

Chapter One

“Eight o’clock is insane, right?” Bridget vented. She sped down the street, barely caring to check for potholes.

“You’re gonna damage the car!” I shouted back. “You know the dealership is expensive.”

She briefly took her eyes off the road to look at me. “Yeah, well, I wanted a nice car, Justin. Sue me.”

Sometimes it may not seem like it, but I do love my girlfriend. She’s a strong-willed, intense, and occasionally erratic person, but we have this sort of intangible connection that’s kept us together for almost four years.

My name is Justin Kinsley, and I’m a 25-year old administrative assistant for an asset management company. In other words, I organize financial documents for a living.

How I got with Bridget in the first place is something I’ll never quite understand. She was this smart, stunning, and popular sorority girl at Northwestern, where we both attended college. I was a bookish, introverted mess of a guy in a low-tier fraternity. We met during our senior year at a mutual friend’s improv show and... bam! We just clicked. Three years out of school and we’re still happily– well, uh, we’re still dating.

“Well I don’t think 8 is so crazy to start a New Years Eve Party,” I stated, probably only adding fuel to the fire. “This way you’ll have ample time to get drunk first.”

Bridget rolled her eyes. She was in one of her moods.

At times, it’s been beneficial for her to have an abrasive, alpha personality. Bridget was a consultant at Deloitte, a major consulting firm. For those looking to grow quickly in the business or finance world, it was totally the place to be. But the job is just as intense as she is — which is probably why she’s a perfect fit. She travels most weeks, works long hours, and makes a ton of money.

Our apartment is in a River North high-rise: the peak of luxury, and especially impressive at our age. I, of course, would never be able to afford this kind of place if it weren’t for her. Dating a consultant certainly has its perks!

“Do you need to push back on every point I make? Jesus, Justin…”

“I’m just saying that if you’re complaining about the party starting too early, why are you trying to get there in half the time?”

Bridget let out a loud grunt. She was done with this conversation.

◆◆◆

The party host was another mutual friend of ours from college named Matt. He too was a consultant, so had an equally nice apartment — perfect for a big NYE bash. The luxury 2-bed / 2-bath comfortably fit the 40-50 guests.

“Guys! Welcome!” Matt came up to us, already a little tipsy. “Good to see you!”

I smiled. “Happy New Year!”

“Thanks for hosting,” Bridget added. She handed him the bottle of champagne we brought as a gift.

“Oh, sweet! Add it to the table. Drinking games starting in like an hour. Mingle away!”

We were only a few years out of college, so most parties we attended naturally pulled from the same pool of Northwestern folks. But as we were getting older, the groups got more diverse. That’s one of the cooler things about getting older. It’s not weird to talk with someone who’s 29 or 30 anymore when you’re 25. Four years ago it might be, but not now.

Plenty were friends and acquaintances I saw often, but I also got the chance to mingle and meet people from completely different walks of life. Sure, it was a lot of consultants, but I talked to this guy who was an author, this girl who was a painter, and even a podcast host.

I spent a lot of time chatting with Matt too. He’s the kind of hyper-friendly, always-positive person everyone needs in their lives.

“How’s everything been, man?” he asked.

“Good! Great in fact.” I replied. The other side of having a super positive friend is you never want to burden them with your troubles. Sometimes it’s just safer to lie. “You know, they keep telling me they’re gonna promote me at work. Should be any day now.”

“Awesome, man. I’m so happy for you. Any resolutions?” Matt asked, then playfully punched my chest. “Maybe a haircut, eh?”

I laughed. “You and everyone else keep saying that.”

He was of course referencing my platinum-blonde, shoulder-length hair. Everyone always gives me shit for my hair. I started growing it out after college and sort of never stopped. I like it long. It’s kind of a fun project to maintain and look nice. Not that I ever do anything with it, but it gives me powerful, strong vibes.

“You gonna join a gym?” Matt added. “I feel like mine’s done wonders for me.”

“Hah!” I laughed immediately. “I could certainly use it, right? But nah, I don’t have the discipline.”

My entire life I’ve been thin and scrawny. For some reason, I’ve just never been an athletic guy, not to mention utterly incapable of building muscle mass. Maybe that’s why I like the powerful feeling of my long hair. What I lack in muscles, I make up for in locks.

I checked my phone and it was still only 10 PM. I’d barely talked to Bridget the entire night. She too was off mingling with new people, but mostly talking to this one guy I’d never seen before. I figured I’d butt in.

“Hey baby,” I said, kissing Bridget on the back of the head from behind. “How’s everything?”

“Hi,” she said sweetly. “I’m good.”

The guy nodded at her, and stepped away. Apparently finished with their conversation. Just before I got to introduce myself.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“Some guy. I dunno. I didn’t get his name. Seemed super funny and cool though.”

I thought very little of what she said over the next hour. It’d become time for drinking games.

A classic, of course, was Flip Cup. Were we all adults with careers and incomes? Yes. Did that mean we were too old to play a drinking game with solo cups around a collapsible table? Absolutely not.

The party was actually getting pretty hype. As the night got closer and closer to midnight, the energy level rose. People were getting wild. Shots were poured and consumed, beers were shotgunned, and everyone was either playing a drinking game, dancing, or in a shouting conversation trying to hear each other over the music.

I stuck around for Flip Cup, but noticed Bridget left a while ago. At a different table, I noticed she had paired up with that same guy from before for Beer Pong. And man, did she look like she was having a lot of fun… I chose not to intrude this time since I was in my own game. But I noticed the two had been hanging out for a while.

Once it hit 11:50, everyone wrapped up their games and conversations to settle in front of the TV. Matt turned off the music and blasted the Ball Drop broadcast. I finally caught up with Bridget.

“Hey… you doing okay? Having a good time?” I asked, a little concerned, but more so curious.

“I am!” she exclaimed with tipsy jubilance. “It was like I couldn’t lose in BP!”

I chuckled the tiniest bit. “Yeah… I saw you made a few cups from afar.” Looking across the room I spotted the guy from earlier. “You were… uh… playing with that guy.”

“Yes! I was! That’s Anthony. He’s fucking unreal at BP. You shoulda watched more.”

So Anthony’s his name… is this a guy I should be concerned about? Bridget was certainly having a good time with him, but it’s not like either he or she made a move. Nothing like that. And he looked nothing like me. I was around 5’8” and thin with long hair. He was over 6 feet, muscular, had a light beard, and short hair styled with a bit of product. And I was the one Bridget chose to date.

The ball drop was imminent, so the group loudly shouted at the TV as the countdown began from 30.

“…29! …28! …27!” the group shouted as we all scrambled for our significant others or romantic interests of the night. Bridget and I looked at each other. I gave her a full smile.

“…3! …2! …1! HAPPY NEW YEAR!” The room exploded with cheers, noisemakers, and party poppers. Champagne was raised and clinked. And of course, the New Year’s kiss.

I leaned in for a kiss with Bridget. She reciprocated, but only briefly. More than a peck, but less than desirable. Really? I couldn’t even woo her into a romantic kiss on freaking New Year’s Eve? Ugh…

Unbothered by my romantic woes, the room sang:

“Should auld acquaintance be forgot, and never brought to mind?”

“Should auld acquaintance be forgot, and days of auld lang syne?”

A few people drunkenly stumbled through the lyrics, but everyone got the gist right. It was a classic, traditional start to the new year.

By now, most people were drunk, tired, and ready to get to bed, dreading the nursing of hangovers in the morning. I, however, had agreed to drive home and stayed relatively sober throughout the night (outside of a few beers during the games and a toast of champagne).

I finished my conversation with another friend and looked for Bridget, who’d once again managed to scoot away. And as expected, she was talking to that Anthony guy again. I was too tired to wait her out.

“Hey babe, let’s get going,” I told her, not caring if I interrupted anything with Anthony.

She whipped around. “Babe, I haven’t properly introduced you to Anthony.”

The tall man slowly turned to me and offered up an inviting smile. “Nice to meet you, Justin,” he said, practically oozing charm.

“Nice to meet you too,” I replied somewhat coldly. “I hate to break up the party, but we’re a little tired. Okay if we get going, Bridg?”

“Okay,” Bridget responded emotionless, then turning to Anthony. “Perks of having a DD, right??”

He gave a polite laugh. “We’ll keep in touch.” The two of them hugged. I held Bridget’s hand as we quickly made our way around for goodbyes.

Look, Bridget can talk to whoever she wants. I’m not the jealous type. But seeing her bright blue eyes shimmer while talking to this man, flipping her bouncy, blonde curls… smiling like I haven’t seen in at least a year. I must admit… it was refreshing to see that level of happiness in my girl. Even if I wasn’t the one supplying it.

She fell asleep on the car ride home — a rare, tranquil ride. But amongst the silence, I thought about Anthony’s parting words to her: “We’ll keep in touch.”

Why? And for what reason?


Chapter Two

All things considered, I was having a nice start to the new year. I had the entire week off of work… even if Bridget wasn’t so lucky. That was one of my bones to pick with company — you can’t even give her a couple days off of travel the first week of the New Year?

But she put up with the hectic schedule remarkably well. Way better than I ever could. It’s funny, with my 100% work-from-home schedule, I felt like a stay-at-home spouse. I always did all the cooking, and because I had the lighter responsibility load, I cleaned and shopped for the two of us. Nor did I mind it. After all, I’d gotten quite good.

I’d mostly left the New Year’s party and Bridget’s conversations with Anthony out of my mind, but as they say, idle hands are the devil’s playthings. Or in my case, an idle mind.

I knew absolutely nothing about this man beyond his name. Did he and Bridget ‘keep in touch’ like he said? Maybe it was a career opportunity. Or hell, maybe it was just one of those bullshit things you say to someone you’re never gonna talk to again. He could have just been being polite.

But no. I had to know. I felt too uncomfortable going straight to Bridget with any inquiries, lest I give off ‘crazy jealous boyfriend’ vibes. So I hit up Matt, the host of the party. If there’s anyone who would know something about this man, it’d be the guy who actually invited him. I texted Matt and we set a time for brunch over the weekend.

◆◆◆

“I think I’m still hungover,” Matt joked, sipping on orange juice. “Even a week out.”

We met at a brunch spot near his place. I was happy to make the drive over his way. It minimized any chance he flakes and I’m unable to get an answer. But I tried my best to be casual about the whole thing.

“I think everyone had a good time though,” I said. “People really dig your parties. Ended up being a solid group.”

“You think so?” he said, a tad unsure of himself. “I’m always afraid of mixing friends. You never know how a bunch of random people with only myself in common are gonna vibe.”

“Seriously, you did great. I mingled, Bridget mingled… Everyone was meeting and connecting.”

Matt took another sip of orange juice, happy with my analysis.

“That reminds me…” I continued. “Bridget was chatting a ton with this one guy…” I pretended to think of his name. “Alan? Antonio, was it?”

“Oh, Anthony?” Matt finished my thought. “Cool dude. Super mysterious.”

That’s a hell of an adjective to use. “Mysterious?” I asked. “How so?”

“I dunno. He’s crazy charming, and everyone loves him. But he’s so… unassuming, ya know?”

Yeah, I knew. That’s what I was trying to figure out. “How did you meet him?”

“A friend of a friend, initially. Some guy I don’t really talk to anymore. But I run into him at the gym and we talked there. I’ve invited him to a few things in the past but this is the first time he actually showed.”

“Did he come with anybody? Or was he alone?”

“I think alone…” Matt started to feel uneasy. “Is something going on?”

“No! Totally not. I’m just, like, curious about your friends is all.”

Matt kind of bought my answer, but quickly moved on. “Yo! You know what I actually heard about him through my other buddy?”

Matt looked side to side, making sure nobody was listening in. “He’s a swinger.”

I raised an eyebrow. “A swinger? Like… he sleeps with a lot of people?”

Matt threw up his hands. “Hey, I dunno man! I just talk to the dude at the gym.” He lowered his voice again. “But that’s the second hand news.”

A swinger? Well that settles it. Anthony is absolutely trying to slide in on Bridget. And he’s probably trying to reel her into his perverted little circle…

◆◆◆

The new knowledge bugged me all week. I wasn’t sure who to be angry at, or even if I should be angry at all. Honestly, I knew very little about this whole situation. I definitely saw Bridget have a good time talking with this mysterious Anthony, and I definitely heard him insist that they keep in touch. Now Matt’s confirmed he’s a swinger. Or, at least second-hand that he’s a swinger. So maybe I don’t know that for sure.

Regardless, my suspicion was enough to confront Bridget. I waited until she got home from one of her work trips and wasn’t in an abrasive mood. Getting ready for bed felt like the right time.

“Hey, babe, can I ask you something?” I muttered, still a little afraid to officially pull the trigger.

“What’s up?” Bridget was brushing her hair in the mirror, ready to get into bed.

I let out a big sigh. “What I’m about to ask you isn’t accusatory by any means. I just want the truth.”

That certainly caught her attention. “What do you mean… Justin, what are you talking about?”

“That guy, Anthony…. from the party. Are you… are you cheating on me?”

She stared at me silently for a moment. She let out a big sigh.

“No. I’m not cheating.”

Her answer felt honest, but the tone was strange.

“However,” she continued. “We’ve been talking.”

I let my head down. “Bridget… I told you, I’m working on things in the bedroom.”

“I know you are, but—“

I was starting to get pissed. “But to start talking to another guy? Like, seriously?”

“No, listen, Justin. I’ve been talking to him about… something else.”

I almost laughed in her face. “Something else? Oh, do tell!” I was dripping with sarcasm. “Do tell what other, ‘non-sexual’ stuff you’ve been discussing with the guy you were totally interested in at the party. I’d love to hear it!”

“Will you just fucking listen for a sec!?” she screamed. I calmed down to let her talk.

“Anthony approached me at the party. That’s true. But he didn’t try to have sex with me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Really?”

“He wanted to have sex with us.”

I froze. “Wait… what?”

Bridget was dead serious. “He wants to join.”

I fully suspected that this guy was a swinger. And yes, I knew what that meant. But never did I think that I'd be part of this nonsense. I thought he was exclusively going for Bridget.

I started to laugh — partly at my misreading of the situation, but mostly at the absurdity of his request.

But Bridget wasn’t messing around. “Why are you laughing?”

“Are you kidding me? Because the guy wants to have a three-way! With us! That’s fucking crazy!”

“Why is it so crazy?” she asked. “People have three-ways.”

“Ha, yeah… but like, not us.” I kept laughing, but she kept staring. “…not us, right?”

“Why not?”

This was no longer funny. Bridget, somehow, had it planted in her head that this was a real possibility.

“You can’t be serious, Bridg… You’re actually considering this?”

“Justin, it’s not like things have been going well in the bedroom. I mean… maybe we need to shake things up.”

“But… another man? Why can’t it be a chick or something?” I proposed.

“I’m sorry, but do you see any chicks lining up and offering three-ways?”

She had a point. “Okay, sure… but, who says I’m not gonna veto having another dude in my bed?”

“Our bed. And honestly, are you so insecure in your sexuality that another guy would ruin things?”

“I mean, I’m straight… So you’ll have to forgive me if I don’t want another naked man in my bed.”

Bridget was getting a little frustrated — perhaps because she knew I had a point. She scooted closer to me on the bed, and held both of my hands.

“Justin, I love you. I… I may not have shown it well recently, and maybe that’s my fault. But I want this to last. I want us to last. And God knows we’ve been teetering on the edge of trouble for a while now.”

I looked deep into her eyes. This was the Bridget I knew. This was the old Bridget.

“I’m sorry for not being transparent with you. I was going to bring this up. Honestly. I think part of me needed to be convinced it’s not crazy too.” Bridget let out another big sigh. “But fuck… I have a good feeling about this. I really feel like a spice of passion can be good. I can remember what it’s like to feel good again, and maybe you can learn a few tips. This will fix us. I know it will.”

Maybe I was losing my mind, or maybe I just missed this Bridget too much and wanted her back.

“I love you. And I love you enough to trust your instincts. If you really, truly believe this can be the spark to save us… then we can try.”

She smiled warmly back. “I love you, Justin.” She leaned in to kiss me. It was our first in many days — maybe even since the party. But this one was so much more passionate… so much more real.

“But I reserve the right to call it off after the first try,” I added. “We need to be on the same page at all times.”

“Agreed. This isn’t about Anthony. It’s about us.” I fully believed Bridget wanted our relationship to be saved just as much as I did.

“I’ll set something up for next weekend,” Bridget said, rolling onto her side of the bed. “I’ll make sure everything’s in order. All you gotta do is show up.”

We turned off the lights and went to sleep. It was another sexless night — one of so, so many. But the prospect of intimately re-connecting with Bridget was thrilling… even if it meant there’d be another man in our bed, sharing some of those thrills.


Chapter Three

Calling this a nervous week would be an understatement. While confident in my decision to support Bridget, I was understandably anxious about what was to come.

I’ve always been rather vanilla when it came to sex. Basic positions — missionary, mostly — and though I accepted taking the lead, I was never good at being dominant. Sex is a team sport, and the effort should be treated as such — despite Bridget’s complaints that I’m not commanding enough.

But now I was willingly letting another dude into my bedroom to help service my girlfriend. A large part of me viewed this as a massive failure as a man. Like, ‘Really? You’ve gotten to the point that you can’t satisfy your woman enough where you need to tag team?’ But I couldn’t allow that negativity in my headspace. I needed this to go well.

Bridget explained that the plan was for Anthony to come over Saturday night to join us for a movie. Apparently he didn’t want just sex. He wanted it to be a homey, natural experience. He also wanted it to be about us, and not about him. Suuuure he did…

Obviously, things would eventually escalate to the bedroom, so I wanted to make sure I was properly trimmed down there. I also threw on a sweater and jeans. But other than that, did any of it really matter?

Well, not if you asked Bridget. She was going all out getting ready for the arrival of Anthony. And not just shaving her pussy, no no no. She got glammed up from head-to-toe, curling her hair, applying loads of makeup, and freshly painting her fingernails and toenails. Bridget even bought a new dress for the occasion. I definitely felt a little slighted. She never did this kind of stuff for our date nights.

Suddenly, a knock at the door. I heard Bridget yell from the bedroom. “Can you get that?” This was it. I had no choice. I was about to welcome in the man who’s arrived with the sole purpose of fucking my girlfriend.

The door creaked open, and there stood Anthony. Just as tall, just as confident, just as charming as before. His outfit was simple, but stylish. His beard was trimmed neatly and his chocolate brown eyes matched his sweater.

“Hey Anthony,” I said, trying my best to muzzle any contempt. “Welcome to our home.”

Anthony returned a soft grin. He wasn’t a particularly smiley guy — most mysterious guys aren’t. Nor was he particularly chatty, apparently. “Hello Justin,” was all he said back.

Bridget scuttled out of the bedroom area with a huge smile on her face. She looked beyond delighted to see him. “Thank you for coming! Ah, I’ve been looking forward to this all week.”

“Likewise,” Anthony replied, peering around the living room, taking in the sleek, modern design. “You do a lovely job decorating, Bridget.”

“Actually, that’s me,” I jumped in. “Don’t always assume it’s a woman doing the decorating.”

Bridget looked mad. “Justin,” she said sternly. “It was an honest mistake.”

Anthony found our bickering entertaining, clearly. But not bothersome.

“Before anything kicks off, I want to thank you for welcoming me into your home and into your relationship. Justin, please know that this isn’t an affront on you. Your success is my enjoyment.”

I looked at him, uncomfortable. Then I looked at Bridget, who seemed to agree with Anthony’s sentiment. I suppose this was the best case scenario.

“So,” he said, clasping his hands together. “What movie do we have picked out for tonight?”

Bridget had taken the lead on planning. We’d watch the movie Valentine’s Day — that crappy ensemble cast rom-com from the 2000’s — and see where the night leads from there. Everyone had already eaten, so I poured wine for the three of us.

Though we hadn’t progressed much past small talk, I was sort of starting to understand Anthony’s charm. Sort of. While Bridget and I were visibly nervous, Anthony remained cool. His answers were succinct and proper. He was witty without being obnoxiously joke-y.

Anthony wanted the three of us on the couch, with Bridget in the center. It took a little while for the nerves to wear off and people to get comfortable, but about a half hour in, Bridget started cuddling with Anthony. He reciprocated by rubbing her upper thigh.

But apparently his move was more than enough, because Bridget was quickly all over Anthony. She pushed her face tighter on his chiseled jawline and started attacking Anthony’s neck with her soft, glossy lips. God, it felt like I was a third wheel. Anthony kept rubbing Bridget’s back and legs while she kissed him, but hesitated to do much more than that.

“Justin, I want you closer to Bridget,” he said pleasantly.

His request caught me off guard. Did he feel bad about my exclusion? Nevertheless I scooted closer to my girlfriend. While Bridget kissed Anthony’s neck I gently stroked her legs and butt.

“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” Anthony said, quite matter-of-factly. Bridget eagerly agreed.

Bridget had preemptively lit some candles, so the bedroom was already filled with the smell of lavender. She began stripping down, but Anthony held out his hand.

“Justin should do it,” Anthony corrected her.

This request surprised her as much as it did me, but we rolled with it. I looked into Bridget’s confused eyes. Standing on the carpet of our candle-lit bedroom, I leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss, slowly unzipping her dress at the same time. God, she was always so good at getting me hard. The slow removal of clothing is always the sexiest part.

Bridget’s dress gently hit the floor, leaving her with nothing but a sexy, mint green bra and panties set. She never wore this kind of stuff when it was just the two of us.

“Now Bridget, take off Justin’s clothes,” Anthony instructed. He sat on the bed and watched us get to work. I kissed her while she disrobed me. Sweater off, pants off, socks tossed to the side. I was left standing in my boxers, fully erect and ready to take her.

“Let me take you,” I whispered while pushing a few of my long blonde locks away from my face.

But instead of readily accepting her boyfriend’s advances, Bridget’s eyes shot straight over to Anthony who was still sitting idly on the bed. He was mostly expressionless, probably enjoying orchestrating our foreplay more than anything.

“Give your girlfriend a kiss, Justin, and you tell me if she’s ready.”

Bridget made no indication one way or the other if she was ready for me to fuck her. So I kissed her neck, and fingered her beneath her mint green panties.

“Ow!” she said, as I quickly retracted my fingers. She shot a look over at Anthony. “I’m sorry, this just isn’t working for me.”

Anthony raised an eyebrow for the first time tonight. “Really?” he asked. “Well that’s strange.”

We stood in silence for a few moments. The awkwardness was piercing.

Anthony stood up and slowly shuffled his hulking body over behind Bridget. “Justin, you wouldn’t mind if I help out, do you?”

“Please,” Bridget quickly answered for me.

I sighed. “Sure… Thanks.”

He moved his giant, muscular, 6 foot 3 frame behind Bridget’s petite body and began subtly rubbing her shoulders. But the effect was immediate. This large, handsome man was doing practically nothing, yet making my dolled-up girlfriend shiver with anticipation, standing there in her bra and panties.

Bridget whipped around, eagerly wanting to tear Anthony’s clothes off and fuck him instead of me. But again, Anthony held his hand out.

“This is for you two, not me,” he repeated in his deep, gruff voice. “Justin can take my clothes off.”

What? This was not part of the arrangement. Look, I assumed that I’d be around another naked man, but I never anticipated I’d be the one getting him naked.

“Uhhh, Bridget can do it,” I muttered.

