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ARABIAN NIGHTS

Arab Royalty Feminizes Broke Younger Man

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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I was lost and afraid, alone in a foreign country.

Someone had just stolen my bookbag, which had my passport, my phone, and my wallet. I was down to my last bit of money as it was, and now this happened.

Panic gripped me.

A panic so intense I could hardly feel a thing. All I’d wanted was to go out to enjoy a nice dinner alone, but I honestly couldn’t go anywhere without attracting attention.

I was too white.

My hair was too blonde.

I basically had a target on my back, considering my Arabic wasn’t anywhere near perfect, even though I’d been studying the language for years. There was a big difference between what I saw in the textbooks and what they spoke out here on the streets.

More than anything, I just wanted to be back in suburban Detroit, where I could speak Arabic with the comfortable backdrop of home. Traveling to the Middle East for a semester had always been my dream, but sometimes dreams were better off never realized.

Once I could catch my breath, I looked around, realizing there were other eyes on me, probably judging what else they could rob that the three thugs hadn’t taken. I thought it was a good idea to travel to ‘the other side of town’, where the poor lived, but that had clearly been a mistake.

I needed to get the hell out of there.

It probably would have been different if I didn’t look like a complete alien, clearly from somewhere other than their neighborhood, and it would have been better if I didn’t have on my expensive backpack and fancy phone, but I was clueless, thinking there was no evil in the place that had treated me like royalty over the past few months, but I’d never really left the bubble of sophistication surrounding the university where I studied.

I dug my hands into my pockets and kept my head low as I walked toward the bus line that had brought me to this part of town. I was still shaking, realizing I couldn’t pay for the bus without my wallet. The only thing of value I had left were the sneakers on my feet.

I thought of how I might sell them, but selling them would leave me barefoot, and I really didn’t want to be walking around the streets of this city without shoes. There were all kinds of venomous creatures lurking in the shadows. They rarely bit humans, but still, I didn’t want to give some snake or scorpion easier access to my skin.

Since I couldn’t take the bus, I walked.

The university was miles away from where I was, but at least it wasn’t midday. It was already early in the evening, so I wouldn’t die from the heat, but it would take me hours to walk back to the apartment where I was staying, and I didn’t want to be out at night. Not after how those thugs had attacked me.

It was supposed to be a quick trip to a ‘real’ neighborhood to grab a cheap dinner and observe how the people lived. I never expected to get jumped. Maybe if I hadn’t pulled out my phone to check the map. Maybe if I had drawn a paper one before. I didn’t know, but I was shaken and afraid, glancing every which way, waiting for the next crook to get me.

I screamed a little when a car came to a screeching halt next to me.

There wasn’t a stoplight for another hundred meters, and the businesses were all closed. Few of the cars were stopping unless at a light, so this car with tinted windows and loud music scared the living hell out of me, despite it being a busy street.

“Be calm,” a man said in a smooth Arabic accent. One only an educated man would use. “Are you lost?”

“No,” I replied in Arabic. “I’m walking home.”

“You’re too white to walk.”

I scoffed, but the man’s gaze was unrelenting, and his car reeked of luxury. I doubted he wanted to rob me. He closed the door and walked around to the other side, stepping onto the sidewalk, giving me a good whiff of his cologne, which made my knees wobble a bit.

Making love to a sexy Arab man like this stranger was another one of my dreams, but it was one I was too afraid to realize. No way was I about to open one of those gay dating apps. Not in this country. Not with their laws.

“Don’t take offense to my words. Would you like a ride?” the man asked and gestured at his car. “This isn’t the safest part of the city.”

No kidding.

I hadn’t said anything about the thugs robbing me, and as much as I wanted to say no to this man’s offer to save my pride, I couldn’t. Staying out on these streets wasn’t an option.

I needed help.

“Yes, please.”

“That’s better,” the man said with a curious smile I couldn’t quite read. I hoped and prayed the attraction I felt wasn’t clear on my face, but damn, this man was gorgeous. “I’m Akbar.”

Akbar held out his hand for a shake.

“I’m Henry.”

“Where are you staying? At the university?” Akbar asked, mentioning the name of the university where I’d been doing my study abroad.

I nodded.

“Very well. Let’s get you home.”

“Thank you,” I said and felt a million times lighter as I slid into the passenger’s seat, Akbar closing the door behind me.
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Akbar was silent the first few minutes of the drive, but I could tell he was observing me, watching me through the corner of his eyes. I only wished I could tell what he was thinking because part of me was terrified he was about to drive me straight to the morality police to tell them he’d found a gay guy.

I just wanted to go home, back to America, so badly that I started crying while we were sitting at a stoplight.

I felt overwhelmed about the fact that I didn’t even have a passport to do it. No phone to call home or call the airline to tell them I would need a new ticket. At least my computer was back at the apartment, but I had no way to pay for anything without my wallet.

Akbar pulled over as I wailed.

“What’s wrong?”

“They stole my passport! My phone! Everything!”

“Shh,” Akbar said and placed his hand on my thigh.

The touch silenced me. When I looked up at Akbar, there was no doubting the attraction in his gaze. This man wanted me. This sexy man. Seriously, he was godlike. He had plump, pink lips. Olive skin. Dark hazel eyes that shimmered like the sand of the desert at night.

“That’s better. Don’t panic. It brings nothing but death.”

I swallowed. A severe tightness lingered in my chest, but I felt I had to obey this man. If there was anyone who could help me out of my situation, wasn’t it the man driving the single nicest car I’d ever seen? Even his facial hair was groomed in a way that looked like someone else had done it, and I’d never met a man who didn’t have to shave his own face.

“I don’t know what to do.”

“I love how you speak Arabic. It sounds so sexy coming off your lips.”

“Really?” I asked in a breath. Honestly, speaking to Akbar was a relief. His Arabic was easy to understand, like my professors at the university. “Is this some kind of joke?”

“Why would I be joking?”

“Isn’t what you’re saying… illegal?”

Akbar shrugged. “There’s a lot of gray in the black-and-white. There have been some unfortunate events over the years, yes, but there are ways around the rules.”

I had stopped crying and was feeling a touch more at ease, but there was still the fact that I had to replace my passport and get money to survive until I could get on a plane back home. I couldn’t wait to touch American soil again, but there was a lot I had to do before that could happen.

“Look, Henry, I was only going to offer you a ride home because you looked lost, and you’re super cute, but it sounds like you need help.”

“I do. I have no idea how I’m going to survive.”

“You’re going to be my American guest,” Akbar said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, wondering why he was smiling so strangely.

“I have a huge compound where you can stay until you leave. I’ll even pay you, but there’s a catch, beautiful.”

“You must be a woman.”

“What?” I asked in a breath. “A woman?”

“My family doesn’t care if I hire prostitutes, but they have to be women, so I have my boys dress up as girls, which is pretty hot. It’s been a minute since I’ve had anyone stay at the compound for my pleasure, but I’d love to have you there.”

Akbar’s grip tightened on my thigh. I didn’t know what to say. It was such a strange proposal! Becoming a woman? I never thought my trip would lead to this, but what other choices did I have? My parents would freak if they knew I’d been robbed in the Middle East. They were already against the trip as it was and would never let me live it down if they knew the direction things had taken.

“Henry? Do you have an answer? We can’t sit here forever.”

“I don’t have any money, though.”

“If you agree, I’ll provide you with everything you need to become a woman.”

“How will—?”

“Don’t worry about the details right now. If you agree to become my girl, I’ll get you a passport. You’ll have a fabulous place to stay. There will be people there to take care of your every need, and all you have to do is pretend to be my girl.”

I lifted my head and glanced out at the busy traffic around us, in a country that looked so different from my own, wondering what in the world I was doing. How I’d ended up here, and whether I could really go through with becoming a woman. Could I trust Akbar?

“How do I know you won’t fool me?”

“Trust me, I wouldn’t tell you about my true sexual desires if I didn’t really want this. I know we’ve only just met, but I’d love to get to know you more, but it has to be at my compound. People can’t see us out together like this.”

