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Chapter 1 – Meeting Jessica I worked in the biggish city, found a job after college in a city where I knew not a soul, but couldn’t quite afford the downtown lifestyle so lived twenty  ive minutes away in the suburbs. A standard apartment found in towns all across America. Three stories, the lower loor with patios, the upper two  loors with balconies. It wasn’t new, so we didn’t have the best natural lightening. But it had at least been redecorated in the last few years so we had modern kitchens. But not so new that we had laundry connections—each  loor of four units had a washer and dryer in the middle. 

It was hard not knowing anyone and I was kind of shy, so meeting people wasn’t the easiest thing in the world. There were work people, of course, but I wasn’t all that athletic, so didn’t quite  it in with guys, and wasn’t all that assertive or masculine, so didn’t quite have the women jumping all over themselves to land me. 

It wasn’t that I was so introverted or freakish I couldn’t talk to other guys, I did and we got along, I just wasn’t the jock type so we had less in common. Same with women; I could talk to girls, I was just usually too shy to ever try to do anything with any girl I was attracted to

——I was habitually friendzoned. So guys thought I was okay, I just never got the invitations to weekend things they did, so never hung around with them, never had the chance to meet girls with a ‘wingman’. 

Girls thought I was that nice guy who’d never try anything. The gay friend without being gay. 

For six months I thought I’d never  ind anyone and things only got worse when a new girl moved into the apartment across the hall from me. She moved in sometime in February and even in the winter it was obvious Jessica was drop dead gorgeous. She was tall, probably my height, 5’9”, totally in shape, amazing body, with long, wavy reddish hair and green eyes. And she rarely gave me a second look. Girls like her just never did. 

I’d run into Jessica getting my mail or coming and going from work—she worked downtown, too, and sometimes I thought of asking her if she wanted to carpool. But that would have involved talking to

her and every time I tried more than a hello, my mouth dried up and my brain went to mush and she’d look at me like I was the world’s biggest loser. I’d have thought she hated me—some quiet, tongue tied guy who all but drooled over her—but for the one time she smiled at me when I tripped over the all weather mats by the mailboxes and fell at, and practically into, her feet. 

“You okay?” she asked, actual tenderness in her voice. 

“Yea,” I mumbled, looking up, at the goddess standing in front of me in a fashionable skirt and blouse. “W…wounded pride, that’s all.” 

“Well watch out for the  loor mats, you dork,” she said, using a word I’d been called hundreds of times in high school and college. I might have shrank away and cried if she didn’t have a soft smile on her face and was, for the  irst time ever, actually looking at me. 

“S…sorry,” I mumbled, trying to stand, not drop my mail, and gather some dignity. “I...I’m Taylor,” I said. 

“Duh, you dork,” she said, looking at my mailbox and shaking her head. “Taylor Swifton,” she said, tapping on my name. “Like Taylor Swift.”I blushed. Like I hadn’t heard that before. A thousand times before. A girl born a couple of years before me who became famous and turned my name from something innocuous to something to be made fun of.“Here, dork” she reached down and out, “let me help.” She pulled me up to my feet, her touch all but burning my arm. 

“T…thanks,” I said as she smiled again, was gone as quick as she’d come down the stairs. 

We had a number of interactions after that and like that. Not me tripping and falling, but passing in the hallway. Sometimes I’d get the smallest of smiles, sometimes accompanied by a ‘hello, dork,’

sometimes by a ‘hey, Taylor Swift,” but other times I’d get an icy stare or simply ignored. 

I actually talked about it to a girl at work one day at lunch, Morgan, told her about this really cute girl in my building, complained that she was sometimes almost friendly, but usually blew me off. 

“Taylor,” Morgan said gently, “I don’t want to be mean, but it sounds like she’s kind of out of your league.” 

“Why,” I sighed, knowing Morgan was right. Fuck, even Morgan was out of my league, something I found out at an after work party when I drunkenly and awkwardly hit on her only to be rejected. Gently, but rejected all the same. 

“Taylor, you’re a really nice guy,” Morgan started to say. 

“I’m supposed to ignore everything before the ‘but’ you know,” I said. “Taylor,” she said softly. 

“Morgan, what’s wrong with me?” 

“Well,” Morgan took a sip of her drink and half hid her face. “You are a nice guy, Taylor, I mean it, I love you like a best friend.” 

“Again, waiting for a ‘but’ here…” 

“You’re like...I don’t know...too nice.” 

“Too nice? Super, I’m supposed to stop being nice?” 

“No, Taylor, that’s the thing, you can’t stop being nice, that’s just how you are. It’s just...I know it’s stupid, but girls always seem to go for the jerks.” 

“That’s my fucking point, Morgan!” 

“I know, I know,” she said, “we always go for the bad boy when the nice guy is just sitting there waiting to worship us.” 

“You certainly did,” I said. 

“Taylor…” 

“I mean it, Morgan, you blew me off.” 

“I told you,” she said, “it’s stupid, I know, but it’s the whole bad boy thing. In our brain we know the nice guys will treat us best, but for some reason girls pick the bad boy time and time again.” 

“So I’m supposed to be a bad boy.” 

“No, Taylor,” she reached over, touched my hand gently, “you can’t change who you are, you just have to wait, be patient, and someday the right girl will come along and realize how much you have to offer.” 

Someday. Always someday. 




**********

 

On a warm spring morning I got up early, got into running clothes, headed out the door for a  ive mile run, and who did I run into, but Jessica. I mean literally run into. Like I opened the apartment door and collided with her, almost knocking her down. 

“Watch it, Taylor Swift,” she said turning and glaring at me, “Jesus, are you trying to kill me?” 

“No, s…sorry, Jessica,” I mumbled, then went quiet as I stared at her. She was wearing running clothes, too. I had on a tank and shorts, socks and shoes, she was even skimpier, wearing a pink sports bra and pink and light grey compression shorts. I knew at that moment I was staring at her, hard. Knew she knew it, too. But she was so beautiful and her body so on display, so much perfect, alabaster skin, I couldn’t help staring at her smooth stomach, her long legs. 

“Jesus, dork,” she narrowed her eyes, “why don’t you just mind fuck me right here in the parking lot.” 

“I...I was just going to go run,” I said unsure what else to say. 

“Obviously,” she said. “I’m doing  ive...miles...not k, around the lake, you?” 

“F... ive,” I said, “on...I mean around the lake.” 

“Guess you’re going to get a good show then, loser,” Jessica said, shaking her head. 

“A good show?” 

“I doubt you’ll keep up, so you’ll be staring at my ass for awhile,” 

Jessica said, turned on her watch and took off. “Let’s go, dork,” she laughed, “get your peep show.” 

I took off, but like she predicted, didn’t catch her, didn’t even keep up. But she was right, for about two miles I did have a great view of her legs and ass. Like an amazing view. 

Jessica was sitting on the front step of the building when I got back, two water bottles next to her, one half full, one unopened. “Enjoy the show, dork?” she asked playfully, tossing me a water bottle which I fumbled, dropped, picked up. 

“Are...are you always so...so...direct?” I asked her, uncomfortable, intimidated. 

“Mean, dork, the word you’re looking for is mean. As in, am I always so mean? And yes, yes I am. Especially to shy little losers who spend all their time staring at me. I am that mean. But give it a rest, okay?”“I...I don’t spend…” 

“Stop,” she held up her hand. “You most certainly do, dork. I’m a hot girl, okay, I have a pretty good antenna for when I’m getting oogled

by a loser like you. Which, for you, is every fucking time you see me. So I’ll say this once and only once. I’m out of your league, dork,  way fucking out of your league. So just stop thinking about it, stop fantasizing about it, and just be that nice guy next door. Oh, and stick to girls you actually have a shot with.” 

My mouth was hanging open. Not  iguratively, literally. “J…jesus, Jessica,” I mumbled. 

“Remember, mean is the word you’re looking for, Taylor Swift, mean.” She stood up, started for the door. “Good run, by the way, 7:30

miles for you,” she said as she walked inside, “not bad, not bad at all.” 




**********

 

Well after that I did two things. I carefully avoided Jessica. And spent every waking moment thinking about her. Of course I told Morgan all about it and of course Morgan told me I was crazy for even talking to Jessica. “I told you, Taylor, and she was right, she’s way, way out of your league.” 

“But she...she’s…so” 

“Hot, I get it. And she gave you the time of day. But she’s  ire, Taylor, nice boys like you don’t play with  ire because they get burned. 

They get burned badly.” 

“But why,” I asked Morgan. 

“I’ve told you before, Taylor, girls like that…well…for crying out loud, this isn’t some big secret. There’s a sexual hierarchy, for girls it’s mostly looks, right? The hotter the girl the more guys she can attract so the easier it is to hold out for the best guy.” 

“And what’s that? I’m a nice guy, Morgan.” 

“You  are, Taylor, I’ll never disagree. But the problem is…the saying

‘nice guys  inish last’ isn’t something made up. Girls  always go for the top guy they can get.” 

“Which is…” 

“It isn’t ‘nice guys’ girls are after, it’s the alpha man. Taylor, come one, you see that again and again, don’t you? I know you had to see it in high school…the football players always got the hot girls. And in college, the frat boys always got the cute sorority girls, right?” 

“But why don’t girls like nice guys, Morgan, that’s what I don’t get.” 

“Biology,” she said, “there’s something deep inside us, I…hell, I don’t know. My point, Taylor, is that a girl like that  knows she can get just about any guy she wants, so a nice guy like you is…” 

“Hopeless?” 

“Taylor,” Morgan said, “you…you’ll  ind a nice girl someday, trust me. She won’t be hot like this Jessica, but she’ll be nice. And not being hot, she won’t get the alpha man, so she’ll latch onto a nice guy like you. 

Seriously, take this Jessica’s advice, she was doing both of you a favor.” 

“Both of us?” I asked. 

“Well, I imagine she doesn’t want to have fend off another guy who has no shot—I’m sure she gets that all the time. And she’s warning you she’s dangerous.” 

I looked up at Morgan, gave her that sad puppy look I had. 

“Morgan…” 

“Taylor, don’t,” she shook her head. “You’re my friend, you know that…don’t mess things up, okay.” 

“K,” I sighed. 




**********

 

I would have taken Morgan’s advice. I tried to take Morgan’s advice. It was damn good advice. So as much as I thought about Jessica, as much as I wanted to see her, stare at her, talk to her, I avoided her. If I saw her run, I ran later. If I saw her leaving for work, I waited. If I saw her in the parking lot, I stayed in my car. I did laundry when she wasn’t home. For two weeks I didn’t talk to her, didn’t see her, totally avoided her. I thought about her constantly, but I avoided her. 

Until a Saturday afternoon. 

I had laundry to do, waited until she was gone, saw her leave like she was leaving for the day. I started laundry, saw things in the drier, assumed one of my other neighbors was doing something, assumed it would be gone when my load in the wash was done. 

But forty- ive minutes later, when my things were done, the things were still in the drier. I was annoyed at the breach of apartment etiquette, waited ten minutes. Fifteen. I  inally opened the drier door, saw some basic cotton casual clothes—tee shirts, shorts, socks. I had no idea which of my neighbors so I couldn’t very well ask. Annoyed, peeved, I just pulled the things out of the drier and dumped them into

the laundry basked sitting there. On top sat a pair of pink nylon panties, so if nothing else, I knew they were a woman’s, though I didn’t know whose and sure didn’t want to ask. 

Looking around, now red in the face seeing a pair of panties, I thought it best to just  inish my laundry as quick as possible before anyone knew it was me that had removed the things. And I thought I’d gotten away with it once I had my laundry back in my room and, quite frankly, all but forgot it. 

Until a knock on my door at about six that evening. 

It actually wasn’t a knock, it was a pounding. Angry. Urgent. Mad. I jumped, froze. And then heard her yell. “Are you in there, you dork,” 

Jessica’s voice shot through my apartment. “It’s Saturday night, I doubt a loser like you is out on a date,” she yelled. “Besides I see a light on. 

Open the fuck up.” 

Worried the whole building would hear her, I quickly got up, opened the door. Jessica was standing there, a contrast I could hardly process. She was wearing a ‘going out’ dress, a romper style black knit dress with a halter cowl-neck that plunged enough to show the curve of her breasts. The hem was short, above mid thigh, and showed off her toned, hose covered legs legs made longer by silver strappy heels. 

“J…J…Jessica,” I mumbled, sure my eyes were bulging from their sockets. 

“You touched my stuff, you fucking dork,” she hissed at me, practically spitting mad. 

“I…your…your stuff? What do you mean?” What the hell was she talking about? 

“My laundry, loser. Fuck, I’m getting ready to go out, remember my laundry, and go  ind it all dumped in a basket, all wrinkled.” 

“I…no…I mean…” 

“No?” she said. “No? Then why is your sweatshirt in the drier? 

Don’t you fucking lie to me, Taylor Swift,” she hissed. “You touched my stuff.”“Can…can you…” I looked around the hall. “Just…just come in.” 

“Is that what this is?” she glared at me. “A way to get me into your apartment? I don’t fucking think so, loser. You think I was just born yesterday? Fuck, I don’t have time for this, I have a date,” she snapped. 

“J…Jessica…I…I needed the drier,” I said, “I didn’t mean…” 

“Super. And what of it?” she interrupted. “Next time at least have the common courtesy to fold whatever stuff was in the drier so it’s not all a wrinkled mess.” 

“But…” I looked down at the panties on top, blushed. 

“Jesus, you are such a fucking loser, aren’t you? I can’t believe I was nice to you. Tell me you’ve seen a woman’s panties before…no…I don’t want to hear it,” she said. “I’m sure they were you mom’s cause I know you’ve sure never seen a girl’s panties, have you? Unless you stole them.”“Why…why are you so mean?” 

“Because little dorks like you drive me crazy, that’s why. Fuck, I can’t just talk to a guy without getting hit on and oogled and eye fucked and fantasized about? And don’t you fucking lie and tell me you haven’t. 

Now this. Now I get my panties fondled. For fuck’s sake, you’re a fucking perv.”“I…I didn’t…” 

“Save it, Taylor,” she said, “I don’t have time for a stupid dork, right now, and I’m not letting you ruin my night.” She reached down, picked up the basket, threw my sweatshirt at me, and started for her door. I may have mumbled out loud seeing her bare back. “I meant it, Taylor Swift,” she called back to me, “next time don’t be a fucking loser and leave someone a wrinkled basked of clothes.” 




**********

 

Well if I didn’t want to avoid Jessica before, I certainly did now. All week I got up early to make sure I didn’t see her going to work, I ran in a different park, and I listened carefully before opening my door. And I did manage to avoid her for a week. All through Saturday. And this time, when doing laundry, I made sure she was gone and made sure the room was empty, washer and dryer, before doing mine. 

I complained about it to Morgan who took both our sides. “She’s right, you were kind of rude, Taylor,” she told me. 

“Yea, but I wasn’t mean,” I protested, “she was…well…mean…” 

“No, you’re never mean,” she smiled, making my stomach ache. “I warned you about girls like her, didn’t I? Best to avoid them.” 

And avoid I did. 

Carefully. Every day. 

In fact, that was kind of my motto at home now: Avoid Jessica. 

So I was surprised to see Jessica’s red basket in the laundry room late the next Saturday afternoon, and worse, to see things in the washer. 

I thought, at  irst, I’d just toss her things in the dryer, dry them, hope she’d be back by then. Or worse, have to fold them. 

But then I opened the washer lid and saw not the pile of clothes I expected, but instead several mesh bags. Lingerie bags. And my legs went weak. 

I wasn’t sure what to do…I wanted to wash my clothes, I actually needed to. I wanted to toss the bags into the basket, put my stuff in, and sneak away. But I knew if she came back, she’d see what I’d done and likely make such a fuss the whole building would hear. So that was out, too. So I reached in, thinking I’d just put them in the drier. There were four small bags, each holding a pretty bra, a larger bag that seemed to have matching panties, a couple of loose camisoles, and one  inal larger bag with that looked to hold a white nylon slip or two. 

Remembering my childhood, I knew delicate things couldn’t go in the dryer, picked up one bag, moved it until I saw a tag. “Hand wash preferred. Washer-Gentle Cycle. Drip Dry Only.” 

Super. Fucking super. 

I went back to my apartment, looked out the window, Jessica’s car was there, but I certainly didn’t want to bother her, didn’t want her fury directed at me. So I got several hangers, went back to the laundry room, swallowed. This was fucking crazy. I took the bags from the machine, unzipped them, began to pull Jessica’s bras and panties from the bags, matched them up. I couldn’t help but think of her breasts and other more intimate parts of her touching the bras and panties, couldn’t help the swelling in my pants. I hung each bra on a hanger, the matching panty too, the camisoles, the slips. 

Carefully. Reverently. Not sexually, but because she scared me. I felt like I was handling gunpowder. Or priestly garments. 

My hands were shaking as I touched each piece of lingerie. And while I wanted to hurry, I couldn’t help pausing as each item touched my  ingers, couldn’t help but feel the soft fabric through my  ingers, couldn’t help holding each up, imagining Jessica wearing it. 

I wasn’t sure what to do when I was done, stared at the red basket, the hangers of lingerie. I didn’t want to just leave them as I was afraid what she’d do or say, afraid of a scene. Afraid she’d yell at me. 

Afraid of her. 

That’s it, I realized, I knew was afraid of her no matter what I did. 

Finally I walked back to her apartment, hangers of lingerie in one hand, the empty basket in another. In front of her door, I paused, took a deep breath, knocked softly, very softly, hoping she wouldn’t hear. 

“Just a minute,” I heard Jessica’s call out, “let me put a robe on.” 

 A robe? Wasn’t she dressed?  I felt dizzy, almost slinked away until I heard heels walking across her wood  loor. Jessica opened the door and my jaw dropped. She was wearing a black satin robe over super sheer black hose and strappy black heels. Her hair was up, her makeup incredible, and she was obviously getting dressed to go out. 

“Well, well, Taylor Swift,” she shook her head. “I fucking should have known it was the building pervert. What do you have there?” she nodded towards the hangers. 

“You…you left your things in the wash, Jessica,” I said, moving them towards her. 

“You didn’t fucking put that stuff in the dryer, did you?” she demanded, voice cold. “Jesus, are you that much a loser?” 

“N…no,” I said, “they…they’re all hang dry,” I said, “I…I read the instructions, I mean…” 

“Duh,” she said. “I didn’t know what a dork like you knows about a woman’s intimate things; doubt you have much experience with them.” 

 Why did she have to be so cruel? “I…I…” 

“I…I…you what, you dork?” 

“N…nothing,” I said just wanting out of there as quickly as I could. 

“You…you said not to let things wrinkle, so…” I pushed the hangers towards her. 

She sighed, then gave me a smile that melted me. “My nails are still a touch wet, Taylor, you’re going to have to bring that stuff in and hang it up. Come on,” she sighed and stepped back into the apartment, motioned for me to follow her, which I did, only at the last second realizing we were walking towards the master bedroom. 

“J…Jessica,” I mumbled. 

“They go in the closet, dork,” she said with a chuckle, “that’s the only way back there. And don’t you fucking  dare tell anyone you were in my bedroom, cause that would be embarrassing as fuck.” 

“I…I wouldn’t,” I said. 

“You better not,” she said in a voice that was as much tease as admonition. “I have a reputation to protect.” 

“What…what’s that mean?” I asked foolishly. 

“That means I can’t have men knowing I let little dorks into my bedroom, duh,” she said. “Now come on, in here.” 

I walked into her bedroom, impeccably decorated in a way that was obviously feminine but not overtly so. There were subtle hints of masculinity here and there—a black iron bed frame, white linens—that blended with lilac accents and the lace of the duvet. 

“Stop staring,” she snorted, “that’s never happening.” 

“W…what?” 

“Those dirty thoughts you’re having, loser, just check those this second. Here, hang them there.” She took me through her bathroom into her walk-in closet. It was neat, organized, full of her feminine wardrobe. 

A dresser drawer was open, bras and panties neatly organized. 

“That stuff is wet?” 

“Y…yes.” 

She frowned. “Well I’d have you put it away if it was dry, but just hang it up then,” she pointed to an empty space on a hanging bar. “That all really should be hand washed, but I just didn’t have time. If I’d known I was going to get personal service, I should have asked you to wash them, too.” 

“W…wash them,” I swallowed. 

“Why not?” 

I thought of guys I knew, guys successful with women. I couldn’t picture a single one hand washing a woman’s lingerie. “M…men d…

don’t…” 

“Hand wash a woman’s lingerie? Duh,” she smiled. “Real men don’t But a cute little dork might, wouldn’t he? Not that I’d ever  let you touch my things more than I had to. Here, though, while you’re here, you might as well help me decide which dress to wear tonight.” 

I swallowed. “Where…where are you going?” 

“On a date, of course.” 

“You…you have a boyfriend?” I asked, stomach  lipping. I didn’t know why other than infatuation for her as I was never going to be anything to a woman like her. 

“Pete? He’s not quite boyfriend material. He’s more a guy I hook up with now and then when he gets good tickets to a play or the symphony.” She mentioned the play they were seeing, something that had some recent word of mouth. 

“I…I saw that,” I said, happy to  ind something in common with her besides my lust and running. 

“You did?” she asked, eyes  lashing something I’d never seen before, something akin to tenderness towards me. “And?” 

“I…I enjoyed it,” I said hesitating,  inding a sliver of con idence. 

“There was some good acting, the staging was well done, and some really interesting things to think about.” 

“Well Pete’s being such a  bore about it. He hates anything to do with the arts.” 

“Why…why’s he taking you, then?” I asked. 

“Because he’s a man, you dork. He assumes taking me to a play I want to see and buying me a nice dinner will get him laid tonight. Not that’s he’s wrong,” she grinned, “I mean…I don’t mind.” 

My eyes went wide; she was all but admitting she was going to fuck some guy tonight. “J…Jessica…you…you don’t mean…” 

“That I’ll fuck him?” she laughed. “Dork, he may not be the best company, one of the reasons he’s not my boyfriend, but he’s a  god in the bedroom, a god; it’s a fair trade. Come on, pick a dress for me. I’m going for sexy, by the way, I want him thinking about it all through the play, I like when he gets horny and has to wait.” 

 God, she was so direct, I couldn’t believe her. 

She motioned me towards her bedroom, had me sit on a chair in the corner, one without a view to the bathroom. “Stay there, dork, I don’t want you trying to catch a glimpse of me naked,” she said. 

“I…I wouldn’t…watch, I mean.” 

“Really?” she asked skeptically. “You don’t like girls? You surprise me.” “No,” I said, quickly realizing that wasn’t what I meant. “I mean, yes, of…of course I like girls.” 

“Confused,” she teased. “It’s okay, some boys are until they work up the nerve to admit it. I don’t mind, really.” 

“Admit what?” I asked confused. 

“Admit that they’re gay,” she said with a wicked smile, “that they like strong men, not pretty girls.” 

“Jessica, I’m not gay,” I said forcefully. 

“Whatever you say, Taylor, I’m just saying it’s okay if you are. I’d almost prefer it.” 

“I…I like girls,” I said weakly. 

“Too bad…if you were gay, I’d be able to change in front of you,” 

she teased, reaching for the belt of her robe. “I mean, I’m not letting a wimpy little dork see me naked, but a cute gay guy…no harm there.” She tugged at the belt ever so gently loosening the pressure across the robe causing it to slip ever so slightly from her breasts. “So…are you gay or not?" “Jessica, I…I like…,”  girls, I wanted to say, mesmerized at the thought of seeing more of her body. 

“You don’t have to tell me you suck cock or anything,” she grinned, 

“I mean, that’s kind of personal…just that you’re into guys…then who cares if you see my breasts.” 

“But…but I…” I stammered, not sure what to say. If I told her I liked guys, would she really let me see if breasts? I didn’t, but fuck, those breasts. Of course if I told her I liked guys I’d never have a chance with her (I realized I didn’t have a chance anyway, but why make it de inite…I could always have the illusion). 

 Be honest, you don’t have a chance with her anyways! “I…I like girls,” I blurted out. 

“Fine, don’t admit it,” she shook her head with a laugh, tightened the belt, “but so much for seeing my tits then, dork…cause trust me, that was your  only shot.” 

“J…Jessica,” I half groaned. 

“Stay there, dork” she glared and walked back to the closet, “I mean it.” 

I sat there, waited, pictured her removing the robe, dressing, wondering what she was going to show me. 

“First of two choices,” I heard her say as she walked back into the room. 

My eyes certainly went wide seeing her. She was wearing a black lirty, décolleté dress full of both matte and sparkling texture, designed to hug a woman’s body, highlight curves. The dress ended a mid-thigh and had cap sleeves and a v-cut neck. 

“Well?” she asked. “Remember, I’m going for sexy…I want his mind on the end of the evening the whole time. He’ll be bored at the play otherwise…” 

I swallowed. “I…I don’t know how he’d think about anything else.” 

She turned, gracefully crossed her ankles, put a hand on her hip. 

“Okay, let’s try the other one…” 

I didn’t know how another dress could be prettier, sexier, hotter than the  irst one she showed me, but somehow,  ive minutes later, I was staring at the sexiest woman I’d ever seen. 

The designer of the second dress seemed to adhere to the philosophy that more lace is always a good idea. The dress also ended at mid-thigh, but the neckline took  lirtatious to the next level as it plunged almost to her stomach and had insets of open stitching. And, I realized as she spun around and showed me the bare back, the dress was impossible to wear with a bra so I was given a show of the curve of her breasts from the front and the sides. 

“Well?” she asked again. 

“Oh, god,” I mumbled, literally drooling, literally feeling a beed of saliva on my face. 

She smiled at me. “Yea, that’s  exactly the reaction I’m going for, dork. I want his eyes crossed by the end of the night from looking at me.” She walked up to me, turned to the side, gave me a full view of her barely covered breasts. “Enticing, aren’t they?” 

“Bumrghh,” I mumbled. 

“So this is the one, huh?” 

“Ymmmgh,” I said, trying not to let drool fall from my mouth. 

“Wait, have you…have you been with a woman before?” she asked, eyes narrowing. 

“W…what?” I asked. 

“You heard me, dork, have you been with a woman before? Have you touched a woman’s breasts before? Are you…god… are you a virgin?” 

“What?” I blushed. 

“You’re a virgin…jesus, what are you thinking, Jess, of course he’s a fucking virgin.” 

“I…I’m not…” 

“You fucked a girl?” she asked, a surprised look on her face. 

“Seriously? You had your cherry popped?” 

“Y…yes,” I said, “I…mean…mostly…” 

“Mostly?” she looked at me strangely. “What the hell does that mean, mostly? You either fucked a girl or you didn’t.” 

“I…it means...” 

“Fuck,” she turned away from me, “I don’t have time to talk about this…come on, dork, out you go, I barely have enough time to get ready.” 

“But…but…” 

“Out with you, dork, come on, out!” She pulled me up by the hand and all but shoved me towards the door, out of her bedroom, out of her apartment. 

“Thanks for the help picking out my dress,” she said, blew me a kiss as I stood in the hallway staring at her, eyes starting at her breasts, working down her stomach, her nylon covered legs, her heels. 

“A…any time,” I mumbled. 

“Well, depending on how Pete reacts, I might take you up on that again,” she smiled as she turned towards her apartment. “Oh,” she looked back, “and thanks for taking care of my laundry…like I said, I should have hand washed them, but just didn’t get to it.” 

“I…I didn’t mind,” I said. 

“No, I suppose you didn’t,” she said. “In fact, I doubt you’d have minded hand washing them, either.” 

I looked down, face red, said nothing. 

“You wouldn’t would you? Mind hand washing my things.” 

“J…Jessica…”  Damn her! 

“I’ll think about it,” she said. 

“Think about it?” What did she mean by that? 

“Letting you hand wash my lingerie…you’d have to promise not to do anything improper with them, though. I can only imagine what a cute little dork would do left alone with a woman’s soiled things.” 

“I…I wouldn’t do anything,” I said forcefully, not sure how she’d maneuvered me to implicitly not only agree to hand wash her lingerie but also to even admit I had bad thoughts about it. 

“I don’t know, dork, you’d have to promise.” 

“I…I would,” I said, mind reeling, trying to  igure out if this was real or whether I was dreaming, “I mean, I…I promise.” 

“Well, we’ll talk about it later, Taylor Swift…I do have a man waiting for me.” 

“Have…have fun,” I said looking down, embarrassed at what I was thinking. 

“Oh I will, I certainly will. And so will he.” 




**********

 

I spent hours thinking about her, picturing her long, hose covered legs, her feet in heels, her curves, her breasts. I spent hours jealous of Pete, not just that he got to see a play with a beautiful woman, but that he got to do more with her, pretty much whatever he wanted. 

Part of me, in fact a signi icant part of me, wanted to fantasize about Jessica, masturbate, and fucking explode everywhere. But every time I thought of Jessica, every time I imagined her in that revealing dress, every time I pictured her body, I thought of her date, Pete. I pictured him staring at her, biding his time, waiting, knowing he was going to fuck her. I pictured him looking at her legs. Pictured him looking at her breasts. 

And I thought of the difference between us—I dreamed of touching Jessica, he knew he was going to. And every time I touched myself, every time my hand touched my erection, I’d picture some unknown, unseen guy touching her, fucking her, and I would  ind myself disgusted. Why couldn’t I get a girl like her? Why? 

 Because you’re not like him, I heard Megan say. 

 Because you’re a loser, I head every frat guy in college say. 

 Because you’re a dork, I heard Jessica say. 

 Because you’re not a real man, I heard a hundred women I’d known in my life say. 

And I fell asleep on the couch with those voices running through my head, voices demeaning me, reminding me I’d never have a girl like Jessica. 

Chapter 2 – Couch Crasher

I was dreaming of a pounding, a distant thumping, woke up dazed, confused, still on the couch, the clock read 3:00. But the quiet thumping continued. 

“Taylor,” I heard her voice. “Please, tell me you’re awake. Taylor…

Taylor…” 

Jessica? I stood, wobbly. 

“Taylor,” I heard her, a thump again. Knocking. She was knocking on my door. “Taylor, please.” There was concern in her voice, like she needed help. 

I walked to the door, still confused, opened it, saw her standing there, smiling. “Jessica?” 

“I locked myself out,” she giggled. “God, can you believe it, I fucking locked myself out. I’m such a moron.” 

I looked at her—she was dressed just like when she left hours earlier, though her makeup was no longer perfect and her hair was messed up. “How…how’d you get home?” 

“Uber,” she said, holding up her phone. “I’ll get my car later. I’m a bit tipsy.” 

“He couldn’t bring you home?” I asked feeling defensive. What kind of man treated a woman like that? 

“You’re so sweet, Taylor Swift,” she said. “He’s a bit tipsy, too. 

Besides, good luck waking a man up after he’s gotten what he wanted. 

Several times.” 

“What he want…” I started to ask, stopped myself, realizing what she meant. “He…he wouldn’t let you stay?”  How the fuck did he kick a woman like this out? 

“Let me? You sweet boy,” she chuckled, “I stay where I want to stay.” “You didn’t want to? To stay?” 

“Pete’s a good date. And a good fuck. Not much a morning conversationalist, though. I’d rather come home.” She stumbled forward a step, not a drunk step, but something close to it, and I caught her, felt my hands burning where they touched her arms. 

“You…you okay?” I asked. 

“Sorry, thanks,” she straightened out, stood. “Between the wine and Peter’s…well…efforts…I think I’m a little lightheaded. That man knows how to…well…he knows how.” 

“You…you should lie down,” I said looking at her door. 

“Dork…no keys…that’s why I knocked. I can’t get in till management gets here in the morning.” 

“You…you want to sit?” I looked back to my apartment. 

“God, I can’t decide if you’re sweet or a giant dork or both. Of course I want to sit, Taylor Swift, that’s why I fucking knocked. Now are you letting me in or do I have to spend the night in the hall?” 

“No, no, of course, come…come in,” I stood back, watched her waltz by me and plop down on my living room sectional. She had her knees together, but the hem of her dress had ridden up her legs and the way she was cockeyed, one of her breasts was about to spill from her dress.“You’re eye fucking me again, dork,” she laughed. 

“I…I’m sorry,” I lowered my eyes. 

“Into leftovers?” 

“Leftovers? You…there’s no…” 

“Not food, dork, leftovers…you know…sloppy seconds…” 

“Jessica!” 

“Not that I’m not offering, dork,” she said, “but judging from the look in your eyes, I don’t think you’d say no to being second, would you?”“Why…why are you so mean?” I asked, afraid to admit how right she was. 

“Don’t be such a prude, dork,” she smiled at me, “you’re not getting sloppy seconds or clean  irsts for that matter…yuck. Just…just sit down and ask me about the play; I’m dying to talk to someone about it.” 

“He didn’t like it?” 

“I told you that wasn’t his thing, Taylor…after dinner…that’s his thing, that’s what he wanted…the before? Not so much.” 

“How was it?” 

“Fucking great,” she said in her tipsy voice, making me sit next to her and listen all about it. 



**********



At some point I fell back asleep on the sectional, forgetting Jessica was there, thinking it was all a dream. I woke up with the feeling of something on my face, a strange scent in my nose, something sweet and perfumed and a bit musky, too. Perfume and sweat, not exercise sweat, just different than perfume. 

I thought I was dreaming, was confused, for a moment couldn’t remember where I was,  inally realized I was on my sectional, not in my bed, opened my eyes, was instantly shocked. 

The pressure wasn’t a pillow or blanket, it was Jessica’s nylon covered foot resting on my chest, inches from my nose! And worse (or better), my hand was resting on her ankle. 

We’d fallen asleep crossways—I was on one part of the sectional, she on the other, my head in the corner, she the other way with her head at one end, her feet by me. She was still asleep, half turned, and as my eyes traveled up her black nylon covered leg, I realized the way she was angled, her top breast was all but falling from her dress, practically out, if not completely, and in my line of sight. 

 Oh god, oh my fucking god! 

I didn’t know what to do, was afraid to move, afraid to startle her, afraid she’d accuse me of doing something, of taking advantage of her. 

 Oh god, her fucking foot was so fucking close to my face. Close enough I could smell her, close enough that if I moved my head even an inch my mouth would touch her. I glanced at her breast again, back to her foot, tried not to move my  ingers; involuntarily I opened my mouth, wet my lips. 

 Stop, you fool, what the fuck are you doing? Do you think you’re actually going to kiss her foot? She’ll wake up and scream, she’ll wake up and say you sexually assaulted her. She’ll wake up, wise up, and you’ll never see her again. 

And then she moved slightly in her sleep, turned ever so slightly, enough that her foot touched my lips, rested against them without me moving, like I was kissing toes. Like I was doing it on purpose, kissing her nylon covered foot. 

 Fuck, fuck, fuck.  And then to make matters worse, so much worse, I felt my penis grow, felt it reach full erection almost instantly, tenting

my pants so that if she did wake up, she’d  ind her foot pressed against my lips and me, obviously sexually excited. 

 What the hell was I supposed to do? 

I stared at her beautiful foot, I tried to move, tried to turn so my midsection was hidden. Tried to move my head so her foot dropped away. But I couldn’t, not without waking her. And even my slight turn made it so her foot didn’t pull away, but instead pressed harder against my lips and nose so I got a nose full of her with every breath and was all but kissing her foot. 

I closed my eyes, inhaled deeply, felt guilty about it, pretended I was kissing her toes, licking her feet, sucking, worshipping, every dirty fantasy I’d had about her. I imagined myself the man she’d spent the evening with, wondered what he’d done to her, imagined myself doing the same, but that thought—fucking her—wouldn’t take—the reality of her foot pressed against me overrode the fantasy of anything else. Any my fear, the very real fear of her waking up, was overwhelmed by smelling her, feeling her leg even the slightest bit. 

And so minute after minute, I just lay there smelling her foot, I just lay there, eyes closed, wishing I could move my hand on her leg, stroke it, wishing I actually kiss her foot, her leg, any part of her. 

“Is it the nylons?” I heard her voice ask. 

“Jessica!” I said, eyes open, horri ied; she was awake! 

“I’ve been laying here trying to  igure out if you like feet, nylons, me, or all of them.” 

I tried to sit up, but she put the slightest bit of pressure on her leg, enough with the angle, that it held me down. I glanced over, she’d pushed her head up on one elbow, her breast was now literally hanging from her dress, bare, enticing. “Jessica, I…I didn’t mean…you…I woke up and you…your foot…” God, I was staring at her breast snif ing her foot, staring at the most beautiful breast I’d ever seen, picture or real. 

“So that’s just morning wood?” she chuckled eyes on my crotch. 

“Nothing to do with all of this?” She motioned to her body with her other arm. 

“No…I mean…” I said, eyes on her breast. 

“You don’t  ind me attractive, Taylor?” she asked, a confused look on her face. “I still wonder if maybe you’re just not into girls…it’s okay, really.” 

“I…I am,” I insisted. 

“So that’s all about me, then?” she asked looking at the tent in my pants again. “You’re not dreaming about some hot guy, are you?” 

“Jessica!” 

“Well…” 

“I didn’t mean to,” I defended myself. “I just…” 

“You didn’t mean to dream about a hot guy?” 

“No…Jessica…I…I didn’t mean to…to stare.” 

“So you just woke up with a beautiful woman’s foot in your face…I know, dork, I’ve been awake for half an hour.” 

“But…but why…” 

“Curious what the dog would do when it caught the car,” she smiled. “Looks like it wants to just lick it but is afraid to, not that I’m surprised, a loser like you might fantasize about having it but never actually think he’ll get it. Cause you won’t, of course.” 

“Jessica,” I mumbled, face red, trying to will my erection away. 

“You…you’re so mean.” 

“And you’re such a fucking dork, Taylor Swift. And you didn’t answer my question. You sure you’re not gay?” she asked. 

“No,” I insisted. 

“You’re not sure?” she laughed. 

“No, I…I like girls, I told you.” 

“Then answer my question, dork,” she said. 

“Your…your question?” 

“Is it my foot, you perv, my nylons…or me?” 

“I…I don’t know…

“Answer, dork,” she narrowed her eyes. “I don’t have to scream, do I?” 

“Scream?” 

“Help,” she faked a scream, “help, the dork is touching me.” 

“Jessica, stop,” I said, “I…all…all of them, I guess,” I swallowed. 

“Do you mean that or are you just being agreeable?” 

“I…I mean it,” I said. 

“Pete’s not really a foot man,” she yawned, “if anything that man has a one track mind and thinks only about getting his cock inside me as soon as he can. Not that I complain, it’s a hell of a cock and god if he doesn’t know how to use it.” 

My mouth was open, enough that if my tongue actually hung out it would be planted on her foot which she was keeping pressed against me. “Jesus!” She was so fucking direct, so…so strange, I’d never met anyone like her. 

“He’s got this thing he does sometimes,” she said, eyes unfocused, moving her foot against me, “the way he just grabs me, throws me down, and well…wow…just takes me without a word.” 

“Jessica, that…that’s assault,” I said without thinking, “sexual assault.” 

Jessica grinned. “Someone paid attention in their college orientation lecture, didn’t they. It’s not, though, trust me. Well, it would be if someone like you tried it.” 

“Like…like me?” 

“A loser, you dork. Anyway, Pete’s got a talent for amazing sex…for throw a girl down and fuck her sex. But he’s not about any tenderness…

ten seconds of me doing this to him and I’d  ind myself on my hands and knees, his cock balls deep inside me…nothing wrong with that, but sometimes a woman wants a little tenderness and devotion. It’s pretty, isn’t it?” 

“W…what’s pretty?” 

“My foot, you loser,” she gave me a wicked smile, looking at it; I did too. “Jesus, you’re incorrigible. I thought you weren’t a virgin, you’re certainly shy like one.” 

“I…I’m not,” I said. 

“Mostly,” she smiled, sitting up, adjusting herself. “Enough of a free show, loser, I need to pee,” she said after she tucked her breast away. “And  ix yourself,” she motioned to my pants, “that’s disgusting. 

And make us some coffee. I want coffee before we run.” 

“You…you want to run with me?” I asked, shocked. 

“I’d rather run with someone. And we can talk  about the play sober and awake. Pete sure didn’t want to. Figure the of ice is open in an hour or so, should be able to get in my apartment by then.” 

We sat in the living room drinking coffee. Her dress made it almost impossible for her to sit without revealing more than half her body—legs, breasts, something. And she didn’t seem to care if I stared; if anything, she moved and sat so I’d have no choice but to stare at her, as if she was purposefully teasing me, taunting me. 

“You have a one track mind, loser,” she shook her head. 

“I…I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Just don’t think you’re ever getting this,” she tilted her head in a smile. “You said mostly before,” she said taking a sip of coffee. 

“Mostly what?” I asked. 

“That you ‘mostly’ weren’t a virgin. I couldn’t stop thinking about that, Taylor, just what the hell does that mean? Isn’t that like being a

‘mostly’ pregnant? I thought you were or you weren’t?” 

“I…it…” 

“Don’t tell me it’s complicated,” she laughed. “Hell, dork, either your penis was inside a woman or it wasn’t.” 

“It…it was, I swear,” I insisted, but looked down, “I mean…” 

“So what’s with the ‘mostly’ then? You were inside a girl, fucked her, squirted. I think that’s losing your virginity under any de inition.” 

I swallowed. “I suppose,” I said trying to think of something besides that ill fated night. 

Jessica scooted closer to me, touched my leg with something that appeared to be actual tenderness, actually was. “There’s more, isn’t there?” 

“I…I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, meaning it. 

“Taylor,” she said, gently. 

“You’re mean, Jessica,” I looked up biting my lip. “I mean it, I don’t know why you are, but you are. You told me yourself. You think I’m telling you about the worst night of my life just so you can have something else to be mean about?” 

She made a duck face, crinkled her nose. “Yea, I’m mean, you don’t think I know that? I get eye fucked every day by dorks like you, of course I’m mean. What do you expect? It’s a defense mechanism—how the fuck else am I supposed to fend them off. Did you ever think maybe I’m just mean because I get tired of losers—you think one of them ever even tries to talk to me? To see if I’m actually like a real person instead of the hot chick they all jerk off to? Don’t you think meanness might be a natural defense mechanism to stupid little dorks too fucking afraid of an actual woman to act normal? I don’t expect you all to be a big, bad alpha man, but fuck, you dorks could all act like you had some nerve and just talk to a girl once in awhile.” Her face was stone, irritated. 

I said nothing for a minute, waited for her anger to pass. “I…I talk to you,” I said softly. 

She thought for a moment. “You do, dork, and for that you’ve got me sitting in your apartment dressed like this, don’t you?. You think I’d sit here with just any loser?” 

“N…no,” I said. 

“Hell, technically, I slept with you…in a way. That’s way more than any other dork ever gets. And running with you. And sharing coffee with you. And talking about the theater. And letting you touch my things and pick out its and even handle my intimates. Not so hard is it? To try to be normal. Of course you can’t work up the nerve to do what you really want and ask me out, but then again none of you dorks ever do. 

You just stare at pretty girls and imagine yourselves men while the real men like Peter actually take what they want and get life’s spoils.” 

I stared at the  loor knowing most of what she said was true. 

“But…but you’re still mean to me.” 

“I am,” she smiled, her eyes twinkling. “And you’re still a little dork. I am what I am, Taylor, so are you apparently. But there is something about you, I’ll admit that.” 

“What’s that mean?” 

“Nothing, dork,” she said shaking her head, changing from tender to herself in a  lash. “Thursday, by the way.” 

“Thursday?” What the fuck was she talking about. 

“Thursday evening, loser, fuck, do I need to spell everything out for you?” 

“What about it?” I asked, “I…I don’t know what…what you mean.” 

“Fuck, I shouldn’t have said anything…this is what I get for trying to be nice to a stupid little pervert. God. Thursday, dork, you may have dinner with me on Thursday evening.” 

“I don’t…I don’t understand,” I said.  What the fuck was she talking about? “Ugh,” she shook her head. “I’m such an idiot. Thursday fucking evening, you fucking dork. Since you’re too scared to ever  actually ask me out yourself, you don’t get a Saturday night—that’s date night, you know, when  real men take women out on  real dates. But you’re sweet enough to at least sit here and take me and my meanness—and I like talking to you—so you may take me to dinner on Thursday.” 

“D…dinner. I can take you to dinner. Like…like a date?” 

“Date? Whoa there, dork, don’t get ahead of yourself. What the hell did I just tell you?  Saturday is date night, this is just dinner on a Thursday evening with a friend. Albeit with a beautiful woman at a restaurant, which better be nice, by the way. But it is most assuredly NOT a date!” 

“You’re serious?” 

“Jesus, you fucking dork,” she shook her head, “yes I’m serious. 

Just remember Thursday’s aren’t date night. It’s just dinner. Now come on, I’m going to go see if the manager is in and can let me in so we can run, so eat something and get dressed, I’ll be back in a few.” 




**********

 

I ate some toast with peanut butter, put on running clothes, tied my shoes, and waited. I heard her come back, get into her apartment, and  ifteen minutes later there was a knock at my door. I jumped up, opened it, she’d changed into running clothes—shorts and a sports bra

—but was holding her red laundry basket. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“My intimates,” she said like I was a moron. “You asked if I’d let you hand wash them.” 

I did nothing of the sort! She asked  me if I’d mind hand washing them; I never said I would. “I…but…I didn’t…I can’t…I mean…” 

“Well not now, silly, later today’s  ine.” 

I looked closely at the basket, saw several more pairs of bra and panty sets, other things, and on top, a pair of black pantyhose and a pair of black panties, I assumed the things she’d just changed out of. “But I…” “There’s a bottle of lingerie detergent in here, just read the directions on the bottle and the labels.” 

“But…” 

“I really appreciate it, Taylor,” she said handing the basket to me. 

“I always hated hand washing things, it takes a couple of hours a week between the washing, hanging, folding and all that. You’re the best, you know,” she smiled. That smile. So rare from her that when I got one I melted, desperate to  ind a way to get another. “I suppose it’s easiest to hang things here and bring them back whey they’re dry, probably

overnight. You don’t mind having some of my pretty things here, do you?”“N…no,” I mumbled, suddenly dizzy. 

“Take extra time on these two,” she nodded to the top of the basket, “especially the panties…I should have soaked them as soon as I got home.” 

“What…what’s wrong with them?” I asked foolishly. I suppose if I actually had more experience with women I would have known and either kept my mouth shut or refused to take them entirely. 

She gave me a wicked smile this time. “Things leak from a woman, silly,” she said, “after…you know…sex,” she lowered her voice. “And it’s all dried on now, that naughty mixture of man and woman. It will come out if you scrub them carefully.” 

It suddenly dawned on me what she was talking about and my face went ten shades of red as I realized what was on her panties. “J…

Jessica!” 

“Come on, put that down, let’s get going.” 




**********

 

I could barely talk the  irst two miles of our run, not from physical exhaustion, we were running at a comfortable pace, but at the embarrassment of what was sitting in my apartment. Jessica’s intimate things, her lingerie, and speci ically the panties she’d worn on her date the night before with their toxic brew. 

Jessica wasn’t helpful, either, chatting away as we ran about the most random of things like we were simply two friends out for a run. 

Which, in a way, we were. 

So at  irst, just idle talk, then some innocent talk about her date, hinting at things, never coming out and being speci ic. I suspect if anyone heard her talking without seeing us, they’d thing it was two women out on a run! 

We did six miles, worked up a good sweat, and she was obviously ready to part ways when we got back. “Between a late night and a long run, I think I need a shower, a snack, and a nap,” she told me. 

“Same,” I said disappointed that it sounded like I wasn’t going to see her anymore that day. 

“Taylor,” she said at her door. 

“Yes?” I turned. 

“Careful with my things, okay? They’re called delicates for a reason. Don’t fuck them up or I won’t let you wash my intimates things again.”“I…I’ll be careful,” I looked down, ashamed again, like I wanted to do this. 

“I mean it Taylor,” she said crossing her arms. 

“I…I understand,” I said, looking down. 

“If things are stained, and my things from last night probably are, try gentle scrubbing longer, not harder scrubbing,” she motioned with her hand, rubbing her thumb over two  ingers, “like this, okay?” 

“O…okay,” I said, trying to forget what I was supposed to scrub, trying not to think what was going to be between my  ingers. 

“I assume you don’t have much experience with a woman’s panties?” 

“Not…not much,” I said looking up and down the hall, mentally begging her to keep her voice down. 

“They’ll all be a little crusty from normal discharge,” she said, “the ones from last night quite a bit more, of course, but just keep rubbing…

any spot, fabric on fabric or between your  ingers…it will come out, trust me.” 

“Okay, J…Jessica…” 

“You’re such a doll, Taylor Swift,” she gave me that smile again, touched my arm, then turned and opened her door, and walked in.” 




**********

 

I was shaking after she left, stunned. I stared at the basked of laundry for half an hour, erect the entire time. How could I not be looking at a pile of a woman’s lingerie, her soiled lingerie, especially a woman I lusted for. I  inally touched it, brie ly, to get out the bottle of detergent to read the instructions. 

That done, I sighed, knew I had to start my task. I dumped the basket upside down, letting the last thing I wanted to deal with end up on the bottom of the pile, and separated everything else into sets matching each bra with its panty and a pile of hose. I  illed the sink with water, added the appropriate amount of detergent, and picked up the irst bra and panty set to my left—a pink underwire bra and panty set

made of delicate stretch lace. I put the bra right into the sink to soak, and hands shaking, picked up the panties. 

 These were panties she’d worn, panties that touched her skin, her ass. And her pussy. 

 Panties that were dirty, soiled.  I opened them, looked at the crotch, saw a small white spot. 

“Normal discharge, ” she’d said, meaning normal vaginal discharge. 

Meaning the spot was caused by her, by leakage from her vagina. 

I didn’t mean to do it, I swore to myself later, it just happened without any forethought, but my hands moved on their own and instead of pushing the panties into the sink to soak and wash, I moved them up to my face, pressed them against my nose, and inhaled deeply, inhaled the scent. 

 Oh, god, oh my fucking god.  I didn’t know it then, didn’t understand it, but in that moment somehow bound myself to her, just that simple act, that inhaling of her scent, smelling the musk, the perfume, the essence of her, her womanhood. It was the sweetest thing I’d ever smelled. I didn’t mean to do the other thing either, but with her panties pressed against my face with one hand, I reached for my erection with the other, touched it, breathed, touched. 

I did it slowly and carefully with each garment before I washed it, panties to my nose, bra cups to face, crotch of hose, too. I Inhaled deeply, touched myself, inhaled again. Until the last pair, until I saw the signi icantly larger stain, the larger crust, until I thought what made that mess so different. 

Not thinking, I started to do it again, started to lift the panties to my face. But I stopped, horri ied at myself.  That wasn’t just Jessica, that was a man, this man Peter, the man she fucked. 

Hurriedly, disgusted with my behavior, I washed the panties, scrubbed them hard, scrubbed the crusty mess from the crotch, from my  ingers, from my mind. 

Or so I thought, because the panties were neither out of sight nor out of mind. Just the opposite, they were hanging in the bathroom, so every time I went in there I saw them, thought about them, thought about everything, the ‘normal discharge’ and the spectacular mess. 

Every time I saw them, I had to resist the urges I had to touch them again, to bring each pair to my face. 

And I did. All day. I managed to do it all day. But not all night. 

Not when I was in bed, rock hard, imagining Jessica’s body. Not when I reached down and touched myself. Not when I pictured her in her dress, pictured a man taking her. Not when I imagined her on her hands and knees, tossed there, taken from behind, fucked, fast and hard. No, at that point, my sex drive had a mind of its own, reason forgotten, nothing but primal need. And so I found myself with a pair of Jessica’s panties in my hand, not  the pair, another pair, and even clean her scent was faintly on them. At  irst I sniffed them, but then I lowered them, wrapped them around myself, stroked, exploded, and fell asleep like that. 

I panicked when I woke at four a.m., cold panties still wrapped around my now  laccid penis, stuck to it. I hurriedly got up and washed the panties again, scrubbed harder than the other pairs, hung it to dry, and went back to bed ashamed at myself. 




**********

 

I slept through my alarm, woke to a knocking, scrambled out of bed. “Taylor,” I heard Jessica’s voice, “Taylor, you awake? I need my things.” I threw on a shirt and boxers, started for the door. “Taylor, I need my things,” I heard her call again, “you know, the things you washed, my…” 

I opened the door before she could  inish, before she could yell intimates  or  lingerie or  bras and  panties for everyone who might be awake to hear. “Jesus, Jessica, everyone’s going to hear you,” I said, reaching out without thinking and pulling her into my foyer. Only then, when my hand was on her satin covered arm, did I realize she was wearing a cream kimono with dramatic wide sleeves, a short hemline, oyster lace, tied at her waist, loose enough her breasts were barely covered. 

“What’s the matter,” she smiled, “don’t want everyone to know you hand wash my lingerie?” 

“No, not exactly,” I said, still half asleep, suddenly realizing I was half naked myself, suddenly afraid what might ‘pop up’ between my

legs, forgetting I was spent and not likely to be able to grow until much later in the day if at all. 

“Well you don’t have to then. If it’s embarrassing.” she folded her arms. “Here I thought I was giving you an honor,” she glared. “I thought a dork like you would be thrilled to get to wash my intimates things.” 

“No, I…please…I am, I want to,” I said, “I…I just…I just don’t want everyone to know, that’s all. I mean…it’s kind of…I don’t know…

embarrassing.” 

“Of course it’s embarrassing, you dork,” she smiled, “that’s the point. Hand washing lingerie for a woman you’re  sleeping with would be emasculating enough, doing it the way you are, well…don’t think I don’t get it and appreciate it. Serving me like that. But I get it’s not something you want known.” 

I didn’t know if she was giving me a compliment or making fun of me. Perhaps both, as she tended to do. “I…I’ll get your things,” I said. 

“Any trouble?” she asked. 

“N…no,” I said softly. 

“Even with the messy ones from the other night with Peter?” 

“They…they eventually came clean,” I mumbled looking down before turning for the bathroom. 

I folded everything, put it in the basket. The pair from last night was damp and for a second I considered leaving it, but was afraid she’d notice, accuse me of stealing them, so I put them to one side, under a bra. She went through everything, though, inspected each pair with me watching. When she got to that pair, she felt they were damp. “This pair isn’t dry,” she said. 

“It…it fell off the hanger,” I lied, “landed in a ball. I…I’m sorry.” 

“Be careful with my things, Taylor Swift,” she said, “I’d hate to take them away.” 

“I…I will,” I said, “I promise.” 

“I’m working late the next couple of days, so no running,” she said, 

“might not touch base till Thursday. Pick me up at 7 and remember, a nice restaurant.” 

“I…I found something nice,” I said. 

“Assumed you would, just con irming,” Jessica said, turning for the door. 

“Till then, loser,” she smiled as she left my apartment. 

Chapter 3 – Not a Date



I dressed carefully for my ‘not a date’ dinner with Jessica. I wore a charcoal suit, fashionably slim cut, with a lilac spread collar shirt. At exactly seven, I knocked on Jessica’s door, a small daisy bouquet of lowers in my hand. I heard Jessica’s heels on the  loor, held my breath as the door opened, hoped she’d look as hot as she did the night I watched her dress for a date. 

Strangely, she both disappointed and surpassed my expectations. 

Disappointed, because while she looked pretty, amazingly pretty, as pretty as any woman I’d ever laid eyes on, she wasn’t hot, wasn’t sexy, not like she dressed for Pete. But then, for Pete she was sexy, she wanted one thing on his mind, the after date. She wanted to show sex, her body, eroticism, tease, anticipation. She wanted him hot, she wanted him to want her, bad. I got none of those things. Quite the opposite. 

My expectations were surpassed, though, because she was by far the prettiest woman I’d ever known and I was taking her to dinner. She dressed that way, pretty, but prim, feminine, but demure, subtle, even chaste. In fact, it was as if she was sending me the very  opposite of the message she sent Pete, that I clearly  wasn’t supposed to think of after dinner at all—the message was the same message women always gave me— don’t even think of sex, loser. Don’t. Think. Of. It. The message was I’m a pretty woman, I’m showing you I’m a pretty woman, but I’m not for you.  Jessica was wearing a fairytale, tulle layered midi skirt that was both voluminous and delicate with a high-rise elastic waistband into which she had tucked a white long sleeved blouse. She also wore pink pumps, nude hose, and carried a light blue sweater. Again, she was beautiful, but the message she sent to me was as clear are the message she sent to him. Sexy for him, chaste for me. 

“You…you look…wow,” I  inally mumbled. 

“Of course I look wow, Taylor,” she said, “duh. And you look nice.” 

She smiled at me. “I like the suit and shirt, kind of metro, soft, cute. It its you well.” 

“Cute?” I suppose I’d hoped for handsome. 

“Cute’s good, Taylor Swift,” she said, “soft even, safe. A white knight. Perfect for escorting a woman on a Thursday night friend

dinner.” 

I’d heard those phrases before, been put in that box before. I believe the term was ‘friend zoned’ meaning I was safe, asexual, not a threat. And it was true. 

“We…we should go,” I said, “reservations.” 

Dinner was actually relaxing in a way, in many ways. As with talking to Jessica before, we had many interests in common, many things to talk about, artistically, Things I had to admit many guys wouldn’t be interested in, but things she was, things that made her laugh, open up, and for dinner, not be quite so mean to me. I got the irony, of course, that the way to spend time with Jessica was to be as asexual as a guy could be, for anytime I tried to steer the conversation in any way towards something a man would talk about, she redirected us to something more typically feminine. 

The spell, if there was one, lasted for me until we got home and were in the apartment hallway standing in front of her door. I knew guys tried to kiss girls goodnight after a date, but I was conscious she’d made it clear this wasn’t a date. I knew guys tried to invite themselves in, to continue, to press for sex, but I also knew she’d made it more than clear  that was never happening. 

So I did neither, took a step back even, which made her laugh, made ‘mean’ Jessica come out. “Afraid to go for a kiss, dork?” she asked. 

“Not that I’m surprised, I assumed as much.” 

“I…you…you said you didn’t want that,” I blushed. 

“You assumed fucking right,” she said,  lashing that evil smile. 

“Men kiss women goodnight after a date, which this is certainly not.” 

“J…Jessica,” I pouted. 

“I just wondered if you’d try,” she said, “if you had the balls to make the effort, to lean in. A man would, even if a girl had said no. A man would try, at least, go in see what happened.” 

“I…I’d want to,” I defended myself. 

“Of course you want to, Taylor,” she tilted her head, “just as I knew you’d be too much of a dork to try.” 

“I…I should,” I started to say, started to turn towards my apartment, suddenly feeling the whole thing was ruined, suddenly realizing I’d never be able to even try to do anything with her. 

“Come one in,” she turned to her door, “I made dessert.” 

“Come…come in? To…to your apartment?” The shock was obvious in my voice. The sudden surprise and anticipation, too. I knew I was too eager, knew she heard the hope in my voice. 

She waived her hand. “Whoa there, loser, just to make it clear, inviting you in for dessert does  not mean in  any fucking way  mean I’m inviting you in for anything but actual dessert.” 

“I…” 

“Like, i.e., I’m  not inviting you in for sex, for a petting session, not even a kiss. It’s dessert, real dessert. Not dessert as code for fucking.” 

“Jessica,” I blushed, “I…I didn’t say that…” 

“Like you were thinking it, loser, fuck, I shouldn’t even bother with you.” “I…I’d like dessert,” I said, “really.” 

So she let me in and actually served dessert. Real dessert (a wonderful small cake dribbled with chocolate sauce and glasses of port). And for another half hour, I was relaxed with her again. When we inished, she asked me to clean up while she freshened up, that we could have one more glass of port. 

“F…freshen up?” I asked, eyes wide. 

She shook her head. “Ugh,” she shook her head, “I swear, what’s the matter with you, you just don’t stop, do you? Freshen up is  not code for put on sexy lingerie and seduce you, loser. What did I tell you? Like, yuck, we are so  not having sex, trust me. Freshen up like use the restroom…I’m a lady, I don’t need to be graphic.” 

“Oh,” I looked down, the guilt on my face, “I…I thought…” 

“What you thought is obvious, loser. Can you try not to ruin a nice dinner by getting your hopes up for something out of your league, okay?”“I’m sorry,” I apologized, “you…you’re right, I…I just…” 

“Aren’t used to dinner with a pretty woman? I get that, Taylor Swift, now come on,” she started for the door, “clean up while I freshen up, and we’ll have a few more minutes to talk, okay? Seriously, don’t ruin this, I enjoyed tonight.” 

“O…okay,” I said, reaching for a plate. 

“Wait,” she practically yelled, stopping, “you’ll get chocolate on your clothes—don’t you dare—here…” She detoured to a cabinet, reached in, pulled something out. “Here, wear this,” she said, unfolding

a frilly, pink polka dot apron with tiered ruf les on the hem and bows on the pockets. 

“Hey,” I said, taking a step back, “that…that’s kind of…girlish.” 

“Cause I’m a girl, loser,” she laughed. “It’s not like I keep a stock of men’s aprons around. I always like the feminine charm of one like this.” 

“But I’m not a girl,” I said, taking another step back. 

“Well you’re not the most masculine guy I know,” she chuckled. 

“Now come here,” she insisted, “it’s just an apron, it’s not like I’m pulling out a pair of panties or something. I promise it won’t bite.” 

“I…I’ll just be careful with the dishes,” I tried to argue. 

“I’m not having you get chocolate on your shirt and complain,” she took a step towards me. “It’s just an apron; god, don’t be so sensitive, you loser.” 

If I hadn’t backed up to the counter, maybe I would have backed up more, avoided her, but I was trapped and short of pushing her away, had no choice but to let her put the apron over my head and tie the wide waist ties around me into a big bow on my right side. “I look…

foolish,” I said looking down. 

Jessica shook her head. “Don’t be so critical of yourself,” she chastised me. “Let me give you a hint, self con idence is sexy, self criticism isn’t. Besides, it’s  lattering, it suits your  igure.” 

“My  igure,” I swallowed. “Jesus, what’s that supposed to mean?” 

“It means it  latters your  igure, Taylor. That you’re lithe. Or hell, I don’t know…trim…you’re not exactly Mr. Universe material, Taylor. This is made for a slim woman so it  its on you.” 

“That’s cause I run,” I said. 

“My point is, Taylor, that most guys…I don’t know…like Peter…

would look silly…you don’t look silly, you don’t look foolish. You look cute. Now do the dishes, I’ll be back in a sec, okay?” 