“Just do it, Justin!” she said, clutching Anthony’s pecs through his shirt. “He won’t fuck me otherwise.”

Anthony stood stoic, agreeing. I took a few deep breaths. “Jesus…” I said. “Fine.”

It felt beyond bizarre to wear nothing but my underwear, helping a much larger, much stronger man take off his clothes. I lifted the tight sweater over his head, revealing for the first time his proportioned, tightly muscular chest, back, and arms.

I then undid his belt, slipping it out the loops and nearly smacking Bridget as the belt whipped around.

Bridget was deep in a sexual frustration, annoyed at how reluctant I was and how long this was taking. But Anthony — I think — understood and respected my hesitancy. I tugged at his dark wash jeans, attempting to pull them down, but they wouldn’t budge. So I reached around his body to unclasp the button and undo his pants zipper.

I’m not sure if it was Bridget kissing his pecs or me disrobing him, but I noticed Anthony get slightly harder as I pulled the zipper down, my fingers mere centimeters from his growing penis. I quickly pulled away after noticing, wanting nothing to do with it.

I finished the job by pulling off his jeans and helping him step out. Anthony was left only in his boxers, like I was.

“That’s good, Justin. Thank you,” he said, flashing me that same soft smile.

“Will you take me now?” Bridget whispered in Anthony’s ear, but loud enough to hear.

He nodded, looked over at me with a quick wink, then led Bridget onto the bed where he proceeded to kiss her entire body, remove her little bit of clothing that remained, and rail her from behind.

All I did was stand there, watching in my underwear as Anthony fucked my girlfriend. Every few seconds she’d release a yelp of pleasure, or him a grunt of effort. It was hot, sweaty, and intense. Without a doubt better sex than anything I could ever dream of giving her.

Sure, I felt excluded. Did I wish that were me fucking her instead of him? Yes. And you better believe some jealousy brewed inside me witnessing her body tighten with anticipation as Anthony announced in his gruff voice that he was ready to cum. I so deeply wished I could be the one providing her that level of pleasure. But alas…

Anthony invited me onto the bed for post-sex cuddling, which I appreciated. Even feeling Bridget’s body heat second-hand was joyous. She laid between us, recovering from a full-fledged orgasm that preceded even Anthony finishing inside her.

He wasn’t looking to stick around long, though. Bridget was still in the recovery phase where she needed a body to clutch.

“Where are you going?” she asked innocently as Anthony arose from the bed and searched for his clothes.

“This is time for you and Justin. I have only one specific purpose here.” He smiled, looking directly at me again. “But if you’ll have me back, I’d love another night like this.”

“Absolutely,” Bridget answered quickly, again not waiting for my thoughts.

He smirked, and finished putting on his clothes. “I’ll let myself out.”

I waited until I heard the front door shut. Bridget laid silently with me. “Well, th—“

But before I could finish my thought, Bridget leaned her head on my chest and squeezed me tight. This was something I hadn’t seen in a while…


She breathed a hefty, comfortable, cozy sigh as she held onto me tight. She, naked. Me, only in my boxers. I didn’t have the size, the strength, or the charm of Anthony, but here was Bridget, once again clutching and cuddling me.

“That was… really something.” I said.

“He’s amazing,” Bridget whispered, snuggling me with her eyes shut. “He’s amazing for us. I think he needs to come back.”

It’s not completely clear what he even did, but something arose in Bridget. She hasn’t held me like this. Not in a long time. But thanks to Anthony, I felt like she was reminded of what it felt like to be effectively pleasured by a man.

Maybe there’s more I can learn from him…


Chapter Four

That night with Anthony was one of the most unique, uncomfortable, enlightening, and fascinating nights of my life. It was a night of firsts: first time seeing another man naked in my bedroom, first time watching my partner get fucked, and first time participating in a three-way.

Well, not really participating, per se. More so watching, even if I did play a small role in ‘warming up’ Bridget and stripping her down… and Anthony too.

There were a lot of mental unknowns bouncing around my head after that night, but one thing that was certain was that Anthony would join us again. Bridget made that abundantly clear. The day after, she couldn’t stop talking about how much she enjoyed having him over.

“He’s just so huge. Not that I don’t like what you have, Justin, but wasn’t he goddamn impressive down there?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, okay. His dick was big.”

Bridget wasn’t always the most self-aware person, but even she could read the room that her boyfriend wasn’t yearning for conversation about another man’s cock.

“Sorry, sorry. I know,” she admitted. “But wanna know one of the sexiest things about last night? I absolutely looooved when he told you to strip me down.”

I raised an eyebrow and smirked. “Oh yeah? I thought you might… I know you’ve been looking for me to take-charge.”

“Well, not exactly…” she swayed her head, not sure how to explain.

“What do you mean?”

The smile started to disappear from her face, and she grew more serious. “I know I said I wanted you to be more dominant in bed — and I believe that you can be — but for now, I kinda liked how Anthony was calling the shots.”

I was totally confused. “Wait, if I’m not in charge… does that mean I’m not turning you on?”

But Bridget’s tone was still tender. “No no no, baby you are. It’s just, like, in a different way.” She paused, carefully choosing her words, not wanting to offend me. “Look, you know how a pack of dogs can’t have more than one alpha? I think — just for now — Anthony’s the alpha.”

I felt like I was going crazy. “So if Anthony’s the alpha, what the hell am I supposed to be doing?”

“This is new for both of us, and I’m still figuring out what I like. But I really liked you being… you know… his helper.”

“His helper?”

Bridget nodded. “Like, you know, second in command. When he told you to take my clothes off? Super hot. And when he told you to take his clothes off? Fuuuuck… even hotter.”

I stood there in silence, sifting through her words. Anthony’s ‘second in command’, eh? It wasn’t the role I thought I’d be playing — and I’m still not entirely sure what it meant — but Bridget seemed to be really into the idea. And if my goal was to get Bridget’s libido back… maybe playing second fiddle is the light at the end of the tunnel.

“I… I suppose I could be Anthony’s helper.”

A huge smile emerged on her face and she leaned in for a kiss. “I’d love that, baby. And remember, Anthony’s here to be shared, so have fun with him. I think the more you lean into what he wants, the more fun both of us will have.”

‘Both of us’… I’m not so sure how true that sentiment was, but I set it aside. Bridget wants me to be Anthony’s right hand man? Then right-hand man I shall be…

◆◆◆

Bridget and I planned another ‘date’ with Anthony (her words, not mine) for the upcoming weekend. She was in town this week and not traveling for work. Normally, a week in town was objectively positive, but the looming Anthony night made things feel… weird. Every time we sat down for a meal, laid down for bed, or ran an errand, I was subconsciously planning my next sexual move with her. It was difficult to live in the moment. How could I best ‘assist’ Anthony to pleasure her?

My days working felt different too. I’m generally good at turning my brain off and zoning into my financial document sorting, classifying, and organizing. I was your typical guy working a typical job. Even working from home, coworkers still chat about their weekend plans. “I’m going to a birthday party,” someone would say. Or, “my wife and I are driving up to Michigan for the weekend.”

No chance I’d respond with “a man is coming over to fuck my girlfriend this weekend… and I’m gonna help him!” Especially to coworkers I barely even see in person. I’d never want to seem like the freak of the office.

But soon enough, Saturday rolled around. Bridget and I were cleaning up dinner, when we heard an early knock on the door. The noise startled us both.

“Is he here!?” Bridget freaked out. “I’m not even close to ready!”

She dropped the dirty pan in the sink and ran off to the bedroom to look as presentable as possible. “Keep him occupied. I need to look hot!”

Well, I guess the rest of the dishes were for me then…

I answered the door and saw Anthony standing there. But he wasn’t empty-handed this time. He was holding a single rose.

“Oh, uh… hi Anthony,” I said. “You’re early.”

“Am I? My apologies then,” he replied, but let himself in regardless.

“Sorry, we’re still getting ready. I’ve got dishes to do, I gotta change. Bridget’s in the bedroom but she might be a while.”

But Anthony cut me off and handed me the rose, wordless.

I looked at him as if he’d made a mistake. “She’s in the back, but I’ll let her know it’s for her.”

“It’s for whoever answered the door,” Anthony explained with a little grin.

I gave him a questionable glare. “Sure, man. Thanks…”

I led him back into the kitchen to put the rose in a skinny vase, as well as finish the dishes. I got back at it, not really looking to chat.

“So you decorate the apartment and do the dishes?” Anthony asked, examining the cabinets of our tiny, modern kitchen.

“She helps sometimes.” I firmly scrubbed a pan and gave it a rinse.

“So domestic,” Anthony said with a little laugh. I rolled my eyes.

“Hey, it’s a good quality to have.” He came up behind me and grabbed the pan from the rack. “Allow me,” he said, offering to help dry.

I didn’t ask, but nonetheless appreciated his help. We silently worked on the dishes over the next few minutes.

“We make a good team,” he said.

“Eh, I think that’s far too early to say.”

We scrubbed and dried for a few more moments before I broke the silence again. “You know, we can be the same with Bridget, too,” I said.

“Oh yeah?” Anthony was intrigued.

I stood still for a moment to make sure she wasn’t listening.

“She told me the other day that she likes things best – and I can’t believe I’m saying this –  but she likes when I’m your… ‘helper’...”

Anthony nodded, absorbing my point. “Hmm. So she does.”

“So for Bridget’s sake, here’s what we should do. You—”

But Anthony lifted his massive hand and pressed his finger over my lips, shushing me. “Justin, I’ve been in these situations before. It’s always best to just go with the flow, okay? For all of our sake.”

I stood there silently with his finger still resting on my lips when I heard footsteps coming from the living room. Appearing in the doorway was Bridget, dressed in a ruby red negligee. She was completely primped, hair curled and a sexy makeup look. Damn, she’s fast.

“Hey boys. Anthony, nice of you to join us.”

I quickly grabbed Anthony’s hand and moved it out of my face. But that didn’t faze him.

“How about we skip the movie and take this straight to the bedroom,” he insisted.

Anthony grabbed me by my thin wrist and led us straight to the bedroom.

Bridget had already prepped the room with a candlelit mood. She had on her negligee, Anthony had his tight polo and nice slacks on… but I was still in my sweats.

“Wait, wait, I haven’t had the chance to get ready. Can you guys wait a minute?”

Bridget groaned. “Justin, you should’ve gotten ready sooner. I told you!”

Anthony hushed our fighting. “No no. Justin’s outfit will do just fine.” He took Bridget by the hand and led her to the bed.

“Justin, do you like your girlfriend’s tits?”

I nodded. “Sure I do.”

“Do you ever kiss them?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Uh, I mean… I haven’t really tried.”

Anthony turned to Bridget. “Would you like your tits kissed?”

She nodded, clearly down for anything Anthony wanted to try.

“Justin, let me show you.”

Anthony got on his knees in front of Bridget and ran his large hands down the side of her body. He carefully lifted the dainty negligee past her cascading hair and over her head.

“Kissing your girl’s tits takes care. You can’t be too rough.”

I moved closer to observe as Anthony pushed his head closer and closer to Bridgets nipple, concluding with a gentle kiss. The apartment was cold but his lips looked soft and warm.

“Just tiny, little kisses…” he narrated between the gentlest of kisses and licks on her right nipple. He switched to her other one. “…and never leave one lonely.”

I was totally confused how this could be effective, but all skepticism vanished when I looked at Bridget’s face. She was totally turned on by this.

Anthony pulled back. “Let’s do it together,” he said, leading me over to Bridget, still seated on the bed. I pushed my head closer to Bridget’s perky breast.

“Do as I do,” Anthony ordered, as we each kissed one of Bridget’s nipples. Just like him, I began with tiny licks and kisses. I noticed he worked his hand into the mix, playing with the rest of her breast as he kissed her soft nipple. I did the same.

Bridget looked in heaven being serviced by her two men. Her eyes were closed, letting out tiny intermittent moans. I can’t believe this was working! Anthony was spot on…

“Can Justin feel you?” Anthony asked Bridget, who kept her eyes closed but adamantly approved of the idea.

I reached beneath Bridget’s panties and didn’t take long to find her soaking wet pussy. Holy shit, Anthony really knows what he’s doing…

I started fingering Bridget as she moaned even louder. But Anthony had other plans and pulled me back.

“That’s what your girl's pussy is supposed to feel like,” he said softly.

I nodded, impressed with his direction.

“Look at Bridget’s face and body. I want you to remember her like this.”

Made-up, nearly naked, and trembling with sexual anticipation — I’ve never seen her wanting to be fucked so badly. Anthony deserved every ounce of credit. He was an absolute master of seduction. It’s amazing how just a few simple tweaks could take Bridget from apathetic to utterly aroused.

“It’s crucial you know how wet your girl should be. Bridget, take off your panties and give them to Justin.”

She immediately obeyed and practically tore them off. I held her soaking, ruby red thong in my small hands. I wanted to treasure this moment. But Anthony threw me a curveball I never anticipated.

Anthony looked at me intensely. “Now Justin, I need you to wear her panties.”

What? Woah woah woah, this was a whole different direction. I almost couldn’t tell if he was serious.

“Heh heh… you’re kidding right?” I replied.

But Anthony turned to Bridget, now fully naked on the bed. He kissed her neck and reached below to rub her wet clit as she shook and spasmed. “Do you like it when I tell your Justin what to do?”

“Y-y-yes…” she barely managed to squeak out, looking like she was nearing an orgasm.

That was enough of an answer for me. I quickly stripped down and slid Bridget’s dirty red thong up my smooth legs. My  small-ish dick fit surprisingly well in the panties, and the g-string settled nicely on my perkier-than-average butt. Though my natural instinct was to feel ridiculous and humiliated being forced to wear my girlfriend’s panties, I remembered Anthony's words from earlier: “go with the flow.”

Anthony stripped off the rest of his clothes and mounted Bridget’s naked body. “You like when I make your Justin wear your panties?” he whispered in her ear.

“Yes…yes…” she huffed between nervous breaths.

“Rub yourself through her panties, Justin,” Anthony commanded as he slid his dick inside my girlfriend.

There I stood in front of the fucking couple, massaging my small cock through the thin, red lace material. They both watched me intently, fully turned on.

Anthony thrust his massive cock deeper and deeper into Bridget as she got closer to climax.

“Rub yourself, Justin!” Bridget spat out while getting rocked by the huge man behind her. “Get my pussy juices all over that cock of yours!”

I did as told. But just as my own cock was starting to get hard, Bridget let out a giant moan as she came from Anthony’s thrusts. Her shivers – along with my visuals – got Anthony to cum not long after. The pair collapsed on the bed, overwhelmed with ecstasy.

Out of respect, I gave the two a minute to recover. Not wanting to disrupt the ritual, I chose not to move.

Without a word Anthony gave Bridget’s tit one last kiss and he arose from bed to get changed.

Anthony was satisfied. Bridget was satisfied. But me? I was left standing by the bed with a dwindling erection held back only by my girlfriend’s sopping panties.

Bridget needed a few more minutes, but like last time, Anthony wasn’t looking to stick around long.

When he finished getting dressed, he looked me up and down with an approving nod.

“Still don’t think we make a good team?”

He left the bedroom and walked out the door.


Chapter Five

Talk about a wild experience…

Say what you will about the events of the night: the nipple kissing, the panty-wearing, the doggy-style fucking. Anthony proved that Bridget’s libido could be unlocked, and only he held the key.

Any doubts I had about him were thrown out the door. The man was a wizard. His presence in our bedroom was game-changing. Did I have my personal disappointments that maybe I wasn’t getting enough action? Sure. But Bridget was happy, and as long as nothing got too out of hand, I could see this leading to a full repair of our relationship.

Throughout the last couple weeks, Bridget had been the primary communicator with Anthony. She’d coordinate on our behalf for dates, and all I had to do was be ready. So when Bridget was set to be out of town for two straight weeks for business, I figured we’d be taking a little time off from Anthony.

Part of me was very okay with that. Things were getting a little fast and loose. He’d shaken up our love life so vigorously that maybe we needed things to come back down to Earth just a little bit.

Bridget was off in Kansas City for a healthcare consulting gig. Working six days a week, it didn’t really make sense for her to board a plane home to Chicago on Sunday, only to immediately fly back to KC the very next day.

So that meant I got to decompress and live alone in my thoughts. Outside of the extremely rare happy hour with coworkers, I was never too busy socially. So much of my social life revolved around doing things with Bridget. Many of our friends from college were really her friends from college, so it felt odd hitting them up to hang out alone.

But that was fine by me. I’m the studious, bookish, homebody type. I liked reading my fantasy or mystery novels, wearing sweatpants, and cozying up with a nice cup of hot tea. I didn’t have any overly macho hobbies — though Bridget probably deep-down wishes I did. But that’s part of what makes me, me. I’m a soft-spoken, domesticated guy and proud of it.

My Saturday night of books and tea was thrown for a loop when I received a text from an unknown number.

‘Hey, are you around tonight? We should hang.’

I didn’t have a contact saved, nor was I familiar with the area code. Was this someone from the party the other day? I don’t remember giving my number out. Normally I wouldn’t engage with a random text, but I was reading a mystery novel and I guess I was in the mood for some intrigue. I wrote back.

‘Sorry, who is this? Must not have saved your number.’

The blinking three dots flashed for a few moments, and then:

‘It’s Anthony’

Woah, Anthony-Anthony?? No way. Why was he reaching out to me? I would’ve thought by now he knew to coordinate through Bridget.

‘Oh, Bridget’s out of town this weekend and next. Sorry, don’t think it’ll work out.’

Anthony was a quick replier.

’I know. She told me. Just wondering if you wanted to do something.’

Okay, he was definitely changing the vibe. The moment Anthony entered our relationship we made the rules super clear: he was for both of us, or none of us. He was here to help our relationship and not hurt it. Regardless, I had no interest in this man sexually. I mean, I’m open to taking part in a sexual act with him when Bridget’s involved — I’m happy to play the game — but there was zero chance I was gonna let this man come over alone. I sent back:

‘Sorry man, I don’t think that’s what Bridget and I decided. It changes the vibe.’

Maybe I wasn’t assertive enough, because he was typing back. But his response surprised me.

‘Oh, I wasn’t talking about THAT. I just mean grabbing drinks. Like, hanging out. Nothing more.’

This was so strange… In our eyes, Anthony’s sole purpose was a sexual catalyst — nothing more, nothing less. So what was he doing trying to just ‘hang out’ on the weekend?

I opened up Bridget’s contact to text her a screenshot of the conversation, but held back. She probably texts Anthony about other stuff all the time too. Why can’t I do the same? What, is their contact exclusively about planning three-way dates? I highly doubt it.

The clock on the wall read 7 PM. It was Saturday and the night was young. My book’s not grabbing me as much as I thought. Maybe it’s not the worst idea just to grab a drink with the guy…

I still didn’t trust Anthony 100%, so I crafted a text that was accepting but also left me all the control.

‘Alright, fine. Let’s do drinks. But we’ll do Benson’s in Gold Coast. Should be chill vibes.’

I purposely suggested a packed sports bar. Beer, sports, and masculine dudes. I didn’t want Anthony to get any ideas that this was a set-up for a date or that I was interested in anything more than a platonic one-on-one hang. He quickly replied.

‘Meet you in an hour. See you then.’

◆◆◆

Benson’s was probably the last place you’d find me on a night out. It was always the kind of bar where tougher, sportier, and louder guys hung out. Definitely not my scene.

But that’s what made it perfect. I didn’t want to take Anthony to a place where I’m in my element. Otherwise he’d be getting to know the ‘real me’ too well.

I sat down at a high top among a sea of drunken former frat guys. Jerseys, jackets, and hoodies filled the space. Wearing my khakis and knit sweater, I stuck out like a sore thumb. Anthony was able to spot me easily.

“Good to see you,” he said with a smile. I chose not to rise from my seat for a handshake or a hug. I wasn’t sure what the moment called for, nor did I want to find out.

“Hey man,” I replied stoically. Immediately, an awkward silence as I looked around the bar avoiding eye contact.

“Some place, huh?”

“You picked it out,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “Well, maybe this is my scene. You don’t know.”

Anthony couldn’t help but chuckle. “I’m pretty sure it’s not your scene.”

I shrugged again.

“Okay, then who’s playing?” he said, playfully reaching across the table to prevent me from looking.

“Uh… uh…” I thought outloud. “The Cubs?”

“Really? It’s February.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at my own stupidity. Neither could he. I think it was the first laugh we shared together.

From then on, the ice was broken and we ordered our first round of drinks. Small talk to start, of course. There was some trouble hearing over the cheers of the Bulls game (he later explained that), but we managed.

To my surprise, Anthony really was only there to have drinks. For the most part, we kept things light and vague. I didn’t want to show my entire hand to this man I hardly knew after all. I don’t think he did either.

All I really knew about him from before was that a) he swings, b) he’s bisexual, and c) he goes to my friend Matt’s gym.

He didn’t want to talk much about his personal life, beyond his indistinct answer that he ‘works in finance.’ His clothes, as always, were some designer brand, so his income was definitely put to use. I learned he’s from Cincinnati, has lived in Chicago for a while, and studied Finance at Princeton. Besides that, he kept the conversation mostly on me.

I shared a few stories about my time in college, my somewhat disappointing work life, and elaborated a bit on my hobbies as an amateur cook and homemaker. Those skills have served me well in my relationship with Bridget.

I may have shared more than Anthony did, but despite that, I was impressed by his sexual restraint. Though maybe he wasn’t restraining at all. Perhaps there were two sides to Anthony: the swinging, sexual bedroom boss and the normal guy who just wants to grab a beer and learn more about a friend.

But still, there was a massive elephant in the room: Only seven days ago this man demanded I wear my girlfriend’s panties in front of them while they fucked. Was I not supposed to bring that up at all?

I took another sip from my vodka-soda. “Okay, here’s a question,” I leaned in for privacy, as if anyone cared what we were talking about. “I respect your skills. I really do. And you’ve satisfied Bridget in ways I could never dream of. But the other night… Why did you have me wear her panties? Is that, like, your ‘move’?”

Anthony didn’t respond right away, but then out crept a tiny laugh. “No, it’s not my ‘move’. What kind of guy do you think I am?”

“Honestly? A fucking mysterious one, if you really wanna know.”

He playfully held up his hands in defeat. “I admit, I’ve always found the feminine elements of a guy attractive.” He paused for a second, trying to gauge my reaction. “But it seems like Bridget does too.”

I shook my head. “I think she's just into whatever you want me to do.”

Anthony looked at me skeptically. “Maybe. But do you know that? You two sat down to debrief?”

He had me there. “I mean, not yet… She’s been traveling.

Anthony took another sip of his beer. “Maybe you two need to communicate more. It’s key to a healthy sexual relationship.”

A huge cheer erupted from the other bar patrons. The Bulls must’ve won, or at least scored. Anthony must’ve taken this as a sign that the night was ending.

“Maybe we should get going,” he suggested.

I agreed. I was as fed up with his non-answers as I was with the obnoxious sports fans.

We both walked up to the bar, but Anthony grabbed his credit card first. “Whole tab on me, please.”

“No no no. You’re not paying for this,” I said. But he lightly pressed down on my hand. “I insist. I dragged you out of your little domestic evening for this.”

The bartender clearly didn’t care, and just took Anthony’s card to settle up the few drinks. I reluctantly thanked him.

