her coffee and nodding.

When I reach the end, I ask, “So, is this as far as things can go with Francois?”

Instead of answering, she drains her cup and walks into the kitchen for a refill. After returning to her seat, she takes a deep gulp before saying, “I’m not sure what you figured was going to happen with him.”

“I had assumed after I spent all that time learning about sex that something more was going to happen between us. I mean, he was really excited and didn’t mind me getting the experience. Then things went so well with the date⁠—”

She holds up her hand. “As a long-term relationship.”

“I thought there was something there.”

“There was.” She pinches the bridge of her nose and drags in a sigh. “Rather there is.”

I wait while she composes her thoughts. Although her eyes radiate sympathy, she coldly says, “I mean, what were you expecting from this? That Francois would dump everything, let you move in, and then get married?”

Coming from her, the notion I was hoping for sounds somewhat silly.

“I guess I didn’t think things through.”

In a gentler tone, she continues, “When you’re into someone, it’s not so easy—and Francois was your first.” She leans forward and sets her mug on the coffee table. “When you say you thought there was something, you aren’t wrong. He doesn’t fool around with just anybody, and he’s not in a relationship with anyone.”

“How would you know that?” I ask, picturing Madeline Williams.

Her answer is an arched eyebrow, implying that she’s Christine and knows just about everything concerning her associates.

“But then, why did you have me join that club?”

“Because it’s something you wanted—to improve so you could have a better time with Francois and have a chance to get into a relationship with him.”

“Fat lot of good that did.”

Her eyes harden. “Don’t do this to me or yourself.”

“Do what?”

“Self-pity. It’s unbecoming. You’re not even a jilted lover. He still wants to see you, but he just can’t give you more than what you have right now.”

I remain silent, staring at my coffee.

“It’s just that you need to understand the situation,” Christine says. “Francois is very fond of you and really likes you…”

After her voice trails off, I add for her benefit, “But…”

“He’s ambitious, and he’s not getting close with anyone—at least not now.”

The hidden meaning is apparent. “And when he does, the other person won’t be me.”

She shakes her head slowly, agreeing with the statement.

“No matter how hot I am or how awesome I become in bed.”

She putters out a breath as if the burden of explaining is weighing her down.

“So, that’s why you assumed everything would be okay if I joined the club and got experience. Francois wouldn’t care so much if he was just viewing me as a fling.”

“That’s the world we live in, and that’s what we’re trying to change.”

“Nudge it in the right direction?”

“Yes.”

“I’m not sure if this is something I want anymore.”

“What else will you do? Head back to college and work minimum-wage jobs?”

“Maybe,” I say with a shrug, hating my own self-pity.

“I put you in that club and those classes and had you do all those girly things—so you could be more feminine. But there’s one thing I didn’t add that you need to be successful. You’ve got to be tough and understand what you want—and that comes from the inside.”

I return her stare, angry at everything.

“So I ask you, what do you want?”

“I don’t know. Unlike you, I wasn’t born to do this stuff. Maybe I should go back to being what I was before.”

“Sam Jacob?” she asks incredulously.

“Why not?”

“Think of all those people you pass on the street, hustling for jobs. Not a hint of fame for any of them. That’s the normal world for everyday people.”

“Those people might be happier not having their faces plastered over some tabloid.”

“Give any of them the choice to be Samantha Jacobs, and they’d sign up in an instant.”

I shove out an angry breath.

“But that’s not the point.” She jabs her finger at my chest. “This is about what you want to do. And unlike those people, you get to choose where you want to be and what you want to do—a choice they’ll never get to make. People pay lots of money to take your pictures. And you can have any man or woman you want.”

“Almost any man I want,” I say in a low voice, correcting her.

She rolls her eyes, tensing her fingers.

“I’d still rather just be me.”

“What is you? You weren’t comfortable being who you were. I knew that the second you showed up for the first interview. Gangly, insecure.”