“I want to say yes, but becoming a girl? It’s a lot to ask.”

“If you don’t want to, you can always ask someone at the university for help getting back home. You have until we get there to decide,” Akbar said and started his car.
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Despite my better judgement, I agreed to Akbar’s offer.

A package with everything I would need to feminize myself arrived the next day, along with a form to fill out that Akbar would send off to get my passport. The man who’d brought the package waited until I was finished with the application to seal it in an envelope, and then he left.

My computer pinged with a message mere minutes later.

Akbar: Hey, there! Jerick will send off your passport application now. Have you opened the package he brought?

My heart raced as I read over the message, wondering if that Jerick guy had placed a camera somewhere in the room that I couldn’t see. I had yet to open the package, afraid of what I had to do. Akbar had sent a bunch of makeup tutorial videos and other videos about how to act and talk like a girl.

Akbar said that his plan could only work if I could fool the guards and staff into thinking I was a girl, and he told me that he wouldn’t even attempt bringing me to his compound unless I could be a convincing girl. It felt like such an impossible task when I really thought about it, and all those videos he had me watch only made my anxiety worse.

Me: Not yet.

Akbar: Hurry! I want you here by the weekend.

Me: That’s only a few days away.

My heart pounded when I really thought about everything that I had to do to turn myself into a girl. There was the shaving. I had to fix my voice. I had to learn how to walk in heels and tuck my dick between my legs.

Akbar: You can do it! I want you here!

We were messaging each other in English, but Akbar spoke to me exclusively in Arabic, and honestly, I longed to hear him say my name in that sexy voice of his while he mounted me from behind, but there was no way I could convince anyone that I was a girl in just a few days.

Me: Can’t I just pay you back when I get to America? I don’t want to get in trouble if anything goes wrong.

I stared at my computer screen for several minutes, waiting for a reply, but nothing came. I partially closed the lid to my computer and grabbed the package from where I’d left it. I didn’t know what had possessed me to stay in the Middle East a few weeks longer than everyone else from my study abroad group.

Had I left with them, I would have been home days before getting my possessions stolen. I would have been back in suburban Detroit, where I could practice my slightly enhanced Arabic without fear of being placed in a foreign jail. I could be eating at my favorite restaurants and bakeries.

The package Akbar had sent was wrapped with decorative paper. It was on the larger side, about the size of a mini fridge box, I’d guess. I took a deep breath before ripping off the first bit of paper. My heart raced as I kept going, removing the other parts until I was down to the plain cardboard box.

I ripped the tape off the top and took a moment before parting the lid, swallowing when I saw what was inside. A wig, makeup, women’s clothing, and heels from what I could tell. The box was stuffed with different things, and all the clothes were in vacuum-sealed bags.

I pulled everything out one at a time, examining the items more closely, trying to calculate how I would ever have enough time to learn it all. Being a woman was something people mastered over years, not days. My heart couldn’t handle the pressure. Maybe facing my bitchy parents would be better than going through with this.

Me: Tell me how much I owe you, Akbar. I’ll pay it. I’ll call my parents.

The phone in my room rang seconds after I sent the message on my computer. It was Akbar calling, so I answered as soon as I saw his name, addressing him in English instead of his native Arabic. Whatever fantasy I’d had in my mind the night before was gone. I couldn’t pretend like I had what it took to become a girl.

“Don’t call your parents!” Akbar hollered at me in Arabic, using a super dominant tone. “You can do it. Try! Don’t leave!”

“How long will my passport take?” I asked in a shaky voice, trying my best to speak Arabic, but I was beyond overwhelmed and just wanted to be home more than anything. If Akbar were just some hot gay Arab guy in Michigan, I would be all over him, but we were in a country where people like me had few rights.

“At least a couple weeks if not more, so why not make the most of it?”

“Your plan is too risky.”

“What is life without a few risks?”

“You’re a nice guy, Akbar, but I can’t.”

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll make sure you get your passport, but you’ll never get to feel my long, fat dick up your ass.”

Akbar hung up the phone before I could say another word, and his comments left me hot and horny. I was hard just from the mental image those words gave me. I reached into my pants to touch my hardened shaft, stroking it gently, wishing Akbar were there to plunge his rod into my hole.

I stopped touching myself before I lost control, pulling my hand out of my pants and rushing over to the sink. My manhood was throbbing in my pants as I washed my hands, but I had to ignore it. I had to find a way out of this country before I could even think of pleasuring myself.

It was a daunting task, but it had to be done.
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A couple days had passed since Akbar and I last spoke. I was at my apartment near the university, broke and running out of food in the cabinets.

I still hadn’t called my parents, though.

Not yet.

Akbar sent me a text with information about the package he’d sent to the American embassy, and everything looked in order. I could always send him money later without losing every ounce of my dignity by dressing as a girl. Not that there was anything wrong with guys becoming girls, but those guys usually felt it in their heart, and I would just be doing it to please some rich man.

Since Akbar sent off the package, I had gotten in touch with the airline. They were happy to let me change the ticket to a later date once I got my passport back from the embassy since I’d purchased a refundable fare. One of the credit card companies I used had also shipped out a replacement card, which would arrive in a few days, so I was pretty much taken care of without Akbar.

I planned on buying a phone with a local company, so I could stop using my computer for communications, yet no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get Akbar off my mind, even though I didn’t really need him at all. I could figure out my own way home and send him money for the passport once I got back to Michigan, but I couldn’t stop thinking about his offer.

The package with all the supplies to feminize myself was still sitting in the corner. I’d even watched some of the videos Akbar sent my way, mostly out of boredom, but I was also curious.

Could I pull off looking like a girl?

I closed my computer and went over to the box. I picked it up and placed it on my bed, taking out everything I’d already seen before, but I was looking at the items with fresh eyes, imagining touching my lingerie-clad body with the blonde wig donned on my head.

The vision made me a little hard.

I gasped, squeezing my legs together, wondering if I could really do it, if I could really go through with turning myself into a girl. I desperately wanted Akbar’s touch. I wanted to feel his lips against mine. Would it be so bad if mine were brushed with gloss?

I opened the vacuum-sealed bags for the first time, letting the dresses expand until they were big enough to wear. Akbar had sent several different choices. There was a white one with mid-length sleeves and a touch of loose lacy fabric around the neck that looked absolutely fabulous.

I set it to the side and picked up the makeup bag. I shuffled through it, not really knowing what any of the products did, but at least they were labeled. I set that to the side too and grabbed the blonde wig, placing it on my head without much of a second thought. I ran my fingers through it, pulling the hair over my shoulders.

It kind of felt fabulous having long hair.

I needed to get a look at myself, so I stood from the bed and walked on my tip toes over to the bathroom, stepping into the room slowly, almost afraid to get a look at myself, but damn! I looked a lot like a girl!

What?

How is it possible?

I asked myself the questions as I stared at my reflection, the long blonde hair framing my face. If it weren’t for my super flat chest and the bulge in my shorts, I would honestly look a lot like a girl, and the glimpse in the bathroom mirror had me curious to continue.

Akbar hadn’t messaged since he hung up the phone on me, but I would be lying if I said I wasn’t thinking about him coming up to me from behind to plunge his dick into me. I was dying to see it. Dying to taste it. Feel it. I hadn’t been fucked in at least six months, and I’d been hungry for some Middle Eastern dick ever since I got on the plane in Detroit.

I flipped my hair in the mirror and turned on my heels, feeling fabulous as I walked out of the bathroom. I strutted across the small apartment and plopped back onto the bed by the box I’d left there, digging through it to find out what else I could use.

It had everything!

There was lingerie, gel inserts for fake breasts, skirts, stockings, jewelry, and anything else I could ever need to feel like a fabulous girl, and the more I thought about it, the more curious I became, so I ran over to my laptop to pull up the videos Akbar had sent.

I spent the next couple hours sifting through the videos and drinking coffee, trying to formulate a plan in my head, and the first part of that plan involved shaving.