We stepped outside into the cold and stood for a moment under the bar’s awning. The steady sound of light traffic was a welcome relief from the drunken noise.

“You okay to get home?” he asked.

“I got here alright, didn’t I?”

“Did you drive?”

“No, just the red line and buses… Bridget doesn’t really like when I drive the car while she’s out of town.” I cut Anthony off before he could say anything judgmental. “Which I’m okay with, by the way. Everybody’s got their thing.”

“Sounds like she’s got a lot of ‘things’.”

“Excuse me?” I quickly shot back at him. “You don’t get to talk about Bridget like that.”

He smiled, almost as if he thought my defense of her was adorable rather than frightening. But he conceded. “Apologies. Bridget’s a lovely girl. Let me call you an Uber. It’ll make up for my rude comment.”

It was cold, rainy, and not the kind of weather ideal for public transit, so I reluctantly accepted.

“One minute away,” he said, looking at his phone.

“How did you get here?” I asked.

“Walked. I’m three blocks away. You picked a really convenient spot.”

A short pause.

“I’d invite you up, but I think I know your answer.”

“Definitely no,” I filled in the blank.

He laughed. “That’s what I thought.”

I noticed a black Lexus with its flashers on that must be the Uber.

“Is it too much to say I had a nice night tonight?” he said, turning his body to me and taking a step closer.

“Uh… that’s fine to say,” I muttered. “I guess I did too. But my hot tea is calling.”

“We make a good team with Bridget. I think tonight only helped us.”

We were still alone under the Benson’s awning – dry, but cold. Anthony reached toward my face and tucked a loose, blonde lock behind my ear.

Any reader of romance novels would know what’s coming next. And so did I. I could feel it. He leaned closer to me and planted a soft, delicate kiss on my lips.

I didn’t really reciprocate, but for some strange reason I completely allowed it. I’ve seen this man have sex. I’ve stripped him down. He’s even commanded me to touch myself through my girlfriend’s panties, for Christ sake! But this little peck was somehow the most intimate thing he’s done yet.

“Night, partner,” were the words he left me with. He walked off with nothing further to say. To my knowledge, nobody else saw what happened.

“What… the… fuck…” I muttered to myself as I trounced through the rain toward my Uber.


Chapter Six

It was a long, strange week waiting for Bridget to come back from Kansas City. No, I wasn’t shocked that Anthony kissed me. The man is a sexual gorilla who probably wants to fuck anything that moves. But me? Before last Saturday, I assumed it’d be Bridget-or-bust. Anthony had added the final side to this messed-up ‘love triangle’.

Despite allowing the kiss, Anthony’s attention was the last thing I desired from him. I’ve come to accept that letting him do certain — and I do mean only certain — things to me was collateral damage in my pursuit of reclaiming Bridget.

Anthony and I had not texted since the night we hung out. And for all I knew, Bridget knew nothing of the encounter. One might say that it’s shady and irresponsible of me not to let my partner know that we both hung out and kissed without her presence or permission. But hey, some secrets are okay, right?

◆◆◆

Bridget finally returned from Kansas City late Friday night. She was exhausted and not in the mood for a chat. In fact, with barely more than a hello, she walked right by me on the couch watching TV, then heated up the lasagna I’d made earlier in the evening and ate it alone in the kitchen. I’ve learned that she needs plenty of decompression time after a long trip.

So it wasn’t until Saturday morning that we actually got to talk about our weeks and catch up on life.

Keeping a secret from a partner when she’s not around is one thing. But it’s a different story when they’re right in front of you. I mentally came to the conclusion that I’d tell her half the truth, but not the entire thing.

“So I actually went to a sports bar with Anthony last Saturday,” I casually dropped in the middle of lunch.

Bridget shot me a weird expression. “Really? You did?”

“Yeah, he hit me up over text and we went to Benson’s. Super random, but I had nothing going on so I thought, ‘what the hell?’”

“Hmm…” she replied, thinking deeply. “I suppose there’s nothing wrong with that. Not the worst thing in the world for you two to get to know each other just a little bit.”

“Have… uh, you two hung out?”

Bridget quickly shook her head. “Oh no no no. I don’t want that. I like keeping those parts of my life separate. But you’re in a different situation. If you’re gonna be his helper, it’s not the worst thing to get on the same page.”

I was a little confused by how chill she was. Bridget is not the most ‘down for whatever’ person. But still, I had no desire to press my luck and share that he kissed me.

“Anyway, he’s coming over tomorrow night. I hope that’s cool,” she added. Then with a sudden sexual shift in tone, “and I’d love it if things were the same as last time.”

Was she referring to the panties? I thought about what Anthony said the other night about our lack of communication.

“Hey… do you think that whole ‘me-wearing-your-panties’ thing… well, what do you think about that?”

Bridget shrugged. “I kinda liked it. What, you don’t like having my juices next to your cock?”

Well, obviously I’d prefer my cock to be in her, but clearly that was a parking spot reserved for Anthony. At least for now.

“I mean, it’s okay…” I settled on saying. “It’s just, like, well, most guys don’t wear their girlfriend’s panties, right?”

She gave a little too condescending of a laugh. “Well, most couples don’t bring a third person in for support, now do they? We’re different, and that’s okay.” She paused. “But it’s not like you’re wearing panties out and about. That’d be super weird.”

She took another bite of her sandwich. I think she had a lot to get off her chest.

“But the key still remains,” Bridget said with emphasis. “I just get wild when you do what Anthony says. You’re his helper, remember?”

It was nice to get a little closure on our last session — even if it came two weeks later. Part of me felt like I was getting the raw deal here, but the goal was clear. If I can stomach being Anthony’s number two for now, I can be Bridget’s number one later.

◆◆◆

*KNOCK KNOCK*

For once, Bridget answered the door for Anthony. I guess she couldn’t wait to see him after two weeks without being fucked.

“Everyone doing well?” Anthony asked, hanging up his coat. It was evident how much more comfortable he’s become in our home.

I greeted Anthony from a distance, not sure how much our vibe had changed after the kiss. Turns out, not much. He was the same soft-spoken, mysterious, muscular bed intruder he’d always been.

Bridget shared a few details of her Kansas City trip as they made typical smalltalk. But the sexual anticipation must’ve been too great as she quickly led him to the bedroom. She didn’t plan on keeping her tight bodycon dress and heels on for too long. Anthony clocked her excitement and pumped the brakes.

“Wait, before we start... Is everyone wearing the proper attire? Both he and Bridget looked over at me. I had my jeans and slouchy sweater on, but I knew he meant panties.

“Uh, I thought we waited for Bridget, to, you know…”

Anthony shook his head. “Not this time. Bridget, would you like to see your man in a pair of fresh panties?”

She was swooning and barely even cared what he said. “Whatever you’d like,” she replied, practically offering me up as tribute.

Anthony nodded. “Justin, please fetch a pair of clean panties and put them on.”

I wasn’t so sure why this was necessary, but I complied. I went into Bridget’s underwear drawer and pulled out the first pair I saw — frilly with yellow lace.

“Can I borrow these?” I asked, annoyed.

“Uh, that’s like my frilliest pair… but whatever.”

The two of them watched closely as I fully disrobed and slipped up the tiny little panties till they were snug around my butt. Once again, my cock didn’t quite fit in the women’s garment, but I positioned it just enough to be covered.

“Are we set?” I said, looking up. But the two were already making out. Anthony had begun sensually stripping off Bridget’s dress, revealing her own sexy navy blue lingerie hiding beneath.

I stood there, bored, as the two dove into foreplay. After Bridget helped Anthony off with his clothes, he laid her down on the bed to delicately lick, kiss, and suck her sensitive nipples through the thin bra. I watched as Anthony slowly made his hand down toward her panties, lightly rubbing her clit through the material. I could tell from Bridget gripping the sheets beside her that Anthony’s touching was driving her insane.

Not that I wanted it, but I sort of expected Anthony to make a move on me after Saturday’s kiss. But still, all of his attention remained on Bridget. Other than his occasional glance over at my thin, chilly, panty-clad body — Perhaps for encouragement? Who knew? —  I was getting no attention.

Anthony broke out a bottle of lube for Bridget to rub his cock with. They made out on the bed while she grabbed his pecs with one hand, and slid her other hand up and down Anthony’s long, thick, veiny shaft. Her hand was so small compared to his enormous manhood that it almost looked silly. It’s been a while since Bridget touched me like that, but her hand, if anything, looked giant compared to my much smaller cock.

At last, Anthony paused their intimate moment to address me. “Justin, I think this may be a good time to fuck your girlfriend.

Finally! God, I was starting to wonder if I’d ever be allowed to participate in this incredibly disproportionate three-way.

But Bridget held up her hand. “Wait, I’m sorry,” she leaned closer to Anthony. “I do really love having Justin here, but… Anthony can you just fuck me instead?”

“What? Bridg, I thought–”

“You don’t think Justin is ready?” Anthony said to Bridget.

She sighed. “I think he just needs to… you know… learn more. But like, ‘by example’.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. She didn’t think I was ready? Ohhh, I was ready. I’ve been ready this whole time!

“Is there something you wanted to say to me, Bridget?” I asked her firmly.

Anthony clearly didn’t like the shift in tone. “Let’s keep this civil, please. Justin, you wouldn’t want to disrespect Bridget’s needs, would you?”

“I, uh… No. I wouldn’t…” I said through gritted teeth.

“It’s not your fault, Justin. Anthony just understands a woman’s needs more. You’ll get there, I promise. For now can you please just watch?”

Bridget looked back at him, but Anthony held his glare. “Thank you, Justin. We’ll work things out.”

It took everything in my power not to feel dejected. I thought I’d be getting my chance to, I dunno, actually fuck my girlfriend? But I guess that’s too much to ask for today.

The rest of the night went as expected. Anthony asked me to rub my own cock through Bridget’s frilly yellow panties while he voraciously fucked her from behind. It seemed like each orgasm was better than the last, for both of them.

We cleaned up, got our clothes on, and Anthony left for the evening. I was not happy with Bridget, but respected my agreement to listen to what Anthony wanted. If ‘being his helper’ entailed standing aside in panties while he fucked her, I suppose it was fine. But I’m not so sure how much longer I’d feel that way.

Bridget planted a sweet kiss on my cheek as we got ready for bed that evening. “Thank you,” she said. “I know it’s not easy.”

I held my tongue. There was so much I wanted to say to her, but felt it could only do harm. I did appreciate some verbal recognition though.

Bridget hopped into bed before me. I needed to detox with a little reading out in the living room. But my phone dinged. To my surprise, it was Anthony.

‘I’m sorry about how tonight went. But I think Bridget’s request made some sense.’

I shook my head. It wasn’t helping that he was taking her side too. I replied.

‘What happened to the team element, huh?’

‘We’re still a team.’ He wrote. ‘She just needs someone who understands the needs of a woman just a little better.’

I was about to reply, but I noticed him typing again.

‘You know, I can teach you. What are you doing tomorrow night?’

Huh?

‘Uh, Bridget’s out of town for another four days. So probably just reading.’

He ‘heart-ed’ my message. ‘Let me take you out to dinner. My treat. We can talk things over and discuss a little strategy.’

Ugh, so here he was again, making another move. But this didn’t feel the same as last time. I had a problem and here he was offering a solution. I’d be a fool to turn anything down, right?

‘Hmmm… fine. Where at?’

Let’s keep it a surprise. I’ll pick you up at 7, since I assume you won’t be allowed to use your car again.’

He was right, so I accepted.

‘I just have one request. And trust me, I believe this will help.’

His next text blew my mind.

‘Underneath whatever you wear… I want you in Bridget’s full lingerie set.’


Chapter Seven

I nearly dropped my phone while reading his text. I was already reluctant about wearing Bridget’s panties in the bedroom. So what on Earth could be his reason for thinking I’d ever want to steal my girlfriend's lingerie, put it on, and then wear it underneath my men’s clothes?? Anthony kept typing so I thought I’d hear him out, if only for curiosity’s sake.

Essentially, his take was that Bridget felt I failed to understand what a woman wanted. Anthony’s pseudo-psychological diagnosis was to do a ‘walk-in-her-shoes’ kind of situation, but with sexy lingerie.

I straight up told him this was a bad idea, but he couldn’t disagree more.

‘Remember, it’d be underneath your clothes. Nobody would see, but you’d have the benefit of feeling feminine without appearing as such.’

I wrote back. ‘Sure, but it’s not like we’re doing anything girls would do. We’re just getting dinner.’

‘I think you’re underestimating a sexy garment’s influence on mindset. How about this: if this exercise doesn’t help, I’ll convince Bridget to let you take the lead in our next session.’

Hmm… that was a very interesting offer. All I really wanted was to get fucked, and I truly believed if given the opportunity, I could satisfy Bridget’s needs.

‘FINE. Pick me up at seven. But Bridget hears about NONE of this unless I want her to.’

'Good by me. See you then.’

◆◆◆

It was an incredibly nerve-racking day of work alone in my empty apartment. Bridget had flown out to Kansas City at 6 in the morning. Even if I wanted to tell her about Anthony’s crazy proposition, I didn’t have the chance.

I had no idea where Anthony was taking me. I only had instructions to be wearing lingerie underneath my male clothes when he arrived.

Bridget had no shortage of sexy underwear and lingerie sets. Only on that rare occasion would she wear one for me, but somehow Anthony got that special treatment every time.

Red, yellow, navy blue… I was flush with options. Admittedly, I now had a little experience putting on panties, but the garter belt and bra was a bit of a mystery to me.

I stripped completely naked as I fingered through her assorted lingerie. I ended up settling on an orange heart embroidered set, making sure to carefully note which items I moved around so I could put them back in order.

I stepped into the panties and slid them up around my hips and butt. The bra was much trickier but I secured it around my chest after a minute. Had Bridget had bigger boobs, it’d be a strange fit. But with the small size and slight padding, it actually fit me okay.

The garter belt was the weirdest of all. I wasn’t wearing pantyhose or stockings, so there was nothing to hold up. Nevertheless, I strapped it around me and let the straps dangle.

Glancing into the mirror, I looked extraordinarily femme. Frankly it’s hard not to when you’re wearing women’s lingerie. But this outfit revealed a lot of things about my body. I already knew about my girlish butt, but my waist was pretty small too. My near-shoulder-length hair looked even girlier hanging just above my delicate bra straps. I looked small. I felt small. There was definitely something appealing about an outfit like this. Maybe Anthony had a point…

I covered up with a shirt, light blue cardigan, white jeans and stylish men’s leather boots. With a fully men’s look, nobody would ever suspect the girly garments underneath. Except Anthony, of course.

A few minutes later he texted me that he was downstairs in the lobby waiting for me. It took an enormous amount of courage to step out that door — what if someone in the elevator suspected something? Hell, the doorman sees me every day! He’d certainly know if something was up, right?

I practically held my breath the entire way down. A few ‘dings’, and I’d reached the lobby floor. The elevator doors opened and there stood Anthony. He donned a light blue button-down, neatly tucked into his navy dress pants. His deep purple tie went well with the newly-shined burgundy leather dress shoes. Beneath his cuff peeked a gold watch that I’d never seen before. He always looked good when coming over, but tonight he clearly upped his game.

“Hey Justin,” Anthony said with a smile.

I immediately felt self-conscious. Not because of the lingerie underneath, but by how casual I looked compared to him.

“Crap… did I underdress?” I spat out. “I should change.”

“No no no,” he insisted. “You look great. That is, assuming you–”

I lowered my voice and indicated he should do the same. “Yeah… It’s on.”

No smile. Just a neutral, platonic nod.

“We’ll walk a little more. Then let me know how you feel.” He led me outside to get on our way.

Bridget and I lived in a nice building and we’re no stranger to nice cars — Bridget drove a Mercedes after all — but I’d never once seen a burnt-orange Porsche 911 parked outside.

Anthony held up his keys and clicked to unlock. The 911’s lights flickered. No. Way.

“Anthony! No way.” I said, almost squealing. “This is what you drive??”

He nodded with a little smirk. “Mmhmm. You like it?”

“Uh, duh. This car is sick!”

He stopped for a moment, then tossed me the keys. “Then you drive it.”

I gasped, nearly fumbling the keys as I caught them. “I, uh… no. I couldn’t.”

“You have a license right? Nothing suspended?”

“No it’s not that, it’s—“

Anthony cut me off. “Just because Bridget barely lets you drive doesn’t mean I can’t.”

Who was I to debate that? I circled the car, basking in its glory, then slithered into the low-set driver’s seat, immediately feeling 100 times cooler than ever before. The seat felt like it hugged my hips, the steering wheel felt like it was made of the finest leather.

“Sometimes it’s a tight fit,” Anthony explained. “But you fit like a glove.”

I smiled at him. I couldn’t believe he was letting me drive this beast.

I was on edge pulling away from the building roundabout, but once we hit the streets it felt very natural. Anthony chimed in with little tips and tricks along the way, making certain I was aware of the cool gadgets and tech the car offered. If only it were an open road, this baby could really fly!

We eventually arrived at the restaurant which, this time around, was the furthest thing from Benson’s sports bar. A sign reading “Ysabel” was planted right out front.

“Why-suh-bell?” I attempted to pronounce.

Anthony chuckled. “Pronounced like ‘Isabelle’. Welcome to our spot for tonight.” He pointed to a few guys standing out front. “Just valet it.”

As I pulled up to the curb, the valet guys were pushing and shoving each other, desperate to park Anthony’s car. I guess I’m not the only one who wanted a piece of the 911! I tossed the keys to the one who rushed to open my door first.

The car drove off and Anthony gestured to the restaurant door. “After you.”

As the hostess led us to our table, Anthony cracked a smile. “You’re carrying yourself differently.”

I thought about it for a second, but he was right. My steps were shorter. My posture was better. I walked with more attitude than I otherwise would. Was the lingerie subconsciously making me more graceful, or was it just my instinctive response to Anthony’s charm?

Admittedly, it was impossible not to be charmed. Anthony was simply a great host and such a generous person that even a straight man like myself had to respect his game.

He kept the conversation light and non-specific — just like last time — but somewhere into the entrée, I once again had to address the elephant in the room.

“So you’re having me wear my girlfriend’s underwear, you take me to a fancy restaurant… you freaking kiss me at the end of our last night out …What the hell is your endgame?”

He took a bite of his steak, amused by my questioning. “The same as it’s always been. I want to be there for you and Bridget equally.”

I rolled my eyes. “Equally? I don’t see you taking her out on dates.”

“Well, she doesn’t need me to. She doesn’t need to be charmed, she needs to be fucked.”

I don’t know why, but him saying that fact out loud kind of stung. “Sure… but remember, I’m the one that’s trying to fuck her.”

“And you will, you will. There are just certain steps that need to be taken. Remember, she’s the one not letting you fuck her. Not me.”

“Look, I appreciate your generosity. The car, the atmosphere, the meal… But I’m sorry, I just don’t see how going out to dinner helps me fuck her.”

He took a sip of wine while considering his next words. “Men and women have different needs, and the problem I always see is a failure to recognize what those differences are. Bridget… Bridget has a uniquely raw, feminine sexual energy that frankly, I don’t think you understand.”

As much as I wanted to scream at him for accusing me of not understanding my girlfriend’s sexual prowess, I held my tongue. He was right after all.

“And so,” Anthony gestured to the restaurant ambiance. “That is why we’re here tonight. A piece of feminine energy is hidden beneath your clothes. I want you to embrace it and allow yourself to be pampered, the way a woman should.”

I did my best to take Anthony’s words to heart. Of course, I didn’t outwardly act like a woman, but I also didn’t resist the undeniably influence the lingerie had on my mannerisms and mood. Anthony could make my girlfriend cum and I couldn’t. Simple as that. Clearly, Anthony knew something I didn’t. Who am I to question his methods?

So I did my best to allow Anthony to play his game and charm me. While I’d typically scoff at a flirtatious look, I instead let his glances linger. When our hands brushed, I chose not to recoil but rather encouraged it.

Our new dynamic lasted for the remainder of the meal and by the end, I started to notice its effects. Coupled with the lingerie beneath my clothes, I sort of felt like… like I was a girl… on a date…

Anthony, of course, covered the tab and led us back to his car. The valet guys couldn’t wait to see us, knowing a man with a car like that must tip well. Sure enough they were right, as Anthony pulled out a $100 bill and handed it to the man.

“Trying to impress me?” I joked.

He laughed. “Just a nice thing to do.”

This time, Anthony drove. We didn’t talk much on the ride home, which gave me a good opportunity to reflect on what I learned. ‘Respectful forwardness’ was his vibe — never forceful, but always letting you know he meant business. Again, his teaching methods were strange, but for just this once, I think they were effective. I couldn’t wait to try out what I learned tonight on Bridget.

He pulled up to the turnabout and parked the car on the far side. Though I’d snapped back into my typical Justin mentality, I knew where this was headed: he’d want to kiss me again.

“Well…” he said. “This was a fun night.”

“I assume you don’t want me to walk you upstairs?” he asked.

“Hah, no thanks. I’m okay. But I appreciate everything about tonight. This car is incredible.”

He slapped the dashboard and gestured around. “Tinted windows too.”

I rolled my eyes at the corniness. “You want to kiss me again, don’t you.”

“If not tonight, I can always do it next time.”

I laughed. “Next time? I think I’m good. I learned plenty from you tonight, really.”

He looked confused. “But there’s so much more to learn about charming a woman. It’s a really helpful exercise.”

I paused for a moment. Maybe he was right, but I needed to cap this off somewhere.

“You know,” he said, lowering his voice. “I never actually saw your underwear.”

“You don’t believe me?”

“No, no. I do. I just… I think you should show me.”

I glanced around outside. I knew the windows were tinted, having looked at the car earlier. So I unzipped my pants and pulled them down, showing him my lacy orange panties.

“You added the garter belt too? How adorable.”

That immediately made me turn red. “Well, uh, it’s part of the set. I wasn’t sure—“

“It’s okay. You stuck to your promise.” But before I could pull my pants up again, he added, “Seriously, I think another night like this could help.”

“Really, I think I’m fine.”

He sighed with what sounded like an unfortunate revelation. “This is all because you’re straight, isn’t it? You don’t feel comfortable on a date with a man.”

“What? I mean, yes. But this also isn’t a date.”

“And yet somehow, you willingly put on lingerie beneath your clothes and let me flirt with you for an entire night.”

“Well, sure, but this is for Bridget, not for me.”

Anthony nodded, only partially buying my justification. “Okay, fine. Clearly I want to try this again, and clearly you don’t… So how about we make a little bet?”

I stopped in my tracks. “…what kind of bet?”

“If I can make you cum — right here, right now — then we get to do this again. And if you don’t, then I’ll advocate to Bridget that you’re fully ready to fuck her.”

I almost started laughing, but the look on Anthony’s face proved he wasn’t kidding. He wanted to do this.


Chapter Eight

“You can’t be serious,” I shot back at him.

“I mean, you want to fuck Bridget, don’t you?”

“Yes, but that’s not what this is about! You’re literally offering to jack me off in your car?”

“You’re still here. And your panties are still showing.”

I couldn’t believe what he was suggesting.

“Look, we can just forget this happened,” Anthony said quickly. “If I can’t get you off then I can’t get you off. That’s that.”

“You can’t!” I shouted back.

“Then let me prove it and we’ll put this to bed.”