“Fine,” I sighed, picking up a plate. 

She was gone for several, enough for me to clear the table, load the dishwasher, and start to pour two glasses of port. And as promised, she did not come back wearing sexy lingerie, but was still in her skirt, blouse, and heels. “Bring those,” she said heading for a couch. 

“What about…” I looked down at the apron. 

“My god, for being afraid of being emasculated, you’re certainly whining like a girl, Taylor. Should I get you a bra and panties, too? I

mean, if you’re going to act the part you should dress the part.” 

“Jessica!” 

“I like it, you look cute…and since you’re being such a baby about it, I want you to leave it on, bring the port.” 

We sat on the couch, Jessica curled up on one end, her legs under her to the side towards me. “Smooth the hem,” she said when I sat. 

“What?” 

“The hem of the apron. Smooth it when you sit so it doesn’t get all bunched up,” she pointed. I did, recognized it as a decidedly feminine gesture, said nothing. Instead, after a minute, I forgot about the apron, forgot about the insecurity I felt, and once again just enjoyed talking to her. Until she turned the topic away from the arts to something much more personal. 

“Ugh, my feet…I spent too much time in heels today,” she said at one point. 

“You’re in your own house, I think you’re allowed to take your shoes off,” I said. 

“True…would you?” she asked, stretching a foot a few inches towards me. 

“Take my shoes off? I’m not in my home,” I said. 

“No, dork, take mine off for me…this is a weird angle, I’d fumble and give you a show if I tried…not very graceful.” 

“You…you want me to?” 

“Undo my shoes for me; take them off. God, I thought you liked nylon covered feet,” she said rolling her eyes. “You really that afraid of me?” I looked down at her foot, her painted toes, her heel, the sheer hose. “Um…I…I do,” I said, “like them.” 

“Well…” 

“I…I…” 

“And you wonder why you don’t have luck with women? My god, Taylor, a beautiful woman’s letting you touch her feet and you’re too scared to move. You think a man responds to an invitation like that? 

Hesitates, like that? Hell, Peter would be halfway on his way to fucking me already.” 

“You…you said…” 

“I know what I said, Taylor,” she narrowed her eyes, “I’m not giving you  that kind of invitation. Yuck! I’m just asking you to help me take my heels off…don’t be so afraid of a woman, jeez.” She pushed her foot an inch closer. “Come on, don’t be such a baby about it, go ahead, I won’t bite.” 

I knew my hand were shaking as I reached for her foot, saw them shaking as I took her heel in my hands, as my  ingers touched the nylon. 

I knew I moaned ever so slightly, I knew things were dizzy, confused. In fact, my hands were shaking so much I had trouble undoing the thin leather strap, but I got it, and delicately slipped one heel off, then the other. I started to pull back, but she stopped me. 

“God, circulation,  inally circulation. Rub them for a minute, will you,” she said keeping her feet in my hands. 

“R…rub them?” I asked, voice cracking, feeling the room spin. 

“Massage them…heels can leave a woman’s feet sore, Taylor…I assume you’ve never worn heels so you wouldn’t know.” 

“You…you want me to massage your feet?” I asked again, dumbfounded. 

“There’s nothing wrong with a woman’s foot is there? You’re not afraid of my feet, are you? I got the impression you liked them. I mean some guys focus so much on pussy and tits…um, hello Peter…they ignore the prettiest things about women.” 

“What…what’s that?” 

“A woman’s feet, silly. You  do think I have pretty feet, don’t you?” 

“Y…yes,” I said, “I…I think you have very pretty feet,” I said, staring at them again. 

“So you’ll massage them, then,” she smiled. 

“I…I suppose.” 

“You suppose?” she said with some indignation. “You suppose? 

Taylor, dear, most boys like you would sell their mothers to the gypsies for even the  chance to touch a woman’s nylon covered feet. YOu’d better more than just  suppose. ” 

“I…I didn’t mean it like that,” I said, “I just…it’s…” 

“I intimidate you, don’t I? You’re afraid of me, aren’t you?” 

“A little,” I said daring to look at her face. “M…maybe a lot.” 

“Taylor, do you want to massage my feet?” I nodded. “Then ask.” 

“Ask?” 

“Ask, you know, ‘Jessica, may I…’ or something like that.” 

I swallowed, again unsure how she manipulated me like this. “J…

Jessica, may I…may I massage your feet?” 

She seemed to think for a minute and for a minute I actually thought she was going to say no. “I don’t know,” she started to say, 

“massaging a woman’s feet is kind of big deal, something to be earned.” 

“P…please,” I said, betraying how eager I was. “I…I really want to.” 

“Duh. Well, I suppose you have been a good boy,” she smiled, 

“you’ve washed my things, you’ve cleared the table, and you wore the apron like a good sport…I suppose, yes, you may. Just be careful, I don’t want my nylons ruined, these are expensive.” 

“I…I will,” I said, immediately working her toes between my ingers, “be careful, I mean.” 

Jessica leaned back, smiled, “that feels nice, Taylor.” 

“Thank…thank you,” I said, feeling a stirring in my pants, looking down, trying to will myself not to grow, hoping it wouldn’t show if it did. After a minute, she sat up, looked at me. “Taylor, can I ask you something?” 

“W…what,” I asked, assuming she was going to pull her feet back and ask something about the play we’d been discussing. 

“You said before you ‘mostly’

“Mostly?” 

“That you ‘mostly’ lost your virginity, what does that mean?” 

“I…n…nothing,” I said, stomach sinking. 

“Nothing? Taylor, no boy says he ‘mostly’ lost his virginity, he either did or he didn’t.” 

“It’s nothing,” I said again. 

“Taylor,” she scolded me, looked at her feet and my hands; I realized I’d stopped rubbing. 

“S…sorry,” I said, resumed massaging, but I felt her feet pull, realized she was gently pulling them away from me. “What?” 

“Taylor, I want to know what you meant by that, when you say

‘mostly’, what you mean,” she said, pulling her feet back from my hands, yet still just inches away, “I want to know what  mostly means.” 

“It’s nothing, Jessica,” I said, pouting. 

“It’s something, Taylor, it’s clearly something very important to you.” “It’s not,” I insisted, feeling my face  lush. 

“It’s embarrassing, isn’t it?” she asked. 

I felt a tear in my eye. “Of course it’s embarrassing,” I snapped, 

“and something I don’t like to talk about and something I certainly don’t like being made fun about.” 

“Why would you say that?” she asked, pushing her feet slowly towards me. 

“Because you’re mean, Jessica,” I said, “that’s why!” 

“Mean?” 

“You call me a loser, you imply I’m not a man, you call me Taylor Swift, you’re friendly then distant…fuck, Jessica, I don’t get you at all. Do you like me or not? And if you do, why are you so mean?” 

“Hmpf,” she grunted, folding her arms. “Mean? Maybe. And I let yet I run with you, talk to you about stuff we both like, let you take me to dinner, let you wash my intimates, spend time with you, and even let you massage my feet. Is that how mean girls treat you? Is that how the girls in school treated you?” 

“But you tell me you wouldn’t go on a date with me and make it clear you’d never sleep with me.” 

“Do you want me to lie to you, Taylor? Do you want me to tell you that you’re a big stud and I can’t wait to feel your cock inside me? Is that what you want to hear?” she demanded, actually looking hurt. “I thought you were better than that.” 

“No!” I was defensive. 

“You’re right, I am mean, that’s part of me, Taylor. If a guy challenges me, if he’s like a man’s man, I respect him as a man, and if he’s a fucking loser wimp, I blow him off like a fucking loser wimp.” 

“But you don’t treat me like a man.” 

“Cause let’s be honest, Taylor, you’re not a man’s man.” 

“But…but you don’t blow me off, either.” 

“That’s because as big a loser as you are, you’re different. I tried to blow you off, but as scared as you are of me, you’re still here. Most boys would shrivel and run away, but you’re still here. And that’s something, it is.” “I don’t understand,” I said. 

“I don’t either, Taylor. You’re a loser but there’s something about you that’s so…I don’t know…cute. I told you before, I’ve had to deal with pathetic loser boys since junior high and I always kind of got off being mean to them, it’s a power thing, it’s just part of my personality, I can’t just stop, can never stop.” 

“You  like  being mean to me???” 

“Yes. I mean, some. I like being mean to loser boys, yes. I like making them suffer. But it’s different with you.” 

“Different?” 

“I don’t know how, you’re a loser,” she laughed, “but still…you’re different that most losers I’ve known…for some reason you don’t run away. And I have to admit, it kind of…” 

“Kind of what?” I asked. 

“I don’t know it…it kind of turns me on.” 

My eyes went wide. “T…turns you on,” I gasped. 

“Whoa, there loser,” she laughed, holding up her hand. “You really, really need to stop jumping ahead and getting the wrong idea. It turns me on in a way that’s different from how a man turns me on, I told you, don’t think for a second I’m inviting you into my bed.” She wrinkled her face again. “Like, yuck. That’s never happening” 

I frowned, she laughed again. “Taylor, you’d be the dog catching the car not knowing what to do. Now,” she pushed her feet back into my hands, “keep massaging and tell me what ‘mostly’ means. I admitted something embarrassing to you, please do the same for me.” 

“You…you won’t make fun of me?” I asked hesitantly. 

“Oh, I’ll make fun of you, Taylor Swift, but I think you like it when I make fun of you or else you’d run away like most scared boys. Now please, tell me,” she said with a soft smile. 

So I told her the story, of a girl I hung out with in college my sophomore year. A kind of plain girl, dorky but kind of pretty in her plain way, helped by youth and clean living. And the night we both had too much to drink at some frat party and ended up, as we often did, at her place talking. 

Except that time we didn’t just talk, she kissed me. 

“Booze,” Jessica said with a knowing laugh. “Fucking booze. Girl’s got to watch out for that.” 

“Yea…but she wasn’t that drunk, I mean, not passed out or anything.” 

“I get it…it was a pity fuck, I’m sure. Sorry, that was mean,” she said, “but I’m right, no?” 

“Yea,” I swallowed. 

“A pity fuck. I get it. So what’s this ‘mostly’ you keep talking about, Taylor? You put it in her?” 

“It?” 

“Your little penis, you dork, she let you put it inside her?” 

I nodded. “Yea.” 

“So that’s not mostly, Taylor. Pity fuck or not, you fucked a girl. So why the sad face? You  inished too fast? That’s understandable for your irst time. Hell, you’re tenth time.” 

I looked away, face red. 

“What?” she asked. “I assume it was premature…that still counts.” 

“That…that wasn’t it,” I said. 

“I don’t get it,” Jessica said. “You didn’t  inish too fast.” 

“No,” I said, “I…I didn’t  inish.” 

“Jesus, you lasted? Shut up!” 

“No, not that,” I looked down. 

“The what do you mean you didn’t  inish?” 

“I…I was on top of her and…and she said to put it in her.” 

“Duh,” Jessica laughed, “tab penis, big or little, goes in slot pussy.” 

“I…I was inside her.” 

“I don’t understand,” Jessica said again. 

“My…my penis was inside her, I…I was…” 

“Okay,” Jessica said sitting up, pulling her feet back in the process. 

“I…I was inside her…I told her that, ‘I’m inside you,’ I said. And…

she…she said she couldn’t feel me and…” 

“And?” 

“And pushed me off and said this was a mistake and…” 

“And you didn’t  inish,” she said, her voice catching; she got it. 

“I didn’t  inish, Jessica, I ‘mostly’ lost my virginity, but only

‘mostly’ because I never really did…” 

She sat up, moved next to me, put her arm around me. 

“I was only inside her for like a…a few seconds…” 

“Taylor…” 

“Girls say size doesn’t matter,” I said, shaking. 

“They lie, Taylor, it matters. Of course it matters; it matters a lot.” 

“Why…why did she…” 

“It was a pity fuck, Taylor, booze and friendship and she thought, well, who knows.” 

“She…she was mean…she…she told her friends.” 

“She was mean, yes…and you think I’m mean like that, too.” 

“Yes,” I said, felt the tear fall off my face onto her blouse. 

“Maybe…but I didn’t lie, did I? I’ve been honest, haven’t I? All this time.”“You…you said…” 

“I said I date masculine men, Taylor, I said you’re not the kind of guy I’d take into my bed as a lover. But I’m honest with you. Don’t deny me that. I’m mean, sure, but I’m honest.” 

“Why…why do you hang out with me, then?” I demanded. 

“I told you, there’s something about you that turns me on, just…I don’t know…not like a man does. You’re different. Listen, I like you, Taylor Swift, I…I had a nice evening and I’d like to do it again.” 

“Like…like on a Saturday?” I asked, hopeful, knowing that came across in my voice. 

“Whoa there, buddy, Saturday is  date night, remember. Date night for men. Let’s keep this to a friendly weeknight dinner.” 

I felt the let down, felt my bubble burst, but she just smiled and held me against her bosom and I smelled her perfume, her feminine scent, felt the softness of her breasts through her blouse. “I…I like you, too,” I admitted. 

“That’s kind of obvious,” she said, rubbing my hair. “But let’s manage your expectations, okay? Like I said, I’m mean, but not that mean.”I swallowed, sat up. “I…I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Your little brain is already spinning fantasies, I can see it all over your face. I like you, I do, and I like spending time with you, don’t get it into your head I’m taking you to bed, Taylor. Like ever.” 

“But…but you said…that I…you know…” 

“Yea, I did,” she interrupted, “but it’s not like that. Hell, get enough booze into me and I’m more likely to pull your cute little face between my legs than I ever am to let you inside me.” 

“Jessica,” I blushed deeply. 

She laughed. “Never did that, did you?” 

“What? N…no…I…that’s…” 

“Well don’t think you’re doing that, either, loser, I’m just saying you’re far, far from the kind of guy I go to bed with.” 

I blushed again, frowned, tried to pull away. “Why are you so mean.”“That’s just who I am, something you have to deal with. But I’d ask you, why don’t you run away from me, then? You’re here because you want to be.” 

“I…I don’t know,” I admitted. “I…I guess…I don’t know.” 

“I think you like it as much as I do,” she gave me a sly look. 

“Like…like what?” 

“Me being mean to you.” 

“I…I don’t,” I said. 

“You do, loser, it’s fucking obvious I turn you on and I can be as mean as I want…not cruel, but I think you it turns you on when a girl humiliates you.” 

“It doesn’t,” I insisted. 

“Really? Then why does that little thing of yours get so hard every time I tease you?” she looked down, my eyes followed, and it had to be obvious I was aroused. 

“It…I’m not…” 

“Liar,” she laughed. “Show me.” 

“No!” 

“Show me you don’t have a woody,” she pushed me back, reached for me.“Jessica! Please, don’t,” I pushed her hand away, thankful for the apron, “please…” 

“God, loser, no wonder you didn’t get to fuck that girl. A woman’s trying to touch you and you back away. You do like girls, right?” 

“Of course I like girls,” I said, “see, you’re so mean.” 

“That wasn’t mean, loser, mean would be asking you if you’re embarrassed to show me.” 

“Em…embarrassed.” 

“Embarrassed. You know, about your little penis.” 

“Jessica!” 

“See, men with big cocks  love to take them out and show a woman, thinking she’ll swoon. God, the dick pics. But boys who aren’t big down there are afraid to show a girl, afraid she’ll laugh at him.” 

“Jesus, Jessica!” 

“Afraid I’ll laugh, Taylor?” 

It was like she was inside my head, reading my mind, knowing I was reliving the past, afraid of the future. “Jessica, I…” Of course I was afraid she’d laugh. 

“Cruel would be telling you you’re a loser, to get the fuck out of here, and never look at me or talk to me again. And believe me, I can be cruel and have been to dozens of loser boys. But mean isn’t the same as cruel. I won’t be cruel to you, I promise.” 

“Jessica,” I moaned, worried, she’d pushed too far. 

“I can be cruel, Taylor, trust me. But I don’t want to be cruel to you. 

Just…just mean. I don’t want to send you away, I…I like you…I really do, I just…I just like to be mean.” 

“What…what’s mean?” I asked. 

“Teasing you,” she smiled, “toying with you, making you mine.” She leaned into me like she was going to kiss me, but stopped mere inches from me. “Cruel is sending you away and telling you never to talk to me again; mean is pulling you close and stopping.” 

“J…Jessica…” 

“She was cruel, Taylor, not just mean. She wouldn’t let you fuck but shunned you and shoved you away. I’m just mean, I’m not going to let you fuck me either, but…but I’m not letting you go.” 

“Jessica,” I groaned, feeling myself straining. 

“Why were my panties wet, Taylor?” she said, effortlessly changing the subject. 

“What?” 

“All the lingerie you washed was dry but one pair of panties. Why were they wet?” 

I realized what she was talking about, looked down. “I told you, they…they fell.” 

“No, loser, not they didn’t. They were wet…you washed them much later…why?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I lied. 

“And here I was thinking about kissing you.” 

“K…kissing me?” 

“You want to kiss me, don’t you?” she asked softly. “I mean, you like girls, so you say, don’t you want to kiss me?” 

“Y…yes,” I swallowed. 

“Then don’t fucking lie to me, Taylor, ever,” she said, her words harsh, her tone slightly more forgiving. “Why were my panties wet?” 

“I…I…” 

“You fuck…Taylor! You were naughty, weren’t you?” 

“I…I didn’t mean to,” I blurted out, realizing she knew. 

“But you were, weren’t you?” 

“Jessica…” 

“Weren’t you?” 

“I…I…” I stammered again, her lips hovering over me. 

“You were naughty, weren’t you?” she asked again, her red hair dancing on my face, her green eyes piercing into my mind. 

“Yes,” I  inally blurted out, assuming she’d reward me, kiss me. But she did the opposite, pulled back, glared at me. 

“I told you not to do anything naughty, Taylor” she said, eyes ierce, “I told you.” 

“J…Jessica…” 

“That’s disgusting,” she said, lips tight. “I should have known better than to trust a loser with my things.” 

“I…I didn’t mean to,” I defended myself, afraid she was going to shun me. 

“Really? So you’re saying my panties just somehow jumped onto your little penis and made you make a mess into them?  That’s what your going with? Seriously?” 

“No, of course not, I…I mean…” I lowered my eyes, saw her foot, wanted to reach out, touch it again, afraid I never would. “I didn’t  want to, I…I just…I couldn’t help myself.” 

She drummed her  ingers on her forearms, sighed. “It’s my fault, in a way, I should have known better, I mean, tempting a boy like you with soiled intimates. God, I’m so stupid.” 

“I…I’m so sorry, Jessica, please, I…I really didn’t mean to, I…it just happened.” 

“A woman’s panties are…I don’t want to sound pollyannaish, but kind of sacred…like that’s what touches her most intimate parts, they’re

not something to treat like that, that’s so disrespectful, like a dog marking his territory. It’s…no…that’s the right word. Disrespectful.” 

“That…that’s not what I meant, Jessica,” I swallowed, stung. 

“No, but that’s what you did, Taylor,” she said. “And worse, you lied about it.” 

“P…please don’t send me away,” I whispered. 

“I’m not going to send you away, Taylor, but I’m disappointed, I really am. I think you need some time to think about what you did, why it’s wrong, why it upsets me.” 

“M…meaning what?” 

“Meaning you need to spend tomorrow and Saturday during the day pondering that, thinking about what you did, why it was wrong. 

And I expect an apology.” 

“An apology?” 

“Written.” 

 A written apology??? “I…I can see you later on Saturday?” For a moment I thought I was turning lemons to lemonade. 

“Jesus, you really are an optimist, aren’t you. You can see me at six on Saturday to bring me a written apology.” 

“At…at dinner time?” 

“God, Taylor, you’re fucking incorrigible. We’re  not having dinner on Saturday, I’ve told you ten times already, that’s date night and I’m otherwise occupied.” 

“You…you have a date?” 

“Of course I have a date…Taylor, how is this so dif icult for you to wrap your brain around. Pretty girls  always have dates.” 

“I…I just thought…I don’t know…” 

“That I have dinner with you and let you massage my feet and suddenly we’re going steady? Please, Taylor. I like you, I do…but we’re hardly exclusive. My goodness, we’ve never been on a date let alone dating.” 

I felt petulant at the moment, jealous, wanted her to feel the same. 

“Well maybe I’ll go out on a date on Saturday, too, then.” 

She narrowed her eyes. “Don’t embarrass yourself, Taylor, we both know you’re not going to  ind a date on two  month’s notice, let alone two days. Besides, I don’t believe I’d want you seeing anyone else even if you could.” 

“Well how’s that fair?” I asked. 

“Fair? What’s the saying? All’s fair in love and war? Fine, go on a date, but I believe that will be the end of your chances for another dinner with me.” 

“Why can you go on a date, then?” 

She laughed. “Because I’m a beautiful woman, because I already have a date, and because I can do what I want and get what I want, that’s why.” 

I had no answer for that, none. For she was right, I wanted to have dinner with her, I wanted to be near her, I wanted her to tease me, toy with me, and part of me even wanted her to be mean to me. “Fine,” I said softly, looking away. 

To my surprise, she leaned over and kissed me. Not just a peck, either, but a real kiss, her soft, warm lips on mine, her tongue touching mine, and the room started to spin and shake for the  ifteen seconds our lips touched. 

“What…what was that for?” I blurted out when she pulled away, dizzy, shocked at what just happened. 

“Cause you’re adorable sometimes, dork,” she said as she stood. 

“You didn’t like it?” 

“No…I mean, yes. I…I did.” 

“Saturday at six, then,” she said, her voice changing, suddenly hard again, “and a  written apology.” 

I took her dismissal, stood, realized I was erect, my penis barely hidden by the apron. “I..” 

“Wear it home, loser,” she laughed, shook her head, immediately understanding my hesitation. “God knows I don’t need to see  that pointing at me. Oh, and when you come over, wear something like that.” 

“The apron?” 

“No, silly, those slacks and skirt…I like you in that slim, metro look, it suits you…not too masculine.” 



Chapter 4 – Apology



I spent a good part of Saturday sitting in front of my computer, drafting an apology letter to Jessica. I didn’t intend to type it, of course, but I wanted to draft it before I hand wrote it as I neither wanted scratch outs nor did I want to just write and ramble. 

It took me about three hours, in total, just to get a draft. And another hour to carefully write it out on good stock paper. And a  inal hour deciding what to wear,  inally settling on slim cut black pants and a slim  it pink checked dress shirt. 

So at precisely six, thinking of the week before, I knocked on her door holding a dozen mixed tulips and the apology letter. 

Like she did the week on Saturday, Jessica answered the door wearing a robe. But unlike a week ago, the black silk robe she wore today wasn’t tightly tied at the waist, wasn’t wrapped fully around her, instead it was open and her breasts were exposed, bare, all but on display. 

My eyes immediately went wide and I couldn’t help but stare at irm mounds. “J…Jessica,” I mumbled, eyes glued to her breasts, the most perfect breasts I’d ever seen. 

“Jesus, Taylor,” she said, pulling her robe closed, “you’re such a fucking loser. Why don’t you just start fucking drool already? You can’t take a peak at a woman’s breasts without getting all weird?” 

“I…I…” 

“You what?” she demanded. 

“I…I brought…” 

“Flowers, yea, I see,” she said, her voice ice. “I believe I told you I expected something else. Unless you’d like to go back across the hall and forget our little thing for good.” 

I swallowed, eyes darting over her satin covered body. Her eyes and her voice told me she was serious. “No, I…I have it,” I said, holding the  lowers and the envelope to her. 

“Give me that,” she said, taking the envelope, leaving the  lowers in my hand. “If this isn’t done right, you can keep those.” I said nothing, just stood there awkwardly, watching her, waiting for her to read the note, waiting for her judgment. “Well come in, loser, I don’t need to give

the whole fucking building a show,” she said, stepping aside so I could enter her apartment, shutting the door behind me. 

She opened the envelope, took out the paper, starting reading aloud. 

 Dear Jessica, 



 I sincerely apologize for acting like I did last week with your intimate things. Not only did you warn me to be careful with them, but deep in my heart, I know what I did was deeply disrespectful to you, as a person, as a neighbor, as what I think is a friend, and worst, as a woman. 

 And no woman deserves to be treated that way by any boy. 



She continued to read silently as she read my explanation for what I did (I was a weak, pathetic loser and she was a beautiful woman), why that was no excuse (she was a strong woman, deserving of respect from a boy like me, why I was so sorry (I recognized what I did was wrong and did not want to do anything to jeopardize my time with her), and what I would do in the future to redeem myself (essentially anything she asked.)



 So, Jessica, I humbly apologize for being too weak to control my urges, beg you to forgive me, and pledge to do whatever you ask so that we can continue to be friends. 



 Taylor



For close to a minute she just stared at me, her reaction unreadable. But  inally she spoke. “Well, Taylor, I must say, you surprise me.” “I…I do? I hope I did okay, I…I spent so much time thinking about it, working on it,” I said, pathetic beta as always. 

“You did, Taylor…this…this is more than I expected.” Her face softened into a rewarding smile and my stomach warmed. 

“I…I mean it, Jessica, I really do. I’m not just…I’m not just saying what I think you want to hear.” 

“I know you do,” she smiled at me, her green eyes electric. “You missed a word, though.” 

“I did?” I asked, annoyed given how long it took me to write and edit. “Before urges,” she showed me. I read the note, mouthed the words, didn’t understand. “Disgusting,” she said, “too weak to control my  disgusting urges.” 

“Oh,” I blushed. 

“Taylor!” 

“W…what?” I asked, whipsawed at her sudden mood change. 

“That,” she pointed between my legs and I realized what she meant, suddenly felt it, blushed. “What is the matter with you, Taylor? 

God, a peak at my breasts and you get all woody? How many times do I have to tell you that thing isn’t going inside me, so could you please just stop doing that? Seriously, it’s embarrassing. You’re objectifying me, looking at me like I’m actually going to sleep with you. Which we’ve discussed. And you’re not.” 

I looked up at her, seeing her body just made more blood  low between my legs. “I…I don’t mean to, Jessica…you…you’re…” 

“Beautiful, yea, yea, I know. I thought we had an understanding, though, do I need to put on a big cotton robe over this? Or send you home?” 

“No, please, I…I can…I can make it stop.” 

She laughed. “Not likely. God! I should have told you to bring the apron back, at least it covered that,” she pointed, made a disgusted face. 

“It…it’s just on my counter…” 

“No, come here,” she went towards the kitchen. “Get those in a vase and water, I have another one you can wear.” 

“Another one?” I asked, not understanding. 

“An apron, silly,” she said like it was obvious. 

Before I could deal with the  lowers, she’d taken a retro, pin-up style, powder blue polka dot apron from a tall cabinet. It had a  lirty, circular skirt trimmed with white satin, and some kind of lining that that  lared out the skirt and pleated white satin trim on the bodice. 

“J…Jessica,” I groaned, “that…that’s too…I mean…that’s way too girly.”“Whatever, loser. The crinoline will make the skirt  lare so I don’t have to stare at that little thing,” she said, again wrinkling her nose in disgust. “That’s small, but still, ewwww.” 

“It’s too feminine,” I said as she held it out for me, “please.” 

“Too feminine, huh?” she snorted. “Maybe that’s what you need to keep that thing from poking out from your pants. I have half a mind to put you in panties, loser, that might teach you.” 

“Jesus, Jessica, you’re crazy!” 

“I’m crazy? Loser, you’re the one that sports an erection practically every time you see me. Maybe panties would help you remember what I said about that thing.” She folded her arms, scowled at me. “Listen, dork, was that all a lie?” she pointed to the letter sitting on the counter. “Was that just something you made up because you thought it would make me happy? Are they just words on paper? 

Because I think I deserve better.” 

“N…no,” I said, “I…I meant it, I really did. 

“Well fucking stop with that every time you see me, then, and maybe we don’t have to hide it behind something. Seriously, you apologize for disrespecting me but they get a little boner every time you see me?” 

“Fine,” I said, though I wanted to tell her to put on a bigger, less revealing robe, then, to stop being so pretty, to stop teasing me. But of course I couldn’t, didn’t. Instead I let her put the apron on me and tie the wide, white bow in front of me, hiding my erection. 

“Besides, if you wear the apron, you can stay until Peter picks me up. I mean, if you want.” 

“W…what?” I asked, confused. 

“Peter’s picking me up at seven,” she said looking at a clock, “and he’s obviously not the kind of man who wants to pick a woman up for a date and  ind another guy at her house. He’s the jealous type—most guys like that are—they don’t share, they don’t play well with other men. He’s like the alpha gorilla—there’s either a  ight or one has to acknowledge the dominance of the alpha. It’s a man thing, you wouldn’t get it. Besides, assuming he’d meet you at some point, I may have, well…I may have told him a little white lie.” She looked down, almost ashamed. 

“What…what kind of white lie?” I asked, afraid of what she’d said to him.“Well…I…I may have led him to believe that you’re…you know…I told him we hang out because we both like artsy things…which is true…

and he doesn’t ever need to get jealous because, well…you’re not competition.” 

“What’s that mean?” 

“Like he doesn’t have to worry about you making a move on me.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, I…I may have said, like, you know…because you’re not into girls.”“Not into girls…fuck, Jessica, you…he thinks I’m gay!?” 

“Maybe,” she said. “I mean, I…well…yes, I suppose he might think that…I kind of told him that.” 

“Jessica! You told him I’m gay?” 

“Well it’s a reasonable thing to let him think…how else would he take a straight guy hanging out with me, a straight guy being around me when I’m dressed like this? Seriously, Taylor, if I answered the door like this when he came over, he’d have his cock balls deep in my pussy inside thirty seconds.” 

“But…but that’s…disrespectful,” I said, thinking of my letter. 

“Yea, for  you, dork, but that’s how a  man sees the world. And that’s how a woman wants to be treated by a man. Now do I need to cover up or send you home? Or do you want to stay here while I  inish getting ready?” 

“I…I want to stay,” I whispered. 

“Then stop being such a baby about everything,” she said, green eyes on  ire. 

“But Jessica…” 

“Stay or go, Taylor Swift?” 

I sighed. “I…I’ll stay,” I said. 

“Good…now  inish arranging those and come sit with me in the bathroom while I  inish getting ready.” 

“In…in the bathroom?” I asked—was she going to let me watch her? “Yes, in the bathroom. But only as long as I don’t see  anything down there,” she pointed, “we clear?” 

“O…okay,” I mumbled. 

She was in her closet; I could just barely see her re lection through two mirrors, but couldn’t see what she was doing without

moving, making it obvious. “Dammit, where is my watch?” I heard her ask herself. 

“It…it’s on the counter,” I said, looking at the silver watch in front of me.“Thanks, doll,” she said opening the closet door, walking out towards it. 

I mumbled something as my eyes immediately went wide staring at her bra and breasts. She was wearing a black bra and panty set—the underwired bra was made of sheer black net with black and lilac frilled trim at the neckline and under-band. Between the cups was a  lower maid style, scalloped motif with a satin bow and buds, bows and buds that also decorated the base of the straps. But all that was decoration for what was underneath, as the bra was so sheer, her breasts and nipples were clearly visible. A pair of black strappy heels were in her hand.“What?” she stared at me hard. 

“N…nothing,” I lied, quickly lowering my eyes. 

“Nice, huh?” she asked, turning around. Her panties were as sheer as the bra and I felt my penis grow, quickly harden to a full erection. 

“I…I guess,” I said. 

“Look up, loser,” she said, though her tone wasn’t hard. 

I swallowed, looked up, eyes going right to her breasts. 

“Well just the reaction I’m going for…except I expect Peter will immediately do something about it…doesn’t take too much to seduce that man. Now do you need to go wait in the living room or are you good?”“I…I’m good,” I said. 

“Thought so,” she smiled. “Course the folds of that apron should easily hide that little thing, even fully swollen.” 

“Jessica,” I swallowed. 

“You bring it on yourself, loser,” she grinned. “You’re all woody again, aren’t you?” 

“I can’t help it,” I protested. 

“Loser. Of course you can’t,” she said, “but that’s not the point, the point is that I don’t want to see that, whatever the cause.” She walked to the bed, sat. “There’s a package of nylons in that bag,” she pointed to the counter, “please bring it to me.” 

I opened the bag, saw the package, the picture on the front. The package didn’t contain pantyhose, but rather a pair of sheer, black lace top thigh high stockings. “Peter loves it when I wear stockings,” she said by way of explanation. “Nothing gets his cock harder…he does this thing where he bends me over and…Taylor…Taylor,” I heard her call. 

“W…what?” I asked, lost in imagination of Jessica bent over something, her red hair  lowing over her back. 

“I swear,” she shook her head, “I ought to send you home to jerk off so you stop staring at me like that. What’s the matter with you?” 

“J…Jessica!” 

“Well you jerk off, don’t you? I mean, we already know that given what you did to my panties, you perv.” 

“Jesus, Jessica.” 

“Do you or don’t you?” 

“Y…yes,” I said looking down. 

“Perv. Go on, open the package, hand me one of those.” 

“The…the stockings?” 

“Of course the stockings,” she narrowed her eyes. “I started to open the package,  ingers trembling. “Wait,” she hissed. “Let me see your nails.” 

“My nails?” 

“You  inger nails, loser, let me see your  inger nails.” 

Confused, I held one of my hands out. She looked at my  ingers, frowned. 

“What?” I asked. 

“Could be better, you’d better not put a run in those. We really ought to get you a manicure.” 

“A manicure?” I said, “Manicures are for girls.” 

“Stop,” she frowned, “boys get manicures, too. You’re so metro, I’m surprised you haven’t gotten one before. Besides, silly, not all manicures lead to long, painted nails. You can get them trimmed and buffed with clear polish.” 

“Clear polish?” 

“It protects your nails. We should do that this week.” 

“I…I don’t know, Jessica…I mean…” 

“Well I do, we’re going this week…and no complaining unless you want me to have them paint your nails a pretty color; now hand me a

stocking…carefully!” 

I  inished opening the package, took out a stocking, handed it to her. With practiced moves, she took the stocking, pointed her right foot, and carefully slid it up her long, toned, alabaster skin until it was perfectly positioned on her thigh. “Looks like someone else likes stockings, too,” she  lashed me that smile. “Other one, please.” 

She repeated the process with the other stocking and her other leg, then stepped into the heels, fastened the straps around her ankles, stood and made small adjustments to the lace tops. Only when she turned to the side, did I realize the panties were a thong which made me moan out loud. 

“Taylor…Taylor,” she called my name again. 

“W…what?” 

“You’re practically drooling…god, are you still fucking hard?” 

“Huh?” I asked. 

Lightening quick, she reached over,  licked the front of the apron with the back of her hand. “Ugh,” she said as I jumped back from her touch.“Are you sure you’re not really gay?” she asked. 

“Yes!” 

“Funny, I’ve never seen a straight boy try to keep a woman from touching him. I think someone’s more confused than he’ll admit.” 

“I’m not gay, Jessica,” I insisted. “Go ahead, touch it,” I demanded. 

“Please, Jessica,” she mocked me, “please touch my little penis.” 

“Jessica…” 

“Please, I…I’ll show you I’m not gay. Me think the boy doth protest too much.” 

“Jessica!” 

“As if, loser…I know you’re just trying to get me to do that…and fuck that…you’d squirt the second I did and make a damn mess on my apron. There’s no way you’re tricking me into touching that little thing. 

Yuck and ewwww.” 

At that instant, we both head the door buzzer, looked towards the bedroom door. “Fuck,” she said, “Peter’s here. Go buzz him in while I get my dress on.” 

“What…what am I supposed to tell him?” 

“I don’t know…tell him who you are…I told you he knows you’re my friend…offer him a drink…tell him I’ll be right out.” 

“Jessica, I…I can’t…” I looked at the apron, and the thought of meeting her date looking like this was horrifying. 

“Dammit, Taylor, I let you watch me get dressed, even with that disgusting thing,” she pointed at my midsection, “you can at least answer the door and let my date in while I  inish up.” 

Her tone caught me and I frowned, agreed. “Fine,” I said. 

“Don’t forget to act gay,” she called out as I was about to leave the room.“I don’t know how to do that,” I said, paused. 

“Just be yourself,” she said with an icy tone, “just be a timid beta boy in a frilly apron; that will do for now. And maybe lisp just a little. 

God, it should come natural.” 

I glared at her but still left the room, buzzed Peter into the building and answered the door when he knocked. 

Peter was, of course, just what I imagined he’d be—a tall, very handsome, very  it, very suave man. He was wearing a light grey suit, athletic cut, over a blue dress shirt. I asked him if I could get him a drink.“No, thanks,” he said, “I want to get going as soon as she’s ready.” 

“Of course,” I said, standing by the door awkwardly, not knowing just what to do at that moment. 

“Have to say, wasn’t happy hearing she was hanging around with some guy,” he looked at me, “guess I had nothing to worry about, though, did I?” 

“N…no,” I said, a half truth. He didn’t have anything to worry about not because I wasn’t attracted to her but because I was obviously way out of her league. 

“In college we mad fun of fags…sorry, that’s not politically correct anymore, is it. Gays…gay guys. We made fun of gay guys. Well, times change, though, don’t they. ” 

“They…they do,” I agreed, holding back what I wanted to say, that I wasn’t gay. 

“Reminds me of the sitcom joke…he’s gay…not that there’s anything wrong with that.” 

“There…there isn’t,” I said truthfully. “Some people are just born like that.” 

“Yea, I suppose. It seems like every woman has a pet gay friend, so whatever. Some time you’ll have to explain the difference between masculine gays and feminine gays,” he said, shaking his head. “God, love to go back to my fraternity days and tell myself I’d be standing here having this conversation. So, tell me,” he said, “just what makes this gay guy a bear and this one a sissy?” 

“Um…” 

“Just talking out loud, Taylor, please, no explanation needed. I mean, I don’t really want to know. Funny, though…” 

“What…what is?” I asked. 

“I assumed you’d have makeup on…” 

“We were just talking about that,” Jessica said, saving me, because I had no idea how to respond. “I told Taylor we really needed a day at the salon…next week or weekend for sure.” I turned to look at her; she was beautiful, of course, in a black, sequined minidress, her red hair falling over her shoulders, her green eyes burning. “Weren’t we Taylor?” 

“Huh?” I said, tongue tied. 

“You were just saying we should get manicures and pedicures next Saturday and maybe a makeover or something with makeup.” 

“I…sure…um…” 

“Saturday?” Peter perked up. 

“Yes,” Jessica said. 

“That’s great, Jess,” he said, “I was going to try get us tickets to that ballet thing you wanted to see.” 

“Peter, how? It’s sold out, it’s one night…” 

I was instantly jealous, she and I were just talking about that ballet the day before. 

“I have my ways, Jess, you know that. Besides, the ballet, seeing all those cute girls, always puts you in the mood to do that one thing…” 

“Peter!” she blushed. I looked at her,  what one thing? 

“She likes it when we get a hotel room and…” 

“Peter, stop!” she yelped. 

“Why, Jess, he’s a f…he’s gay,” he corrected himself, “he won’t care.”“Just because…” 

“You don’t have a necklace,” I said, noticing, changing the subject. 

“God, I don’t…Taylor, come help, I’m not leaving you with him,” she said half joking, half serious, “he’s a lout.” 

Jessica pulled me back to her bedroom, went directly to her jewelry, started modeling necklaces. 

“I…I’m jealous,” I said. 

Jessica turned,  lashed me that mean smile. “I told you…wait…

jealous about…?” 

“I wanted to see that ballet,” I said. 

“Oh, that. Fuck Taylor, you sure you like girls?” 

“Yes, what’s that supposed to mean?” 

“I thought you were jealous Peter was taking me out, jealous he gets to fuck me. God, you’re jealous about the ballet! You sure you’re not secretly gay?” 

“Jessica! I’m jealous about the other thing, too,” I said defensively. 

She walked up to me, grin still on her face. “Doesn’t sound like you’re going to get either, Taylor. Ballet’s sold out, we knew that, and as for this body…well, that’s not something a pretty little sexually confused boy is ever getting.” 

“I’m not sexually confused,” I said. 

“Says the lisping boy in an apron.” 

“You’re so mean,” I looked down, both hurt and excited. 

“And you like it,” she shot back. 

“I…I don’t,” I said weakly. 

“Really? Then why are you here helping me get ready for a date? 

Why are you always hanging around with me? Why the hell are you wearing an  apron? And why does that little penis of yours sprout every time you look at me?” 

“I…I don’t…I don’t know…Jessica, I…” 

“Cause you can’t quit me, Taylor, that’s why. Cause you like me as much as I like you.” 

“You…you like me?” I asked, stunned. 

“Well of course I like you, you dork,” she folded her arms, emphasizing her breasts. “You think I’d let a loser into my bedroom if I didn’t like him? Fuck that.” 

“Then why…why can’t we…you know…” 

“God, Taylor, you’re like a broken record. I like you, okay, but just cause I like you doesn’t mean I want to fuck you. Sex is like coffee, best enjoyed hot and strong.” 

“But Jessica, you…you expect me to just do whatever while you go out on a date with Peter and…and…” 

“Fuck him…” 

“Jesus…” 

“Yes, Taylor, that’s exactly what I expect. That’s what he and I do. 

We go out. We fuck.” 

“What if I  ind a girl to screw tonight.” 

“Ha,” she laughed. “Good luck with that…you’d better take the apron off  irst. Even if you could, which you can’t, you won’t.” 

“W…why?” 

“Cause you want me, Taylor, and this little thing we have, whatever it is, isn’t happening if you’re off trying to screw some other woman. Not that you’d have any luck, but even trying ends this.” 

“That…that’s not fair,” I shot back. 

“Life’s a bitch, Taylor Swift, and so am I. Besides, he and I were a thing when you met me…you’re new to this, not him.” 

“I’m just supposed to do nothing, then, just…just be your doormat…just get stepped on and get nothing? Never kissed, never touched…nothing?” 

She smiled, not the mean smile, the tender one, reached out, touched my arm. “I kissed you, didn’t I? And I never said I wouldn’t touch it, Taylor,” she looked down at the apron, “I just…you have to understand, you bring out both the mean side of me and the tender side.” “What’s that even mean, Jessica?” I asked, looking at her red hair, her green eyes, her perfect features, melting. 

“It means I like you, you stupid boy, I barely believe it myself, but I like you a lot. And just because I don’t want to fuck you doesn’t mean I don’t like you or don’t want to be around you or…well…” 

“You are so fucking confusing,” I said, frustrated. 

“That I am, loser,” she smiled, “that I am. You look cute, by the way?”“Cute?” 

“The apron…you look so vulnerable…it’s so different.” 

“Different?” 

“I see Peter and I want him to grab me and throw me down and fuck me. I see you, though, and part of me wants to be so mean and part of me wants to take you and hold you and protect you from the world.” 

“Jess…” 

“Still swollen?” 

“What?” 

“Is your little penis still swollen?” My blush answered her question. She giggled. “My poor little boy in his pretty apron, his little penis so hard…he knows it’s never going inside me, but look at his eyes, he’d be happy if I just reached out and touched it.” She moved her hands towards me, stopped a good foot away, though. 

“Jessica,” I moaned, knees weak. 

“I need to go,” she said, “Peter’s waiting…you can go out if you want, try to  ind some whore to fuck…not that you would…but I hope you don’t…not if you ever want me like you want me.” 

“Jessica,” I moaned again, confused, being told I couldn’t have her, teased though, led on. 

“Think about me tonight,” she whispered in my ear before she left, 

“think about what I’m doing. And please, don’t go out.” 




**********

 

I didn’t see her again that night, never heard her come home. I was up early to run, knocked softly on her door, but she didn’t answer so I ran on my own, eight mind clearing miles that had me convinced it was for the better. That she was mean, dangerous, and I was better off avoiding her. What the fuck was I thinking? I mean, she was dating a guy, fucking a guy all the while stringing me along like I was a pathetic puppy. At least she was honest in telling me there’d never be anything between us, not what I wanted, anyway. 

I’d convinced myself that all through my run, all through my long, hot shower, all morning. I’d convinced myself as pretty as she was, as attracted to her as I was, it was best to avoid her. 

Until the knock on the door. 

I looked up, startled, started to say something, took a step, stopped when I realized I was wearing nothing but a towel. 

“Taylor, you in there?” I heard her voice call out. 

I stood, frozen, and then I saw the door handle turn, saw the unlocked deadbolt, turned to run, to hide, to pretend I wasn’t home. But she opened the door, saw me before I could move. “Oh,” she giggled, 

“not dressed, are we?” 

“I…I was in the shower,” I said. “What…what are you doing?” She was holding a small basket in one hand, a much larger wicker basket was beside her on the  loor. She was dressed, of course, she wore a short  it and  lare wrap dress in a reddish/orange color with small white stars all over it. The dress had a low cut V-neck and ended at her thighs and she had on ankle strap wedge sandals. 

“Going on a picnic,” she said and I presumed she meant with Peter os I frowned. “I wanted to bring these,  irst.” She held the small basket towards me. 

“What…what is it?” I asked. 

“My intimate things from last night,” she said eyes never leaving mine. “You need to wash them today before the mess sets.” 

I blushed, swallowed, pictured the crust sure to be on her panties, almost took a step back. I wanted to say no, wanted to tell her to fuck off. But I couldn’t, didn’t. “I…I’ll do it this morning,” I said softly. 

“Sorry, they’re a mess. Peter was especially…well…there’s a lot of…a lot of mess.” 

“I…I’ll do it after I dress; they…they’ll be ready when you’re back.” 

“Back?” 

“From your picnic,” I said. “With Peter, I assume.” 

“Peter? You silly boy, Peter had his  ill with me this morning…or I guess I had my  ill of him…regardless, he got what he wanted. Last night and this morning. The picnic’s for us.” 

“For…for us?”  No, Taylor, don’t let her do this, don’t let her suck you in. 

“I thought we’d do something today. I mean…after you clean those and get dressed of course.” 

“We…we’re going on a picnic?” 

“Unless you don’t want to?” she fake pouted. “Then I guess I’ll just have to go put on some sweats and read a book.” 

I looked at her…the  laming,  lowing hair, her half exposed breasts, those long legs,  it legs, her alabaster skin. 

No. 

Tell her no. 

I did. 

I didn’t. 

“No, I…I want to,” I said. 

“I assumed,” she smiled. “Soiled intimates,  irst, though.” 

I took the basket from her. “Let me throw something on.” 

She shook her head. “No, no need; wash  irst,” she said and shooed me to the bathroom. 

I ran water in the sink, put in a cap of mild detergent, started with the bra, then her hose, rinsed both, hung them to dry. I ran a second sink of water for the panties, stared at them while it  illed, stared at the damp crotch, the crust formed by drying  luids. Without thinking about it, I started to move the panties upward towards my face, but stopped when her voice startled me. 

“You behaving in there, dork,” she called out entering the bathroom. 

“Of…of course,” I said, quickly lowering the panties towards the water, trying no to think about what I was thinking about just moments ago. Denying even to myself what I was about to do; shocked I’d think it, let alone do it. 

“You’d better be,” she narrowed her eyes. “Half thought I’d  ind you with my panties pressed to your face and touching your little thing with your other hand. Which is an utterly disgusting thought.” 

“I wouldn’t!” I said, feigning shock, realizing how close I was to doing just that. 

“Wouldn’t you, perv? Apparently some guys are into that,” she teased, “I mean, snif ing panties.” 

“These…these are…” 

“Soiled…yea…some boys are into that, too. I guess I get it…must be dif icult…wondering what sex with a woman is like.” 

“I know what sex is like,” I said, though I didn’t. 

“Watching porn doesn’t count, silly,” she said moving closer to me. 

“I imagine a boy must wonder what  real sex is like, you know, what it’s like being inside a woman, is it warm, is it wet, does it really feel soooo good. You don’t know that, do you?” 

“Jess…” 

“Do you?” 

“I do, I was…” 

“No, that doesn’t count, Taylor. That  ive seconds you were inside a woman doesn’t count. You don’t know, do you? What it’s really like? 

Sex with a woman. Do you? 

“N…no,” I  inally said, humiliated. 

“Finish washing, dork, so we can get you dressed and get going.” 

In my room, she went to my drawer, dug around, pulled out a pair of shorts from the back. I frowned when I saw what she found, shorts I got as a gift from an aunt, shorts I should have taken back or donated as soon as I received them. They were pink JCrew stretch shorts. I didn’t love the color and really didn’t like the length—they were too short, only a  ive inch inseam. “These are adorable,” she said. 

“They’re too short,” I frowned. “I never wear them.” 

“Yet here they are in your drawer. Well you’ll wear them to our picnic,” she said, not inviting any discussion, “they’re perfect.” 

“Fine,” I sighed, took them from her, decided it was better to get dressed quickly, to spend no more time in just a towel. 

“Now we need a shirt,” she said, going to my closet. 

“That?” I pointed to a dark blue polo. 

“Too masculine,” she wrinkled her nose. 

“Too masculine? What the hell does that mean?” I asked. 

“We were going for a look, remember.” 

“For…for Peter,” I said. “You don’t honestly think we’ll run into him, do you?” I asked, assuming he was sleeping his morning away. 

“No, of course not,” she said, “but there’s no reason not to practice, is there? It’s just the two of us, but why not practice?” 

“Practice.” 

“What?” 

“You know,” she smiled. 

“Being…being gay?” 

She shrugged. “Maybe…or at least not masculine…I mean…you’re much cuter that way. And I like you when you’re cute…in case you haven’t gotten it, yet, dorky boys trying…and failing…to be all manly is not the way to my heart.” 

“Acting gay, is?” I asked, dumbfounded. 

“Well trying to be a man isn’t getting you in my panties, dork, at least being cute gets you spending time with me. Here, how about this?” 

she picked a coral blue shirt from my closet. 




**********

 

She drove, took us out into the country, to where she wouldn’t say. 

Half an hour later, she turned down a wooded dirt rode with a large, imposing “NO TRESPASSING” sign out front. “Where are we going?” I asked.“Worried about a shallow grave?” she joked, touching my bare knee. “Jesus…no…the sign out front, though.” 

“It’s just a sign, didn’t look like there was a guard or anything,” she said, continuing down the winding road that eventually opened up into a several acre clearing with a pond and beach, a well maintained lawn, and a small log cabin. 

“What is this?” I asked, “I don’t think we’re supposed to be here.” 

“Looks like a nice picnic spot,” she said. 

“Jessica, there…there was a sign…” 

“What sign?” 

“The fucking no trespassing sign!” 

“Oh, that sign. Yep. Keeps trespassers out.” 

“Like us?” 

“Nope,” she said. “We’re here.” 

“Jessica, we’re trespassing,” I said, worry in my voice. 

“You’re such a loser,” she laughed. “Peter would see a secluded clearing like this as a chance to fuck me in broad daylight, not complain about whether we’re supposed to be here.” 

“Jessica,” I said as she stopped the car. “I…I’m not Peter…” 

She opened the door, started to get out. “Nope. And I guess since you don’t have to worry about the fucking part, you’d naturally worry about the rules, instead. And I know, I know, I’m mean…get over it. Now come on, dork, this is my family’s place.” 

I glared at her as she got out. She walked to the back of her car, opened the trunk, took out the basket and a large blanket and spread them out on the lawn by the water, half under a large tree, giving the blanket some shade and some sun. She sat on the blanket, her long legs to one side, opened the basket and started taking out lunch. 

“You just going to stand there or are you going to sit with me?” 

she asked, patting the blanket next to her. 

“I…I’ll sit,” I said softly watching her take out a bottle of white wine and two glasses. 

“Wine?” I asked. 

“It’s a picnic,” she smiled, “you afraid to drink with me?” 

“N…no,” I said, watching her to open the wine and pour two glasses, trying not to stare at her breasts, not sure where easy to look at,  inally lowering my eyes, focusing on her legs and feet, hoping she wouldn’t notice. 

“You’re eye fucking me again,” she said. 

“I…I’m sorry,” I said, still not looking away. 

“Here,” she said, handing me a glass. “Toast?” 

“Um, o…okay,” I said, waiting; she laughed. “What?” I asked. 

“Usually when a man and a woman open a bottle of wine, the man makes the toast.” 

“Oh, I…I thought…” 

“You’re such a loser,” she interrupted me with that smile. “I’ll do it…here, to new friends…” 

“To new friends,” I said back, taking a sip of wine when she did. 

“And to silly little dorks with just enough courage to keep from running away.” I swallowed, just kept my eyes down, stared at her feet. 

“Taylor Swift,” she said, obviously wanting me to repeat the toast. 

“Jess…” 

“To silly little dorks,” she started. 

“To…to silly little dorks,” I repeated softly, wondering how sweet her feet must smell, how soft they must feel. 

“With just enough courage to keep from running away.” 

“With just enough courage to keep from running away,” I repeated, taking a sip of wine, sitting next to her. 

We ate, talked, actually relaxed for awhile, were those friends, those people who had a common interest. Not a mean girl who picked on me, but that girl who I could talk to. Up to a point, of course. 

“Are you ever going to stop?” she asked. 

“S…stop?” I asked, unsure what she meant. 

“Staring at me, loser, my god, every second?” 

“I…I wasn’t,” I lied, because it was obvious I was, staring at her feet, her legs, her breasts when I could steal a glance. 

“You were, dork, you are,” she sighed. “Suppose you can’t help it, being a virgin and all…or  mostly.” Her eyes sparkled, knowing what she was doing. 

“Jessica,” I complained. 

Her eyes  lashed anger, but just for a second, and instead of yelling at me, she moved her foot, touched my thigh. “I told you I like you, didn’t I?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I swallowed, “just…just not like…not like Peter.” 

“No, not like Peter,” she agreed, foot still touching me. “Not like him at all. But I like you…I do…more than I thought I would. I’m glad you didn’t go out last night, Taylor…even if you wouldn’t have been successful.” 

“W…why?” I asked, confused. 

“Because I wouldn’t like you trying to hit on another woman,” she said, “Because I’m the jealous type. Because I want you for myself.” 

I frowned, pondered that hypocrisy, that she didn’t want me hitting on another woman while she was out fucking a guy. “That…

that’s not…” I frowned, afraid to call her out on it. 

“Fair?” she asked. “No, it’s probably not. Not at all. But there it is just the same. And the thing is, a woman like me usually gets what she wants. But then, so does a man like Peter.” 

“And he wants to date you.” 

“Date me? I suppose, but that’s for my bene it. You silly boy, I’ve told you this before, all he wants is to fuck me.” 

“But he…he’s your boyfriend.” 

“You really are such a loser…I told you before he’s  not my boyfriend.” 

“But you go out with him, you…you sleep with him.” 

“Fucking him doesn’t make him my boyfriend,” she said. 

“What’s it make him then?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” she said, “but he’s not my boyfriend. He’ll never be that. I suppose the term is fuck buddy.” 

“Then…then why do you see him?” 

“Cause he’s a great lover,” she said, “cause the sex is amazing, cause he’s a great fuck buddy. Is that going to be a problem?” 

“You’re a free woman, you…you can do what you want,” I said. 

“Is that going to be a problem?” 

“I…I don’t know what you mean?” 

“Is that going to be a problem if you’re dating me, you fool, is Peter going to be a problem while we’re dating?” 

“D…dating you?” I asked, throughly confused. “What do you mean, dating you?” 

“What the fuck do you call this, Taylor? God, do I have to explain everything? When boy likes a girl, even a super dork boy like you, and a girl likes the boy, when they go out and do things like this with each other, well that’s called dating.” 

“We…we’re dating?” What the hell was she talking about?  Dating? 

 Dating? How could we be dating? I’d never get a girl like her. 

She looked at me like I asked if the sun rises in the east. “Of course we’re dating, my god, are you that fucking dense? Jesus, what’s the matter with me?” 

“But…but you said…that we would never…you know…” 

“Fuck, Taylor, I said we weren’t going to  fuck…you don’t have to fuck to date. Hell, not that long ago people dated and never screwed until they got married. Anyway, is it a problem or not?” 

“What?” 

“Me fucking Peter? I swear to god, Taylor Swift, sometimes you are so dense. Is it a problem or not? Cause I’m not going to give up sex like that just to keep dating you?” 

“Dating me…like…like you’re my…” I could barely say the word, 

“you’re my  girlfriend?” 

“Seriously? You’re fucking with me,” she said, green eyes on  ire. 

“Jessica,” I said, “I…I’m serious.” 

“Yes, I’m your girlfriend, you loser, so is Peter a problem or not? 

Stop avoiding the question.” 

I was too blinded by the fact she said she was my girlfriend, too focused on the soft skin of her foot touching my leg, too enthralled by her eyes, her hair, her breasts. “No, I mean…I…I guess not.” 

“You sure?” she asked, sitting up, leaning towards me so her breasts almost fell from her dress. “I mean, you really sure?” 

“You…you’re really my girlfriend? You’re not messing with me, you’re not just being mean?” 

She looked up, nodded. “Yes, Taylor, I am. Your girlfriend…not mean…well I am mean…anyway…are you  sure about Peter?” 

“I…I guess…you…you’re not dating him?” 

“Nope, just you.” 

“Wait, he…he thinks I’m gay,” I said, realizing one little whole in her plan—besides the whole she was fucking a guy and said we were not going to sleep together. 

“Yea,” she said. “And you  have to keep that illusion up, he’d never stand for this.” 

“He doesn’t know…that we’re dating.” 

“Um, dork, he thinks you’re gay. Why would he think we’re dating?” 

“But I’m not!” 

“If you say so,” she smirked. 

“Jessica!” 

“I’m teasing, I’m teasing…well…mostly,” she smiled. “Seriously, though, you have to make him keep  thinking you are, he’d never be okay otherwise, okay?” 

It seemed foolish; Jessica, apparently my girlfriend, was asking me to keep pretending to be gay around Peter so she could keep fucking him. That’s right, my girlfriend wanted me to pretend to be gay around a guy she was fucking. “That…this seems so weird.” 

“Yes, but that’s the deal, Taylor, okay?” 

“O…okay,” I agreed. 

“You’re the best,” she said, leaning over and kissing me lightly on the mouth, metaphorically sealing the strangest agreement if I thought about it rationally. 

“We…we’re allowed to kiss?” I asked. 

“Of course, we’re dating and all. But let’s keep it to me kissing you,” she smiled, “I don’t want you starting to think anything naughty. 

Or thing this is something you initiate.” 

“Okay,” I agreed, again sealing a faustian bargain. 

“Let’s go swimming,” she suddenly said. 

“Swimming?” 

“Like in the water,” she laughed. “Sometimes, Taylor, I swear.” 

“I…I can’t,” I said. 

“Don’t want to see your girlfriend in a bathing suit?” she asked. “I know you just said you weren’t gay!” 

“I…I’m not, fuck, Jessica. It’s…I don’t have a suit.” 

“Dork, this is my family’s cabin, we have extra suits.” She pulled me happily towards the cabin, “come on,” she smiled. The cabin was larger than it looked—it had a kitchen and eating area, a living/entertaining area with a large television, a bathroom in back, and a loft bedroom. “Up here,” she said pulling me towards the stairs in the back and taking me to the loft. 

I started to follow her up the stairs, immediately realized her ass and legs were in my line of site. 

“Eyes, perv…mind where you’re looking,” she said sternly, as if she had eyes in the back of her head. I immediately lowered my eyes. 

Upstairs she headed for a dresser, opened a drawer. The bottoms she took from the drawer and held up were not what I expected—men’s board shorts—but rather plum colored nylon and spandex boy shorts with shirring details on the sides. “J…Jessica, those…those aren’t men’s swim trunks.” 

“Men’s?” she repeated, “why would they be men’s?” 

“I…I thought…I assumed you had something from your dad…or a brother…” 

“Sweetie, my parents divorced years ago, this is my family’s place on my mom’s side.” 

“Who…who’s are those?” I asked. 

“My Aunt Jennifer’s I assume…too small and too trendy to be my mom’s.” She held the shorts out to me. 

“Your…your Aunt Jennifer? But…but  she’s a girl?” 

“I’d hope so,” Jessica laughed, “being my aunt and all.” 

“You…you want me to wear those?” I asked, stunned, “your…your aunt’s swim…swim bottoms?” 

“Boy shorts. I assume you didn’t want to wear a one-piece,” she laughed. 

“No, but…but that?” 

“You want bikini bottoms instead? She has a few of those, too.” 

“Jessica!” 

“Seriously, what’s the big deal?” she asked without irony. 

“Those…those are for a girl,” I said. 

“They are ‘boy shorts’ you dork,” she laughed, “you’re a boy, right?”“But they’re still for a girl,” I protested. 

“Well we’re not swimming naked, you perv,” she shook her head. 

“I swear…” 

“I…I’ll just wear these,” I looked down at my shorts. 

“And get my car all wet? Don’t think so,” she pushed the swim bottoms closer to me. 

“But…but Jess…” 

“Is this about the swims shorts, dork? Or do you just not want to see me in a bikini. Maybe the pretending to be gay thing isn’t so pretending. Sorry, next time I’ll bring a man for you to ogle.” 

“Jessica, you…you know it is!” 

“Suppose I’ve seen a  little evidence supporting the opposite,” she teased to my blush. “Now stop being such a little bitch and just put them on. Seriously, I know they’re for a girl, but how is it any worse than a speedo.” 

I took the shorts, felt the smooth, soft fabric. “Fine,” I huffed. “I’ll be downstairs.” 

“Just change in that corner,” she pointed taking another suit from the drawer, “I’ll use that corner.” 

“Up…up here?” I asked, surprised. 

“Face the corner, loser, you’d better not sneak a peak while I’m changing,” she glared. 

“I…I won’t,” I stammered, ashamed she all but knew what I was thinking. I turned away from her, quickly undressed, not wanting her to see me any more than she wanted me to see her. I frowned as I stepped into the swimsuit, tried to quickly pull it up, but it was tight, much tighter than a man’s suit, so I had to shimmer back and forth to get it up over my hips and worse, move my penis around until it was kind of folded back between my legs, the only way it would  it. I felt my rear, knew my butt cheeks were kind of exposed. 

“Let me see,” I heard Jessica say. I looked over, she was standing on the other side of the room watching, still dressed. 

I swallowed, knew there was nothing to do at that point but turn and face her. “Jess,” I started to say but she shushed me. 

“Looks like they  it,” she smiled, “ it very well, in fact.” 

“They…they’re tight,” I frowned. 

“That’s how women’s clothes usually  it, Taylor, that’s what girls do for guys.” 