There wasn’t a terrible amount of hair on my body, but I wanted to be completely hairless, or the guards at Akbar’s compound would never believe I was a real woman. They would question me and turn me in to the morality police if they found out the truth, and that simply wasn’t a risk I was willing to take, so I would take it slow to get every detail right.

I went to the shower and shaved every hair off my body, drying myself off with one of the plush towels in my furnished apartment. I lathered myself with lotion, following the instructions from the trans girl in the video, hoping I could be a fraction as womanly as her.

There was no telling this woman had ever been a man, but she openly talked about her past in every other sentence she spoke, mentioning how long it took to overcome this or that aspect of her former masculinity to get people to really believe she was just a girl like the rest of them.

I practice what the girl said, trying to make my voice lighter without using a tone that was too far out of my natural range. Luckily, my voice wasn’t very deep as it was, so my girly voice was sounding better and better as the hours passed, talking to myself as I struggled to do my makeup.

Every time I looked at myself in the mirror, though, I just wanted to give up. My lipstick would be crooked, or my shadow would be too intense, too saturated. I felt like a fool every time I washed my face to try again, but I was starting to get it by the time the afternoon had turned to evening.

I decided on a simple look with a light touch of pink eyeshadow, eyeliner, pink lip gloss, and foundation all over my face. I was still struggling with contouring and bronzer, so I did the simplest look I could manage, ready to put on a complete outfit.

I pulled on a pair of white panties after tucking my dick and balls with pieces of the medical tape Akbar had added to the box. I couldn’t believe how smooth the lines beneath my panties looked when I ran to check myself out in the bathroom mirror.

It was like I’d never had a dick at all!

I couldn’t help but get turned on a bit by my own reflection, wondering who this girl was that was looking back at me in the mirror because she was fucking sexy. She would get numbers at any club she went to, yet she was me.

I wasn’t attracted to women, but I’d always admired their beauty, and the power that it gave them. They could silence a room just by walking into it, much more so than men, and I thought I had the potential to be one of those girls.

One of the ones that turned heads and caused envy. I would be a girl many men wanted to touch but one only few could have, and Akbar was certainly someone who could have me. He had endless amounts of wealth to spoil me, and I had been fantasizing about what his compound might be like.

There were probably pools and servants and everything my little heart could ever desire, but I had a lot of work to do if I was going to become truly convincing as a woman.

A sense of urgency hit me like the tail of a storm.

I ran over and grabbed the white bra to match my panties. I pulled it on and then shoved the gel pads into place to give myself boobs, already feeling the transformation take shape. I went back to the white dress and pulled it over my head, careful not to stain it with makeup I’d already applied.

I put on the blonde wig after that and felt absolutely fabulous when I saw my reflection in the mirror. The dress was more classy than trashy, and I felt like a princess wearing it. The tulle around the neck really set it off.

To match the gold metallic accents in the dress, I slipped gold earrings into my ears and put two gold rings on my fingers. One was oversized and eccentric while the other was thin and simple. There were also some turquoise necklaces in the mix that I couldn’t help but place around my neck, feeling like royalty, and I hadn’t even left the apartment.

I still had to learn to walk in heels to do that.

I slipped on a pair of creme heels. They matched the dress I was wearing perfectly, and I couldn’t wait to see myself in the full-length mirror, but I had to know that I could walk well first, so I channeled the videos I’d been watching over the past few days as I slowly got to my feet.

My legs wobbled.

I took a deep breath to steady myself, and then I placed one foot in front of the other, moving slowly at first, feeling the heels on my feet and how they affected my legs and posture and how it all worked together, making me feel on top of the world when I finally got it.

All the videos I found online had helped tremendously in giving me the walk I needed to make everyone believe I was really a girl, and honestly, I was really feeling it after the fourth or fifth turn around the living room, like I could be a fierce bitch who worked in Manhattan or a wannabe actress in LA.

You got this.

I kept my spirits high as I went to look at the final product in the full-length mirror I had in the bedroom. It was conveniently stored on the backside of the closet door, there when I needed it but easily hidden when I didn’t.

I opened the door and blushed when I saw myself all dolled up. I didn’t even recognize myself! I was some blonde chick, some girl I would probably watch walk down the street, part of me kind of wishing I could be her for a day.

Now I could be!

I grabbed my lip gloss from the counter and dipped the stick into the tube several times before running the brush over my lips as I stared at myself in the mirror.
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“I’m so glad you changed your mind,” Akbar said to me in Arabic, looking so sexy in his traditional clothing.

I’d stalked him online, and there were pictures of him in suits all over the internet, and fuck, his bulge in those suits had me salivating. I was searching to find his bulge as we stood in my living room, but I was struggling since the fabric of his clothes was so loose.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“You and me both,” he said.

A little moan left my mouth when Akbar took me and pulled me up against his body, breathing lightly on my neck as he slowly moved his lips to my ear.

“I’ve touched myself countless times thinking about you.”

“Really?”

“Yes, and you’re even more beautiful than I envisioned.”

I’d been practicing every aspect of my femininity nonstop over the past couple days. My voice. My walk. My makeup.

I still had at least another week or two before I got my passport, and I was tired of being broke, living off scraps of nothing in the cabinets. Akbar had access to a world of excess. A world of delight. A world I wanted to inhabit until I went back to America.

“Really?” I asked in my light voice.

“Yes, my queen.”

“Now I’m your queen?”

“I love how you aren’t like all the other white American girls. You really speak my language and understand the history of my culture, and now you’re womanly enough to fool my guards at the house.”

“Do you think so?” I asked.

“Yes. We need to hurry, though. I have a meeting in the evening.”

“Are you sure it won’t be a problem for me to be there?”

“You just have to play the part the entire time. Do you understand?”

Akbar was holding my hands as he stood in front of me. I clutched his hands more tightly. He pulled me close, which comforted me, but I was still so worried about what could happen.

“Yes, I understand, but won’t you be there for me?”

“I’ll be there sometimes. You’ll be alone a lot too, though. Can you handle that?”

It was worrying. I was already without a passport and down to my last bits of food, but at least I was safe from persecution at the university. I could pull off the clothes and pretend I was playing a joke on a friend via videocall, but if I went to Akbar’s as his hired friend and got caught, there was no telling what they would do to me.

“I can try,” I said. “I’m nervous.”

“You have every right to be nervous, but I’ll do everything I can to protect you.”

“Thank you.”

“Come on, beautiful! You can do this! By the way, what should I call you? I can’t call you Henry, at least not in front of my guards.”

“I’ve thought of that, and I want you to call me Tabitha.”

“That’s a gorgeous name,” said Akbar. “My woman, Tabitha. Well, if you’re ready, so am I. What do you say?”

My heart was racing, but I didn’t want to stay here when I could get a taste of Akbar’s fabulous life, even if there was a risk. I felt beautiful, confident, and ready to fool anyone who expressed a hint of doubt about my femininity.
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Akbar had lunch with me the day that I arrived, but I hadn’t seen much of him since, which was three days ago now. The compound where he lived was enormous. There were a bunch of people there. Men, women, and even some children, but the families lived on the other side of the compound from us workers.

The women in the compound hated us.

I couldn’t blame them.

Most of the other employees acted like us workers didn’t exist, but we were free to do basically whatever we wanted. We had our own private apartments, our own pool, a few servers to cater to our every whim, and all the gadgets we could ever want, but I was just trying to keep things chill.

Julia and Mina were two of the other girls currently occupying the compound. There was also a girl named Karen, but I only met her in passing, and the other two told me she was a complete bitch.

“I’m only planning on staying a week or two. Until I get my passport,” I said.

“That’s what a lot of girls say, but the money’s too good,” said Mina. She’d been in the compound for two months. Her guy was talking about replacing her, but she’d bought a ticket home to get him to shut up; after adding a hundred grand to her bank account. She couldn’t stop talking about all the money she’d made since meeting her handsome sheik named Mohammed.

“You’re addicted to the money, aren’t you?” asked Julia.

Mina ignored Julia’s question, turning her attention to me. “What about you, Tabitha? How much did they promise to pay you?”