Jesus… This ‘respectful forwardness’ was really taking a new turn. But he’s right. I didn’t immediately yank up my pants and scoot out of the car. I could’ve, but I didn’t.

He reached across the car and lightly touched my exposed upper thigh. “Since you’re fully straight, this will have no effect on you, right?”

Gently, tenderly, he rubbed my upper thigh. This was a man I’d seen naked several times, but under a completely different context. Before, we were a team. Now, he was my pursuer.

It was chilly outside the car, but his hands felt warm and soothing. They looked massive next to my skinny little thighs. He toyed with the loose garter belt straps as his fingers danced further and further upward.

“This shouldn’t have an effect on you, right?” he muttered as his right-hand pinky finger gently brushed my lace-covered cock.

And it moved.

“…or does it?” he said with a little smile. The rest of his hand followed the pinky finger’s lead and cupped the rest of my panty-clad package. Anthony unbuckled his seatbelt to shift his body closer.

“I… I don’t think this is fair,” I stammered, trying to mentally will my cock back to its flaccid state.

“Sure, maybe it’s just the feminine lace surrounding that little cock of yours that’s turning you on…” he murmured, slowly moving his hand beneath my panties and stroking my dick with two of his fingers.

Fuck… It actually felt good. I inadvertently let out a tiny moan.

He perked up. “Mmmm… does Justin like his cock touched?”

Seemingly entranced, I lifted my butt up so he could slide down my orange, flowery panties. With my cock fully exposed, Anthony spit on his hand to get some lubrication. His warm, slippery spit gave him a full range of motion as he gripped my entire cock with his large, manly hand.

“God your hand is huge…” I muttered, though I had no idea what possessed me to say such a thing.

“Hmm… I had noooo idea straight guys loved getting their cocks massaged by other men,” Anthony teased. Fuck, he knew he had me. He leaned over and gave me a kiss on my exposed neck. That took it to another level. Not only was I fully hard, but I was starting to feel something coming.

“It’s been a while since Bridget made you cum, huh?” he said quietly. “I’m so sorry for that.”

“Really long…” I mumbled back.

“I guess even a straight guy will let a man rub his cock if it’s been that long,” Anthony said as he spat again, regripping my shaft and rubbing more of his saliva onto the head of my cock with his thumb.

He had me in a frenzy. Obviously this bet was lost — I was about to explode. Anthony must’ve known, because he planted another deep kiss on my neck, and whispered into my ear. “Are you gonna cum for your man?”

I couldn’t take it anymore. His whisper was like a trigger for me. Anthony quickly grabbed a handkerchief from his pocket and held it in front of my pulsating cock to absorb my load. My body shuddered and quaked as my cock was pumped dry. It’d been so long since I last came that it felt like I spurted a gallon of warm cum into Anthony’s waiting hand.

And then it was quiet. No sounds were made aside from my short, quiet recovery breaths. There I sat in a Porsche, outside of the home I shared with my girlfriend, brought to a complete and euphoric orgasm by another man.

Not much else was said. Anthony helped me slide my panties and pants back up. I prayed I looked at least somewhat presentable walking back into my building.

“Umm, just one thing,” I said. “Bridget doesn’t need to know about this part, okay?”

He pantomimed locking his mouth with a key and throwing it away.

“Okay… Uh, well, thank you for tonight.”

“Till next time,” Anthony said as I stepped out of the Porsche. I nodded back at him. He revved the engine one last time, and drove away.

I looked back at the car, re-confirming the windows were in fact tinted. Nobody would ever know a thing. But I knew. He knew.

Holy shit… what did I just do…?

◆◆◆

It took multiple days to convince myself that Saturday night really even happened. What an absurd sequence of events. Set aside the fact that I willingly wore lingerie beneath my clothes for another man — I allowed that man to give me a mind-bending orgasm using only his hand.

My first reaction, of course, was shame. Shame that I let things escalate that far. Shame that I was so impulsive. Shame that I cheated on Bridget.

But as several days passed, I began to reconcile with myself. Bridget wanted me to do what Anthony said. Sure, she wasn’t present — or even aware that it happened — but all is fair in love in war, I suppose. Is it unconventional to let a third into our bedroom? Well, so is letting that same third jack you off in a car.

The emotion that largely remained was confusion: Mostly confused that what got me over the edge wasn’t a sexy, seductive woman letting me fuck her. No. It was a handsome, masculine man stroking my cock while I wore lace panties that he assigned me to wear.

But still, he made me cum. Anthony’s prediction came true. Clearly, the sexual being within me deeply, deeply enjoyed it.

◆◆◆

Bridget and I usually didn’t speak on days that she traveled. Not that we avoided each other, but we were both independent people and felt that daily conversations were overrated. Of course we’d call each other with emergencies or urgent matters, but we mostly lived separate lives during her travels. And we were both okay with that.

So you can imagine my concern when I woke up Friday morning with two missed calls from Bridget overnight. 12:37 and 12:39 AM. I called her back immediately, understandably terrified.

After several rings, Bridget picked up. “Hey…” she said, sounding a little groggy.

“Are you okay??” I quickly spat out. “You’re not in trouble, are you?”

She laughed. “Trouble? What? Why would I be in trouble?”

“Because you called me twice last night! You never do that. I was afraid you got kidnapped or something.”

“Ohhhh, shit… Did I call you?” she giggled, which was a little insulting, considering my level of concern. “Yeah, we went out last night...”

“So you drunk dialed me.”

“I guess? Sorry about that. You know how schmoozing can be.”

I let out a sigh of relief. Say what you will about the rockiness of our relationship — I obviously still wanted her safe.

“You know, I’m actually glad I have you,” she continued, “Dennis needs us to stay for another client dinner Saturday.”

“Another one? Jeez, you need a chiller boss.”

“Well, it’s the one I’ve got…” she paused, but I couldn’t tell if she was disappointed or just distracted. “I think it makes sense to stay over the weekend again.”

I sighed. “Well, that’s the job, isn’t it?”

“Mhmm… I mean, you’ll be fine, right? You’ve got your books.”

I mean, I do have more than just books. But she was mostly right. I didn’t tend to go out if she wasn’t accompanying me. But then she mentioned something that almost made my heart sink.

“Justin… You haven’t been hanging out with Anthony, have you?”

I quickly turned red, but thankfully she couldn’t see my face. What was I supposed to say? ‘Actually Bridget, I borrowed your lingerie and he jerked me off!’ I hated doing so, but I decided to lie.

“No, just that one time at Benson’s. Why?”

“Because I’ve been thinking… With all the traveling, I feel like I’m missing out on crucial Anthony time. So I’d prefer you didn’t see him when I’m not there.”

“Uh… wait, why?” I challenged. More out of curiosity than anything.

“I dunno, do I really need an explanation? He’s there for both of us, right? Let’s just hold off on him until I’m home. Something we can do… you know… together?”

I think she meant well, but it came across as a little selfish. However, I wanted any discussion of Anthony with her to end as fast as possible, lest I accidentally spill any secrets.

“Uh, sure. Fine. No Anthony time.”

“Great. Hey, I gotta get to work. Talk soon, ‘kay?”

I said goodbye and hung up, immediately letting out a big breath of relief. I still had a pit in my stomach. Was I an absolute scumbag for not telling her about Anthony? I guess if there’s one thing I know about the guy, it’s that he’s very discreet.

Maybe she solved my problem for me. Nothing can happen again with Anthony if I never see him, right?

I don’t always enjoy the loneliness of working remotely, but sometimes a work-from-home Friday is exactly what the doctor ordered. I had nowhere to be other than my living room by 9:00 AM and I got to enjoy my morning. Simple pleasures like making a tasty, healthy fruit parfait, paired with avocado toast were part of what made Fridays great.

But while eating, I noticed something else on my phone. A voicemail. Also from Bridget. I guess she forgot to hang up after the drunk call.

Sure, I could’ve deleted it and moved on with my day. But I decided to play it. Maybe it’d be sweet.

There was an immediate, chaotic ruckus in the background — clearly at some bar — I heard Bridget’s voice with a bunch others too.

“You gonna get ‘em??” some woman I didn’t recognize shouted. She yelled a few more times.

Then I heard Bridget’s voice. “Fuck yeah I’m getting ‘em. Chill the fuck out!”

“Shit, Bridget, why didn’t we go to college together??” a different woman shouted.

Then a man chimed in. “Because you were too fucking dumb to get into Northwestern, Nora.”

The group laughed. The music still blasted. It was very difficult to hear.

“I can pull free drinks allllll night, bitches!” Bridget yelled back. “Watch this.”

“Jonathan! Jonathan!” Bridget shouted, then a pause. “Can you preeeeetty please get my friends another round of tequila shots?” Another pause. “Yeah, Casamigos.”

I heard another jumbled mess of screams, then clear as day, Bridget saying under her breath, “Fuuuuck you guys are fun…“

Then the voicemail cut off.

Hmm. I sat there in silence for a few moments.

So Bridget went out. Till very late, too. Not recognizing any of the voices offhand, it was hard to tell exactly who was there, but the one name I recognized was a colleague.

I was a little sad that it was an accidental call. Frankly, I could’ve used a drunken ‘I love you so much’ from Bridget right about now. But alas, just a meaningless snippet of a wild night out. I knew I shouldn’t dwell on this. I had to clock in and start my day.

But as my boring workday progressed, sitting quietly and sorting through financial documents on my laptop, her voicemail stuck with me.

‘Fuck, you guys are fun’ kept replaying in my head. ‘You guys…’

I’m not sure why, but thinking about it gave me a pit in my stomach — not necessarily sadness, but a mix of jealousy and guilt. Everyone wants to be the go-to person for their partner: their best friend, their ‘one’. That single voicemail was a stark reminder of how I was quickly losing that status. Not to mention, I couldn’t even get her to fuck me if I tried.

Her job was taking priority over me. Nights out with coworkers were better than nights in with me. Hell, she even preferred Anthony to me sexually.

What was I missing? What was it about Bridget that I wasn’t getting? We’re soulmates, I know it. But this whole thing feels like two continents drifting apart — gradual yes, but enormous in scale and seemingly impossible to stop.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day. I stressed and stressed over solutions, but everything came up empty.

Hmm. You know, the only thing we really had in common nowadays… was Anthony. She’s forbidden me to see him alone, but I’ll be damned if he doesn't sound like the best solution right now. The one thing she’s been consistent on is that I can be his ‘helper’ until I learn. In fact, that’s what he’s actively trying to do. He wants to teach me. And maybe he’s right. Maybe I need that deeper understanding of a woman to crack open this case.

She’d hate me for going behind her back, but anything’s justified in a crisis. So I texted Anthony.

‘Alright Mr. Winner, I’m a man of my word. How are we paying off this debt?’


Chapter Nine

‘Well well well, I was wondering if I’d scared you off.’ Anthony replied after just a few moments.

And boy was I glad he did. I thought it was important to not show my hand too quickly and not reveal that I was desperate for his assistance on reclaiming Bridget.

‘That was an… interesting night for sure. But what’s in the past is what’s in the past. I promised you could take me out again. So here I am.’

We chatted back and forth a bit more as he did his best to distract me from work. Funny, I wondered what he was up to. I knew of his finance career, but did he go into an office? Did he work from home? If his car was that nice, I can only imagine what his home looks like.

‘Not feeling a restaurant TBH. I’m thinking a different style of date.’

I really didn’t like how he referred to these as ‘dates’. It implies I’m romantically interested in him which really couldn’t be further from the truth. Sure, he’s charming, but so are a lot of people.

‘Okay then, back to Benson’s? Probably a weird place to wear lingerie under my clothes again.’ I replied.

’No need to do that this time. I think the hidden lingerie’s done its job.’

Well that was a relief. It’d be nice to not worry about someone seeing a little orange piece of lace peeking out the top of my jeans. But Anthony had another idea.

‘How about a home cooked meal. Wholesome, simple.’

I slinked back on the couch in relief. I love to cook, I’m great at it, and best of all I don’t even need to leave my house.

‘Done deal.’ I texted him.

‘Perfect. I’ll see you at 6:30. But don’t start cooking anything til I get there, okay?’

That was fine by me. Anthony can be a hard guy to read, but it was nice to know I was in for a much lower-key night than what it could’ve been. At least from what I could tell.

◆◆◆

I always felt better with a plan, and while this plan was to technically go behind Bridget’s back and do something she specifically didn’t want, I believed going rogue here was the best option. I had mental closure on how best to tackle our widening relationship gap.

Anthony gave me no instructions on what to cook, so I took the liberty of preparing a simple chicken pesto dish. With work ending a little earlier than expected, I made a trip down to Whole Foods for the ingredients. Of course, I could just half-ass this, but part of me wanted to impress Anthony. Not because I seeked his approval or anything, but normally I was cooking for just myself, or for an exhausted, uninterested Bridget. Just expressing interest in a meal cooked by me was charming in and of itself.

I straightened up the house in anticipation of him coming. The living room, main entrance, and of course the kitchen I made sure were spic and span. Briefly — and I do mean briefly — I thought about whether the bedroom should be tidied. I was hosting a man with infamous promiscuity. Outside of massaging my cock till orgasm — and I guess the kiss — he’s made no sexual advances on me whatsoever. And that handjob was only part of a bet…

Playing it safe, I tidied the bedroom just a bit. Nothing like what Bridget would do, but enough to be presentable. Hey, who knows if he’ll want to walk around.

Clothes-wise, I decided on my typical sweater-and-jeans look. No panties, no lingerie. This wasn’t a fancy meal, nor did he make any specific requests about what I was to wear. If he wanted to, he would’ve, right?

Still, I wanted to calm my nerves just a bit so I opened a bottle of wine and treated myself to a little ‘one-glass pregame’ before his arrival. I think it helped.

At 6:30 on the dot, he knocked on the door.

“Well hello,” Anthony said, flashing a big smile. He stood there once again… in a suit.

“Did you come from work?” I immediately asked with a little annoyance in my voice. “I’m sick of you outdressing me.”

“I did. But I’d want to wear this anyway.” I let him inside, but it was only when he stepped past me that I noticed the bag he held in his hand. “That way, I’ll match you better.”

“What do you mean? I’ve got–” I looked back down at the bag. “That’s for me, isn’t it…”

Anthony nodded. “Well, you’ve got more to learn, don’t you?”

“Ugh… Okay, well what is it?” I said, hanging my head, still not believing that I somehow didn’t see a clothing change coming. “If it’s new lingerie, I’ll just slip my briefs off in my room.”

Anthony shook his head. “There’s a little more this time. Let’s get you changed real quick.”

He grabbed my hand and led me straight toward the bedroom. “But wait, what about dinner??”

Well, I suppose it was smart I straightened up the bedroom — not that I anticipated it was the first place we’d gp.

“I wanted to go somewhere with a mirror,” Anthony began, as he dropped the large, plain brown paper bag on the floor. “Can you start by stripping down?”

I hesitated, unsure where this was heading. But he quickly answered. “Don’t worry, I’m literally just helping you change.”

Off went my sweater, jeans, and socks. I looked at Anthony, hoping that was all, but I needed to read nothing more than his eyes to know he wanted me fully naked. I felt weird. I’ve been naked in front of him before, but the context was entirely different.

He stole a quick glance at my small, flaccid cock but swiftly dug into the bag and pulled out what could only be my underwear for the evening. To nobody’s surprise, he pulled out a pink lace bra and panties set. Of course that’s what he selected.

I took them from his hands, but before putting on the panties I took a brief moment to look at the absurd reflection facing me in the mirror. I was standing in the bedroom I shared with my girlfriend, completely naked, and being handed a pair of pink panties from a much larger man. Anthony and I couldn’t have looked more opposite. My thin frame, shoulder-length blonde hair, delicate features, and panties in hand, starkly contrasted with Anthony’s masculine, well-tailored suit, light beard, and significant height. An outsider would have a hard time believing we were both men.

But as instructed, I put on the bra and panties.

“You look great,” he told me, though I felt weird accepting the compliment. “You’ll look even better in this.” Anthony revealed an incredibly feminine pink dress – specifically, he called it a ‘gingham, square-neck smock dress’.

“Jesus Christ…” I bemoaned. “It looks like something a housewife would wear!”

“There’s a wholesome side to femininity that’s underappreciated. Simple dresses like this really lean into that. When was the last time you had a wholesome night in with your girlfriend?”

“I mean… It's been a while. She usually likes to go out or just, like, go to bed.”

“These kinds of nights are important for couples. Tonight will remind you of their importance.”

There wasn’t much to debate. With Anthony’s help, I slipped the girly, pink dress over my head. It was the first time in my life I’d ever worn anything like this. The skirt of the dress was quite conservative, as it hung just below my knees. The sleeves were poofy but comfortable. I took a few steps around the bedroom and felt the fabric swish alongside my thin calves.

“What do you think?” Anthony asked. “Give me a twirl.”

The dress was too flowy and fun not to oblige. I did a couple twirls, but spun around a little too fast and nearly fell. Thankfully Anthony was right there to grab me before I face planted.

“Woah! I didn’t say make a tornado!” he said, laughing. I joined him.

“Alright, alright…” I said as he helped get me to my feet. As I stood up straight, I glanced at the mirror and once again clocked the size difference between the two of us. Maybe it was because he was still gripping my arms from the fall, but I looked extremely… submissive… next to him. A large, handsome, well-dressed man holding this petite, dress-wearing boy? The thought startled me and made me jump out of his arms, quick.

“Lastly, I brought you some shoes to complete the look, too,” Anthony mentioned as he handed me a pair of low, white classic heels.

“I’ve… never worn heels before,” I muttered.

Anthony laughed softly, “I’d assume not. Just don’t go spinning and you should be fine.”

Thankfully, they were only two inches high. After only a few steps, I think I got the hang of it.

“I’m not sure how much Bridget compliments your appearance, but I think you look beautiful,” Anthony said with a smile.

I rolled my eyes, “Well, she’s also never seen me in this before.”

He laughed. “Shall we eat?”

◆◆◆

Though the night certainly began with some sexual tension (for lack of a better term), none of it carried over to dinner. I cooked, sipped wine, and chatted as I normally would — only wearing a dress this time. You’d think it would be the weirdest feeling in the world, cooking for another man in your own home, wearing a dress, heels, and underwear that he bought for you — but strangely, it didn’t.

Something about a home-cooked meal opened him up just the tiniest bit more – though he still was quite restrictive with details. He told me he owns his own company – which he also founded, by the way — and that they ‘invest in smaller companies to make even more money’. He’s accomplished so much in life, all by his, I assume, early thirties.

“Heh, that’s just wild…” I said, swallowing another bite of the bowtie pasta. “It’s like what you make in a day is what I make in an entire year…”

“No, no, no…” Anthony clearly wasn’t here to be flattered or brag about himself. “Work is a means to an end. It’s so I can be independent. I never want to have to rely on anybody else.”

That last thought struck a chord: ‘Rely on anybody else’. In many ways, that was me with Bridget. Jeez… there’s no way I’d be able to afford this place without her. Sure, I ‘work in finance’ too, but I’m a glorified paper sorter. Anthony and I are not the same.

I hung my head. “Not sure that’ll ever be me.”

“Nothing wrong with playing second fiddle. You and Bridget live in an incredible place and have built an incredible life.” Anthony took another bite of pasta. “Plus, somebody’s gotta cook the food, clean the house, and keep everything afloat while she’s away.”

“I mean, sure… And I know I’m good at it.”

“You’re an excellent cook, and a hell of a housewife,” Anthony said with a little wink. He poured us each another glass of wine, then reached over to clink my glass. I humored him with a laugh. I was dressed like one after all.

“As long as that person appreciates the work you put in, of course,” he continued. “There can be an alpha and a beta, but it has to be symbiotic. It’s always a team game.”

There’s that word again: ‘team’.

The gentleman he is, Anthony even helped me do the dishes. I think it was a few weeks ago when he helped me clean up that he first used that word ‘team’… but not to describe Bridget. He described the two of us.

We still had a little bit left of our wine, so I invited him to sit on the couch with me.

“Hah!” I said, as I struggled to sit down and smooth the skirt of my dress at the same time. “Still haven’t mastered this, clearly.”

“I think you did a lovely job,” he said, genuinely. “You look lovely too. Seriously.”

I actually blushed a bit. “You can’t say that if you picked out the outfit. It’s self-indulgent.”

Anthony laughed softly, then scooted a little closer to me. “Heh, maybe so.”

He looked down at my legs, then reached down to the hem of the skirt. “It’s a nice fabric, isn’t it?”

“Uh, yeah. Pretty comfortable,” I added awkwardly.

Anthony kept fingering the fabric. Sitting down, the dress hem still hung a couple inches past my knees. Anthony pulled it slightly back to expose more of my leg and knee.

“You didn’t shave your legs for me, did you?” Anthony questioned.

I took a little offense, but playfully. “So self-indulgent! Not everything’s about you.”

He laughed again. “It’s just something I happen to like. Does Bridget like it?”

“Hmm…” I thought for a moment. “I think she does. Yeah, she does.”

Anthony clearly didn’t believe me. “You don’t sound so sure.” He scooted closer to play with a few strands of my blonde hair. “What about your long hair?”

“Umm… Well I like keeping it long,” I replied, instinctively spinning a strand of my hair in an objectively girly manner. “But I think Bridget’s just okay with it.”

“‘Just okay’…” Anthony repeated, as if taking notes in his head. “Permission to be forward?”

“Sure…” I said, nervously toying with my dress fabric.

“You’re here with me, willing to wear a dress and practice femininity in an attempt to get to know her better — do you think she’d do the same?”

He asked a tough question. My gut says Bridget would do anything for me. But… I guess… her recent actions don’t really suggest that.

“I mean, she loves me,” I answered, sheepishly.

Anthony nodded, thinking. “I’m sure she does. Let me put it this way — do you think Bridget’s being a good teammate?”

Again with the ‘team’ thing… “Look, I’m not really in the mood to psychoanalyze my relationship, okay? We’ve had enough wine after all.”

“Fair, fair,” he conceded. “Just something to think about.”

Anthony looked at his half-full wine glass, then checked his watch.

“Maybe I should get going,” he suggested.

I was a little puzzled. “Wait, that’s it?”

He chuckled, as he reached for his jacket on the couch. “Were you expecting more? We had a lovely meal.”

“I just… well, I assumed. With the way last night ended…”

Anthony looked surprised. “You want me to give you another hand job?”

“What? No! No way!” I was immediately offended at how blunt he was.

“I assumed as much. You keep saying you’re straight, after all,” Anthony had just a touch of sarcasm in this voice.

“Yes. Good. I am,” I said, embarrassed that I even mentioned the possibility of doing more tonight. I just… I dunno…. It was kind of abrupt.

“What I wanted out of tonight was for you to better understand Bridget,” he said, taking in a view of my dress and heels while tying his shoes. “And in a roundabout way, I feel like you did.”

With just a tiny smile and nod, Anthony opened and stepped out the door. “Goodnight, Justin.”

“Wait, what about the clothes?” I called out.

“Keep ‘em. Or donate ‘em. But I can’t imagine any straight man would want to hold onto a dress.”

And with that, the door closed. He was gone.

There I stood with a dress, a pair of heels… and a lot to think about.


Chapter Ten

Yesterday’s time with Anthony gave me a lot to think about. Was the whole premise of the evening absurd? Sure. I wore a bra, panties, a pretty housewife dress, and freaking high heels, all so I could cook him dinner, sip wine, and chat about life. And he didn’t make a single move…

As a straight man, I was fully prepared to decline any advances he made… but they never came. The fact he didn’t even try to kiss me after dressing me up and having me cook for him caught me so much by surprise that I was… dare I say… a little disappointed?