“But I’m not a girl,” I retorted. 

“No?” she smiled, “Hard to tell down there.” 

I understood immediately. “Jessica,” I said, “I…it’s…I had to make it it.” “I’m sure,” she smiled. “Looks like it wasn’t that dif icult, either. 

Turn around so I can change,” she said before I could respond to her feigned slight. 

And what I saw several minutes later, when she let me turn back, made me forget for a moment I was wearing women’s bikini bottoms as Jessica was wearing just about the skimpiest pink string bikini I’d ever seen. The top was had adjustable triangle cups with double halter and underbust straps that barely covered her breasts and left little to my imagination. The bottoms had string tie sides and as I saw when she turned, a cheeky cut back that had more fabric than a thong, but just barely, and put her perfectly rounded ass on display. 

“Hope you do better acting gay when Peter is around,” she shook her head. 

“I…I don’t understand.” 

“God, what a typical dork…you’re all but drooling,” she said. “Gay boys drool over a man’s body, not a woman’s.” 

“I…I can’t…I mean…” 

“Just don’t you fucking get a woody,” she laughed. 

“I…I won’t,” I frowned, actually worried about just that, though I realized that a perhaps unintended bene it of the swim bottoms was how tightly they held me in place. 

She took us down to the pond and it’s remarkably clear water for an inland pond. The water was cool but refreshing, and we went far enough in my suit was underwater, but her top wasn’t, so I could forget about what I was wearing and just admire her,  my girlfriend. 

“You’re going to start drooling again,” she splashed me at one point.“I…I can’t look at my girlfriend,” I retorted, uncharacteristically bold. 

She thought for a moment. “Fair point,” she agreed. “You can look, but don’t stare like that.” 

“Like…like what?” I asked. 

“Like the way a man looks at a woman, like I’m a piece of meat you’re going to devour.” 

“Like he looks at you?” I asked, looking away. 

She came over to me, kissed me softly on the lips. “Exactly, little boy,” she said, taking my hand and leading me back to the blanket where we dried off and she lay down with me sitting next to her. She was facing away from me, quiet. 

“What are you doing?” I asked softly. 

“Just resting, relaxing, enjoying the sun,” she said, “maybe dozing. 

You?”“I…I don’t know,” I said after a minute, staring at her, still not believing she said she was my girlfriend, looking at her body, eyes continually drawn to her perfect ass. 

“Enjoying the view?” she asked still facing away from me. 

“It’s pretty,” I said, assuming she thought I was looking at the pond.“Pretty? Pretty? I’d say it’s the best ass you’ve ever seen,” she said. 

“I…I wasn’t,” I said choking. 

She turned and looked me in the eye, green eyes  lashing. “You’re either lying or really gay,” she said, “which is it?” 

“I’m not gay,” I said with a frown, “you know that.” 

“So don’t lie to me, little boy, don’t ever lie to me. Ever.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said, looking down. 

“For lying or for staring?” 

“For lying,” I admitted truthfully. 

“I know you’re inexperience with women, Taylor, I get that. But there’s a difference between looking at a woman and drooling over her. 

Even your girlfriend.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“I’ll grant you, it is a nice ass, isn’t it?” 

I glanced over at it, nodded. “V…very,” I said, staring at it, still not sure this was all real. 

“Guess I can’t blame you for looking, I should be  lattered. Just don’t leer at me, okay?” 

“O…okay,” I agreed. 

“How are your back rubbing skills?” 

“My back rubbing skills?” I asked. 

“Yea, you give a good back rub? While Peter has his skills with pleasing a woman, he leaves something to be desired in the more delicate ways to make a girl happy.” 

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

“He fucks better than any man I’ve ever known, but he can’t give a back rub for shit. So, I guess I’m asking if you’re complimentary to him? 

I mean, I’m not going to date a boy that fucks, Peter’s got that covered, so let’s see if you can do something he can’t.” 

“I…I can try,” I said. 

“His problem is all he thinks about is his cock and getting it inside me, I’m hoping since you’re not thinking about that, maybe you can focus on the actual thing.” 

“A back rub?” 

“A back rub,” she smiled. 

“You…you really want me to give you a back rub?” I asked. 

“God, Taylor, sometimes I think this is hopeless. Yes, I want a back rub,” she said, putting her arms up and facing away from me again. 

The second my hands touched her skin, I felt my penis twitch, was grateful again for the tight swimsuit holding me down. She moaned softly as I massaged her shoulders, each breath telling me when I was doing something right, each moan telling me when I was doing particularly well. 

I started working down her back,  ingers bumping over bikini ties on her back, trying to go over them or under them. 

“Untie it,” she said. 

She couldn’t mean it. “Your…your top?” 

“Yes, my top. Seriously, Taylor…it’s in the way…just untie it.” I reached for it though my  ingers trembled as I fumbled with the string ties. “God, no wonder that girl didn’t want to fuck you, you’re so awkward.” 

“I’m trying,” I said, ignoring her teasing, slipping. 

“Watch your hands,” she scolded me sharply, “I said you could untie my top, I didn’t say grab my tits.” 

“I…I didn’t,” I said, and I didn’t try to, either, I’d kept my hands as far away as I could. 

“You got close, perv, stick to the back rub, you’re good at it, leave sex for Peter.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said re lexively, feeling my penis tighten, not understanding why, not understanding why touching my girlfriend’s breasts, even if I didn’t, was wrong. 

“Will you do my left hamstring, I tweaked it running the other day and it’s killing me?” she asked without looking at me. 

“Of…of course,” I said, eyes once again staring at her ass, hesitating. 

“You can look at my ass, dork, just don’t leer,” she sighed. 

I was shaking as I touched the back of her thigh, hands on her skin, but eyes on her round ass. I pressed deeply into her hamstring, moving my hands up and down her thigh, listening to her breathing and moans, again telling just when I was doing it right. 

“Perfect, Taylor,” she sucked in a breath. “You’re good at this. As good with your hands as he is with…well…you know…” 

“Thank…thank you,” I said in a bare whisper. 

“Higher,” she said and I moved my hands up her leg to where it met her ass, stopped, moved them down. 

“No, higher,” she said again, “on the glute, damn it’s tight.” 

“You…your butt?” I asked, not sure I heard her right. “You want me to massage your butt?” 

She turned now and looked at me, eyes on  ire. “My glute, you perv,” she said as if there was a difference. “You’ve been leering at it long enough and it hurts, so yes, massage it..” 

I swallowed again, was shaking, felt my penis trying to grow, not quite able folded between my legs. I moved my hands up, took her ass cheek in them, tried to keep breathing, tried to stop shaking, tried to focus. I kneaded her ass from the side to where her bikini disappeared between her cheeks. 

“Oh, god, Taylor,” she said turning away again, “just like that…the other side, too. Yes, that, and the inner muscle. Perfect” 

Mouth dry, I moved my  ingers down her ass carefully, inside her thighs, back down as she moaned softly. The second time, though, she raised her ass, slightly, but suddenly, and my  ingers slipped as I was

moving, slipped inward just an inch or so on each side, and followed the fabric of her bikini where it covered her pussy. 

I was so startled, so afraid I’d fucked up, I almost jumped, started to pull my hands back, expecting her to scold me, yell at me. I was terri ied at what I’d just done, but her moan stopped me. I didn’t keep rubbing, but I didn’t pull back either, I just kept my hands there on her thighs.“Don’t stop, you dork, that feels great on that muscle,” she said. 

It dawned on me that maybe I didn’t touch her between her legs, that I as overreacting. Surely she would have screamed if I had touched her like that. So I once again started up on her ass and moved my ingers down. And once again she suddenly lifted her ass, this time slightly higher, and once again my  ingers slipped down between her legs, this time without question brushing against her pussy through the suit. “Just like that,” she cooed, “you’re getting it just right.” 

“But…” 

“My glute muscles,” she said, “just like that, that’s loosening them up.” “But Jessica…” 

“God, dork,” she said, “just like that again; can you listen?” 

I did it again and she moaned again. Again. Then again. Each time I started on her ass and moved my  ingers between her legs, each time she lifted up slightly, making my  ingers touch her, each time she moaned and pressed against me. I shifted next to her, felt my penis, straining against the fabric of the suit shift too. Not free, but close, close to being able to grow. Each move of my hands was now met by her pushing her pelvis up higher to meet my  ingers, forcing her ass up, all but forcing them to touch more and more of her pussy; each touch brought heavier breathing, more moans. 

I was sure she was going to stop me, scream, yell, get pissed. But she didn’t so I didn’t stop. 

Until she shifted yet again and with this pass, my  ingers slipped beneath the fabric and found wet, swollen lips. The second I felt the wetness, I was terri ied she’d scream, but instead she let out a long, steady moan. I paused again, not sure what to do, but she solved that, 

pressed her ass higher, forced my  ingers deeper inside her, and told me not to stop again. 

“Perfect, Taylor, perfect,” she said continuing to press back against me, “just like that.” 

“But…” 

“Just like that,” she said. 

So I rubbed her,  irst the outside of her lips, then the lips themselves, then I slipped two  ingers inside her while my thumb found her special spot. 

At  irst, I didn’t know what was happening, as she started shaking, small, uncontrollable shakes, almost like she was having a seizure. But it dawned on me she was cumming, that I was making a woman cum. 

Again. 

And again. 

And again. 

I shifted again when she pulled her knees up slightly, keeping her ass and pussy elevated. This time my penis pushed free, instantly grew erect, just as her arm moved outward, and suddenly my erection was pressed against the back of her hand. I didn’t know if she’d pull back in revulsion—I wanted her to touch me—but she did neither, just kept moaning as I  ingered her, kept the back of her hand pressed against me. Moaned, louder and louder, shook over and over in continued orgasm. 

I wasn’t sure what to do, but  igured out I could bring her back from the edge and over if I varied the pressure with my thumb, so did it time and again until she  inally collapsed back onto the blanket and my ingers slipped from her wet pussy onto her ass and I again kneaded her  irm cheeks. 

“C…careful with those  ingers, perv,” she said after a minute, breath heavy. “I didn’t say you could molest me.” 

“I…but the massage…” I said, feeling the straining in my suit, still dying for her to touch me. 

“It was great,” she said, moving her arms, redoing the suit top ties, 

“just what I needed. Absolutely perfect.” 

“But I…I mean…” I looked down, hoped she’d see my erection, hoped she’d understand, hoped she’d reciprocate. 

She followed my eyes, saw the suit, sat up, all but screamed. 

“Taylor Swifton!” she yelled, using my full name. 

“W…what?” 

“That,” she pointed to my waist, “you…you’re…ewww, you’re leaking, you pervert!” 

“Jessica,” I said, confused, “I…I thought…”  She knew, didn’t she? 

 She’d felt it, pressed against it, wasn’t this natural? 

“Yuck! This is the thanks I get for letting you touch me. Those are my aunt’s bikini bottoms! You’re getting pre-cum on my aunt’s bikini! 

Go back to the cabin and……no…take…take them off. Now.” 

“Take them off? Jessica!” I looked around, though there was no one, but still…

“Take them off this second,” she said sternly. “I will NOT have you getting your disgusting, perverted juices all over my aunt’s bikini. 

Yuck!”“Jessica,” I all but begged, the intimacy of two minutes ago forgotten. 

“Off, Taylor. Now!” 

Her tone scared me so I stood, quickly peeled off the swimsuit bottoms, handed them to her with one hand while covering myself with the other. She took the suit in two  ingers, held it like it was on  ire. “You are such a fucking pervert,” she glared at me. 

“But…but we were…” 

“God, I let you rub my back and this is what you do? Seriously?” 

“But Jessica,” I tried to say. 

“You’re washing these before we go.” 

“O…ok.” 

“God,” her eyes  lashed, “I have half a mind to make you write another apology note.” 

“To you?” 

“To my aunt, you dork, these are her things you soiled.” Then she looked down. “Oh, my god, is that thing…are you fucking hard? Are you kidding me?” 

“What?” I asked, assumed she’d already seen it, felt it. 

“Is your little penis hard?” she asked. 

“It…I…” 

“You can’t even give a girl a back rub without getting like that? I swear, Taylor, if I’d know…” 

“But it wasn’t just a…” I started to say.  Back rub? God almighty, that was say more than a back rub. 

“Let me see it,” she said. 

“See it?” 

“Let me see it, Taylor.” 

“J…Jessica.” 

“Move your hand, perv, I want to see it. Now.” 

“Jessica, please,” I said, hardly able to believe I was begging a woman to not make me expose myself to her. 

“Taylor Swift,” she said in that tone, that demanding tone, so I moved my hand. “Yuck…I can’t believe a woman let you put  that thing inside her.” 

“Jessica,” I said, half angry, knowing I never should have told her. 

“Seriously, long and thin might might work, or short and thick even, but short and thin?” she asked, hand moving, reaching for me. 

“Small all around? No wonder she couldn’t feel you inside her.” 

“Jessica,” I yelped, trying to block her from touching me. 

“Jesus, Taylor, you sure you’re not gay? What straight boy tries to stop a woman from touching him?” 

“You…know I’m straight,” I said. 

“Then sit down and hold still,” she said pulling me down between her legs, sitting behind me. 

“Jessica,” I moaned softly as I felt her breasts push into my back, felt her hand squeeze my erection. 

“Maybe it doesn’t matter; I don’t even think he’d be jealous if he saw this,” she said, taking the tip of me between two  ingers, holding it as daintily she did the swimsuit bottoms. “Ewwww,” she said.” 

“W…who?” I asked, dizzy. 

“Peter,” she said, “who else. He’d be furious if I touched another man’s cock, but I don’t think he’d be mad if he saw this, if anything he just might laugh.” 

“Jess…” 

She rubbed me ever so lightly, making my head spin. “You still have to act gay, of course, he can’t know your my boyfriend…even if he wouldn’t believe it. Okay?” 

“O…okay,” I mumbled. 

“Promise?” 

“I…I promise,” I said. 

“I promise to act gay,” she said gently, rubbing me, making it obvious she wanted me to repeat after her. 

“Jess…” 

“Promise, Taylor.” 

“I…I promise to act gay,” I dutifully repeated. 

“Good boy,” she whispered in my ear, “but that didn’t sound gay, try again with a little lisp. Don’t exaggerate, just a little.” 

“I promise to act gay,” I said again, trying to say the words like I imagined a gay man would. 

“Better,” she said, “but voice just a touch higher…not quite like a girl, but just a bit…and softer…non threatening. One more time.” 

I wouldn’t have done it without her  ingers on my penis, without the memory of mine inside her. But there we were, so I said it again. “I…

I promise to act gay,” I said a  inal time. 

“Oh, Taylor, that’s perfect,” she whispered in my ear. “Use that voice with him. Of course, getting like this when you give a woman a back rub doesn’t count as trying to act gay.” 

“I…I can’t help it,” I said. 

“That’s what a  straight man would say,” she teased. 

“I am straight,” I protested, “I like girls.” 

“Taylor Swift, you just promised me!” she scolded me, letting go of my erection. “Already you’re breaking it?” 

“But…but he’s not here,” I said. 

“And it’s dif icult to pretend to be something doing it half-assed. 

Do it when he’s not here so it’s natural when he is…you don’t want him to know about us, do you? You don’t want him to know we’re dating, do you?”“N…no,” I said, wondering why. 

“So do you like boys or girls?” she asked, setting a trap. 

“Jessica!” 

“Boys or girls, Taylor? In your best soft, twink gay voice.” 

I swallowed. “I…I like boys,” I said in a soft voice. 

“I knew it,” she exclaimed. 

“Jessica!” I yelped. “Stop…” 

“I’m teasing, I’m teasing,” she said, “I  know you don’t like boys. 

Know why?” 

“Um, because I…because I like…” 

“Don’t say it,” she stopped me. “You promised. I know you don’t like boys because a cute little thing like you would go for  men. Not boys like you, but strong, masculine men.” 

“Jessica,” I started to say, stopped when she took my erection between her  ingers again. 

“Do you like men or women, Taylor Swift?” 

 Please…please…please…

“Men or women?” 

“Jessica, I…” I swallowed, felt her  ingers lightly holding me. “M…

men,” I  inally said. 

“Say it all,” she said. 

“I…I like men,” I said, again my best gay voice. 

“Strong men?” she asked, rubbing me every so slightly. 

“I like strong men,” I said without being asked. 

“Masculine men?” 

“I…I like strong, masculine men,” I said. 

“So do I,” she whispered, “strong, masculine men and thick cocks.” 

“Jessica,” I groaned, afraid now, afraid where she led me. 

“You can say it, can’t you? You just have to pretend.” 

“Jessica, please…” 

“What if he asks,” she said, keeping up her ever so light pressure, 

“you have to be able to say it, not hesitate. That means practice.  I like cock. It has to roll off your tongue like it’s second nature, like it’s true.” 

“Jessica, please,” I begged, shaking. 

“I like strong, masculine men,” she encouraged me again. 

“I like strong, masculine, men,” I said in my best voice. 

“I like cock,” she said, “I like thick cock.” 

“I…I like…” 

“Cock,” she encouraged me yet again. “I like to suck cock.” 

“Jessica, that…that’s too much…” 

“Not for a cute gay boy that says he likes men, it isn’t,” she said. “Of course, it’s okay if you’re nervous about it, he’ll understand you might be confused sometimes, shy, afraid to admit it. Is that it, you’re afraid?” 

“You…you’re confusing me,” I blurted out. 

“Maybe you’re confused,” she said. “Maybe you don’t like girls as much as you say.” 

“Jessica, you know I like…” 

“Taylor,” she stopped me, “you promised.” 

“But…” 

“You’ve never sucked cock, have you?” 

“No!” 

“Maybe that’s why you’re confused,” she said, rubbing me slightly harder and slightly faster. 


“Ohhhh,” I moaned. “Oh, god.” 

“You need to say it, at least once, Taylor. If you ever have to say it around him, it can’t be the  irst time.” 

“Jessica, please…” 

“At least once,” she insisted, “that’s not a request.” 

“I…I like…I like cock,” I whispered  inally. 

“I like to  suck cock,” she corrected me. 

I sighed again. “I…I like to suck cock,” I forced myself to say. 

“There you go, Taylor,” she said, hand moving slightly faster still. 

“You’re a lithe,  effeminate boy with soft smooth skin, talking to a strong, dominant, masculine man. He likes his pretty boys just like he likes his pretty girls, soft, demure, scared, even feminine. Picture that, Taylor, tell him.” 

“Jess,” I was dizzy. 

“Tell him, Taylor.” 

“I…I like to suck cock,” I blurted out and was rewarded with her hand moving just slightly faster. 

“That’s a good boy,” she cooed in my ear, “that’s such a good boy telling my Peter the things you like.” 

“Jess…” 

“Tell him again,” she said said seductively, “tell him what you like…

tell him you like cock.” 

“I…I like cock,” I said in the same breathless, erotic tone she used. 

“Good boy,” she exclaimed. “Tell me once more, just once more.” 

“Jessica…” 

“Tell me what you like, little boy.” She was rubbing now, light enough to keep me from the edge, but fast enough to hold me there. 

“I like cock,” I said one last time. 

“And what do you like to do to it?” 

“I…I like to suck cock.” 

“That’s my good little boyfriend,” she said, “I know it’s hard to admit to a pretty girl, but you need to be honest with me. Remember, I told you, no lying.” 

“Jess…” 

“Shhhh,” she said, “don’t ruin it, I know, I know…all this talk about cock is making your little penis jump.” 

“Jess, it…it’s not that…” 

“Shhh,” she said, “you’ve been such a good boy, don’t ruin it.” 

“But…” 

“Don’t ruin it my pretty little boy, just relax now, just relax.” She changed the way she was stroking, a nudge towards the abyss, but not a shove.“Jessica…” 

“One more time, Taylor…” 

“I…I like cock…” 

“I like to…” she insisted. 

“I like to suck cock,” I said, then the world spun. “Oh, god,” I moaned, starting to shake, “oh god, oh god.” 

“Whoa there Taylor Swift,” Jessica giggled, lightening her grip. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Don’t stop,” I begged, “please don’t stop.” 

“Taylor, are you…you’re  not going to squirt, are you?” 

“S…squirt?” I moaned. 

“Cum, you dork. You know, shoot. Blow. Splooge. Jizz. Pop. Squirt best describes what a little loser like you does.” 

“Jessica, I…I…” I was dizzy, so close, but she wasn’t moving quite fast enough. 

“Oh, god, you perv, you are! You’d better stop, I didn’t say you could fucking squirt, that’s disgusting.” 

“But…but I thought…I mean…you…” 

“Ewwwwwwww,” she exclaimed, “don’t you fucking dare!” 

“But…” I was getting closer and her hand, while slowing, continued to manipulate me. 

“Don’t you dare,” she repeated, “I mean it. Just cause you admit what you like to do doesn’t mean you get to do that!” 

“Then…then stop, please” I blurted out. 

“Stop? You don’t want a woman touching you? I knew you were really gay,” she said. 

“I…I’m…please…I need…” 

“Remember your promise,” she warned me. “And you don’t  need to, you just  want to.” 

“Jessica, I…I can’t…please,” I said, not sure what to say, what to do, so confused by her touches and my reactions. 

“Don’t you dare,” she said, “I mean it, don’t you fucking dare.” 

I was rushing towards the edge now, moments from cascading over. “I…I won’t,” I promised, not that it mattered. 

“Perverted little boyfriends do not squirt without permission,” she warned and suddenly stopped. 

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned, the downhill rush suddenly stopped, like I hit a wall, what I thought was moments from happening ended totally. 

But then my penis jumped and I felt cum leaking from it, not pre-cum, but the cum from an orgasm. 

But there was no orgasm! 

The pressure in my penis and balls just dissipated as the white luid  lowed out in  its and starts, didn’t shoot like normal, just leaked out,  lowed out. The feeling was like nothing I’d felt before because I knew I was squirting, as she called it, but without the immense rush of an orgasm. Cum without pleasure, cum without release, cum without joy. “You little perv,” she was whispering in my ear over and over, “you little fucking gay perv.” 

Finally the twerking of my penis stopped leaving my stomach and groin covered in white  luid but leaving my mind racing, just as desperate to cum as I ever was, but now suddenly unable. “Jessica,” I moaned, throughly confused, “please.” 

“I  told you not to squirt, loser,” she said looking down at my cum covered stomach and penis. “I fucking told you.” 

“Jessica, I…” What could I say? I didn’t cum? I couldn’t help it? It was her fault? It was awful? “I didn’t mean to.” 

“That’s disgusting,” she wrinkled her face, “just disgusting.” 

“I…I’m sorry,” I blurted out, not even thinking the irony of apologizing for what was natural, for something she did. 

“Sorry for what?” she asked coldly. 

“I’m sorry for…for cumming,” I said. 

“Squirting,” she hissed. “Men cum, little perverts squirt.” 

“I…I’m sorry for…for squirting,” I said softly, face red. 

She said nothing for a minute, just held me against her, breasts still pushed into the skin of my back,  inally took in a gentle breath. 

“You’re not Peter,” she said, “if you’re going to date me, you don’t take what you want, you take only what you’re given permission to, is that clear?”I swallowed. “Y…yes…yes, Ma’am,” I said without thinking about the words or title, just using them. 

“This is on my terms, Taylor, not yours.” 

“I…I know,” I said, shaking. 

“Go clean that mess off,” she said, pushing me gently. 

I all but jumped up, started for the cabin, but her hiss stopped me. 

“No,” she said. 

“J…Jessica?” 

“In the water,” she pointed to the pond. 

“The…the water.” 

“You’re not taking that mess inside the cabin, it’s bad enough you got any of that on my aunt’s bottoms. Go…go wash it off in the water,” 

she pointed. 

“Jess,” I said, looking around, embarrassed. 

“There’s no one here to see you,” she said with a sigh, “though I almost wish there was, a little humiliation might do you good. Now go on,” she shooed me, “clean up.” 

I all but ran to the water, still worried someone might see me, quickly got in and knelt, back to Jessica, so I could get the mess off me. 

Once clean, I looked over at her, expected she’d get a towel or at least the suit so I could cover myself. “Can…can I get a towel?” I asked. 

“Sure, come get it,” she said. 

“Jessica!” 

“You’re mess,” she grinned. 

I took a deep breath, covered my penis, realized what had just happened combined with the cool water left me shrunk and shriveled; with nothing else to do, stepped out of the water. 

“Hands at your sides,” she smiled. 

“Jessica, please,” I said, face suddenly red. 

“You have a little penis, Taylor, hiding it isn’t going to make me forget that, okay. That’s  not why I’m dating you.” 

“It’s not…I mean…the water’s cold.” 

“Yes, it is; that’s a fact. And your penis is small; that’s a fact, too.” 

“Jess…” 

“God, you dork, your girlfriend already knows you’ve got a small penis, why do you think it’s not going inside her? So, what’s the use hiding it?” 

“Jesus, Jessica, you’re so  mean.” 

“Yes. Yes I am. And maybe if someone didn’t squirt when they were told not to, someone wouldn’t be mad at them.” 

“I tried,” I said. 

“And failed,” she retorted. “Now come here.” She pointed to a spot two feet in front of her. “Right here.” 

I sighed, moved my hands and stood before her. I was totally humiliated, but something inside me was totally enthralled, too, the humiliation somehow erotic. 

She stared at me, snorted. “I think I like it better this way,” she said. “What…what way?” 

“Soft, small…it’s like you’re not trying to be something you’re not.” 

“Jess…” 

“I don’t see what you’re annoyed about, Taylor Swift, you’re alone, naked, with a beautiful, half naked woman. Most guys would kill for this.” “I…you’re just so…I don’t know…” 

“Unexpected?” she asked. I nodded. “Well you’re not exactly the type I’m used to dating. I mean it, with Peter, though, you simply must keep your promise.” 

“I…I will,” I said, the words she made me say came rushing back to me. “Come here,” she said, opening her arms for a hug. 

I took a step toward her, let her embrace me, felt my  laccid penis press against her leg. “It’s small, Taylor, it’s always going to be small, just accept it. Now come on, let’s go inside so you can clean these and

get dressed.” She stood, took the bottoms between two  ingers. 

“Taylor?” she said, handing them to me. 

“Yes?” I swallowed. 

“Next time you borrow something to wear, try not to leak all over it.” 

“I won’t,” I said, thinking I was  never doing that again, though I was wrong. 

 

Chapter 5 – The Ballet



Becoming a pattern, I didn’t see Jessica much more the rest of that week. I wanted to see her, of course, but she mostly avoided me until Thursday evening when she knocked on my door at about 9:30 at night. 

“J…Jessica,” I swallowed when I opened the door and saw her. She was wearing a low cut, black sequined sleeveless romper with tiny spaghetti straps over ultra sheer black hose and black booties. 

“You going to ask me in, dork?” she asked with a tipsy smile, “or do I have to keep my news to myself.” 

“N…news?” I gulped. 

“Good news,” she corrected. “Very good news.” 

“Come…come in, I guess,” I said as she stepped into my apartment. 

“You…you look great.” 

“Thanks, love,” she said, pausing beside me, with an expectant look. “What?” I asked. 

“Don’t you want to give me a kiss?” she asked with a smile. 

“Oh, I…I…didn’t think…I mean…of course.” 

“I’m your girlfriend after all, you dork, you’re allowed to ask to kiss me.” 

“Ask?” 

“Ask,” she con irmed. “Remember, you’re not Peter; you ask  irst.” 

“I…can I…may I kiss you?” 

“Of course,” she smiled. 

I leaned in, mostly unfamiliar with how kissing worked, found her lips. She didn’t settle for a meek kiss, though, she opened her mouth and our tongues found one another, second after second, as she led me to the couch, sat, still kissing me,  inally breaking away just as I was about to press against her leg. 

“Careful there, little boy,” she giggled, “you don’t want to start something you won’t be able to  inish.” 

“S…sorry,” I said, “you…you just look so…wow…” 

“Yea, had dinner with Peter tonight.” 

“Oh,” I looked down, her words con irming what I was afraid of. 

“Seriously, Taylor,” she giggled, “you’re such a sad case…we didn’t fuck.” 

“You…you didn’t?” I asked, perking up. “I thought, I mean…” 

“No, god you have a dirty mind, just a blow job in the car,” she smiled. 

My eyes went wide… a blow job? I just fucking kissed her!!! “Just…

just now?” I managed to ask. 

“Well not this instant, silly, but at the restaurant…after dinner in the car…oh god, Taylor, I’m so sorry,” she said, touching her lips, “I didn’t think…I mean…that wasn’t very polite, was it?” 

“It…it’s nothing,” I said softly, looking away.  My god, did he…in her mouth…did she swallow it? 

“You sure?” she asked. “I’d hate to think you don’t like kissing me.” 

“I…I do,” I said, mind turning. 

Before I could say anything else, she leaned over, kissed me again. 

I resisted just for a moment, thinking of the end of a blow job, then opened my mouth, accepted her tongue. She  inally pulled back, raised an eyebrow, smiled. “It was worth it, though. I mean, not that I don’t love sucking cock.” 

“You…you like doing that?” I shook my head, allowed myself to fantasize for a second. 

“Taylor, I swear sometimes you’re insufferable. I like doing that  to a man, silly, I enjoy doing that  to a man. Ick, don’t start thinking I’m ever doing that to  you! Imagine.” 

“Oh,” I said after a moment, understanding what she meant, not even trying to hide my disappointment. 

“Sweetie, you’re hopeless…it’s a  man thing, it’s not really a cute, little boy kind of thing. It’s something a woman does for her man. Not her, well, not a boy like you. Anyway, you might have blown him, too if you knew what it got us.” 

“Jessica, really, I keep telling you…” 

“I know, dork, I know, you’re not  really  gay, whatever,” she said like she was just humoring me. “My god it’s just an expression…anyway, don’t you want to know what my backseat blowjob got us? I mean,” she giggled, “besides the expected at the end of a blow job.” 

“W…what?” I asked, again weirded out by her kiss. 

“Ballet tickets.” 

I frowned. “You already had those, Jessica,” I said suddenly wondering what Saturday night was going to bring for her. 

“Just for me, silly…now…because I’m so good at sucking cock…I have one for you, too. A ballet ticket, not a cock,” she laughed. “Unless you want one.” 

“Jess!” 

“Thank your girlfriend for swallowing.” 

“What? How?” I asked, trying not to think about the last part of her statement. 

“Turns out Peter has an entire box…all four seats…he said…he said you can come with us.” 

“Really?” I asked, at that moment too excited about the ballet to ponder that I was going to go with my girlfriend and the guy she was fucking. 

“Really,” she said, “it’s great, isn’t it?” She leaned into me, kissed me again, stopped. “God, sorry, I keep forgetting that I…” 

“It’s okay,” I said, looking down. 

“You sure?” she asked. “I mean, you don’t have to kiss me if you don’t want to.” 

“I…I do,” I said after a minute. 

“You’re a doll,” she said as she leaned in, kissed me again, long and deep. “Now thank me.” 

“Thank you for the ticket,” I said. 

“No, no, silly, that’s Peter’s doing. Thank me for sucking his cock.” 

“Jess.” 

“Taylor…” she said, eyes set. 

“T…thank you,” I said. 

“Thank you…” 

“Thank you for…for sucking Peter’s cock,” I said quickly. 

“You’re welcome, Taylor. Not that I don’t love doing that. Anyway, there’s just one thing…well…two things…fuck…three things.” 

“What?” I asked. 

“First, and most important, which should go without saying, you have to remember your promise and before you say anything, I mean it, I totally mean it. You  have to act gay, Taylor Swift. Totally…he only agreed cause he doesn’t see you as a threat at all. If you can’t do that, you’re not going.” 

“I will, I will,” I said, “I already promised.” 

“Taylor, this is serious…he  has to think you’re gay. He’s a jealous and suspicious man by nature, I can’t have him thinking we’re dating or anything. God, he can’t have the  irst clue you claim to like girls.” 

“I like girls,” I said. 

“Whatever. Anyway, second, I totally don’t trust you to pick out your out it, so I get to do that.” 

“I know how to dress,” I said, but her raised eyebrow stopped me. 

“Fine,” I agreed, “whatever. Last?” 

“You’re going to have to take an Uber home.” 

“Why?” I sighed. “I mean…” 

She stopped me. “Hell, Taylor, I’m getting Peter to sit through the ballet  and let me bring a boy…I’m totally going to have to go back to his place and let him fuck me silly.” 

I looked down, stomach turning. “Oh,” I mumbled. 

“What?” she asked. 

“I…I don’t know…just…just a weird thing to hear…to hear my girlfriend say.” 

“Oh, sweetie,” she touched my arm, “you’re not  jealous, are you?” 

“S…some,” I swallowed, “I mean…you…you’re my girlfriend, right?”“Of course I am,” she said, “and  only  yours. You get that, right? He’s not my  boyfriend, he never will be, just you are.” She kissed me again to emphasize. “God, I keep doing that. You can’t taste it, can you? Anyway, he’s not my boyfriend, seriously.” 

“He’s just your what, then?” 

“I don’t know, just a guy I like to fuck,” she said softly with a guilty smile. “I told you, like a fuck buddy or something. A stud, as it were. 

That’s okay, isn’t it? I mean…you knew when we got together. I told you, after all.” 

“I…I suppose,” I said, not sure why, not sure how knowledge made the fact a guy was fucking my girlfriend any better. 

“I just assumed you were okay with it, Taylor. Is this something we need to talk about?” She looked at me like I wouldn’t like a discussion. 

“No,” I quickly said, certainly not wanting to talk about it. “I…I am,” I said, maybe half meaning it. “Okay.” 

“You’re sure? Cause I like you, I don’t want to lose you.” 

“I don’t want to lose you,” I said, “but…” 

“Sometimes a woman needs a man like Peter in her life,” she said, 

“but sometimes she needs a cute little boy like you.” 

“It’s just…he’s so…I don’t know…he treats you like…like you’re a sex object.” She had a look on her face, twirled her hair. “What?” I asked. 

“Well…dork, why wouldn’t he? I guess I kind of am…at least to him.” “Jess, he…he objecti ies you.” 

“Hmmm,” she smiled, kissed me. “Of course he does…but I mean…

look at me,” she said, green eyes  lashing. “Besides…” 

“Besides what?” I narrowed my eyes. 

“Besides,” she repeated, “I kind of like it.” 

“Like being objecti ied?” I exclaimed. 

“By Peter,” she smiled. “He’s got a way about him…anyway, do you want to go to the ballet or not?” 

“Yes, I want to go,” I said. 

She reached over, put a hand on my thigh, close to me. “You sure?” 

“Yes…” 

“He…he’ll think…I mean…you know I’ll be his date, Taylor, right? 

Not yours. He thinks it’s a date.” 

“I know,” I said, eyes  luttering as her hand moved in circular motions. 

“You can’t…he thinks you’re gay…you can’t interfere. Remember, Saturday nights are date nights, his nights. Not yours. I’m his date that night. You’re girlfriend, yes, but his date.” 

“Interfere?” 

“He’s kind of possessive,” she said, “kind of touchy feely.” 

“Of course he is,” I sighed. 

“Like, he’ll touch me. Feel me. It’s what he does. You’ll be there, you’ll see it; you just need to know ahead of time and accept it.” 

“Jessica,” I swallowed. 

“I’m still your girlfriend, Taylor,” she said, “just, well, when I’m with him, I belong to him, okay?” 

“But…” 

She moved, climbed on top of me, facing me, her nylon covered legs straddled mine. “You’re my gay friend, Taylor, it won’t bother you, right?” she asked, taking my face in her hands, kissing me deeply. “My gay friend wouldn’t care if Peter was trying to seduce me, right?” 

“J…Jessica,” I said, trying to turn away, thinking of her in the back of a car, thinking about what she did, trying not to picture him in her mouth. 

“I’ll make it up to you.” 

“H…how?” I asked. 

“What do you want?” she asked, pressing her breasts against me as we kissed again. 

“A…anything?” I asked too eagerly, lifting my hips, trying to touch her with my quickly swelling penis. 

“Well not  anything, sweetie,” she said between kisses, “certainly not that. Remember that little thing is NOT going inside my pussy.” 

“What…what about…you know…what…what you did tonight?” 

“A blow job?” she asked seriously, “my, someone’s naughty. That’s what you want? Like I did tonight?” she asked, kissing me again. “Taking his cock in my mouth. Sucking him.” 

She kissed me deeply, hard, long. 

“Swallowing his cum? 

“Ohhhh,” I moaned. 

“You’re naughty, but no, Taylor, your little penis doesn’t go in my mouth, either. Come on. ” 

“What then, please?” I asked, close to shaking. 

She giggled. “Well…remember on the blanket?” she teased, kissing me one last time. “I’ll do that…if you’re good.” 

“You…you will?” I asked, hardly believing that she’d touch me like that again, hardly believing the cost. 

“If you’re good,” she reiterated, “and…” 

“And?” I swallowed. 

“And you promise not to squirt…” 

“Jessica!” 

She held up her hand, her green eyes  lashed her look. “And you promise not to squirt  unless I give you permission.” 

“P…permission?” 

“Permission, Taylor, you’re a pretty little boy, you’re not like him, and pretty little boys need permission from a woman to do naughty things. Don’t let that stop you, though.” 

“Will you? I mean, will you let me?” 

“I can’t make any promises, Taylor, but if you behave on Saturday, I’ll think about it.” 

“I…I’ll behave,” I promised. 

“Do you like men or women?” she asked. 

“Jessica, please…” 

“Men or women?” she asked, kissing me. “Come on…” 

“I…I like men,” I said. 

“Such a good boy,” she said kissing me one last time. “Such a good boy.” 




**********

 

Saturday morning Jessica knocked on my door at exactly ten, exactly half an hour before the manicure appointment she’d made for us. I opened the door, she was standing there wearing a cute, sleeveless, a-line polka dot dress with an empire waist, with a  lared hem and nude, ankle strap heels. 

“Whoa,” I said, staring at her long, toned legs. 

“Don’t drool,” she narrowed her eyes. 

“I…I’m sorry,” I apologized, lowering my eyes, “you’re just so…I still can’t believe…” 

“That I’m your girlfriend?” she laughed. “Well, you probably don’t deserve it, so try not to take it for granted.” 

“Jess!” 

“I’m serious…look at me, Taylor.” 




**********

 

The nail salon, as was common, was staffed mostly with Asian women serving a number of young and older women. 

“Jessica, who your friend,” a pretty young woman asked us at the counter. 

“This is Taylor,” Jessica said with a smile. “He’s a  irst timer.” 

The woman looked at me, smiled. “First time,” she said, “you no worry, we take good care friend of Jessica. Jessica, you have date tonight?” 

“Peter’s taking us to the ballet,” Jessica said. 

“Both you?” the woman asked. “I thought Peter only like girls.” 

“I’m not…” 

“You’re right, Peter only likes girls,” Jessica interrupted with a laugh. “Taylor’s not his type. Pity, no?” 

“You too bad,” the woman laughed at Jessica then looked at me. 

“Jessica say Peter quite the man in bed, you’d like. Come, back this way.” 

“Jessica,” I whispered when the woman walked ahead of us, “she…

she thinks…” 

“Well not many straight guys come to the salon, Taylor. Don’t worry, she doesn’t care. Besides, you’s supposed to act the part anyway, right, this is good practice.” 

“I…I don’t know, Jess…” 

“Practice, Taylor, it has to be natural or he’ll know. And he can’t know, can he?” 

“I guess not,” I said. 

We were both getting manicures and pedicures and sitting down to start with our feet, Jessica picked a couple of magazines off a table next to her, tossed one to me. 

“Oh, that’s good one for you,” the woman working on my feet said. 

I looked at the cover, saw Laverne Cox was on the cover. 

“I…I’m not like that,” I started to say and the woman working on Jessica laughed, said something in her native tongue. “What did she say?” I asked. 

“She say you not, how you say, you should not reject that; you could look pretty like that.” 

I looked at Jessica, frowned, but she just shrugged. “What?” she asked, “she’s right.” 

“Jess, I…” 

“Oh, stop,” she laughed. “She  is right. Say, show me that cover.” I held the magazine up. “Ha,” she laughed, “read that article.” 

“Seven money scams?” 

“No, no, the one right above it.” 

“Outercourse? What the fuck is that?” 

She shrugged. “Something you might be interested in,” she said to the giggle of the women. 

I turned to the page of the article, saw the sub headline. 

 7 Ways To Be Sexual Without Intercourse Or Penetration. 

“Jessica!” 

“I didn’t set that up, I swear,” she laughed, “but you might want to read it, considering you’re never going to…” 

The women both stopped working, looked up at us, giggled. 

“Jess,” I glared at her, trying to get her to stop. 

“Oh, they know, Taylor Swift, they know.” 

They looked down, worked on us again, both giggling in their native tongue. “What color polish, Jessica,” one of them asked. 

“That red I like,” she said. 

“And for for him? Clear? Or maybe nice buff.” 

“I can’t wear…” I started to say. 

“Oh, buff,” Jessica immediately interrupted me. “Hands and feet. I want it obvious, but not too obvious,” she said looking at me. 

“Jess, I don’t know.” 

“Taylor, do you want Peter wondering, if you’re really…” 

“No,” I said before she could  inish, blushing. 

Nails done, my hands and feet both  inished with a buff polish, the women giggled, asked about makeup for me. “Oh, of course,” Jessica said right away, “nothing too heavy, subtle, just to soften him. Make things obvious.” 

“Jess, please.” 

“Remember what you’re doing, Taylor,” she said. 




**********

 

That afternoon, Jessica and I were standing in my closet looking at my clothes. We had both showered and were wearing robes—I had on a regular white cotton robe, she wore a pink satin kimono. And a scowl. A disappointed scowl. 

“What’s wrong,” I asked her. 

“What’s wrong? This,” she said  lipping through my shirts. “None of these are right, Taylor,” she sighed. “I knew we should have went shopping.” 

“Why? I thought you liked my style.” 

“I do…but this…it’s all wrong,” she folded her arms. “This is…ugh. 

We can’t do this.” 

I looked at the shirt that caught her attention. “A lavender shirt? 

That’s wrong?” I asked. 

“You’re supposed to be gay, Taylor, not metro. And these pants…

none of this says gay, it says dork.” 

“This…this is what I have, Jessica,” I said. “Come on, just pick something, whatever.” 

“You promised to be  gay, Taylor. Seriously, maybe this won’t work.”“But this is what I have.” 

“Ugh,” she said again, took my hand, pulled me towards the front door. “What are you doing?” I asked, following. 

“Come with me,” she said, walking out into the hallway, into her place. “Well come on.” 

I followed her, into her place, through the living room, into her bedroom and closet. “What are you doing?” I asked again. 

She ignored me, went to her hanging pants, took down a pair of black, polyester bootcut pants, handed them to me. She then  lipped through her blouses, pulled down a red plum  loral shell top. “Now that’s gay,” she said with a smile. 

I snorted. “Yea…and these are girl’s clothes. And luckily I don’t have anything like this,” I said. 

“That’s the problem, Taylor. Fuck, what was I thinking, I should have done this yesterday so we could go shopping.” 

“I’m just going to have to make do,” I said, turning towards the door. “Wait,” she said in a  irm,  I’ve made a decision tone. 

“What?” I asked. 

“You need something like that, right? I mean, to do as you promised.” 

“Maybe not  quite like this,” I said carefully, not sure where she was going.“What’s wrong with that?” she asked. 

“Um…it’s kind of feminine,” I said what was obvious. 

“So? You’re supposed to be  gay,” she retorted. 

“Gay doesn’t mean feminine,” I said. 

“No, of course not. But it can. Think about it, though, do you think Peter is going to believe a cute boy like you is going to act like some old, tough bear?” 

“Bear?” 

“You know, an alpha gay man…a bear.” 

“Oh,” I swallowed. “No, I…I suppose not.” 

“He’s already seen you wearing an apron, a  feminine apron. I know not all gay guys are effeminate, I get that, but don’t you think he has it in his mind you’re an effeminate gay? That’s what he saw, right, that kind of gay.” 

“I…I guess,” I said after a moment. 

“So you need to play the part, don’t you?” she asked like it was obvious. 

“What part?” 

“Not just gay, Taylor, but effeminate.” 

“Effeminate?” 

“Well that’s what he expects, right? I mean, isn’t that stereotypical? And not just effeminate, but even a little feminine. To really sell it.” 

“Sure, but…” 

“This has to be  believable, Taylor,” she said, “you promised, didn’t you?”“I guess…but I don’t have anything close to this.” 

“No, you don’t. And there’s no time to shop, is there?” 

“Nope,” I shook my head. 

“So you’re going to have to make do with what we have, right?” 

“Yea, I guess,” I said, happy she saw this my way. “I mean, it is what it is.” “It is what it is,” she said. 

“We’ll make do.” 

“Good,” she smiled. “I’m sure it will  it.” 

“What will?” I asked, not understanding again. “My lavender shirt?”“No, dork, those,” she nodded to the pants and blouse. 

“Fit who?” I asked. 

“You,” she smiled. 

“I…I don’t understand,” I said. 

She started ticking off points on her  ingers. “Well, you agreed, you  promised, to act gay,” said, “you agree you need to look  effeminate, you agree that means  feminine, you agree you have  nothing that works, 

and you agree we need to make do with what we have available to us. 

Am I wrong about any of that?” 

“Um, n…no,” I said, afraid where this logic train was going, “but…” 

“But you’re my height and thank god you run, close enough to my weight and shape.” 

“You…you’re not serious, Jess” I said. 

Her eyes took on that purposeful light. “Of course I am,” she said. 

“Jessica, these…these are for a girl!” 

“Jesus, Taylor, it’s not like I’m asking you to wear a dress…just black pants and a top, for crying out loud.” 

“I…I’ll look…” 

“Gay,” she  inished. “That’s the whole fucking point, isn’t it? You’ll look like a totally effeminate, totally feminine gay twink. Which is the point. Plus, you’ll be fucking adorable.” 

“Adorable?” I snorted. 

“Are you kidding me, every woman that sees you will think you’re the cutest thing ever.” 

“Yea, and the guys will think I’m the gayest thing ever,” I frowned. 

“Peter included, which again, is  exactly the fucking point,” she smiled. “He’ll  never see you as a threat,  never see you as someone trying to fuck me. Not seeing you dressed like that.” 

“Which apparently isn’t happening,” I pouted. 

“No, Taylor,” she shook her head, “no it isn’t. But I promised you a reward, didn’t I? Just because you’re little penis isn’t going inside me doesn’t mean it has to be all lonely. And isn’t the promise of a beautiful woman touching it thing better than nothing? I mean, I know you’re in denial about your sexuality and all, but…” 

“Fine,  ine,” I said stopping her, handing the pants back to her, 

“hold these.” I took off my robe, was standing in her closet in just boxer shorts, hoping my annoyance was coming through. I grabbed the pants undid the fastener at the waist, started to step into them. I could tell they were tight as I started to pull them on, typical of women’s pants, but felt slight give from elastic woven into the fabric. 

“Crap,” Jessica said, seeing the obvious problem. 

“Yea,” I said, realizing there was no way pants cut for a woman were going to  it over my boxers, “not going to work.” 

“You don’t have briefs?” 

“Um, I’m kind of a boxer person.” 

“I noticed,” she said with a sneer, “every time you get excited, I notice.” 

“Jess!” 

“No, that’s a problem anyway, Taylor, we can’t have your little penis swelling when we’re out. God, Peter would not like that.” 

“So, it’s my pants then?” I asked, almost smirking, the relief evident in my voice. 

“Um, not quite, loser.” she said. 

“What then?” I asked, confused. 

She turned her back to me, opened a draw, took something out and held it up to me. “Wear these.” She was holding a pair of feminine white panties with a solid front panel and lace on the sides. 

“P…panties?” 

“Panties, Taylor.” 

“You want me to wear your panties?” 

“Want might be kind of strong,” she said, “but it would solve the boxer problem and will keep that little thing from bulging.” 

“Jess…” 

“Plus,” she held up a hand interrupting me, had a queer grin

“they’ll remind you that you’re gay, that you’re not a man, and as such, your penis doesn’t belong in a woman. That’s a reminder you seem to need.”“Jesus, Jessica, you know that’s not true.” 

“Only the gay part, not the rest, believe me. No put on the panties,” 

she said in that iron voice. 

“Jessica, please,” I said. 

“Panties. Now.” 

I took off the pants and my boxers, reached for the panties, but still paused. “Jessica,” I all but begged. 

“It wasn’t a request, Taylor,” she said glaring at me. I sighed, stepped into the panties, pulled them up my legs. “Fold that little thing back and tuck it against the crotch, I do NOT want Peter seeing that thing tonight. Or ever. God, I don’t want to see it either.” 

“He won’t,” I said, “you won’t.” I did as she ordered, tucked my penis so it all but disappeared. 

“Let me see,” she said, examining me closely. “Well, the pants should  it now; I can’t see anything.” I reached again for the pants; they were still tight, but  it the way they would on a woman. “By the way, you’d  better not leak in my panties or so help me, you’ll be cleaning them with your tongue.” 

“Jessica!”  What the fuck was the matter with her. 

“I mean it, perv,” she said, her voice cold. 

“I…I’ll try not to,” I said, surprised at my words. Jessica said nothing, just narrowed her eyes and glared at me as I fastened the pants. I reached for the blouse but she stopped me. 

“Just a sec,” she said, turning to her drawer, rummaging around, pulling something else out, holding it up like she did the panties. 

“J…Jessica,” I blurted out, seeing the white nylon, lace trimmed camisole, “that…that’s not for…for me?” 

“It certainly is, Taylor,” she said. “You’re supposed to be  gay,” she reminded me. “Which you’re apparently having trouble remembering.” 

“Don’t you think panties are enough,” I said. 

“No, I don’t. Panties are a start,” she said, “but I don’t think they’re enough.” 

“He’ll never see this,” I tried to reason with her. 

“No he won’t, but you’ll know it’s there and the more you internalize this, the more natural it will be. I see it in your eyes, you think you’re the boy who has a chance with a beautiful woman if you just try hard enough. But that’s wrong attitude tonight, Taylor, you’re not a straight boy just trying to get a girl, you’re a pretty little effeminate gay boy trying to catch a  man’s eye.” 

“Jessica!” 

“Am I wrong? Isn’t that what you promised to do?” 

“No, I mean, yea, but…” 

“Play the part, Taylor,” she said, then softened her tone. “Please…

for me,” she said, “I don’t want to fuck this up tonight, I really don’t. 

Just…just be that pretty little gay boy for me tonight, please. Convince him and this will be so much easier for us.” 

“But…” 

“Remember what I promised, Taylor, besides…” 

“Besides what?” I foolishly asked. 

She leaned over, whispered in my ear. “It kind of turns me on.” 

“Turns you on? What…what does?” 

“All of it,” she said, “especially, well, especially thinking about going on a date with Peter while my cute, effeminate boyfriend is sitting with me looking so pretty. And gay.” I couldn’t respond, was afraid to respond. Part of me wanted to yell at her, but another part felt an erotic chill run through me. “I need to get dressed, Taylor,” she  inally said, breaking my thoughts. 

“O…okay,” I said just standing there watching her. 

“You need to go wait in the living room,” she said. 

“Oh,” I responded, surprised. 

“Did you really think you were going to just stand there and watch me get dressed, perv?” she glared at me, eyes on  ire. 

“I…I thought…” 

“I thought, I thought, ” she mocked me. “You thought what? It would be fun watching a woman get dressed?” 

“I…” 

“Don’t you dare lie to me,” she narrowed her eyes. 

“Yes,” I said, “but…but you’re my girlfriend.” I tried to rationalize, explain, yet it was true.  She was my girlfriend, she’d said so herself. 

“Oh,” she smiled, “so that’s it, is it? You thought it would be fun to watch your  girlfriend get dressed?” 

“Y…yes,” I said. 

“Why?” she demanded. 

“Be…because you’re so beautiful,” I blurted out the  irst thing that came to mind. 

“Oh, sweetie,” she said slowly, “and you like watching you’re beautiful girlfriend get dressed, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” I nodded eagerly, hopping she’d let me stay. 

“Seeing me put on pretty things?” 

“I…I do,” I said. 

“It kind of turns you on, doesn’t it?” she asked. 

“Y…yes,” I swallowed. 

She smiled, turned sideways, touched her robe with her hands. 

“Seeing my hot body?” I nodded, mesmerized. “Seeing me get dressed for a date.” 

“Yes,” I said again, embarrassed. 

“Have you ever done it before? Watch a girl get dressed?” 

“I…yes,” I blushed, “of course.” 

“Besides your mother, you perv,” she laughed. 

I blushed, looked away. “I…” 

“Have you?” she asked. 

“Y…yes,” I said, face even more red. 

“When?” 

“I…in…in college.” 

“College?” she asked, straightened up. “Oh, of course,  that girl! 

Before or after you tried to put that little thing inside her.” 

“Jess…” 

“Before or after?” she asked again. 

“A…after,” I said. 

She chuckled. “Of course, when she no longer saw you as a boy she had to worry about, once she knew you were non-threatening. But when would you see her get dressed, Taylor?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I lied. 

“Yes,” she said, “yes you do. You know, Taylor, tell me.” 

“I…we…we’d do stuff…like…like on the weekends in the afternoons.” 

“Taylor,” Jessica said, “you knew you were never going to be inside her again, didn’t you? I mean, you had to understand that, right? That was your one shot with her, with a woman.” 

“I…” I started to say something, looked down, ashamed. 

“You knew your little penis was never going inside her again, didn’t you? You had to know, didn’t you? It was never happening again.” 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

“Yet you kept hanging out with her…and…Saturday afternoons…

Taylor…oh… oh, ” she said like she suddenly understood. “You watched her get dressed to go out…on Saturday nights…on  dates…” I couldn’t look at Jessica, not in that moment, I was too ashamed, too afraid, too nervous, and too humiliated. “Taylor, sweetie…it’s okay…I get it now, I do…you  like it, don’t you…you did then, you do now. You  like watching a girl get ready for a date.” 

“Jessica, it’s not like that.” 

“Oh, but it is, Taylor, it is. I get it now, I totally get it. Stay, dear, stay. 

I want you to stay…I want you to stay watch  me  get dressed for a date with a man, just like you did with her.” 

“Jessica,” I started to say, started to tell her I didn’t like it, not now, not then. 

“Shhhh,” she stopped me, “you don’t have to explain…not about then and certainly not about now.” 

“But…but I do,” I said, not sure how I’d explain it, thinking I had to say something though. 

“No, sweetie,” she touched my bare arm, “no you don’t. Come, come watch, I think you’re going to like the dress I’m wearing tonight, I got it especially to wear for him tonight.” 

“For…for him?” I asked. 

“For Peter, silly,” she said, misinterpreting my meaning. “I want to look  extra sexy for him tonight, I mean, I know the ballet isn’t his thing and he’s being so nice letting my cute little gay friend come with us. I want to look sexier than I ever looked. For him.” 

“Jessica!” 

“What?” she said with an innocent smile. A fake innocent smile. 

“You know I’m not really…” 

“Taylor,” she cautioned me, “you promised…besides…” 

“Besides what?” 

“You were so convincing…you know,” she leaned into my ear and whispered, “when you told me that naughty, naughty thing you like to do. With cock,” she whispered. 

“Jessica, I do not!” 

“Really…that’s not what you said.” 

“I…” 

“Now, now, Taylor, do you want to watch your girlfriend get ready for her date or not?” 

It seemed so bizarre when put that way. Did I want to watch my girlfriend get dressed for a  date. With a man? Who the fuck would agree to that? “I…,” I started to say and realized I had no idea what I was supposed to say. “Jessica…” 

“You don’t have to, Taylor, you can wait here if you don’t want to watch.” 

“No, I…I do,” I said, somehow speaking the words, “I…I want to watch.” 

“Watch?” 

I knew what she wanted, said it. “I…I want to watch you get ready for your date with Peter.” 

“Then shhhh,” she said, “come sit and watch and be quite.” 

I started to move, she looked down at me bare feet, laughed. 

“Shoes,” she said. 

“You’ll wait?” I asked. 

“Wait?” 

“Wait for me to go grab some shoes,” I said, “you know, to get dressed.” 

She smiled. “I’ll wait, Taylor, but you don’t need to get any.” 

“I’m confused,” I said. 

“You’re not wearing anything you have with that out it,” she shook her head, “not if I have something better.” 

“I…I can’t wear heels,” I said shocked. “Jessica, I…I don’t know how to walk in heels.” 

“Of course not, certainly stilettos, silly, low heels. Low heels are simple,” she said, “if they  it, that’s what you’ll wear, my god, you can’t wear boy’s shoes with that.” 

“Jessica, I…I don’t know,” I said, not sure why it mattered at this point.“Well I do,” she said, “and that’s what matters, no?” She went to her closet, rummaging around, and returning with a pair of shoes in one hand, a small black ball in the other. 

“Here,” she said, handing me both. 

The shoes were red plum patent leather low heel pumps with a round toe and an accent bow and matched one of the colors in the shell top I wore. The ball was a pair of black trouser socks, sheer, though, sheer as stockings. 

“Jessica…he’s going to think…” 

“He’s going to think you’re gay, Taylor,” she said reading my mind, 

“exactly what you promised to be.” 

“But heels? And these socks…do I have to be  this gay?” 

“Um, yea. Better to be too gay than not gay enough,” she said. 

“Unless you want him suspicious of your intentions, that is. Is that what you want? Cause you won’t like where that ends.” 

“I…it’s just…” 

“Stop worrying, Taylor, this is how you want him to see you, remember?” 

“I suppose…” 

She softened, seemed to understand. “Taylor, you’re never going to compete with Peter, so don’t, trust me, don’t worry about it, it’s  ine, really. Remember, the gayer he thinks you are, the more relaxed he’ll be about you being around me. And the more relaxed he is with you being around me, the easier this will be for us.” 

But I did, I was worried about how she saw me, how she perceived me, what she must think of her supposed boyfriend. “But I’m your boyfriend,” I said, “how…how are you going to…to…” 

“How am I going to see you?” she smiled her evil smile. “Respect you? Afraid I’m going to believe you? Ever stop and think maybe that’s one of the things I like about you, dork?” 

“But…but you know I’m not…” 

“Say it and you stay home,” she narrowed her eyes. 

“Jessica…” 

“Do you like men or women?” 

“Jess, please?” 

“Men or women, Taylor Swift, do you like men or women?” 

“I…I like…” 

“Remember what I threatened…and what I promised,” she teased. 

“I…I like men,” I  inally said, barely able to speak the words. 

“Such a good boy,” she smiled, touched me, “such a good, good boy. 

And what do you like about men?” 

“Jess…” 

“Say it, Taylor… I like…” 

“I like cock,” I swallowed. 

“Better…” 

“Jessica, I…I look like a girl,” I protested. 

She smiled. “No, Taylor Swift, no you don’t. No one is going to mistake you for a girl, trust me. You don’t look like a girl, but you do look like an effeminate little boy, even a sissy.” 

“Jessica!” I yelped. 

“Well you do, Taylor,” she smiled, “I mean, look at you…an effeminate little boy dressed like a girl. Which is perfect. The only question,” she paused. 

“The only question?” I asked. 

She smiled, leaned to my ear. “Everyone will know you’re a sissy, Taylor, the only question they’ll have is whether you’re still hoping some day some woman will let you have a pity fuck or if you’ve  inally surrendered to cock.” 

“J…Jessica,” I yelped, “you…you know I like…” 

“Shhh,” she giggled, “and you know you’re never going inside me, right.”“Jess, I…I thought…maybe…” 

“Never. Going. Inside. Me. That’s the deal, Taylor, that’s always going to be the deal. Never. Going. Inside. Me.” 

“I…I don’t want…” 

“Behave, little boy…I promised you a reward only if you behave, didn’t I? I didn’t say we’ll never do anything, just that you won’t be inside me.” 

“I…I will,” I promised yet again. 

“Is it going inside me?” 

“N…no,” I whispered. 

“Ever?” she smiled. 

“N…no,” I said again, assuming she was teasing me, not quite sure. 

“Never,” she kissed me gently. “Say it. When will you be inside me?” “Never,” I swallowed. 

“Never,” she said with a kiss, “Never. Never.” 




**********

 

Forty  ive minutes later, I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was, couldn’t believe how pretty, how sexy she, couldn’t believe she was actually my  girlfriend.  And couldn’t believe she was going on a date with a man.She was wearing a rose gold sheen plunging cami dress with a plunging V-neckline, adjustable cami straps that crisscross in back, and a bodycon  it. She wore it over very sheer nude pantyhose, matching ankle strap high heels, and nothing else. No panties. And no bra. 

Basically she was covered as much as she had to be to appear in public, but nothing more. 

A bra would have been impossible as the dress revealed almost half of each breast. And from the side, it was obvious she wore no bra as the full curve of her  irm breasts were exposed, on display. 

“Jesus, Jessica,” I exclaimed when she turned in front of me, giving me a full view of her body. 

“Stop staring at my breasts, Taylor, gay men don’t look that way at women like that.” 

“I’m sorry,” I apologized. 

“Taylor, I’m serious. He’ll see you looking at me that way. And good god, if that little thing of your pops out I’m going to be so fucking pissed at you.” 

“S…sorry,” I said, “I…it’s just…” 

“Think he’ll like it?” She cut me off. “It’s about as skimpy as I can wear to the ballet without looking like too much like a stripper.” 

“He…he’ll like it,” I said, “you look…I mean…wow…like…holy shit.” 

“I just want to send the right message, that’s all…” 

“What…what message?” I asked without thinking, regretting it instantly. 

She smiled. “That I’m thankful he’s taking me to the ballet, that I’m thankful he’s letting my cute gay friend go with us, that I’m putting my body on display for him so he has something to watch during the performance, and that after the ballet this body belongs to him. To do what he wants with. For as long as he wants.” 

“Oh,” I said looking down, wishing it was mine to do what I wanted with. 

“Taylor,” she said, touching my arm gently. 

“It’s just…he…he doesn’t even appreciate the things you like, you’re just…just sex to him, it’s like he doesn’t get you.” 

“Maybe you’re right, but he gets part of me and it’s fucking great sex,” she smiled softly. 

“Jess, I’m serious…all he wants is…is sex…he doesn’t care about anything else.” 

“And  that’s exactly why you’re my boyfriend and he’s not,” she kissed me softly on the lips. I tried to kiss her deeper, but she stopped me with a hand on my chest. “Careful, sweetie.” 