Neither of them seemed to notice that I was really a boy pretending to be a girl as they talked to me. That fact brought me more relief than fooling the guards, but I was also constantly worrying that they would find out at any second, like I would do or say the wrong thing, and then they would run to rat me out, so I had to be extra careful about how I carried myself.

“Akbar’s buying me a new passport, and he gave me a little money, but that’s about it.”

The other girls shook their heads. Mina leaned forward and lightly placed her hand on my exposed thigh.

“Girl, you’re messing up! These guys are loaded, and you’d take full advantage if you were smart. How much have you gotten from Khaled, Julia?”

“Tens of thousands, probably close to a hundred now, but I stopped counting. Unlike some people,” Julia said and gave Mina a knowing look.

“Hey, if they’re throwing money around like it grows on trees, I’m going to grab as much as I can. It’s already bad enough that I have to leave.”

“When are you leaving?” I asked Mina.

“In a week, so the pressure is really on to get some more money before I go.”

I laughed, loving how blatant Mina was about why she was really here, but she had the body of a goddess. She had the tiniest bit of meat on her hips, just enough that she looked slim and thick at the same time, like how a lot of girls on the internet wanted to look. Mina didn’t need filters, though. She probably spent too much time in the gym, but she never once talked about exercising, acting like she was ‘naturally’ that stunning, even though I’d seen her doing burpees by the pool at five in the morning.

“So, how are you going to get more money out of Akbar?”

“I don’t know,” I said in my practiced voice. “Do you girls have any suggestions?”

Julia told me to give him blowjobs every morning, charging him a couple grand each time he came down my throat. Mina told me to take it up the butt, which had gotten her twenty-five grand one night. Julia laughed loudly and said she would never take Khaled’s massive dick up her butt, even if it meant leaving the compound with less money than Mina.

“I honestly don’t care what Mohammed does to me as long as he keeps the money coming.”

“He’s probably sending you home because you’re an indecent little slut,” Julia said to Mina.

Mina laughed and shrugged. “You’re probably right, but he loves it. I know he’ll be coming to New York to get another taste of this,” Mina said as she ran her hand along the curves of her body. “And when he does, it’s going to cost him a pretty penny. Maybe a year of rent or something.”

Julia and Mina laughed hysterically, and I couldn’t help but join in with them, wondering if I had set my price too low. How much would Akbar pay for a boy turned girl like me? I didn’t know what I would say to Akbar, but I thought I should get some money, especially if he wanted to stick his dick up my butt!

“That’s a good idea, Mina! I doubt Khaled will visit me if I’m being honest, but I’ll get a bit more out of him before I go.”

“You’d better,” Mina said to Julia.

The girls and I chatted a bit longer. We truly didn’t have a care in the world. We had everything we needed on the compound, and we were getting insane amounts of money to be there. The few thousand Akbar promised seemed like a lot, but now I wanted to shoot for the stars, and I was excited to see how far Akbar would let me go.
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I was wearing a turquoise dress Akbar had sent. He was expecting me on the terrace by the pool for a private date, and I couldn’t wait to see him. The girls were a lot of fun, but I wanted to feel Akbar’s touch. His plump, pink lips. I wanted to find out what he would make me do to his dick.

I also wanted to get more money out of him, but I would have sex with the man for free. If it weren’t for the vast amount of wealth surrounding me, I wouldn’t ask him for anything, especially if I met him back in Michigan.

Along with the turquoise dress, I was wearing lots of silver jewelry. A necklace, bangles, and several different rings. Some of the rings had natural stones in them to match the tones of the dress. Akbar had even sent a fabulous pair of designer three-inch heels with peekaboo toes.

My fingernails and toenails were white. They looked fabulous with the dress and my long blonde hair, and I couldn’t wait for Akbar to see me. He’d already sent a message that he was waiting up by the pool. I was about ready to leave. I just needed to spray a little perfume on myself before I walked out the door.

The air had cooled off considerably when I finally got out of my room. My heart was racing a bit as I walked up the stairs to the pool, feeling like a girl with my stuffed bra and tucked dick and long hair blowing in the wind. The hem of my dress was slapping my shaved legs. It all felt so surreal as I climbed those last few steps to reach the terrace with the pool.

Akbar saw me right away.

“Tabitha,” he said and stood from where he was sitting. Akbar was wearing a tailored white suit that contrasted beautifully against his caramel skin. The button-up shirt beneath his suit jacket was navy and tight against his trim figure. I couldn’t help but feel a little turned on just by looking at him. “You look incredible.”

Akbar stood in front of me and took my hand to raise my arm into the air and twirl me in a circle. I laughed and fell against his firm body, placing my hand gently on his chest.

“Thank you.”

Akbar ran his hand along my body. Everywhere his fingertips touched tingled, and I just wanted him to rip off my dress and bend me over the nearest chair, but I had to act like a lady and maybe get a little more money out of him before I let him defile me completely.

“Come,” Akbar said to me in Arabic. “A lovely dinner awaits.”

I was the only working girl on the compound that could speak Arabic, which gave me a slight advantage, but it also let me overhear when the other people there were talking shit about us. It didn’t happen often, but nobody apart from the rich men who used our bodies much appreciated our presence, so I was relieved when I saw that our dinner was already on the table.

“No waiter?” I asked.

“Not tonight.”

“How did I get so lucky?”

“You’re with me,” he said with a light laugh. “So, how have you been enjoying life on the compound?”

“It’s… interesting. Are you sure people don’t mind us being here? I feel like some of the women want to kill us.”

“It’s so impressive how you can speak like a girl now.”

“Shh,” I hissed and looked around, making sure nobody had heard Akbar’s comment. “Nobody knows.”

“I know,” he said.

The look on his face stopped me cold. He was smirking, but I couldn’t tell if he was trying to be sexy or devious, and I really couldn’t handle him being bad. I still didn’t have my passport. I’d given up my room at the university to come here. All my eggs were in Akbar’s basket, and I couldn’t have him turning on me!

“What do you know?” I asked.

“How beautiful you are. I can’t wait to take you back to my room, but I need to make sure you’re fed first.”

Akbar lifted the metal dome lid that covered a dish of rice with meat and vegetables piled atop the fluffy grain. Akbar used a metal spoon to put some of the food onto my plate, and we couldn’t stop looking at each other. I knew that he wanted me as badly as I wanted him, which made me feel a bit safer, but I had a feeling I would be on edge until I had my passport and a ticket out of this country in hand!

“This all looks so delicious,” I said as Akbar drizzled a sauce over the food that he’d put on the plate in front of me.

“Eat,” he said.

I pushed my fork into the rice and picked up a dainty bite, holding Akbar’s eye contact. He moaned a little when I closed my painted lips around the fork and slowly pulled the metal prongs out of my mouth.

Akbar shook his head and went back to filling his plate, and I just smiled to myself, loving the power that I had over this man, and I knew now was the best time to tell Akbar what I’d been thinking.

“So, the girls and I were talking.”

“Yeah? About what?”

“They told me that they’re making a lot of money. Doing things like giving blowjobs or having sex, and I was wondering.”

“Yes, Tabitha. I’ll pay you. How about I give you twenty thousand for what I want to do tonight?”

I swallowed, unable to believe that Akbar would give me twenty grand to fool around for one night, but shit, I looked good! I was worth it, and the man certainly had the money judging by the car he drove.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Nothing you can’t handle,” Akbar said with a wink.

“Okay!” I said brightly. For twenty grand, I was willing to do a lot, and it didn’t hurt that Akbar was drop-dead sexy, like a ten out of ten, but that kind of money was lifechanging. It could pay for this entire study abroad experience and then some.

“I’m glad you’re so eager.”

“Sorry, I—”

“No, don’t apologize. I’m being serious. I didn’t think you would go through with everything when I first made the offer, but I’m so glad you did. You’re stunning, and I can’t wait to have you, even if it’ll cost me.”

The smile on Akbar’s face told me that he didn’t really care about the money. He would probably give me more than twenty grand, but I didn’t want to bleed him dry. The twenty grand would set me on the right path. I would be able to graduate from college with next to no debt and start my career right.