Of course not! That’s crazy! I didn’t want Anthony to kiss me, but I also like when things make sense and have closure. And that night felt like it lacked both of those things. Why would he put me through all that for nothing?

His stated goal of having me feel more feminine to better understand Bridget’s psyche I guess helped. Sort of. Anthony treated me how a gentleman should treat a lady. He put me in the shoes of a lady and effectively charmed me. Got it. I now have mental notes on what I should be trying on Bridget to let me fuck her again.

But Bridget and I are different people. I’m the domestic type, not her. Everything that makes her toes curl and takes her over the edge is all about power, control, and dominance. Bridget doesn’t need to exercise that submissive, domestic feminine side because I’m that type of person.

The thought that festered the most was what happened at the end of the night. Anthony wanted to know if Bridget appreciated my own feminine qualities. Not the dress and lingerie, of course, but my fondness of keeping a smooth, hairless body. And aesthetic choices like keeping my blonde hair length just above my shoulders, with thin, wispy bangs.

In the bedroom, Bridget never complimented those features. If anything, she’s encouraged me to go to the gym to pack on some muscle. She’s shown me pictures of male celebrities with blonde crew cuts. “You should totally get this cut!” she’d suggest. I haven’t heard her suggest any of those things for a long time. Did she just get tired of trying?

Anthony, however, seemed to really appreciate those qualities. Say what you will about a guy like that, but it’s definitely nice to be complimented.

Maybe that’s why throughout the rest of the week, I’d catch myself daydreaming about how nice it felt. Anthony liked my hair. Anthony liked the way I shaved my legs. Anthony liked how I looked in a dress.

It was strange, for sure, sitting on my couch at home, reflecting fondly on that night — part of me even wishing it would happen again. So weird…

Maybe that’s why I didn’t burn, throw away, or even donate the dress and lingerie. I had no intention of wearing it ever again — or at least I don’t think so — but keeping those clothing items reminded me that I am desirable, even if Bridget thinks otherwise. I hid the new clothes in a secure location in the back of my closet where Bridget would never look.

◆◆◆

“Well look who's home!” I shouted as Bridget lumbered through our door, tossing her luggage on the floor in a fit of exhaustion.

“What. A. Fucking. Trip.” Bridget exclaimed. As pretty as she was, even she is capable of looking like an exhausted mess after two straight weeks of work and travel.

Bridget collapsed on the couch as we caught up on her hectic, stressful week. She’s such a trooper. Her boss throws so much her way, but always gets it done and done well. Hey, work ethic can be sexy.

I let her nap for most of Friday afternoon while I worked in the living room. It was nice having her home. Strangely, it felt secure knowing the provider was back home and I could properly care for her.

Bridget woke up around 5 o’clock, just as I was wrapping things up. I had no plans for the night, but thought that considering her earlier exhaustion, she’d be down for a home-cooked meal. I guess Anthony got me in the mood for that sort of thing.

“Hey sleepyhead,” I said to a yawning Bridget, emerging from the bedroom. “Needed every minute of that sleep?”

She smiled. “Mmhmm. It’s nice to sleep in my own bed. The comforts of home, huh?”

“Speaking of that,” I began, closing my laptop to give her full focus. “I had a thought for tonight: you’ve been dining so much and going to bars, maybe you’d want a nice, warm meal and a movie night with your favorite boyfriend? There’s this great pork marinade recipe I’ve been working on—“

“Oh, babe, I totally forgot to mention when I got home… I actually have other plans for us.”

I stood still. “Other plans…”

“But I know you’ll like it. And I think it’ll be good for you, too. So I got this text from Anthony yesterday — you know how he swings, right?”

Internally I rolled my eyes. Do I ever…

Bridget continued. “So he’s got a little… swinger event tonight. Nothing serious, just some couples who… you know… are down to try things with other people. Super low key.”

“Low key?” I repeated. “What’s low key about people partner-swapping?”

Bridget raised an eyebrow, a little surprised by my questioning. “Well… we’re doing that, aren’t we?”

“Bringing in a third is hardly the same thing as partner-swapping.”

“To-may-to, to-mah-to,” she replied, brushing off what I believed was a valid distinction. “I feel like you’ve observed Anthony enough to… ya know… mess around and practice a little, right?”

This wasn’t at all what I had in mind for the evening, and Bridget immediately ignoring my excitement over a fun night at home definitely rubbed me the wrong way. But on the other hand, I was a little curious what a ‘swinger party’ was like. Anthony’s insertion into our relationship didn’t make us swingers, but I suppose it was swinger-adjacent.

“Hmm…” I started. “If we go, we’ll need a few ground rules. I don’t want to do anything I don’t want to do.”

“From what Anthony said, swingers are some of the most open, consensual people out there. Think about it: it takes a lot of trust and communication for partners to stay together while fooling around with others. Just like us!”

A pit formed in my stomach at the irony of still not telling her about the handjob I got from Anthony or the fact he was in our apartment only a week ago.

“My guess is it’s no more than a get-to-know you kind of thing. You know, meeting other couples to ‘scout’, or whatever. If there’s nobody there we like, then so be it.”

I sighed. I guess when presented that way it wasn’t too bad. “Alright… fine. We’ll try it out. But don’t be surprised if I want to leave.”

“Yay!” she squealed, hugging me. “I’ll tell him we’re in. It starts at 8. I’m gonna go get ready. Do whatever you need to do too. You never know, maybe someone will be into guys with shaved legs.”

‘Someone’? She clearly didn’t clock how rude that was. Nonetheless, I did know there’d be at least one person there who was into that sort of thing. And I guess it wasn’t Bridget.

◆◆◆

Bridget drove us to an uppity block in the Lincoln Park neighborhood of Chicago for the swinger night. The whole ride there I was nervous. Was it going to feel cult-y? What would the people look like? Was it just gonna be a bunch of gross dudes trying to get off on each other?

Bridget, as she’d been doing, wore a skimpy, sexy little dress and heels. I wasn’t there to peacock, so I opted for a cardigan sweater and jeans. Maybe I could just be unnoticed and get out of there alive.

A man who introduced himself as ‘Benny’ answered the door with a friendly smile. He was tall, handsome, and definitely not creepy. A good start.

The apartment wasn’t as nice as where Bridget and I lived, but still totally respectable – I guess that’s expected with a two-flat brownstone rather than a fancy apartment building. I counted 16 people present — about half women, half men — though it was hard to tell who was coupled up, since everyone there was effectively single.

Bridget immediately scrammed to chat with Benny, leaving me high and dry. So much for going at it as a pair… I thought it best not to concern myself with her, though. She’s a social butterfly, so I’ll let her do her thing.

Believe me, I was thrilled that this wasn’t a giant orgy. In fact, unless you told me, I’d never have guessed this was a swingers’ party. It was just a bunch of regular people having regular — albeit flirty — conversations.

I was in the middle of talking to this cute brunette woman named Caroline when out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Anthony. No suit this time, just a tight sweater showing off his muscles.

My eyes were immediately drawn to him, unlike other times. Seeing him felt familiar and stable. So weird… in the past, his presence always caused just a little bit of anxiety. But not tonight.

I motioned for him to come over and join my conversation with Caroline. I guess the two of them knew each other beforehand.

“Justin,” Anthony said with a little pep in his voice, “I didn’t think you’d actually come. I’m so glad.”

“He was just telling me about his job,” Caroline jumped in.

Anthony smiled. “Ohhh, Justin is so much more than his job. He’s got a real passion for cooking.”

“Oh do you?” Caroline genuinely seemed interested.

As much as I appreciated getting talked up by Anthony, I was a little afraid Bridget would overhear and start assuming things. After all, as far as she knew, this was only the second time I’d seen Anthony outside of our three-person affairs.

I went on for a few minutes about cooking until Caroline was called over by a friend, leaving me alone with Anthony.

“Seriously, I would’ve never guessed this was your scene,” he said, touching my arm lightly, “I hope it’s not too stressful.”

I quickly tugged my arm away. “Look, I’m fine being here, but you cannot tell Bridget about anything from the last couple weeks. I don’t want her to freak out.”

He laughed softly. “Our secret is safe. I just want to make sure you’re not in over your head tonight.”

“What do you mean? This isn’t an orgy or anything, right?”

“No, of course not. But it is an outlet for people to meet, experiment, and explore. Everything’s optional, but we make it a little fun.”

I took another look around at the assortment of partygoers. “How do you know all these people?”

“Friends,” Anthony answered plainly. “Or friends of friends. A few I just met tonight. Swingers are open-minded people, so we’re all about brushing past the awkwardness and just doing what feels right.”

His answer didn’t exactly settle me, though I did take comfort in knowing everything is optional.

“And like I said, we make it fun, too.”

With Anthony’s encouragement, I mingled around a little bit more, getting the chance to meet a few more men and women. So crazy how everyone here was good looking. I felt like a total fish out of water. The men were generally tall, masculine, and most had some kind of facial hair. If anything, with my petite figure and blonde bob-like cut, I probably looked more similar to the women, if anything.

Benny paused the music, stood on a stool, and clinked a glass.

“Evening, everyone!” Benny said cheerfully, “I’m genuinely thrilled we had so many people come tonight. Caroline and I have been dying to host and it means so much that you all came out.”

Caroline walked next to Benny, grabbed his hand, and gave it a little kiss. Huh, so I guess they’re together?

“It feels like it’s been a while, and it’s nice to see even a few newcomers in the mix,” Benny continued. “I want to shout out Ava for suggesting we revive an old favorite: spin the bottle! Everyone grab another drink or snack, take a seat, and we’ll set it up.”

Spin the bottle? What are we, 9th graders in 1985? I looked over at Bridget to share in my confusion, but she was already whispering quips to another guy.

Nobody else seemed to question the surprisingly tame game, so I rolled with it. I sat on the couch between two people I hadn’t met yet, as partygoers returned from the kitchen with freshened-up drinks. There weren’t enough chairs for everyone, so some sat on the floor or in the couple beanbags nearby. Retro.

Benny cleared off space on the coffee table as Caroline walked over with two wooden blocks the size of pizza boxes. But when she put them down, it quickly became evident this was not a typical game of spin the bottle.

She placed down the two flat, wooden blocks on the coffee table. Pinned to the center of each block were, indeed, weighted plastic bottles. Next, Caroline positioned a circular paper sheet on the wooden block and slipped it under the bottle so it could spin freely, then did the same for the other. Nobody else really seemed that interested, but I leaned in to read. Separated into 17 even slices were the names of everyone present: Caroline, Benny, Justin, Anthony, Bridget, Ellen, and so on. The remaining additional slice read ‘You Choose’.

The second paper ring had unequal pie slices… but with sexual actions written on them.

Jeez! Is that what we’re doing tonight? Modifying the classic but innocent kissing game of spin-the-bottle but taking it a step further?

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I looked around for anyone who agreed with me, but they were all idly chatting away. Clearly, they’d all played this before, or at least heard of it.

I searched around for Bridget, but again, she was giggling alongside some other guy. Come on, was she gonna pay any attention to me?

There was a wide selection of acts to be landed on. ‘Simple peck’ took up the most area, with three slices occupying probably a quarter of the circle. ‘Deep kiss’ and ‘Give/get a hickey’ took up another quarter. Other slices were a little more intimate, but ultimately harmless: ‘Suck toes’, ‘nibble ears’, and even the classic ‘7 Minutes in Heaven’. But rounding off the circle was a single sliver… labeled ‘Anything Goes’.

Wow… Anyone with even an ounce of libido would be intrigued at the prospect of that last one. But the mystery of who it’d be with was nerve-racking. I guess it’d be fantastic if I was paired with Bridget… But what if I got paired with a girl that wasn’t Bridget? What if I got paired with a guy?

What if I got paired with… Anthony?


Chapter Eleven

Benny garnered everyone’s attention to introduce the game, but I, and everyone else, had already pretty much figured it out. Spin the bottle for an activity, spin the bottle for a partner, then go to town.

Thankfully, others were far more eager to kick things off than I was. The first person up was a guy named Benjamin. He grabbed the base of the plastic bottle and gave it a hefty spin. It whipped round and round the paper circle, whooshing by the activities, slower and slower until eventually stopping on ‘simple peck.’

Phew! I didn’t really want to be chosen, but if I were, a simple peck with another guy wouldn’t be the worst thing.

Benjamin spun the second bottle, eventually landing on… Katelyn.

Everyone gave a little reaction — mostly a giggle or cheer — as Katelyn, a cute, petite brunette stood up, walked over to Benjamin, and gave him a kiss on the lips. Out of courtesy, the group gave a polite little golf clap.

“Next up is Bridget!” Benny announced. She stood up from the beanbag she was sharing with some other guy, and approached the bottles. A quick little spin, eventually landing on… ‘Deep Kiss’.

And her partner…. Benny.

She smiled, clearly satisfied with the pick. I couldn’t help but feel a little left out watching my girlfriend cheerfully react to kissing another man, but hey, it’s part of the game. The two kissed for no more than five seconds, definitely incorporating a little bit of tongue. After pulling back, a polite applause from the group as Bridget returned to her beanbag.

I looked over at Bridget who, for once, was looking back at me. She made a little sheepish shrug, to which I just rolled my eyes. What was I supposed to do, be thrilled?

A few more people went, all landing on relatively innocent things. Guys kissed guys, girls kissed girls. Everybody was having a good time. Bridget’s bean bag buddy, Harry, even gave a little theatrical dance as he playfully took off Caroline’s socks to kiss and suck one of her toes.

We eventually got to Ellen, who sat to my left. She was the first of the night to spin for ‘7 minutes in Heaven’ — probably a 5% slice size, based on my estimation. The result triggered intriguing ‘ooohs’ from the group. Everyone leaned in to watch as she spun the partner bottle.

Spin…. spin… spin… eventually landing on…. Lyle. The guy sitting to my right. The two of them each did a little playful shrug as Lyle got up, grabbed Ellen’s hand, and led her down the hall to the closet. They were sent off with cheers and encouragement from the rest of the group.

“Have fun, you two!” Benny shouted.

More playful and teasing ‘ooohs’ materialized as we heard the door shut and lock down the hall.

“We’ll give ‘em their moment,” Benny announced, indicating time for a break. “Freshen up your drinks!”

Everyone made their way to the kitchen for a little more confidence juice, but I sat there, still processing the strange game I was taking part in. It all felt a little immature. Wasn’t this something people did in high school? Granted, there was definitely no ‘anything goes’ option in the high school version.

Anthony must have sniffed out my hesitancy as he quickly appeared by my side.

“How are you feeling?” he asked.

“Good, good,” I said, a little red in the face. “It’s all a little silly, right?”

“Maybe so. But even swingers need to have fun.”

“Well, we’re not swingers.”

He craned his neck to look across the room at the beanbag. “Aren’t you though? Looks like Bridget’s having a good time.”

I looked over too, only to find her practically snuggling up on that one guy, Harry.

“She’s really loosened up,” Anthony commented, but not judgmentally. “Does that bother you?”

“I, uh…” I wasn’t really sure how to respond. I did willingly accompany her to a swinger party, but still, it peeved me just a little bit that she was getting so cozy with a guy she just met — and completely unrelated to the game we were playing. “Fuck… I should probably say something.”

“You could,” Anthony stated. “Or you could eye-for-an-eye it.”

“…what do you mean?”

“Find someone for yourself. Have fun! Experiment a little!” Anthony took another glance over at Bridget. “She likes guys who are a little loose.”

Anthony left to grab us each a new drink. By the time he was back, Lyle and Ellen had emerged from the closet — once again, to another immature chorus of ‘ooohs’ from the group.

“Alright, alright…” Lyle coyly dismissed the jeers. He and Ellen took their seats on each side of me.

Benny stood back up and looked at me. “I think it’s your turn, Justin.”

I think he could tell I was a little nervous. “Nothing you land on you have to do, if you don’t want to.”

I nodded, even surprising myself how nervous I was. Cautiously, I stepped up to the bottle and gave it a twirl.

Spin… spin… spin… the bottle slowed until eventually landing on… ‘7 Minutes in Heaven’.

Everyone went nuts. In part due to the salaciousness of my spin, but also the small odds of hitting ‘7 Minutes’ twice in a row.

The group was rowdy. I didn’t want to look at any individual faces, afraid that if I did, it’d jinx me and I’d end up with some dude. That was the last thing I wanted.

My hand shook as I grabbed the second bottle and gave it a relatively weak spin. Only about two full rotations. It slowed and slowed, pausing right around a big pack of dude’s names and landing on…

…Katelyn!

“There we go!” I shouted out. I looked right back at Katelyn, the petite brunette, who didn’t look entirely pleased that she’d have to spend 7 minutes in a closet with me.

The group teased us just the same as Lyle and Ellen. Bridget, however, notably didn’t take part. She had a sour look on her face. Did she not like that I openly celebrated? Was she jealous?

I love Bridget and would never wish her harm. But my god, maybe this is just what I needed. She’s been getting dealt all the best hands lately. Sex at her beck and call, fun bar nights out with her work friends, the power to restrict me from seeing Anthony… Maybe a little jealousy would be good for her.

I reached out to grab Katelyn’s hand as we made our way down the hallway to the back closet. Bridget didn’t want to let me kiss her? Doesn’t matter, because I got Katelyn now. I held the door open for her and we stepped inside.

It was the kind of closet with angled slats so light could creep in, but you still couldn’t really see inside. Benny and Katelyn didn’t do too much to dress it up. The hanging coats and boxes of junk took up most of the space.

“Hey, Justin?” Katelyn said quietly, sitting down.

I took a seat, cross-legged, next to her. “Yeah?”

“Let’s talk about this first,” she said, hushed. I didn’t think anybody could hear us, but maybe it was just an attempt to be sexy.

“I know I looked nervous out there,” I whispered back. “But I’m really glad it’s you.”

“Yeah, but… like, I don’t want to do this.”

Wait… what?

“Excuse me?” I couldn’t believe what she just said. “You don’t want to do this?”

“I’m really really sorry. I’m sure you’re a sweet guy, it’s just. I came here to like, ‘get into it’. Ya feel?”

“I’m not sure I do…”

“You’re just… and please don’t take this the wrong way. But you’re a little too femme for me.”

No way she actually said that. “I’m… what? I’m too femme?”

“A little. I like my guys masculine and aggressive. I’m sure you’re somebody else’s type. Just not mine…”

I was dead silent. Out of all the ways tonight could have gone, that fact that another woman — a swinger for god’s sake! — would reject me wasn’t even on my radar.

“I, uh… I mean, of course I respect your decision,” I muttered, slowly shuffling away from her in the dark closet.

“The last thing I wanted to do was embarrass you out there. We can still stay here for the seven minutes,” Katelyn said softly. “I won’t tell a soul.”

Blown. Away. “Sure… thanks…” I managed to eke out. I guess making Bridget jealous was still a positive. But the dent to my ego was so severe, I’m not even sure it mattered anymore.

We mostly sat in silence for the remaining minutes, until my phone alarm went off and we emerged. People teased just as before, but I wanted nothing more than for everyone to just shut up. It didn’t matter if nobody knew the truth. I was utterly humiliated.

I mostly stared straight forward in silence for the rest of the night. I didn’t sip my drink, I didn’t talk to anybody. Surely, Benny and Caroline thought I was being a terrible houseguest, but I didn’t care. I mean, jeez… did nobody want me?

The group kept making its way around the circle. Anthony had his own turn in addition to being called upon once, but both were a simple peck. Still, he seemed to be having a good time.

Eventually things got back around to Bridget. But her mood had changed since her first turn. In fact, she stood up from the beanbag and shot me a glare. Was she jealous? Was she angry? She certainly wouldn’t be if she knew the truth.

Nevertheless, she grabbed the bottle and gave it a hefty spin. Round and round and round eventually landing on… Oh my god. The first ‘Anything Goes.’

Everyone went crazy. Cheering, shouting, jostling… the whole room lit up.

But I didn’t join in. I just sat there, speechless. She looked down at me, vindictively. Like she’d won. Like she had something to get back at me for.

The room quieted down as she reached for the second bottle. She gripped its hard plastic exterior and gave it a forceful, dramatic spin.

Spin… Spin… Spin… the bottle whipped past the ink-written names. Everyone’s eyes circled round and round, tracking the bottle. It squeaked as it slowed, and creaked just before stopping on…

“‘You Choose’,” Benny read aloud. The entire room sat in silence waiting for Bridget to utter a name. She looked right at me, and shot me a little smirk. Holy shit, was she actually just toying with me? Did she get fooled into thinking I actually got action in the closet and was now free to fuck her again?

And while staring straight at me, with dead seriousness, she uttered, “Harry.”

Everyone’s heads whipped to Harry, who was still sitting on the beanbag. Even he was surprised.

“Oh, uh… sweet!” he said. I think a few people noticed the tension between Bridget and I, but most kept the mood upbeat, hooting and hollering as Bridget grabbed his hand and the two walked down the hallway.

“Not the closet, you guys,” Benny joyfully added, relishing the chaos. “Bedroom’s first door on the left. Take all the time you need.”

You’d think I’d be used to this by now, having watched Bridget get fucked by Anthony. But no. This was different. At least with Anthony, I had the illusion of involvement. Bridget straight-up had the choice to fuck me and make me look like a man in front of all these people. Instead she chose somebody else. Some fucking random guy she met tonight.

God knows what they’re planning to do. But I wasn’t about to stick around to find out. I announced to the group that I was feeling sick and wanted to go home. A few people looked concerned, but most took my statement at face value. These people didn’t care about me. I felt like nobody did.

My uber was arriving in a couple minutes so I made my way to the door. I told Benny to tell Bridget I felt sick and needed to go. No chance I’d be knocking on that door to interrupt. Out of sight, out of mind, I guess.

As I put on my coat and shoes at the door, I shed a tear not of sadness, but frustration. What the hell was going on with Bridget and I? What started as a secure, loving relationship was becoming an ever-expanding crevice of discomfort.

I felt weak. I felt guilty. I felt aimless and distraught to the point that nothing in my life was making sense. I was deeply, tragically unwanted.

My phone dinged, noting the uber was here. But before I could step out the door, someone behind me grabbed my arm. It was Anthony.

“Justin,” Anthony said, tenderly. “You’re not sick, are you?”

“Who says I’m not?” I tried holding back my tears. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Anthony moved closer to me, placing his large, comforting hand on the small of my back, and rubbing gently. “What happened in that closet?”

I paused, not sure if I wanted to admit my embarrassing defeat. But Anthony’s instincts were too sharp.

“Not her type? I figured that might be the case. Katelyn’s into burly guys.”

I stood there, letting him continue to gently rub my back.

“Look, I’m sorry this didn’t go like you wanted.”

“It’s fine,” I replied, desperately withholding sniffles. “Maybe I’m just not wanted. Maybe I’m just a piece of shit that nobody wants to fuck. I’m a fucking lost cause.”

Anthony shook his head and stepped closer, now holding me in his arms.

“I saw her glare at you. She didn’t need to rub it in.” Anthony took a long pause, carefully selecting his words. “Just know that you don’t deserve to be treated like that, okay?”

I appreciated his attempt, but it was a nothing statement. Nothing Anthony said was gonna get Bridget out of that room and back in my arms.