“That could be all I am. I mean, I really hate the whole ‘This is Paris’ thing.”

“That’s this world. It’s not for everyone.”

I tighten my lips.

“Look, as far as with Francois, most women would be happy to be with him and have those boundaries defined.”

“Well, I’m not most women.”

“No, I guess you’re not.”

When I stare at my coffee, she says into the silence, “So, what are you going to do?”

I set down my mug and stand. “I have no idea,” I answer truthfully before I grab my coat and leave.


Twenty-Three
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Alone, I sit in my living room. The lights are off, and only the afternoon sunlight seeping through the drawn curtains and my laptop’s faint display battle the hanging gloom. My last tear fell at noon, and only emptiness remains inside me.

I’ve logged in to Le Club and gone off hiatus.

Each click of the mouse brings another flawless match for me to evaluate.

I frown, not interested in anyone. There’s no type or amount of sex that can wash away this sting of rejection.

Is this even the world I want to live in?

My options are to stay or leave. If I stay, I’ll have more scrutiny and more rejection to look forward to. If I leave, I don’t have any student loans left and a fair chunk of money is sitting in my savings account.

And there won’t be the hurt.

With a few keystrokes and clicks, I reach the delete account page.

It asks:

Are you sure you want to delete your Le Club account?

I hit the “Yes” button, and a new page pops up with bright sunny lettering:

Sorry to see you go, and hope you enjoyed your stay!

At the bottom, blocky-don’t-mess-with-me text reminds me:

Remember that your NDA and all consequences for breaking it are still in force.

With a snort, I close the tab and end that part of my life.

My cellphone rings from next to the computer.

I stare at the caller ID.

It’s Francois for the third time today. He’s already left two messages asking if I’m okay and if I can chat with him. I let the call go to voicemail again and head into the kitchen, following the lead of my grumbling stomach.

When I find nothing appealing for my first meal of the day, I step back into the living room, where my phone waits for me.

I take a deep breath, searching for more reasons to delay the inevitable.

There aren’t any, and I march over and grab the stupid device. With a few quick swipes, I dial Francois.

Each ring feels like an eternity, and when he finally picks up, I blurt before I can change my mind, “I don’t think our dating relationship is for me.”

His voice registers disappointment. “I know things didn’t go well last night. Perhaps we could discuss this over dinner?”

Even though he can’t see me, I shake my head. “Will this ever turn into anything more?” I ask, already knowing the answer.

“Everything is wonderful as it is.”

“I want something more serious.”

“Well, I…”

For several seconds, only the sounds of pedestrians and light traffic wafting from the street interrupt the heavy silence on the line.

“That’s what I thought,” I say sadly.

A long sigh comes from his end. “Perhaps, someday?”

“I’ll see you when I see you.”

Instead of hanging up, he says, “You’re coming by for the shoot tomorrow, correct? And there’s another client that wants you for the week after.”

“I think I’m done with this world.”

“Why? You’re Samantha Jacobs, the most beautiful and desired model in Paris.”

When I snort, he says, “The promo videos you did for Neo Splendor have over a million views after two days. There is a lot of buzz about the pictures, especially now that they’ve added the backgrounds. Christine has already sold the shoot for tomorrow to another of the top ten fashion magazines.

“This is where you’re supposed to be and what you’re meant to be doing. You must come tomorrow—not for me, but for your own sake.”

I pause, trying to figure out why this is a good idea. Besides a career and scrutiny I’m not sure I want, no important enough reasons pop into my head. “I don’t think so,” I say and tap the “End Call” button.

After I set down the phone, I slump on the couch and fall into melancholy.

The minutes pass as I stare at the coffee table, regretting my life.

A horn honks from the street, and the everyday people below scream at the top of their lungs.

I walk to the window and look down at a young couple and an old man arguing over a parking space.

Christine’s words ring in my ears as anger stabs into my self-pity. “And unlike those people, you get to choose where you want to be and what you want to do—a choice they’ll never get to make.”