Akbar and I ate the rice, meat, and vegetables. He fed me a few bites. I picked up a piece of meat and guided it to his mouth, letting him suck on my finger for a second, and my dick twitched like wild when he did, even though it was taped down and unable to move.

“I hope you’re ready for dessert,” Akbar said when we’d mostly finished with our food.

“What is dessert?” I asked, hoping he would fish his cock out of those snug pants to let me taste it. I even moved my hand close to his crotch, but he stopped me, waving his finger in my face. “Not yet, my sweet. We haven’t even had the cake.”

Akbar stood, and I could tell that he was erect beneath his pants, which only made me want him more. I had to squeeze my legs together and breathe through my nose, too horny for my own good, and these tight little panties gave my dick no room to grow.

“Here we go,” Akbar said and sat down with the cake. He pushed his fork through it and guided the bite toward my mouth.

I parted my lips, accepting the fork, but fuck, I was desperate. My hole was twitching like crazy, and I just wanted Akbar to use my bussy or my mouth or something!

“Eat the cake.”

I breathed out through my nose and relaxed, knowing that Akbar would give me his dick soon. I moaned as I really tasted the cake, which was quite delicious, and I loved how Akbar was smiling at me when I opened my eyes.

“That’s better.”

Akbar fed me another bite. I moaned even more loudly for him the second time, and then he grabbed my hand and placed it on his crotch, and fuck, he was big.
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Akbar and I left the mess from dinner by the poolside. I giggled as he pulled me away from the terrace. We picked up speed, racing to his room at the workers’ house. All of the men had a room at the separate dwelling to have sex with their hired friends.

Akbar pushed me into his room and closed the door behind him, locking it. I stood in the middle of the room and waited as he approached me with that hunger in his eyes, turning me on to no end. My dick was still tucked, and all I could feel was how desperately it wanted to break free.

“I need you,” Akbar said and clasped the side of my face. He used his other hand to grab my fake breast, but the power behind his touch had me feeling weak and submissive, ready to take whatever Akbar had to give.

“I need you,” Akbar repeated as he kissed my neck.

“Take me!”

Akbar stepped away from me and unbuttoned his shirt. I was too preoccupied watching him to undo any of my clothes, but he didn’t seem bothered as he continued to strip, getting down to his underwear in less than a minute, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the outline of his dick and the V-shape that led to it.

The man had a flawless body with a light dusting of hair across the chest, but he was otherwise pretty hairless, and his abs. Oh, my. I reached out to touch them, which Akbar loved. He grabbed my hand and guided my fingers across his chiseled stomach.

“You like that?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Take off my underwear and suck my dick.”

I moaned and dropped to my knees in front of Akbar. I reached up to hook my fingers into the waistline of his boxer briefs, and then I slowly pulled them down, revealing his trimmed pubic hair and his thick, caramel dick. It was uncut and dripping precum at the tip, almost fully erect, but it still needed a lick or two to get all the way there.

I opened my mouth and took Akbar’s manhood into it. I wrapped my hand around his base as I moved my lips further down his shaft, trying to fit as much of him into my mouth as I could, and damn, he tasted so good. His dick was heavy and long and smelled of men’s soap.

My cock was throbbing beneath the tape that held it in place, and not being able to touch myself left me completely and utterly focused on pleasing Akbar, even though my member was begging for touch.

Akbar grabbed me by the back of my head after I’d been sucking his cock for a couple minutes, taking control with both of his hands. He held my head in place and started thrusting his hips, and all I could do was breathe through my nose and let him use my mouth as he pleased.

I choked and coughed, but Akbar kept going.

He was relentless.

I loved it.

Akbar pulled out after fucking my mouth hard for a minute and slapped my face with his heavy dick. He shoved it back into my mouth and stared at me with intense eyes as he fucked my mouth another minute, moaning and grunting with each thrust of his hips, and fuck, it turned me on so much watching him use my mouth like that.

I would do anything he wanted.

Akbar surprised me when he pulled me up to my feet and unzipped the dress in one move. He pulled it over my shoulders and all the way down to my feet, leaving me in the lingerie he’d sent. I stepped out of the dress.

“Leave on the heels and bra. They’re so fucking sexy on you.”

“Thanks,” I said as blush raced across my cheeks.

“These panties, though. They need to come off,” Akbar said and pushed his hand flat against my smooth crotch, moaning as he did. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistline of my panties before slowly pulling them down.

He moaned as he revealed my taped cock, and I couldn’t take my eyes off his, which was dangling between his legs, looking so long and thick, and I just wanted it inside of me. I wanted to suck it some more. Ride it. Watch it cover me in cum.

Too bad Akbar had other plans.

He was gentle as he removed the tape from my dick, piece by piece. He tossed the used tape to the side until my girly dick was completely revealed, and I got instantly hard, feeling like I had so much pent-up tension in my body.

My cock wasn’t overly large, about five inches and on the thinner side, so it honestly looked pretty fucking cute with my new feminized body. I watched as Akbar held my shaved dick in his tan hand, moving his plump pink lips closer and closer to it.

I gasped when he slipped my cock into his warm mouth.

He moaned as he slid his lips all the way to my hairless base, quickly moving them back to my tip. I put my hands into his thick, wavy hair and loosely held it as he bobbed his head, suffocating me with pleasure.

Akbar moved his mouth faster and faster until I was so close to cumming that I screamed and warned Akbar, but he kept going for another few seconds, pulling off the second before I came.

“What the—!”

Akbar grabbed my dick, stroking it once, and I couldn’t hold my load. I wished I could, but I screamed and stared down at my feminized cock as strands of cum left its tip, coating Akbar’s chest and abs and some even fell down on his dick, which was still hard and dangling between his thighs.

I stumbled backwards when Akbar finally released my dick. He laughed as I struggled to catch my breath, standing in front of me, looking so intimidating with his muscular body and erect manhood, like the night was far from over.

“You want to earn your twenty grand, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Then get your dick hard again.”

I’d only just cum, but I had to obey Akbar’s command. I needed this money, so I stroked my dick, using a gentle motion as Akbar did the same, staring at me with those powerful eyes, and it was honestly that gaze that finally got me hard again.

“That’s right, girl. Get that dick hard,” Akbar said in a low voice. “Show me that you can give me more than one milky load.”

My cum was still on Akbar’s body, slowly drying on his skin. He hadn’t bothered to wipe it off or anything. Everything about him was so hot, and I honestly loved being his girl, so I was rock hard within a few minutes, even though it felt like much longer with his eyes on me.

Akbar walked over to a dresser on the far side of the room. He pulled out a bottle of lube and got onto the bed. I thought he was going to lie on his back, but he got to his hands and knees. He looked over his shoulder at me.

“Come over here and give me that girl dick.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off his smooth, muscular ass. He was sitting in a position that had his hole on full display, and I couldn’t wait to bury my cock into it. I narrowed my eyes and walked over to the bed, remembering to be girly, so I switched my hips a little with each step.

Akbar watched me the entire time, stroking his hard dick, clenching and releasing his hole, looking godlike. I couldn’t believe I was getting paid to fuck this man!

Akbar turned to face the wall as I grabbed the lube and got into position behind him. I lathered my shaved, perfumed cock and then I put some of the lube onto his hole. He moaned as I rubbed it against his tight opening, fingering him gently, getting him ready for my womanly dick.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes!” Akbar said. “Give me that dick!”

I grabbed the base of my cock and held it steady as I pushed my tip against Akbar’s puckered hole, loving all the submissive moans leaving his mouth. I couldn’t help but wrap my hand around his neck and pull him upright with my dick still pressed up against his hole.

I kissed Akbar deeply, and he moaned into my mouth when I slipped my dick past his ring. His warm walls hugged my cock as I pushed deeper into him. I broke the kiss, and he fell onto his hands, giving me complete control over his body.

I’d already cum once, so I was ready to pound Akbar’s ass for a long time, which was exactly what I did.