I had no interest in sticking around here any longer, so I politely pushed him off me. “Goodnight, Anthony,” I told him, leaving the apartment and shutting the door behind me.

I stewed in frustration and sadness the entire ride home. For good measure, I texted Bridget my lie of feeling sick too, and that she’d be taking the car home alone. But God, it was difficult not to get all my frustrations off my chest right then and there.

Back at the apartment, I set up camp in the living room couch, knowing that I shouldn’t share a bed with her on the night she willingly fucked another man.

I waited and waited, never receiving a confirmation text from Bridget. For all I knew, she was still getting railed by Harry. ‘Anything Goes’ could really mean anything.

But suddenly, a ding from my phone just as I was drifting off to sleep. I quickly reached toward the bedside table. But the text wasn’t from Bridget. It was from Anthony.

‘I know you feel unwanted. I know you do.’

I let thoughtful text soak in. But he was still typing.

‘If you trust me, I can make everything better.’


Chapter Twelve

I woke up to a harsh beam of sunlight hitting my face from the open window. Despite the trauma, I slept like a baby.

It was intentional not replying to Anthony that night. I had such a whirlwind of emotions that I knew any rash decision would only play out poorly. But honestly, he was the least of my concerns. I looked at the front door and noticed Bridget’s shoes. She’d come home.

To my surprise, I did receive another text last night… from Bridget.

‘Oh no! Happy to take the car home.’

And then another text.

‘We should definitely talk things over in the morning.’

Suddenly, I heard the bedroom door open. Bridget came out in her pajamas. She didn’t look mad. She actually looked kind of solemn.

“Morning,” she said, softly. “Feeling better?”

Just her asking that summoned the wave of emotions from last night. The jealous look she shot at me as I walked off to the closet with Katelyn… How she ruthlessly stared me down, announcing Harry as her ‘anything goes’ pick… All of that rushed back.

“Better,” was all I said.

She sat down on the couch by my feet, putting her hand on my leg. “Can we talk things over?”

Bridget must have sensed that I was ready to explode with accusations, so she shushed me and spoke first. “Last night was weird. I… I got jealous.”

“You got jealous?” I spat back. “You walked off into the bedroom to fuck another guy!”

“Well, you had your moment in the closet too…” she started getting animated but quickly retracted. “I’m sorry. That’s not what this is about. I think we both know last night was a mistake.”

I scoffed. “Yeah, you think?”

“Look, we never should have gone to a party like that. I think we both got too caught up in the game. We got competitive. We got jealous. It shouldn’t be like that.”

I laid there, listening to her justify fucking another man. I wondered if I should tell her the truth about what Katelyn did to me in the closet — about how I was thoroughly and utterly rejected.

“Look, Bridget, I have something to admit too,” I said.

But she held up her hand, shushing me again. “I’d rather not know. What you did with that girl is your business. What I did with Harry is mine. All I know is that everything we do from now on should be together. We can’t keep excluding each other.”

What was I witnessing? Was she trying to equate our experiences? She got to fuck someone while I got nothing.

I badly needed to talk this over more, but Bridget kept refusing my attempts to dig deeper. It was a mess of non-apologies and false equivalencies. All Bridget wanted was for me to have zero sexual experiences without her present. But somehow the other way around was okay?

“I can’t dwell on last night forever,” she continued with her non-apology. “I want to move past it and start fresh,” she explained, getting up and retreating back to the bedroom. “You got plans today?”

“Wait, where are you going?” I asked, still confused.

“Brunch with the girls. Did I not tell you?” she said.

“I feel like I’m not told anything.”

“Yeah, then Frankie’s got some friends in town so we’re showing her around the city. Should be fun.”

She disappeared into our bedroom to get ready. Another frustrating, unproductive talk. Bridget never ceased to surprise me with her lack of self-awareness. This trend was becoming more and more set in stone.

However, I suppose the promise of her not casually fucking other guys offered me some grace. But what I gained in certainty, I lost in potential. Bridget offered no true avenues towards repairing our relationship. None. And honestly? That was beginning to piss me off.

And so another Sunday was spent alone. She stayed out with her friends most of the day. Even a chilly, rainy Chicago Sunday wasn’t enough to think ‘hey, maybe a cozy day in with my loving boyfriend would be nice’.

I couldn’t help but think about Anthony’s offer. ‘I can make everything better.’ He’d always been a man of absolutes and bold promises, but for some reason, this time, I was genuinely intrigued. Did he suddenly think that Bridget was a lost cause? Did he think our relationship was irreparable?

Bridget was growing less attracted to me by the minute, it seemed. Katelyn wanted nothing to do with me in that closet, and neither did anyone else at that party. If any of them were genuine suitors, they would have let me know… right?

◆◆◆

Bridget always worked hard when she traveled. I knew that for a fact. So you’d think that on weeks like these where she wasn’t jetting off to Kansas City, she’d be more present. But this week couldn’t have been less the case.

While my work hours remained steady, she had increasingly late nights in the office. On Monday, she got home at 7:45. Tuesday was 8:30. On Wednesday she worked all the way until 9:15! I had fallen dead asleep on the couch when she finally got home. The delicious honey garlic pork I’d cooked was left drying and congealing at room temperature on the kitchen counter, having been out for so long.

Thursday was no better, considering she had a super important presentation to give her entire team that Friday. I’d drifted fully off to sleep by then, and when I woke up at 8, she was already gone for work once again.

I texted her once I woke up.

‘Good luck on the presentation today!’

She was a badass and didn’t need my words of encouragement. But it’d be nice for her to think of me. She thanked me and I let her be as she prepared for the big day.

I had the fortunate combination of focused efficiency coupled with a light work week, so I knew today would be a breeze. If I wanted to, I could be done by 2. But in the middle of my final stretch of work, my phone began buzzing with a call… from Anthony.

I didn’t want to answer. I was so close to being done. But strangely, seeing him call lit a tiny fire of excitement inside me that I couldn’t explain.

“Hello?”

“Nice of you to reply now.” Anthony said, dripping in sarcasm. “You never texted me back.”

“Oh uh, it was late… I was, uh… I wasn’t feeling that well.”

He chuckled. “Your ‘sickness’, huh? That’s right. I do hope you’re feeling better.”

“I am, thank you,” I told him. “And I’m sorry, I should have texted back. That was incredibly sweet of you to check in with me.”

“Well, I meant it.” I could quietly hear people yapping and laughing behind him, but it sounded like he was in a hallway away from the madness.

“Where are you?” I asked.

“Just a conference at The Drake hotel. The grind for investors never stops, you know?”

I didn’t. But I played along.

“Anyway,” he continued, “that’s kind of what I was calling about. I wanted to invite you to The Drake tonight. A jazz band plays nightly in the hotel’s private club. I’d love it if you joined me.”

That actually sounded great, but I knew I shouldn’t make immediate plans. “I mean, I love jazz… but…”

“But Bridget,” he accurately finished my thought, “…you two made plans?”

“Oh, well, uh, no. We didn’t. I just wanna stay open after her long work week.”

“Hmm…” he pondered, pausing for a while. Almost long enough that I thought he might have hung up. “You respect my opinion on the matter of your relationship, right?”

“Of course.”

“Then considering what she’s put you through over the past week? I think it’s time you have a night for yourself.”

“For… myself?” I responded, confused. “She’s been working her ass off all week.”

“Sure, but she’s made no attempts to share any of it with you. You can’t just keep waiting for her. I think if you grow as a person, you can meet her where she’s at.”

That advice wasn’t entirely sound… but I understood what he meant. Nobody’s attracted to a moper.

“And... wait. No. I shouldn’t say it,” Anthony stopped abruptly.

But I wanted to hear. “No, please! Share. Maybe I was thinking the same thing.”

Anthony let out a deep sigh. “Hmm… So I don’t normally like breeding resentment, but… with how she’s treated you over the past few weeks? Maybe going out with me — even on the down-low — would stick it to her… even just a bit.”

That was… surprising. Anthony’s always been a very positive person. I’d never once heard him advocate for what sounded like revenge.

“And maybe,” he continued. “If you came dressed as a woman… and let me spoil you tonight… It’d stick it to her even more. You know, have the night that you want to give to her.”

I stayed silent on the phone for a few moments. “You… No. That’d be crazy,” I said firmly. “That’s a public place. I can’t just go out in a dress.”

“Why not? You don’t think you’ll pass?”

I kind of laughed. “Well, it’s not that. I think I looked pretty good the night I had you over.”

“I think you’re plenty femme. And I love that about you.”

That wasn’t the first time Anthony expressed interest in my naturally, uh… girlish qualities. But the word ‘femme’ flashed a painful memory in my mind. I thought of last Saturday night, when Katelyn told me she didn’t want me — that I was ‘too femme’. Here I was, hearing it again – but under very different circumstances. Positive ones. Anthony actually liked that about me.

I stumbled through a few excuses on the phone as Anthony shot each of them down. And as he did, the idea of sticking it to Bridget sounded more and more appealing. Here was a guy who wanted to have a night out with me — and he thought I was sexy.

Anthony explained that with my feminine features, some light makeup, and a simple but elegant outfit, I’d fit right in with the rest of the women. Plus, a dark room would only help conceal me.

I don’t know if it was my rough week of rejection or what, but feeling desired — even by a man — felt like a win. A bird in the hand is better than two in the bush, as the saying goes. And Anthony is that bird, sitting in the palm of my hand. Or maybe I’m in the palm of his.

After a little more convincing, I told him I’d do it, as long as I could bring a change of clothes so I could return to my apartment in the evening as if nothing happened. And who cares if Bridget came home and I was out? She pulled that crap all the time on me.

“Meet me at 6,” he said. “I’ll be waiting at the bar.”

Putting down my phone, I felt good. ‘Femme little Justin’ —  the one nobody seemed to want — was going on a date tonight.

Was it a date with a man? Yes. Was it going against Bridget’s wishes? You bet. But I wanted to feel desired. I needed to feel desired. Sorry Bridget, but Anthony won this round.

It was 2:30 PM, and though I was mostly finished with work, I wasn’t even close to ready. I stepped into the master bathroom and looked at the vast array of makeup products on Bridget’s counter.

The options were overwhelming. So many creams, liquids, powders… and not to mention the million different sizes of brushes.

I stared into the mirror and soaked in the blank canvas that was my face. I wished Bridget were here to explain this all to me – but then again if she were here, I wouldn’t be going out with Anthony in the first place.

This was the moment of no return. No sane person would ever do what I’m about to do – risk what I’m about to risk. But I wanted this. I wanted a night out with someone who wanted me back.

I picked up the first brush I saw and gave my reflection a confident, affirmative nod. After all, how hard could it be to look like a girl?


Chapter Thirteen

The next several hours were filled with Youtube tutorials, bouts of frustration, and a lot of trial and error — with special emphasis on the ‘error’ part.

But as one of the YouTubers said, ‘sometimes simpler is better’.

I’d seen Bridget apply makeup a million times, so I wasn’t going in totally blind. Our skin tones were the same, so I could use all of her same shades and tones.

I accomplished in 2 hours what most girls could probably do in 10 minutes, but the end result was an impressively feminized face. My concealer, foundation, and blush looked good enough, and my mascara might have looked a little messy, but nothing that would turn any heads in the wrong way.

The trickiest part for me was the eyeshadow. I definitely bit off more than I could chew attempting a ‘smokey eye’, but I think my end result was a solid C+ compared to what I watched in the tutorial.

I finished the look with a light pink lipstick to make my lips really pop. I wouldn’t be kissing anyone tonight, but hey, I thought the shade was pretty.

Suddenly it was 5 PM, and though my makeup was complete, I was still wearing my t-shirt and sweatpants. No self-respecting woman would dare wear something so casual to The Drake hotel.

But that’s the thing… If not sweatpants and a t-shirt, then what? Anthony picked out a dress for me last time, but now I was flying solo. I had a decent grasp on styling men’s clothes, but women’s?

I started by stripping down completely naked and neatly searching through Bridget’s clothes to see if anything jumped out at me. I was incredibly careful to take note of each item’s original position and location, lest Bridget suspect anything.

My result was picking a black bouffant dress that Bridget almost never wore. It was shoved way in the back of her closet, so I knew she wouldn’t notice its absence even if she went through her outfits with a keen eye.

I did the same with the underwear, settling on a plain black lace bra and panties set. Sure, I could have worn my male underwear and nobody would see, but like Anthony suggested in the past, wearing lingerie would subconsciously create a girly mindset. I needed all the help I could get if I wanted to pass.

I stepped into a pair of black heels Bridget never wore and stood in front of the full length mirror for the final look.

Damn did I look hot — and coordinated too! My black bouffant dress hung right at my knees and looked delightfully poofy and feminine. The pink accents on the sleeves and at the waist looked great with my soft pink lips.

Still, I thought something was missing. Women often accent their looks with jewelry, right? I once heard Bridget say ‘You’re either a gold or a silver girl. Never mix.’ Her jewelry box was filled with all sorts of things, but 100% silver – right in line with her beliefs. I didn’t have too much time left, so I decided on a subtle silver bracelet and plain silver necklace.

Bridget’s ears were pierced (and mine obviously weren’t) so the majority of her earrings wouldn’t work for me. However, I knew she had a pair of clip-ons from back in the day that she also never wore, so I put those on. The more feminized I am, the less likely I’m clocked for actually being a man.

Lastly, I brushed my hair into an even more feminine style than my shoulder-length bob-like cut already was. I gave myself one final look in the mirror. A little sloppy? Maybe. But a hell of an effort for a first try. You want femme, Anthony? Oh, you’ll get femme…

The next 15 minutes were dedicated to cleaning up, reorganizing, and covering any trace that I used Bridget’s makeup and clothing. I packed a bag of male clothes that I could return to the apartment in, just in case Bridget stayed home and didn’t go out for drinks with coworkers after her big presentation.

The problem of getting out of my building without being noticed did dawn on me, but I knew of a service elevator that also led to the underground garage, then a back staircase so maintenance men could trudge into the building from the street — presumably so their presence would offend some of the building’s more uppity residents.

Thankfully, I executed my escape without a single person noticing me. I lived a mere seven blocks from The Drake, so I could easily walk there. Of course, I felt a little scared jutting around the streets of Chicago in the early evening wearing a dress, heels, and makeup. My legs were mostly bare, and the coat I borrowed from Bridget only did so much to insulate me from the piercing, chilly air.

Sure, I received some looks on the street, but nobody called me out for being male. In fact, I got a few smiles and ‘hellos’ from interested men, but nothing threatening. Chicago’s a liberal city, but you never know the danger of stepping outside presenting as a different gender. Maybe I was just lucky.

The lack of ridicule from strangers built confidence, however. If I could pass on the streets, I would be totally fine in a hotel, right?

Soon enough, I arrived in the lobby of The Drake. Man, I always found this building so beautiful — just the most gorgeous, classic architecture around. Elegant, vintage furniture and wall decor were everywhere. The craftsmanship on every bit of woodwork was exquisite. Hotel employees wore fine, tailored suits and dresses, sporting friendly faces as they directed and assisted the equally stylish clientele.

Attempting my very best to keep my voice high-pitched and feminine, I asked a hotel employee the way to the bar. As I meandered the hallways, I caught a glimpse of myself in a mirror. Maybe it was the good lighting, but I looked quite beautiful. Other than Anthony, I might be the only person present who knew of my true gender. What ‘man’ is this pretty?

Eventually, I trotted my way to the dimly lit hotel bar — rather, a restaurant named Coq d’Or — which, unsurprisingly, was just as gorgeous as the rest of the hotel. The entire bar was dim mood-lighting with a pianist entertaining the diners with instrumental jazz. The entire room oozed 1930’s, classy vibes.

And sure enough, seated alone at the bar was Anthony. Besuited as he often was, he sipped a cocktail and made friendly conversation with the bartender. I couldn’t hear what was said, but the bartender pointed to me, and Anthony whipped his head around.

The distinguished, handsome man’s eyes lit up at the sight of his date. Petite, feminine, and donning a frilly dress, I was exactly the sight Anthony wanted to see.

I gracefully walked to the open seat next to him and greeted him. The bartender stepped away for a moment, so we could talk.

“You look… magnificent,” Anthony said, his mouth still agape. “How… how did you pull this off?”

I blushed. “Good genes, I guess? Not the typical Justin, but I figured you’d like the look.”

“Justine. We should call you ‘Justine’,” Anthony suggested. “Of course, only if you’re comfortable with that.”

“Hmm… maybe that’s smart. I haven’t been called that since kids mocked me for looking girly in high school.”

Anthony laughed softly. “Well, this time it’s a term of endearment.”

I smiled back. The bar was quieter than I expected. “No coworkers here?” I asked.

“Oh, uh, they all left,” he quickly explained. “No sense in sticking around if they don’t have hot dates, right?”

I blushed. “Well, it’s such a beautiful space. I’m surprised they’re not taking advantage.”

“Their loss.” Anthony gently grabbed my hand and gave it a single, sweet kiss. “Shall we?”

Anthony called the bartender over and asked him to keep my bag of clothes behind the bar for the time being, slipping him a generous tip as he asked. “We’ll pick that up later,” he told him. He then reached out to grab my hand, leading us to the back room where the band would be playing.

This experience was already unreal. The attention, the compliments, the glances from random onlookers? Never in my life have I been wooed like this. And all I needed to do was wear a dress?

The jazz lounge was nearly full when we arrived, and the band was setting up for the 6:30 show. The space was tight but felt cozy. We sat at a small, half-circle booth in the back, but still had a nice view of the stage. Anthony ordered another manhattan while I opted for a vodka soda.

“Benson’s…Ysabel… now this? Think you’re setting the bar a little too high?” I said, laughing.

Anthony grinned. “This type of date has always been more my speed anyway.”

Normally I’d push back on Anthony’s ‘date’ terminology — in fact, he’s been insisting on that term the whole time I’ve known him — but the glitz and glamour of the venue and how well I was being treated made it impossible to classify this as anything else. This was a date. Justin – I mean, Justine – was on a date with a man.

The server quickly returned with our drinks. We sipped and chatted as the band continued setting up.

“Well?” he asked, gesturing to my outfit. “This is your first time wearing a dress in public, is it not?”

I nodded. “It’s very… different.”

“But you like it. Don’t you?”

I thought about his question as I played with the frills and bows. “It’s okay, I guess.”

“There’s something I gotta admit,” Anthony said. “I’ve been wanting to take you on a proper date like this for a while.”

I giggled. “Yeah, I know that…”

“Have I been that obvious?” he said. “I just thought you’d say no. You know… because of Bridget.”

“Well Bridget’s not here,” I said, just the tiniest bit flirtatiously. “Plus, you’re right. She’s got her life, I’ve got mine. What I do with my time is my business.”

We clinked glasses. Strange, how this night was going. Simply putting this all on — the underwear, the dress, the makeup — made me instantly more confident acting like this. But I also didn’t feel like I was pretending to be someone else. I just felt… looser. Freer.

If anything, briefly abandoning my male clothes gave me license to embrace my natural femininity. Qualities I’d suppressed for years were now on full display and being fully appreciated by Anthony. Could I show off my smooth, slender legs in men’s jeans? No, but I could in this dress. My feminine facial features were never properly accentuated until I wore makeup. My androgynous haircut normally was perceived as male, but alongside a dress and heels? It was objectively girly.

And Anthony… When did he suddenly start acting ten times as charming? Or did I just not notice it until I allowed myself to walk in a woman’s shoes? The only other time I felt this bewitched by his masculinity was the last time I wore a dress for him.

The band started their set and the house lights dimmed further. It wasn’t up-tempo, fast jazz, no. It was slow, smooth, and romantic. A softly played drum kit, an upright bass, and a piano/vocalist shared the helm, delighting the crowd as they traded solos.

As it turns out, Anthony was quite the jazz aficionado. “As Time Goes By”, “No Moon at All”, “It’s Alright with Me”… was there a song he didn’t know?

With each song, I found myself scooting closer to Anthony until my leg touched his. He must have noticed me inching closer, as he placed his warm hand on my thigh.

He leaned to my ear. “Do you like the band?”

“Mmhmm,” I said, recognizing how close he was to me. I could smell his cologne, but it was a brand new sensation. “You smell nice.”

“Oh do I?” he whispered in my ear, rubbing my thigh again. He then planted a gentle kiss at the base of my ear, ending with the tiniest nibble as he pulled away.

His kiss sent a shiver down my spine. Holy shit…. How was he having this effect on me?

He nudged his nose against my neck as he pushed his hand further up my thigh. His warm hand inched closer and closer up toward my panties. The last time he touched me like this, I did everything in my power to resist. Somehow, tonight was different.

Thoughts of Bridget shot into my mind. What was she doing right now? What would she do if she knew I was on a date with a man while wearing her clothes? I started to feel guilty.

But… Why? Everyone needs attention. If she’s not gonna pay me any mind, it’s not my fault that I’m letting Anthony do so. Maybe that was a shoddy justification, but it allowed me to relax as I let him have his way kissing my ear and neck.

“P-people might see us,” I stammered.

“It’s dark. We’re in the back,” Anthony whispered, kissing then nibbling the base of my ear again. “And even so? I don’t care.”

One more shiver echoed through my body as his hand had finally made its way up my dress, and he lightly touched the tip of my cock through the lace of my panties.

“Ohhh…. is my baby getting a little hard?” I heard in my ear between kisses.

“I… I…” I stuttered between breaths. I had nothing to say. I knew this should stop but all my willpower couldn’t push him away.

Fuck… I needed to kiss this man. I pivoted my head and gently guided my pretty pink lips til they touched his.

I kissed Anthony while the band played a slow, romantic tune. It was like a scene out of a movie. Two people, exploring each other with their tongues.

Out of the corner of my eye, I scanned the bar to see if anyone cared. Did they think it was weird that two men were making out in the back of this lounge? Wait — why the hell would they? How could anyone look at me and think that I was anything but a beautiful woman? I felt so safe being kissed by him.

I flipped around in my seat to rest my legs on his lap. I could feel his powerful hand grip my back through the thin fabric of my dress. I couldn’t believe how delightful it was to be held by a strong man. With his other hand, Anthony reached under my dress and held my quickly growing cock.

“Babygirl’s getting very hard, isn’t she?” he whispered.

It was like a spell. For the first time in my life, I felt the need to do the same. I reached across my body to place my small girly hand on his cock. I got exactly what I wished for: his thick, burgeoning cock beneath the fabric of his pants.

“You know… the hotel comped me a room for the conference…” he said softly into my ear while rubbing his thumb against the tip of my cock.. “Would you like to go there?”


Chapter Fourteen

“Yes,” I said. “Desperately.”

Anthony sat up, pulled out his wallet, and tossed a $100 bill on the table. “This should cover it.”

He grabbed my hand and led us out of the dimly-lit jazz lounge, past the other restaurant-goers. I felt silly and a little self-conscious walking through the restaurant. I was wearing a dress, makeup, and heels with a near-full erection, and excitedly following a man up to his hotel room for… who knows? I had a lot to be thankful for right now, but the poofy dress to hide my hard cock was at the top of the list.

I shuddered with excitement as I waited to retrieve my boy clothes from the bartender. Anthony grabbed my hand again and walked us through the lobby toward the main hotel. Was I about to do this? Was I about to be intimate with this man?