“I…I can’t kiss you?” I asked, “I…I thought…” 

“Of course you can kiss me,” she said, “but you’re going to ruin a girl’s makeup.” 

“Oh, I…I didn’t think…” 

“Just ask next time,” she smiled. “Remember…to kiss me. Like, 

‘Jessica, may I kiss you?’ or something like that, okay?” 

I swallowed. “O…okay,” I agreed, realizing Peter probably never asked something like that. “Does…does he…?” 

“Ask to kiss me? Silly, a man like Peter doesn’t ask.” 

“Ever? Anyone? About anything?” 

She laughed. “Not usually. Certainly not the woman he’s fucking. 

But cute little gay boyfriends should always ask. It’s different, okay?” 

I was about to say something, but the buzzer rang and Jessica gave me a quick peck, quickly buzzed the front door, and let him up. 

I heard his footsteps on the stairs, he knocked but walked in without waiting for an answer. “Well fucking look at you,” he said seeing Jessica. He was wearing a well trimmed black suit over a blue shirt. I turned, she was in a model pose, left hand on her hip, right hand straight, right leg bent and to the left, her foot pointed down. 

“I hope you like it, Peter,” she said, “I…I’m really grateful you’re letting Taylor come with us.” She was obviously singling this was part of her being grateful. 

Peter looked over at me, saw me for the  irst time, looked me up and down. “Guess she wasn’t kidding,” he said. 

“Kidding?” I asked softly, too late to stop myself. 

“I wondered if you were really gay or if this was some kind of ruse. But it looks like I shouldn’t have worried.” 

“You shouldn’t worry,” Jessica agreed. “Look at him for god’s sake. 

You get it now?” 

“I get it,” he laughed. “So, you dating anyone now?” Peter asked. 

“Me?” 

“Yea,” he said. 

“K…kind of,” I said, not sure whether to lie or not,  iguring the truth was better. “I mean…” I lowered my eyes. 

“Ahhh,” he held up his hand, “don’t need too much information and just to be clear dude’s aren’t my thing,” he said looking back to Jessica, “obviously.” 

“Peter,” Jessica interrupted, “Taylor said he’s seeing someone!” 

“I’m just saying,” Peter laughed. “He’s cute, I’ll give him that. Wait, do I have to worry about what pronouns to use?” he asked, “I don’t want to piss you off Jess.” He was looking at me as he asked it. 

“I…” 

“Well you’re not as big a jerk as I thought,” Jessica said to Peter. “I appreciate that you thought to ask. I know you tend to do what you do, but I know Taylor prefers she and her, okay.” 

“I’ll try,” he said. “So,  she’s  cute…there, how was that?” 

“Thank you, Peter,” Jess said. 

“You’re welcome. Now come here,” he ordered her. 

As she walked over to him, her eyes darted to mine. When she was close to him, he reached out, grabbed her, pulled her towards him. 

“Peter,” she protested, half giggling. 

“Now I regret taking your friend,” he said, “I’d rather say the hell with the ballet and just take you right here and right now. Sex before art, I say.” 

“Later, Peter. Art before sex;  I want to see the ballet,” Jessica said. 

“Fine,” he laughed, “ ine. Make me wait…you know I’m just going to be that much hornier later.” 

“Don’t I know,” Jessica said, “especially when I start begging.” She was sarcastic. 

“Oh, you’ll beg, Jessica,” he laughed. “You always beg.” 

“I do not,” she protested, serious now. 

“Almost always. After all, it’s hard to beg when your mouth’s full of cock,” he shot back. 

“Peter,” she blushed. 

He put his  ist to his mouth, mimicked her, mocked her. “Eetr, uck me, eease, ease, ease uck me.” 

“Peter, you’re insufferable,” she folded her arms which came close to making a breasts spill out, glared at him. 

“That I am, Jessica, that I am. Now get that hot little body of yours over here and let’s get going.” 

He had a car waiting outside, the driver jumped out, opened the back door, eye fucking Jessica as he did. I started to get in, but Peter stopped me. “Jessica  irst,” he said and all three of us watched her twist, turn, get in the car and slide over, so much skin exposed. “God, you’re fucking hot,” Peter shook his head. 

I started to follow, but he stopped me. “Other side,” he said, “she’s in the middle.” He climbed in after her, left me to go around the car where the driver let me in. 

He was already all over her, arm around her shoulder, hand on her thigh just below the hem of her dress, grinning at her, ignoring me. I watched them, him speci ically, so assure of himself, so con ident, touching her like he owned her, doing what I wished I could be doing to her, but was afraid to do, to even try. And not allowed anyway. She looked over at me when the door shut, gave a little smile. 

Walking into the ballet, way too late, it dawned on me I should worry what I looked like to the other attendees. Hell, I wondered what they thought of Jessica, too, but as I had the thought, the car was gone and there we were, left no choice but to walk in. Peter took Jessica’s hand, con idently led her inside and through the lobby to the suite elevators, leaving me to walk quickly after them, hardly able to process anyone’s stares. 

The ornate box was very private—we had a great view of the stage but given the angles and the lighting, it was dif icult for others to see into the box. There were four comfortable chairs, two rows of two, Peter took Jessica to the  irst two, leaving me sitting behind them, watching them as I watched the ballet. Watching Jessica try to watch with me, both of us distracted by Peter’s wandering hands. 

Watching him reach into the front of her dress and cup her breasts. Watching him reach up the hem of her dress, fondle her. Touch her. Tease her. Toy with her. And not in the halting, scared way I did, but with con idence, with the absolute knowledge she’d do what he wanted, when he wanted, where he wanted. I couldn’t see from where I sat what I wanted to see, her breasts, her legs, her body, just could watch his hands on her. 

Later, when the ballet ended, when we stood to applaud, I had to watch Jessica rearrange herself before she stood,  ix the top of her dress, pull down the hem, fan herself, gather her breath. He started out of the box and I followed, but Jessica stopped me. “Remember, you’re going home in a separate car; Peter and I are going to his place,” she said, “so he’s going to get you a car.” 

“I…I know,” I mumbled. 

“You enjoy the ballet?” she asked, the question genuine. 

“I…yes,” I said, trying to remember what I saw of it. 

“Me too…it was hard to focus, though, Peter was a little…well…he was very Peter tonight. Maybe I should have worn something less…

inviting.” 

“I…I noticed,”I said, stomach tight. 

“That’s how he is,” she said, “typical man…knows what he wants and takes it.” 

“Jess,” I started to say. 

“Just hope he’s not too turned on,” she smiled, “I’d like to run tomorrow and I don’t want to be too sore.” 

It took me a second to realize what she meant. “Jessica!” 

“Not that I don’t like him turned on,” she smiled, “he just gets kind of enthusiastic, especially once he gets going. I picked the dress, so I guess I’ll get what’s coming to me, won’t I? I guess I deserve it as I asked for it.”“Cars are here,” Peter stuck his head in, “chop chop.” 

“Come,” she took my hand, pulled me towards the door, but stopped just before we entered the hall. “Listen for me,” she said softly. 

“What?” I asked, confused. 

“If you’re still up.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Listen for me to come home, little boy.” 

“What? When?” 

“You liked seeing me when I forgot my key…so listen for me when I get home, come  ind me…if you hear me…” 

“Come  ind you? What…what time?” I asked, thinking I’d set an alarm.“I don’t know, silly, I guess whenever he’s done with me,” she smiled. “Depends on what he wants.” 

“But…” 

“If you don’t want to see your girlfriend later, you don’t have to. I mean…I know I’ll be…well…he’ll…” 

“I…I do,” I interrupted. 

“Then listen for me.” 

“I…okay,” I said. 

“Oh…and don’t change.” 

“Change?” I asked. 

“That,” she pointed. “If you’re listening for me, don’t you dare change your out it.” 

“Jess,” I moaned, thinking most about the camisole and panties. 

“Change and you can just go to bed,” she smiled. 

“Jess…” 

“Listen for me,” she said again, “listen for me and  ind me, pretty boy.” 


**********

 

I listened for her sitting on the couch. For an hour, I just sat there, stunned, confused, silent, thinking, not thinking. Confused how I was dressed, confused about my relationship, confused about my thoughts. I didn’t understand why I let myself be dressed in panties, but felt my penis twitch every time I thought about it. I didn’t understand how she could be my girlfriend, but got excited every time she entered my mind. 

I didn’t understand if she was my girlfriend, why I let her go on a date with a man, fuck a man. 

I didn’t understand why my reactions, why every time he touched her it was like someone was touching me. I didn’t understand why I was aroused thinking about him doing things to her, why I was aroused watching him touch her. 

I didn’t understand why she made me tell her I was gay or why it aroused me so deeply. 

At some point, I felt my head drop, realized I’d dozed, was terri ied I’d missed her. I was supposed to listen, but was having trouble doing one simple thing. Two hours? Was she going to be home soon? 

I did calculations in my head. 

Half hour tops to get to his place. 

Hour of kissing and foreplay. 

Unless he just took her and fucked her. But then he’d fuck her again, right? 

Was he fucking her now? Was she on her hands and knees getting fucked like an animal? I thought of porn I’d watched, rough sex, men taking woman, fucking them, not making love to them, fucking them, raw, rough, hard. 

She’s my girlfriend? Why was she fucking some guy? 

How many time? How many times was he going to fuck her. 

And why the fuck did I have this desperate need to touch myself? 

I felt my head drop again, realized I couldn’t stay awake, so I opened a window, even to the chill, hoped I’d hear a car, hear her heels, closed my eyes. 

It was dark, the noise startled me. A door. A car door. Lights. 

Heels. Jessica. I was dreaming but I wasn’t. 

I jumped up, went to the door, stopped, took a deep breath. 

Waited. Waited. Heard her coming up the steps, quietly opened the door, saw her. God, oh god. 

“Taylor Swift,” she said when she saw me. 

“I…I listened for you,” I said proud of myself. 

“You waited for me,” she smiled. “I hoped you waited for me.” 

“You…I…I dozed…but…but I listened.” 

She took out her key, unlocked the door. “Come here, pretty thing,” 

she said over her shoulder as she walked in the door, “come here.” 

I followed, unsteady steps. “T…thank you.” 

“Sorry I’m late…well…not really,” she smiled, “he was…well…

enthusiastic. Both times. Well, all three times.” I blushed, looked down, tried to keep the image from my mind, couldn’t. “Sit,” she pointed to the couch.“Jessica,” I said, sitting. 

“Taylor,” she said, sitting next to me. “I’m glad you listened…

waited. I am, really.” 

“Jessica, I…you…” 

“I what?” she asked. 

“You…he…I mean…he…” 

“Fucked me? Yes, of course. Twice,” she said again, biting her lip. 

“Three times if you count up here, if you count doing it in my mouth.” 

I looked at her mouth, her breasts, her legs, back to her mouth, heard the softest of moans escape my lips. Three times? How the fuck did he do it three times in one night?  Loser, you’ve had trouble cuming three times in a week. 

“You have to ask,” she said. 

“Ask?” 

“Ask, silly. To kiss me.” 

“Jessica,” I whimpered, thinking  ‘three times…if you count him doing it in her mouth. ’

“A boy is allowed to kiss his girlfriend if he asks nicely.” 

“Jessica, I…I…” She said three times. She pointed to her mouth. 

Cum. He came in her mouth. Of course he did. And if I kissed her, I’d be kissing her where he did that, where he’d been; made is mark. 

“Ask nicely, Taylor, unless you don’t want to kiss your girlfriend.” I wanted to, wanted to badly, and even scared, the lust must have been obvious on my face. “I mean…unless you really are gay.” 

“No, I…I want to,” I said. 

“Then ask,” she said again. 

“But…” 

“Three times, once in my mouth,” she said. 

I looked at her mouth, no doubt he’d fucked it, no doubt he’d cum in it, no doubt she’d swallowed. Or tried. “Did he…” 

“Yes, of course,” she said. “Now ask.” 

“Can…may I…may I kiss you?” I asked gently, knowing it wasn’t something he asked to do, something he just did, something he just took. “Were you good?” 

I was leaning forward, assuming permission. “Good?” I paused. 

“Did my pretty little boyfriend behave while I was gone? It’s important.” 

My head was spinning.  Did I behave? Was I good? What did that mean? And what about her? Did I behave while she was out getting fucked by Peter? “Did…did I behave? I…but you…” 

“Don’t worry about me, Taylor Swift, don’t worry about what I did. 

I was naughty, you know that, I was very naughty. The question is did you behave?” 

“I…I don’t understand.” 

“Did you touch yourself, little boy?” 

“No!” 

“You were tempted, though, weren’t you? Thinking about us.” 

“Jessica,” I blushed, thinking of her, thinking of him. 

“Weren’t you?” 

“I…but…” 

“Shhhh,” she touched my face, “temptation is allowed, it’s natural, I expected it. It’s just touching that isn’t.” 

“I…I didn’t,” I insisted, not knowing I wasn’t supposed to, glad I hadn’t.“I’d know, Taylor,” she said, “I’d know if you did.” 

“I didn’t,” I said again. 

“Promise? I don’t want my pretty little boyfriend misbehaving when I’m on a date.” 

“Promise?” In the back of my mind, I understood how fucked up that was. Why would a boyfriend make such a promise? Why should he tolerate such treatment? 

“Promise, Taylor, that belongs to me, not you.” 

“I…I promise,” I said painfully. 

“No touching it, not without permission.” 

“I…I promise,” I said again. 

“Then you may kiss your girlfriend,” she said closing her eyes, holding her mouth up. 

I leaned in, thought of him kissing her, thought of her kneeling before him, thought of his cock in her mouth, thought of his cum in her mouth, thought of her saying she was my girlfriend. This was wrong, a girlfriend shouldn’t fuck someone else. This was wrong, a boyfriend shouldn’t have to beg to kiss his girlfriend, shouldn’t have to promise to behave. This was wrong, no man would ever kiss a woman that gave someone else a blowjob. This was wrong in so many ways. 

Then I felt her foot touch me, felt her nylon covered toes, her heel, ind the spot between the hem of my pants and my shoe, felt her nylon covered foot touch the nylon of my trouser socks, and worst of all, felt my penis try to swell in my panties. I leaned in, not meaning to, not even wanting to, but I leaned in and kissed her deeply, longingly, kissed her unable to stop thinking about what he did to her. Kissed her as she returned the kiss, deep and passionate. Kissed her regardless, not caring.“Careful, Taylor,” she cautioned between kisses, “don’t be rough, like a man is with a woman’s mouth, be gentle. Gentle.” 

“I…I’m sorry,” I said, backing away. 

“Shhh, it’s okay,” she took my hand, “just be gentle…picture two women kissing, pretty little boys should be gentle, soft…tender with a woman.” 

“T…two women?” 

“You’ve watched porn,” she giggled, “picture that; two girls kissing.” 

I pictured the hours of porn I’d seen, girl kissing girl, leaned in again, kissed her like I remembered, pretended I was a girl kissing a girl, felt the mental shift from my attempts to mimic what a man did to trying to emulate a girl. 

“Better, Taylor, so much better,” she said after several minutes of kissing. “Use my mouth like a girl would, not like he did.” 

“Thank…thank you,” I said, looked down, eyes drawn to her breasts, half covered by her dress, half exposed, ready to spill out. 

“Ask, Taylor, you have to ask to touch me.” 

“Jessica,” I said softly. 

“Real men like Peter take what they want,” she said, “he grabs them, paws them, bites them. Pretty little boyfriends ask permission.” 

The reminder of the juxtaposition twisted my stomach, but I asked just the same. “May…may I touch your breasts?” I croaked. 

“Please,” she said softly. 

“May I  please touch your breasts,” I corrected myself. 

“Hmmm,” she bit her lip, chuckled. 

“W…what?” I asked. 

“Don’t think I’ve ever had a gay boy ask to touch my breasts,” she smiled. 

“Jessica!” 

“You promised to be gay tonight,” she scolded, “you already kissed me, wasn’t that bad enough? I could see a woman kissing her gay friend, but that’s all.” 

“Just…just last night,” I reasoned, “it’s after midnight.” 

She pondered for a moment. “It’s night till morning, Taylor Swift,” 

she smiled, “but you did a good job, Peter’s sure you’re really gay, completely.” 

“He is?” 

“Enough he knows a couple of gay guys he wanted to introduce you to.” 

“Jessica!” 

She laughed. “If it came to that, I’d want you to, you’d have to. 

“Jessica,” I narrowed my eyes. 

“Taylor Swift,” she glared back, “you know the deal. I’m not giving him up.” 

“But…but why?” I asked. “I…I thought you liked me.” 

“I do, who said I didn’t? I like you a lot, I really do. But I like him, too, or more important, I like men, I like fucking men. Honestly, Taylor, all women do—there’s nothing… nothing…like being with a man like Peter.”“Then…then why…” 

“Because I like being mean, too. I told you that, remember? To me, there’s also nothing like being mean to a boy, nothing like humiliating a boy, nothing like having power over a boy. I like men, but there’s something…besides…you like it.” 

“I…I don’t,” I said. 

“Really? Yet you waited up for me, yet you thought about me all night. Yet you watched him touch me, watched him all but fuck me. You watched and then you waited.” 

“Jessica,” I bit my lip. 

“And here you are staring at my body, here you are all excited, knowing what he did. Here you are. Kissing me. Begging.” 

“I…I don’t…” 

“Little boys that don’t like it don’t wear their girlfriend’s panties.” 

“I…you…you told me…” 

“Take off your pants and shirt, Taylor.” 

“W…why?” I asked, shy, not wanting to sit there in her panties and camisole. 

“God, Taylor, your girlfriend wants to undress you and you ask why? Seriously? Sometimes I think you really are gay.” 

“I…” I looked down, she understood. 

“I want to see you in them,” she said. 

“Jess, I…I mean…I don’t…” 

“Like wearing it? I think you do, Taylor, I think your little penis likes… loves…being covered in soft, pretty panties, being small, soft, feminine.rre” 

“Jessica, I…I shouldn’t…you shouldn’t…” 

“Because you’re my boyfriend?” I blushed, my thoughts obvious. 

“Peter’s a man, Taylor, don’t try to compete with him. Ever.” 

“But…but a guy shouldn’t…I mean…I understand the ballet…but…

a guy shouldn’t…” 

“A man,” she interrupted me. 

“What?” 

“A man, Taylor, you mean to say a man. And you’re right, a  man shouldn’t wear panties. Nor would he. Ever. Even if a girl asked him.” 

“But I’m wearing them.” 

She touched my face, gently, but her eyes were more complicated. 

“Because you’re not a man,” she said, “because you’re a pretty boy.” 

“Jessica…” 

“And because you like to, because it’s freeing, not pretending anymore.” 

“I don’t though,” I said weakly. 

“But you do, Taylor, that’s the thing, you do, you’re having trouble accepting it, but you do.” 

“Jessica, I…I don’t know.” 

“You’re staring at my breasts, Taylor, it’s only fair I see yours,” she said, breathing heavily. 

“My…my what??” 

“Your breasts, silly,” she said, reaching over, pulling my top off, touching my chest through the smooth camisole, her movement all but putting her breasts in my face. “They’re small but so pretty in your lovely camisole.” 

“J…Jess…” I moaned softly. 

“Watch that mouth,” she scolded me, seeing my eyes, my beginnings of a line of drool, “you didn’t ask.” 

“Ask?” 

“Ask, Perv… Miss Jessica, may I lick your breasts.” 

“I…I can lick…lick your breasts?” I asked, surprised. 

“You may  ask,” she corrected me, “you may ask permission.” 

“Can I…” 

“Miss Jessica,” she stopped me. 

I was trying not to shake. “Miss…Miss Jessica, may…may I lick your breasts?” 

She thought again. “Maybe if you take your pants off, too.” 

“Jessica, please,” I said, thinking how I dressed was bad enough, not wanting to be there in lingerie, not wanting to be compared to

Peter.“The panties stay on, of course,” she smiled, “I told you I  don’t want to see that silly little thing and I  certainly  don’t want to see it grow. 

And if you’re going to wear panties, you might as well keep the camisole on, too…we’re being girls, aren’t we? Or a woman and her gay little friend.” 

“Jessica,” I moaned, now ashamed, “please, I…I just want to…” 

“Undress,” she said, all but ordered, eyes boring into me. 

“I…” 

“I can’t touch it if you don’t undress.” 

That was enough, of course, and I stood, started to take off my shoes and the sheer socks, paused, sighed, undid the trousers, pulled them off, face red. 

“You’re embarrassed,” she smiled. 

“I look…silly,” I blurted out. 

“No, actually, you don’t. That’s the thing, Taylor, you look cute, even pretty. And since you’re never putting that little thing inside me, since I might let you lick and kiss my breasts like a woman, Taylor, I’d say you’re dressed perfect for the part.” 

“I…I can lick them?” I asked, not sure I heard her right. 

“You may Taylor,” she said leaning back into the couch, motioning me to her with her  ingers, “but no teeth, no biting—he bites me when he’s rough and my nipples are sore. Remember, gentle, like a girl, not like a man,  like a girl. Please, sissies always act like a girl.” 

That word, she used that word and I couldn’t forget given how I was dressed, but leaned over, closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and licked and kissed her perfect breasts. 

“That’s right, gentle, they’re sore, kiss them better, Taylor, gentle, gentle. He was rough, be gentle, make them better, love, make them better. ” 

He was rough, I was gentle; he was masculine, I was emasculated, feminine; he took from her, treated her like a man treats a woman, I accepted from her, treated her like a lesbian lover. I kissed her, touched her softly, tenderly. I kissed my girlfriend’s breasts, was tender and gentle because a man was the opposite with her. 

“You’re so tender,” she said, reaching for my chest again, cupping me, touching me, teasing me like I did her, leaning over, kissing me. 

“There’s a bra that goes with the panties,” she said between kisses. 

“Jessica!” 

“I’m not asking, Taylor, just saying it might be cute.” She said this through kisses, said this while rubbing my chest, said this while pressing her breasts against me. 

“Bras are for girls,” I protested weakly. 

“They’re feminine?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said, falling into her trap. 

“Just like my pretty boyfriend, soft, feminine, tender, gentle.” She reached down, slowly, seductively, reached between my legs, touched the front of the panties, touched my tucked penis. “If you don’t like being pretty, Taylor, why is this absolutely throbbing?” 

“It…it’s not,” I said. 

“Really? So if I take it out, it won’t grow?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said, knowing it would, instantly, immediately. 

“And it wasn’t threatening to grow all night?” 

“M…maybe,” I allowed. 

“Because of the panties?” 

“I don’t know,” I said again. 

She shifted towards me. “Or maybe just watching Peter fondle me.” “J…Jessica…” 

“Maybe it’s both, little boy…shall I take it out and see?” 

“No, wait,” I started to say but she didn’t wait and without reaching into the panties, she managed to untuck my penis which instantly swelled. 

“See!” she exclaimed, “don’t you dare lie to me, Taylor, you DO like wearing panties. It isn’t just pretending, is it, you are a sexually confused little boy.” 

“I…please…you…you’re not being fair,” I said. 

“No I’m not, Taylor, and I never will be. I’m being mean, like I always am, mean, making my boyfriend face up to uncomfortable truths. Like that as humiliating as it is, he  likes wearing panties.” 

I felt my penis jump, was ashamed, didn’t want to admit she was right— might be right. 

“Should I stop?” she asked. 

“No, please,” I begged. 

“I should keep touching you through my panties?” 

“Yes, Jessica…please, you…you said you would.” 

“It doesn’t seem very gay to beg a girl to touch you,” she accused me. “Jessica,” I moaned, feeling trapped by my promise and my desperate desire for her to touch me. 

“Well are you gay or not?” 

“Jessica!” 

“Gay or not?” she asked, rubbing me. 

“G…gay,” I blurted out, afraid she would stop. 

“I like cock,” she cooed, “big, hard, thick cock…do you, too?” 

“Jess…” 

“Do you, Taylor? Do you like cock, too?” 

“J…Jess…” 

“I liked sucking Peter’s big, hard, thick cock, Taylor, I liked feeling it grow in my mouth, liked feeling him take my head in his hands, fucking my mouth, cumming in my mouth.” She kissed me again, deep and hard, tongue in my mouth, twirled with mine. “That’s what you fantasize about, too, isn’t it? Say it, Taylor, tell me you like cock.” 

“I…” 

“Tell me, Taylor,  Miss Jessica, I like cock. ” 

“I…” 

“Miss Jessica…” 

“Miss Jessica, I…I like cock,” I blurted out. 

“I have to say,” she giggled, taking my penis gently between two ingers through the panties, rubbing it, “I’ve dated a number of men, I’ve fucked a number of men, but I’ve never dated a gay, sissy boy before.” 

“Jessica…Miss Jessica,” I corrected when she slowed her  ingers. 

“You said you like cock, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, but…” 

“That makes you gay, doesn’t it?” 

“But I…” 

“And you’re wearing lingerie, aren’t you?” 

“Only because…” 

“That makes you a sissy, no?” 

“I…” 

“A gay, cock hungry, sissy.” 

I was red with shame and humiliation, but my penis never shriveled, only throbbed, only grew. 

“If you were a man, Taylor, a straight man with a real cock, I’d do what I did to Peter tonight, I’d take you in my mouth and suck until you exploded. I’d be greedy, eager for your cum.” 

“Please, Jessica,” I begged, closer and closer to the edge. 

“But you’re a gay, sissy boy with a tiny, little penis, the smallest I’ve ever touched. Which is  ine, since it’s never going inside me.” 

I was tumbling to the edge, just as before, rushing towards orgasm, not there yet, but not long either. Then I made a mistake, I thrust my hips upward, wanting more pressure, wanting her hands to take me beyond the edge. 

And that’s exactly when she stopped, pulled her hand back, watched, smiled, waited…waited…

And then it started again, the ruined orgasm, the cum dribbling from my penis, wetting the front of her panties as it did the swim bottoms before. A slow, low pressure release of  luid unaccompanied by the orgasmic bliss of a real orgasm. 

“Jessica, please,” I blurted out, feeling the cum ooze out, shaking, an dizzy fog. 

“No, Taylor Swift,” she shook her head, “men have real orgasms, pretty little gay sissy boys squirt like girls.” 

“But…but you promised…” 

“Promised to let you squirt, little boy, not let you cum. Remember I’m mean, Taylor…mean. Mean.” 



Chapter 6 - Rami ications We fell asleep on her couch, both half naked, me in the panties and camisole, her in her pantyhose, heels, and dress, half off. 

I woke up trapped under her, half in a panic, looked down, saw the panties now crusted, stuck to my shrunken penis. I wanted to jump up, run back to my apartment, quickly change, but was afraid I’d wake her the second I moved. 

When we started stirring, she looked down at me, frowned. 

“Looks like you’ll have more cleaning to do today,” she said. 

“Jessica,” I blushed, the memories of the night immediately rushing into my brain. 

“I told you not to make a mess in my panties.” 

“I…” 

“What?” she asked

“I…I mean…I…” 

“Yea,” she wrinkled her nose. “You were naughty…you’re really are a perv, aren’t you?” 

“Jessica!” 

She laughed. “Oh, don’t worry, perv, it’s natural,” she said gently. 

“Jess, I…it isn’t natural, I mean, this…he…I…” 

“It is natural, Taylor,” she said, “it’s as natural for a woman to want a man as it is for a pretty boy to make a mess in her panties.” 

“Jess,” I cringed, both at her statement about my secretions and her calling me ‘her’. 

“Well it is,” she grinned. “I know you have perverted thoughts about fucking me, but you have to understand that’s not happening.” 

“Jessica.” 

“It’s not, Taylor, I mean it. You get that, don’t you? I’m not teasing you about that, it’s really not happening, okay?” 

“I…I guess,” I swallowed. 

“Meaning you hope I relent some day and give you a pity fuck. But I won’t Taylor, that’s the deal.” 

“But I… I’m your boyfriend,” I  inally said, as if that explained everything. It should, that wasn’t something a boyfriend did. 

“My sissy boyfriend,” she corrected. “Don’t worry, I love everything about you, Taylor, I do. Everything.” 

“Love?” I asked, shocked. 

“Love,” she said. 

“Love?” What was she saying? 

“Of course, love.” 

“Love…like you…you  love me?” Was she serious? 

“Duh,” she said, not quite answering my question. 

“Jessica, are you serious?” I asked, for a moment forgetting everything. 

“Of course I’m serious, dork. You think I just throw that word around?” 

“No, but…” I frowned. “But how…how can you love me? You don’t even want to…to…you know…” 

“Fuck you?” She made a gross face. “Yuck, no, no I don’t. You mean how can I love you and not want to fuck you? My sweet boy, fucking is NOT love. Fucking is fucking. I mean, I fuck Peter, but I’ll never love him. 

Fucking is sex, hot, nasty sex. It’s not love.” 

“Jessica!” 

“I love when he fucks me, but I’ll never love him.” 

“But…” 

“I love the feeling of him inside me, but I don’t love him.” 

“I don’t…” 

“I love you, but that doesn’t mean I’ll ever fuck you,” she said. 

“Jessica,” I looked away, almost tearing up. 

“I’m not going to lie to you. I told you at the beginning I was mean, didn’t I? Do you remember that?” 

“Yea, but…but you…” 

“I’m still mean, aren’t I?” 

“Yes, but…I mean…you said…” 

“It turned you on, didn’t it? Last night?” 

I didn’t answer, didn’t look at her, felt so ashamed. 

“Did it turn you on?” she asked me directly. 

“I…I don’t know,” I lied. 

“Really?” she demanded. “Maybe I was wrong about you, then. If a pretty boy doesn’t like serving his girlfriend, what’s the purpose then.” 

“No, I…I mean…I guess. Yes,” I  inally said. 

“It turns me on, too, Taylor,” she said. “It turns me on being mean, it turns me on humiliating you, it turns me on when you’re so meek and

confused.” 

“Why?” 

“Do you want to be like Peter? Haven’t you tried that? Haven’t you failed? You’re never going to be like him, Taylor, you’re never going to be a man like that. Wouldn’t you rather be what comes natural?” 

“What comes natural? You mean a loser?” I asked, feeling dejected. 

“Yes, but not a typical loser, Taylor, that’s not it. You’re not a loser like most losers are, not naturally, anyway. If you were, you wouldn’t be here.”“What then? Not a man? Not a loser?” I sighed. 

“A soft, sweet, artistic, feminine, tender, pretty little thing,” she said. “Jessica,” I squirmed. 

“Manhood doesn’t suit you, Taylor, masculinity doesn’t suit you. 

Heck, heterosexuality doesn’t suit you, not like him, anyway. You’re never going to be like him, you’ll never be an alpha male. But femininity clearly does suit you. Being a sissy suits you. Serving a woman suits you.” “But Jessica…” 

“Do you think you have a chance competing with him as a boy, let alone a man? Honestly, do you?” 

“N…no,” I swallowed. 

“So don’t Taylor. You’ll never be masculine like that, don’t even try. 

Don’t try to out man him or any man, you never will. Do the opposite, instead.” 

“But the opposite of being masculine is…it’s being…” 

“Feminine,” she smiled. 

“Jessica, I…I…” 

“What’s your track record with women, Taylor?” she asked, slowly moving her hose covered foot on my leg. “One, horrid attempt? One pity fuck. One sad, pathetic disappointment? It doesn’t have to be that way. 

Sure, you might get lucky someday, but she’ll know, won’t she? The truth is, you’re never going to be a man and women deserve better. I deserve better.” 

“But…but you said you love me,” I said, confused what she meant. 

“I did,” she said, “I said it because I do. But I won’t give up men, Taylor. I can’t. I won’t. Ever. And you can’t be the man. You can’t. You won’t. Ever. That’s the deal, Taylor, that’s the deal.” She continued teasing me with her foot, knowing exactly what she was doing to me. 

“But…” 

“Ever,” she reiterated. “When I need a man, Taylor, I need a man.” 

“But I like…I mean…” 

“I’m not saying you can’t have this,” she pointed to her body. You can. It’s your. I’m yours. But on my terms. Only on my terms. One of which is that,” she pointed to my crotch with her foot, “that is  never going here.” She pointed between her legs. “Never,” she whispered. “It’s never, ever going inside me.” 

“But Jessica, that, I mean…” 

“Never,” she mouthed the word slowly. “Never I mean it. That’s the deal. It doesn’t belong it me or any woman.” 

“Jess,” I swallowed, uncomfortable with the deal, uncomfortable but drawn to her, hopeless drawn. 

“You were living a pussy free life before, Taylor, I want to make it clear that will continue. Not mine, not anyone’s, not ever. That’s a hard and fast rule. Pussy free life, Taylor. Pussy free.” 

“Jessica, I…please…I…” 

“Pussy. Free,” she said. “Pussy free. I mean it.” She looked at me, waited for me to say something. 

“Fine,  ine,” I  inally agreed. 

“Pussy free. I mean, for that clit of yours. Not your mouth, of course.” 

“I get it,” I said. 

“Say it, then.” 

“Pussy free,” I mumbled. 

“No, all of it. Say it, ‘I’ll live a pussy free life,’ you need to say it.” 

“Jesus, Jessica.” 

“Say it,” she raised an eyebrow. “You have to say it.” 

“I…I’ll live a pussy free life,” I said softly. 

“I mean it, Taylor,” she sat up, serious. “That doesn’t belong inside a woman, any woman, ever. While we’re together or otherwise. Pussy free life.” 

“P…pussy free life,” I said, shaking. 

“Uugh, you’re such a disgusting pervert, look, you’re leaking again.”I looked down, sure enough there was a fresh, wet spot on my crusted panties. “I…I’m sorry,” I said, ashamed. 

“God, what am I going to do with you? Well at least you get excited thinking about being pussy free; that’s a good sign.” 

“It is?” I asked, not sure why. 

“Sure,” she smiled. “I suppose it’s a little  gay, maybe more than a little. I mean,  straight guys don’t get excited being told they’re not going to fuck a woman. But then again,  straight guys don’t wear pretty panties. Or agree to be pussy free. Or tell their girlfriend’s how much they like cock.” 

She was terrible. “Jessica! I told you…” 

“I know, I know…but I’m not sure I believe you. You’re very convincing.” 

“Jessica, I…I like girls.” 

“Yet you’re excited talking about never being with one, never using that little thing the way a man does. Maybe it’s a relief.” 

“That…that’s not fair!” 

“Maybe, maybe not…yet there it is. Watch…say it, let’s see if it leaks anymore.” 

“Say what.” 

She moved her hand up my leg, towards me. “Say  I promise to be pussy free. ” 

“Jessica.” 

“No, say  I like cock.” 

“Jessica!” 

“Say it, perv, go on.” 

“I…I like cock,” I said feeling dizzy. 

“See, see,” she giggled, “look at it leaking again! Now enough of this, let’s get going if we’re running, we both have lots to do today.” 

“We do?” I asked hopefully, forgetting for a moment what we were discussing, thinking we’d spend the day together. 

“Yep. There’s a show I was binge watching I want to  inish, I have a book I’m reading…just relaxing.” 

“I have a book, too,” I said, thinking of relaxing with her. 

She laughed. “You won’t have time to read, sweetie, laundry day, remember? You have my laundry to wash and take care of.” 




**********

 

We ran in relative silence, not that we didn’t talk, but we both seemed to have much on our respective minds. After our eight miles, we parted ways outside our doors with her instructions we should both cool off, shower, and then I was to come back over to pick up the laundry I was to wash. So about an hour later, showered and dressed in slacks and a shirt, I knocked on Jessica’s door. 

I heard her soft footsteps, saw a shadow over the peep hole, then watched the door open. 

And felt my jaw drop. 

Jessica stood there wearing just a bra and panty set, pink, delicate, innocent even. The bra was a white silk and beavers lace balcony style; the matching panties were the same delicate fabric. 

“Perfect timing,” she said pulling the door all the way open and motioning me in. “The baskets are over here.” 

She pushed the door shut, turned towards the bedroom, motioned me to follow. When she did, I saw the panties were a thong style and I felt my heart skip a beat, another. “Well come on, dork,” she said without looking back, “you’ve got a lot to do.” 

I followed her to her bedroom, saw three baskets of laundry on the bed. She was talking, giving instructions, but I really didn’t hear as I was too distracted by her, too focused on her body. 

“Dork,” I heard that word through my gaze. 

“What?” 

“Did you hear anything I said?” 

“I…sure,” I lied. 

“What temperature?” 

“Huh?” 

“What temperature for the sweaters?” 

“I…um…” 

“Jesus fucking christ,” Jessica narrowed her eyes, “you are an impossible loser.” 

“I…I was listening,” I lied again. 

“You were not, dork, you were staring at my ass just like you’re now staring at my breasts.” 

“I…Jess…I mean…” 

“What the fuck, Taylor, do I look like a piece of meat for you to eye fuck?”“No…but…I mean…you…you’re my girlfriend…” 

“So why are you staring at me like a lion looks at a gazelle? I swear to god, Taylor, you’re so fucking rude.” 

“Rude? But…I mean…I thought…” 

“That you could eye fuck me like that? That you could look at me like I’m something here for your viewing pleasure?” 

“I…I just…” 

“Just started thinking about what it would be like to fuck me?” 

“No…I swear, I…I wasn’t,” I said, looking down, face red, giving away the obvious. 

“Jesus, we  just fucking talked about this, Taylor! Pussy. Free. Pussy fucking free!” 

“I…I’m sorry,” I stammered. 

“You agreed, Taylor.” 

“I…I know,” I said. 

“This is not how you treat women, Taylor.” 

“But…but he…” 

“He’s a fucking man, Taylor, jesus, Peter’s a fucking man. I swear, you’re allowed to look at me, but you cannot lear at me like that, this…

fuck, this isn’t going to work.” 

“Jessica,” I said in half a panic, “I…I didn’t mean to.” 

“That’s the problem, Taylor, we come to an agreement and half an hour later you’re already thinking like a boy, already trying to  igure out how to get into my panties.” 

“What?” 

“Stay there,” she said, turning towards her closet, coming back holding something. “Here,” she said, holding out. 

I took it from her, saw it was a ivory bra and panty set with champagne colored lace. “This goes with the other things?” 

“No, that set’s clean,” she said, eyes suddenly hard. 

“I don’t understand,” I said, looking down at the delicate ivory set. 

“You need to stop thinking like a boy, Taylor, you need to stop seeing a man as your role model, you need to stop emulating someone like Peter.” 

“I…I know,” I said. 

“So…” she looked at the bra and panty set in my hand. 

“I still don’t understand, Jessica.” 

“Of course you do, silly. You do better when your frame of mind is adjusted away from anything masculine.” 

“Wait, you…you don’t mean…” 

“Yes I do, they’re for you,” she smiled. 

“But…but a bra and panties?” 

“Of course a bra and panties,” she said, “what better way to remind you? What better to change your outlook?” 

“But Jessica, I…I mean…I don’t…” 

“Panties to remind you that your little thing is pussy free, Taylor, to remind you it is never going inside me or any woman. And a bra, something only a woman wears, as a constant reminder to stop thinking like a man would, to stop trying to be something you’re not.” 

“Jessica, please,” I said, “I…I promise to try…” 

“I know you do, love,” she said, voice softer, touching me gently, 

“and I appreciate that, I really do. And so instead of dumping you, which you’re clearly terri ied I’m going to do, I’m going to help you.” 

“But…” 

“I’m going to help you, Taylor, these are going to help you remember. Always remember.” 

“But…but people…” 

“Will see? I admit that’s not the best bra for you to wear discretely, but you’re just here in the building today, no one will see.” 

“But…” 

“Of course, I agree we’ll need something more appropriate for work.”“Work!” 

“Yes, work.” 

“But Jessica, you…you don’t mean for me to wear a bra to work. 

That…that’s crazy.” 

“Why? Girls wear bras to work everyday, there’s nothing unusual about that.” 

“Girls! Not boys.” 

“Well…not men…that’s for sure, but pretty boys can. Pretty boys learning to let go of pretending to or trying to be masculine.” 

“You…you want me to wear a bra to work?” 

“Of course I do, Taylor, in fact I mean for you to wear a bra all the time just like any girl would.” 

“But…but I’m a  boy,” I whined. 

“You were born a boy, I’ll give you that, but that’s going nothing to do with what you really are.” 

“But Jessica…” 

She crossed her arms,  ixed her eyes on me. “I’ve made up my mind, Taylor, you’re wearing a bra and you’re wearing panties and that’s that, please stop arguing with me.” 

I started to say something but her eyes stopped me. “Can I…may I say something? Please?” 

“You may, so long as it isn’t about wearing a bra.” 

It was about the bra, of course it was about the bra. So I opened my mouth, stopped, opened it again. 

“Nothing?” 

“I…I don’t…” I started to say. As in,  I don’t want to. “I don’t know how,” I  inally said, “I mean…to put it on.” 

“Well I’m happy to teach you,” she smiled. “Here, start with the panties, though, I don’t want that little thing growing.” She wrinkled her nose at the thought. 

“Jessica, it…it won’t, I promise.” 

“Really? See, I think it will, Taylor, I think someone, despite the protests,  likes being pretty. Now, panties  irst, and  tuck, always tuck.” 

She handed me the panties and turned around so I could step into them. I was lucky she had me do them  irst, as she was right and I started to swell. “No pants yet,” she called over her shoulder, “you saw me in my bra and panties, I get to see you in yours, too.” 

“Done,” I said, watched her turn. 

“I swear, Taylor…” 

“What?” 

“You’re like the  cutest thing ever. Here, take this and do it with me.” She handed me the bra, reached behind her back, undid and took off her bra, spilling her breasts out into view. 

“Jesus,” I mumbled, staring, unable to look away. 

“God, Taylor, I told you, I’m not a slab of meat,” she scolded me. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, looked down. 

“Just try to watch without leering, okay. Here, now, take your bra and place your arms in like this,” she said, putting her arms through the shoulder straps of her bra. “Now I know some women fasten their bra at the front and then twist it around to the back, but that stretches it. 

Far better to position your breasts into the cups and put your arms through the straps that attach the bra cups to the back of the bra.” 

“O…okay,” I mumbled. 

“Go on,” she said, “you do it.” 

I swallowed, put my arms into the straps, blushing as I did do. 

“Now fasten the clasp in the back, like this,” she put her arms behind her back, clasped her bra. “On the loosest setting to start.” 

I reached behind, fumbled, couldn’t quite get it at  irst,  inally did on the third or fourth try. “It takes practice,” she smiled, “you’ll get it.” 

I tried to ignore the thought. 

“Now adjust the straps, the bra shouldn’t be loose.” She mimicked adjusting the straps of her bra while I tightened the straps on mine. 

“Okay, now scoop and swoop.” 

“Scoop and swoop?” I asked. 

“Bend forward and give your breasts a good ‘swoop’,” she said, reaching into her bra. “Bring the breast away from your armpits and into the centre of each cup then ‘scoop’ the breast into the cup.” I watched, mouth open. “Go on,” she said. 

“But…but I don’t have…” 

“Large breasts, I know, but it’s all the same. Swoop and scoop, best to learn the proper way.” 

I shook my head but did as she said, ’swooped and scooped’ my chest under her watchful eye, blushed. “You…you’re staring,” I said. 

“Yea, that’s what it feels like,” she chuckled. 

“I…I look foolish,” I said again, self-conscious, wanting to cover up. 

“Not at all,” she said, “you’re actually adorable, quite pretty, really.” 

“Jessica, I…this…this isn’t…you shouldn’t…” 

“It is, Taylor, and I should.” 

“But…but a man…” 

“Don’t,” she scolded me, “don’t use that word like that.” 

I swallowed. “I…I’m your boyfriend, I…I shouldn’t…” 

“That’s such a strange word.  Boyfriend. Why not  manfriend? 

 Boyfriend is so juvenile…almost emasculating. I’d never call Peter a boy, even if we were dating.” 

“But…but still, I…I shouldn’t…” 

“Boyfriend,” she said again. “My little  boyfriend, my pretty boyfriend.” 

“Jessica,” I said, shaking, feeling a twitch between my legs. 

“You are pretty, Taylor, that’s the thing. Look at yourself, that naturally hairless skin, that small waist, just the tiniest of a bump in your panties, a pretty mound, like a girl. You’re just so naturally pretty.” 

“I…how can you…I mean… I’m your boyfriend.” 

“Try to be like him, Taylor, and you won’t be for long.” 

“But…” 

“It’s humiliating, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I exclaimed, “yes.” 

“Good, it should be. I want it to be; I’m mean, remember.” 

“Jess…” 

“You obviously like seeing me in my lingerie, no?” 

“Of course!” 

“You mean that?” 

“Very much,” I said. 

“Well I like seeing you in yours, too. And I mean that. Very much.” 

“But I’m your boyfriend.” 

“You’re my boyfriend, Taylor, you. You’re hear with me. Not Peter. 

And I  want you like this, I  want you like this. Not him, you. I don’t want him here, I want you.” 

“But…but he gets to…to…” 

“Say it,” she insisted. 

“He gets to fuck you.” 

“He does,” she agreed. “And he’s magni icent. That cock…my god.” 

“How can…how can I…” 

“You can’t, Taylor, I already told you that. Pretty little boys lead pussy free lives. You can’t, you won’t.” 

“That…that’s not fair,” I whined. 

“Because you want to?” 

“Yes!” 

“But you were  never going to fuck me, you get that, right? You’re never fucking a woman, you’re always leading a pussy free life. Wearing a bra and panties changes nothing about that. And just cause I don’t want your little penis inside me doesn’t mean I don’t want you. Leave the fucking to him and learn to please me the way only you can.” 

“I don’t know how,” I blurted out. 

“Oh I’ll teach you, Taylor, I’ll teach you. Just remember, it has nothing  to do with that little thing between your legs. Nothing.” 

“Jessica,” I said, feeling a tear fall down my face. “You…you said you love me.” 

“I did. I do. I love you because you’re not him, I love you like this, I love you for you. Soft, tender, affectionate, sweet, gentle. Now get dressed, you’ve got a bunch of laundry to do. 

“Never?” I asked. 

“Never, Taylor. Never.” 




**********

 

I spent most of the rest of the day doing laundry with little break. 

Between loads of her normal things things, I was hand washing her delicates and intimates and folding what was done. 

That included the panties and pantyhose she’d worn the night before. The panties and pantyhose with the crusted crotch, a mix of her juices and Peter’s. 

Despite, or perhaps because of what she did not me the night before, I was no less excited than I’d been for weeks and felt my own penis throb against the panties I wore as I washed Jessica’s. 

It wasn’t until evening that I  inished and had two baskets of folded clothes and a week’s worth of intimates hanging in my apartment drying. 

I brought one of the baskets to Jessica’s apartment, knocked softly on the door. I could hear soft music playing, Jessica moving around. 

She opened the door, was standing there beautiful as ever. She wore a blush pink  loral print wrap dress with a  lirty wrap skit that tied at her waist and short  lutter sleeves giving her a romantic look, nude hose, and blush ankle strap heels.“Oh, my laundry, you’re such a dear,” she smiled. 

“I…I didn’t mean to bother you, I…I thought you’d want what’s done; the other things are drying.” 

“Thanks,” she smiled, leaning forward and kissing me lightly. “Just put them in closet, I’ll put them away later.” 

I passed by the dining room, candle lit, with the table set for two, felt my stomach sink. “The…the other things, I mean, your…your intimates should be dry by morning,” I said coming back out. 

“Great,” she nodded, “did my things from last night come clean?” 

“Eventually,” I blushed, thinking of how much scrubbing I did. 

“You’re a dove,” she smiled. “You behaved this time?” 

“Y…yes,” I mumbled, “I…I did.” 

“What’s the matter?” she asked. 

“I…I shouldn’t have interrupted, I…I didn’t know.” 

“Didn’t know?” she asked. 

“That…that he was coming over.” 

“Peter?” 

I swallowed, nodded. “I didn’t think…I mean…” 

She looked around, laughed. “You silly boy.” 

“Jess, I…it’s okay, I’ll go…” I didn’t want to see him, not today. 

“He’s really in your head, isn’t he? Not that I don’t understand, he’s in mine, too.” 

“We…we can talk later, Jessica,” I said, taking a step towards the door. “Dinner won’t be ready for a bit, we can have a drink if you’d like.” 

“I…I don’t think…I mean…I’m not really dressed for it.” 

“How do you mean?” she asked. 

“I’m not…I don’t know if I’m feminine enough,” I said, thinking of my promise to her, thinking I had to look a certain way if he was going to see me. 

“Feminine enough? Oh, sweetie, you mean that? You’d put something more feminine on? Really?” 

“Well if…I mean, if…” 

She interrupted. “Oh, darling, you don’t know how happy it makes me to hear you say that. Seriously. I know it’s humiliating, though that’s part of the reason I like it, but I’m so proud of you for offering.” 

“You want me thinking like a girl, don’t you? Won’t that help?” 

“Of course it will,” she said, “very much.” 

“And I promised to,” I swallowed, “to act gay.” 

“For Peter, though it’s not a terrible mindset so it comes natural when he’s here. I don’t think you need to change, I’m sure the bra and panties help, maybe just shoes with a heel and an apron while dinner’s cooking. Is that okay?” 

“I…I suppose,” I agreed. 

“Don’t move,” she hurried to her room, came back with black, block heeled patent pumps, sheer black trouser socks, and a pink  loral apron. “Too much?” she asked. 

“N…no,” I said, changing into the hose, shoes, and wrapping the apron around. 

“God, Taylor, you’re the best, I mean it,” she said, gave me a warm smile.“What…what time will he be here?” 

“Who?” she asked. 

“P…Peter,” I said. 

“Peter?” she asked, looking confused. I nodded. “You think…

darling…I mean…” 

“It’s okay, Jessica,” I said, “I…I understand. It’s the deal, right?” 

She walked right up to me, put her arms around my waist, and kissed me hard and deep and passionately. 

“What…what was that for?” I asked when she  inally broke away. 

“Because you’re the best, that’s why. But you’re also the most foolish little boy I’ve ever known.” 

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

“You silly boy, it isn’t Saturday, Peter’s not coming over.” 

“Who…who then?” I stammered.  God, was there someone else, too? 

“I…I didn’t know there was someone else.” 

“Of course there’s someone else.” 

“Who?” 

“My boyfriend, you fool, my silly, feminine, boyfriend.” 

“Me?” 

“You’re my only boyfriend,” she laughed. “I have one lover and one boyfriend.” 

“But you wanted me to be more feminine? He isn’t coming over?” 

“I wanted you to be more feminine because it humiliates you,” she shook her head. “I wanted you to be more feminine because I like

emasculating you. I wanted you to be more feminine because I like being mean to you, because I can. I want you to be more feminine because it suits you.” 

“But Jessica…” 

“Are you going to make us drinks or not?” 

“W…wine?” 

“Wine is  ine, darling,” she said, “in the living room, please.” 

I walked to the kitchen, felt the heels, at least three inches, have an effect on my stride, my posture, thought of woman in  lats versus heels, the difference. Walking in the heels made my legs feel different, tighter, my ass too. And it made me more self aware of the panties, of the bra, of feelings of emasculation, feminization. 

I got two glasses and a bottle of wine, brought them into the living room on a tray. Jessica was sitting in the middle of the couch, legs crossed, so the hem of her dress rode up exposing her shapely legs. 

“Look at you playing the serving girl,” she smiled, “it’s such an adorable look. Put a dress on you and you’d make some man the perfect housewife.” 

“Jessica,” I said softly, blushing, lowering my eyes. 

“The thought never crossed your mind?” 

“N…no,” I said, though it was to become a thought I couldn’t later shake.“Or some woman, perhaps,” she said. “What woman wouldn’t want a wife at home waiting for her, waiting on her.” 

“I…I’m your boyfriend,” I reminded her. 

“Hmmm,” she said, not really agreeing or disagreeing, but smiling at me.“What?” I asked. 

“I was just imagining it.” 

“Imagining what?” 

“You…in a dress…something retro, I think,  ifties style…lingerie to match. Devine.” 

“Jessica,” I narrowed my eyes. 

“Bringing your husband a drink after his long day at work.” 

“Stop,” I whined, “you know I’m just pretending.” 

“Are you really? You’ve never thought about? Not even since saying the words?” 

I blushed, didn’t want to answer. 

“I bet lots of pretty, feminine boys wonder what it’s like to serve a man. I don’t think it’s anything for you to be ashamed of, really.” 

“I didn’t say I thought about it,” I said. 

“You didn’t deny it, either, dear. No matter, pour us some wine, sit,” 

she said, “we’ll talk about other girly things.” 

We talked for awhile about the mundane. An article in the paper about a dance troupe, a new gallery, politics. Sitting with her, I realized how much I loved her, not just for her beauty, but as a person. I was conscious, of course, at how I was dressed, and how that made me feel, how it ampli ied my shyness, my inherent weakness, and even feelings of submissiveness. I was aware the effect she had on me, how I was drawn to her. 

I was never outgoing around women, they always intimidated me, even scared me. I was always nervous talking to any woman, even Jessica, though here I was doing just that. But the bra and panties, the apron, the heels—all ampli ied those feelings, too. 

She must have sensed my thoughts as she reached over, toyed with the hem of the apron. “It’s humorous how you look both comfortable and uncomfortable at the same time.” 

I swallowed. “I…feel…” 

“Emasculated?” 

“Yes,” I said. “I…I never had a girlfriend, I know, but this isn’t how…I mean…” 

“How you pictured it? No, I suppose not. But did you really think it would be like what a man has when he’s in a relationship? Or, I don’t know, like what Peter has? Is that really how you thought of it?” 

“I…I suppose not,” I admitted, feeling my stomach turn. 

“I know you must be jealous of what men get, I understand that, but like I said, you were  never going to get that, Taylor. Girls just don’t do that with boys like you, you were  always going to be pussy free. 

Don’t fret about what you don’t have, focus instead on serving a woman the way you’re best able.” 

“I just…I mean…I wanted to…you know…” 

“Did you enjoy it the time you did it? She didn’t, I know that must have bothered you, right? It still bothers you, doesn’t it?” 

“Yea, but I…I tried…” 

She touched my hand. “I’m sure you did, Taylor. Listen, just because you’re never getting what you hoped for doesn’t mean you’re hopeless. Pussy free doesn’t mean woman free. After all, you have a girlfriend, don’t you?” 

“Yes, but…” 

“I mean it, Taylor, don’t think like a man, ever, think like a pretty boy, think like a girl, think like a sissy.” 

“Jessica.” 

“I know that word bothers you, that’s one reason I use it, but it its, Taylor. I mean, look at you.” 

“I just…” 

“Does it bother you? That I have a lover?” 

“Of course,” I said. 

“You’re jealous?” 

“He gets to…you know…” 

“Fuck me?” she smiled. 

“Yes,” I looked down. 

“Yes, yes he does. But here’s the thing, Taylor, I don’t love him,” she said, reaching over, lifting my chin. 

“Jessica,” I melted. 

She leaned over, kissed me, deep, wet, kissed me until we were interrupted by the kitchen timer. 




**********

 

She asked me to serve dinner. “See if the role suits you,” she smile, 

“you know…the dutiful, shy but pleasing housewife.” 

“Jess,” I blushed but did it just the same, only taking off the apron when I sat to eat with her, donning it again to clean up. 

After dinner I used the restroom. While I was cleaning up some dishes, Jessica excused herself to quickly freshen up do the same. When she came back she stood behind me, watching me with a smile. “What’s so amusing?” I asked. 

“I just like watching my pretty boyfriend, that’s all. Say, you tucked yourself, didn’t you?” 

“Tucked?” I asked, looked down at my shirt. 

“Silly, I mean that,” she pointed between my legs. “Your little penis. It’s hard to tell in your trousers. It’s tucked away, right?” 

“Oh,” I blushed. “Um, y…yes.” 

“Good,” she said. “I want it to stay tucked all night, I don’t want it out, I don’t want it growing, I don’t want to see it.” 

“I…I don’t…I mean…why would I grow?” 

“This,” she said and reached behind her, unzipped her dress, took it off right there in the kitchen, folded it over the back of a chair. She was wearing different lingerie, a lustrous white plunge bra with  loral embroidery and a tulle ribbon trim that was sheer enough her nipples were visible. Along with the bra were matching panties, a delicate garter belt wrapped around her slim waist, and nude stockings. 

“Jesus,” I gasped, felt blood  low to my penis, which instantly throbbed but didn’t really grow, tucked against the crotch of the panties I wore.“I don’t want to see it, Taylor, I don’t want to touch it, I don’t want to know it exists. Understand?” 

“I…” 

“Pussy free, little boy…if you’re going to stay the night, it’s pussy free.” “S…stay the night?” I asked, eyes wide. 

“I’ve got uses for you, Taylor, not for that, but for other things…

your mouth, for instance.” 

“My…my mouth? I…I don’t know…I mean…I never…” 

“Went down on a girl?” she smiled. “Of course you haven’t…but you can learn, can’t you?” 

“Down…like…you mean…um…” 

“Yes, like,” she smiled, “yes, that’s what I mean. Your little penis may be pussy free, but you’ll learn other ways to please your girlfriend.” 

“You…you really want me to…to…” 

“Make love to me,” she purred. 

“God!” 

“Do you want to stay, then, Taylor?” 

“Yes,” I exclaimed, “of course yes.” 

“That stays away, Taylor, I mean it. Always, but tonight especially, that stays tucked, away; if it comes out, if you get erect, you’re going home.”“I know,” I agreed reluctantly. 

“Do you want to come to bed with me or not?” 

“Yes, of…of course, why…why wouldn’t I?” 

“Well, I don’t know, I guess I don’t want to confuse you, sweetie.” 

“Confuse me?” 

She smiled, walked up to me, leaned over and whispered in my ear. “About whether you’re gay.” She backed up, grinned, walked towards her bedroom, daring me to follow her. 

I collected my thoughts, removed the apron,  inally followed her. 

She was standing in the bedroom bathed in soft candle light. “You’re over dressed, don’t you think?” she asked. 

“I…please…I’m…” 

“Embarrassed?” she  inished. 

“Y…yes,” I swallowed. 

“I keep telling you how pretty you look,” she shook her head. “Just the bra and panties is asking too much?” 

“Yes,” I said, “please, I…I wore it, I’m just…this is…this is all new…

and…”She frowned but her words were soft, gentle. “I assumed, Taylor, though you’ll get used to it. You want to wear more tonight?” 

I nodded eagerly. “Thank you,” I said, looking at my clothes, actually relieved. 

“Like I said, I assumed,” she smiled. “I got that out for you,” she said, pointed to the valet stand in the corner. 

I looked over, confused, wondered what was wrong with my shirt and slacks. Then I saw what was hanging on the stand, an ivory full slip delicate, champagne lace around the hem, front slit and bust, a piece obviously meant to coordinate with the bra and panty set I wore. “J…

Jessica, that…that’s a slip,” I stammered confused. 

“It is,” she said, “one of the more feminine ones I have. It goes nice with the bra and panty set you’re wearing.” 

“What’s wrong with…I mean…I can just wear this,” I pointed to my clothes. 

“That? Dear, you’re coming to bed to make love to your girlfriend, you’re certainly  not wearing slacks and a shirt.” 

“But…but a slip? And…and one so…” 

“Feminine? That’s quite the point, you silly fool. Goodness, you’re not making love to me like a man would so you’re certainly not doing it dressed in clothes a man’s clothes.” She walked to me, started to

unbutton my shirt, exposed the bra. “Come now, let’s get you out of these silly boy clothes and into something more feminine, something more suitable for pretty little think like you, okay?” 

“But Jess, I…I…” 

“God, Taylor, you keep insisting you’re only  pretending to be gay yet you do everything you can to stall. Are you  sure about this? I mean, everything you’re doing is to stop this.” 

“Of…of course I’m sure,” I insisted,  inally getting the courage to look at her body, to really look at it.” 

“Then get dressed for bed love; you’re not a man in this room, you’ll never be a man in this room, so be what’s natural, instead, be my pretty little lover.” 

“You…you want me to be a…” 

“A sissy,” she said helpfully, peeling my shirt off. “I want my boyfriend to be my pretty, little, submissive sissy.” 

“Oh god,” I moaned. 

She reached down, undid my belt, let my trousers fall to the  loor, helped me remove my heels, trouser socks, and pants. “The slip, my pretty little boy, let’s get you in the slip. Don’t be a boy for me, be my girl.” I let her take me by the hand, stood there while she helped me into the silky smooth slip, felt it  lutter down over my body. “You’re never going to be the man, Taylor, you’re never going to be the one who feels what it’s like inside me. You’re never going to be the one that fucks me, all day, all night.” 

“J…Jessica…” 

“You’ll never be the one that throws me on the bed and takes me. 

No, Taylor, you’ll serve me, you’ll always serve me, how I want, how I need.”“But…but I want…” 

I stopped when her hand went down the front of the slip, when it went between my legs, touched me as gently as she could. “I know women scare you, Taylor, I know they intimidate you. I get that, I’ll help you, don’t worry. I know you’re afraid, I know you can’t do it. It’s okay, Taylor, I promise I’ll never let this inside me, don’t worry,” she whispered. 

“But…but I want…” 

“Shhh, I know, I know…don’t worry, you never have to worry about it, I promise. Never. Never. I promise, Taylor.” 

“Jess…” 

“Have you ever kissed a woman?” 

“Yes, we…” 

“No, Taylor, not on the mouth, but here,” she took my hand, touched it between her legs. 

“N…no,” I gulped. 

“We’re so much different than men,” she said, “but so easy, too. 

Just kiss. Lick and kiss. Gently then harder. You’ll know when, you’ll know how.” 

“I…I’m scared…” 

“Shhhh, I forget you’re so confused.” 

“Confused?” 

“Whether you’re gay or straight,” she said, gently touching me. 

“I…I’m not…” 

“Shhh,” she said again, stopping me. “I know you must be thinking about it after saying it, after being around him. I know you must think about it all the time.” 

“Jessica, I…” 

“Shhh,” she said a third time, “you don’t have to be either, you know.”“Either?” 

“Gay or straight,” she said, “lots of pretty sissy boys like men and women.” 

She continued. “It’s okay to be scared of a woman, my pretty, it’s okay. I know it’s hard. Especially after trying it and failing. I know it’s easier to just think maybe you should stick to men. They’re so simple, just suck their cock and swallow their cum. I know you’re tempted to just do that.” 