My breasts bounced and swayed as I thrusted my hips, fucking him in the doggy-style position to start. Then I flipped him over to his back and pulled him to the edge of the bed. I had his thick, muscular legs high in the air as I pounded his ass.

He reached up to touch my face and run his fingers through my long blonde hair, and I loved how he stared at me with those loving eyes as I fucked his ass.

I reached out to play with his hard dick as I fucked him, but he grabbed my wrist to stop me. He shook his head and told me just to fuck him. That was all he wanted, so he grabbed his ankles and pulled his legs back, giving me an even better angle to pound his hole.

“You love this girl dick?”

“Yeah! Fill my hole!”

I was getting close. Akbar was massaging my shaft with his walls in the most delightful way and hearing him tell me to fill his hole got me so hot and bothered.

I didn’t want to disappoint the man. He was paying good money for this fucking, even though I would have done it for free, but I wouldn’t have done any of it if it weren’t for Akbar saving me from off the street.

“Cum with me!” I screamed.

Akbar grabbed his dick and stroked it as I pounded his ass, mere seconds from cumming a second time.

He came first.

Akbar gasped as cum shot from his dick and painted his chest. He hooked his legs behind my back as he came, which made his walls massage my cock, and that sent me over the edge. Akbar held me tight as I moaned and screamed and came deep in his ass.

It wasn’t until I stopped that he finally released me, letting me slide out of his hole. A big blob of cum fell to the floor when I did. We both glanced at it and laughed, in desperate need of more kisses.
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Akbar and I had an incredible night. He gave me twenty-five grand in the morning, even though we’d agreed on twenty, but maybe that extra five was from when I rode his dick to make him cum for the third time.

That was six days ago.

I hadn’t seen him since.

He was busy with this or that. He sent me messages with some half-ass excuses, but he never had time to meet. The other girls were there if I needed company. I’d even had lunch with Karen. She wasn’t all bad, but she didn’t share much about herself and hadn’t said much to me since, and I didn’t think we would be getting lunch again.

The other girls were great, but Mina was coming up on her last day. We were having a goodbye dinner now, and I could only imagine that it wouldn’t be long before I had one of my own. My passport was still being processed, but Akbar had gotten expedited processing, so it wouldn’t be long before it arrived.

“I’m going to miss you girls,” Mina said as she held her glass of sparkling water in the air. There was no alcohol on the compound, but we had all the hookah we could ever want, and we took full advantage.

“Us too! Right, Tabitha?”

“Yes! It has been so incredible getting to know you,” I added.

The girls had more or less discovered that I was more crossdresser than woman, but they wouldn’t tell. They even gave me some tampons and other feminine products to add to the ‘décor’ of my room in case one of the women went snooping. They pressed me with questions when I told them that I didn’t have a tampon to share, and I cracked under the pressure, but they honestly didn’t care. They thought it was fun and a bit dangerous, which I had to agree.

I was looking over my shoulder constantly. Everyone seemed to buy the act that I was a hired girl, but the charade could fall apart as well, and I’d be fucked. Part of me was ready to leave the compound and touch back down in the United States, but I couldn’t until I got my passport.

“What about you, Julia? When are you leaving?”

She shrugged. “Probably in the next month or so, but Khaled hasn’t been in much of a rush to get me to go, especially now that I’ve been a bit more dominant in the bedroom. It took me a minute to realize that was what he wanted, but I finally got it, and now he’s hooked.”

“You think he’s going to visit you back home?”

Julia shrugged. “Maybe.”

They both turned to me, expecting me to give details about Akbar. They’d already been gushing about how hot they thought he was, and now they knew why he’d never spent much time looking at them like the other men on the compound. He had his eyes on a special type of girl.

“What?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Will Akbar be flying across the ocean to visit you?” asked Julia.

“I can’t predict what the man will do.”

“Girl, stop playing!” said Mina.

I flipped my long blonde hair back with a hand and recrossed my legs, pulling on the hem of my dress as I did. I picked up my water glass with a dainty hand and placed it to my lips, taking a sip as I ignored their intense stares.

“Tabitha!” Mina hollered.

“What?” I asked.

“How am I going to find you back home? I’m leaving!”

Mina was so out of it, clearly upset that she had to leave the compound and her source of income, but I hadn’t told the girls my real name, and I didn’t plan on doing it now. They were sweet, but I wasn’t sure I could sleep at night knowing a girl like Mina had this information to hold over my head.

“I don’t have any social media accounts,” I lied.

“Do you have an email? Anything?”

I had set up a new email address under Tabitha’s name, so I huffed and gave that to her, which made Mina scream with joy. She already had Julia’s number and had no plans on asking Karen for hers.

“Are you taking anything back with you?” Julia asked.

“Mohammed is letting me keep all the clothes he gave me, and he even gave me some suitcases to take them. I’m flying first class, of course, so I don’t even think I’ll have a baggage fee, or maybe I will. What do I care?” Mina tossed her hand in the air.

Julia and I laughed. I was thinking about upgrading my flight to first class. Something I never would have considered before, but all I had to do to remind myself was look at the twenty-five grand that’d been deposited into my account. It always brought a little smile to my face, and there was still the chance I could make more.

I desperately wanted to make more, for the money, but even more for Akbar’s touch. It was so hot fucking him, but I still wanted to take his dick. Somehow, someway. I’d fingered myself thinking about having him inside of me, and I needed it.

Fucking bad.

The girls and I spent a few more hours outside celebrating all the money Mina had earned, which she mentioned at least a hundred more times, talking about some of the things she wanted to buy when she got home.

She realized it wasn’t an endless amount of money, but it was certainly lifechanging, and I couldn’t wait to make a little more myself.
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There was a knock on my door.

I’d been expecting it. Akbar had finally asked to see me and sent over a red dress for me to wear. It showed a shocking amount of cleavage, but I was wearing a nude skin-tight shirt over my bra, so my breasts looked realer than ever. I also had on an assortment of gold jewelry, and I’d curled my hair how Akbar asked and even traced lipliner around my lips.

“Are you decent?” Akbar asked.

“Yes,” I said.

Akbar stepped into the room, holding a bouquet of flowers in his hand. I placed a hand over my painted lips and got to my feet, my heels clicking against the floor as I ran over to him with open arms, giving him a big hug.

“Someone’s excited.”

“How could I not be?” I asked him in Arabic. “I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too. The other night was incredible.”

“That was over a week ago!” I hollered, slapping my hand lightly against his chest. I squealed when he pulled me closer, holding me in a tight grip, really making me feel like his girl, especially when he lifted his hand to push his fingers through my hair.

“I’m going to miss you, Tabitha.”

“I’ll miss you too,” I said.

“Your passport arrived today.”

“Where is it?”

Akbar chuckled and stepped outside of my apartment and grabbed what he’d hidden by the entrance. It was a small package, and I couldn’t believe the relief I felt when he passed it to me. I ripped open the padded envelope, which someone had wrapped in gift wrap.

“Did you wrap this?” I asked in a skeptical tone.

“No,” he said. “My assistant did. He thought it would be a nice touch.”

“I’ll have to thank Jerick when I next see him.”

“He’d appreciate that. He actually just left town to get me some things from a neighboring city, but he should be back by tomorrow afternoon. I wanted him away for tonight.”

Akbar reached out and touched my shoulder, rubbing the back of his hand all the way down my arm, touching me so lightly that I tingled all over. He laced his fingers with mine and led me to the couch.

“Why did you want him away tonight?”

“You were so incredible the other night. Honestly. I can’t stop thinking about it, and I feel like I can trust you.”

“You can!” I assured Akbar. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt him… or myself. We were in this together, and I really felt like I could trust him as much as he could trust me.

“I’m not like most guys, which my family would hate if they ever found out, but I have a friend.”

“A friend?”

Akbar nodded, averting his eyes slightly. Maybe it was shame. Perhaps it was fear. I reached out to touch his leg, ready for whatever he might say. I wasn’t afraid.

“Who is this friend, Akbar?”

“His name is Rafi. We’ve been friends for a long time.”

“Are you friends who do things?”

Akbar shrugged.