“Not my typical Friday night…” I said, simply to fill the silence. I held his hand as we walked. “And it’s barely even 8.”

Anthony stopped in his tracks for a moment, and pulled out his phone. It looked like he was checking the time. “Shit… How is it already 7:45…” he said, lowly.

“What?” I said nervously. “Don’t tell me you have to be somewhere.”

For the first time tonight, he looked stressed. “Uh, well, uh… no. Not really.” He glanced around and something caught his eye.

“It’s hard to explain… but we can’t go to the room right now.”

“Why not?” I started to ask, but he seemed flustered. This was a rarity — Anthony not having an immediate answer for something. “We could just wait around for a bit. I’m sure the band’s still playing.”

“I have a better idea,” Anthony said, taking my hand and leading me across the hall.

“You know, if we don’t have the room… we can still go somewhere private…” he said, motioning to a storage closet no more than a few steps away. I looked around for anyone in the immediate vicinity. We were alone.

“A… storage closet?” I replied, confused. This all felt strangely rushed. However, this evening was already unorthodox – I was erect from the touch of another man after all.

It wasn’t Justin who was caught in this situation, it was Justine: my female persona for this one night only. Maybe Justine just has a little bit of a chaotic life? Why not lean into it?

I reset my mood and took another step closer to the flustered Anthony, then gently placed my hand between his legs. “I don’t care if we don’t have the room. I think I owe you.”

He stood silently for a moment, thinking. Then a little smile grew on his face. “I guess you do.”

We stepped into the cramped storage closet. Brooms, mops, random hotel supplies – and now Anthony and I — called this place home. There wasn’t much room, sure, but we had plenty of privacy. And honestly, that was all I needed.

I flicked the lock on the door and turned off the harsh lighting from above, leaving only the light of the hallway coming in from the cracks as our visibility. But it was still just enough to see the face of the man I was kissing.

We kissed for a little bit longer, but Anthony wasn’t here to play. I told him I owe him, and he was here to cash in.

“I want you to do something for me, okay?” he whispered, gingerly touching my delicate face. “But I have a feeling you’ll enjoy it.”

“Anything,” I whispered back, topping it off with a kiss on his cheek.

Anthony started stripping off his belt as he guided my hands to help unbutton his pants. On his orders, I yanked them all the way down to his ankles leaving only his stiff, massive cock pitching a tent in his boxers.

“Can you get on your knees for your man?” he asked tenderly.

I nodded. The hard floor wasn’t ideal, but I got on my knees nonetheless. The room wasn’t bright, but visible enough to know I was face-to-face with his dick.

Not sure where to begin, I kissed his hardness through the thin layer of fabric while running my hands up and beneath his dress shirt. He instinctively placed his hands on my head, moving me closer.

I teased him for a little longer, gently kissing and touching him over his boxers as he writhed and moaned.

The smell of his cologne combined with the musky scent of his cock made a profoundly tempting scent – a scent that pushed aside my straightness and dragged out the sluttiest version of Justine.

“You couldn’t possibly want me to suck your cock, now would you?” I said playfully.

“Yes… please…” he moaned. I had him. He had me.

I yanked his boxers down as his giant cock sprung out right in my face. Cut, thick, and glistening. It looked absolutely delicious.

Though I had zero experience in this department, the dress, makeup, and feminine persona I’d taken on subconsciously led me down the right path. I started by gripping his cock in my hand and giving a single, sweet kiss on the tip of the head, all while peering upwards and holding intense eye contact. I felt so feminine. I felt so… submissive.

Tiny licks along his shaft followed while I massaged his balls in my hands. I wasn’t certain what he liked, but each wriggle and moan was a beautiful hint. The longer I sucked his cock, the better I got to know him.

And goddammit, did he taste wonderful. Whiffs of his masculine cologne kept creeping down from his neck and wrists as I slurped and sucked the sweet sweat of his thick cock. I only wished I’d been more experienced so I could comfortably take more than a few inches into my mouth.

“Does Justine like the taste of my cock?” he said softly. I nodded while staring him directly in the eye. I knew he liked that.

“Are you gonna… cum… in my mouth?” I asked between slurps of his meaty cock.

“Are you gonna make me?” he said, gripping my head even stronger. At this point I’d put at most 3 inches in my mouth at a time, but he held my head and told me to sit still as he slid his 9-inch cock deeper into the back of my throat. I nearly felt like gagging, but was so pleased with his taste that I held strong. I felt so slutty.

In and out, Anthony slid his cock down my throat, gripping the back of my blonde bob-cut to keep me steady.

“You’re gonna get me there if you keep doing this,” he said, his voice shaken in the best way.

I knew I needed to get him to completion. A small part of me was scared to have a man like him blow his load into my mouth, but he’d made me feel so wanted tonight, that I desperately needed to thank him.

Another glorious minute passed of Anthony pumping his cock into my mouth as I felt him tensing more and more. He was close. I wanted to taste him so badly.

“I’m gonna cum, Babygirl,” he managed to say.

I couldn’t speak with my mouth full of his cock, so I nodded the best I could. He shoved his cock deeper down my throat, nearly making me gag. I finally felt his body spasm as he gripped my thin little shoulders hard and his cock exploded down the back of my throat.

From my past times being on the other end, I knew that good girls don’t spit. They swallow. So I swallowed every ounce of his cum straight down my throat.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I could finally breathe. But one last little pump of cum came out and hit me on my ear. But I didn’t care. I’d successfully pleasured this man to completion and left him writhing.

We didn’t say anything for a few moments, as Anthony pulled his pants up and returned his clothing to its original state. Finally, he looked down at me, still on my knees.

“That was wonderful, Justine,” he said with a sly smile.

My much smaller cock was still hard under my dress, but even if Anthony was happy to reciprocate, I didn’t want to ask for too much. Tonight was about him. 

It felt a little grimy that we were doing this in a storage closet of all places, but the excitement was still there. Maybe such a fancy night like this deserved to be offset by something like this.

I’m sure my makeup was a mess, but had no mirror around to confirm it. “Do I look okay?” I asked Anthony, finally arising from my knees. Again, he was looking at his phone, checking the time.

“Huh? Yes, sorry. You look lovely,” he said, planting a sweet kiss on my head. He looked at the time again. “But you know what, we have to get going. Can I give you a lift home? It’s the least I can do after walking all the way here.”

“That’d be nice,” I told him. “But if I’m heading home, I should, you know, probably change out of this… right?”

Anthony quickly shook his head. “But you look so beautiful! You can change in a bit.” Anthony said, checking his phone again and escorting me out of the closet and back into public. He noticed me hesitating. “Trust me, you look great.”

I felt a little rushed as we walked down the hall together and toward the lobby. I guess if I looked good enough for Anthony, I’d look good enough to anyone.

Fortunately, the lobby wasn’t crowded. I suppose Saturday nights weren’t crazy for checking in here.

Anthony checked his phone a few more times as he sat down. It was very odd. “Everything okay?” I asked.

Anthony nodded. “Yeah, I just need to grab my coat at the coat check. I… I wanna make sure they don’t close.”

“I still need to change out of this, you know,” I told him as he arose.

“You will, you will. I’ll even help you out. Just hang tight and I’ll be right back with my coat,” he said, kissing my hand and walking away.

Anthony walked back down the hall toward the restaurant. He was undeniably acting weird, but then again, we did just have a very strange experience.

I sat alone in the lobby and relaxed. 8 o’clock. Plenty of time to get home and undetected.

What an unbelievable night. The absurdity of it still hadn’t sunk in. I really did just leave my apartment in a dress and makeup, went on a date with a man, and gave him a messy blowjob in a storage closet.

You know what’s weird? As humiliating as this would be for Bridget to find out the details, I kind of wanted her to know she’s being challenged. I wanted her to know that somebody out there wanted me. Somebody was attracted to me and wanted to fuck me. Even if it was just Anthony.

But I quickly realized the folly of thinking like that. I heard someone mutter to themself from behind me in the near-abandoned lobby. I moved my head a little bit, but didn’t look directly.

“Holy shit…” I heard in a familiar voice.

It… It couldn’t be…

My head whipped around. And standing there — a mere twenty feet away in her office pantsuit — was Bridget.


Chapter Fifteen

“No… No fucking way…” she said under her breath as she looked directly at me.

I couldn’t move. I was completely frozen. My body told me to run, scram, bolt — anything to get out of here. But I felt like I was paralyzed with fear.

Bridget was alone, but clearly coming from work. She had a name tag on with her name and ‘Deloitte’ printed right below it. What was she doing here?

“Justin… what the FUCK are you doing? What the fuck are you wearing?”

I finally got up and backpedaled away, slowly. But my lack of skill walking in heels made me trip and fall flat on my ass.

“I, uh…” I muttered.

“Are you wearing my dress? Why the— What the—“

Bridget was without words. Some mix of embarrassment, confusion, and outright rage were mushed into her face.

“W-why are you here?” I tried sounding tough, but realized it was impossible in my current state. “I thought you had work?”

“I am at work. I’m presenting at a fucking conference, Justin. I’ve been here all week.”

“Then… but wouldn’t I know…”

Suddenly, another voice chimed in. “Bridget, I can explain.”

To my left, Anthony had returned, holding his coat.

“Anthony?” Bridget was in full does-not-compute mode. She looked like a robot malfunctioning, utterly overwhelmed by finding her crossdressed boyfriend accompanied by her three-way lover.

She took a deep breath and looked down at her own feet, probably reaffirming she was indeed still on planet Earth and not in some fantasy nightmare.

“I have something to admit, Bridget,” Anthony said. “Justin and I have been seeing each other. This is one of our many dates.”

“Well, not many…” I tried to explain.

Her head whipped violently toward me. “Is this what you’ve been doing?” she said, stoically. “While I’ve been gone? Sneaking around with Anthony?”

“It’s not—“ I started to explain again, but Anthony finished my thought.

“Yes. We have,” Anthony said. He noticed I was still collapsed on the ground so he helped lift me up. “Bridget, you’ve been ignoring Justin for too long. You ran out the clock.”

“I’m not… I wouldn’t say that…” Finally, I’d managed to jump in.

“Oh yeah? Then what the fuck is this Justin? What the fuck and I looking at? Clearly you’ve stolen my dress… put on my fucking makeup? And… jewelry… you took all this?” Bridget couldn’t even finish her thoughts, she was so flustered.

Anthony took a step closer to Bridget, attempting to put the charm back on, but it was useless.

“Bridget—“ he began. But she cocked her hand back and slapped him in the face. Hard.

“You’re a fucking thief,” she shot at Anthony. “Going out with my boyfriend behind my back.” Bridget redirected her anger toward me. “And tell me, what have you been doing on these dates?”

“Nothing!” I said. “He just… he offered to take me out.”

“In a dress? And you listened to him? What did he dress you up too?”

“Once, yes,” Anthony added, nursing his cheek from her slap. “The other times were Justin’s doing.”

I shot Anthony a mean glare, praying he’d stop spilling the beans.

Bridget was beyond confused, and I couldn’t blame her. She scowled at me, studying my face. She stepped closer to examine her stolen dress, perplexed at how well it fit my body and how her shoes were the perfect size. But she wasn’t impressed, no. Her face grew more and more disgusted.

“I thought all of this was for the bedroom,” she said, solemnly.

“It was. It really was. I just got caught up in—”

But I was cut off by a harsh change in look on her face. A face of intrigue and utter disgrace. She lunged toward me and I thought she was going to punch me. I braced for impact, but instead, she grabbed my hair.

“It’s just your makeup,” I said, squinting my eyes, afraid of what my girlfriend might do to me.

She fingered a few locks of my blonde hair. “Is this…” She pulled back her fingers to examine what was in my hair, but her mouth went agape when she realized. “No…”

“It’s not what you think,” I begged her not to say it out loud.

“This is fucking cum, isn’t it?” Bridget said firmly. This time I really did brace for a punch, but her tone had shifted. She started to cry.

“Be honest with me. And please don’t FUCKING lie to me Justin…” she managed to squeak out, holding back tears. “Did you fucking suck Anthony’s dick?”

I looked over at Anthony, as if he could help me get out of this.

“No. Don’t look at him. Look at me — your fucking girlfriend, Justin!”

My hands were tied. No more lies. I… I couldn’t.

“…Yes. I did.”

This time my brace for impact was justified. She took one solid step closer, wound up, and slapped me straight across the face. Hard. With anger and hatred.

“You cheating fucking slut,” she shot at me, dripping with abhorrence and holding back tears. “I can’t fucking look at you.” She turned to Anthony. “You too.”

Bridget looked behind her, briefly remembering she was in public. Thankfully for her, this section of the lobby had few people in it. If there were any onlookers, they wanted nothing to do with this mess.

As she stomped off, I desperately wanted to chase after her. But what would be the point? I was without excuse.

Anthony walked up behind me and grabbed my shoulders. Only then did the tears really start to flow.

“This isn’t on you,” he said. “You did the right thing.”

I whipped around and pushed him off me. “The right thing?! She’s gonna fucking leave me! All because of you!”

“Justine…”

“Stop calling me that! This whole girl shit has caused enough problems!”

Anthony grabbed me again, but firmer. He clearly didn’t want to make any more of a scene than we already had.

“Shh-shh-shh…” he tenderly rubbed my shoulders to calm me down. I stopped fighting back. I simply wanted to cry. He led me to a slightly more private section of the lobby where I could collapse in his arms and just bawl. For nearly ten minutes I cried into Anthony’s arms.

“She wasn’t right for you, okay? You understand that, don’t you?” Anthony reassured me.

“It doesn’t fucking matter,” I whined. “Even if you’re right, she didn’t deserve this. She didn’t deserve to be cheated on.”

We talked in circles for a while longer. My longing for Bridget, the guilt of my actions, the unfortunate absurdity of finding ourselves at the same hotel as her conference. I bemoaned the terrible timing and insisted it must have been karma for all the times I went behind her back.

I kept checking my phone to see if she’d texted or called. Nothing. It had gotten quite late. I started to wonder what I would do for the night. There was no way I was welcome back in her apartment with what had just gone on. Not to mention if she’d ever let me see her again…

“I need to change out of these,” I told Anthony. “I can’t go back home and I’m not renting a hotel room looking like this.”

Anthony looked down at his phone, pleased by whatever he was reading. “For what it’s worth, my room for the night is ready.”

I looked at him, a little frustrated by the whole thing. Had it been available earlier, this whole mess could’ve been avoided. Though it likely would have only delayed the inevitable.

He placed his hand on my shoulder. “Considering the circumstances, you’re welcome to stay with me. It’s the least I can do.”

What else were my choices? I couldn’t go home, I couldn’t afford a room — I had none of my things beyond a bag of boys clothes. Yet again, Anthony was my best option.

“No funny business tonight,” I demanded. “Enough’s gone wrong already.”

He held up three fingers like a boy scout. “I swear.”

Have his actions objectively thrown a wrench into my otherwise cushy life? Certainly. But despite the pain, and despite the heartbreak… Something about me was still drawn to him. Say what you will, he wanted me to stay with him.

“Let’s go then,” I told him. “I could use a warm body tonight.”

◆◆◆

As promised, we did nothing sexual that night. I had no pajamas whatsoever, so I settled on sleeping solely in the panties I’d worn that evening.

We tried to go to bed early, and the on-and-off tears made it difficult to get a good sleep. I mostly brushed off Anthony’s attempts to console me, though eventually welcomed letting his warm body spoon up against mine. I was out of the dress, heels, and makeup, but it strangely still felt good to be spooned by a bigger man.

When I woke up Saturday morning, I didn’t feel much better. Everything was still so raw and embarrassing. I’d been caught by my girlfriend, dressed as a woman and on a date with a man — not to mention the cum in my hair. Everything about it was humiliating.

Anthony was still asleep on the other side of the hotel room bed, so I had nobody to bounce ideas off of. I continued to spiral deeper, realizing the ramifications of my horrible mistakes.

All things considered, Bridget is the breadwinner of the house. Her salary is the only reason we can afford to live in luxury. My income is meager and would be barely enough to live in the city.

In situations like these, people would turn to their closest friends. But all of my friends are through Bridget. They’re all shared. Every single one of them will inevitably hear about my scandalous behavior and jump right to her side – if she hasn’t alerted them already…

The car was hers, the furniture was hers — though I had say and responsibility with the things we bought, she was the one who technically owned everything. Outside of clothes and a few other belongings, I held claim to almost nothing in that apartment.

I heard Anthony grumble and flip to my side, waking up.

“Morning, Justin,” he said, groggy, but still awake enough to reach over to rub my smooth leg. “How did you sleep?”

“How do you think?” I answered coldly. “I’m scared.”

I paced the room in my panties and a dress shirt of his that I grabbed to cover up. I explained to him each dilemma that kept my mind racing all night while he sat there on the bed, shirtless, watching me and listening.

“Maybe I should just put my pride aside and beg for forgiveness. She’s gotta know how sorry I am right? I need her, Anthony.”

“I wouldn’t be so rash. Sure, we snuck behind her back a bit. But that’s nothing compared to everything she’s done to push you to the side.”

I looked down at him. “So much for believing we’d get back together, huh?”

“I have the right to change my opinion with new information,” he explained. “When this started, I had no idea things were as bad as they were.”

Clearly, I was getting restless. Nothing would be solved by just sitting idly by. I had to take action.

“I need to talk to her. It’s the only way to fix things. I need her to know that I can be her man. I can be there for her, through good times and bad.”

Anthony smirked a little, probably recognizing the absurdity of me declaring myself a man while standing at the edge of the bed in panties and another man’s dress shirt. He scooted to the edge of the bed and motioned for me to sit down.

“You need space from her,” he insisted. “Come here.”

He lightly tugged my hand and pulled me onto his lap. He rubbed my back and as I rested my head on his shoulder. Once again, I began to cry.

“Why the fuck did I let myself get into this…” I whined. “Everything was so good.”

Anthony wanted to speak but read the room and kept his lips shut. I sat there on his lap, crying over Bridget for a while longer.

Admittedly, it felt nice to be held — though I recognized the irony of being held by another man while crying over a woman. But not everything has to make perfect sense. Love can be fucking weird.

“I have an idea. You go to Bridget’s. You put it all out in the open. If she takes you back, great. If not, you can come back to my place.”

That sounded reasonable. It was unbelievably kind and fair of Anthony to still take me in — if only briefly — while I tried to get my girl back.

I took my head off his shoulder and looked into his eyes. “Thank you. You’re too good to me.”

He tenderly kissed me on the top of my head. “Let’s get you changed.”


Chapter Sixteen

I gathered myself the best I could in the ritzy Drake hotel room. Such a shame — if the circumstances were a little different, it could’ve been a lovely night. After all, how often does one get to stay in the freaking Drake?

The boy clothes I planned to return in last night were all I had to put back on — just a simple sweater and jeans. It’s best I show up looking as much like myself as possible. No dresses, no makeup in sight. I showered too, being absolutely certain I wasn’t showing up with cum in my hair.

I left that afternoon, hoping Bridget would be home. If she wasn’t, I’d just wait inside. Hopefully she won’t have booby-trapped the place or any shit like that.

Anthony offered a ride, but I couldn’t accept. Imagine how bad of a look it would be pulling up in a fancy sports car to beg for forgiveness for cheating with the owner of that very same car. So I decided to walk.

I left the clothes and shoes with Anthony for safekeeping. Bridget would want nothing to do with them after knowing what I did to him while wearing them. Frankly, neither did I.

The entire walk there I tensely rehearsed what I was going to say. I’d tell her how sincerely stupid I’d been. How I fell prey to Anthony’s influence and was charmed to the point that I believe I needed him to feel wanted. Maybe Bridget just had a different way of expressing her love. I’d tell her how this whole three-way thing was a mistake.

As I entered the building and rode the elevator up, alone, I spoke aloud how I’d promise to see a sex therapist. I’d figure out what was wrong with me and how I could learn to pleasure her. I would give her the best sex of her life and be the dominant, manly partner she’s always wanted.

Finally, I reached our apartment door. I’ve never been so scared but bravely knocked. Part of me prayed that she wasn’t home. That way I could retreat to a hole to shrivel up and die. But nope, a few moments later, I heard the door unlocking.

I was greeted with the coldest look imaginable. Clearly, she’d had a rough night too. I couldn’t blame her.

“What?” was all she could say.

“Hey Bridg,” I muttered awkwardly. “Can I come in?”

She said nothing, but let me inside nonetheless.

I looked around the apartment, as if I expected anything to be different. It wasn’t.

She stepped into the bedroom and quickly returned with something in her hands. “Come back to get this?” she spat, tossing something at me. Bridget had thrown the housewife dress and orange lingerie that I wore for my home date with Anthony.

“You did a shitty job burying them. I wonder how many other dresses and lingerie that aren’t mine I’m gonna find.”

“Look, Bridget, I have a lot to say, so will you please just—” I began to explain, but it was no use. She was here for war.

“Oh you wanna say something? You wanna tell me why you were sneaking off like a little slut to fuck the guy we both agreed to share? How is that fair?”

“We never fucked. Bridget, just please—”

“How much of my clothing did you steal, huh?” she rapidly paced the room with no intention of stopping. “I mean, Jesus, you wear my underwear for sex a couple times and that turns you into a complete wuss of a man?”

“I’m not a wuss,” I said firmly.

Bridget stepped closer to me, aggressively. “Yes. You. Are. You haven’t made me cum in years. Your beloved Anthony comes by once and gets me wet with barely an ounce of effort. And by the way? Henry did too. He was even better than Anthony. And to think I almost felt bad about letting him fuck me.”

Her face was red from screaming at me. It was jarring seeing her like this — like a Bridget I didn’t know existed. We’d had our fights before, but I always gave her the benefit of the doubt that deep down, she was angry because she loved me.

Today was different. Today she yelled at me like she wanted to hurt me.

She continued ranting and yelling and pacing, but her screams started to blend together into one cohesive noise. I started realizing something. This rage… this venom that she held for my mistakes without a single recognition of her own? This wasn’t sustainable.

For the first time in our entire relationship, I didn’t want Bridget back. I was looking into the eyes of a selfish woman who did not care about me. I was there solely to provide stability in her life and for her to control.

Finally, amidst the chaos of her yelling, I slammed my hand on the coffee table and screamed back.

“Stop it!”

She paused, almost caught off guard by me finally showing a little spine.

I took a few breaths to settle myself. “You are not guiltless, Bridget. You think I’m a wuss? A sissy? Fine. Think what you want. But this right here is a total. Fucking. MESS. And I’d be fucking idiotic to stay in it any longer.”

Bridget wasn’t sure how to react to my sudden confidence, but as she let it settle I could tell she agreed with my point. Neither of us wanted this.

“You still cheated on me,” she finally shot back, though calmly.

“And you ignored me for years,” I quickly replied. She didn’t fight it.

“You’re moving out today. You’re gone. This is my place, these are my things, and I don’t want to look at you any longer.”

Well that was obnoxious. “Seriously? You can’t give me a few weeks to settle?”

“You have your own man now. Anthony. He’s got plenty of money. Let him figure this out.”

“He’s not my—”

“Please,” she cut me off. “Enough about that asshole.”

Bridget walked back into the room and carried out a few boxes of clothes. She’d already packed for me. Seems like last night she’d already made up her mind.

“I’ll have them on hold in the lobby for you. Get a truck, get ‘em shipped, I don’t care.”