“But…” 

“All you need to do is lick, Taylor. Lick. Lick and kiss.” She pulled me onto the bed, onto her. “Just be the pretty girl, Taylor, always the pretty girl, never the boy. Always the licker, never the fucker. Never. 

Never.”“God, Jessica,” I moaned as we kissed. 

“I know women scare you, Taylor, I know. But don’t worry, you never have to fuck me. Never. I promise, never. Don’t worry, don’t every worry.” 

I was scared of her, scared of all women. I was damaged. But part of me wanted to fuck her, of course, part of me wanted to be the man. 

Yet… Yet she was right, part of me was almost relieved that I didn’t have to try, didn’t have to face the inevitable comparisons to Peter. Didn’t have to worry about disappointing her, failing again. Didn’t have to worry what a woman thought when I was inside her. 

“It’s okay to be scared, it’s okay to be confused, it’s okay to like men, I promise.” 

“But Jess…” 

“Mouth, Taylor, use your mouth, use your mouth.” 

As scared as I was, though, I was so smitten, so full of lust, it wasn’t dif icult to do what she wanted—to lick her all over. Kisses on her lips, her ears, her neck. On her arms, her chest, her breasts. Her  lat stomach and on her sides. On her thighs, calves, and feet. 

And then towards that special, forbidden place. I was nervous, of course, hesitant, and spent time kissing the tops of her stocking, the alabaster skin of her thighs, the garter straps. I didn’t know it but I was unintentionally teasing and tormenting her, playing with her in a way Peter never did. And it was, unknown to me, exactly what she wanted from me. Scared, nervous, hesitant, I naturally turned her on more and more.“God, Taylor, stop teasing me,” she  inally said. 

“I…I didn’t mean to,” I said, looking up at her. 

“Lick me,” she demanded. 

“I…I don’t…I don’t know…” 

“Lick,” she demanded again, pulling my face to the front of her panties. 

I didn’t know how, was afraid of failing, so was tentative and slow. 

Again, inadvertently doing exactly the right thing, going slow, teasing her with tender kisses, gentle licks, hesitant  licks of my tongue. My fear unintentionally making me do just what she wanted. 

Her response encouraged me, at  irst because she didn’t push me away, then because she started breathing heavily, even gasping. Then

she pulled her panties off, spread her legs, giving me my  irst good look at her trimmed pubes, her wet, pink pussy. 

I felt the pressure between my own legs, was acutely aware of it when I licked her. I was also aware of what she’d done the night before. 

Yet I persisted. I licked her lips, tasted her sweet juices, slowly, slowly, until she started shaking and shaking and shaking. At  irst I thought I was doing it wrong, but I realized it was an orgasm, one that continued minute after minute as I pushed my face and tongue deeper into her. 

I lost track of time, lost track of how many times I made her quiver. Every time I did something right, she rewarded me by moving her foot between my legs, lightly touching. Finally, she told me to stop, pushed my head away. “God, enough,” she said. 

“I…I did it wrong?” I asked, worry in my voice. 

She laughed. “You’re such an insecure little perv, aren’t you? 

Wishing it was cock instead of pussy? 

“I…I just want to pleasure you,” I heard my self say, ignoring her taunt.“Oh, my pretty little pervert,” she shook her head. “You did, he’s never done anything like that.” 

“He…he hasn’t?” 

“Are you kidding me? He’s a man, he thinks with his cock and only his cock. He doesn’t think about pleasing me, just fucking me. Now that’s pleasing, but it’s a byproduct of what he wants.” 

“But he…I mean…why…” 

She pulled me up next to her, put an arm around me. “Of course you don’t understand, Taylor, of course.” 

“Why of course?” I asked. 

“You’ve never touched a cock, have you?” 

“Yea,” I said. 

“Whose?” she demanded. “My god, you really are gay!” She sounded oddly pleased. “Tell me all about it.” 

“No, not…not someone else; m…mine,” I said. 

“Taylor! A  cock,” she said, “have you ever touched a man’s  cock. 

That’s hardly what’s between your legs, sweetie. You have a cute little sissy penis, that doesn’t count.” 

I looked down, ashamed. 

“Well it’s true,” she said. “Now have you ever touched a cock?” 

“N…no,” I said softly. 

“Have you ever seen one? In real life? Not a picture or a video, real?”“In…in the locker room.” 

“I mean erect? You know, a cock in all its glory.” 

“No,” I said again. 

“Of course you don’t understand then. You would if you had. Seen one. Or touched one. Or stroked one. Or sucked one.” 

“Jess, I…I’m not sure…” 

“You don’t understand,” she sighed. “Here, wait,” she said, turned over towards a night stand, opened it, took something out. I saw it in the candle light, a large, thick, hard,  lesh colored tube. 

“What…what’s that?” I asked, eyes wide. 

“Duh! It’s a cock, silly.” 

“That…that’s a dildo,” I stammered, eyes focused on the dildo, on the head, the veins, the balls. “It…it’s big,” I said. 

“It’s a cock, Taylor, of course it’s big.” 

“It’s like…oversize. Exaggerated.” She smiled. “What?” I asked when she laughed. 

“It’s big but it’s not exaggerated,” she said, “Eight inches; six inches around, two and a half in diameter.” I looked down between my legs, didn’t mean to, didn’t want to, but couldn’t help it. “I touched your penis, Taylor, you’re what? Four inches? Maybe? An inch thick? It’s double your size.” 

“That’s…that’s huge.” 

“I got it because it’s about the same size as Peter.” 

“It is not!” I exclaimed, eyes glued on it, unable to believe he was actually that big when he was hard. 

“Oh, it is. It’s as close to him as I could get…I measured…did some research…” 

I continued to stare at it, almost couldn’t believe it. 

“Oh it  its, Taylor,” she laughed, reading my mind. “I mean, it’s tight…and I’m sore after. Hell, I’m still sore today, but it’s…there’s nothing like bending over and feeling it inside me or kneeling and taking it in my mouth.” 

“Jessica,” I said. 

“What?” she shrugged her shoulders. “You never touched one, you wouldn’t understand the pull.” 

“No,” I agreed, thinking I wouldn’t want to, touch one or understand. 

“You get what a girl thinks, don’t you? If you’re going to get fucked, get fucked by a stud.” 

“He’s really that big?” I asked her. 

“He is,” she said. 

“Hard to imagine?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“Would you want it?” she asked, eyes burning. 

“I…it’s not what I’m used to,” I said. 

“You ever think about it?” 

“One that big? I…I don’t know, maybe. Sometimes.” 

“Really,” she almost sat up. “You mean that?”  Here eyes were glowing. 

“S…sometimes…that…that’s not bad, is it? I mean, I…I suppose I’ve wondered. What it feels like. Is…is that bad?” I asked, red faced. 

“Taylor!” she exclaimed. “No, of course not. God, that…that’s awesome, that’s…you make me so happy!” She kissed me deeply. 

“Taylor, love,” she smiled. 

“Why?” 

“Well I know it’s not something every girl wants…I mean, her boyfriend thinking about playing with a cock, but Taylor, god I’m getting wet again just hearing you say it.” 

“Playing?” 

“Well…what? Sucking cock? Okay, okay, not every girl thinks about her boyfriend sucking cock, but that’s so hot.” 

“S…sucking,” I said, “I…Jess, I…I meant…” 

“God, Taylor, that’s so fucking hot…even if you never did it…just thinking about it makes me shiver.” 

“Thinking about it?” 

“Just thinking about you fantasizing about giving a man a blow job…fuck that’s so fucking hot!” 

“Jessica, I…I never…” 

“I know you’ve never done it, I get that,” she said, “but fuck, even thinking about it…you really are such a sissy. Taylor likes cock,” she

sang, “Taylor likes cock. My boyfriend thinks about cock, thinks about sucking cock.” 

“I don’t,” I insisted. 

“You said you thought about it,” she insisted, “about taking one like this, you know, this big.” 

“Having one, Jessica, not taking one. Having one. Like, you know, on me.” 

“On you?” she laughed. “Imagine, a lithe little boy with a cock like this. That would look as silly on you as it would on me.” She moved the cock between her legs, held it like it was attached to her, pointing up at me. “Silly, no?” 

My head felt light staring at the cock between her legs, the room was spinning. “He…he’s really that big?” I asked, staring at her. She nodded. “This long, this thick.” 

My eyes went back to it, focused on it, couldn’t look away. I knew she was watching me, fascinated, knew she was judging me, but I felt frozen.“There’s nothing wrong being curious what it feels like,” she said. 

“I…I’m not,” I said weakly. 

“Yes you are, Taylor, yes you are.” 

“But…” 

“There’s nothing wrong wondering what it feels like in your hands, Taylor.” 

“J…Jessica.” 

“There’s nothing wrong fantasizing about it.” 

“But I…I mean…” 

“There’s nothing wrong with experimenting, trying girls and boys.”“But…” 

“It might help, you know.” 

“Help…help what?” 

“Being gay. Around Peter.” 

“I…I don’t know how.” 

“Do you want to try, just for a minute?” she asked. 

“T…try?” 

“Touching it,” she said, “do you want to try touching it?” 

“N…no,” I said. 

“Are you sure? It’s right here, just the two of us. Deep down, don’t you want to try it?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I gulped. 

“Don’t you want to know what its like when your girlfriend touches him? Just an idea?” 

“I…” 

“You don’t have to wonder what it’s like when it’s inside me, but just in your hands?” 

“I…I don’t know…” 

“It’s okay to want to feel it, Taylor, it’s just us girls and I won’t tell anyone if you don’t. Come one, reach over.” She took my hands in hers, pulled them towards her, towards the cock, wrapped our hands around it. 

I took a deep breath, was shocked how it felt, how different than my own organ. 

“That’s right, lover,” she cooed, “see, you get it, don’t you? Just like that. Now up and down, gently, it drives men crazy. She moved behind me, had her arms around me, her hands over mine, started slowly jerking the dildo, up and down, carefully, up and down the large, thick shaft.“Not too fast at  irst; most men have stamina, but you’ll have to be careful at  irst. You don’t want to make him cum too fast.” 

“C…cum…t…too…” I tried to speak, couldn’t. 

“My pretty little sissy, stroking her  irst cock. This will help around Peter, lover, being gay…you can think of this, what it feels like, how it makes you feel.” 

“Jessica, I…I’m not…” I tried to say, stroking the cock with her, but realized it wasn’t with her; she’d had moved her hands, was cupping my chest; I was stroking it myself. Up and down, stroking the cock. 

“I like cock,” she whispered in my ear. 

“Jessica,” I moaned, still stroking. 

“Say it, Taylor,  I like cock. Shhh, just say it, go on, say it if you do, go on, you don’t have to pretend around me.” 

“But…” 

“I like cock,” she said, “I love cock. See, I’ll admit it, now you.” 

“But…” 

“I like cock…” 

“I…I like cock,” I heard my voice say, soft, high, like a girl. 

“You’re so naughty, Taylor, so naughty. Stroke him, stroke him, Taylor, remember this later, remember what it’s like to stroke a man’s cock, this is what it’s like to turn a man on.” 

“P…please, Jessica,” I begged, still stroking. 

“Such a naughty, naughty sissy, so confused. Pretending she doesn’t like it; wanting it, wanting it.” 

“Gmmmmffff,” I said, my mind shot. 

“I think that’s enough the  irst time,” she said, eventually putting the dildo back, cuddled me, told me what a good lover I was. I was frustrated, sexually frustrated, and she sensed it, said something about it. “You’re frustrated?” 

“I…I am,” I admitted. 


“I meant what I said about being pussy free, Taylor,” she said. 

“I…I know,” I nodded, “but I could still…you know…” 

“Squirt? Sure, you could, but that’s missing the point how a pretty boy like you is with a woman—none of it’s about that,” she pointed, “it’s all about serving,  inding pleasure by making me happy. You enjoyed it, didn’t you?” 

“V…very much,” I said. 

“Men think with the thing between their legs, Taylor, that’s all that matters to them. Cumming. That’s it, every time. Cumming again and again. God knows that’s how Peter is. But boys like you  never think with that thing, they think about what their partner wants and give that to them. Your pleasure is making me happy, Taylor, not thinking about yourself.” 

“I…I just want to…” I started to reach between my legs.” 

“No, no,” she scolded me gently. 

“I…I can do it myself,” I said. 

“No,” she said sharply. “Taylor Swift, don’t you fucking dare.” 

“But…but why?” 

“Because I said so,” she replied. “Little boys DO NOT THINK WITH

THEIR PENIS. I don’t want you  ever doing that again, Taylor. Never again.”“Jessica,” I begged, “I…” 

“You’re penis is pussy free, do you want the rest of your life to be pussy free, too?” 

“You don’t mean that.” 

“Try me, Taylor, for I most certainly do. This is about serving me, Taylor, me.” 

“But…but that’s not fair, he…he gets to do anything and I…I don’t get…I get nothing?” 

“He’s a man, Taylor, of course he gets to do anything. And you’re a sissy, sissies get to do what they’re allowed to do, nothing more.” 

“But…” 

“I mean it, Taylor, unless you’d like to go back a girlfriend free life.” 

“Jessica.” 

“How many women have touched your penis?” 

“T…two,” I said. 

“Both disgusted by it.” 

“Jessica!” 

“I’m just being honest, Taylor. Women aren’t exactly beating down your door, are they?” 

“N…no,” I admitted. 

“Then I’d suggest you behave,” she said turning over to sleep. 

“You…you’re really disgusted?” I asked before she fell asleep. 

“By your penis, Taylor, not you, just by your penis. You’ don’t disgust me at all, not at all, you’re my soft, pretty girl. It’s just that little thing disgusts me, that’s all. That’s all.” 



Chapter 7 – Learning



I hoped she’d forgotten about a bra and panties by morning, hoped she’d forgotten I was to wear a set to work, but of course she hadn’t. And before I left to go to my apartment to shower and dress, with a smile on her face, she brought me a bra and panty set and set it on the bed. 

The unpadded, off-white bra had semi-sheer tulle, underwire cups with intricate patterns of lace and a scalloped edge; the brief panties were of the same material with the same lace patterns and trim. 

Seeing them, I frowned. 

“What?” she asked. 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“I told you that you were wearing a bra and panties,” she said. 

“People…people will see,” I complained. 

“Are you getting naked at work?” 

“No,” I frowned. 

“Well it’s not padded, Taylor, so people shouldn’t see so they won’t know.  You’ll  know, which is the point, but other people won’t.” 

“I…I don’t mind the panties,” I tried to compromise, “it…it’s just the bra…it’s so…feminine.” 

She smile. “Which is the whole purpose of the bra, Taylor, a constant reminder that you’re not like the men you work with, the men you see on the street, a constant reminder of what you actually are, what you mean to me.” 

“Jess, I…the panties will remind me.” 

“They will, but the bra will ten times more. Now do you need help or do you remember how to put one on?” 

“I remember,” I said, “I just…I just don’t know.” 

“Which is exactly why you’re wearing one, Taylor, to experience the femininity of it, to help bring out your softer, gentler side. It’s not a request, Taylor.” 

“People will see,” I said again. 

“Perhaps, perhaps not, but doubtful. Regardless, you’ll know.” She picked up the bra and panty set, handed them to me. “You’re wearing them, Taylor, that’s that.” 

I took them in silent acquiescence, took them, turned to go across the hall to dress. 

“Don’t forget to tuck,” she said. 

“I won’t,” I said pouting. 

“I mean it, Taylor,” she said, pointed between my legs, “that stays small.”I debated just disobeying her, just going to work without the bra, but it was a good thing I didn’t, because she waited until I left, met me in the hallway, hugged me, felt for the bra. 

“I wore it,” I said, realizing what she was doing. 

“I feel that,” she answered, “but you didn’t want to, did you? 

Thought about not wearing it?” 

“I wore it,” I said again, dodging the second question. 

“We should get you some of your own.” 

I looked down. 

“Every day, Taylor, I wasn’t kidding; you’re wearing them every day.” 


**********

 

The  irst day wearing the bra was agonizing and uneventful, at least in the morning. Agonizing as I kept watching people, watching to see if they notice. And uneventful because no one did. At least in the morning. 

In the afternoon, though, I was working on something for a project with Morgan and went to her to ask her a question about some inputs. She answered, asked me how things were going, asked me about Jessica. I lied, naturally, telling her things were going okay, and she warned me again Jessica was way out of my league. 

“Maybe,” I said. 

“Taylor, I honestly don’t know what she sees in you. And don’t take that the wrong way, but you know what I mean.” 

“We like lots of the same things,” I said, “same interests, the same things to talk about. The arts, stuff like that.” 

“Like you’re her gay bestie,” she shook her head. 

“I’m not gay, Morgan,” I said. 

“I know that, but does she?” 

“Morgan! We’ve made out,” I said. 

She had a skeptical look on her face. “But you haven’t fucked?” she asked.“No…it’s not like that…I mean…she…” I stopped, looked at Morgan who was staring at me, a puzzled look on her face. “What?” I asked. 

“You…” 

“What?” I asked again. 

“Taylor, are…are you…” 

“Am I what?” 

“Are you wearing a bra?” she asked. 

“WHAT? No!” I said but followed her eyes, saw what she saw, the way my shirt gapped the way I was sitting, the space between the buttons, the soft tulle lace. “Why would you ask that?” I demanded, adjusting my shirt. 

“I…god, what’s the matter with me?” she asked herself. “I’m sorry, Taylor, I…I’m on cold medicine, I’m seeing things.” 

“Jesus, Morgan, bras are for girls!” 

“It’s 2018, Taylor, there are enough gender  luid guys that who knows these days.” 

“I’m a boy!” 

“I know, I know. I said I’m sorry. Listen, just forget it. While you’re here, though, will you show me where you saved that Anderson stuff? I can’t  ind it on the network.” 

“Sure, here, let me,” I pointed to her chair, she stood, let me sit and type on her computer. “It’s here on the Docu low server.” 

“And what about that spreadsheet? Where do those numbers come from?” 

“The inventory stuff?” 

“Yea,” she said. 

“Here, in this subdirectory.” 

She leaned over my shoulder, close enough I could smell her. 

“The P&Ls too?” 

“Here,” I hovered with the mouse. “2010 forward.” 

She leaned in again, moved her hand from the back of the chair to my shoulder to steady herself while she looked. It dawned on me, inally, her  ingers were directly on one of the bra straps. But did she feel it? Did she understand? I didn’t dare move. 

“Taylor?” 

“See, 2010 forward,” I said. 

“Taylor,” she said again. 

“Yea?” 

“Taylor, you’re wearing a bra.” She said it matter-of-factly, calmly, with a hint of pity. 

“I…” 

“Why?” 

“Morgan…” 

“Taylor, why are you wearing a bra? Are you gay?” 

“No! Jesus, Morgan, why would you ask that?” 

“Well, um, maybe cause you’re wearing a bra, Taylor, you’re supposedly dating some woman way out of your league…come on, you don’t have to lie to me.” 

I started to deny it again but suddenly worried about something else. Did Morgan know Peter? We never talked about it, about him, could she know him? What was I supposed to say? Jessica didn’t give me any instructions here, didn’t tell me what to do. What if I fucked things up? 

“Morgan…” 

“Taylor, it’s okay, for god’s sake, what would I care?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said, racing to think what to think or say. 

“My god, you’re in the closet,” she said, “Taylor, I’m so sorry, I…I shouldn’t press you like this, that…that was rude, this is something you should, I don’t know…you should come out on your terms, not cause I’m pushing you.” 

“No, you don’t…” 

“I get it, Taylor, I do, she’s like a beard…it’s okay. Listen, that’s sweet of her, really, helping a confused boy. I mean, maybe she’s not as mean as you make her out to be. Can I see?” 

“See?” 

“Your bra,” she smiled. “I mean, I saw a little…it looked pretty…you wear panties too?” 

“Jesus, Morgan.” 

“I know,” she smiled, “I’m sorry. Of course you do. You know, it’s funny, boys like you are stereotyped as gay but I’ve actually known more masculine men who are gay. A couple of football players in high school…god, are they your type?” 

“Morgan!” 

“What? Too personal? I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I just assumed. Taylor, all that time you pretend to like girls…why didn’t you just tell me? 

This…this is so cool.” 

“Just tell you?” 

“Can I see? Please? Just undo a button…come on,” she reached for me, undid a button, looked down my shirt. “It’s pretty,” she smiled, “you have good taste.” 

“Good taste?” 

“In lingerie,” she smiled, buttoning the button. “Matching panties, I hope?” 

“Yes…Morgan…you…you don’t…” 

“I do, Taylor, I do. It explains so much. Listen, it’s okay, I won’t tell anyone, I promise. Not until you’re ready.” 

“Ready?” 

“To come out…fully I mean. It’s our secret, of course, our secret..” 




**********

 

Jessica must have seen me come home as she was at her door waiting. “Dinner?” she asked. 

“May I change  irst,” I responded. 

“Into something appropriate, I assume?” she looked me up and down.“Appropriate,” I asked, mind still reeling from earlier. 

“Appropriate, Taylor, you can come to dinner if you wear something appropriate…you know, something less masculine.” She wrinkled her nose. 

“Someone at work saw my bra,” I blurted out. 

“I like your choice of words,” she smiled. 

“My choice of words?” I asked, wondering what the hell she was talking about. 

“My bra,” she smiled, “not ‘the bra’ or ‘your bra’ but  my bra. Like it’s yours.” 

“Your bra,” I corrected. 

“No,” she shook her head, “you were right, your bra…or ‘my bra’ as it were. Come in,” she stood aside. 

“I…” 

“You want to talk about this in the hall?” 

“No,” I said,  inally walking in. 

“Someone saw your bra?” she asked shutting the door. 

“Yes,” I said, “I knew this…” 

“Let’s change,” she said. 

“Jess…” 

“Let’s change,” she said again. “This doesn’t work for me. Let’s  ind you something a bit more feminine.” 

“Jess…” 

“Even just shorts and a shirt, but not that.” 

“And what about you?” I threw back. 

“Why I’m happy to wear something pretty for my boyfriend,” she said, “so long as  that thing behaves.” She pointed between my legs. 

“I’ll behave,” I said. 

“But will it?” she pointed again. 

“Yes, yes,” I said. 

“Come on, then.” 

She took me to her bedroom, told me to wait in the chair so I couldn’t see her, only hear her in the bathroom and closet. She emerged after several minutes and my eyes went wide seeing her. 

She wore a luxurious 1950s style powder pink lounge set—

gorgeous, high-waisted pyjama trousers feature a  lowing, wide-leg cut; a camisole top; and long sleeved top tied to one side. The set was tight in some places,  lowing in others, and decorated with appliqued black lace. On her feet were black heels and some sort of nude hosiery. 

Somehow she looked glamorous, sexy, elegant, subdued, and dominant all at one time. “Wow,” I managed to croak. 

“Thank you,” she smiled. “Now we need something for you.” 

“I…I don’t…” 

“I have a super cute negligee…” 

“Jess…” 

“Dress or skirt?” 

“Jess, please,” I swallowed. 

“You’re keeping on the bra and panties, Taylor,” she narrowed her eyes. “I…I assumed,” I said. 

“I have a negligee…” 

“Jessica!” 

“Fine,  ine. Shorts and a shirt, that’s the minimum.” 

Shorts? That was  ine with me. “Okay,” I readily agreed. 

She smiled, a dangerous smile, went back to her closet and came back with a pair of black dress shorts and a taupe tank. While they would be skimpy, there weren’t bad. “Kind of skimpy.” 

“You have to show skin to catch a man’s eye, Taylor.” 

“Jessica!” 

“I know, I know,” she laughed, “you’re  supposedly just pretending. 

But I don’t care, it’s the right mindset. Thinking about attracting a guy will help you think about it around him. That’s what we want, remember. Now let me get the rest.” 

“The rest?” 

“The rest,” she said, going back to her closet. She returned, set several things on the bed—a pair of black ankle strap heels, a package of nude pantyhose, and a box. 

“Jessica, those…those are pantyhose,” I said staring at the package. 

“Feminine, Taylor,  feminine. Guys love women in hose, especially in today’s day and age when hardly any women wear them. You do, you told me yourself.” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“Taylor Swift, you’re wearing what I say to wear and that’s that. 

Would you prefer a skirt?” 

“No,” I quickly answered. “I just…they seem so…” 

“Feminine, Taylor. They seem so feminine because they are. Which is the point I’m going to emphasize over and over until you get it through your pretty little head that being pussy free isn’t just a game, it’s reality. I have a man, Taylor, so get dressed.” 

I swallowed, looked at the hose again, didn’t know why it made a difference now—I was already wearing a bra, already wearing panties, how could I look any less masculine to her? “Jessica, I…please…” 

“You act like you don’t like it,” she shook her head. 

“I…I don’t,” I insisted. 

“Yet that little thing between your legs always swells in panties, Taylor; yet you got soooo excited dressing up going to the ballet, dressing up,  inally being a sissy, dressing up and being my pretty, little gay boy. Letting the real you out.” 

“I don’t,” I said weakly. 

“You do, Taylor, you do. You’re never going to be a man, Taylor, you’re  always  going to be pussy free.” 

“Jessica, please…” 

“Do you want dinner with your girlfriend?” 

“Yes, of course,” I said. 

“Then get dressed, Taylor, get dressed in pretty things.” 

“W…why?” I swallowed. 

“Because I’m mean,” she smiled, “because I like humiliating you. 

And because you like it, too.” 

“I…I don’t,” I said, a lie, an obvious lie. 

“Such a conundrum,” she laughed. “Finally getting a girlfriend after all these years, but forced to come out of the closet to keep her.” 

“Jess…” 

“Get dress, Taylor, get dressed for me.” 




**********

 

Sitting at dinner I felt an overwhelming sense of femininity. The nude hose felt like Jessica’s hands all over my legs, the heels an ever-present reminder masculinity had been banished. The box turned out to hold small, silicone breast enhancers, something a woman wore to give a lift, some help, and in my bra, gave me the illusion of small breasts. 

The heels and tight shorts changed the way I walked, made my lights lean and tight, my ass up and  irm, and my steps short, ladylike. 

Walking carefully to the table, I saw Jessica smile. “He’d know for sure if he saw you right now,” she said, “I’m tempted to invite him over for dessert.” 

Speaking of dessert, we had dessert wine sitting on the couch, Jessica sitting and looking so con ident, so dominant in her satin pajamas, me feeling so vulnerable, so helpless. She noticed it too, had a grin on her face. “You belong at my feet,” she said sipping her wine. 

“Your feet?” 

“I’ve told you before how a sissy treats a woman. I think you’ve earned a massage.” 

“I’ve earned a massage?” I asked, confused. 

“Yes, pet, you’ve earned the right to massage my feet. Remember, like everything, that’s something a sissy earns.” It struck me, the irony, earning the right to massage someone, not earning the right to have it done to me. “Go on, before I change my mind.” 

I moved to the  loor in front of her, started to reach for her foot, but she stopped me. “A kiss  irst, I think,” she said. 

I looked up, smiled, started to move towards her mouth. 

“No, no,” she scolded me, “my feet. Goodness, you haven’t earned anything more yet.” 

“S…sorry,” I said, moving down, eyes on her feet again. 

“Start with kisses, Taylor,” she said, pointing to her feet, “gentle, worshipping kisses.” 

I felt dizzy, leaned down, planted a kiss on her right foot, then another and another, switching to the left foot and kissing again. I reached for the strap of her shoe, intended to unbuckle it, but she stopped me. “Did you ask?” she challenged me? 

“N…no,” I said. 

“Ask, Taylor, sissies ask.” 

I swallowed, felt the sting of her tone. “M…may I…may I remove your shoes?” 

She looked at me, started to nod, started to say yes, but stopped before the words formed, tilted her head, smiled instead, an evil smile. 

“What?” I asked softly. 

“Do you like men?” she asked. 

“J…Jess…” 

“It’s a simple question, Taylor, one you should have a ready answer to at an instant. One you should believe, one you  must believe, even serving a woman, if you want him to believe it. So…do you like men?”“Y…yes,” I swallowed. 

“Say it,” she said, “and not reluctantly.” 

“I…I like men,” I said. 

“And do you like cock?” she asked, eyes laughing, mocking. “Don’t think, just answer.” 

“Yes…of…of course,” I said, knowing there was no other answer to give. I saw the look in her eyes, the waiting, the expectation for more. 

“I…I like cock,” I said, watching her, waiting for her reaction. 

“You’re just saying that because I want to hear it,” she said. 

“No, I…I do,” I said, “I…I really do. I…I haven’t…you know, but…but I think about it, I do.” 

“You think about it?” 

“Yes,” I swallowed. 

“Touching cock? Sucking cock? Worshipping cock?” 

“Yes,” I said, afraid of my answer, afraid it was true, afraid her constant teasing somehow imprinted onto my brain. 

She reached over, touched my chin, lifted my head up so I was looking in her eyes. “I think you mean it, Taylor, I really do think my little pussy free sissy means it.” 

“Jess…” 

She didn’t answer, didn’t allow or approve. Instead she moved a foot forward so her foot touched my leg, nylon on nylon, and instructed me to say it. “Go on, I’m Taylor, I’m a sissy, I like cock, and I’m pussy free.” “Jessica,” I sucked in a breath, shocked at her words, shocked at my reaction. Not visible, mind you, but hidden, the reaction between my legs, the reaction of my penis, tucked and trapped by panties and pantyhose. 

“I’m Taylor,” she said rubbing her foot on my leg. “I’m Miss Jessica’s sissy, I like cock, and I’m pussy free.” 

“Jessica, please,” I begged even as my head spun. 

“I’m Taylor,” she said, nodding, rubbing my leg. 

“I’m Taylor,” I repeated. 

“I’m Miss Jessica’s sissy…” 

“I’m Miss Jessica’s sissy,” I said. 

“I like cock,” she said, grinning. 

“I…I like…” 

“Cock…I like cock,” she said, “big, thick, hard, masculine cock.” 

“I like cock,” I whispered. 

“Again, and only if you mean it.” 

“I like cock,” I said, dizzy. 

“And I’m pussy free.” 

“And…and I’m pussy free,” I said, barely speaking, instead shaking, scared, humiliated, yet aroused beyond comprehension. 

“Yes, love,” she smiled, “you’ll never be a real woman, but you can be my pretty sissy.” 

“Jessica…” 

“Pussy free,” she said, moving one heel up my thigh, between my legs. “Your little sissy penis will never be inside a woman. Never, Taylor. 

Never. It’s too small, too feminine. Never. Never. Say it, never.” 

“N…never…never.” Ironically, I don’t know if I was ever more excited in my entire life. 

“I’m sure you’d love it, love the feeling of being inside a woman, love the feeling of being inside me. But that’s never happening, Taylor, never. Never. Keep my heels on, pet, but kiss me, kiss me again.” 

I kissed her nylon covered foot, kissed her shoe, she moved her foot so I was on her ankle then her calf. Moving up, kissing up her leg, touching her, all I felt was smoothness, realized she was wearing hose not just socks, and kissed higher and higher up her legs. She spread them apart, let me go higher, to inside her thighs, where I stopped, looked at her, afraid, not knowing what to do next. 

She laughed. “Pussy free means that little thing between your legs, Taylor,” she said. “Your mouth, on the other hand…” 

“M…may I?” I asked, afraid, needy, scared. 

“Sweetie, you remembered to ask,” she said. “Do you like cock?” 

she asked, a wicked smile on her face. 

“Please, Ma’am,” I said, hoping it was enough. 

“Does my pretty, little gay boyfriend like cock?” she asked again. 

“Y…yes,” I said. 

“Kiss me, kiss me right here,” she pointed between her legs, touched herself over her satin pants and hose below. 

I moved closer, smelled her, her overpowering female scent looding my nose, pulling me towards her. I leaned forward, closed my eyes, let my lips come into contact with her. She moaned, reached out, touched my face, my hair, pulled me towards her. “Again, sissy, again,” 

she said as I kissed her through the soft fabric. 

She reached down, pulled the satin pants down to her upper thighs, exposing her nylon covered pussy. She wore no panties and the nylon crotch was damp, wet and I kissed that spot over and over. 

“Never inside me, Taylor, never, never,” she sang as I kissed her. 

Finally, she moved her hips up and pulled her pantyhose down, just to the top of her thigh, exposing her trim, pink lips. Not enough I could reach her, though, even as I was pulled towards her, towards the spot. “And here I thought you only dreamed about cock,” she smiled. 

“I…I dream about that,” I said. 

“I know,” she grinned, “all sissies dream about cock. I’m lucky we’re alone.” 

“W…why?” 

“So I don’t have to compete against a man,” she grinned. “Kiss me, kiss me now, here,” she directed. 

I leaned forward but couldn’t, not with her pants and pantyhose in the way. “I…I can’t,” I said. 

“Don’t want to?” she narrowed her eyes. “My god, you do want cock, don’t you? Are you too gay to kiss a woman here? It’s oaky if you are.” “No, I mean…I…I can’t reach,” I said. 

She laughed. “You sure you’re not just not interested?” she asked. 

“It’s okay if you’re not, I’ll understand. I like you, I do, I’ll understand if you just want to be platonic friends.” 

“No,” I truthfully insisted. 

“Head here, then,” she said, motioning under the crotch of her hose and pants. 

I understood, moved under into the small gap between the crotch of her hose and her pussy. I wasn’t sure what to do but she didn’t wait. 

Instead, she spread her legs slightly which made the crotch of her hose to go tight which pulled my face to her, trapped my mouth and nose against her soaked pussy. 

I inhaled deeply, was intoxicated, without thinking opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out and licked her. She moaned, moved slightly again so the crotch of her hose pushed me deeper into her, almost so I couldn’t breath. 

I tried to move my hands up, just to push back slightly, but they wouldn’t move—I realized her legs trapped them, trapped me, all but left me at her mercy, left me to trust her. 

So I just licked…up and down when she relaxed her legs and my head could move back, deep inside her when she pulled me into her. I

licked and felt her start shaking, shaking, licked knowing I was making her cum and cum and cum. 

Not like a man did, not like Peter did, but in my own way, soft, gentle, feminine. 

“Oh god, Taylor,” she said moaned as she shook, as she covered my face with her juices. “Oh god, oh god.” 

Somehow she pushed me down, was on my face, again holding my arms down, again leaving me at her mercy, using my mouth, nose, and face to cum over and over. 

When she was done, she pulled her hose and pants back up, held me, stroked my hair like a pet, an obedient, pleasing pet. I looked up at her, got up the nerve to ask. “J…Jessica?” 

“Yes, pet?” she said. 

“Can you…can we…you know…” I looked down between my legs. 

“Taylor,” she frowned, “god, pussy free means  pussy free. That thing is  never  going inside me.” 

“Not…not that,” I said, “I mean…I know…I’m not asking…I mean…

will you…can you…touch it? Please?” 

“I’d rather not ruin the mood, Taylor,” she said. 

“The…the mood?” 

“The wonderful sex,” she said. 

“But…but I didn’t…” 

“Squirt? Taylor, you don’t have to squirt to have great sex, in fact, squirting kind of ruins it.” 

“Ruins it how?” I asked. 

“Men need that to enjoy themselves, Taylor, but there’s no reason you need to.” 

“But…but I want to,” I said. 

“Want is much different than need,” she pointed out. “I told you before, the more we use it, the more confused you get. A man’s cock is his primary sexual organ, but a sissy’s little penis is unnecessary, sexually. It’s redundant.” 

“But…but if it’s unnecessary, how am I supposed to…to enjoy it…

sex?” “You didn’t enjoy this? You didn’t enjoy licking pussy? You didn’t enjoy bringing me to orgasm? God, Taylor, imagine not enjoying eating out a woman; you sure you’re not  really gay?” 

“I’m not,” I insisted. 

“But you didn’t enjoy this? How is that not gay?” 

“I…I did enjoy it,” I said. 

“So why ruin it then? You had a perfectly good sex, there’s no need to ruin it by taking out your little penis, is there?” 

“I…no…but…” 

“Taylor, leave it to men to be sel ish and  ixate on what’s between their legs.” 

“But I thought you liked it when Peter…” I stopped, not wanting to say more. 

“Fucks me? I love it. He’s still being sel ish, but I love it. But that’s because he’s a  man.” 

“And I’m not.” 

“No, you’re not,” she said matter-of-factly. “I’m not saying we’ll never get it out, only that it’s not what you should worry about, what you should focus on. That’s secondary, Taylor, a treat, if you will, an occasional reward. Put it this way, it’s the exception, not something you should hope for or expect. Pleasing me is what you should expect, getting pleasure from pleasing me.” 

I bit my lip, disappointed. 

“Don’t Taylor,” she scolded me. 

“What?” 

“Pout. Don’t you dare pout. After what I just let you do, don’t you dare fucking pout.” 

“I…I’m sorry,” I immediately apologized. 

“Men are sel ish about sex, Taylor. They can get away with it because there’s nothing like getting fucked by a big cock. Sissies…

they’re different. Stop,” she said, seeing my face. “You’re a sissy, Taylor, maybe you didn’t know it before we met, but don’t deny it.” She ran her foot up my nylon covered leg, touched my chest, the bra, emphasizing what I was wearing. 

“I…I didn’t,” I said. 

“It’s humiliating, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I blurted out immediately. 

“Good, it should be, I want it to be. Every time you slip on panties and a bra, I want it to be humiliating, emasculating.” 

I looked down, bit my lip, wanted to say something, but didn’t. 

“About this weekend…” 

“Are you…are you seeing him on Saturday?” 

“Peter?” 

I nodded. “Yes.” 

“Saturday is date night, Taylor, of course I’m seeing him. Is that a problem?” 

“No,” I swallowed. “I mean…I just…this isn’t…” 

She laughed. “Isn’t how you expected dating to go?” 

“No,” I said with a sigh. 

“Maybe that’s why you never had a girlfriend before,” she said. 

“Wrong expectations. Now, as I was saying, about this weekend. I have to go out of town Friday…something for work…I won’t be home till like 2 on Saturday afternoon. So I need you to get things ready for my date…

pick out a dress, lingerie…I don’t want to worry about that when I get back.”“You…you want me to pick out your dress and…and lingerie?” 

“Yes, something sexy. We’re not doing much Saturday, I’m just going to his place, but I want to look sexy just the same. What?” 

“N…nothing,” I said even though it was far from nothing. 

After a bit Jessica turned to me. “I want you to spend the night,” 

she said. 

“Okay,” I readily agreed but then saw she wasn’t  inished talking. 

“What?” I asked. 

“I want you to spend the night because I love you,” she said. 

“Okay,” I said, her tone throwing me off. 

“I love you and I don’t want you back at your place confused and tempted in this state. 

“What state? Tempted by what?” 

“This aroused state,” she said. “You’ll be tempted to touch yourself.” 

“I...I won’t,” I said. 

“Please,” she shook her head. “Don’t lie. I don’t want you masturbating, that ruins everything.” 

“Jess, I...I won’t,” I said realizing I was all but arguing to go home alone. “I mean...if you think it’s best.” I wanted to go home to do exactly what she thought I’d do. 

“I do. Come on, it is late, let’s  ind you something cute for bed.” 

“Cute?” 

“Something pretty to wear to bed.” 

“Um...I...I usually just sleep naked.” 

“Well you’re not sleeping naked, Taylor; if you’re staying here...which you are...you need to wear something cute and feminine. 

Again, I don’t want to confuse you; you wore something pretty this evening, I’m not having you go back to boy’s clothes so quickly. I want you to spend the night but you’re wearing something feminine to bed.” 

“How...how feminine?” I asked thinking about the bra and panties I wore all day. 

“Well you don’t have to wear a babydoll or anything. You were okay with shorts?” 

“Yea,” I said, not sure if I meant it. 

“Come then,” she pulled at me. 

I wasn’t sure what she got was what I had in mind. She went to her closet and came back with an utterly feminine, oyster silk bodice and white lace trimmed teddy with an elegant ribbon sash. “Um, Jess…” 

“Shorts,” she pointed to the bottom half. “You said shorts were okay.”“It...it’s so feminine.” 

“Which makes it perfect,” she said. “Here. Unless you want to sleep alone. Which I’m not letting happen, regardless.” 

I sighed, took the teddy, set it on the bed. I kicked off my heels, peeled off my shorts and shirt, reached for the hem of the pantyhose. 

“No, no, leave them on,” she said. 

“The pantyhose?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she said, “I think your legs look so feminine and pretty in nylons…plus it’s extra support for your little thing. Come on, I’ll wear mine to bed, too. We can wrap our pretty legs around one another while we sleep.” 

I was so overcome with erotic desire, I’d have done anything in that moment. “O…okay,” I said. 

“Do I have to remind you?” 

“Remind me?” I asked. 

“Pussy free,” she said, “pussy free. Just because you’re in my bed…” 

“I…I know,” I swallowed. 

“That’s how you want it, don’t you?” 

“Y…yes,” I said, not knowing if it was true or not. 

We lay in bed not long thereafter; Jessica had changed out of the pajamas and into a sexy satin chemise with a sweetheart neckline, delicate lace trim, and a mini front slit. As promised, she left her hose on so cuddling, we were a tangle of silk, satin, and nylon. 

“Tell me,” she said, “tell me this wasn’t the best sex you’ve ever had.” “Yes, but…but you know the other time was awful,” I said. 

“Hmmm,” she snuggled into my neck. “Know the difference?” 

“Y…you?” I asked. 

“Close,” she said. “Guess again?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“You never used your little penis,” she said kissing my neck. “You weren’t worried inadequate you are as a male and instead made love to a woman the way you should, focusing on her, not your own sel ish wants.” 

“But Jessica,” I moaned, “I…I want…” 

“You don’t want it  inside me,” she said, “that’s what men do.” 

“No…I mean…I…I still want to…you know…” 

“To squirt?” 

“Yes, please,” I begged. 

“No, pet, no. You need to imprint this, learn the lesson…the best sex is when you  don’t  cum, the best sex is serving me, pleasing me.” 

“But…but I’m so…so sore,” I whined. 

“I know, love, I know. And that’s how it should be. Pretty little boys aren’t supposed to squirt, certainly not when they want to. Only men do that when they want and how they want.” 

“Like Peter,” I said. 

“Of course like Peter. He gets to do what he wants. You say that like it’s a bad thing.” 

“That my girlfriend has a lover?” 

“That your girlfriend has a man in her life who can give her the things she needs, things you can’t.” 

“Jessica,” I said uncomfortably. 

“You like it,” she said. 

“I do not,” I protested. 

“Taylor, Taylor, Taylor. If you didn’t like it, why do you get so excited every time I go out with him?” 

“I do not,” I said again. 

“Really?” she shook her head. “I think you do, I think it’s freeing, a relief, I think you’re thrilled you don’t have to worry being a man for me, I think you’re thrilled someone else takes care of those things.” 

“I do not,” I said for a third time. 

“You want to be the man, Taylor? Is that what you’re saying? Like you tried to be in college?” 

“No.” 

“You don’t want to be the man?” 

“No, I mean…it…it’s not fair.” 

She looked at me, tilted her head. “Fair that your girlfriend has a lover?”“Y…yes,” I said. 

“Well let me remind you of a couple of things, Taylor. First, I was with him when we met so you stated dating me knowing full well I had a lover.  Full well. So, it’s like a preexisting condition. Second, at the risk of repeating myself,  he does things you can never do and will never do. 

Pussy free, Taylor, whether or not Peter is in my life, you’re pussy free.” 

“I…” 

“And third,” she interrupted, “you like it. And before you say you don’t, shall we untuck that little thing and see if it swells?” 

“N…no,” I said quietly. 

“You sure? You sounded like you convinced yourself you didn’t like it, you sure you don’t want the chance to prove it to me?” 

“N…no,” I said, thinking it better left unproven and deniable. 

“You don’t want me to take it out?” 

“No, please.” 

“So then, I’ll be gone Friday evening and Saturday morning; I expect everything washed and clean and lingerie and a dress set out, clear?”“Y…yes, Ma’am,” I said. 

“That’s my good little boy,” she kissed me. “And Taylor?” 

“Ma’am?” I asked. 

“I expect you to behave.” 

“I…I will,” I said blushing. 

“Behaving means no touching your little sissy penis.” 

“I…I won’t,” I promised. 

“And behaving means being properly dressed, even when I’m not here. I want you to wear this to bed Friday night and I expect you in a bra and panties the entire time.” 

“O…okay,” I stammered. 




**********

 

She left Friday morning after reminding me of her instructions; she also gave me a key to her apartment so I could let myself in Friday night and Saturday to do laundry. 

“I didn’t have time to pick something cute for you to wear tonight while doing laundry,” she said, “so you can just wear what your wore to the ballet—the shirt and trousers.” 

“Okay,” I swallowed. 

“I left the shoes and a pair of pantyhose on the dressing table, an apron, too.” 

“P…pantyhose?” I said, “w…why not trouser socks?” 

“Honestly? One, because I like the way your legs look in them,” she said. “And?” 

“And two, I told you I wanted you wearing that teddy and hose to bed so there’s no reason not to wear hose all evening, too.” 

“But…but you won’t be here,” I said. 

“No I won’t, little boy,” she said, “but you’ll wear them just the same. Now I have to go. Don’t forget, I want you to pick something super sexy for me tomorrow…you know my thoughts…I want him to want me as much as always.” 

“O…okay,” said. 

“Ma’am or Miss Jessica,” she reminded me. 

“Y…yes, Ma’am,” I said softly. 

“That’s a good boy,” she smiled. “And don’t forget, loser, be…

fucking…have.” 

“I…I will, Miss Jessica,” I said. 

“You better,” she narrowed her eyes. “I mean it.” 

“I will,” I promised. 



**********



After work I dropped my things off at my apartment, got Jessica’s key, went to hers. I found two out its waiting for me—the promised slacks and blouse, a package of sheer black pantyhose, a black padded bra and panty set, the small breast inserts, and heels as well as the teddy, a cream bra and panty set, and a package of nude pantyhose. 

Next to the evening out it was a very feminine, white, lace trimmed pinafore apron. 

Finally, sitting next to the clothes was a handwritten note on good, stock paper. 



“Taylor Swift—there are four rules:



1) Dress correctly

2) Do all my laundry

3) Pick something SEXY for me

4) B.E.H.A.V.E. 



Love, 

Miss Jessica.” 



I dressed  irst, then started a load of her laundry, quickly, minimizing the chances of anyone in the building seeing me. While some of her clothes were in the washer, I started hand washing her delicates, immediately misbehaving by smelling the crotch of each pair of panties, making my penis try to swell in the panties and hose. 

After switching laundry loads, I poured a glass of wine and knew it was time to pick her out it for the next evening. 

My hands were shaking when I went to her closet. It was bad enough my girlfriend was dating a man (Saturday was date night), it was bad enough she was fucking him (and  launting it, bragged about it), but now I was actually complicit it in, actually going to pick what she wore. Not merely tell her what looked prettier, this dress or that, but actually pick something for her, pick something to make him want to fuck her. 

I started  lipping through her dresses, with each one, picturing what she would look like, looking to her lingerie drawer, thinking what

would go with it. Looking back and forth, something caught my eye from the chemises and babydolls she had hanging at one end of the closet.The babydoll was white embroidered  lowers on sheer tulle lace. I turned away from the dresses for a moment and pulled the babydoll from its place, looked at it. 

It was the lightest shade of pink, almost white, made in sheer loaty, tulle, decorated with embroidered white spots. The neckline was edged in elegantly ruched silk satin and has a ruf led tier of tulle that features the delicate embroidery and guipure edges. 

The sheer babydoll caught my eye because I remembered seeing a bra made of the same material in her drawer. I opened it, found the bra carefully folded over a matching thong and matching garter belt. I wanted to see her in it, immediately felt erotic energy running through me, and much to my shock, thought I wanted  Peter to see her in it. 

But not just the bra and panty set, not even with the garter belt and stockings, but the whole set. With nude or white stockings, heels, I wanted her to wear it, I wanted to see her in all of it, and deep inside, I wanted him to see her like this. 

I looked back at the dresses, knew none would work, but didn’t want to have her do it in half measures. And then I remembered. Then it struck me. She wasn’t going out with him, she was staying in. She didn’t need a dress, did she? Sure, she said to pick one, but did she actually need one? Could she just wear lingerie? The beautiful, almost virginal, innocent, lingerie? Would that send the right message from her to Peter? Would that send the right message from me to her? Was it? 

Could I? 

 Send the message, Taylor, send the message. 

I thought I might regret it later, thought I might regret the message, but at that moment it seemed perfect. So I gathered the lingerie, the babydoll, bra, thong, garter; I found a new package of white, 100 percent nylon stocking; I picked a pair of high, white, ankle strap heels. I laid it all out on the bed, the things my girlfriend would wear to seduce her lover. Things I  picked for her to seduce her lover. 

I saw the note again, smiled, pictured her again, dressed, standing before him. I looked around, saw a pen on the nightstand, picked it up, 

lipped the note over. Hand shaking, I started to write before I lost my nerve: 

Miss Jessica, 



I hope this out it, this beautiful lingerie, sends the right message to Peter, the one you want to send him. 

And the one I want you to send. 

I know you said to pick a dress, too, but I thought since you said you were not going out, a dress simply wasn’t needed. 

This alone will set the tone, send the message, the one you want to send to Peter. 

And the message I want you to send to Peter, too. 



Love, 

Taylor Swift



Done, I left to go back to my place, brought the things I was to sleep in with me, and changed for bed. 

I had a restless sleep that night, dreamed of and pictured my girlfriend dressed in virginal lingerie for a man, pictured her taken by him, de lowered, used, fucked. Pictured his cum…in her mouth, swallowed, in her pussy, all over her. Pictured her  illed by him, his cock inside her, gracing the place I was destined never to go. 

Dreaming, I heard her voice telling me I was pussy free. Over and over.  Pussy free. 

 My pussy free, sissy. 

 Pussy free. 

Dreaming of his cock, dreaming of watching it enter her, dreaming of touching it, dreaming of cock. 

Dreaming of cock. 

Dreaming of her. 

Dreaming. 

Dreaming of watching, touching myself, dreaming. 




**********

 

I woke and felt a coldness between my legs. I was confused, felt the constraining bra and panties, the pantyhose, but something cold and wet. Between my legs. 

I shook my head, reached down, felt the cold wetness between my legs and suddenly panicked. 

 What was…

 Oh, my god! 

WHAT THE FUCK HAD I DONE? 

My  irst thought was how fucked I was I made a mess in Jessica’s panties and pantyhose—how she was going to kill me. My second thought was how badly I fucked up—she speci ically told me I wasn’t to do this. My third thought was  how the fuck did this happen? 

Without thinking, I quickly stripped, washed the lingerie. I knew it had a chance of being dry if I wrung it out carefully, used a towel to dry it. Maybe she wouldn’t know, in fact, I was con ident I could keep it from her. 

And the second I  inished, I thought about what was across the hall, the beautiful lingerie I’d set out for her to wear for Peter. And the note. The fucking note. 

Was I fucking crazy? Who did that? Who set out lingerie for his girlfriend when she was going on a date? And what kind of person tried to help his girlfriend send a message like that? Seriously, was I crazy??? 

SHE WAS GOING OUT WITH A MAN. 

No, not out. In. She was going to visit a man. 

To fuck him. 

To get fucked. 

And I wrote a note telling her about the fucking message I wanted to sent him. 

Crazy. Certi iably fucking crazy. 

Why the hell would I want to send that kind of fucking message to someone? What was wrong with me? 

I didn’t know, but I knew I needed to get that note back and  ind something different for Jessica to wear. I threw on a pair of shorts and tee shirt, started for the door, realized I needed the key Jessica had given me. 

I turned and looked, didn’t see it.  Where the hell did I put that?  I checked my nightstand, the bathroom, the kitchen. I checked my pants

pocket, my jacket, everywhere. And found it nowhere. 

And then it hit me. 

I set the key down when I wrote the note. 

I set the key to her apartment down next to the note  in her fucking apartment! 

Shit, shit, shit. 

I felt panic wash over me. I wanted that note, I needed that note. I needed to add more clothes to what I set out, even put everything away. 

Dammit, what the hell was I thinking? Why did I do that? Why did I set out those clothes? Why did I write that fucking note? 

What could I do? Ask management to let me in? Would they even do that? Could I beg? What could I say? We were dating? I wondered if they’d believe that or would they think I was some stalker breaking into her place. I left something in her place? Sure…and then they’d follow me in so that was out. 

The only thing to do was wait for her to get home and, at a minimum, get the note and lie—tell her I didn’t  inish setting out her clothes and try to  inish. 

 Okay, okay, I had a plan, I thought. It would work, it would be okay. 

But it didn’t work and it wasn’t okay. 

Jessica was home within twenty minutes. I heard a car, looked, saw her pull up and get out, looking tired. I quickly went to the door and opened it; she was just coming in. 

“Oh, Taylor,” she smiled. “Thank god; I am so tired.” 

“Hey, I…” 

“Come here,” she said walking right up to me, kissing me lightly, “I missed…you’re not wearing a bra.” Her arm was around my back. 

“I…I just…I just threw this on when I heard you pull up,” I lied. 

“So?” she asked, stepping back, a disappointed look on her face. 

“You should have had one on already; a bra isn’t optional, it’s mandatory.” 

“I…I’ll put one on…I just…I need to get something…” I looked to her door. 

“No, you’ll go put one on this second, Taylor. Jesus, what’s the matter with you?” 

“I will…can I…can I just come in for a second, I…I missed you,” I said, telling a half truth. 

“And I missed you…and you’re welcome to come in for a minute, though I need a nap so I won’t be conversational for long.” 

I sighed ever so slightly, took a step towards her door. 

“Where are you going?” she asked. 

“You…you said I could come in,” I said. 

“Yea…after you put a bra on,” she said, crossing her eyes. “And something more feminine than that,” she eyed my athletic shorts and tee shirt. “You look like a frat boy. Yuck, this is not how I wanted to see you greeting me.” 

“I don’t…I mean…I’m not sure…” 

“You have some of my things in there?” she asked. 

“Just…just…” 

“Just what?” she asked. 

“A…a couple of things I hung up to dry last night.” 

“What?” she demanded. 

“I…a…a pair of denim shorts and a white…what tank.” 

“Hose? What about hose.” 

“Yea, but…” 

“Go then; I’ll wait,” she said. 

“Jess…” I started to say and was met with a glare. “Miss Jessica, I mean, I…please…” 

“Go,” she said softly but  irmly. “I’ll wait.” 

I sighed again, instantly turned around, went back to my place and changed. I carefully tucked my penis and was almost grateful she said to wear hose—that’s how tight the shorts were. I pulled the crop top shirt on, put on the heels I had, and looked at myself. I felt completely humiliated and emasculated in the out it, almost like a stripper, but it didn’t matter at that moment, all that mattered was at least getting that note. 

So I hurried back to the hall, but she wasn’t there; instead her door was open, inviting me. I knew I had mere seconds now, so quickly went in and turned for the bedroom thinking,  please let her be in the hall bath peeing. 

She wasn’t though. She was in the bedroom, standing before her bed, the note in her hand, reading. 

“Oh, Taylor Swift,” she turned to me, eyes sparkling, “you are the best fucking boyfriend of all time. Sending a message…god, Taylor, I

mean…I was worried this was too much, but you…you really…you’re really okay with it.” 

“Jess…Miss Jessica,” I said looking down. 

“I mean, Taylor, look at this…this is perfect.” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“Don’t know?” 

“I mean…this…I…I don’t know about this,” I stammered, looking at the lingerie, again picturing her in it. Picturing him looking at her. The message. The fucking message. 

“Taylor, it’s perfect, seriously. God, no dress? Should I wear an overcoat? Open it when he opens the door? Or should I just wear the lingerie, nothing more? Oh, Taylor!” 

“I…I don’t…maybe I should pick something else…” 

“Taylor, what’s wrong?” 

“Wrong? Be…besides my girlfriend going on a date?” 

“Taylor Swift,” she said in a sharp tone, “what is the matter with you?” She looked at me, confused. 

“You…you’re going to…you’re going to his house to…to…” 

“To get fucked? Yea, that’s the message. That’s what I’m telling him dressing in that, that’s what you want for me.” 

“But you…you’re…” 

“I’m what?” 

“My girlfriend,” I said. 

“And?” 

“And…and you’re going to fuck him?” 

“And?” she repeated. “Why is this suddenly so…” she started to say, stopped, tilted her head, looked at me. “Taylor fucking Swift, you fucking pervert.” 

“What?” I demanded. 

“You…dammit Taylor, I fucking told you, speci ically told you you were not allowed to do that!” 

“I…I didn’t,” I said. 

“Really? Suddenly you have second thoughts? Why would you have second thoughts? Hmmm? You wouldn’t. Unless you fucking squirted, Taylor.” 

“I…I didn’t touch myself,” I said. 

“No? But you squirted, you pervert.” 

“It was an accident,” I burst out. 

“An accident? Your hand just  accidentally touched your little penis and  accidentally stroked it and  accidentally squirted.” 

“What…what’s the big deal?” I asked, not wanting to argue. 

“The big deal is that your brain is now fucked up and you’re thinking like a boy again. You’re body is fucked up thinking you can please a woman. Your mind is fucked up, your libido is fucked up. Jesus, no wonder you’re having second thoughts. Well it doesn’t matter, Taylor.” 

“I…” 

“I thought I made it clear, no fucking squiring. No cumming. No. 

No. NO!” 

“Jesus, Jessica,” I spit out. 

“Don’t curse at me,” she said quietly, her soft voice actually scarier than yelling. “You wanted to send a message. And now that you’ve jerked off, who cares, right? Who cares what Jessica wants.” 

“I…I mean…you…you’re my girlfriend,” I said. 

“And I was dating him when we met. You knew this. I was fucking him when we met! You knew this. I made it clear, that” she pointed, 

“was  never going inside me. You knew this. And now you’re having second thoughts?” 

“I just…” 

“This is exactly why I told you to behave, Taylor. Little boys that can’t control themselves become unruly. Little boys that can’t follow rules become dissatis ied. Little boys that touch themselves when speci ically told not to are unhappy with the result.” 

“Can’t…can’t you just stay home?” I asked. 

“Most certainly not!” 

“But…” 

“Don’t,  you dare, Taylor,” she said. “There are rules and this is one. 

Saturday night is date night, you know that. Just because you ruined the experience for yourself doesn’t mean I have to suffer.” 

“But you’re my girlfriend,” I said again. 

“I am. Everyday but Saturdays; on Saturdays I’m his.” 

“Jess…” 

“This is why little boys don’t cum, Taylor. When you’re on edge, you like it. Now…you deny it.” 

“I never said I liked it,” I disagreed. 

“The way you wait for me says otherwise, Taylor. The out it you picked out says otherwise, Taylor. The message you wrote says otherwise, Taylor. And if that little penis of yours was in its proper state, it would say otherwise, too.” 

“I just thought…” 

“Do you want to keep this, Taylor, this thing we have? Do you want a girlfriend?” 

“You…you know I do,” I said. 

“Well it’s on my terms, then, my terms, my rules, is that clear?” 

“Y…yes,” I whispered. 

“Yes…?” she said. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” I answered. 

“First rule is that little penis does not belong to you, it belongs to me. Second rule, following the  irst rule, is you do not fucking touch that without my  speci ic okay. Third rule, following the  irst two, is you do not fucking squirt unless you ask  and receive permission. Ask, as it, may I touch myself, Miss Jessica. May I squirt, Miss Jessica? And receive permission, as in,  yes, pervert, you may squirt.  Is that clear?” 

“Y…yes, Ma’am,” I whispered again. 

“Fourth rule, which you’ve already violated in addition to the others, is you wear a bra and panties at all times. No  I don’t feel like it and no  I forgot. You wear them. Always. Fifth rule. You are not a man. 

You don’t think like a man, you don’t dress like a man, you don’t act like a man. You’re an effeminate sissy who’s supposed to act like he’s gay. 

Sixth rule, and you should write these down, Peter gets Saturday nights. 

Always.  Always. ” 

“I…I understand,” I said. 

“Next…what is this…seventh…following the last…Peter thinks you’re gay. That doesn’t change. Any time you’re around him, you’re gay. 

Any time you feel like you’re having trouble with that, you think and act feminine, weak, submissive, and most important, gay. Any time.” 

“You…you’re mean,” I  inally said. 

“Yes…and I told you this when you met me,” she said staring at me. “That…that’s so many rules.” 

“Yes,” she said, face  irm. “You’ll remember them?” 

“I…I guess,” I said. 

“Good. Go over them.” 

“Go over them?” I asked. 

“The rules, perv, go over the rules. One…” 

I thought for a moment, blushed. “I…my…my…” 

“Your penis…” she helped. 

“My penis,” I started to say. 

“My  sissy penis, ” she added. 

“My sissy penis doesn’t belong to me, it…it belongs to you.” 

“Two…” 

“I…I may not touch it without…without your permission.” 

“Touch what?” she asked. 

“My sissy penis.” 

“Three…” 

“I…” I thought, was confused. 

“Three follows the  irst two,” she helped. 

“I…I must ask and receive permission to…” I lowered my voice to a whisper, “to squirt.” 

“Four…” 

“I…I don’t…” 

“Intimates!” 

“I…I’m to wear a bra and panties.” 

“When?” she asked. 

“At…at all times,” I said. 

“Five?” 

“I…I’m not a man,” I whispered. 

“Never,” she said. “You don’t think like one, dress like one, act like one. Six?” 

“Um…S…Saturday…Saturdays are for…for Peter.” 

“Always, Taylor Swift, Saturdays are his. There may be other times, but Saturdays are for him. And seven?” 

“He…he has to think I’m gay,” I said looking down. 

“He’s a very jealous man, Taylor,” she said, as if I wasn’t jealous, too. “This is dif icult, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I said, a tear in my eye. 

“Wait, we’re forgetting one, the most important one…that,” she pointed between my legs, “stays, forever, pussy free.” 

“I…I know,” I said. 

“I know it’s dif icult, Taylor,” she said, softening slightly, “but those are the rules to have me as your girlfriend.” 

“It’s just…I want…” 

“I know what you  want, Taylor, what we’re discussing is what you’ll have.” 

I looked over her shoulder, at the note, at the lingerie, thought about the situation, the message. 

“I just…” 

“My rules, Taylor. Here,” she reached for the note, picked it up, took the pen, handed them to me. “Write…on the back…you’re message on the front, mine on the back.” 

I took them, sat. She watched me, motioned with her hands. 