I rubbed the back of his shoulder, trying to let him know that it was okay and that he was in a safe, judgement-free space. He let out a long breath and relaxed.

“We don’t fool around often, but we’ve always dreamed of sharing a girl like you.”

“Oh?” I asked. My dick was taped in place, but I felt a little blood flow to it knowing that I could be the object of desire for two men.

“Yes, Tabitha. Won’t you make our dreams come true?” Akbar asked and grabbed my hands.

I glanced over at the flowers he’d gotten me, but I would need a little more than that from a man as generous as him, so I looked him in the eye, narrowing mine slightly.

“What’s in it for me?”

Akbar chuckled. “Rafi and I were talking, and we thought fifty grand would be appropriate to have you for the night.”

“Fifty grand?” I asked in a breath.

“Yeah, does that sound like enough?”

It was more than enough, but I tried to play it cool, acting like fifty grand wasn’t equivalent to winning the lottery for someone like me. I didn’t even know what Rafi looked like. I could only assume he was hot if he was Akbar’s friend, but I didn’t care if he wasn’t. I would still suck his dick. Take it up my butt. The boys could have me however they wanted.

“Yeah, I guess that could work.”

“Akbar is going to meet us at a bar in the city.”

“What? You want me to leave the compound?”

“In that dress? I couldn’t think of anything better than getting you out there to show you off to the world. Did you see the headscarf Jerick added with the dress?”

“Yes, but I didn’t think you would want me to leave the compound!” I sucked in a sharp breath and dropped my voice to a whisper. “What if someone finds out? Mina and Julia already know. I mean, Mina just left, but still.”

“Do they really know?” Akbar asked in a low voice.

“Yes! They’re not going to tell anyone, but they found out after getting to know me.”

“Obviously Rafi knows the truth, but I’m sure you can fool everyone else. You can wear sunglasses too if it makes you more comfortable.”

“Can’t we just stay at the compound?” I asked.

“I want to show you off to the world before you leave. It’ll probably be our last night together, Tabitha. Can’t we make it count?”

“You’re asking me to risk it all,” I said.

“Rafi will meet us, and his family is just as powerful as mine, so please believe me when I say you won’t be treated like everyone else.”

“You’re right! They’ll see my pasty skin and immediately know that I’m not from here!”

“My country has white people, and you’re Arabic is lovely. People will probably think you’re just our guest if all you say is hello. Stay in character, and you’ll be fine.”

I wasn’t sure about Akbar’s plan, but I didn’t want to disappoint him, so I nodded and told myself that everything would be fine, even if I only partially believed it. My breasts looked ultra real, and there weren’t any awkward lines beneath my dress, but there was that lingering doubt in the back of my mind, like someone would be able to see right through me and rat me out to the authorities.

“I hope you’re right.”

“Put on the headscarf, and let’s go.”

I nodded and grabbed the white and gold headscarf that looked incredible with my heels and nails and jewelry. I wrapped it around my head how I’d been taught on the university campus. They showed us how both men and women tied their headpieces, and maybe I was worried for nothing.

I looked like a woman.

Every trace of man had vanished.

I didn’t even bother with sunglasses as I grabbed my purse. My outfit was on the western side of things, and showing this much cleavage was provocative, but everyone acted like it was no big deal as we headed toward the compound’s exit, so I went along with it, praying that we made it back from our venture to the city.

***

It felt so strange being off the compound, but I loved watching the city pass from behind Akbar’s tinted windows, grateful that people couldn’t watch me how I was watching them, studying how they walked and ate and chatted on the sidewalks.

“I bet you and Rafi can hide in plain sight,” I said as Akbar drove us down the street. “These men are so touchy feely.”

“We are friends, but yes, men here fool around with each other much more than anyone would be led to believe, but nobody wants to be caught being the bottom. Anything but that seems to be fair game, though.”

“Do you only bottom?” I asked.

“No,” Akbar said. “I shouldn’t be shamed for liking it, though.”

“I agree.”

“I don’t know what’ll happen tonight, but Rafi is open to bottoming too.”

“When will he meet us?”

“In an hour. He’s caught up in a meeting.”

“So, what are we going to do?”

“Eat dinner, of course. I’m going to take you to one of the city’s finest restaurants. They’re used to seeing foreign women, so your dress won’t offend anyone.”

“I thought you said I might be able to pass as a local!”

Akbar laughed. “Don’t get so worked up about everything. Let’s have a good time. They have the most incredible desserts. We can share coffee, and I can feed you sweets, and you can lick my sticky fingers clean.”

His offer warmed my body. I imagined his finger in my mouth, my lips wrapped around it firmly, as he pulled it from my closed lips. In my fantasy, he moved that finger to the shadows of my dress to press it against my hungry, hungry hole.

“I’d like that.”

“So, will you trust me?”

“You promise I look like a girl?”

“More than you know.”

Akbar winked and turned his attention to the road, driving us the rest of the way to the restaurant. There was a valet, so we only had to walk a short distance to the door. I stepped inside first. Akbar followed behind me, speaking over me to the staff.

I understood that he was telling them to give us the best table they had available, preferably one with views of the city, and the weather was cooling off just enough that it was perfect to sit outside. We were on the terrace minutes later and indeed had amazing views.

“How did you find this place?”

“It’s one of the most popular restaurants in the city.”

“Will you order for us?”

“It would be my pleasure,” Akbar said and winked at me, giving me that warm feeling again, and I would honestly miss it. I would miss him and this place and everything else, but I was also excited to make my fifty grand and head home.

Akbar ordered us the most incredible dishes. The meats were grilled to perfection, and all the sauces added abundant amounts of flavor. I especially loved it when Akbar fed me a bite. We stopped after a couple gave us an unsavory look. My dress was probably bad enough. I didn’t need them calling me a slut for acting indecent. That was for Akbar to do when we got back to his room.

“Sorry I’m late,” Rafi said, stealing my attention from the delicious dessert Akbar and I were sharing, but I was so glad for the distraction. Rafi’s body was even more muscular than Akbar’s, and his face wasn’t too bad either! “You must be Tabitha.”

“That’s right,” I said and held out my hand.

Rafi took it and kissed it, joining us at the table. He ordered a coffee, and we got even more dessert to share, and the tension was through the roof. The boys kept looking at me with those glazed over eyes, and I couldn’t wait to have them!
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It was nearly an hour later, but we were all finally back at Akbar’s place. He put on some music and lit candles and closed all the blinds so nobody would see what was about to happen.

“Should we smoke first?” Akbar asked.

“What do you have?” I asked.

“Just some weed.”

“How did you get that?”

“Don’t be so prude,” Akbar said with a laugh. “Weed is everywhere, all around the world.”

“Yeah, let’s smoke, but I want her stripping while we do.” Rafi pointed at me, looking at me like I was nothing more than his object, and it kind of turned me on, even though I knew it was wrong. It was bad to know a man was thinking of me as nothing more than the money he’d spent, but had I not turned myself into a product of his pleasure?

I moved my hips to the music as Akbar rolled a joint, taking my time to strip down to the lacy undergarments Akbar had provided. I was all done up under my dress, ready to show the boys everything. Akbar lit the joint, so I unzipped the dress.

Rafi couldn’t keep his eyes off me, and I noticed the bulge in his pants, jumping every time I swayed my hips. He wasn’t trying to hide it, though. He had his hand on his dick, rubbing it gently, teasing me as Akbar puffed on the joint.

Rafi didn’t even notice when Akbar passed him the joint until Akbar hit his shoulder. Rafi puffed on the joint a few times, staring at me as smoke circled into the air, and then he got to his feet and walked over to me. He grabbed my side and held the joint as he guided it to my lips.

“Smoke,” he said.

I took a puff from the joint as Rafi pushed his hand into my dress, moving it lower and lower with each of his movements, and I was getting so frustrated that my dick couldn’t harden. It was begging for freedom. Begging for touch.

“Good girl,” Rafi said as I blew out a big cloud of smoke. I coughed, but one squeeze of Rafi’s firm hand silenced me. He gave me another hit, and then he held the joint over his shoulder for Akbar.