As much as I wanted to say goodbye to the old place, my time was clearly up. I shouldn’t spend a minute longer in this hostile environment. I trusted Bridget would return each one of my things, since there’s no way she’d want anything that reminds her of me left in the apartment.

I was herded out into the hall, still holding the dress and orange lingerie as she slammed the door behind me.

◆◆◆

Sure enough, the first thing I did was call Anthony who, by now, was ready to leave the hotel and take me home with him — if only temporarily.

It wasn’t long until he pulled up in his Porsche, again, turning the heads of even the richest folks in sight. He rolled down his window and gave me a little wave.

“I’m sorry things didn’t go like you planned,” Anthony said as I stepped into the passenger seat and closed the door. I still couldn’t get over how cool this car was…

“Thanks for having me stay. Just know that I don’t plan to burden you too long. I’m sure there are cheaper spots a little further west or south of here.”

I explained to him how everything went down, from the screaming match to our hostile but mutual realization that our relationship was built on a shoddy foundation. But he was most surprised by how quickly I was kicked out.

“So you’ll never be able to step in that apartment again?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Not unless I break in because I think she’s stolen my stuff. But then again, what things…”

I’d never been to Anthony’s apartment before and, considering his car, I could only imagine what his apartment would be like. As expected, he lived only a few blocks from Benson’s sports bar. A high-rise, much like mine, but smack dab on Michigan Avenue. We’re talking ritzy.

“You live here?” I said in awe of the building. “Jeez, I’ve only driven by places like this. I thought it was all old-money 80-year-olds.”

He chuckled. “They’re here too. No shortage of ‘Ruth’s’, ‘Agnes’s’, and ‘Harold’s’”.

The building was appropriately suited with a valet service, fully equipped with young valets all clamoring to drive Anthony’s car. Even at his own building that car was catching glances.

Everything about this building was a few steps up from mine. The doorman wore that much nicer clothes. The lobby was that much cleaner. The residents all looked like they had one or two more zeroes tacked on to the ends of their net worths. We took the gold-plated elevator up to the 14th floor.

For some reason I felt nervous. Somehow, after everything I’ve been through, I still didn’t know a ton about him. Was he into fine art collecting? What would the furniture and rugs look like? Did he like retro or modern styles? As a fan of design and homemaking, I couldn’t wait.

Anthony unlocked the door and let me into the bright, shining apartment. But one step inside, and I was immediately floored.

Everything — his entire house and belongings — were in… boxes.

“Please pardon the mess. Things are still getting together,” he said.

“I… Oh…” I stammered. “I had no idea you just moved in. I… I guess I just assumed you lived here.”

Anthony took a big breath. “Justin, there’s something you have to know about me. I’m… moving. I’m going home.”

Wait — he was moving out?

I was stunned. “But… why? I thought you had a great thing going with your company.”

“Sure I do, but I can’t stay in one place for too long. I ship out in just a few days for Cincinnati.”

He really was going back home, huh… And he certainly wasn’t kidding. I stepped around the apartment space — what I assume was once beautifully decorated — and 90% of things were packed up.

“That’s… really too bad…” I muttered. “And just as I was really getting to know you.”

“There’s… there’s also one other thing I wanted to bring up,” he took a step forward and looked at me genuinely. “I would have never considered this had you gotten back with Bridget — I wouldn’t dream of it. But I’ve been thinking... knowing what I know about you, I’m very concerned.”

I stared at him, a little confused. “What do you mean?”

“Well, just calling a spade a spade but… goddamn. What’s come of your life the last 24 hours? Your girlfriend kicked you out. She’ll take all of your friends…”

“I’ll recover,” I said, assuredly. “I mean, I think I can.”

“But here’s the thing… I’m not so sure you can,” Anthony said bluntly. “Justin, your skills as a provider are… not great.”

I scoffed a little at his comment. “Bridget and I made a pretty good team. I know—“ I tried finishing my sentence, but Anthony honestly and disappointedly shook his head.

“No, no, no. You know that’s not true. Like you said, it was bound to fall apart eventually.”

I stood there in silence for a moment, awkwardly. Not sure why he was seemingly dissing me. What was the point of him so brutally reminding me how torn-apart my life had become. “So what are you saying? What’s your point?”

“I came into your relationship to assess things. And my honest assessment is that you need a new teammate. You need me. I want you to move to Cincinnati.”


Chapter Seventeen

“You can’t be serious,” I told him straight up. “I… I have a life in Chicago. I can’t just give that up!”

Anthony smiled a little bit, which seemed almost a little condescending. “Do you? Justin, so much of what made life good here has been stripped away by a lot of your recent choices.”

“I’m sorry, my choices? You were a part of all of them!” I snapped back.

“I’ll admit I’m not without guilt. Certainly. But most of what I did was show you the writing on the wall.”

Despite being in an expansive, empty apartment, I started to feel suffocated. Like the walls were closing in on me.

Anthony’s sweet brown eyes stayed tender though. “Justin, I’m offering you an easy out.”

“What about my job?”

“You can still work remotely. Or find something new, of course.”

I shot him a look, and he might have realized he’d gone too far.

Anthony took it back. “I suppose that can all be figured out down the road.”

This was an enormous proposal. Uproot myself to move to an entirely new city with a man I’ve only known for a brief time. On the surface it sounded beyond crazy.

“You’d be taken care of, Justin. Like you were with Bridget, but even better. You’ve noticed the resources I have?”

I shrugged. They were hard to ignore.

“You need a provider. I know you do. But Justin, I also need someone to take care of the home. I’ve seen you cook. I’ve seen how neatly you keep a home...” Anthony spoke softly as he took a step towards me, eventually stroking my cheek with the back of his fingers. “You’re wonderfully domestic. And that’s very attractive to me.”

It was happening again. He was trying to put the charm on. I wanted to step away and think about this rationally, but found him incredibly difficult to refuse.

“I… Yeah, I guess I’m good at those things.”

“You are. So why would you turn this down? You get safety, security, and somebody who wants you for you.”

I took a deep breath and thought about everything he’d said. He wasn’t wrong. My options were not good in Chicago. With practically nothing going for me here, would it be the worst thing to move cities? Even if just for a few months?

His pleading eyes remained focused on me. “You need me, Justin. But I also need you. Maybe even more so.”

Anthony stepped closer to me, grabbed the back of my neck, and pulled me in for a deep, romantic kiss. The warmth of his tongue tasted so sweet. His firm pecs and arms made me feel safe and secure.

I was about to say something more, but he put his finger to my lips. “Of course, there are other perks of living with me. Perks that… you know… others wouldn’t get.”

He grabbed my hand and led me through the remainder of his luxury apartment. The kitchen, the living room, all of it was packed up neatly and ready to go. But he wasn’t bothering with a tour. He had something else in mind.

Anthony eventually led me to the bedroom, where mostly everything was boxed up, except the bed. The pillows, sheets, and covers were all still out.

I knew where this was headed. “Anthony, if we do this, we’re not sharing a bedroom. I’ll say that right off the bat. Roommates don’t share beds.”

“Fine, fine,” he chuckled. “We’ll only be roommates.”

He reached toward me, gently placing his large hand on my thin neck. “With a few extra benefits. We’d get to make each other feel good whenever we want,” Anthony whispered in my ear. He then sat me next to him on the bed.

I laughed softly. “This can’t be a regular thing, though. I… I’m still a straight man. That’s still very important to me.”

Anthony grabbed my skinny thigh and leaned in for a deep kiss. “You can be as straight as you want. Just living with a big, masculine man who likes making you feel good.”

He kissed me for a few moments, then moved my hand down to feel how hard he was getting. “These will be your little favors to me, okay?”

I slowly touched him over his pants. “Just not… all the time… okay?” I said quietly, still rubbing his cock.

Anthony started unbuckling his pants while insisting I keep stimulating him. “Mmhmm. But every once in a while, I’ll need a kiss on my cock from my little housewife, okay?”

His hard cock sprung out of his pants as he guided my head down to his giant member. “Little kisses for your man, okay?”

Who was I to deny him? He was offering me safety and security. If calling me his ‘housewife’ alongside occasional kissing was the price for a fresh start at life, how was that not worth it?

I got on my knees next to the bed and just like last night, licked and slurped the entirety of his cock and balls. He especially liked when I spit on my hand and stroked his shaft while I kissed and tongued his balls and inner thigh. It was driving him wild.

Each time Anthony took an article of clothing off, I did the same as not to feel left out. Eventually, we were left only in our underwear.

“I have one more request. Reach under the bed,” he told me. I pulled out the box and beneath some packing paper was a purple negligee. It was extremely frilly.

“Put it on,” he commanded, but politely. I did as told, removing my boy briefs and slipping on the girly negligee in front of him. They came with a pair of frilly purple panties as well. Usually my small cock fit nicely inside any pair of panties I’d worn, but these were especially revealing, with only a small bit of lace in front and a g-string in the back. As awkward as they were to put on, it was flattering how he couldn’t help but touch himself through his boxers while he watched me fiddle with the new garment.

“Now sit down on bed,” Anthony ordered. Again, I did as told. “I think my new housewife needs to get a little gift for how good she’s been.”

“‘He’, Anthony,” I quickly reminded him.

“Sorry. My straight, boy housewife,” he said with a wink. Whatever, it was good enough for me.

“Is the dress my gift?” I asked, quickly realizing how wrong I was.

Anthony pulled out a bottle of lube from the side drawer and squirted some into his hand. “I want to make sure my baby feels nice and comfortable too.”

I leaned backwards onto the bed but Anthony had other ideas. He repositioned me on my stomach, leaving only my butt stuck up in the air.

“I’m just gonna tease you a little bit, okay?” Anthony said, as he slid my g-string to the side and lightly rubbed the warm lube onto my asshole with his finger.

And holy shit was I in heaven… I moaned and squirmed with euphoria as Anthony gently rubbed my hole. I couldn’t see him, but knew he was smiling. “Baby likes this, huh?”

My head was dug into the bed but I moaned loudly to let him know how good it felt.

“I think Baby can take a little more though,” he whispered. Slowly, he stuck his index finger into my asshole as I squealed with pleasure into the bed in front of me. “You’re being such a good girl for your new man.”

He soon enough added a second finger to slide in and out of me while simultaneously reaching through my legs to stroke my cock. He was taking me to a whole new world. I felt so close to climaxing.

“Anthony… I’m… I’m gonna cum if you keep doing this…” I said between breaths.

“You can cum for me, Babygirl. Today is all about you. I just want to give you a taste of what living with me can be like.”

Maybe I was afraid to go all the way with him, or maybe I just couldn’t hang on any longer. Either way, Anthony fingered my hole and massaged my cock for only a few more seconds before I exploded all over his bed. The negligee, which hung just inches from my cock, got covered in my hot, sticky cum.

I flipped over onto my back and collapsed, panting. It was undoubtedly the greatest orgasm of my life. This man… he was something otherworldly.

Of course, my post-ejaculation realization set in as well. Me, a straight man, just let a burly, masculine man finger my asshole, jerk me off, and dress me in a negligee he bought for me. Was I a little embarrassed? Sure, though I could always view this as a favor to him for letting me stay with him. But this time was guiltless. There was no Bridget to worry about. I had no friends to disappoint because I had no friends. Right now, it was just me and Anthony. And it certainly seemed like he liked it.

I laid on my back a few more minutes — alone, as Anthony had gone off to the kitchen to answer a phone call. My mind was racing at the absurdity of what had just happened.

Eventually, Anthony came back into the room. Our cocks had regressed to normal, though I still laid there wearing a cum-soaked purple negligee.

“You look content,” he said, smiling. He’d returned to his typical level of charm. His boxers were back on and his erection was gone. Maybe he had jerked himself off in the other room? I wasn’t about to ask. His needs weren’t entirely my business.

“That was… That was alright,” I admitted, though I definitely recognized the irony of saying that while laying there in a cum-soaked dress.

Anthony admired my naked body for a little longer, not saying anything. I looked him in the eyes. There’s still so much I don’t know about this man, but the warm feeling I get whenever he’s around — the security, the protection — is something I knew I shouldn’t take for granted.

He represented a lot to me: dysfunction, despair, chaos, mystery… but at the same time, I’d look at him and think of lechery, security, and desire. This man wanted me, and now he has me. Outside of this apartment, what else — and who else — did I have?

“I, uh… think I made my decision,” I began, sitting up against the backrest. “I’ll go to Cincinnati with you. For one month, I’ll help you set up your new place, make your meals, and take care of the home while I get my life back together. And ONLY until I get my life back together. Is that clear?”

It felt funny laying naked on his bed while trying to exercise my leverage. But Anthony had no complaints.

“Deal. I look forward to having a responsible, caring, kind, and very straight male roommate like you, Justin.”


Chapter Eighteen

Any couple, group of friends, or even acquaintances could tell you that moving sucks. Thankfully, Anthony had already packed up the majority of his things and done 90% of the legwork planning. But still, the details of shipping items, booking travel, notifying others, and putting a neat, final bow on your life in any given city is an ungodly amount of work.

We were set to move in just three days. The fun part about it was looking at pictures of Anthony’s – I mean our – sleek, new apartment while dreaming of how I’d decorate the place. He said he was happy to keep, sell, or give away any of his home items to my desire. Though he’d want final approval over the big ticket items.

The rest of it, however, was anywhere from uncomfortable to painfully awkward. I alerted my company that I planned to move to Cincinnati. They were supportive when initially believing it was a ‘hey, I’ll eventually be moving, but not sure when’ type of deal. But when I told them I’d be out in just three days, they were a tad more concerned. I was fully remote, so it wasn’t technically an issue, but giving zero notice definitely soured some relationships.

As I thought might be the case, the majority of my friend group had heard from Bridget about my infidelity, so when I reached out to tell them goodbye I got mostly cold, loathsome replies. I think she left out the fact that my cheating was with another man, because a few of them rudely replied with ‘I hope she’s worth it’ messages. Definitely hurtful to end what, in some cases, were people I knew for nearly seven or eight years.

But throughout all of this, Anthony stayed encouraging to me. ‘Just wait til Cincinnati’ he’d say. ‘It hurts now, but you’ll make so many new friends there!’. I suppose he’s right, but it’s different from an extrovert’s perspective, like his. And much easier said than done.

But I enjoyed planning the apartment decor, and it was fun to research the neighborhood where we’d be living. Restaurants, bars, clubs… These were all places I could meet new friends. Maybe even a new girlfriend. Though she’d have to be okay dating a straight man who occasionally owes his male roommate certain favors…

◆◆◆

“You’ll need to go over there eventually,” Anthony said, lounging back in one of the two chairs that hadn’t been already shipped or put into storage. “You’re not tired of wearing my spare clothes?”

We had only one more day before the big move. Anthony had booked me a flight to Cincinnati while he planned to drive down. He ‘needed time to mentally ready himself for a new city’, as he put it. Fine by me. I’d imagine the Porsche would get stuffy on a 5-hour drive.

Of course, he was referring to me picking up my boxes that still remained at Bridget’s. It was one of the last items on my list, but the one I was most dreading.

I hadn’t even told her about the move, though I assumed she’d heard second hand from mutual (former) friends I’d texted. There were no plans to tell her either. Frankly, I could care less what she thought about my decision to start a new life in Cincinnati.

“I know, I need my shit back,” I replied, pacing the room nervously.

“Well today’s the shipping deadline unless you want to carry it on the plane with you,” Anthony told me, only half-kidding. “I doubt you wanna fly there in a shirt and pants that are two sizes too big.”

“You’re right, you’re right.” Maybe biting the bullet and going over there while she’s most likely at work would be smartest.

Anthony let me take his Porsche over to my old building. Trunk space was minimal, but between the hood compartment and the passenger seat, it should be just enough.

◆◆◆

I finally took the car over to Bridget’s around 11 AM, parking in the roundabout while I ran in to grab my things. God, this felt so uncomfortable. I passed by neighbors, doormen, and building employees who I’d gotten to know. I wonder if they knew about all the drama.

“Hey Carl,” I said to the man at the front desk. He was a short, bald guy in his early 60s, and a longtime doorman who frequently worked day shifts.

Carl’s look said it all. He knew something was up. “Justin… Good to see you, man.”

“You too. I hear you got some stuff for me?” I tried not to be obvious while peering around the lobby. Bridget shouldn’t be around, considering her work schedule. But then again, if I’d always known her exact whereabouts, I wouldn’t be in this position.

Carl went to the back room and brought out my boxes one-at-a-time.

“That’s five in total,” he said calmly. “Looks like you’re doing okay, considering the sweet ride.”

I sighed. “Thanks. But that’s my, uh, well… It's my roommate’s. He’s just letting me borrow it.” I paused, feeling increasingly uneasy being in this building. “Listen, I gotta get going.”

Carl gave me a sad nod. My guess is he heard just enough from Bridget to know it was ugly, but not enough to know that I cheated.

I borrowed the luggage cart to bring my boxes to the car. I felt so sentimental, knowing this was likely the last time I’d be in my former longtime home. It might even be my last time in the city. Hell, what reason would I even have to come back to this state?

My mental trip down memory lane lasted just a little too long, however, while loading up the car. Because right as I was about to leave I heard a familiar voice call out my name.

“Justin!”

It was Bridget. Again.

“Fuuuuck,” I said under my breath, not turning around. But she was walking closer, so I yelled out. “Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“I took the day off,” she said even closer. “Justin, look at me please.”

Finally I turned around. Sure enough, there she was. But to my surprise, her face was less furiously red than the last time I saw her.

“Bridget, can we just avoid this whole thing? You said you never wanted to see me again. I’d like to just leave in peace.”

“I heard you’re moving to Cincinnati,” she said, a little bewildered. “That’s… a choice.”

What the hell did she want? I tried to maintain confidence, but her presence just made me want to crumble. “Yes, I am. It’s a fresh start. Frankly, I could use one.”

“You’re not wrong…” Bridget replied, mindlessly kicking a rock near her foot. “I see you have his car… and I assume those are his clothes?”

Alright that’s it. “Bridget, what do you want? Yes, I’m moving in with Anthony. Why the fuck do you care about him or me any more? I thought you wanted to move on.”

Bridget looked like she was debating telling me something, but my lashing out must’ve made the final call for her. “I know, I know. Honestly, after what you did to me I should probably just shut the fuck up and turn around. But I need to tell you something.”

I remembered Anthony telling me about a deadline to get these boxes shipped. “Bridget, I’m in a rush. Is this actually important?”

“I’ll be quick.” She let out a big sigh. “This has been a really ugly week. Extremely ugly.”

I nodded. “Mmhmm.”

She continued. “But the ugliness wasn’t the only thing I couldn’t get out of my head. I’m not sure if you even thought about it, but how fucking crazy was it that I ran into you at The Drake?”

I scoffed. “Why? Because you think I can’t afford it?”

“Justin, I’m serious. It has nothing to do with that. I’m talking about being at the same hotel, at the same time.”

“Just terrible fucking luck that both of you had conferences there, I guess. I mean, shit happens.”

Bridget held up her hand. “But that’s the thing… it doesn’t…”

I looked at her, bemused. “...What are you saying?”

“I’m saying it was insanely coincidental. It was pestering me the last couple days, so I called the hotel. Justin, my conference was the only one booked the entire day at The Drake…”

I paused, looking at her like she was crazy. Honestly, I thought she was. But the look in her eye told me she thought she was onto something.

“Why are you saying all this,” I said, stoically.

“Justin… How much do you know about this guy?”

I’d had enough. Bridget must be playing mind games with me. “No, I’m not engaging in this. Goodbye Bridget.”

I secured the final box in the passenger’s seat, shut the door, and walked around to the driver’s side.

“Justin, I’m not fucking with you! Anthony said he had a conference booked there. I can tell you for a fact that was a lie.”

Nope. I’m not dealing with her gaslighting. “Shut up, Bridget. Please. Just leave me the fuck alone.”

“What’s the name of the company he works for?” she shouted. “How does he have all this money? What does he even do?”

I fiddled with the keys, trying to unlock the driver's side door.

But she kept shouting at me. “How come he never had us over to his place? How come he was even at Matt’s party?”

“I’m not listening!” I shouted, finally getting into the car and slamming the door.

I could still hear Bridget shouting at me over the roar of the engine. “You. Don’t. Even. Know. Him!”

No chance I was going to let her get back into my head. I’ve made so much progress over the last few days. My fresh start was this close…

She was still shouting questions as I sped out of the turnabout and onto the street. I couldn’t get away from her fast enough.

Fuck. She’d effectively shaken me up. I heard every one of her questions but fought to keep them out of my head. Why should I even think about listening to my ex-girlfriend? The same ex-girlfriend who told me she never wanted to see me again. The same one who would barely give me the time of day for over a year.

The stoplight turned red and I slowed to a comfortable stop.

I was blessed with only a few moments of silence in the car until I was startled by my phone ringing. I thought it had to be Bridget, trying to further mess with my head. But it wasn’t. It was Anthony.

“Hey,” I said, my voice trembling a bit.

“Justin,” he said. “Did you grab your things?”

“Yeah,” I said, still a little shaken up. “Just five boxes is all.”

He paused on the phone. “You sound off...”

“What? Off? I’m fine,” I assured him. God, could everyone just leave me alone?

“You don’t sound fine,” he said. “Did you see her?”

I briefly considered lying, but didn’t want to get on the wrong foot. “Yes. Fucking bad luck again. She started rambling on with theories about you. Just stupid, toxic shit.”

If I wasn’t rattled enough, Anthony’s next words didn’t make me feel much better.

“I don’t know what happened, but anything she tells you from here on out is a lie. She is no longer in your corner, Justin. She’s a vindictive ex.”

I’m not sure why, but that felt like the most serious, striking thing he’s said to me yet.

“Oh-okay…” was all I could manage.

“Good. Now come back home. I’ve been putting together a list of some places to take you to this week. I really think you’ll love them.”

“Mmhmm… see you soon,” I said, hanging up.

I sat there for a few moments, not sure what to think. A pit grew in my stomach for the first time since Bridget found me in The Drake lobby.

I was shocked back into focus by the sound of cars blaring their horns from behind. The stoplight had turned green and I hadn’t even noticed. I hadn’t yet hit the gas.

A few more cars blared their horns. I heard someone shout out their window. “GO, asshole!”

But I still wasn’t pressing the gas pedal.

“Just a vindictive ex…” I whispered to myself. “Just a vindictive ex…”

I snapped back into it, hit the gas pedal, and continued home to Anthony.


END OF PART 1


Coming Soon...
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Misscast: A Gradual Feminization Story

Initially hoping for the leading male role,  Jesse finds that his best shot at stardom is accepting the female lead in his university's production of The Phantom of the Opera.

Just Let Me Do Your Hair: A Gradual Feminization Story

Sam's sister,  Jenna,  has dreams of working as a hair stylist. But with Jenna's hair too short to do much with,  Sam reluctantly lets his older sister put his own long hair into girlish style.  But just this once...  right?

You're Beautiful: A Coming-of-Age Gender Discovery Tale

Tom's sister tries to help him fit in with his preppy classmates,  but some feminine changes are made along the way in this sweet,  coming-of-age romance/gender experimentation story.

A Girl For Halloween: A Slow and Sweet Gender Realization Story

After finding part-time work at the local Halloween Costume store,  Jason quickly learns the rule that employees must wear costumes while on the job,  allowing him to explore his feminine side for the first time in his life.  How far will he go?
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