“Cross your legs,” she said and I did, like a girl. “Okay, the rules, abridged version. Write. One. My penis belongs to Miss Jessica.” 

I shuddered, wrote neatly. 

“Two. No touching. Three. No cumming.” 

“You said without…

“No cumming,” she repeated. “Four, bra and panties. Five Not a Man. Six, Saturday nights equal Peter. Seven, Gay. Eight. Pussy Free.” I looked at the list, back up at her. “Agreed?” 

“I…” 

“Come here…kneel,” she said gently pushing me down on the  loor before her. “You picked the lingerie before you misbehaved, didn’t you? 

You wrote the note before you misbehaved?” 

“Y…yes,” I said. 

“That message, that’s what you want, isn’t it love? Deep down inside, that’s what you want.” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“I know it’s dif icult to admit it now, but it turns you on, doesn’t it?” “M…maybe,” I allowed. 

“Deep inside, would you really want to trade places with him? 

Would you really want that pressure? Having to perform like a man? 

Week after week? Time after time? You tried only once and failed, do you want to be responsible for that over and over? Really?” 

“N…no,” I whispered. 

“You’d rather someone else takes care of those things, don’t you?” 

she asked stroking my hair. “Isn’t that the message? Isn’t it?” 

“Jessica…Miss Jessica…” 

“Isn’t it?” 

“Y…yes,” I heard myself say. 

“It’s called cuckolding, by the way,” she said, almost of handedly. 

“The rules, you agree then?” 

“Yes,” I swallowed. 

“It’s called cuckolding,” she said again. “I’m going to shower then you’ll dress me.” 

“Dress you?” I asked. 

“Dress me, Taylor. Help dress me for my date with Peter.” 

After she showered and dried off, she stood naked before me. I was shaking as I wrapped the garter belt around her waist, my face so close to the smooth, perfumed skin of her ass. I was shaking as I very carefully slid a stocking up each of her legs and attached them to the garters. I was shaking as I fastened her heels around her ankles. 

I was shaking as I picked up her panties. Without thinking, just doing, I brought them to my face, inhaled, touched them to my lips, and kissed the crotch gently, as a priest would kiss a stole. I realized what I’d done, blushed, apologized. 

“No, pet,” she said, “that’s good, that’s very good. You may do that, clean or soiled.” She stepped into them, pointed. “Once more…gently,” 

she said. “Lightly.” I leaned forward, inhaled her scent, let my lips gently graze her. “Such a good sissy boyfriend,” she said, “such a good, good boy.” When she was dressed, she stood before me, a goddess come to life. I looked at her, stunned still she was my girlfriend, stunned she was dressed like this to go visit someone else, and stunned I was kneeling before her dressed like a sissy. 

“I’m still angry with you,” she said. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, knowing what she meant, knowing why. 

“Do not  ever do that again, Taylor, I don’t care how turned on you get, I don’t care how horny you are, you’re  never to do that again. Never. 

Am I clear?” 

“Y…yes, Ma’am,” I said. 

“I have a Burberry trench in the coat closet, go get it, please; I need something to wear to the car.” 

I got the trench, watched her put it on; she left it unbuckled and unbelted. “Should I…should I listen for you?” I asked. 

She smiled. “You may,” she said, “but I’m not coming over after.” 

“W…why?” I asked, obviously disappointed and annoyed at myself for showing how eager I was to see her after. 

“Because you were naughty,” she said, “and naughty little boys don’t get rewards. And seeing your girlfriend after a date is very much a reward.” 

“But J…Jessica,” I whined, “please, I…I want…” 

“I know what you want, perv, better than you. Learn to behave to get what you want.” 

“I…I will,” I promised again. 

“We’ll see,” she said, took a step towards the door. “Oh, just a sec.” 

She went to her closet, came back carrying a pretty pink satin slip. “For bed,” she said handing it to me. “Over the bra, panties. Keep the hose, too, no sense letting that little thing out.” 

“Jess,” I croaked. 

“Think of me and have sweet dreams, Taylor Swift,” she said kissing me at the door. “Make me breakfast, I’ll come over sometime mid-morning.” 

It was the longest night of my life, the longest night by far. 



Chapter 8 – Deeper Spell



She told me I wasn’t allowed to wait up for her, but that didn’t mean I slept, didn’t mean I didn’t hear her come home well sometime well, well after midnight. 

Despite having trouble sleeping, I was up early, prepared coffee, bacon, and waf les so all I needed to do was heat things up when she woke up. 

It was around ten when I heard a knock on my door; I hurried over, still dressed as I’d slept, looked through the hole, saw her standing there. Nervous, I opened the door, let her in. She wore a pair of cream, luxurious silk/satin french knickers embellished with embroidery and a matching robe that was untied, so covering, just barely, half her breasts. 

She looked innocent, even virginal, though her hair was a disaster and her makeup in disarray, so it was obvious she hadn’t showered. 

“Good morning, love,” she said kissing me gently on the lips. “Don’t you look heavenly.” 

“Thank…thank you, Ma’am,” I said blushing, “you…you do, too.” 

“Yea,” she smiled. “I’m a disaster, but I wanted to at least put on something fresh.” 

I swallowed, stared at her, still unable to grasp the reality that this beautiful woman was my girlfriend. And still unable to deal with the reality of what she’d done the night before, what my girlfriend had done. Or that I implied I wanted her to do it. 

“Did you behave last night?” she asked. 

I swallowed, thought of the middle of the night, hoped my face wasn’t reddening too much to give me away. “I…I didn’t get…you know…

an erection,” I  inally said, telling the truth without lying. 

“Well I should hope not,” she narrowed her eyes. “Though

‘erection’ isn’t quite what I’d call that little thing when it grows. A swelling maybe. Men get erections; pretty little sissy boys swell.” 

“I…I didn’t swell,” I said. 

“I’m glad. Though that wasn’t my question. I asked you whether you behaved,” she said voice  irm, “that is, did you touch it?” 

I swallowed again, looked away, realized she knew even before she asked, that she wasn’t asking, but rather accusing. “I…I didn’t mean

to,” I blurted out. 

“Oh? Your hand slipped? Like you were trying to scratch your stomach and accidentally touched it? You perv.” Her voice was harsh, accusing. 

“M…Miss Jessica.” 

“No, tell me how you ‘accidentally’ touched it. Go on.” 

She was staring at me waiting and I realized her question wasn’t rhetorical. “M…maybe it…maybe it wasn’t an accident,” I said softly. 

“What are the rules, perv? Who does that little thing belong to?” 

“Y…you,” I said. 

“And the second rule?” 

“N…no touching it without…without permission,” I said. 

“And did you have permission?” 

“N…no, Ma’am,” I said. 

“It’s hardly fair, is it? Like leaving a jar of candy in a child’s bedroom.” 

“I really didn’t get an…didn’t swell,” I said, hoping that would impress her. 

“I assumed not, Taylor, I assumed you couldn’t, that you take a day or two to recover. But whether you swelled isn’t the issue, the issue is you touching yourself. If I can’t leave you alone for a few hours…” 

“You…you said it wasn’t fair,” I protested. 

“Fair or not, you still disobeyed me. I get it, you’re too tempted, but we can solve that.” 

“H…how?” I asked. 

“Breakfast  irst,” she said, suddenly kissing me again, much deeper this time. 

And this time I could smell it over her feminine scent, the musky smell, the pungent smell of sex, a masculine smell intermingled with her softness. 

“Sorry again, I didn’t shower. Didn’t even brush my teeth,” she said. “You don’t mind, do you? I can go freshen up.” 

“N…no,” I said, minding but not wanting her to stop, even though I understood what it meant. 

“Sometimes I like the feeling,” she said, “like his scent is all over me. You sure you don’t mind?” 

“It…it’s okay,” I said feeling a pain between my legs. 

She kissed me again then whispered in my ear. “Just okay, perv? I bet you touched yourself thinking about it last night.” Before I could answer she kissed me again, deep, hard. “Did you?” she asked. “Think about it?” 

I didn’t answer, couldn’t’ answer, just stood there stupidly while she walked to the kitchen to  ind breakfast. 




**********

 

“So,” she said after we ate a light brunch, “about that little problem of yours.” 

“I told you I’ll try,” I said, “I mean…I promise I won’t.” 

She shook her head. “I grew up with two brothers, Taylor, you can promise all you want but that’s not going to stop you. You don’t understand how important it is to me.” 

“What?” 

“You’re supposed to serve me, Taylor, not be a slave to that thing between you legs.” 

“I really promise, Jessica,” I said. 

“You promised last night, too,” she said, “and I leave you for a few hours and you misbehave.” 

I frowned. “I’m sorry,” I said, “I really am.” 

“But you’re a kid with the cookie jar.” 

“Yes,” I agreed. 

“So…” 

“So?” I asked. 

“So maybe we need to take away the cookie jar.” 

“Take away the cookie jar? I…I don’t understand.” 

“Well you can’t be tempted if the cookie jar isn’t there, no?” 

“I don’t…what’s that mean?” 

“There are things we can…do…to help…” 

“Like what?” I asked. 

She glanced at my phone. “May I?” 

“I…I suppose,” I said. 

She picked it up. “Code?” I told her; she unlocked it, started typing.“Jess…” 

“Shhh,” she said without looking up. “Here,” she handed me my phone.I took it, looked at the screen. It was a picture of something clear, plastic, a small tube with a mushroom shaped end, open on the other, and a ring. “I don’t get it,” I said, “what is it?” 

She smiled. “Go back in the browser.” 

I hit the back button, the screen changed to text.  Male Chastity Guide. “Jess, I…I don’t…” 

“Read it,” she said. 

I did. The entire page. 



 Explain you want intimacy but will not allow him to reach orgasm unless you permit it. 



 Explain that masturbation is forbidden. 



 Adopt a  irm attitude towards him. 



 The cage will remind him he is, at all times, under your control. 



 Remind he he consented to serve you. 



“Jesus, Jessica,” I said, looking up from my phone. “You…this…I mean…that…” 

“I want to take away the cookie jar, Taylor, I set expectations for you, it’s only fair I help you meet them. Chastity does that, a chastity cage does that.” 

 Chasity. The word hit me, hard, almost violent. “It…it locks,” I said, looking back down at my phone. “I mean…there…there’s a key…” 

“Of course it locks, Taylor, that’s the point, taking away temptation. It belongs to me now, so I’ll control it.” 

“But…how…I mean…what if I want to…” 

She laughed, shook her head. “Want to jerk off? God, are you dense? THAT’S THE FUCKING POINT, Taylor! You can’t. You won’t. It will keep you small and chaste until I decided otherwise. You can’t be trusted, so…” 

I pondered the irony of the situation. “You…you really want…” 

“What I want,” she interrupted, “is a boyfriend who learns to control his perverted urges. What I want is a boyfriend who

understands that I come  irst. Always. And mostly what I want is control.” 

“You’re serious?” 

“I already ordered it,” she said. 

“What? W…when? How…how long?” I managed to say. 

“When? As soon as it gets here, tomorrow, Tuesday maybe. As to how long, that depends on you…release is something to be earned, always earned. We’ll start with a month, I suppose, that’s what they recommend.” 

“A month???” 

“To start,” she said, “to get you…to get us, used to it. Again, that’s what they recommend.” 

“You want to lock it…me…up for a month.” 

“We’ll start with a month,” she said again, “and see how it goes.” 

“But…” 

“A month. Just start,” she said. “We’ll see how it goes, okay?” 

“I…I can’t…you know…” 

“Squirt,” she said helpfully. 

“I can’t s…squirt…for a month?” 

She frowned. “This is about you serving me, Taylor, that’s the whole purpose of all of this. I love you, I really do, but honestly you can be so sel ish sometimes.” 

I looked at her, the irony of my girlfriend, who promised I’d never be inside her, never fuck her, who was fucking a guy, the irony of her calling me sel ish. “Jessica, I…I just want…you know…” 

“I’ve told you a hundred times that’s never happening, Taylor. 

Never. Please, I’m not kidding about that, I’m really not.” 

“But he…” 

“Fucks me? Yea, he does. And will. That’s our deal, remember?” 

“I just…” 

“What message did you want me to send, Taylor? Don’t tell me you don’t like it. Don’t.” 

“I…I just…” 

“That’s the exact reason it needs to be locked, Taylor, you liked it until you de iled yourself, then had second thoughts. We’re stopping those, now. Or as soon as it gets here. Trust me, this will help, this will help so much.” 

 


**********

 

And so two days later, I found my penis surrounded and encased with a small, clear cage, locked, secure. “It…it’s so small,” I said with a frown, looking at it after Jessica inserted the lock. 

“I told you it was small, Taylor,” she smiled, “that’s why it’s never going inside me.” 

“I…I meant the cage,” I said. “I…there’s no room to grow.” 

“Well that’s kind of the point, isn’t it,” she smiled, “you’re now supposed to grow, that’s something a man does. You’re supposed to stay small, soft, dainty, even pretty.” She reached over, touched the cage, immediately blood rushed between my legs, but had nowhere to go, so it tightened, almost painfully so. 

“Hmmm,” I half grunted. 

“The website says you’ll get used to it,” she promised. “Over time, anyway.” 

I frowned again. “I…I just wanted to…you know…please you.” 

“Taylor Swift, nothing pleases me more than knowing you won’t be tempted, trust me.” 

“I…” 

“I’m going to prove it,” she said. 

“Prove it?” 

“Prove nothing makes me happier.” 

“H…how?” I asked. 

“Go change  irst,” she said. 

“Into…into what?” I asked. 

“The pretty bra and panty set I left for you in the bathroom.” 

I stood, walked into the room, there was a pink set on the counter made made with soft silky lycra and small lace all around the top of the bra and around the legs and waist of the panties and pretty satin bows. 

The bra had soft cups, the panties were brief style. Hating myself for wanting to, I slipped into them, saw myself in the mirror, and understood at once how feminine I looked, feminine in a sissy way, not the way Jessica looked. 

“Perfect,” I heard her voice from behind me. I turned, she was wearing a white sheer  lyaway babydoll that barely covered her breasts. 

“Jess,” I stared at her body. 

“Yes, I’m really your girlfriend,” she smiled, reading my mind, “and you really can do what you want with me.” 

“I…I can?” I asked. 

“Well, so long as that stays on, of course,” she pointed between my legs. “Remember, a month, at least.” 

“I…I know,” I said, disappointed. 

“Anything else, though,” she promised. 

“O…okay,” I said, eagerness apparent. 

She reached for my hand, started to lead me to the bedroom. 

“Wait,” she said. 

“W…what?” I asked. 

“You’re so eager,” she laughed. 

“I’m sorry,” I apologized. “I…you’re just so beautiful and I…” 

“I know, I know, can’t believe I’m yours. Well I am,” she said, but bit her lip. 

“What?” 

“You’re almost too eager, Taylor.” 

“Too eager?” 

“Well you shouldn’t be too eager to be with a woman, being gay and all.” 

“Jessica! You know I’m not really…” 

“Not really what?” she demanded. 

“Not…I mean…” 

“Not really what?” she asked again. “Not really gay?” 

“I…” I was afraid to say it, afraid of her reaction, afraid of being rejected, not permitted to do whatever I wanted as she promised. 

“Do you like men or not?” she asked, eyes locked on mine. 

I swallowed, hard, knew the answer she expected. “Y…yes,” I said softly.“Are you gay, Taylor?” 

“Y…yes.” 

“Say it,” she insisted. 

“I…I’m gay,” I swallowed. 

“And does my pretty little sissy like cock?” 

“Y…yes,” I said. 

“And you think about it? Fantasize about it?” 

I nodded. 

“I think we need to practice  irst, then.” 

“P…practice?” I asked. 

She led me the rest of the way to the bedroom, opened her nightstand, pulled out the dildo. “J…Jessica,” I said. 

She climbed on the bed on the bed, held the dildo casually in her one of hands in front of her. “Come, next to me,” she patted the bed. “I’m yours…after we practice.” 

“P…practice what?” 

“Practice how to please a cock,” she said matter-of-factly. “You need to know, to be convincing, you need to know. Cock  irst. Then me.” 

I stared at her legs, her ass, her body. I felt a soreness between my legs as my penis tried to swell. Wanting her too much, wanting to do what I wanted to her—lick her, kiss her, taste her—I had not choice so I climbed up next to her. 

“Look at it, Taylor, look at it and say it.” 

“S…say it?” I asked. 

“You know,” she whispered in my ear. 

I knew. I knew. “I…I like cock,” I said softly, a slight lisp, like a girl. 

“Perfect,” she said. “No go on, touch him, it’s not nice teasing a man.” I glanced at her, thought it was okay, though to tease me? To tease a sissy? “You need to practice, Taylor, really every day. What it feels like in your hands, how it makes you feel. It’s got to be second nature.” 

“But…” 

“You promised,” she said kissing me. 

I didn’t want to but reached out anyway; she moved her hands so mine were on the dildo and hers were on top of mine, stroking it, up and down. “He’s so hard, isn’t he, so excited by your touch. Men get so hard when you touch them.” 

“Jess,” I croaked. 

“I like cock,” whispered in my year, “say it.” 

“I…I like cock,” I said without thinking. 

“This is what it feels like when I stroke him,” she said, “except he’s so warm…I can feel him throbbing. Can you imagine something like this in that little cage…it would never  it, would it?” 

“N…no,” I said. 

“You’d never want something like this soft and caged, would you? 

A cock should be out, hard, used, right?” 

“I…I suppose,” I said. 

“You mean that? Really?” She turned to me, kissed me deep, hard. 

“Is it sore? Between your legs?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Pussy free is the life for me…say it,” she kissed me. 

“P…pussy free is the life for me,” I said. 

“Do you really fantasize about it, Taylor?” 

“P…pussy?” 

“Cock, silly,” she said, “do you really think about cock, do you really fantasize about cock?” 

“I…” 

“Stroking it,” she said, stroking it with me. “Do you fantasize about it? Really?” 

“Y…yes,” I moaned. 

“Do you? Really?” 

“Yes,” I said again. 

“Close your eyes. Think of this when you’re around him, think of this. It’s perfect, when you’re around him, around any man, think of this, it will help so much.” 

“I…I will,” I said, eyes closed. 

“Think about what if feels like, cock in your hands. This will help around Peter, lover, being gay…you can think of this, what it feels like in your hands, how it makes you feel. You should practice. Every day, you should practice till it’s second nature.” 

“B…being gay?” 

“Yes, being gay…and pleasing a man, playing with a cock.” 

My mouth was open, I licked my lips, I didn’t mean to, didn’t want to, just did. 

“You’re thinking about what it would taste like, aren’t you?” 

Jessica said. 

“J…Jess,” I said eyes still closed. 

“Licking it, tasting cock, sucking cock. You’ve thought about it, haven’t you?” 

“I…” 

“If you haven’t, that’s okay, but if you have, be honest. You’ve fantasized about me sucking his cock, you’re thought about me sucking

his cock, have you wondered what it feels like? Have you fantasized about doing it yourself? Have you fantasized about sucking cock?” 

My mind screamed no, I tried to say no, but the word wouldn’t form. “Have you, Taylor, please, you can tell me.” 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

She kissed me, deep and hard again. Wet, long, passionate. “That’s my sissy,” she said between kisses, “that’s my gay sissy.” 

“Jess…” I tried to say but when I opened my mouth, I found her tongue invading mine, kissing me deeper still, hard, passionate, full of erotic energy. 

“Say it, Taylor, say you like cock.” 

“I…I like cock,” I said, not wanting to, unable to resist her. “But…” 

“Don’t talk,” she said, smothering my lips with hers, kissing, kissing. And then suddenly, something else was there, too, something between our lips, something bulbous, thick, hard. She kept kissing me, around it, the head her in mouth then in mine. 

“Jess,” I said, eyes still closed, wanting to pull back, but not, kissing her, kissing it. 

“We can share it,” she said, “we can do it together; I’ll teach you, I’ll help you.” 

“But…” 

“He thinks you’re gay, Taylor, so you have to know,” she said, 

“when you’re around him, you have to know what it’s like.” 

“I…I…” 

“You can’t fake it, Taylor, you have to know.” 

“Jess…” 

“You want it, don’t you? You think about it, you fantasize about it. 

Please, Taylor, share his cock with me, it has to be real when he sees you, you have to want it.” 

“But I…” I started to say, started to pull back, but instead kept kissing her, kept kissing it, my lips on the head of the dildo, on her lips, kissing it, kissing her. I followed her lips down the shaft, my mouth on one side, hers on the other, licking the cock while licking her lips at the same time. And as I did it, I felt my own penis try to swell more, trapped by the cage, I felt the erotic energy  low through me. 

“Let me teach you to suck, Taylor,” she said between kisses, “be my little cocksucker, be my sissy cocksucker.” 

“Jessica,” I whimpered. 

“Learn to be my cocksucker and then you can do whatever you want to me.” She kissed me through the shaft, her tongue around mine, both our tongues on the shaft. 

“Hmmmmm,” I moaned softly. 

“Learn to suck cock, Taylor, let me teach you, then my body is yours.”“Yes,” I said so softly I’m not sure she heard it. 

“Here, just the tip, Taylor, just the head.” She took the shaft in her hands, moved my mouth up, touched the head of the cock to my lips. 

“He likes it when you start with the head, lick it, tease it.” 

“J…Jess,” I moaned when our eyes met. 

“Shhhh, be gay for me Taylor, it’s what you promised…learn to suck cock for me…be gay.” 

“But…” 

“Do you know how wet I am, Taylor? I told you I’m mean, remember. I told you. You can do whatever you want to me after you suck cock.” 

“I…” 

“You keep saying you want to, Taylor, show me, show me you’ll stay pussy free.” 

“I…I want…” 

“Shhhh…I know what you want Taylor, I know what you think about, fantasize about. I know all about your obsession with cock. I know. I know. You think no woman would understand, but I do. I do. I understand and it turns me on.” 

“But…but I want you,” I said. 

“I know you love women, Taylor, I know you love everything about them. But I understand you can’t help but think about cock. Cock. You want cock, you dream about cock, fantasize about cock. Your little penis is never going inside me, Taylor. Never. Pussy free. Now open…open…I understand…open your mouth, Taylor, let me teach you.” 

I did, couldn’t help it, I opened. I opened my mouth, stuck my tongue out, and waited while she put the head on it, licked it, licked all around it. “Oh god, perfect, Taylor, perfect, just like that, all around the

head, just like that. Now use your lips, Taylor, just your lips on the head.”She guided the head between my wet lips, watched me lick it. 

“Good girl,” she cooed, “good girl. You know what really feels good, Taylor, you know what I really like? Do you fantasize about it?” 

“W…what?” I asked, mumbling, head of it still in my mouth. 

“Being on your knees in front of a cock, looking it it, submitting to him. Do you crave it? Giving a man a blowjob? Sucking cock like that?” 

“J…Jessica…” 

“What if I was there, encouraging you, telling you how hot it was?” 

She moved her mouth to my ear. “What if I was whispering in your ear, like now, be gay for me Taylor, suck cock for me. Do you fantasize about that, about me holding your head, helping you, teaching you, training you, watching you.  Suck cock for me, Taylor,  I’d tell you,  suck his cock for me, suck it, suck it for me. God, it would be so hot, wouldn’t it, sucking cock together.” 

She pushed my head down an inch or two, made me take it in my mouth, but I didn’t resist, was a willing participant. 

“I’d help you, Taylor, I know it’s too big the  irst time, you’d have to get used to it, I can help you…teach you…help you…we can do it together.” She let go of my head, let me lift it up, gently pushed it down again and licked the shaft herself. “You’d do it for me, wouldn’t you? 

You’d suck cock for me?” 

“Y…yes,” I said, mouth full. “Yes…yes…yes.” 

“You’ll be pussy free, but you don’t have to be cock free, Taylor, you don’t…you don’t.” We were on the bed, on our hands and knees, sucking the dildo together like it was a real cock, like we were two women giving a man a blowjob, like something from a porn video. “See how happy you can make me even locked?” I was panting, hot, sore, lost. “See, Taylor, you make me so wet just by being you. Here, here,” she said, moved on her back, put the dildo between her legs, the base on her pussy, the shaft pointing upward. 

“You think you want pussy, Taylor, and you may, but I think you want cock, too…so suck me, Taylor, be gay for me, be gay. Suck my cock, Taylor, suck my cock.” 

The room was spinning, this half naked woman, my girlfriend, was on the bed demanding I suck her cock. I wanted her, I knew it, 

terribly judging by the pain between my legs. I wanted to be inside her, to lick her, to touch her. Anything. But what I did was suck her, take the dildo between my lips, as much as I could, and suck, suck it like I thought a girl would, should. 

“Yes, Taylor, yes, suck my cock, GOD, suck my cock.” She was grinding the base of it against her clit as I sucked,  ingering herself as I licked, making herself cum in response to what I was doing to the dildo. 

It was intoxicating, sucking cock, making her cum. 

“Don’t stop, Taylor, keep sucking, don’t stop sucking cock, that’s it, suck me, suck him, suck, suck.” Suddenly she pulled the cock away with one hand and pulled my face to her pussy with the other. “Lick me, Taylor, yes, make me cum. Make me cum!” 




**********

 

An hour later—and dozens of orgasms for her later—we were on the bed and she was lazily cupping and teasing my swollen balls. 

“Sore?” she asked gently. 

“Yes, please, Jessica…can’t we…I mean…I was good.” 

“No,” she said gently but  irmly, “I mean, yes you were good, but no, we can’t. It would ruin everything.” 

“But…” 

“What do you feel right now, Taylor, what do you feel?” 

“Feel?” 

“You keep looking over at it,” she said. 

“I…I do not,” I lied. 

“You do, don’t lie to me. Don’t worry, it’s okay, really,” she said. 

“But I like girls,” I said, “I really do.” 

“I know, but I think you like something else, too,” she said giggling. 

“I knew you weren’t just pretending.” 

“Jess!” 

“Someone likes cock,” she whispered in my ear, “someone likes cock.”“I…” 

“That was way more than  pretending to be gay,” she said, “that was much, much more, that was unleashing something from deep inside yourself, something hidden, a deep desire.” 

“I…you…I…when you…” 

“I know, lover, I’m mean, I’m so fucking mean. I’m making you be my sissy, I’m making you be my gay sissy, it’s so humiliating, isn’t it? You thought you’d get to fuck your girlfriend, you’d hoped for it, but you won’t. I don’t want you to, I won’t let you. Instead I’m making you discover other things about yourself, other things you want besides me.” I was panting, almost shaking. 

“I…I don’t…I mean…” 

“But you do, Taylor, that’s the thing,  you do. So do you see why you’re locked, perv? If you had your way, you’d touch that little penis right this second, and worse, make yourself squirt, and all your sexual energy would  ly away. But you can’t, you can’t. All that erotic energy inside you from sucking cock is trapped inside you, unable to escape, helping you be you. Not a man, but my little sissy.” 

She was right, of course. I wanted to cry, but couldn’t, wouldn’t, because I was too excited, too charged. “Do you think you’re really gay, Taylor? Do you?” 

“I…no,” I insisted. 

“You say not, but…I don’t know, you did  such a good job sucking cock, you were  such a good boy, I just don’t know. You were just so…

perfect. Maybe you’re not full on gay…you certainly like women, that’s for sure…but maybe just a little, it’s okay, just a little.” 

“Jessica.” 

“You sure you’ve never done that before? Sucked cock?” 

“Yes!” 

“I’m just…it was almost too good for your  irst blowjob. You really sure?”“Jessica, please,” I begged. 

“Not that the sex wasn’t great, too.” 

I frowned. 

“What?” she asked. 

“I don’t know if that was sex,” I said. 

“Why not?” she asked. 

“Well, we didn’t…you know…” 

“No, I don’t know,” she said frowning. 

“We didn’t…like… have sex,” I said. 

“Oh,” she looked at me skeptically. “By not ‘having sex’ what you mean is you didn’t stick that thing inside me.” 

“Yea,” I agreed. 

“That’s sex? There has to be a penis in a vagina for sex?” 

“I…I guess,” I said. 

“So lesbians can’t have sex?” 

“Um, I mean,” I stammered, trapped. 

“And gay men? No vaginas so no sex there, either?” 

“No, I mean…I guess they do.” 

“So there doesn’t have to be a penis in a vagina for there to be sex, does there?” 

“I…I suppose not.” 

“Cause lesbians can just have  oral sex and there is still sex, right?” 

I nodded. “Cunnilingus is sex. Blowjobs are sex.” 

“Yes,” I said quietly. “But…but I didn’t…” 

“Squirt? So it’s only sex if a male squirts? Seriously? That’s what you’re arguing? If a man fucks a woman and doesn’t squirt, it’s not sex?” 

“N…no,” I said again. 

“So we can agree a male doesn’t have to squirt for it to be sex, right? Let’s just agree on the boundaries.” 

“Y…yea,” I agreed. 

“So we had sex, we agree on that, too, right?” 

“I…I guess, yes,” I said. 

“So the question is was it great sex? I certainly think so, I mean, you were amazing with that mouth of yours.” 

“Yea, but…” 

“You didn’t enjoy it? Are you saying it was bad sex? Is that what you’re saying? You don’t like doing that?” 

“No!” I quickly yelped, “I…I did.” 

“Are you saying you didn’t enjoy it? Why? Cause it was with a woman instead of a man?” 

“Jess!” 

“Seriously? Was it bad because it wasn’t  gay sex?” 

“Jessica, no, you…you’re twisting my words, I said…” 

“You sure you like girls?” she interrupted. 

“You know I do,” I insisted, “I…I mean…I want you so much…” 

“You say you do, now I’m not so sure. I mean, a boy who doesn’t think that was great sex. Doesn’t seem like it.” 

“No, it…I…I liked it, I did.” 

“You’re just saying that,” she accused me. 

“No, I did…I…I really did. It…it was great,” I said, meaning it. 

She looked at me for a hard minute, considered what I said. “So great sex doesn’t have to involve a penis in a vagina and great sex doesn’t even have to involve a boy squirting? Right?” 

“R…right,” I agreed, knowing the next question. 

“And great sex doesn’t involve your little penis in my vagina, right? 

And great sex doesn’t involve you squirting, right? We agree on all that?”“Jess…” 

“Do we agree?” 

“Y…yes, Ma’am,” I said quietly. 

“Because that little thing isn’t going inside me.” 

“I…I know,” I said. 

“And it’s staying locked most of the time.” 

“I…I know that, too.” 

“And you’re going to be my pretty boy whenever I want it.” 

“I know,” I agreed. 

“My gay, pretty boy,” she said to my nod. “I’m glad we’ve gotten that out of the way, love, I am,” she said with a kiss. 

“I just…” 

“I know, Taylor, I know,” she said in an understanding voice. “I really do. But this is how I want you, lover, soft, pretty, serving me, frustrated, focused on me.” 

“Will I…I mean…will you ever…” 

“Let you squirt?” she asked, thinking. “At some point, yes. Rarely, but yes, when I think it appropriate.” She reached her hand between my legs, lazily massaging my sore, swollen balls. 

“Hmmm,” I grunted softly. 

“Sorry, are they sore?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“I should stop that.” 

“Yes, no,” I quickly corrected, afraid how’d she interpret it; and any touch was better than no touch. 

“You sure?” she asked. 

“No,” I answered honestly. 

“Oh, my poor sweet sissy,” she said. “Behave for a month, we’ll see about a squirt. Just a month, okay?” 

“I…I will,” I said. 

“I’m sure. Say, I almost forgot, next Saturday Peter’s hosting a poker thing, not this week, next week, some little tournament or something, I promised I’d help him…deal, serve drinks and all that.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“He’s got a suite at a hotel downtown, he’s done this before, he likes having a pretty girl around to impress his friends; he wants me to wear some sexy dress…anyway, he asked if you’d come.” 

“Me? You’re serious?” 

“Yea, why not. He said to ask Taylor.” 

“But…” 

“Yea, he was like, I know Taylor’s gay, but why not.” 

“You’re serious,” I asked, not believing her. “I assumed all his friends were like…you know…him.” 

“Oh, they are. And yes, I’m totally serious. You want to?” 

“I…I suppose, why not,” I said, “I mean…if he wants me to.” 

“Cool,” she said, reached for her phone, “he does. Let me text him, I was supposed to ask earlier. Taylor is in,” she said typing. “He says that’s great, he’s looking forward to it.” She put her phone down, kissed me deeply. 

“I…I’m surprised he wants me,” I said when she pulled back. 

“What?” she asked absentmindedly. 

“I mean…he…he thinks I’m gay and…well…” 

“Effeminate?” she suggested. 

“Yea. I mean, I…I can dress kind of masculine…” 

“We’ll see,” she frowned. 

“How much is it?” I asked, ignoring her frown. 

“What?” she asked. 

“To play in the game?” 

“I don’t know, why?” 

“Well I’m not exactly rolling in money,” I said, “I need to know how much to bring.” 

“How much what?” she asked, confused. 

“Money. To play.” 

“To play?” she asked. 

“Poker. In the game.” 

“Play…oh…oh Taylor, you think…I mean…love, he doesn’t want you there to  play,” she said, suddenly understanding. 

“I don’t understand,” I said, “I thought he invited me.” 

“Sweetie, love…oh goodness, they wouldn’t want a pretty gay boy playing poker with his buddies.” 

“But you said…I mean…” 

“Love, he wants you there to help me. I’ll be dealing, you can serve drinks.” 

“Serve? I…I don’t know about that.” 

“Well I just told him you would,” she said, “I can’t very well tell him you changed your mind, that’s rude.” 

“I…but…” 

“Oh, stop,” she said, “he obviously wants you there or he wouldn’t have invited you.” 

“But…what…the other guys…” 

“They’ll know your not straight, Taylor, what of it. If Peter doesn’t mind, neither will his friends. Listen, I’ll  ind a frilly tuxedo shirt for you or something like that. Please, it will be fun, trust me. They guys are a hoot and they behave. They know there’s no groping or anything, it will be cool.” 

“I…I don’t know, Jess,” I said. 

“Miss Jess,” she said. “And you don’t have to know, you just have to do. Listen, I’ll make it worthwhile,” she said, massaging my balls again. 

“You…you’ll unlock it?” 

“What? No,” she shook her head, “no…but I’ll let you do anything you want to me  after.” She glanced at the dildo, I saw it, suddenly fantasized about it. 

“A…anything?” 

“Anything, lover,  anything.” 

“You mean it?” 

“Of course I mean it,” she promised, “I really mean it. Anything.” 

“A tuxedo shirt and slacks?” I asked, trying to limit how feminine she made me. 

“Or something similarly suited. I mean, you’re not wearing  your clothes, but I’ll  ind something cute.” 

“O…okay,” I agreed. “Okay.” 



Chapter 9 – Plans



Friday night was my night with her, though chaste, even innocent. 

We went to the art museum, toured a new exhibit, had a late candle lit dinner. When we got back, we stopped in front of her door but she made no move to open it, instead kissed me, an obvious kiss goodnight as opposed to an invitation to continue the evening inside her place. 

“I…I can’t come in?” I asked in a pathetic voice, hoping for another encounter like earlier in the week. 

“I’m kind of tired,” she frowned, “and we should get our rest for tomorrow.” 

“Oh,” I said, obviously disappointed, “I was hoping we could, you know…mess around.” 

“I know what you were hoping for, perv, but I’m tired,” she said crossing her eyes. “But there’s nothing wrong with you playing without me if you’re in the mood.” 

“W…without you? But the…the…cage,” I swallowed. “How…how would I do that?” 

“Not with yourself, silly,” she said, “jeeze, not that, yuck. I mean…

well, hang on, wait here.” 

I was confused. She unlocked her door, went in, closed it and locked it behind her. She came back a minute later with a fancy, rectangular box in her hand, maybe a foot long and half as wide. “Here,” 

she said holding it out towards me. “This.” 

“What’s that?” I asked, feeling a pit in my stomach, knowing what it was without seeing it. 

“My cock,” she said, a twinkle in her eye. “You know, the one you gave a blowjob to the other night.” 

“Jessica,” I said looking up and down the hall, praying no one heard us. 

“Oh, don’t be such a prude, loser” she laughed, “there’s nothing wrong with sucking cock, you know that. It’s perfectly natural thing for a pretty little gay boy to do!” 

“Jess, shhh,” I said, looking around again. 

“Fine,  ine,” she lowered her voice. “I keep telling you it’s okay. 

Anyway, just cause I’m tired doesn’t mean you can’t play. Here,” she held it closer to me. 

“What…what am I supposed to do with that?” I asked. 

“Well I’d start with him blowjob if I were you, most guys like it when you start with that. And it’s always good to practice, you’re probably not ready for more yet.” 

“M…more? More what?” 

“Oh, nothing,” she smiled, put the box in my hands. 

“I…I don’t know,” I said. 

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to, Taylor, but I want you to slip into something pretty and see if the mood strikes. Myself, I  ind it hard to resist a nice hard cock when one’s around.” 

“I…” 

“I left something pretty on your bed. If the mood strikes.” 

“But…” 

“If the mood strikes, love,” she said kissing me goodnight, “you don’t have to do anything unless the mood strikes. Which I suspect it will.” 


**********

 

She’d set the bed as I had for her. Sitting there was a red satin chemise with black lace, matching panties, black lace topped thigh high stockings, and black heels. And a note. 



Taylor Swift, my pretty little perv:

I hope this out it, this beautiful lingerie, sends the right message, the one I want to send to you. 

And the one I want you to receive. 

Get dressed, take my cock out, and see what happens. Maybe nothing, maybe something. Just see what happens—I know what I assume and hope will happen. 

I know I’ll go to sleep with my hand between my legs, imagining my pretty sissy doing what she wants with my cock. 

This will set the tone, send the message, the one we both want. 

Love, 

Miss Jessica



I didn’t intend to do anything but set the box on the table and go to sleep. But the best intentions…

Maybe it was the lingerie, maybe the cage, maybe thinking about Jessica, maybe something else. 

But thirty seconds after crawling into bed the hard, thick, realistic dildo was in my hands. 

Thirty seconds after that I was stroking it up and down, feeling my own penis try to swell, throb in the cage. 

And thirty seconds after that I was on my knees, practicing, sucking cock, picturing it as Jessica’s, picturing the cock protruding from between her legs, whispering to me. 

 Suck my cock, Taylor, suck my cock. 

But the words shifted, too. 

 Suck his cock, Taylor, suck my lover’s cock, suck his cock. 

And again. 

 Suck my cock. 

 Suck cock. 

 Suck Peter’s cock. 

 Suck cock, Taylor, suck cock. 



 **********



In my dreams, she asked again and again if I practiced sucking. 

Over and over,  did you practice sucking cock, Taylor, over and over. 

 Yes, I told her again and again. 

 Did you, Taylor, did you really? I wanted you to, I wanted you spending time getting good at it. 

 Yes, Miss Jessica, yes, yes. 

 Do you like sucking cock? Doesn’t it feel so natural to have a hard, thick cock between your lips? 

 Yes, yes, yes,  I said to the Jessica in my mind over and over, admitting, confessing. 

 You’re such a good boy, she told me,  such a good little sissy, my pretty, gay sissy, such a good little cock sucker for Miss Jessica.   Open for me, sissy, open for me. 

 Open for me,  she whispered, dream Jessica,  open for me, suck cock for me. “Suck cock for me,” she said, “suck his cock for me.” 

I opened my mouth, my dream fuzzy, intense, so real, so real. Eyes closed, sleeping, I imagined cock, hers, a man’s, his, dreamed of it, 

wanted it, needed it. 

“That’s it,” the ghost said helping me, “suck cock, suck cock.” I started to come out of the dream, it was so real, too real. “Shhh,” the ghost said, “it’s so hot, Taylor, so hot seeing my pretty little gay boyfriend sucking cock. So hot. So hot.” 

She was guiding my head, feeding me more of the cock, helping, helping. Then there was the mental shift, when consciousness took over from sleep, when the sensation of sucking cock was real, not hazy, real. 

When the sensation of her hand on my head was real, too real. 

Real. 

 Real! 

Her voice, guiding me, instructing me. 

“Shhhh,” Jessica, “such a good sissy, such a good sissy cocksucker, that’s it, baby, that’s it, you don’t have to pretend to be straight anymore.” 

And then there she was, there, next to me, watching, helping, guiding my head on the thick cock. “That’s it, don’t pretend to be straight anymore, be my gay, sissy cocksucker.” 

“Jssss,” I said, tried to say, more than half of it in my mouth now. 

“I’m so proud of you, Taylor, so proud of you for practicing sucking cock, so proud, so proud.” 

I kept going, a minute, two, three. I wanted to stop, that’s what I told myself, but I didn’t, couldn’t, I kept sucking, kept giving the cock a blowjob as she called me naughty names. She was squeezing my balls, gently, massaging them as I became swollen, using my sexual desire to push me forward. Caged, unable to swell more than a tiny bit, and certainly unable to squirt, the erotic excitement was locked inside me, the only outlet the realistic cock dildo in my mouth. All I could do was channel my surging sexual energy into sucking the cock in my hands. 

“I know it’s humiliating, Taylor, I get it, I know how badly you want your little thing inside me, but this makes me so wet, seeing my pretty boyfriend practicing being gay, seeing my pretty boyfriend’s head bobbing up and down on cock. That’s it, Taylor, suck cock for me, suck cock…suck cock, such a good boy. Don’t pretend to be straight, just accpet it.” 

She pulled it towards her, pulled me with it, put it between her legs. She was naked, held the eight inch cock between her legs like it

was hers, a part of her. “Yes, Taylor, yes,” she moaned, “suck cock, suck my cock. You don’t need my pussy right now, Taylor, if every, all you need is my cock. That’s all you ever wanted was cock, isn’t it? You pretended you wanted something else, but this is what you wanted and needed. Cock. Sucking cock.” 

I was beyond excited, at some level I hardly knew existed, dropped there by doing something I’d never thought about, never imagined. And then she took it beyond. 

“Suck it, Taylor,” she said, “suck it…get it hard for me, get him hard for me, get him wet for me. Yes, yes, I want to feel him inside me.” She pulled the dildo away from my mouth, away from her, tilted it. “Help him,” she said. 

“J…Jess…” 

“Help him,” she said again, “guide him into me, Taylor, guide Peter’s cock into me, please. You got him all hard and wet for me, now help…help him in me.” 

I was dizzy, so dizzy, helpless, confused. But I did as she asked, not just because she asked, but because I wanted to. I guided the dildo into her pussy, watched as she fucked herself with it, watched as she had orgasm after orgasm on it. Watched then participated as she fucked herself, pulled the cock out and pushed it into my mouth, then back into her pussy. 

“That’s it, lick my pussy juices off him,” she’d order me, “get him harder for me, I want to feel his cock inside me.” 

And when she was done, when she pulled it out one last time, I leaned over with the gentlest of pressure from her and sucked and licked it, tasted her juices, licked them clean as she encouraged me. 

“That’s my sissy cock sucker,” she said. “Such a good girl, such a good girl, clean our cum off him, that’s it, that’s it.” 

“See Taylor,” she said ten or  ifteen minutes later, “this is why you’re locked, this is what it does to you, it makes you mine, lover, all mine.” 


**********

 

Later that morning she said she wanted to show me some ideas for the poker night the following week. “I was going to run this morning, can’t we do that tonight?” I asked. 

“Tonight?” she questioned me. “Um, it’s Saturday…date night.” 

“I…I thought Peter wasn’t around tonight?” I asked. 

“He’s not,” she said, “we talked about that.” 

“I…I’m confused, if he’s gone, why can’t we…hang out.” 

“Well it’s still  date night, love, date night isn’t for you, we agreed on that, didn’t we? Saturday night is date night, not Taylor’s night.” 

“I…I suppose,” I said, though agreement wasn’t exactly the characterization, it was more her imposition of her will. “So…so you’re just sitting home by yourself? We could still…” 

“By myself?” she interrupted with her cruel laugh. “Do you really think a woman like me sits home by herself on date night? Seriously, Taylor, use your brain?” 

“I don’t…” 

“I have a  date, Taylor, duh,” she said. 

“A…a date? With…with who?” I asked, dumbfounded, “I thought…I mean…I thought Peter…” 

“Peter is busy, I’m going out with a cute guy I met at the coffee shop.”“But…but I thought…I mean…Peter,” I protested, not even realizing I was objecting not because of me, but because of her lover. 

“Won’t…won’t he be mad?” 

“What Peter doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” she said, a twinkle in her eye. “Besides, it’s not like I’m  sleeping with him.” 

“Peter?” 

“My date, you silly thing,” she said. “I swear, sometime I wonder why I agreed to let you be my boyfriend.” 

“You…you’re not?” I asked, ignoring her. 

“Taylor, do you take me for a slut? I won’t even let you, the boy I’m in love with, fuck me behind Peter’s back, I’m certainly not letting some random hot guy do it.” 

“You…you’re not?” 

“Don’t repeat yourself,” she said, “it makes you sound simple. And no, I’m not going to fuck him…I’m with Peter, Taylor, this is a ‘just in case’ guy.” 

“Just in case?” I asked. “Just in case what?” 

“In case something happens with Peter and I; it’s good to have options. I’m not really a ‘go without it’ kind of girl. If Peter and I ever

broke up, I’d like to have someone ready to take his place, so this is just kind of a, I don’t know, a just in case date. Like a cloud backup. May never need it, but if I do, it’s there, ready to use.” 

“What…what about me?” I asked foolishly. 

“You? Oh, Taylor sweetie. A man, silly, a man to take his place. I love you to pieces, you know I do, I’d never want to lose you, but you surely get you’re not ever going to be the man in my life, right? You get that, you must get that.” 

“I…” 

“Pussy free, Taylor,  pussy free. That’s not a Peter thing, that’s a Taylor thing. I told you before, girls like to get fucked by men.  Men. 

Sexually confused, cock sucking, sissies aren’t really the fuck a girl silly type, are they? I mean, let’s be honest, how can a girl get into fucking a cock sucking sissy?” 

“Jess!” 

“I mean, even if you weren’t small down there, which you are, it’s kind of hard to get excited by the thought of fucking a boy who likes cock as much as I do. We could share, of course, but you’re never going to be the man fucking me.” 

“That’s not true,” I blurted out. 

“More?” she raised an eyebrow. “You like it more than I do? I’m glad you admit it.” 

“Jessica, that’s not what I mean!” 

“I told you that you did a great job. That wasn’t just doing it to please me, Taylor, that was doing it because you like it.” 

“Jess…” 

“Stay in your lane, Taylor, things will go much better that way.” 




**********

 

We were at her place, sitting at her computer as she showed me the dress she was wearing for poker night, or at least the website she ordered it from. 

“Jesus, Jess, that…that’s like practically lingerie,” I said staring at the image she showed me. 

“As close as I could get without actually buying lingerie,” she smiled, “it’s a babydoll dress.” 

I looked at picture of the model in the short, alluring black dress with the sheer lace cups, scalloped lace trim, halter straps, and open back. “You…you’d be practically naked,” I said. 

“Practically,” she smiled again. “He likes showing me off.” 

“To…to ten other guys?” 

“Nine other guys and one gay sissy,” she smiled. 

“Jess!” 

“What? Don’t you want your girlfriend to show off her body? 

Aren’t you proud?” 

“They won’t know you’re my girlfriend, Jessica, they think you’re his.” “But I’m not Peter’s Taylor, I never will be. I’m yours,” she said. 

“They know I’m not his girlfriend, just his, well…just that we hook up.” 

“That…that’s really what you’re wearing?” I asked jealously. 

“Ever since Peter saw that poker movie, Maggie’s Game, or whatever, he likes me wearing something like this. Think of it like this, those nine guys are just like you.” 

“Just…just like me, they…they’re,” I looked down at my feminine cut clothes. 

“No, no, not like that,” she laughed, “they’re all men. They’re just like you because none of them get to fuck me, either, as much as they’d like to. Of course, if not for Peter, some of them, maybe all of them, might get the chance.” I blushed, looked away. “It’s kind of a turn-on,” 

she said, “ten men and one sissy staring at my body for several hours; it gets me all wet and hot and bothered.” 

“What…what am I supposed to wear?” I asked, thinking of the ballet, hoping that wasn’t what she had in mind, something that feminine. But it was. 

“Well,” she said drumming her  ingers, “I think something like what you wore to the ballet is appropriate—a nice formal blouse and slacks, maybe this.” She switched browser tabs and my heart sank. 

There was a picture of a svelte woman with a small chest wearing a white silk formal blouse, slim trousers, black hosiery, and black heels. 

“J…Jessica,” I said, “that…that’s so…so feminine.” 

“Of course it is,” she looked at me funny, “why wouldn’t it be?” 

“They…all…all those men,” I said. 

“Peter told them, remember. They know my gay friend is helping out.” “But…but a guy can be be…gay…without being so…so feminine.” 

“Sure, Taylor, a  man could,” she shrugged, “but you aren’t a man, are you?” 

“I…” 

“Are you?” she asked again. 

“N…no,” I said. 

“So you won’t be dressing like one, certainly not with Peter around. He’s only seen you feminine, we’re not switching now and making him suspicious. God, that would be awful. No, you need to be feminine, Taylor, he can’t get any other ideas.” 

“But what about…you know,” I looked down, “those pants are tight.”“We’ll deal with that when I pick a pair of pants,” she said. “Maybe an apron or something.” 

“Do…do I have any say?” I asked. 

She smiled at me. “Nope,” she said, “none at all.” 




**********

 

I saw her again that evening, before she went out. She was wearing a gray satin romper with plunge v-neckline, 3/4 bell sleeves, pleated detail, hidden back closure and self-tie fastening. She wore the romper over nude hose and had silver, ankle strap heels on her feet. 

The romper had a deep v-cut, exposing most of her breasts, making it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

“Jesus, Jessica,” I said looking her up and down. “You look like you’re…” 

“Too much?” 

“I…this guy…he…he’s…what would Peter say?” 

She smiled at me. “What?” I asked. 

“You’re such a sweet thing,” she said. “I ask you what you think about my out it and you’re worried what Peter would think—such a sissy thing to do. Worried what my lover would think.” 

“Jess, I meant…

“I know exactly what you meant, Taylor and I think it’s sweet. You don’t want Peter getting jealous and I think it’s thoughtful of you to

think about him. I mean it.” 

“No, Jessica…” 

“He’s the man fucking your girlfriend, it’s only right you worry about his feelings.” 

“Jess…” She thought I was worrying about Peter when I was just trying to think of something to say about my own feelings! 

“I told you I wouldn’t cheat on Peter, dear, don’t worry; but there’s nothing wrong with a girl keeping her options open. Peter’s  ickle, I’m sure at some point he’ll tire of me or meet someone he wants to get serious with. I just want to keep my options open, keep a guy or two hanging around just in case I need someone else to fuck. I want him wanting me even if he can’t have me just right now.” 

“You…I mean…if you and Peter…”  Was ‘break up’ the right phrase? 

“Um…stop seeing one another…” 

“Well I’d  ind another Saturday night man, of course. What? Why that face?” 

“I…I just thought…I don’t know…if you and Peter…” 

“Taylor Swift,” she got that look on her face. 

“Jessica…” 

“Pussy free means pussy free!” 

“I…I know, I just…” 

“Thought you’d be there for a pity fuck if Peter and I were not together. Taylor, Taylor, Taylor. I’m not saying I’d jump in bed with the guy I’m going out with tonight, I’d not a slut, but someone will  ill that need and it’s certainly not my pretty little boyfriend.” 

“I just…I don’t know…” 

“Do I need to say it?” she asked. 

“S…say what?” 

She smiled. “Do I need to remind you that little sissy penis is  never going inside me? Never, ever, ever. LIke ever, ever. Regardless if I have a current fuck buddy? Never means never, Taylor, never doesn’t mean maybe. You’re never fucking me. NEVER.” 

“N…no,” I said, though she said it anyway. 

“Peter’s my fuck buddy, Taylor, my Saturday lover, that’s not a role you’re ever  illing.” 

“I…I know,” I said, stomach  lipping. 

“But you’re my boyfriend, you’re the one I love, that’s not a role he or any other man is ever  illing.” She kissed me, sealed that thought with a kiss. 

“I know, Jessica, I just…” 

“I’m always going to have a Saturday night lover, Taylor. Always and forever, okay?” 

I didn’t respond, not for a minute. Finally spoke. “I…should I, I mean, should I wait up?” I asked nervously. 

She pondered for a moment. “I’ll knock if I want anything when I get home,” she said. 

“You, you…promise?” I asked, the desperation so obvious. 

“I promise,” she said, not promising to knock, but only promising to knock if she wanted something. “But if I want something, it’s going to include a pretty boyfriend.” 

“I…I assumed,” I said slowly. 

“Here,” she reached behind the door, pulled out a bag. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“A pretty out it…a very pretty out it…for my pretty boyfriend. Just in case I want something.” 

“Jess…” 

“I’m not fucking him, Taylor, not tonight, I promise. I won’t cheat on Peter, I promise, okay? You have my word on that.” 

“O…okay,” I said to her promise to remain faithful to Peter but not me. “I mean it, really.” 

“I…I know,” I said looking down at the bag to distract myself. 

“What…what’s in here?” I asked realizing the weight of it. 

“Everything you need to make yourself sweet and girly and feminine for me while I’m out on a date,” she smiled. 

“Jess…” 

“It’s important to me,” she said setting her mouth in a  irm line. 

“What…what is?” 

“That you’re feminine, Taylor, especially when I’m out, that you’re thinking soft, pretty thoughts; pussy free thoughts. That you’re thinking of yourself as my pretty, gay boyfriend. But if you don’t want me knocking when I get home…” 

“No, I do,” I quickly insisted. 

“Then dress properly, Taylor, and be in the right mindset if I knock. Don’t be the pathetic loser pining for the girl he can’t have, be my pretty sissy instead. That’s what I’d want if I want anything, okay?” 

“You…you’ll knock?” I asked. 

“No promises,” she said, “but if I knock and you’re not properly dressed, well…” 

“I…I’ll dress,” I promised. 

“Everything in there,” she said worrying me. 

“I will,” I agreed. 

“Do you like it, Taylor? Being my pretty little sissy?” 

“I gues…I…I mean…” 

“It’s dif icult, I’m sure, being pussy free, but it must be a relief, too, not having to worry about that, never having to worry about that again. 

I know it must be a big thing off your mind.” 

“I just…sometimes…sometimes I wish…” 

“Never, Taylor, never,” she said with a kiss. 

“When…what time…” 

“As soon as I leave,” she said, “anytime I’m out on a date, you should be extra feminine. And extra gay.” 

“Jessica, I…he’s not here.” 

“Extra feminine, Taylor, and extra gay, is that clear?” 

“Y…yes, Ma’am,” I swallowed. 

“We’re going to have to work on that, Taylor,” she said. 

“Work…work on what?” 

“Nothing,” she smiled, looked at her watch. “Gotta run, maybe we’ll hook up later, well,” she laughed, “I mean, not hook up…maybe we’ll see each other later.” 




**********

 

When she left I opened the bag to see what she’d brought me and why it was so heavy. On top was an absolutely, overwhelmingly feminine, pink satin babydoll nightie. I unfolded it, saw the wide shoulder straps in satin with double-edged lace, and has cute satin bows. It had a square neckline with a  ixed-tie sash at the bust, and long ties to tie into a bow in the back. The hem, which would end just above a woman’s knees (or a sissy’s knees), was tried in delicate lace edge. 

Under the babydoll were two pairs of panties—a pink nylon bikini style (tight) and full pair of looser, lace trimmed panties in the style of the babydoll—a package of white pantyhose, and a soft cupped, full coverage pink satin bra. 

Below were the things that made the bag heavy—a pair of white ankle strap heels and a closed, white box. I set the heels aside, took out the box, opened it, and felt my stomach sink. The box contained a pair of silicone breast enhancers, but not the small forms I’d worn before, but realistic C-cup woman’s breasts. 

Finally, I saw the last things I’d overlooked—a white lace and choker and matching lace  ingerless gloves. 

“God,” I gasped when all the feminine apparel was laid out on my bed. “This…this is too much,” I whispered to no-one, but looking at the satin lingerie, at the breast forms. 

 Extra feminine and extra gay, I heard Jessica’s voice in my head and felt a tightening between my legs, felt my penis trying to swell in the gage.  Extra feminine and extra gay. 

Half an hour later, dressed in everything she left me, I looked in a mirror and realized just how feminine she’d made me. There was no hint of a male underneath, nothing but a feminine girl, a deeply feminine, a feminine sissy. No boy, no male, just sissy. 

I spent the  irst half hour just touching everywhere satin or nylon touched me—my legs, hips, stomach, and  inally breasts, just ran my ingers over everything, everything but between my legs, everything but the tight cage. 

Eventually I did it, I reached up, touched my breasts, pretended at irst they were Jessica’s, quickly lost the thought and pretended they were mine. Felt myself grow, unable to  inish growing or  inish anything. 

At some point I heard Jessica return, hours later, hours lost in thought, of fantasy. I waited for her to knock, but instead heard her go into her own apartment, heard the door shut behind her. I waited,  ive minutes, ten,  ifteen, was about to go to bed, disappointed, when my phone buzzed. 

“Are you properly dressed, Taylor?” Jessica’s text read. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, hoping the response would elicit something positive. 

“Everything?” 

“Yes, everything.” 

“You spend the evening fantasizing about a woman or being a woman?” 

“Some of both,” I admitted. 

“You disappoint me, Taylor,” her response said, making my stomach drop. 

“Why?” I asked but she didn’t answer and for  ive minutes I simply stared at my phone, waiting, waiting. 

I wanted to text back, was nervous to; I wanted to clarify what she meant, was afraid to. So I just sat there, disappointed myself, in myself. 

“Come over here,” a text read. 

“Now?” 

“No tomorrow. Yes NOW, you perv.” 

“Should I change?” I texted thinking of the hall. 

“Not unless you want to stay home,” she said. “It’s almost midnight, no one is up. I want you over here. Now.” 

I quickly went across the hall, knocked softly, opened her apartment walked in. Jessica was in the kitchen, her back to me, but she wasn’t wearing what she’d gone out in; instead she had on a white blouse, black trousers, black ankle strap heels, and nude hose, similar to the out it she’d shown me. “Jessica, you…you look…?” 

She looked over her shoulder, I saw a  lash of red fabric—a red necktie tied loosely around her neck. “I’m just making a drink, go in the living room and wait.” 

“Not…not the bedroom?” I asked hopefully. 

“The living room, perv,” she said  irmly. 

I left the kitchen went to dim, candle lit living room, sat on the couch. Jessica  inally came in carrying a rock glass about a third  illed with what looked like whiskey, sat on a chair facing me; she was hard to see in the low light. “You…you changed,” I said watching her take a sip of her drink. 

“So did you, love,” she gave me a smile, “you look so feminine, so beautiful, so perfect.” 

I looked at her, the room was hazy with the low candle light, almost like a dream. “You…you’re…” 

She laughed. “You wanted feminine charm?” 

“I…I suppose,” I said. 

“Too masculine?” 

“A…a bit,” I nodded, “you looked so pretty earlier.” 

“Well that makes that decision easier, then.” 

“What…what decision.” 

“I thought about this for Saturday night for you, but you just said what I was thinking, agreed with my thoughts…too masculine…” 

“I meant…I mean…” 

“It’s on purpose, Taylor, this,” she pointed to her out it. “You’re supposed to be gay, googling over me in a short out it isn’t a good look. 

I’m going to look very sexy on Saturday, you can’t be eye fucking me, Peter will notice; he’ll watch for those kind of things.” 

“I…I know,” I said. 

She took another sip of her whiskey, saw me watch her. “There’s a drink for you in the kitchen,” she said. I found a full glass of white wine, a counterpoint to her drink, brought it back. 

She was on the couch when I came back and I started to move to sit next to her, but she stopped me, pointed to the  loor in front of her. 

“Sit here,” she said and I sat on the  loor beside her. 

“What?” I asked, seeing her smile. 

“You look adorable, Taylor,” she said sipping her whiskey, “a doting wife welcoming her man home, ready to sit at his feet looking pretty.” 

“Jess,” I blushed. 

“This is good, roles reversed, my pretty sissy, my sweet, pretty sissy.” She leaned forward, spread her legs apart, rested her arms on her legs, a very masculine posture. “I want you to practice, Taylor.” 

“Practice?” 

“I want you to practice with the dildo, Taylor, I want you to practice with cock.” 

“W…when?” I asked. 

“Tonight, now,” she said. 

“But I thought…you know…you’d want…” 

“It’s Saturday night, Taylor, what I wanted was a good, hard fuck.” 

“Jessica.” 

“Do you like cock or not, Taylor? I’m sorry, that’s a harsh question to ask someone dressed so pretty and feminine, the answer should be

obvious…but I want to hear it. Do you like cock?” 

I knew the answer she wanted so gave it. “I…I do,” I said. 

She looked at me, studied me, looked deep in my eyes. “I don’t want you just saying it, Taylor, I don’t want you just speaking the words to please me. I want it to be real, he’ll know, real enough to convince a man who knows these things. I want that little thing of your swelling when you think about cock, swelling when you touch cock, swelling when you suck cock. Really, Taylor, real; don’t just say the words, mean it.” 

“I…it…I do,” I said, thinking of the other morning. 

“When we’re at the poker game, I don’t want you looking at me wishing your little thing was inside me; he’ll know. I want you looking around the room, looking at Peter, looking at his friends, wishing you were on your knees in front of one of them. That’s what the look you need on your face, the desperate, ‘I’m hungry for cock’ look.” 

“I…I’ll try,” I said. 

“You should practice, Taylor.” 

“Practice?” 

“Saying it and meaning it. Do you? Do you like cock? Do you really want cock?” 

“I…yes,” I said. 

“Say it,” she looked at me. 

“I…I like cock,” I said, hardly convincing. 

“Again, convince me,” she said. 

“I…I like cock,” I said, looking up at her, “please, I like cock, I…I want cock…I want cock.” 

“Do you mean it?” 

“I want your cock,” I said, “please, I…I want your cock, I…I want your cock.” 

“Better,” she said touching my shoulder. 

“I want your cock,” I said again. “Can…can I go get it?” 

“What?” 

“The…the dildo.” 

She laughed. “I want you to suck cock, Taylor, I want my pretty girl sucking cock. Not fantasizing about pussy, I want her wanting cock, wanting a man’s cock. Deep inside, you need to want cock.” 

“I can go get…” 

“Undo my pants, Taylor,” she ordered me. 