I march to the laptop and pull up the Neo Splendor website. In the promo section, two of my videos are up: one has a million views while the other is at 1.3 million—which isn’t bad at all for such a short time. When I go to the prior issues, none of the videos have broken the two-hundred thousand mark—and that’s over a period of months.

This is where you’re supposed to be and what you’re meant to be doing.

My self-doubts rise at the notion, telling me I’m not enough. I’ve come a long way, but⁠—

The anger inside me boils into a full-blown rage, and I slam my fists on the desktop.

What am I going to do—sit around and wallow in my insecurities, waiting for someone to come and make my life better?

That’s what my mother tried for all those years.

I tremble, fearful I’m destined to repeat the cycle.

It’s up to me to change it.

Furious, I suck in air through clenched teeth.

Can I even go back to being Sam Jacob? Do I even want to?

An incredibly simple notion comes to me, and I take a shuddering breath.

I like the way I am now.

Even though Francois is right about me being exactly where I should be and doing exactly what I should be doing, he didn’t mention the most important thing: being who I need to be.

It’s not just about beauty on the outside, or sex, or anything I learned in my classes, or dealing with paparazzi, reporters, or fans. Hell, it’s not about modeling either.

For everything to work, I need to be Samantha from the inside out—not Sam the trans female, but Samantha the girl.

When I did the shoot with Marta, I focused on there only being me and the camera. The truth is, there’s only me, and I’ve only got myself to rely on—it’s all I’ve ever had and all I ever will have.

For a long moment, my doubts fight the idea. But this is what everyone’s been telling me since I returned to Paris. It’s about time I accept who I truly am, and the world as it truly is—especially if I’m going to nudge it in the right direction.

Maybe not for me, but for someone.

Besides, what do I have to lose?

I pick up the phone and redial Francois.

“Samantha?” he asks, surprised.

“I’ll be there tomorrow,” I say and hang up. Sure, I’ll be dressed in skimpy lingerie, but we can both be professional, and there’s the added benefit to me of him getting a glorious view of something he’s never getting again.

I grab all the hoodies from the coat rack and trot into my bedroom, where I open a trunk and toss them all in. I take the bottom drawer of my dresser that holds all of my male clothing and empty it into the trunk as well.

After I lock the container and shove it into the closet, I strip off my pajamas and ladies’ briefs. Quickly, I rummage through my underwear drawer and put on a sexy thong and push-up bra that pops my mounds high, producing a tight cleavage.

For the next step, I rifle through the closet and pick a red dress with a v-neck low enough to expose the tops of my boobs and a high enough hemline to show plenty of leg.

After I put it on, I grab my makeup kit and do my usual minimalist touch-up. However, instead of a sedate color, I apply a glossy, vibrant-red lipstick. Then I find a pencil of the same shade and draw around the border, making my already plump lips that much plumper.

Still riding the wave of determination, I march into the living room and fix my hair in front of the full-length mirror. When all is just right, I spend a minute checking for any imperfections.

Everything looks like I intended.

I can do this: Baby steps, Rome wasn’t built in a day.

While the thought lingers, I grit my teeth and slip on a pair of sexy, thigh-high leather boots.

I dig deep from my modeling repertoire and push myself into a defiant pose, toes tense, feet planted, and arms folded, struggling to stay confident. I say hopefully to the mirror, “I’m the hottest model in Paris.”

Before doubts can erode my newfound courage, I go with the fleeting notion and put my cellphone into a slim purse and head out the door.

While I ride down the elevator, my heart thumps into my throat. Then a chill runs down my spine when I stride outside and into the amber of the setting sun.

“Perfect lighting,” I mutter and step onto the narrow sidewalk. Now in full view of the world, I suck down a deep breath, fighting my soaring anxieties.

As a smattering of everyday people wanders past, consumed by their own problems, a sudden desire to bolt back into the security of my apartment stabs into me.