Akbar took another hit before putting the joint into an ashtray to join Rafi. They touched me with possessive hands, working the dress off my figure, and then they pulled off that skin-tight nude top that covered my bra.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Rafi said and pawed at me with those big hands of his as Akbar tried to touch me wherever Rafi wasn’t.

I moaned as the men disrobed me, getting me down to my lingerie. I was wearing a garter belt, stockings, a bra, and a tiny little thong. They were all white with gold accents like the headscarf I’d been wearing at dinner.

“What about you boys?” I asked them in Arabic. “Won’t you get naked?”

Rafi grinned and took a step back to take off his suit, and fuck, his dick looked so good. It was all trimmed and thick and I loved how fit he was along with having an amazing looking cock. Then there was Akbar, who was equally as sexy and even more hung than his friend. I wanted both of their dicks in my mouth, so I dropped to my knees in front of them.

Rafi grabbed me by the back of my head and slammed my face into his crotch, but I loved the dominance. I loved how he wanted to control me and make me pleasure his dick, which was all I really wanted.

I parted my lips after Rafi slapped my face with his cock, taking his member into my mouth, letting him slide it all the way to the back of my throat. His tip leaked against my tongue, sliding that salty goodness down my throat. I closed my eyes, focusing entirely on Rafi’s dick as it slid in and out of my mouth.

Rafi picked up speed as he held the side of my face, fucking my mouth hard with his dick, but I loved it. I moaned on his cock and felt my own straining against the tape, begging to get free, but then I felt Akbar playing around with my thong.

He pushed the fabric to the side, slowly letting my cock free as I sucked Rafi’s dick. Akbar pulled me off Rafi’s dick a moment later to set me free from the tape, removing the last piece.

My dick quickly became long and erect.

Akbar lay on his stomach to wrap his lips around my womanhood, and then Rafi grabbed my face to shove his cock back into my mouth, stuffing me as Akbar swirled his tongue around my tip like it was ice cream.

I moaned on Rafi’s cock as Akbar sucked mine, bobbing his head faster and faster as Rafi started fucking my face harder. My bussy was twitching, so hungry for their dicks, but I was their slut to use. They were in charge, and I was more than happy to follow their lead.

Rafi pulled out of my mouth and lifted me to my feet. He ripped off my thong, leaving me in only the garter belt, stockings, and stuffed bra. My dick dangled off my pelvic region, all shaved and perfumed and perfectly girly.

Rafi wrapped his hand around it and stroked it gently as he kissed my neck. Akbar joined him on the other side, fingering my ass, and then they were carrying me off to Akbar’s bed, placing me on my hands and knees.

Akbar lay on the bed, and I wrapped my lips around his cock while Rafi lathered his dick behind me. He pressed those lubed fingers up against my hole, and I moaned on Akbar’s cock as Rafi slipped his fingers into me, stretching my hole as he added two and then three fingers, making me scream a little as he fucked me with his digits.

Akbar got a little aggressive too, grabbing my head and pushing it down on his cock, commanding me to suck it, telling me to pay attention to him, which I did. I loved his cock. I loved pleasing him, so I bobbed my head more quickly as Rafi fucked me with his fingers.

Then Rafi made my dreams come true.

He pulled his fingers out of me and shoved his dick into my hole, stuffing me with his fat cock. I moaned on Akbar’s dick, trying my best not to slow down, but Rafi was pounding my hole. He entered me completely and kept thrusting his dick all the way to his balls, and fuck, it felt so good.

Akbar grabbed my head and held his dick, slapping my face with his slippery tip, and then he shoved his cock back into my mouth, forcing his long member down my throat, but I took it. I was taking all of it, being their good little feminine slut.

“Come taste this ass!” Rafi said to Akbar.

Akbar and Rafi switched positions. Akbar felt huge as he slipped into my ass, but I was ready and loose for him as he slid in and out of my hole, giving me everything I ever wanted while Rafi used my mouth much more aggressively than Akbar had.

He was standing in front of me, knees bent, his dick at the perfect angle to fuck my mouth relentlessly. He pounded into the back of my throat while Akbar used my ass, but it wasn’t long before Rafi wanted another taste of my bussy.

He got back behind me and slid into me after reapplying lube, but Akbar surprised me by getting to his knees in front of me.

“Fuck me,” he said.

“Yeah?” I moaned as Rafi pounded my ass from behind.

“Yes!” Akbar said and grabbed the lube, applying a bit to his ass. He shook his ass a little. Rafi laughed and grabbed my hips, letting me move forward to get close enough to fuck his friend.

I put some lube on my cock, and then I entered Akbar. Rafi was still fucking me from behind, so I felt double the pleasure, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long.

I threw my head back and let out a loud moan as Rafi pounded my ass, making me fuck Akbar with every inch of my slippery dick, and Akbar was loving it, moaning like wild as he stroked his dick.

“Wait! Don’t cum yet!” Akbar begged and moved himself off me, quickly getting to his back.

“I’m close,” Rafi said as he used every inch of his dick to fuck me while he held my shoulders, giving me some of the best dick I’d ever had in my life.

Akbar threw his legs into the air, and then he grabbed my dick and put it into his accepting hole, and I sank deep into him, hollering out at the pleasure I felt from his walls hugging my cock. He was doing that thing with his ass again that made it feel like magic around my dick, and all I could do was let out little screams to release the pressure.

Each scream was a bit louder than the last until I was so loud that I was positive that everyone around the compound could hear me, but I honestly didn’t care. The double stimulation was too powerful. Too overwhelming.

“Cum in me!” Akbar screamed.

“Yes!” I hollered.

Rafi picked up speed as he used my hole, hollering out as he fucked me harder with each passing second, but I loved his dominance. I loved how he was using my hole while my dick was in his friend.

“I’m about to cum!” Rafi yelled as he pounded my ass.

I couldn’t even talk. I couldn’t even yell. Little whimpers just left my mouth as I fucked Akbar while Rafi used me, getting me closer and closer to cumming with each of his thrusts until I couldn’t hold it another second.

I had to release my load!

My head fell back, and Rafi wrapped his hand around my neck as he sank his dick deep, and I felt it. I felt him cumming at the exact moment that my floodgates opened and my cum spilled into Akbar’s hole.

Akbar screamed as he rubbed his dick, and then he was cumming with us seconds later, my dick still deep in him, and Rafi’s dick still deep in me. We unloaded all at the same time, and it was magical and amazing, but it was far from the only time we would cum that night.

We were just getting started.
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“Have a safe flight. I’ll miss you,” Akbar said and kissed me on the cheek.

“I’ll miss you too,” I said to him, giving him one last hug, so thankful that he picked me up off the street after those thugs had stolen my wallet and backpack and passport and everything else that I had. He really saved me, and I would always appreciate him for it. “Make sure to call if you’re ever in Michigan.”

“You know I will,” he said.

I couldn’t stay there forever, so I kissed Akbar one last time and then I slid into the backseat of Akbar’s car. Jerick was driving me to the airport. I’d already thanked him for getting my passport, and nothing was said about the fact that Henry was listed inside my passport, but he probably hadn’t even seen it, as it’d come in a sealed package.

I was going to change at the airport before going through security, which kind of sucked, because I really loved being Tabitha, but I knew it was far from the last time that she would appear. Meeting Akbar and becoming his girl opened my eyes to the possibilities in the world. If I could be Tabitha, I could do anything, but I really just wanted to spend my time as Tabitha.

I changed in a private bathroom at the airport, coming out as Henry, but I had plenty of womanly treasures to get me started back at home. Akbar and Rafi gave me more than fifty grand for that night, so I had plenty to buy more clothes if that was what I wanted.

“Could you please check if there are available seats in business class?”

“Sure thing,” the woman at the check-in desk said.

It was about a thousand dollars to upgrade, but I didn’t have to pay for my checked bags, and the included meals were a lot better, so it wasn’t that bad of a tradeoff. Plus, I had money to blow.

Life was good thanks to my sheik.

Hopefully we would meet again.
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