“Your pants?” I looked up at her crotch, both grateful and disappointed, grateful for the chance to worship her intimate place, a tiny bit disappointed to forgo the dildo  irst. But when I did, I saw it for the  irst time, saw the bulge in her black trousers. 

“Jessica,” I gasped seeing for the  irst time the unmistakable outline of a cock in her tight pants. 

“I want you to suck my cock, Taylor, I want my pretty girl to suck cock, I want her giving me a blowjob. The hungriest, sloppiest blowjob she’s ever given, the kind she’s going to think about watching those guys play poker.” 

“But…” 

“I’m your girlfriend, Taylor, but I’m one of them now too, one of the men who will be there, and you want cock, you need cock. You can’t help look at them and have an overwhelming need to get on your knees and suck cock.” 

I moaned softly, felt my penis swell, tighten in the cage. “J…

Jessica,” I said. 

“Suck my cock, Taylor. Now. Suck my cock.” The room was spinning but my eyes were focused on the bulge, on the dildo under her pants. “Undo my pants,” she said, “don’t pretend you don’t know how; undo my pants and suck my cock.” 

She sat back, legs apart like a man would and I ran my hands up her legs, up her inner thighs towards the bulge. “Ask,” she said.” 

“Ask?” I swallowed. 

“Ask,” she said again. “A man likes to know how badly a girl wants him, how badly a girl wants his cock. It’s a primal thing, a power thing. 

Wimpy losers beg for blowjobs, real men demand them.” 

“May I…may I…” I swallowed, “may I suck your cock?” 


“I’m not convinced,” she said, “this isn’t for just anyone.” 

“Please,” I said, “please, I want to, I really do, I…I like cock, I…I want to suck your cock. Please…please let me suck your cock.” I said it like I meant it, in the moment, probably did. 

“You like cock? You really want cock?” 

I looked up at her, saw the curve of her breasts under her blouse, a feminine contrast to the masculine bulge in her trousers. I was struck how she was both more masculine and more feminine that I was and I

wanted her, all of her, breasts, curves, ass, and pussy. I wanted all of her, all that and the cock, too. I wanted my girlfriend’s cock as much as any part of her. 

“Yes, please,” I said with conviction, not forced,  lowing freely. “I want to suck your cock, Jessica, please. Please let me…please…” 

She shuddered. “God, Taylor, just like that, look at a man just like that, like you’re looking at me now, like you’re looking at my cock now.” 

I took that as consent, moved my hands higher, was going to undo her trousers, but stopped when my hands found the dildo, found the thick, hard, realistic bulge between her legs. “Oh god,” I said, not intending to speak, unable to stop myself. 

“Hmmmm,” she moaned like a man would, closed her eyes, tilted her head back. “Yes, Taylor, yes, that’s it, that’s it. Play with my cock.” 

I was rubbing the bulge, doing what I thought a man would like, and she responded with her breathing, with her soft words of encouragement, her touches, rubbing her  ingers through my hair. “Yes, yes,” she whispered, “that’s my pretty little pussy free boyfriend getting all turned on touching cock, getting all turned on, needing cock so badly. That’s it, that’s my pretty little cock sucker.” 

“Jessica, I…” 

“Shhh, I told you it’s okay, Taylor, I’ve told you again and again, it’s okay to be gay, I promise, it’s okay to want cock, I promise, it’s okay to suck cock, I promise.” 

“But I…” 

“You’re dating a woman, I know, you love a woman, I know, but you can love women and still want cock. Don’t deny yourself, Taylor, don’t pretend you don’t because of me. You think I’ll reject you because you’re gay, but you don’t get it still, I want it too, Taylor, I do.” 

“I…I…” 

“I know you’re confused, Taylor, I know; don’t think, just do, just do what your heart desires. If it’s a woman right now,  ine, touch my breasts, but if it’s a man, that’s  ine too, touch my cock, then, suck cock then. Pick, Taylor, pick. Breasts or cock. Pick.” 

I moved my hands up, unbuttoned her trousers, unzipped them, was surprised what I saw. She was wearing sheer, nude pantyhose under her trousers with a two inch waistband. The nude pantyhose

covered and pressed a long, thick realistic cock dildo against her body, similar, but different than the one she’d shown me before. 

“Jessica,” I said, eyes wide. The dildo was perfectly positioned against her pussy, somehow held in place in such a way it looked like it protruded from her, was part of her, was hers. The dildo looked like her cock, not just a dildo, but an actual cock belonging to her. 

“Play with my cock,” she said, her voice a command. “Go on, be my faggot, play with my cock, Taylor, play with my cock.” 

Though scared, I reached for it, touched it, rubbed it through the nylon. The sight was confusing, the femininity of the pantyhose against the masculinity of the rock hard erection. I rubbed it up and down the shaft, rubbed it through the nylon, from the bulbous tip down to the heavy balls. The cock jumped up as I rubbed it, didn’t move from between her legs, but she moaned like a man would if a woman stoked him. I rubbed harder, wrapped my hand around the nylon covered cock, stroked, and while it still didn’t move, she moaned louder, almost thrashed. I didn’t understand, stroked harder, eagerly stroking it at the same time I was trying to make it move, all the while making her moan louder.“Yes, god, yes you cock loving slut, just like that, stroke me,” she almost shouted, “play with my cock, yes, yes, that’s it be my gay sissy.” 

That’s when I saw, realized somehow the base end of the dildo didn’t press against her,  it was inside her! She wasn’t faking pleasure, she was experiencing it like the cock was hers, like it was part of her, like the cock was real, her real cock. 

She reached down under the hem of the hose, grabbed the shaft, bent it down. I didn’t understand what she was doing, then saw as she pushed the head then the rest of it through a small hole at the base of the crotch of the hose so her erection was now standing upright, free, bare. Eight inches of thick, erect cock and two balls outside her pantyhose, the base inside the hose, inside her. Cock. My girlfriend’s cock. “How badly do you want it, Taylor, how badly do you want cock?” 

“B…badly,” I said taking it, stroking it. 

“How badly do you want to suck cock, Taylor, don’t say it to make me happy, really, how badly do you want cock?” 

“B…badly,” I swallowed, overcome. 

“Then ask for it, slut…” 

“Please, I…I want to…please…” 

“I’m a pussy free cocksucker,” she said, “say it.” 

“I’m a pussy free cocksucker,” I said, hearing the eagerness in my voice.“I’m a gay, cock sucking faggot,” she demanded. 

“I’m a…a gay…cock sucking…” 

“Faggot…” 

“Faggot,” I agreed. 

“Yes, Taylor, yes,” she said, holding my head so I couldn’t do it. 

“That’s my sissy, that’s how I want you on Saturday, so eager, so needy. 

I’m a sissy cocksucker,” she said, “go on…” 

“I’m a sissy cocksucker,” I repeated, licking my lips, stroking her. 

“I’m a gay, sissy cocksucker,” she said and I repeated that, too. 

“Beg, Taylor, beg!” 

“Please,” I stroked, “please let me suck your cock.” 

“Suck my cock, Taylor, no pussy for you, never, only cock.” 

I bent down, licked the head, licked the shaft, licked the balls, licked and stroked. I took the head between my lips, kissed it, sucked it. 

I felt her hands on my head, gentle pressure, opened my mouth, took more of it, more, more. I realized doing it just right, sucking and pressing, I made her shake, moan, and cum. I sucked, stroked, and gave the most enthusiastic blowjob I could imagine. Two minutes, three,  ive, ten, sucking, rubbing my hands on her hose covered legs until she was shaking in continuous orgasm, thrusting her pelvis upward, driving her cock into my mouth. 

The whole time my loins were tight, my penis as swollen as it could be in the small, locked cage. 

Finally she tried to push me away, but couldn’t, I was too busy, too eager, unwilling to let her cock leave my mouth. We ended up on the couch, me continuing to stroke the cock with my hand, her with a hose covered leg pressed between my legs touching my swollen balls, her hand massaging my chest through the lingerie. 

“God, Taylor, god,” she said over and over as she descended from orgasmic heights. 

It was weird for me, different. I was as turned on as I’d ever been, as full of erotic energy as I could imagine, desperate to cum. In that moment, I would have done almost anything to have her release me, anything. 

“Jessica,” I said, trying to work up the courage to ask. 

“No,” she answered before I could  inish the thought. 

“But…” 

“No,” she said again,  irm,  inal. 

“But,” I tried, “it…I want…” 

“We agreed, didn’t we?” she interrupted me. “Pretty little sissies don’t have to cum to have great sex, do they?” 

“N…no,” I said softly. 

“We agreed, didn’t we? A pretty little sissy’s squirts should be rare, shouldn’t they?” 

“Y…yes,” I said. 

“Not for at least a month.” 

“It…I just…” 

“You serve me, Taylor, me. Men worry about the thing between their legs, sissies worry about pleasing their mistress. Or their master. 

If you squirt, little boy, all that sexual energy goes away, all your desire to serve me goes away, all your thoughts about cock go away. And they can’t go away. He’ll know. They’ll know. So no, sissy no. No, my sissy cock sucker.” 

“I…you…” 

“I’m so mean,” she giggled. 

“Yes!” 

“Are you gay? Honestly?” 

“I like girls,” I said, “I like you.” 

“I know, lover, I know. But you like this, too, don’t you?” she asked, squeezing the hand I had wrapped around her cock. “You like cock just as much…maybe more…” 

“I…I like…” 

“Did you like sucking my cock?” 

“Jess…” 

“Answer me, Taylor, did you like sucking my cock?” 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

“I want you to dream about it, Taylor, all week, I want you to think about cock, dream about cock, fantasize about touching cock, sucking cock. Cock, Taylor, cock. All your sexual desires, all your sexual energy poured into cock.” 

“I just…I want to…to squirt,” I said looking down. 

“Shhhh,” she stroked my hair, “I know you do, love, I know. Do you understand why you can’t? I am mean, I admit it, but I do love you and I’m trying to look out for what’s best for you.” 

“I suppose,” I said. 

“It confuses you boys like you, Taylor, it makes you questions things, makes you start questioning whether you should think like a man. Squirting makes you start questioning your sexuality, wondering if you really are gay.” 

“I just…” I shook for a minute, realized just how pressing the need seemed to be. 

“It’s not never, Taylor, I’m not saying you can never squirt, they’re just going to be rare and only if you earn them. Squirting is a reward, not a right. A reward rarely earned.” 

“You…you could do it like you did before, you know, when…when you stop.” 

“Ruined,” she said. 

“Ruined?” 

“It’s called a ruined orgasm.” 

“You could do that,” I suggested. 

“I could, love, but I’m not going to,” she said giggling. 

“What?” I asked. 

“You’re still stroking my cock, Taylor,” she said, “I can feel it…

inside me.” I looked down, saw she was right, saw I was lazily rubbing my hand up and down the dildo, lazily stroking her cock like a woman might after giving a man a blow job. “Do you want to? Again?” 

“Again?” I swallowed. 

“Suck my cock,” she said. 

“I…” 

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” she said, “it’s just…” 

“Just what?” 

“I…I like it,” she said. “I like seeing your pretty lips wrapped around my cock. I like watching your head go out and down on it. God, I

see why men like it so much, why Peter likes it so much. It’s such a turn-on having my pretty little gay boyfriend suck my cock.” 

“I…” 

“You don’t have to, Taylor,” she said. 

“I want to,” I said surprised I formed the words, “please.” 

She nodded and I went down, kissed my way down her stomach, took the cock in my mouth once again, and gave her a long, slow, sensual blowjob, all the while wondering what it was really like, how it really tasted, how it really felt. 



Chapter 10 – Poker Night



Late Saturday afternoon, Jessica and I were in her bathroom getting ready. We were both showered, dried, and moisturized with soft, feminine products. She wore a long, white cotton robe while I had on a more feminine short, pink satin wrap as she put makeup  irst on herself, then light makeup on me. 

I was to dress  irst so she could help; then I was going to wait. She started with a pair of white panties that I questioned whether they would  it over the cage. 

“Yea, about that,” she said. 

“What?” 

“Your out it is tight, I didn’t consider that,” she said and I thought of the pants I’d worn to ballet. 

“They won’t I’m sure,” I said. 

“I’m making an exception to my rule.” 

“What rule? What exception?” I asked. 

“The month in chastity,” she said, “just for tonight, though.” 

“You are?” 

“Yea but don’t you think for a second I’m letting you  grow, let alone squirt. The instant I unlock that little thing I want it tucked away and covered with these and pantyhose. I don’t want it swelling at all.” 

“You…you’re really unlocking it?” I asked, surprised. 

“Yes, but you better not fucking grow,” she reiterated, “or I might lock it up forever.” 

To avoid that, she had me put on the panties and only then unlocked the cage, making sure I was securely tucked the second after the cage was off. “That’s a good look, isn’t it,” she said, “you can’t even tell something was ever there.” 

“I…I suppose,” I said. 

“I know, lover, I prefer it locked too, it seems safer that way. But don’t worry, we’ll lock it back up as soon as we can.” That wasn’t exactly what I was worried about, but didn’t say it. “Here, bra next,” she handed me a bra. 

The bra was a sheer, white, soft cup bra. I happened to see the tag, saw it was a C cup. “Isn’t this…you know…too big? The cup size?” 

“Your breast forms are C cup,” she said evenly. 

“B…breast forms? C cup? Jess, I’ll look more than just gay,” I protested. 

“Kind of the point, Taylor,” she said helping me fasten the bra around my chest. 

“I don’t understand,” I said. 

“Well, Peter, I mean…he isn’t exactly telling his friends you’re gay.” 

“Why not?” I asked, confused, “I thought, I mean…” 

“I don’t know, you know how men are. Some get weirded out by gay guys. They might be uncomfortable if someone gay was there.” 

“So can’t I just wear my clothes then?” 

“You clothes? Um, no,” she said at once. “Peter still thinks you’re gay, I don’t want him getting any ideas. Besides, I told him you can pass.”“Pass?” 

“Pass. As a girl silly. Like, I can make you look like a girl. Like his buddies won’t know you’re really a gay sissy, they’ll just assume you’re a girl.”“But…but I can’t do that,” I said, letting the gay part go. 

“Are you kidding me, Taylor? I can easily make you look like a girl, pass as a girl. Easier than you passing as a boy, that’s for fucking sure.” 

“But Jessica, I…I mean…I don’t…I don’t know.” 

“I know, Taylor,” she said, “it doesn’t matter if you know because I know.” She glared at me, dared me to challenge her, sure I wouldn’t. And I didn’t. 

She helped me into the bra, put the breast forms in. Seeing myself in the mirror in nothing more than the bra and panties, I was worried she was right—with the breasts and the  lat front of my panties, I looked far more like a girl than I did a boy. I didn’t have a curvy body, if I was a girl I was lilth, like a ballerina. But I knew I was far more convincing as a girl than I was a man. 

“Here, I don’t want that even having a chance of growing,” she said handing me a pair of sheer nude control top pantyhose. 

“Pantyhose under pants?” I asked. 

“Just put them on,” she said. When they were pulled up, I knew she was right, my tucked penis was going nowhere, would not grow at all, not trapped by the panties and tight control top of the pantyhose. 

Hair and makeup were next, but before she started, she said she had an idea. “What idea?” I asked nervously. 

“Be right back,” she said, returning with one of her cock like dildos in hand. “Here,” she said, holding the dildo towards. “Hold this while I do your hair and makeup…just so you stay in the right frame of mind.” 

I looked down a the dildo, sighed, took it in my hands while she worked on me. Not intending to, I soon found myself lazily stroking the cock, feeling the erotic thoughts run through my mind. 

“That’s perfect, Taylor,” Jessica smiled from behind me, “let yourself get in the gay mindset, let yourself think about what you really want. That’s my pretty little sissy, as gay as can be.” 

“Jessica,” I whispered, looking at her breasts through the gap that had opened in her robe. 

“Pussy free, Taylor, pussy free,” she said cinching her robe tighter, hiding her breasts, “these don’t turn you on, that does.” 

When she  inished my hair and makeup, I realized she’d been right—I easily passed as a girl—and it was hard to think I’d ever  it in as a boy. 

“Ready to  inish?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said softly. 

Jessica went to her closet and brought back two garments. The irst was a white, silky soft satin full slip with delicate lace around the hem, front slip, and bust. She helped me into it, watched the satin pour down my body, end mid thigh. “Ugh,” I sighed softly, feeling every  iber of the lingerie touching me, encasing me, feminizing me. 

The second garment was a v-neck white blouse; the sleeves and shoulders were sheer mesh, while the body, collar, and cuffs were satin. 

Looking down at myself, something dawned on me. “W…wait, why a…a slip under trousers?” I asked, confused. 

“Trousers?” 

“Black…black pants,” I said. 

“Pants? Dear, you’re not wearing pants,” she said. 

“What…what am I wearing?” I asked nervously. 

“A skirt, of course.” 

“A skirt?” 

“Taylor, you’re passing as a girl, of course you’re wearing a skirt,” 

she said like I was slow. 

“But I…” I stopped, seeing her hard,  ixed eyes, knowing arguing was foolish, counterproductive. 

The skirt was a gorgeous knee length, form- itting pencil skirt with a long slit at center back of skirt and a zip at the rear. Black high heel pumps were next, and taking just a few steps, I realized because of the length and tightness of the skirt and the heels, I was forced to take small, feminine steps, dainty steps. 

I thought I was done, but she had two more things that she said completed the look she was going for. First was a black headband with white lace and hair extensions that gave me shoulder length wavy hair. 

The second was a white cotton, lace trimmed apron that she wrapped around my waist. 

“Jessica, I look like a servant,” I said. 

“That’s kind of the point,” she said, “since you’ll be serving drinks and all. I thought about a French maid’s uniform, but thought that might be too much.” 

“But I…I look too feminine,” I said, trying not to think how feminine I would have looked in a French maid’s out it. 

“Again, kind of the point, Taylor. Don’t worry, Peter’s friends will behave…mostly. I assume one or two will hit on you, but they won’t be playing grab ass or anything like that.” 

“Hit on me???” 

“Men hit on pretty girls, Taylor, it’s what they do. Especially when a girl has that look in her eyes.” 

“What look?” I asked. 

“The ‘I’m hungry for cock’ look,” she said, “the one you have now.” 

“But I’m not a girl,” I insisted to her laugh. “What’s so funny?” 

“Just that you deny the girl part but not the hungry for cock part. 

That’s my little gay sissy.” 

“You know what I mean,” I said. 

“I do, perv, I do. I know deep inside you’re hungrier for cock that you’d like to admit.” 

“I am not,” I insisted weakly. 

“Yet the way you keep looking at the dildo says otherwise,” she said with a smile. “I know it’s an adjustment, Taylor, but I told you, I don’t mind if my boyfriend has a gay streak and no boy sucks cock so eagerly as you did without really wanting it.” 

 


**********

 

An hour later we were in Peter’s hotel suite standing in front of him as he looked over both of us with a sharp, judging eye. 

Jessica’s dress was barely decent—it was a black, backless sequin mini dress with a chain strap and plunging neckline that barely contained her bare breasts and barely covered her ass and pussy, for all practical purposes, simply putting her body on display. 

“Fuck, Jessica, you’re fucking hot as fuck,” Peter said eyeing her up and down to her black, strapy heels. 

“That’s three fucks,” Jessica laughed. 

“I’ll give you three fucks,” Peter growled, taking a step towards her. “Later, Peter, your friends will be here in like  ive minutes,” Jessica said holding up her hand. “You’re not a  ive minute man.” 

“You bet that hot ass of yours later,” he said turning to me. “And this thing, god, you weren’t kidding.” 

“You’re not pleased.” 

“Hell yea I’m pleased,” he said. “Not in a million years would I guess he’s a fag.” 

“Peter!” 

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, “I mean, gay or whatever. It’s almost cruel thinking of them hitting on him…her…whatever.” 

“H…hitting on me?” 

“Don’t worry, Taylor,” Jessica took my hand, “the rules are the men can  lirt all they want but they’re not allowed to touch.” 

“That’s right, no groping. Oh, I love myself,” Peter said with a chuckle. 

Jessica was right, over the next  ifteen minutes, all but one of the players arrived. “Well,” Peter said, “that fucker Jake is always late so we might as well start. Okay, losers, you know the rules. Jessica, our dealer today, obviously belongs to me, so keep your dirty hands off her.” 

One of the players looked at me. “She taken too?” he asked with a chuckle. 

“She’s with me, Kevin,” Jessica said, “and believe it or not, she’s a virgin, so behave.” 

“A virgin?” he asked, “god, you two are fucking mean.” 

“Mean?” Peter asked. 

“Yea, mean, you prick. You have your girl dressed like a slut and her virgin friend just as distracting. Can we just pay you now?” 

“Dude, when you host, you can do whatever you want, you know the rules. Now come on, everyone has chips…” 

If she wasn’t my girlfriend, it would have been almost comical watching Jessica dealing, watching her lean over just so, making sure her breasts almost fell out, were on full display. Purposeful. Watching her work those guys, watching them try to concentrate on betting while watching her. She was so sexy, so hot, they almost forgot about me while I got them drinks and waited to the side. 

After the  irst round was poured and they played several hands, the door opened and a tall, muscular blond man in a French blue shirt and gray slacks walked in. “Dude, half an hour?” Peter asked the man. 

“Hey, I had things to do,” the man answered. 

“Jake, you’re suck a fuck,” Peter said. “Get a drink and sit down so we can take your money, too.” 

The man had a shit-eating grin on his face and walked con idently towards the bar where I was leaning. “Can…can I get you something?” I asked softly as I watched his eyes go up and down my body. 

“Yea, bourbon, neat and digits,” he smiled at me. 

“Neat and d…digits?” I asked pouring a bourbon. 

“No ice in my drink and your number in my phone,” Jake said taking the drink, letting his hand linger on mine. “I know that hottie over there belongs to Peter so I  igure I’m better off directing my attention to you. 

“O…oh,” I blushed, looked down, felt my hand burn where his ingers touched me, “I…I thought…I mean…”  God, he was already  lirting with me. 

“Damn you’re a shy one,” he said looking hard at me. “Where did Jessica  ind you, a convent?” 

“I…” I blushed deeper, not sure what to say, “maybe.” 

“I’m teasing,” he said, “sorry, I’ll behave, I promise. I’m surprised Jessica brought such an innocent girl to this lion’s den.” I swallowed, shocked he pegged me so easily, worried he might read more, but his eyes didn’t betray any recognition of what I was other than innocent. 

“How’d you and Jessica meet?” he asked. 

“Jake, you fucking playing or what?” Peter called over. 

“Give me a second,” he looked over at Peter, “you’ve got your thing over there, let some of the rest of us work the room.” 

“Jake,” Jessica  inally interrupted, “she’s…” 

“Yea, yea, innocent, that’s obvious. What the fuck, Jessica, you think I just fell out of bed? She’s practically falling over she’s so nervous? Okay, okay, deal me in,” he said, turned to me. “I’ll be back for another drink in a bit, love,” he said, pulling his hand away. 

I felt weak in my knees as he walked towards the table, stunned how two minutes talking to a man could make my insides  lip. And of course, I saw Jessica’s eyes watching me, saw them smile, saw her nod in appreciation. She knew Peter was watching, too, seeing how I’d react to a man’s attention. She knew Peter must be smiling, seeing me melt at a man’s attention. 

Jake  lirted the rest of the night. The other guys did a little, but they were obviously deferring to Jake’s obvious ‘claim’ on me. So they were left to stare at Jessica, who was doing a great job showing off her body. And left to lose to Peter. 

When the game broke up, Jake lingered to the obvious displeasure of Peter who clearly wanted one thing and one thing only. When Jake inally left, thankfully not pushing me for my phone number, Peter loudly exhaled. 

“God, I thought he was going to stay all night,” Peter said. “You did too good a job with that one,” he told Jessica. 

I was in the bar area, quietly tidying up; they were talking like I wasn’t even there. 

“You wanted her pretty, Peter.” 

“Well I didn’t want Jake fucking hanging around this long, I’m going to burst,” he said. “Course, I love the private joke of watching him hit on a fag.” 

“Peter!” Jessica scolded him, “I asked you not to talk about her like that.” “Sorry, sorry,” Peter shook his head, “gay. Whatever. If he only knew. Well fuck him, I’m tired of being teased, Jessica.” 

“You wanted me to tease,” she smiled, “like that was the job description.” 

“Yea, and now you’re going to pay the consequence for all that teasing,” he grinned. 

“Whatever do you mean, Peter?” she asked, a sly grin. 

“What I mean, slut, is I don’t appreciate women teasing me. What I mean, slut, is I’m going to fuck you so hard you’re going to be weak in the knees for days.” 

“Peter, you don’t mean that,” Jessica toyed with him. 

“Oh I mean it, slut, get over here and I’ll show you.” 

“You really know how to seduce a girl,” she joked. 

“Losers try to seduce women, Jessica, men take what they want. 

And I want you.” 

Fuck, the nerve of this guy, I thought. 

“You’re such an ass,” she said, shaking her head, but taking a step towards him as he reached for his belt. 

My eyes went wide, were they really going to do this? Here? Now? 

I looked around, tried to think what to do, where to  lee, but I was frozen in place. 

“I’d tell you to suck my cock  irst, I know how much you like that, but we’re going right to the main show right now.” 

“You wouldn’t,” she said, all but daring him. 

“The fuck I won’t, slut,” he said, grabbing her arm, spinning her around, and bending her over the poker table. 

“Peter,” she protested and I couldn’t tell if she meant it or was teasing still. Maybe both. 

He reached for the hem of her dress, pulled it up. “No panties? 

God, you are a fucking slut,” he laughed. “What happens to bad girls, Jessica?” 

“B…bad girls?” 

“Yea, what happens to bad girls who tease men?” 

“They…they get punished,” she said, something so out of character with how she acted with me. 

“They get spanked,” he said slapping her ass. “Spanked and fucked, slut, spanked and fucked. Now  beg, Jessica, beg.” 

It was like I wasn’t there, like they were so consumed by their own world, they didn’t remember or didn’t care I was there. 

“Please, Peter, I…I was a bad girl…please punish me,” Jessica moaned. “Please…” 

“How, slut, how were you bad?” he demanded. 

“I…I was teasing other men, Peter, I was showing them my body.” 

“And who does your body belong to, slut?” 

“You, Peter, you,” Jessica said breathlessly, “it belongs to you.” 

He spanked her ass, once on each side. “And who does this pussy belong to?” he demanded, like she asked me who I belonged to. 

“You…it belongs to you,” she said. “Please…use me, Peter, please.” 

He spanked her again, with a  luid motion, undid his pants; suddenly his erect cock was out. “What do you want, slut?” he demanded. 

I was staring at them, from my vantage, I could see his massive erection bobbing behind her, the bulbous head, the thick shaft. It was much like her dildo, but hot  lesh and blood, alive, throbbing. Hot  lesh connected to a man who wanted her. 

“I want your cock, Peter, please, I want you to fuck me.” 

“I don’t know if you deserve it, slut, maybe you should just suck it.” 

“No, please Peter, please, I want to feel you inside me, please. Fuck me, please,” she begged, “please, I need to cum. Don’t…don’t just make it a blowjob.” 

“I don’t care if you cum,” he laughed, “not that you don’t every time.” He grabbed her hips, put the head of his cock against her wet lips, and with a steady motion, thrust himself into her. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh fuck, Peter,” Jessica moaned instantly, making eye contact with me, “ohhhhhh fuuuuuuck.” I saw the lust in her eyes, the hunger, the desire, the need. I saw the pleasure she took from being Peter’s slut, from the fucking. I saw it and understood why she never wanted me inside her, why I was going to be pussy free. 

Peter pulled her arms behind her back, used them as leverage to fuck her harder and deeper. I watched, ignored by them, stunned at what I saw, what looked like the porn I watched, but happening in real life, before me, my own girlfriend fucked like a slut, screaming, moaning, cumming. 

Peter pulled out, pulled her off the table, spun her around, onto the  loor, kneeling before him. “Beg,” he growled, his slick, hard cock inches from her mouth. My jaw dropped as I couldn’t imagine saying that, doing that, couldn’t imagine how she’d react. 

“Please, Peter, I want you inside me.” 

“Beg,” he ordered her again. 

“P…please…I…I want you to cum inside me,” she said. 

“I’ll cum where I want, slut. Now beg.” 

I couldn’t see her eyes but could hear the hunger in her voice. 

“Please, Peter, please let me suck your cock.” 

“Again,” he said, holding her head inches from him. 

“Please let me suck your cock,” she said, begging, pleading, desperate. 

“It’s wet with your juices, slut.” 

“Please let me suck your cock,” she begged again, “let me suck my pussy juices off your cock.” 

“Suck it.” 

My eyes were focused on his slick, wet cock and I felt myself lick my lip, ashamed, knowing why I did it, knowing what I was suddenly fantasizing about. Jessica leaned forward, mouth open, took him in her mouth. She was the opposite of hesitant or reluctant, she was eager, hungry, sucked him like sucking cock was the only thing in her life, like sucking cock was what she craved, needed, lived for. Sucking cock and nothing else. 

“Yes, slut, just like that, oh you’re so good at this, so fucking good at this.” 

She sucked him for a good ten minutes, despite her begging for him to cum inside her, seeming to to everything she could to make him cum in her mouth. But he didn’t. Where I would have cum in seconds, he held off for minutes,  inally roughly pulling her off the  loor and putting her on her back on the poker table. He fucked her like that, pinned her arms with her legs over his shoulder, maximizing the deepness of his penetration until she was shaking constantly, orgasm over and over, her pleasure unending as he pounded her. 

It was obvious when it happened as he fucked her harder than he had yet. He grunted and grunted as he plunged into her,  inally growling with one last, hard thrust and stopping deep inside her. He stayed like that for a good minute, emptying his cum inside her as she quivered in pleasure. He  inally pulled out, slowly, leaving a trail of hot, white cum on her pussy and on the side of her leg. 

“There you go, you slut,” he laughed. “Hate to fuck and run, but I’m catching up with a couple of guys for a drink. 

“P…Peter,” she moaned, eyes heavy, “pppplease.” 

“Just once today,” he said slapping her ass hard. 

I gasped, he looked up, saw me. “Ha, forgot you were here” he laughed. “Well, you might as well clean up,” he said, pulling his pants up. 

“I’ll call you later,” he told Jessica. 

“You know you won’t,” she said. 

“Yea,” he laughed as he headed for the door and left. “You’re right, I probably won’t since I got what I wanted.” 

I was embarrassed at what I’d just witnessed, embarrassed, shocked, and afraid at my reaction to watching a man fuck my girlfriend. So she couldn’t see me, I turned away, started to straighten the bar area. 

“What are you doing, Taylor,” Jessica asked me. 

“C…cleaning up…he…he said to clean up,” I said. 

“The hotel maid will do that,” she said. 

“He said…he said I was supposed to clean up,” I said softly. She giggled. “What?” I asked, thinking I was being a fool. 

“I think it’s sweet,” she smiled. 

“What’s sweet?” 

“How easily my little sissy worries about following a man’s directions, following his lead.” 

“Jess…” I blushed. 

“No, it’s good, it is. Men lead, I’m glad you respond to it, it’s natural, love.” 

“But…” 

“You’re right,” she interrupted me, “if a man like Peter told you he wanted you to clean up, you should clean up, you should follow a man’s lead, you should do what he says.” 

I turned away, part of me happy to turn away from seeing my freshly fucked girlfriend, obviously still dizzy with pleasure. 

“No,” she said. 

“But you said…he said to clean up…you said to…to follow his lead.”“I did, love, and you should. But he said to clean up, he didn’t say it had to be the room.” 

“J…Jessica,” I swallowed, afraid of what she meant. 

“He said to clean up, Taylor—the maid will take care of the room

—so I’m the only thing left.” 

“But…but you…he…” I stammered, eyes drawn to her wet, cum illed, cum soaked pussy, eyes drawn to the thick, wet cum on her pussy lips, her trim pubic hair, her thigh. 

“It will save you from cleaning my panties later,” she smiled. “Now do as he said, Taylor. A man gave you an order, follow it.” 

“I…I’ll go get a washcloth,” I said, resigned, turning towards the bathroom. 

“Oh, Taylor my love, you’re so naive. You don’t need a washcloth,” 

she said, as an evil look came over her face. “Come over here.” 

“But…how…I mean…” 

“You know how, love, you know what I mean. Come over here and clean me,” she said. 

“Jessica, please,” I begged, staring at her cum soaked pussy. 

“Clean me, Taylor,” she said, “come clean up the mess he made. 

You’re staring at it, don’t pretend otherwise.” 

“P…please,” I begged again, eyes focused on the mess on the outside of her pussy, knowing there was a much larger mess waiting for me. “Lick me clean, Taylor, come here and lick me clean. There’s cum everywhere, Taylor, lick it clean.” 

Hardly knowing what I was doing, I was suddenly before her, kneeling between her legs, face inches from her pussy, staring at the wet, sticky mess he left. “Oh, god,” I moaned softly. 

Jessica perched herself up on her elbows, looked across her body at me. “Go on, Taylor, it’s okay to be nervous your  irst time tasting a man’s cum, but go on, lick me clean.” 

“I…” I said, licking my lips. 

“Be gentle, Taylor, I’m so sore, he’s so rough, so raw, be gentle and make me feel better.” 

“Jess,” I swallowed, moving my face an inch closer. 

“Shhhh,” she said, “men fuck pussies, pretty little sissies lick them, pamper them, clean up the messes men make. Clean me, Taylor, do as he said, and clean. Follow a man’s direction, Taylor, obey. Obey a man. 

Obey.” 

“But…” 

“Shhhh,” she said again, “clean his cum, Taylor, don’t be afraid. It’s okay to want it, it’s perfectly okay for a gay sissy to want cum.” 

I was so close, it was easy to hit the mark without thinking. So I closed my eyes, leaned forward the rest of the way, mouth open, and licked her bottom to top. I tasted her  irst, her sweet juices, then his as my tongue found her hair, matted with his cum, his strong, masculine taste. “Oh, Taylor,” she moaned, cuming the second my tongue touched her clit, “yes Taylor, yes, clean me, lick me, taste me; that’s my good girl; that’s my pretty girl. Taste my lover’s cum, be my gay sissy and eat his cum.”The cum on the outside of her pussy was just a taste of what was there and after licking her to several orgasms, she changed our positions so I was on my back on the table and she on top of me. 

“Hurry,” she said as I moved under her, “I can only hold it in so long and I don’t want you to miss a drop.” 

To my shame, I hurried, was under her waiting as she lowered her wet pussy to my open mouth. I felt her relax then felt the globs of thick cum ooze from her into my mouth, not a trickle, but a  lood of it, a  lood of warm, thick, salty cum. “That’s my sissy,” she said looking down on me, watching as I sucked, licked, tasted, swallowed. “Clean me, Taylor, clean him from me. Take all of it, take all his cum, that’s it, eat cum for me..” The enormity of what I doing hit me but didn’t stop me. I’d just watched a man fuck my girlfriend—the girlfriend whom I’d never been with—and was now eagerly swallow his cum from her pussy. “Yes, Taylor, yes,” she growled, shaking again, cuming again, “yes, yes, yes, eat my lover’s cum. That’s it, that’s it, be my cum eating sissy.” 




**********

 

After we were in bed; both wearing lingerie Jessica had surreptitious packed. Hers was a simple black satin slip with chantilly lace at the bust that exposed her perfect breasts. Mine was a more elaborate bridal peignoir with double layers of sheer nylon chiffon I wore over my bra and breast forms and pantyhose; Jessica was all but

infatuated with it, constantly playing with my ‘breasts’ through the fabric.“Jessica,” I said, trying to work up the courage to speak, “I…I mean…” 

“Yes, love?” she asked. 

“Can I…can we…I mean…

“Can we what, Taylor?” she asked. 

“Y…you know…” 

“Taylor Swift,” she said crossly, “you know I’m serious about you being pussy free. We most certainly cannot, not now, not ever.” 

“I…I know,” I said, “that…that’s not what I meant. I just…can you…

like you did before…” 

“Like I did before?” 

“You know, when you…” 

“Taylor,” she said. 

“Can you touch me?” I found the nerve to ask. 

“Taylor,” she wrinkled her face, “that’s not really…” 

“You…you can…you know…stop before I…you know…like before…” 

“Taylor, that’s not a good idea,” she said looking at me carefully. 

“But I…I was a good…” I paused, unsure which gender to call myself. “I was a good…I was a good sissy.” 

“You were, love, you were such a very good little sissy licking up cum like that, such a good little gay sissy, proving to me how gay you are. But let’s not ruin things.” 

“R…ruin things?” 

“You were so good, accepting all of Peter’s cum from me, I don’t want to spoil things,” she said. “That’s the kind of the point of all this.” 

“But I…I mean…I did what you asked.” 

“You did,” she agreed, “and I’m so very proud of you, I was afraid you’d balk, afraid it would be too much. Afraid you’d start pretending you weren’t gay. And I don’t want you pretending, I want you accepting.” 

“But I…I want to…I mean…I…” 

“Shhhh,” she said kissing me lightly. “Of course you want to, love, doing what you did was very erotic, wasn’t it?” I blushed, ashamed to admit it. “Wasn’t it?” she pushed me. 

“Y…yes,” I said softly. 

“More erotic than anything else we could do, isn’t it?” She was touching my breasts, massaging them like a woman’s. “That’s just about the most intimate thing we could possibly do, the most intimate thing a sissy could do for her girlfriend. Cleaning up her lover’s cum, licking her clean.”“There…there are more intimate things,” I said. 

“Of course there are, but we’re not doing  those things, our intimacy is different.” 

“I just…I mean…Jessica, I…I just want…” 

“Shhh,” she kissed me. “I know what you  think you want, Taylor, but I told you no. Simply no. You need to learn, love, really learn—a man thinks with what’s between his legs, that’s how Peter thinks. A sissy is different. That’s not a pleasure organ for you, that’s what a man has, what a man uses. A sissy uses other things, her mouth, for instance.” 

“I…” 

“I think we need to cage it again.” 

“As…as soon as we get home?” I asked, assuming I had the rest of the night free, even if tucked, hoping for longer. “I mean, do…do we have to?” “You want an erection?” she said eyes narrowing. 

“Just…just for awhile.” 

She kissed me, long and deep, one hand playing with my chest, the other stroking my inner thigh, teasing me. “You want me to reach between your legs and stroke you,” she said. 

“Just…just for awhile,” I said, eyes turning I my head. 

“And I suppose you want to squirt, too?” she asked, hand moving up my nylon covered leg. “I suppose you want me to touch it so it squirts, touch it so you can pretend you’re a boy, not a gay, sissy.” 

“M…maybe,” I said, “if…I mean…if I can…” 

She kept teasing, moving her hand closer and closer but never actually touching me, kissing me, toying with me,  inally speaking. “We discussed this, didn’t we? Erections are for men, not sissies. Cuming is for men, not sissies. You’re little thing isn’t supposed to get hard, now now, not ever. It’s simply, Taylor, so simple. You just need to remember your place, love.” 

“J…Jessica,” I moaned. 

“Get my purse, Taylor.” 

“Your…your purse?” 

“We’re caging it now, love, not when we get home, not tomorrow. 

Now. We’re caging it now. I don’t want to take any chances. I don’t want you thinking with that thing, ever.” 

“I thought…when we got home…” 

“Silly, we’re not waiting till then, I mean now. We’re caging it again now.”“Now,” I said, disappointment dripping in my voice. “But…but Jessica!” 

“Sweetie, this attitude is exactly why you’re caged. God, you see me with a man and all you can think about is what you’ll do to me. No, love, no. You need to learn your place, over and over, you need to learn your place. You’re here to serve me, not the other way around. So we’re caging it now. Imagine, asking me to make you cum.” 

“But Jessica, I…I mean…I did…I did serve you.” 

“You did, love, you did. Very well. And your reward is a night with me, but not doing that.” 

“But you said…I mean…” 

“Rarely, love, very, very rarely. Accept that and you’ll be so happy.” 

I accepted it. I didn’t like it, but I accepted it. 



Chapter 11 – Opening Night In the morning, before we left, Jessica ordered room service, and when it arrived, sat me down with a serious look on her face. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 

“We need to talk,” she said. 

 Oh god, here it is, I thought, terri ied,  she thought about the night before and realized she was dating a total loser.  “What…what about?” I asked.“How things are going,” she said seriously. 

I swallowed, hard. “Are you…are you breaking up with me?” I asked, my eyes suddenly tearing up. 

“Breaking up with you?” she asked, looking at me confused. “Why would you say that?” I saw her eyes water as mine did. 

“After…after last night, after I…after I did what I did…what woman would want that?” I asked, the shame and disgust obvious in my voice. 

“You mean what woman would want her boyfriend to lick a man’s cum from her pussy?” she asked, suddenly understanding. 

“J…Jessica.” 

“Is that what you’re asking?” 

“It…it seems natural. What…what woman would want her boyfriend to do that?” 

“Fair question,” she said. “Most women would be repulsed by the thought of their boyfriend licking cum, especially enjoying it as much as you did. But the thing is, I’m not.” 

“But that…that’s…that’s disgusting…that’s humiliating…that’s…” 

“That’s the sweetest, most tender, most intimate thing a sissy could do.” 

“But…but I…” 

“Don’t you get it, Taylor? I wanted you to crawl between my legs and lick his hot, thick cum from my pussy. I wanted you to dutifully eat his sperm from my body. God how I wanted it.” 

“But it’s…it’s so…” I swallowed, looked down. 

“Humiliating?” she asked with a devilish smile. 

“Yes,” I said, face twisted. 

“Of course it is, that’s why it’s so intimate. If you’re going to be pussy free Taylor—and you are, of course—you have to  ind intimacy

with me in other ways, you have to  ind other ways to please me. Since you’ll never be inside me, you need to do other things. Like that.” 

“But…” 

“You didn’t like the taste, did you love?” 

“No,” I blurted out. 

“No, of course you didn’t,” she said softly, “but that’s part of the excitement, isn’t it? The humiliation. It’s like coffee or whiskey, an acquired taste. One day you’ll come to enjoy, I’m sure. Not just crave it deep inside, but actually enjoy the taste.” 

“Jess…” 

“You were excited, Taylor, you don’t have to deny it. Cleaning his cum was the most exciting thing you’ve ever done.” 

“But it was…” 

“I was so proud of you, Taylor,” she touched me. “My gay sissy, eating cum so eagerly.” 

“But I…it was…” 

“I know, the taste, I know. You’ll get used to it, trust me, you will.” 

“Get…get used to it?” I said, eyes wide, “you mean…” 

She raised an eyebrow, smiled. “Tell me your little thing isn’t trying to grow right now just talking about it. Tell me, love, tell me and we’ll forget about it.” 

“What…what did you want to talk about then?” I asked, trying to change the subject, not wanting to admit that.” 

“You’ll get used to it,” she smiled, keeping control of the topic for another minute. She watched me for a minute, neither of us talked. 

Finally she cleared her throat. “I wanted to talk to you about your of ice attire,” she said. 

“I…I wore a bra and panties like you asked,” I said thinking of the last week. 

“I know and I was so proud of you for that, too.” 

“You…you don’t want me to anymore?” I asked. 

“No, silly, quite the opposite—I want you to continue wearing bras and panties, but I think it’s time to do more.” 

“More?” 

“You know, to come out.” 

“Come out?” I asked, eyes wide. “Come out as gay?” 

“No, I mean…people already assume you’re gay, so you’re already 

‘out’ as it were,” she shook her head. “I mean as transgender.  There’s no reason for you to continue pretending to be a male at work—Peter already wonders why you ever wear male clothing—and I agree. This will help.” 

“You want me to wear dresses to work?” I swallowed, at once thinking of the humiliation but also the thought of being feminine all day.” “Well I don’t think you have to jump right into dresses or skirts, gradual is better, but there’s no reason you shouldn’t wear slacks, blouses, and heels to start, then work your way to dresses.” 

“I…I can’t do that,” I said feeling the panic work up inside me, 

“people will…they’ll think…they’ll say…” 

“They’ll think you’re gay, which they likely already do, and they’ll say nothing. This is 2020, transgendered people are in the open. You’re already out as gay, may as well go all the way.” 

“But I’m not transgendered,” I said. 

She laughed. “Really? So says my pretty, sissy boyfriend wearing a pretty peignoir set and pantyhose. The night after she ate cum for the irst time.” 

“You know what I mean,” I said, blushing. 

“No, actually I don’t,” she said. “Listen, you’re afraid people will make fun of you but they won’t. The men are likely to ignore you—

which they already to—and the women are likely to  ind it cute and endearing.” 

I thought about Morgan, her reaction to  inding out I was wearing a bra, pictured the other women reacting. “But…” 

“We’ll start gradually, slacks and blouses, but we’re starting. 

Tomorrow.” Her tone was  irm,  inal. 

“Jess,” I swallowed. 

“You’ve been out, Taylor, several times now. You’ve been doing it at home. You’ve been wearing lingerie. Stop resisting what you are.” 

“But…” 

“Stop resisting what you are,” she said. 

But was I? 




**********

 

I got to work early the next morning; I wanted to be  irst so I could go to my of ice, shut the door. Jessica was true to her word, I was going to wear feminine clothes to the of ice, so I wore a pair of black trousers—not too tight in front so the cage wasn’t visible—a pale blue, pleated button blouse with a rushed neckline and cuffs, and simple black heels. Underneath, I wore a white lace bra and panty set, breast forms, and nude trouser socks. There was no question of my gender identi ication based on wardrobe and looks. 

Jessica helped with hair and makeup, of course, doing my hair in a cute pixie style and applying light makeup. 

Anyone looking at me that didn’t know me would assume I was a girl; those that knew me would know otherwise. 

It wasn’t until ten that there was a knock on my door; I took a deep breath, said to come in. 

Morgan. Of course it was Morgan. 

“Holy shit, Taylor!” she burst out. 

“Morgan, I…I can explain…” 

“It’s about damn time.” 

“About time?” I asked, confused. 

“About damn time you came out…god, look at you, you’re adorable. You’re fucking adorable.” 

“Morgan,” I blushed. 

“She pushed you to this, didn’t she?” she asked. 

“M…maybe,” I admitted. 

“Is this what you want? Really?” I heard the concern for me in her voice, the friendship. 

“I…” 

“Seriously, Taylor, do I need to be concerned?” 

“No, no you don’t,” I admitted. 

“So is this just a gender thing or is it a sexuality thing, too? Sorry, god, I shouldn’t be asking this.” 

“I…I like girls,” I said, evading her question. 

“Yea, yea, but do you like men? Are you attracted to men?” 

“Jesus, Morgan!” 

“Sorry, sorry, I’m just so…I don’t know…worried and happy for you, I’m sorry, I should be more supportive. I guess I always wondered if you were gay.” 

“I…I’ve never been with a man,” I said. 

“Silly, I said I wondered if you were attracted to men, not whether you’re a virgin.” 

“I…I don’t know,” I admitted, “I…maybe.” 

“Well you don’t have to come out as gay, too. I mean, everyone already assumes, probably always have, but this is a step.” She came up to me, hugged me, I felt her breasts press on mine, felt my penis stir in the cage, con irmation at least I did like women. 

“I…people are going to…I mean…” 

“Did you tell HR?” 

“No,” I said, “why?” 

“Company policy, Taylor, fully supportive of transgendered individuals. Send an email to HR and that’s that.” 

“But…” 

“Dear HR,” she said, “while I’m still known as Taylor…you’re still Taylor, right?” I nodded. “While I’m still known as Taylor, I’m of icially transgendered and my pronouns are now her and she.” 

“I don’t…I mean…” 

“Her and she, right?” 

“I suppose,” I said. 

And as simple as that, I became a girl at work. Jessica was right, of course, men avoided me, like they always did, and the women were supportive. 




**********

 

That night in bed, Jessica told me she had a surprise for me, or actually, that Peter had a surprise for us. 

“What’s that?” I asked, afraid. 

“He was very happy with poker night so he wants to take us to this gallery opening on Saturday.” 

“On date night?” 

“Well, he wanted to take me and I asked if you can go, too.” 

“He was okay with that?” I asked. 

“Mostly.” 

“What’s that mean?” I asked. 

“He said if you look as feminine as you did at poker you can come along.” 

“Why?” 

“He kind of gets a kick seeing guys look at you like a girl; he found it hilarious Jake was hitting on you.” 

“You mean he likes seeing guys hit on me so he can see how I react and con irm I’m gay.” 

“Maybe,” she admitted. “And speaking of which…you should practice.” 

“Practice?” I asked. 

“You know,” she smiled with her evil smile. 

“Jess…” 

“Go get my cock,” she said. 

I frowned, a half fake frown, afraid, excited. “Jess…please” 

“Get my cock, Taylor,” she said in that tone, “get my cock.” 




**********

 

I should have known Saturday would be what I thought, but only worse. I should have known Jessica would take the situation to the extreme. 

We dressed like we did on poker night, she got me ready  irst, starting with a low backed, white sheer bra and matching panties. No cage again that night, but I was tucked, of course, and before she did anything else, she had me slip on nude sheer pantyhose. “Like always, I don’t want that little thing making an appearance and surprising anyone,” she said. Next were the breast forms, which with the sheer bra, looked as close to real without being real as I could imagine. 

Once again, a short, satin dressing robe followed and when I sat, she bent down and helped me into nude, 4 inch ankle strap heels. She was about to start my hair and makeup when she noticed my eyes, saw they were glued to her breasts, clearly visible through her half tied satin robe. “Jesus, you perv,” she scolded me. 

“W…what?” I asked, feeling innocent. “I thought…I mean…you…

you are my girlfriend.” 

“So?” 

“I thought…I thought I could look,” I said. 

“Yea, but we’re going out with Peter tonight, Taylor, drooling over my breasts isn’t exactly putting you in the right mood,” she said tying

her robe tightly closed. 

“I’m sorry,” I looked down, ashamed. 

“I’m wearing a revealing dress tonight, Taylor, if he catches you looking at me like that, he’s going to know. Gay sissy boys don’t drool over breasts, well, over a woman’s breasts, maybe their own, but not over other women.” 

“I…I won’t stare,” I promised. 

“Frame of mind, Taylor, frame of mind. Here, this helped last time,” 

she said leaving the room, retiring with the dildo in her hand. “Play with this again while I do your hair and makeup; I want you drooling over cock, not breasts.” 

“I…I can’t stare at him,” I gulped, thinking immediately of his erection, picturing it in Jessica’s mouth, her pussy. 

“Why not? You were staring at his cock last weekend.” 

“Jess, I…I mean…” 

“Honestly, why is it so hard to admit you fantasize about cock, Taylor?” 

“Because…because I like girls,” I said. 

“Those aren’t mutually exclusive, love,” she smiled. “You can like girls and still really love cock. See,” she said. She pointed to my hands; I looked down and realized I was stroking the dildo. “Tonight you’re gay, Taylor, tonight you want cock, not pussy. Cock! I mean, if you want to go out with us, that is. Gay, Taylor. Cock.” 

“I…I do,” I said, “want to go out with you two.” 

“Then stop thinking about my breasts and start thinking about cock.”“But I…” 

“Taylor Swift, you’ve already told me you fantasize about sucking cock, if I was going to leave you for that I would have done it already.” 

“But…but that’s just…” 

“Fantasy? That’s  ine, love. I didn’t say you have to do it, just get in the state of mind where that’s what you’re thinking about doing. Listen, you fantasize about your penis inside me and that’s never happening, fantasizing about cock is no different, is it?” 

“I…I guess not.” 

“Please,” she said, softening, “Peter will notice if you’re staring at me, think about cock and  ind a cute guy to stare at instead, okay?” 

“I…I suppose,” I agreed. 

“Good, now play with that while we  inish.” 

She did my makeup, heavier than I wore to work, enough my face looked as feminine as it ever did, as feminine as any woman, so feminine there was no boy behind the girl. 

“I’ll let you watch me get dressed as long as you don’t drool, Taylor,” she said. 

“I…I won’t,” I promised. 

“Good girl…keep stroking that cock while I’m dressing,” she said, 

“every time you look at me tonight and you start thinking how pretty I look, I want you to look around,  ind the nearest hot guy, and think about his cock.” 

“Taylor…” 

“Hot guy and cock,” she said. “Every time one of us looks at you, you better have cock on your mind.” 

“O…okay,” I said. 

“I mean it, Taylor, every time you see my legs and think about me, every time you see my breasts and think about me, look around,  ind the closest, hottest man, and fantasize about sucking his cock. Peter will be watching, he’ll notice.” 

“I…I will,” I agreed. 

“I mean it, Taylor,” she said, “cock, cock, cock, you’re my gay, sissy cocksucker tonight. Keep that frame of mind, do a good job, and maybe… maybe…you’ll get a reward.” 

I stroked the cock, watching Jessica dress, stroked the cock as she fastened a beautiful ivory back closure, garter belt around her waist, stroked as the six garter straps rest unsecured on her legs. 

I stroked the cock, watching as she pulled on matching thong panties and threaded the garter straps under. 

I stroked the cock, watching as she sat and pulled nude, sheer stockings up her legs, gracefully attached them to the garter straps. 

I stroked the cock, watching as she slipped her feet into ankle strap heels. 

And I stroked the cock, watching as she slipped on a pale pink A-Line deep V-Neck criss-cross straps stretch satin dress. The straps covered each breast, crossed in back, went around her waist, and tied in

back. The dress was short,  lirty, and showed off her breasts and long legs. “Cock, Taylor, think about sucking cock.” 

“I…I’m trying,” I said, “I mean, I…I am, I really am.” 

She walked up to me kissed me lightly, put her hands over mine, stroked the cock with me, whispered in my ear. “I’m his tonight, Taylor, his, and you’re pussy free, always pussy free. You can picture it, can’t you, a man, hard, handsome, you can picture sucking his cock.” 

“Taylor…” 

“Feeling his hot, thick, hard cock in your hands, stroking it, playing with it…” 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

“It’s okay to fantasize about it, love, it’s okay to be curious, it’s okay to be gay. I don’t know how many times I have to tell you that, it’s okay to be gay.” 

“Jess…” 

“You’re so pretty, Taylor, men will look at you, men will want you, just  ind a man tonight, think of him every time you look at me, think about what it would be like, sucking his cock, getting on your knees like I did, pleasuring him.” 

“Uuggmmmfff,” I whimpered. 

“Yes, Taylor, yes, yes.” 

It was almost time for Peter to pick us up, so she got my dress. It was an emerald green, lightweight satin slip dress with skinny straps, a scoop neck, and a  igure  lattering ruched drawstring detail on the sides. The hem ended a couple inches above my knee. 

“Whoa,” I gasped seeing myself in the mirror. 

“Yea, that’s why I’m wearing what I’m wearing, Taylor, I don’t want you hotter than me. It’s a little long, though, considering the legs on you.” “What’s that mean?” 

“It means men will glance your way but won’t quite stare. Here, hold still.” She bent town, untied the drawstrings on each side, tighten them, which pulled the hem of the dress up until it was mini style.” 

“That…that’s too short,” I protested, looking at myself, hardly able to believe it was me. 

“Now they’ll stare,” she said. “That’s what he wants, you know, Peter. Men staring so he can see how you react.” 

“Men won’t…I mean…no…no one will talk to me…” 

“Oh, sweetie, they will, they’ll hit on your, Taylor. That’s why you should  ind the hottest, most dominant man to  lirt with.” 

“Jess!” 

“I mean it, Taylor, look at me all you want, but every time you do, you’d better glance away,  ind a hot guy, and give him the ‘I want to suck your cock’ eyes so Peter sees it. Every time. You see my side boob, look for cock. See my legs, think about cock. Catch my loving eyes, fantasize about sucking cock.” 

“Jess, I…I mean…” 

“Peter texted, he’ll be here in minute, please let him in while I touch up my hair.” 

“Can’t I…I mean…shouldn’t we…” I looked at her breasts, couldn’t help it, licked my lips; god I wanted to just stay there and spend hours licking her body. 

“You’d better be thinking about cock right now,” she scolded me. 

“I…” 

“Looks like you are…good boy,” she said glancing down at my hands, seeing I was stroking the dildo. “Go let Peter in, give him that look.”“P…please,” I begged afraid I’d do just that. 

She leaned into me, mouth to my ear. “Just remember he’s mine,” 

she teased, “you can look all you want, but he’s mine.” 

“You know I…” 

“You want to be with me, don’t you? You want to serve me in every way you can?” 

“Yes, but…” 

“Prove to me how badly you want to serve me, Taylor, prove it.” 

“By…by looking at men?” 

“By being my gay little sissy, Taylor, by proving to me you’re committed to living pussy free. Remember, Taylor, I already saw how you looked at his cock, I already know how hungry it made you, you already told me you think about it, fantasize about it. Make him know, too. Remember, that’s the only way you’ll  ever be rewarded.” 

“But…” 

“Don’t lie to me, don’t lie to yourself. You already tasted him, Taylor, and you were so eager, so, so eager.” 

“I didn’t…I mean…I only…” 

“Now just imagine tasting it right from him, right from a man.” 

“Jesus, Jessica!” 

“Go let him in, Taylor, go,” she pushed me from the room. 

I walked carefully into the living room, heard the downstairs door buzz; let Peter into the building. When he knocked, I opened the door, shy, scared, afraid. “H…hello,” I said in a whisper. 

“Well, well, well,” he chuckled, “look at you. My god she’d good.” 

“G…good?” I asked. 

“Look at that body in that dress,” he said, “no one would ever guess what you really were. She should have dressed you like this at poker, Jake wouldn’t have taken his eyes off you.” 

“Peter, are you being nice?” I heard Jessica from behind me. 

“Damn, Jess, look at you. I didn’t think you’d let a fag look hotter than you.” 

“That word, Peter,” she narrowed her eyes. 

“Sorry, gay…didn’t think you’d let a gay boy look hotter than you. 

He know I’m not into that, right.” 

“She…” 

“Sorry, you’re right…she knows I’m not into that, right.” 

“What makes you think she’s into you, you jerk?” Jessica shot back. “Well, I suppose the way she’s looking at me. I’m  lattered, of course,” he looked towards me, “and if you didn’t have boy parts between your legs, maybe I’d say fuck the gallery and take both of you right here in the living room.” 

“Peter!” Jessica said. 

“What?” he asked with an innocent look. “Don’t like sharing my cock? Don’t worry, you get it all to yourself, I told you I’m not into fags…

sorry…gays. Maybe she can  ind some dude at the gallery.” 

“I told you she’s a virgin, Peter.” 

“Everyone has a  irst time.” He looked at me, looked me up and down hard. “Damn, you are hot,” he said, “almost tempting. Almost. 

Well, let’s roll, shall we?” 

Peter drove in his large, black SUV. Jessica sat up front with him while I was in the back, behind her. I saw him glancing at me in the mirror at every light. 

“Eyes up here,” Jessica scolded him at one point, making him laugh.“You’re the one that made him so pretty,” he said. 

“Her,” Jessica corrected him. 

“Him, her…whatever. You know, I wondered at  irst.” 

“Wondered what?” she asked him. 

“If he…she…was really gay or if you were messing with me.” 

“You’re convinced now?” she asked lightly, though I knew she felt the seriousness of the conversation. 

“Sometimes I see her eyes wander to you.” 

“All sissies like to look at pretty girls, Peter,” she said casually. “I think sometimes they’re just a bit jealous.” 

“Well I don’t think someone can fake it.” 

“What’s that mean?” she asked, taking his hand in hers. 

“Being attracted to guys. I’ve been watching,” he said, both to her and to me. 

“And?” Jessica asked. 

“There’s no doubt she had eyes for Jake.” 

“I told you, Peter,” she said lightly, “this body is yours.” 

We rolled to a stop at a red light. “You’ve never fucked her?” he asked me. 

“Me?” I asked, surprised. 

“Yea, you.” 

“N…no,” I said, face red. 

“You’re really a virgin? You’ve never been with a guy?” 

“N…no,” I said again. 

“But you’re attracted to men? That look you were giving on Saturday, that was real?” 

“Y…yes, Peter, it was real.” 

“You’ve never fucked a woman?” 

I swallowed, afraid to answer, but she saved me. “I’ve seen what’s between her legs, Peter, remember? Do you think any woman wants that?”“No, I suppose not.” 

“Taylor, tell him the truth, have you ever been inside me?” 

“No, of course not, never,” I said. 

“And have you ever cum inside  any woman? Be honest.” 

“N…no,” I said, watching him watch my eyes. 

“Ever kissed my Jessica?” he asked me. 

I felt my pulse quicken, was afraid to answer, but she saved me again. “Peter, you perv, you want to see us kiss? God, you’re such a typical man.” 

“What if I do?” he asked. “Fuck it, that’s a stupid answer, what dude doesn’t want to see two hot chicks kissing.” 

“All you have to do is say the word, Peter,” she said moving her hand to his leg. “You know I’ll do just about anything you want.” 

“Seriously? We never talked about that. You’ll make out with her?” 

“Whatever you want, Peter, that’s how it’s always been.” 

“Damn you’re a kinky slut,” he said, accelerating when the light turned green. 




**********

 

The gallery opening was well attended, though the space was large enough that people could mingle and look at various pieces privately. We each had a drink, wandered together to look at various pieces. I couldn’t help notice the attention we got, understood a very attractive man with two pretty women (well, one pretty woman and one pretty sissy, but people did not know that) would naturally be observed. 

I did as Jessica asked early in the evening; every time I looked at her, felt desire for her, I found what I thought was an attractive man and looked at him, fantasizing. I did it, seeing Peter watch me, judge me, seemingly satis ied. 

We were in a gallery looking at a painting when Peter’s eyes lit up. 

“Well I’ll be fucked,” he said. 

“You will later,” Jessica teased, neither she or I realizing what he was reacting to. 

“What the hell are you doing here?” he asked. 

“The owner’s a client of mine,” I heard a voice behind us, familiar, but I couldn’t place it. I turned at the same time Jessica did, felt my jaw drop. 

“J…Jake,” I mumbled, feeling my face go red, embarrassed, shy, excited. 

“Well look at the three of you,” he laughed, shaking Peter’s hand, hugging Jessica, then doing the same to me. 

I reddened deeper when his hand touched the bare skin of my back and felt my breasts, fake though they were, touch his chest. “How…

how are you?” I asked him, self conscious, nervous, acting, however unintentionally, like any woman did when she was attracted to a man. 