I force my feet to remain steady and tell myself, “Baby steps. Remember, Rome wasn’t built in a day. Perhaps a start could be walking to the corner and then back again.”

Slowly, I march down the cobblestone street, shortening my strides into a lady-like walk, trying not to hyperventilate.

At the corner cafe, I pause, happy to have completed this first small test.

From behind the main window of the restaurant, a couple stops their conversation to turn and stare at me. Instead of whispering in disapproval, the man sends a grin.

I let out the breath I was holding. My world isn’t ending in public shame.

The woman narrows her eyes and tightens her lips into a scowl. Then she waves in front of the man’s face to pull his attention back to her.

While I’m not trying to be a homewrecker, her jealousy does give me comfort.

Could my insecurities be the only thing holding me back?

Francois and Christine can’t both be wrong.

Emboldened by the thought, I add a sway to my strides and head toward the main avenue, which is filled with cars and pedestrians. Each step adds to my budding confidence, and I straighten as I turn the corner and join the bustle of the late-afternoon rush hour.

I’m a little under-clad for early spring, but I’m lucky the day is unseasonably warm. More than a few women are walking around in lighter gear.

For a few steps, I’m just a face in the crowd, one of those trying to make ends meet.

Then side glances come from the mass of passing faces.

I will myself to keep my posture straight and exude confidence.

What I’m doing is no longer a baby step—it’s a leap to build the freaking Colosseum.

But I keep my feet moving.

A man in a rumpled, gray business suit slows to get a better view as I walk by, creating a knot in the busy stream of people. More heads turn to see what he’s looking at. A few would-be suitors smile, following me for a bit, trying to attract my attention.

“Samantha Jacobs,” someone whispers.

Another person whistles in appreciation.

More heads turn, more eyes widen, and more steps slow.

A young girl dressed in pink tugs at her mother’s winter coat. “Look, mama, beautiful.”

The woman turns to stare at me with a mixture of admiration and jealousy.

Inwardly thrilled, I keep my steady pace.

A paparazzi whips around the corner, struggling to focus the long telephoto lens on his camera for a short-range shot. “Mademoiselle Jacobs,” he hollers. “Over here.”

Instead of shying away, I pause and turn to him.

Just as he snaps off a picture, I give a sly wink.

I am Samantha Jacobs.

The comforting notion stays with me as I pull out my cellphone and send a text to Christine:

Go ahead and set up that interview with Sophia Boucher.




Then I head northward and take purposeful, sexy strides into the heart of Paris.

The story continues with Sam Jacob/Samantha Jacobs in The World of Beautiful #4: Seductive


Before You Go…


Many thanks to you for reading Alluring: Book 3 of The World of Beautiful series.

And if you loved or hated the story (or had a reaction somewhere between the two), please consider leaving rating or a brief one or two sentence review here, which are incredibly helpful for indie authors like myself.

Again, thank you for taking the time to read and thank you in advance if you do leave a review or rating. To receive updates for new releases as well as information on sales and price discounts, please click here to go my Amazon author page and hit the ‘follow’ button.

With warmest and sexiest regards, XOXO,

Violet B. Harper




Also by Violet B. Harper


THE WORLD OF BEAUTIFUL

(première)

Samantha Jacobs/Sam Jacob

Glamorous

A first-time feminization adventure

Winsome

A re-feminization tale

Alluring

A sexual journey of discovery

Seductive

A romantic rendezvous

Alexandra Munro/Alex Cameron

Desirable

An ugly duckling transformation

Dazzling

A rocket ride to smutty heights

*Adorable

A slutty excursion

*Coming Soon


About the Author


Besides loving cats, Violet B Harper is an admirer of feminine beauty in all its forms. She spends hours every day fantasizing about erotic situations and creating sexy, romantic gender-bending tales.

When not writing, she can be found learning new things on YouTube, watching movies, and pushing the bounds of her own sensuality.
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