“Well much better now that I found a beautiful woman to talk to,” 

he said letting his hand linger on my back sending tingles through my skin. I looked to Jessica but his eyes never left my body and I realized he meant me. “J…Jake,” I said, embarrassed at the attention. 

“You’re not going to keep two beautiful women to yourself, are you Peter?” he asked. 

I saw Peter’s eyes, the laughter in them, amused his friend was so overtly hitting on me. “Not at all Jake, not at fucking all. She’s all yours.” 

“I was only stopping by and heading out, but I think I might stick around for a bit,” Jake said. “Come on, Taylor, let me introduce you to the owner,” he said, gently putting pressure on my back so I’d follow him. “But I…” I looked to Peter and Jessica, mostly Jessica, for help, support, but she was obviously quite amused at the attention I was getting. 

“Go ahead, Taylor,” she said, “I’m not going anywhere. We’ll be here for awhile, Jake, go ahead.” 

“Yea, go ahead, buddy,” Peter added. “Taylor was just talking about you on the way over, I said I’d see about getting you two together, this saves me a call.” He was obviously quite amused. 

“Were you now,” Jake looked at me, that con ident smile on his face. “We’ll you’ll excuse us then? Jess, I promise to be a gentleman…

mostly, anyway.” 

“I…” 

“Come on,” Jake said, moving his hand off my back onto my upper arm, “let’s go say hello.” 

The owner, Sylvia Henderson, an older woman, was obviously smitten by Jake in the way only an older woman remembering her

youth could be. She smiled at me over her reading glasses as Jake introduced her. “Jake, I thought you were alone and just stopping by,” 

she said. 

“Well I was until I ran into this beautiful woman.” he said. “Now I have a reason to stick around. Taylor, by the way.” 

“Watch out for this one, Taylor,” she told me in a friendly way, “he’s got a way with women.” 

“I can be a gentleman,” he insisted. 

“Gentleman? Which means what? You wine and dine a woman before taking her to bed?” 

“For your information, Sylvia,” Jake smiled, “Taylor isn’t that kind of girl.” 

“Isn’t she? Well, be careful just the same,” she suggested leaving us alone to mingle. 

Jake turned to me, gave me that con ident smile. “I’m glad I ran into you, Taylor, Peter was being cagy about getting me in touch with you.” “Was he?” I asked, looking down shyly. 

“I was beginning to suspect Jessica was getting in the way, tying to protect your virtue. Don’t worry, I’ll behave…mostly…I promise.” 

“Jake, I just,” I started to say, not sure what to say. “I mean…” 

“Don’t worry, come on, let’s get a drink.” 

He put his hand on my back again, this time below the bare skin, in my lower back, just above my ass, directed me towards a bar, guided me through some people. I was about to take a step forward to get his hand off me when I saw Peter and Jessica across the room, saw Peter smile, knew he was watching. Jessica was doing the same, an evil grin on her face. I knew they were thinking different things, but knew both were watching closely. Peter, laughing at his friend’s misunderstanding; Jessica, wondering how attracted to men I really was. 

A question going through my mind as well. 

Jake got us two glasses of wine and led us to a sitting area where there were low club chairs and tables set up. I sat, as carefully as I could, upright, kept my knees together, then crossed my legs, oblivious for a minute how much of my legs were exposed, understanding only when I saw his eyes on my thighs. I didn’t want to draw more attention

to myself, so just sipped my wine and talked. He sat like a man, spread in the chair, con ident, masculine, such a counterpoint to me. 

We talked for a bit; I  inally uncrossed and recrossed my legs, saw the hem of the dress ride higher up my legs, saw his eyes again, obviously attracted to what he saw. 

Eventually we went to  ind Peter and Jessica; Jake put his hand on my back again, on my skin again, guiding me again. We found them close to the front, looking anxious to leave. 

“You two heading out?” Jake asked. 

“Yea, you?” 

“I need to get a taxi,” he said. 

“We can take you,” Jessica volunteered,  lashing a smile at me. 

“I thought we were heading to your place,” Peter asked, cross. 

“You don’t want to get a drink?” Jake asked. 

“We could have one at my place when you drop Taylor and me off, Peter,” Jessica suggested. Peter leaned over, said something in her ear. 

“Peter, be polite,” she chided him, “there’s a lady here.” 

I was in the back again, this time with Jake, with him watching me, staring at my legs. “I appreciate the ride,” he said to me, “I wasn’t ready for the night to end yet.” 

I saw Peter’s eyes in the mirror. “Me…me either,” I said. 

We drove to our place, ended up in Jessica’s apartment. Jessica said she wanted to freshen up then we’d have drinks, and she headed towards her room. 

The three of us stood there awkwardly for a minute until Peter said he’d be right back as well and followed Jessica. 

“Looks like it’s just the two of us for that drink,” Jake laughed, stating the obvious—they were not coming back for some time. “She have any bourbon?” 

I looked in her liquor cabinet but just found Scotch. Jake wrinkled his nose. “Nope,” he said. 

“I…I think I might have some,” I said picturing what I had, intending to walk across the hall. 

“You drink bourbon?” 

“No, I…someone left it,” I said, thinking it wasn’t a feminine drink. 

“Well let’s go grab it,” he said, “leave these two alone for a bit; I don’t think they’re coming out right away.” 

I blushed, which he seemed to take for prudishness, and led him to my apartment. I opened the corner cabinet, saw an unopened bottle of bourbon on the top shelf, started to reach for it. I leaned on one leg, realized the hem of the dress was too short to do what I was trying to do, stopped. “I…” 

“Let me,” he said instantly coming up behind me, reaching up, pressing himself against me as he did. He lingered for several moments too long, obviously had the bottle in his hand, was lingering so he could press against me. 

“J…Jake, I…I mean…” I felt his chest pressing against my back, his pelvis on my rear. 

I felt his hand on my hip as he pulled the bottle down. “I understand, Taylor, don’t worry. It comes so natural when I’m around a beautiful woman.” 

“It’s just…I…” How was I supposed to explain myself. 

“Sit,” he pointed to the couch. “I’m pouring myself a bourbon and…glass of wine?” 

“S…sure,” I said. 

I sat in the middle of the couch assuming he’d then take the chair, but he didn’t, he handed me my wine, sat next to me. “You’re a virgin, I get it Taylor, don’t worry, please.” 

“I just…I mean…it’s not…” 

“You’re saving yourself, that’s cool, I get you’re not jumping into bed with a man on the  irst date.” 

“I only…” 

“You’re really a virgin? You’ve really never been with a man?” 

“N…no,” I said. 

“That’s crazy. Do you fantasize about it?” he asked gently. 

“F…fantasize about it?” 

“What it’s like? Being with a man.” He put a hand on my nylon covered knee, started slowly massaging my leg. 

“Jake,” I said eyes  luttering, my head spinning. I put my hand on his, meant to push it away, but didn’t, couldn’t, the tingling was running through my body. But that left my hand on his, something he took that as a positive sign, of course, and he started gently massaging my thigh, enjoying the soft nylon. 

“Jessica would kill me if I did anything, I get that, I’m not trying to get you into bed, I promise. I just…you’ve really never been with a man?”“N…never,” I breathed heavily. 

“Never slept with a man?” 

“N…no.” 

“Never went down on a man?” he asked, still rubbing my thigh. 

“N…never,” I gasped. 

“Never touched a man.” 

“Never,” I said. 

“You like men?” he asked. 

“What?” 

“Do you like men? Simple question.” 

“Y…yes, why…why would you ask that?” 

“The way you look at Jessica,” he said, “you obviously have a thing for her.” 

“I…I don’t,” I lied, shocked he’d say that. 

“Oh, you do,” he said, “I get it, she’s fucking hot. Don’t worry, I won’t tell Peter, god knows if he knew he’d have dreams of threesomes in his head. It’s okay, I’d do her.” 

I was having trouble focusing, his hand was distracting. “I…she…” 

“You really like guys, though, don’t you?” He moved his hand to the side of my pantyhose covered thigh. This made my hand touch his leg and unconsciously I started mimicking his movements, touching his leg as he touched mine. 

“I…yes…” 

“I’m not misreading, am I? I mean you’re not a…sorry for the word…you’re not a dyke, right?” His hand was at mid thigh, effortlessly gliding on my nylon covered leg. “You like girls, cool, but you’re not just into girls?” 

“I…I mean…I…I do like Jessica,” I said, part hoping he’d stop, part not sure. 

“That’s obvious, at least to me. My question is do you like guys, too? Are you a virgin because you’re not into guys or just because you’re shy about it?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I said, hardly realizing I moaned as I said it. 

His hand moved higher up my thigh and I was worried suddenly how high it would go. “J…Jake,” I said, pulling back for the  irst time, even if slightly. 

“I don’t lie to a woman,” he said, “I’m not trying to get you in bed and I’m not going higher…but do you want me to stop?” 

“I…I don’t know.” 

“A man takes that as no, you know, he takes it as a slow down but keep seducing me. He takes that a keep doing what you’re doing. So…do you want me to stop?” 

I hesitated, felt his hand on my thigh. “N…no,” I said.”No then.” 

“Hmmm, you do like guys, don’t you? So tell me, does a virgin fantasize about it?” 

“I…I guess,” I said. 

“Do you fantasize about dressing up in a short dress and nylons and heels and seducing a man?” 

“M…maybe,” I said eyes barely open, listening to him describe me. 

I was rubbing his leg as he rubbed mine, matching his touch. 

“You’ve never touched a man?” 

“N…no.” 

“You wonder what it’s like? Feeling a man growing in your hand?” 

“God, Jake.” 

“Feeling a man grow in your mouth.” 

“Ohhhhh,” I mumbled, dizzy, “Jake, I…” 

He kept moving his hand back and forth on my leg, going no higher, but I was, every time I moved my hand up his thigh, it went high, higher.“You’re teasing me, little girl,” he said, “be careful.” 

“I…I’m not.” 

He leaned over, whispered in my ear. “You are. I think you know exactly what you’re doing, by the way, even if your nervous. Do you want to touch it, Taylor? Isn’t that what you fantasize about?” His hand went higher, to the hem of my dress, inches from discovering my secret. 

“Please,” I begged. 

“I know, Taylor.” 

“Know?” 

“I know how badly you want to feel it, how badly you want to feel a cock in your hand.” 

My hand was an inch from him, seemingly on its own, it was suddenly pressed against him. He was rock hard, solid, and throbbing, real in a way Jessica’s dildo could only pretend to be. Not just hard, but real, moving, a living thing with one goal.” 

“I know, Taylor,” he said rubbing my leg, “I know.” 

“Yes,” I said, “I…yes…” 

“No, Taylor, I know more.” 

“More?” 

“Shhhh,” he whispered in my ear, “Jessica told me.” 

“That…that I like men?” 

“No…I mean yes, she told me that, but more.” 

“M…more?” 

“She told me what’s hidden in your panties, Taylor.” 

I was shocked and almost stood up, but when he said it, he slid his hand under my dress and pressed it gently between my legs; just for a moment, just to con irm. 

“Jake,” I said, half moan, half protest. 

“Shhhh, I just wanted to see,” he said just as quickly sliding his hand back, “I won’t tell Peter, I promise.” 

“He…he knows,” I said. 

Jake laughed. “He knows you’re a sissy, Taylor, he doesn’t know you’re in love with Jessica.” 

“I…” 

“Shhh…you are…don’t worry about her, Taylor, remember, she’s the one that told me.” 

“W…why?” 

“She didn’t want Peter embarrassing me; I guess she realized I thought you were cute.” He started rubbing my leg again and lost in the moment, I pressed against him. 

“But you…I mean…you’re…why are you…” 

“Trying to seduce you?” he laughed. “Because I think you like men, too, Taylor. Because I think you’re sexy. Because I want to see your pretty mouth and your pretty lips wrapped around my cock.” 

“J…Jake!” I swallowed hard. “I…I never…I don’t…” 

“Don’t if you don’t want to, but do if you do.” 

“But I…” I said. 

“I think you do, Taylor, I think you want cock more than you’ll admit.” 

“But I never…” 

“Peter will ask, what do you want me to tell him? That you’re in love with his fuck buddy or that Jessica’s telling the truth, that you do like men.” 

“But I…” 

“You haven’t stopped,” he said. 

“Stopped?” 

“Stopped touching it,” he said. “You haven’t taken your hand off my cock. Go on, it’s easier than you think.” 

I looked down, realized he was right, realized I’d been stroking his cock the whole time. “But…but I..I never…” 

“Shhhh,” he said, “You may never have, but you want to; don’t deny it. Just take it out and do what comes natural. Women know what to do, just do it.” 

“J…Jake,” I moaned, stroking him as he massaged my leg, as he moved it higher again, once again ran his  ingers over my tucked penis as I felt his other hand on the bare skin of my back, caressing me. 

“Do what comes natural,” he said, “go on.” 

What came natural taking it out of his pants, slowly, stroking him as he jumped and pulsated. He was hard like Jessica’s dildo, but different, so warm, throbbing, responsive to my touch. I knew what to do having been trained by Jessica, but his reactions con irmed it, encouraged me. 

I felt the hot skin, felt it jump in my hands, stroked him, felt the bulging veins. “Yea,” he moaned softly, “yea.” I was shocked I was doing this, shocked to be actually stroking a man’s cock, shocked at how he reacted to what I was doing. 

“Go on,” he said again and I knew exactly what he meant. 

I leaned over, licked it, just the tip, touched him with my tongue. 

Precum was already leaking and I tasted it, the salty  lavor, as I swirled the tip of his cock with my tongue. 

“Do what comes natural,” he instructed me, gently but obviously putting slight pressure on the back of my head. 

What came natural was opening my mouth and letting the head of his cock slip between my lips, tasting the salty precum leaking from

him. I let swirled my tongue around the head, eagerly wetting it with my saliva and his precum, eagerly tasting, licking. 

“That’s it,” he encouraged me, “just like that, I know you’re shy, but just like that, Taylor, just like that. Just do what comes natural.” 

What came natural was getting on my knees before him, working the head and tip then, a hunger building inside me, starting to bob up and down, sucking him, sucking his cock like it was the most beautiful thing in the world, taking more of him in my mouth as he guided my head with his hand. 

“Yes, that’s it,” he said again. I looked up, couldn’t help it. I was shy and embarrassed, but couldn’t resist. I looked up, met his eyes while his cock was at least halfway in my mouth, saw his eyes dancing. “God Taylor, you’re such a good little cocksucker,” he encouraged me, “that’s right, just like that, don’t be shy, keep going.” 

I lowered my mouth, taking another inch, moved my head up and down, moaned softly. I was watching his eyes, both ashamed and eager for his approval, ashamed I was sucking a man’s cock, but also eager to do it properly. 

I  inally came up for air, let his cock slip from my mouth, held it in my hands, stroked him. “God,” he growled, “you’re a fucking natural. 

That praise clicked something deep inside me, the need for more—

more cock, more growling, more praise, more everything; the praise opened the  loodgates, the deep, desperate need for cock. I heard Jessica’s voice inside my head as I looked at him, telling me I was gay, telling me I wanted a man, teasing me. 

I took him back in my mouth, felt him push my head all the way down, guided by him. Up and down, I moved my head, moved my hands, stoking his cock with both, sucking him. Then, as my mouth  illed with him, he held my head steady, kept his cock in my mouth, held me. He began convulsing and cum exploded from him. I was swallowing eagerly as he exploded, swallowing, taking all of it, willing, needing it. 

Finally, he slowed but as fast as I swallowed the hot cum, some slipped from my mouth, was left on his cock, so I moved my head to the side, carefully licked up every drop, tongued him clean. Finally, I took him back in my mouth, slowly, licked him, sucked him up and down as he softened and  inally slid from my hungry mouth. 

“Jesus fucking christ,” he  inally said as I sat on my heels, “that’s got to be the best  irst time blow job ever, and fuck, one of the best,  irst time or not.” 

I was so horny, I didn’t know what to do, knew he wasn’t touching me and that I shouldn’t touch myself. So I did the only other thing I thought a girl like me could do—I leaned forward again, took his soft cock in my mouth. 

“You’re sure cock hungry for a virgin,” he teased as I licked him, his penis thicker and longer soft than I was hard. 

“I…” 

“God…you are something. Come here,” he said, pulling me up to him, fastening his pants. 

“Jake,” I said, panting, overwhelmed, horny, confused, dizzy. 

“I won’t tell him how you feel about Jessica, I promise,” he said. “I mean it, that’s safe.” 

“What…what about…you know…” 

“I think that should be our secret, don’t you?” he smiled, putting an arm around me. “I don’t think that’s something I don’t want to share with anyone.” 

“Jake,” I said, dizzy. 

“Shhhh,” he said touching my leg again. “Our secret.” 




**********

 

We dozed off, me in his arms, hem of my dress high, his hand on my my nylon covered thigh, an uncomfortable doze, horny as I was. He was happier, the content sleep of a sexually satis ied man. I just wanted something, anything. 

I was woken by Jessica’s gentle prodding, Jake too. He looked dazed for a moment, realized Peter was done, started to stand to get his ride.“What have you two been up to?” she asked looking at me. 

“Nothing, just…we had a drink, and…” 

“Just had a drink waiting for you two and fell asleep,” Jake assured her. “Huh,” Jessica said in a neutral voice. 

“Where’s Peter?” Jake asked. 

“Cleaning up,” she said, her meaning clear, making me blush, “he’s about ready to go.” 

“Well, Taylor, I’m glad I ran into you,” Jake smiled looking at me, 

“and I hope to do so again.” 

“You…you do?” I asked, surprised. 

“Oh, I sure do,” he said, leaned towards me. For a second I thought he was going to kiss me, but instead he whispered in my ear. “I bet the second one will be even better.” 

He walked out without looking back. “What’s that about?” Jessica asked.“N…nothing,” I lied. 

“Nothing?” she laughed. “I think someone’s got a crush,” she said. 

“He does not,” I said. 

“He does, Taylor, that’s obvious; but I meant you.” 

“I…I do not,” I insisted weakly. 

“You protest too strongly, Taylor, what did you do?” 

“Nothing,” I lied again. 

“Well he…” she paused, leaned forward towards my mouth, sniffed the air. “Taylor!” 

“What?” I panicked. 

“You gave him a blowjob!” 

“I did not,” I said. 

“You did too, I can smell cock and cum on your lips. My god, you fucking slut! I leave you alone with a man for a few minutes and you’re already sucking cock.” 

“Jess, I…it wasn’t…” 

“Someone sucked cock, someone sucked cock!” 

“I…I did not,” I insisted. 

“No? Come here, then, kiss me.” 

“N…no,”I said. 

“Suddenly you don’t like girls? I wonder why? Give a blow job and you forget all about girls.” 

“I…I did not,” I said. 

“Then kiss me, Taylor.” 

“Jessica…” 

“What’s that?” she asked, narrowing her eyes, looking at my face. 

“What’s what?” 

“That?” she pointed. 

“I…I don’t know,” I said, reaching for my face. 

“I do. God, you pervert,” she said. “That’s cum…you have dried cum on the corners of your mouth.” 

“I…I do not,” I said. 

“You certainly do,” she huffed. “That’s dried cum.” 

“I…I didn’t…I…

“You sucked cock,” she said, shook her head. “I knew you were gay, Taylor, I knew it.” 

“I…I didn’t mean to,” I protested. 

“He raped you?” she asked, eyes narrow, obviously disbelieving that. “No, no, I mean, I didn’t mean to do it.” 

“It just happened?” she chuckled. “You  accidentally  found yourself with his cock in your mouth? You  accidentally started sucking him? You accidentally  made him cum? You  accidentally swallowed his cum?” 

“No…I mean…we didn’t…he…” 

She walked behind me, touched me. “My sissy gave her  irst blowjob.” 

“I…I…” 

“I’m so proud of you, Taylor.” 

“P…proud?” 

“I wondered if you’d do it, if you’d go through with it. And not only did you do it, judging from Jake’s, you did it well…very well.” 

“But…” 

“Kiss me, Taylor.” Before I could say anything, her lips were pressed to mine and I tasted on her lips the same thing she was tasting on mine. 

Cock and cum. 

“Let’s get the cage on so we can  inish, Taylor.” 

“F… inish? With…with the cage…but…” 

“Finish me, silly, you’re not done swallowing cum tonight. Peter was quite horny tonight, I’m  illed with him.” 

“But…please…can’t I…I mean…can’t we…I…I want to…” 

“I know what you want, love, but I’m afraid no. No, sissy, no, no, no. You did a very womanly thing tonight, we’re not ruining it with something men do. Not tonight. Not tonight. My pretty little sissy pleased her  irst man, that’s huge. I knew you weren’t just pretending to be gay, I knew it.” 

“But…” 

She kissed me again, hard and deep. And once she safely locked me in the cage, I found myself on my knees again, this time sucking pussy instead of sucking cock, but eating cum just the same. I found myself under her, sucking it out, feeling her squeeze it out, licking her, making her orgasm as I swallowed all of Peter’s cum. 

“That’s it, Taylor, eat cum for me, that’s it, I knew you weren’t just pretending, I knew.” 



Chapter 12 – Aftermath



We had coffee and breakfast the next morning, read the paper, taking a day off from running. I was wearing a different bra—sheer white with breastforms—the pink satin babydoll nightie with the wide shoulder strap, double-edged lace, and satin bows; nude pantyhose; and mule slippers. Overwhelmingly feminine was her self professed goal for me. She was wearing a black, sheer  lyaway babydoll that barely covered her body and left me straining in the chastity cage. 

She knew it, too, showing off her body every time she moved, watching my eyes watch her. “You’re having improper thoughts,” she accused me pouring coffee. 

“I…I’m not,” I said, quickly looking away. 

“You sure?” she asked. 

“I…I thought you were my girlfriend, I thought I could…” 

“You can look at me,” she stopped me, “there’s nothing wrong with that. But you may  not fantasize about things men fantasize about.” 

“I…I’m sorry,” I answered. 

“Gay sissy boyfriends don’t look at their girlfriends and fantasize about things like that, things men want to do. Unless you’re fantasizing about licking me clean again.” 

I said nothing. 

“You’re quiet this morning, Taylor,” she said several minutes later, watching me the whole time. 

“No I’m not,” I said. 

“Are you ashamed about last night?” I didn’t answer, just kept my eyes on the paper. “Taylor?” 

I looked up, feeling tears form in my eyes. “Jessica, I…” 

“What?” 

“I…” 

“You what? Afraid to say it? Afraid to say you sucked a man’s cock, Taylor? Afraid to say you gave a man a blowjob. Well what about it?” 

“I…you…you’re not mad?” 

“Mad?” she laughed, “why would I be mad?” 

“I…I’m your boyfriend,” I said, as if that explained it. 

“Well I’m your girlfriend and I sucked cock last night; are you mad about that?” 

“N…no,” I said, not entirely sure how I felt about that still. 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know…you…you’re a girl,” I said. 

“And you’re a sissy, Taylor, as feminine as me. Hell, more so right now.”“But you’re a real girl, Jessica, and I…I’m…” 

“Not what you always thought of yourself, are you? When you met me, you thought you were a kind of mousey straight boy and it turns out that wasn’t quite right, was it? Turns out you’re way more feminine than you thought. And way gayer, too.” She smiled, turned her head. “I always knew it, always knew you weren’t just pretending.” 

“Jessica!” 

“What? You gave a man a blow job, Taylor, you sucked his cock, you swallowed his cum, you ate cum from my pussy—twice. Nothing straight about any of that, is there? God, I certainly didn’t get off to such fast start when I experimented with boys. 

“No, but…” 

“And to think were so  reluctant to say you were gay, Taylor, making me think you liked girls, when it turns out all this time you craved cock as much as I do. Do you ever want me or did you just want to hang around a pretty girl so she’d introduce you to hot guys?” 

“J…Jessica, I…I do like girls,” I said, “you know that!” 

“So you say…Jake might testify otherwise. So, Jake, tell me, how eager was Taylor to suck your cock? How enthusiastic? Did you have to force her? Or was she totally into it?” 

“That…that wasn’t…I mean…” 

“It wasn’t what? It wasn’t gay? I think a boy giving a man a blow job is about as gay as it gets. I don’t want to say you’re a fag, but…let’s just say straight boys don’t suck cock, and if they ever had to, I doubt as so eagerly.” She got up; I thought she was mad. She walked behind me and poured herself another cup of coffee, stopped behind me, leaned into my ear. “You’re making a mistake, Taylor and I know why. Deep down inside you think I’m mad at you for sucking his cock and swallowing his cum. Deep down inside you think it’s wrong for my boyfriend to give blowjobs. But you forget something, Taylor.” 

“W…what?” 

“I wanted you to suck cock. I wanted you to suck his cock. I wanted you to experiment. I wanted you to explore things like that, I wanted you to walk on the gay side.” 

“J…Jessica!” 

“You’re going to be my pussy free virgin forever, Taylor. Forever. 

Pussy free, forever. You’re going to be my sissy forever. You’re going to worship my pussy, my legs, my tits, my ass, my body, all of me. But I’m going to control that little sissy clit, Taylor,  always.” She set the cup down, was touching my legs, the inside of my thighs. “Always, Taylor. 

Always.” 

“Jessica,” I moaned right away. 

“It’s never going inside me, Taylor, it’s never going inside any woman ever again. Ever. You’re never going to fuck me. You’re never going to fuck a woman. You’re never going to cum inside me or any woman. You’re never going to do it, ever. That’s how it will always be. 

And Peter is going to  ind out what you did and he’s going to be so happy, too, so happy to get con irmation you like men, that you like cock, that you really are what I told him you are…a gay, cock loving, sissy.”“Jessica!” 

“Say it, Taylor,  I’m Miss Jessica’s gay, cock sucking sissy.” 

“But…but Jessica…” 

 “I’m Miss Jessica’s gay, cock sucking sissy,” she repeated. 

“Please, Jessica,” I begged. 

“Are you mine, Taylor? Do you belong to me?” 

“Y…yes,” I said. 

“And are you a sissy?” She moved her hands up to my chest, massaged my fake breasts. 

“Yes,” I said softly. 

“And did you enjoy a man’s hard, thick cock in your mouth? Did you enjoy sucking cock for me? Eating cum from me? Did you?” 

“J…Jess…” 

“God, Taylor, I wish I saw it; it makes me so wet just thinking about it, just thinking about you on your knees sucking him, thinking about his hard cock in your mouth. It makes me so wet picturing you sucking him, swallowing his cum.” 

“Please,” I begged again, afraid how erotic it was, how turned on I was. “Don’t you get it, Taylor, don’t you get how turned on I am, how soaked I am, just thinking about my pussy free virgin sucking cock, swallowing big, fat loads of cum from a man’s cock. And you, my little cocksucker, so ashamed…so humiliated to be found out. Which makes me even wetter.” She reached down between her legs; I heard her ingers slide between her lips, slide into the wetness. “Oh, Taylor,” she moaned as she  ingered herself, “my pretty little gay sissy.” 

“Uuuggghhh,” I moaned, too, lost, confused. 

“Do you want to do it again, Taylor? Do you?” 

“Do…do it again?” I delayed. 

“Yes, Taylor, do you want to suck cock again? Be honest, don’t you dare lie to me. Do you want to suck cock again?” 

“Y…yes,” I said, unable to deny it. 

“If you want to squirt, Taylor, if you  ever want that little sissy clit released, you’re going to have to be my pretty little cock sucker, okay?” 

“Jessica…” 

“Sissy girls don’t get released unless they do as their mistress orders,” she said, “so…you’re going to be my pretty little cock sucker, okay?”“O…okay,” I agreed. 

“Say it, then.  I’m Miss Jessica’s gay, cock sucking sissy.” 

“I…I’m Miss Jessica’s gay, cock sucking sissy,” I whispered. 

“Are you?” 

“Yes,” I said, looking down. 

“So you’d rather suck my cock than my pussy?” 

“I didn’t…I mean…I didn’t say…” 

“No, Taylor, that means you’d rather me get my dildo so you can give me a blow job than taste my sweet pussy?” She moved her  ingers to her lips, licked them. 

“I…I…just meant…” I said staring at her pussy then her  ingers. 

“Cock sucking sissies want cock, Taylor, not pussy. Is that what you want now? You get to pick one. My cock or my pussy…” 

“I…I want…” 

“If you’re my gay, cock sucking sissy, I assume you want my cock, right?” 

“Jessica…” Of course that’s what she wanted. And I felt defeated becasue that’s what I wanted to. 

“My cock or my pussy, Taylor, pick one.” 

“Your…your cock,” I whispered, resigned. 

“Such a good sissy,” she said, “such a good sissy.” 




**********

 

After, we were in her bed, my mouth sore from sucking her dildo, from giving her a long, sensual blow job; my hand almost sore from stroking her. “It’s different, I know,” she said. “My cock versus his. He doesn’t stay hard after he cums, but I do. Plus you get cum from his.” 

I was playing with her, my hand stroking the cock between her legs, still able to make her tremble. “Y…yes,” I said. 

“Which do you prefer? Mine or a man’s? Mine or Jake’s?” 

“Jessica!” 

“Not fair, I know,” she laughed. “Sorry. I have a treat for you,” she said. “A…a treat?” I asked, suddenly very nervous. 

“We’re playing hookey tomorrow.” 

“We…we are?” I asked. 

“We are. You were such a good sissy last night, we’re taking tomorrow off and going to a spa.” 

“A spa?” 

“My treat, Taylor, a spa day. You were such a good girl, you deserve a girl treat. It’s the works. Facials, manicures, pedicures, relaxation therapy, couples massages.” 

“That…that sounds…good?” 

“Good? It’s like the best girly and feminine treat ever,” she said. 

“You’re going to love it, an entire day of girl pampering. Act like a girl, get rewards like a girl.” 

“But…but that must be expensive,” I said, unable to come up with any other protest. 

“A day at the spa for two? Um, yea. But you deserve it, Taylor, trust me. We never talk about this, but I don’t really have to worry about money.” 

“If…if you say,” I said. 

“I say, I say. Oh, and before you get all worried, they know.” 

“Know?” 

“That you’re a sissy,” she said smiling. “A friend of mine is the owner, so she knows, the staff knows, everyone is cool with it.” 

“What about…you know…” I looked between my legs, hopeful. 

“Don’t worry, they know. Besides, it hasn’t been a month,” she said eyes narrow, “just, for once, try to stop thinking with that. God,  pussy free, Taylor,  pussy free. Seriously.” 




**********

 

The next morning, as Jessica drove to the spa, I could hardly keep my eyes off her. Like me, she was wearing a cute,  sexy,  loral sundress. 

Hers was a lavender skater dress which she wore with wedge heels, showing off her long, toned legs. I had on an orange front button dress over a simple bra and panty set, including breast forms. 

The spa was obviously high end—it was in a secluded wood setting and afforded privacy in and out. We were checked in at a private reception area where Jessica’s friend came to say hello and promised to treat us well. After we changed into thigh length pink spa robes and feminine slippers, we received our schedule for the day which included a mineral salt scrub, mud wraps, manicures, pedicures, facials, stone therapy, and  inished with a 90 minutes Swedish body massage, all with aroma and aural therapy. 

Despite my worries, the spa staff either had experience with customers like me or were all professional simply do what was needed. 

I asked Jessica during our light lunch over wine and she laughed, told me I was far from the  irst sissy they’d taken care of. 

By the time we were ready for our massage, I was as relaxed and pampered as I could be, felt as feminine as I ever had, felt welcome, included. 

We walked into the massage room, but unlike everything else, there was only one massage table, not two. It was obviously high end, but I was confused. “There’s just one,” I said looking at Jessica. 

“This part is just your treat, Taylor, my way of telling you how much I love you and how important you are to me.” 

“I don’t understand,” I said. “I thought we were getting a couple’s massage.” 

“We are, we’re here as a couple so I’ll be here with you. Listen, just disrobe and get on the table, face down and I’ll cover you with the sheet. There’s a two person massage team, but I thought it would be nice if I sat here with you,” she pointed to a rolling stool by the head of the table. 

“O…okay,” I said, then stopped. “Wait, if I’m naked…” 

“Sweetie, don’t worry about it,” she interrupted me. “There’s a sheet and regardless, they know, remember. Don’t worry, trust me, they know and it’s  ine.” 

“Jess,” I said nervous. 

“This is the best part, Taylor,” she assured me. 

“I just…” 

“They know, Taylor, don’t worry about it, will you trust me? You’ll love it, I promise.” 

I sighed, disrobed, and got on the table facing Jessica. Soft relaxing music started playing and for several minutes I just tried to relax, almost drifted off to sleep. 

“Relax, Taylor, relax,” Jessica said. I jumped, looked around. “I’m hear,” she said touching my shoulder. “Shhh, relax.” 

She went quite as two people walked into the room, a man and a woman. The woman wore  itted short sleeved blue scrubs, cut more like a workout uniform than what a nurse wore. Her top was form  itting, showing off her waist and bust, the pants were not quite tights, more like yoga pants. The same with the man who wore a tight shirt, showing off his muscles, well trimmed pants. Both were extremely attractive, but very professional looking. The scrubs helped, of course, giving them a medical, ‘we know what we’re doing’ look. 

Together, they adjusted the sheet covering me, folded it up, exposing my legs, but carefully keeping me covered from lower back to upper thigh. I looked at Jessica, swallowed nervously. But she leaned and whispered in my ear. “Shhh, it’s okay, just relax, they’ve done this before, you’re not the  irst.” 

“O…okay,” I said. 

While Jessica sat next to my head, they started on my upper back, in unison, worked downwards, then back, each moving together. I let the relaxation wash over my face, the physical pleasure as they worked

my muscles. Jessica spoke again, told me to look at my her face, to relax as I did, relax. 

Eventually they team  inished with my arms, neck, and back and moved to my legs. Before they started, they adjusted the sheet, covering more of my body. I wondered why, but understood when one pressed a button, raising the middle of the table, raising my ass, allowing a better angle at my thighs—if they hadn’t recovered me, my ass would have been exposed. As it was, another inch and everything would be visible. 

“Taylor,” I heard Jessica’s sweet voice as my eyes  luttered in relaxation. “Taylor…relax…just relax. Trust me, okay, just relax. This is what they do.” The man and woman moved to my thighs,  irmly worked up and down, working the big muscles, putting a smile on my face, working down my legs. I was relaxed, as relaxed as I could be feeling modest, vulnerable, exposed. I was thankful they had carefully arranged the sheet. 

“I can see how you enjoy it, Taylor,” Jessica said, “I can see how you enjoy their touch. The soft touch of a pretty woman…the  irm touch of a powerful man.” 

I tried ignored her, just focused on my breathing, their hands moving up and down my thighs. Then I caught sight of the team moving. 

Still positioned with my ass in the air, they moved the sides of the table so my arms were at forty- ive degree angles, adjusted something so a padded leather strap rested draped over one of my forearms. 

“Taylor,” Jessica said softly, “this part is important. They are doing a targeted muscle technique that requires exact  inger placement on each muscle. So to make sure you don’t move, a slipped  inger would hurt, when they do each limb they are going to use a strap to keep the limb in place, okay?” 

“A…a strap? Like…bound?” 

“Just one at a time,” she assured me, “is that okay?” 

“I…I suppose,” I said. 

“Trust me,” she said, “I’ve had it and it feels wonderful.” 

I watched as the woman pulled the strap tight around my left wrist, asked me if it was okay. I pulled gently at the strap, it was tight but not too tight, immobilizing, but not uncomfortable. I smiled nervously, nodded. “Okay,” I said, “can’t move.” 

“Perfect,” she said, “let us know if anything hurts.” Carefully, slowly, the team working me ran a thumb each over my arm, over particular parts of the muscle tissue. I was skeptical at  irst, but the feeling was divine, just as Jessica promised.. 

“I told you,” Jessica said seeing my face. 

They freed my left arm, moved to my right, repeated the process, the moved to my legs, immobilizing one limb as they freed the other. At this point I was  loating, amazed. 

“This is a two step process, so they’re going to repeat it,” Jessica said. They started again, but this time when they  inished my left arm (heavenly), rather than freeing it as they moved to my right, they left it strapped down. I barely realized it, so lost was I in enjoying their touch. 

“My…my arm,” I tugged my left arm gently, looked at Jessica. 

“Shhh, relax, Taylor,” Jess whispered, “they just forgot, just relax, focus on your other arm, don’t worry about it.” 

That was easy to do, so good was the feeling. 

As they  inished my arms, though, the two left my arms bound and separated. One strapped down each of my legs, like my arms, at a forty- ive degree angle so I was spreadeagled, ass in the air, modesty saved only by the sheet covering me. 

Each picked up a different shaped handheld massage tool; the man went to the head of the table next to Jessica and started working on my arms while the woman was on one side of me working on my thighs.“God,” I whispered to Jessica as I watched her watching me. She was clearly enjoying the look on my face as much as I was enjoying the physical sensations. I saw the woman bend down, pick something up from under the table, set it between my legs. 

“Massage oil,” Jessica said softly, “helps with friction.” She dribbled it on my lower legs, worked it in, moved up from my calves to my lower thighs.“Oh god,” I moaned involuntarily, louder so all could hear, lost in the sensations. 

Suddenly, I felt the woman move the sheet up my ass, exposing me, and I felt the same of vulnerability, caused by my arms and legs being held down, my bottom exposed. 

“Shhhh, just relax Taylor,” Jessica whispered, “there are important muscle groups there and it will feel wonderful.” 

Without waiting for my okay, the woman started rubbing oil onto my ass cheeks, rubbing it in with the massage tool. Jessica was right, it felt wonderful and I moaned, felt my eyes  lutter. The man was to the other side of my head, focusing on an arm, and I felt myself  loating through the room as she rubbed deeply into the large muscles running through my rear. 

I felt oil dripping all over, felt it run down my crack, it my balls. I jumped, but couldn’t move due to the straps. “Relax, my pretty sissy,” 

Jessica whispered in my ear, “relax and enjoy, okay?” 

The woman was working oil into my thighs, up my ass, just barely avoiding my hole. I wanted to say something, wanted it to stop, but couldn’t voice any words. 

And bound, I couldn’t stop the woman from working the oil everywhere. I don’t know if I wanted her to stop, but it didn’t matter, I couldn’t stop it. 

And then it got more intense. The woman put down the tool and I saw her take a a curved wand from under the table, touch a button on it. I realized it was a vibrator and she used it  irst on my lower back but within a minute, had it pressed against my ass. 

“Oh god,” I moaned as her  ingers danced between my legs and the vibrator buzzed against me. “Oh god, oh god.” I wanted her to stop, wanted her to move away, but she didn’t, wouldn’t. “Please,” I begged, not sure if I was begging her to stop or continue. 

“Relax, Taylor, relax,” Jessica whispered, “a sissy’s ass is made to enjoy things, like a pussy, it’s meant to enjoy. Don’t think of it as something wrong, think of it as something natural, just enjoy the sensation on your boy pussy.” 

I felt the man move across my body, move to my other arm; he moved as the woman slowly, gently pushed the oiled, bulbous end of the vibrator every so slightly into my raised ass. “Ohhhhhhh,” I moaned. 

“So erotic,” Jessica whispered, “so erotic to see my pretty sissy enjoying her  irst time being  illed. Wouldn’t you agree, Tom?” 

 Tom? Tom? Who was Tom? 

“Beautiful,” the man said from above me, “just beautiful. I love seeing a girl like her de- lowered.” 

“I can tell,” Jessica giggled. 

 What did she mean?  I opened my eyes, intending to look at Jessica, but was immediately distracted by the thick bulge of cock inches from my face, Tom’s thick cock, erect in his pants. His pants, like hers, were tight, so tight I could see veins in his erection. 

I wanted to jerk my head back, would have, but the woman took that instant to push the bulb of the dildo several inches into me. 

“Oh, god,” I moaned, eyes closed again, “oh, god.” 

“That’s such a good girl, Taylor, such a good girl.” 

“I’m going to adjust her,” the woman told Jessica and the man, pulled the wand from me. “This one’s a little bigger,” she said, “but I’ll be gentle.” 

I looked back, saw what was in her hands. It was a black object, a weird handle at one end, long, thick and curved main piece, the end of which look almost exactly like the head of a large, thick cock, much like the one in front of my eyes, much like Jessica’s. 

“Oh,” I said, but before I could voice my protest, the woman lubed it and eased it into me, pushed the large head into me, opened me. 

“Look at you take it, Taylor,” Jessica smiled. “Doesn’t it feel wonderful, doesn’t if feel so perfect to be  illed.” 

I moaned, was about to respond, but the man shifted his attention to between my shoulders, leaned into me to do so. His movements put his erection right in front of my face, no more than half an inch of air and the fabric of his pants separating me from his cock. 

Jessica leaned over, put her mouth to my ear. “You’re staring at it, aren’t you?” she whispered. “You naughty girl, staring at a man’s cock like a hungry slut.” 

I was afraid to talk, afraid with the cock so close to me. 

“Aren’t you?” she asked again. 

“No,” I whispered. 

“You are, you little slut. You keep telling me you’re not gay yet it seems every time I look away, you’re trying trying to seduce a man. 

Every time there’s a cock around you, you’re trying to get at it.” 

“No…I’m not,” I said. 

“Turn away, then,” she responded, “look away from him. But I think you can’t, I know you can’t.” 

I tried but couldn’t make myself move away. And then the woman pushed more of the curved object into me, pushed it so it pressed against me inside, somewhere deep, surprising, and erotic. The sensation was so unexpected, it made me jump, and while the bonds held me in place, I still moved my head and forward two inches and found my lips planted  irmly the erection outlined in Tom’s pants. 

“Tom?” Jessica asked. 

“You know I’m not one to say no,” he said, but I didn’t know what he meant. 

“Well then,” Jessica responded to him before leaning back to my ear and whispering again. “Let’s see how gay my boyfriend really is, let’s see if you’re just pretending or if you really are.” 

“Jessica,” I begged. 

“Show me you’re not gay, then, Taylor, back away. If you’re not gay, ignore it, back away from him. But I think you are, I think you’re as hungry for cock as I am.” 

I didn’t move, kept my lips pressed against him. 

“Already moaning at the cock in your pussy, do you want one in your mouth, too? Do you want to be  illed on both ends? Spitroasted?” 

She reached over, pulled his pants and boxer briefs down; his thick, erect cock sprung out, brie ly touched my lips. “Do you?” she asked softly, “does my little sissy want cock? If you’re straight, I know you’ll keep your mouth shut, any straight boy would, any straight boy would want nothing to do with it. But if you’re gay…well…you know what you’ll do. So…” 

“No,” I said, but my mouth, as if it had a mind of its own, opened, and I found the head of his cock passing between my lips. 

“No, says my gay, sissy boyfriend as she takes a cock in her mouth. 

Such a funny way of proving you’re straight.” 

“Esssica,” I mumbled, as he pushed the head of his cock into my mouth, as the shaft pushed in too. As he did so, I felt my penis at it’s most swollen, trapped against the con ines of the cage. 

“I just have the most dif icult time believing you, Taylor, I mean believing you’re not gay with all the cock and cum that keeps  inding its way into you. Let’s see, cum from my boyfriend. A sloppy, web blowjob for his friend…and you keep saying you’re not really gay but, here you are, another cock in your mouth.” 

“Mmmm otttt,”  I’m not, I said, mouth muf led with cock. 

“Then stop,” she said, “stop pressing back to meet the cock in your pussy, stop leaning forward to meet the cock in your mouth. Stop. If you’re not gay, Taylor, stop enjoying it so much. Stop enjoying getting fucked and stop enjoying sucking cock.” 

I didn’t stop either, couldn’t. My mind screamed at me to stop, but I couldn’t, I continued, did more, rocked the several inches back I could to feel the thick toy press against me; rocked the several inches forward, taking more of his thick, hard cock in my mouth. 

“Don’t ever deny it again, Taylor,” she said, “I know you love me and my body, I do, but don’t ever again tell me you’re straight, don’t ever again tell me you’re not into men, don’t tell me you’re not gay. 

Don’t ever tell me again.” 

Filled front and back, fake cock in one, real cock in the other, fucked in both, I felt a tingling building inside me, something strange, unfamiliar, until I was shaking all over, what could only be described as an orgasm, but unlike any orgasm I’d felt before, so different, to totally different. 

To start with, it continued and continued, until I was shaking uncontrollably. Then I felt a dribbling, not an orgasm like I usually experienced, but a drip, drip, squirt, squirt of cum leaking from me, not erupting, but slowly leaking. 

At that moment, David erupted, hot cum instantly  illed my mouth, a gush of it rushing out as he moaned and pushed his cock in my mouth. He came like a man, hot, sudden, violent, overwhelming. In contrast, I was summing like a girl, soft, subtle, gentle, over and over, shaking, convulsing and continuing. 

I knew he was done with a last thrust, a last sudden shot of cum in my throat, a violent end to a violent event. But mine continued still, a drip, a meandering sensation, one that left my skin charged, alive. 

Orgasm without release. Cuming without ejaculation. 

“Taylor, you sissy whore,” Jessica beamed, kissed me deeply, licking the remaining cum from my mouth, sharing him with me. Then I saw she held something in her hand. “Open up.” 

“What…what’s that?” I asked suddenly afraid. 

“Your mess, Taylor,” she said, holding her palm to my mouth. 

“Jessica, please,” I begged with little conviction. 

“Don’t pretend you don’t like it, Taylor, you’ve  already seen you eat one man’s cum from me and swallowed two more right from the source. Now open.” 

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to (though I didn’t) or that I wasn’t still aroused (I was as aroused as I’d ever been), it was doing it, the humiliation in front of her, now watched by others. “Jessica, please,” I begged again, “I…ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

The woman behind me was manipulating the object  illing me again, making me shake again, throwing me over the edge again, and as I moaned, as my mouth opened on itself, Jessica placed her palm to my mouth, my cum to my tongue. 

“Eat, my pretty little gay, sissy, eat, and don’t every tell me you’re straight again. Never, ever, ever.” 





Chapter 13 – Reality



I was in my of ice the following morning, unable to get what happened out of my mind. I’d like say I was bothered by it, as in I never wanted something like that to happen again. Which was true, for part of me. But another part of me couldn’t get the pleasure of it from my mind. 

The pleasure combined with Jessica’s encouragement, her obvious joy in what they did to me and my reaction to it. 

She reinforced the encouragement that morning when she dressed me for work, dressing me as pretty as she dared for an of ice. 

It started with  lingerie—I wore a white sheer full coverage bra over my breastforms, matching sheer control panties (to control a woman’s waist, to control a sissy’s uncaged penis—she let me out for work), and a matching six strap garter belt holding up sheer nude stockings. Over came a lace trimmed satin slip. 

She stared at me in my lingerie, her eyes burning into me, so much I felt the shame of what I’d done, felt the shame as having an orgasm, weak as it was, with a dildo in my ass and a cock in my mouth. 

“You feel ashamed, don’t you,” she said, the worst thing she could have said to me. 

“Of course,” I stammered, “I…I mean…I” 

“Came like a girl” she pushed me with her devilish smile, “all the while sucking cock like it was your favorite thing in the world? Yep, that about sums it up.” 

“Jessica!” 

“Sucking cock, just ‘pretending’ to be gay when its so obvious you’re doing so much more than pretending, when it’s so obvious you are.” “Jessica, you know I’m not,” I said. 

“So you say, perv,” she giggled at me, “so you keep saying. But the doing is different. Inside of what, two weeks, you’ve eaten one man’s cum and given two different men blowjobs?” 

“That’s not…you know it’s not like that.” 

“God, it makes me so wet,” she said, making my knees buckle. “My little cocksucking sissy.” 

“Jessica, please, you know…you know I want…” 

“Pussy free, loser, always pussy free.” 

“Jess…” 

“I’m so fucking wet…too bad you have to go to work…I’d want you so badly, on your knees, licking me.” 

She  inished getting me dressed for work—an above the knee white skater skirt and lilac, low cut, sleeveless blouse. The blouse was semi-sheer, sheer enough to just make out the outline of my slip and bra. Black, ankle strap heels completed my out it. 




**********

 

Morgan was in my of ice not  ifteen minutes after I got there. 

“Jesus, Taylor, look at you,” she said seeing how I was dressed. “You look fucking amazing.” 

“Thanks, Morgan,” I blushed. 

“I mean, seriously. I guess a day off did you well, didn’t it?” 

I blushed more deeply, remembering. 

“God, look at you blush. I was going to ask you what you did, but I might be able to guess.” 

“We didn’t do that,” I insisted, “we don’t…I mean…” 

She giggled. “A cute guy, then?” 

“Morgan!” 

“Taylor, I know you’re gay, it’s okay, really. Nothing to make a big deal about. Hell, I get it, I like men, too.”” 

“But…but Morgan, I’ve never…” 

“Just because you haven’t been with a guy doesn’t make you straight,” she said, making me immediately look away. “Wait, holy shit, Taylor, you’re not a virgin anymore.” 

“I am too,” I insisted. 

“You might be a virgin, but you’ve been with a guy, haven’t you?” 

“Morgan!” 

“Okay, okay, that’s your business, Taylor, but there’s nothing wrong with it, is there?” 

“I’m a boy,” I said weakly. 

“Yea, cause you totally look like a boy,” she laughed. “Sorry, I don’t mean to laugh. I’m just saying you’re no more a boy than I’m a horse.” 




**********

 

“I feel like I’m being mean to you,” Jessica said after work while I was in her kitchen cooking dinner, one or her aprons tied around my waist.“M…maybe,” I said, afraid to agree or disagree. 

"Well I warned you, didn’t I? When we  irst met.” 

“I…I suppose,” I said. 

“You look very pretty today,” she said with a smile and a touch to my face. “My pretty little sissy.” 

“Jess…” 

“I want to go to dinner on Saturday night, just the two of us.” 

“Okay, that would…” I started to say. “Wait, Saturday is date night.” 

“Peter will be out of town and since we’re, you know,  dating, well I suppose you and I can have a date. Wouldn’t you like that?” 

“I would, actually,” I said. Date night, 

“Super,” she said, a big smile coming over her face. “I have the perfect dress for you to wear.” 

“D…dress,” I frowned. 

“Dress, Taylor, we’re going to dinner at a nice restaurant, you’re not wearing slacks.” 

“Can’t I…you know…wear…” 

“Don’t you dare say it,” she narrowed her eyes. 

“Say…say what?” I asked. 

“I don’t know, some boy clothes…a suit or something like that. 

Because the answer is no, of course you may not.” 

“But Jessica,” I moaned. 

“You want a date, Taylor, you’re going as my girlfriend, not my boyfriend, and that’s that.” 

“Okay, okay,” I agreed. 




**********

 

We were dressed “to the nines” on Saturday night, the total nines, as pretty and sexy as ever. Jessica started with new lingerie she bought from Agent Provocateur, a sheer nude garter belt and matching thong panties paired with nude stockings that were a tad long, allowing her to pull them most of the way up her thighs. That was a good thing, or her red satin jewel neckline backless short A-line dress would never have

covered them. Of course, her four inch ankle strap heels did nothing to help hide her body, simply showed off her long, toned, hosed legs. 

Jessica dressed me in a white matching bra, panty, and garter belt; the back of the bra crisscrossed on my back and held my breast forms, though she applied a special glue to further secure them. Like Jessica, I wore nude stockings and nude heels. My dress was a lilac deep v-neck criss-cross strap short stretch satin number that made me look surprisingly sexy. Like, if I was a girl, I’d check myself out sexy. Jessica did my makeup and hair and I had to agree with her observation that I was a far sexier girl than I ever was a boy. 

Together we looked incredible, like two sexy women, our appearance giving no clue we were boy and girl or that my boy parts were safely tucked in my tight panties—she unlocked the cage for the evening since we’d be out and I’d have no chance to get in trouble. 

We took an Uber to the restaurant. I was staring out the side window, again nervous going out “as a girl” when I felt Jessica’s hand running up my nylon covered thigh. I looked at her, saw the driver’s eyes dart to the mirror thinking he was seeing two women getting frisky. Jessica leaned over, whispered in my ear. “He’s cute, isn’t he?” 

“Jess,” I blushed, feeling my stomach  lip at her seductive touch. 

She kissed me, long, soft, sensual, deep, pulled back and kissed my ear. “Wonder what he’d think if he knew one of the girls he was staring at was really a boy.” 

“Jessica,” I blushed hoping he didn’t hear her. 

“A pretty, gay sissy boy.” 

“Jessica, I’m not,” I started to say out loud, stopped. 

“Gay?” she giggled. “What’s with the cock sucking, then?” 

“Jessica,” I said. 

“I’m mean, aren’t I?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I pouted. 

“I told you I was mean, but you stuck around,” she said taking my hand.“I…I can’t help it,” I said. 

“I know, love, I know.” 




**********

 

Dinner was wonderful and Jessica was at her most kind and seductive self, laughing with me, touching me. Our table, while not private, was secluded enough few people saw us together, not that something like to girls having dinner was shocking in in today’s day and age. We were sharing a dessert, a second bottle of wine, when Jessica turned serious. “Taylor, can I…can I say something?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

“You know I love you, right?” 

“Of…of course,” I said, for a moment wondering if this was it, if she was dumping me. Always best to do that in a public place, I thought. 

“I’m serious, I love, I always will.” 

“Jessica,” I started to say, feeling my eyes moisten. 

“Let me  inish, please,” she put her hand on mind. “I’ve given a lot of thought to this relationship and…I don’t know…” 

“Jessica, are you…” I couldn’t say the words. 

She ignored me. “I promised you early on you were never going inside me, remember?” 

“Yes,” I swallowed. 

“And I meant it, you know that, right?” 

“I…know,” I said. 

“I don’t I want things to continue like this?” 

“Jessica…please…” 

“Let me  inish, dammit,” she said, “fuck, I had this whole speech. 

Jesus, I love you, Taylor, I just…this sounded better when I practiced it…

I don’t know. You…I decided to let you put it inside me once, to make it of icial.” 

“Make what of icial?” I asked. 

“Put it in me,” she said, not answering my question, “you don’t get to fuck me and you certainly aren’t cumming inside me. But you’ll be allowed to put it inside me that one time…to make it of icial…to consummate it.” 

“Consummate what?” I asked, assuming that some cruel joke of hers. I got to put it inside her once before she dumped me. 

She reached in her purse, pulled something out. “Our marriage, silly,” she said opening her palm, holding out a silver (platinum)

diamond engagement ring. “Taylor, I love you more than anything and I want you to be my wife.” 

“Your…your wife?” I asked, dumbfounded. “I…you’re not breaking up with me?” 

“Breaking up with you? God, you’re such a fucking loser. No, I’m not breaking up with you, I want to marry you, I want you to be my wife.”“But…but I’m not a woman,” was all I could think to say. 

“You are so damn dif icult. Will you marry me or not?” she asked, her voice hardly masking her vulnerability, her anxiousness, “will you be my wife or not?” 

“I…yes, Jessica, yes,” I said a tear running down my face. I saw a couple walking by, they realized what was happening, smiled and nodded. 

She took my hand, slipped the ring on my  inger, leaned over and kissed me. “I want you to be my wife,” she said. 

“But…but I’m a…” 

“I know, Taylor, I know what you were born. But that doesn’t matter. We live in California where one, you can change your gender and two, women can marry.” 

I looked at her, eyes open. “You’re serious?” I asked. 

“Very,” she said, that look of vulnerability on her face. “I want you to be my wife, Taylor, not my husband. My wife. And not pretend. I want it to be legal and of icial, like I want you legally as my wife.” She looked in my eyes, down at the ring on my  inger, reached back into her purse, pulled out a matching engagement ring. “For me…if you’ll have me as your wife.” 

“Jessica,” I said, eyes wet again, “of…of course I’ll have you.” She handed me the ring, motioned for me to put it on her  inger, which I did. 

“You’ll be okay as Taylor Adams?” she asked. 

“T…Taylor Adams?” 

“You’ll take my name, of course,” she said. 

I hadn’t thought of that, quickly nodded, agreed. “Of course I will,” 

I said, touching a tear. 

“Mrs. and Mrs. Jessica Adams,” she smiled, leaning over, kissing me. “What about…” 

“Peter?” she read my mind. “I ended it with him.” 

“You did?” I asked, surprised. 

She held up her hand. “Don’t get ideas, love,” she laughed, “I’m not saying there won’t be other men, but it won’t be Peter.” 

“O…other men?” I asked. 

“You’re going to be my wife…do you not know me? I like cock, my bride,” she said, “you know that…I think you of all people would understand.” 

“Jess…” 

“I’m just saying, Taylor, okay? It won’t be Peter but I won’t go without.” 

“O…okay,” I agreed. 

“Listen, if we…god, here, now, are you kidding me?” 

“What?” I asked, confused at her sudden change in tone. 

“Of course…” she laughed. “Of course.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Speaking of liking cock…” she tilted her head towards the bar area, we could see the corner. I turned, saw immediately what she saw. 

Jake. Oh, my god, Jake. 

“He…” 

“Has a knack for turning up. Come on, let me pay, we’ll say hello on the way out.” 

“Jess…” 

“Just say hello, Taylor,” she touched my hand. “It’s okay, don’t worry.” 




**********

 

“Well, well, well,” Jake smiled as we walked up, “look at this, the two prettiest women in the place.” He stood, kissed Jessica lightly on the cheek, did the same to me. 

“Hello Jake,” I blushed. 

“What are you two up to? Dinner?” 

“We just  inished,” Jessica said, took my hand, “a special night.” 

Jake’s eyes instinctively followed Jessica’s hand, as any man would seeing two pretty women hold hands; and he saw immediately. “Holy shit, you two got engaged?” he asked in surprise, though not judging. 

Jessica nodded “Taylor here is the future Mrs. Taylor Adams,” 

Jessica said, then kissed me. 

“Fuck, Peter said you dumped him, I never  igured this…well congratulations, you two, sorry for interrupting your evening, but congrats, seriously.” 

“It’s okay,” I said, touching his arm without thinking, not realizing what I’d done until I’d done it. 

“Are you two headed home? Can I buy you a drink? Hell, I’m sorry, I’m budding in on your celebration.” 

“No, it’s okay,” Jessica said. 

“She’s right.” 

“Listen, you two drive?” 

“No, we took an Uber,” Jessica said. 

“I have a driver, why don’t I give you a ride home.” 

“That would be nice,” Jessica said before I could answer. 




**********

 

We were in the back of his black car, Jessica and Jake on the ends, me between them. Jessica had her arm around me, we were holding hands, but I was close enough to Jake my leg was pressed against his. I couldn’t help looking from side to side, Jessica’s nylon covered leg against one of mine, Jake’s masculine leg against my other leg. 

When we got to our place, Jake looked over at Jessica, I assumed to say goodnight. “Well,” he started to say. 

“We just got engaged, Jake, why don’t you come up and have a drink with us to celebrate.” 

I looked over at Jessica, didn’t know what to say. 

“Love to,” he said, opening the door. 

“Jess,” I whispered to her. 

“Shhh, just a drink,” she touched my arm, “then I get you to myself and we can really celebrate.” 

We found ourselves in Jessica’s living room, Jake sitting in the middle of the couch, Jessica and I next to one another on a love seat, holding hands. Jake was sipping his whiskey while Jessica and I had white wine. The love seat was on the low side, and with heels, both our dresses slipped back enough to reveal a signi icant amount of stocking clad legs. 

“I know what you’re thinking, Jake,” Jessica said sipping her wine. 

“The mechanics of you two as wife and wife?” 

“No,” she shook her head, “though that’s an easy one since one can legally change their gender in California and women can marry.” 

“I hadn’t thought about those mechanics,” he laughed. 

“I assumed,” she said. “Well the other mechanics are simple, same as any two women.” 

“So what am I thinking then?” he asked. 

“The same thing any guy would be right now. Taylor?” I looked at her, confused. “Such a girl,” she smiled at me, “I’m proud of you. What’s a man thinking, love, is how hot it would be to see two beautiful women kiss.” She leaned into me, give me a deep, sensual kiss. 

“Oh, god,” I moaned as I felt her hands on my legs, her wet lips on mine. For several minutes we kissed, made out as two women who just got engaged, and in those two minutes I forgot all about Jake and just enjoyed the tender kisses with my soon to be wife. 

Until he coughed. 

Jessica and I both laughed, it was obvious she forgot about him too. “Sorry, Jake,” she smiled, “I think we kind of forgot about you.” 

“I feel left out,” he said, that look in his eyes. “I mean, it’s kind of hot…”Jessica stood, took my hand, helped me stand. She reached behind her neck, undid her dress, let it slip to the  loor. I gasped in surprise, Jake gasped looking at her body. “Your  iancée is overdressed,” he said. 

“You know she’s shy, Jake,” Jessica said, “I told you she’s a virgin.” 

“She never…you know…with you…” 

“Jake,” Jessica scolded him, “no, never. We don’t do that, that’s…” 

“That’s what men do,” I said voice barely audible. “We’ve never done that.” 

“Undress her,” Jake instructed Jessica. 

I was scared but let Jessica unwrap the ties to my dress, let her let it fall to the  loor. Part of me was self conscious but another part of me knew I looked pretty, sexy, alluring and I wanted to show off to him. 

“You’re so pretty, Taylor,” Jake looking me up and down, “I’d never guess.” His eyes were on the front of my panties. “She never…” 

“Never, Jake,” Jessica said taking my hand, “and she never will, that’s not what girls like her do. I love her deeply and fully, but not that. 

She’s a girl, not a boy.” 

“Now I’m the one over dressed,” he said staring at us with lust in his eyes. 

“We’ll help,” Jessica offered, pulling me to him, guiding me to him, helping me help him undress. We started with his shirt, we were on the couch on either side of him, unbuttoned his shirt and at Jessica’s direction, planted kisses on his muscular chest, kissing downward, licking, kissing. 

Jessica had her hands mixed with mine so I don’t know who moved  irst or who followed, but we had our hands on his belt, undid it, started to pull down his pants. He kicked off his shoes, reached to help. 

We pulled everything off—pants and socks, moving to the  loor to help him. He was left with just boxer shorts, just some cotton  illed with his obviously erect cock. 

“She’s so smooth,” he said to Jessica looking between my legs, 

“you’d never know.” 

“Kind of the point, Jake,” Jessica said kneeling before him next to me. “You know this part, Taylor,” she encouraged me. 

I reached for his boxers, pulled them down, watched his cock jump. He was fully erect, fully swollen, fully engorged, hard and thick. 

As masculine a cock as I was feminine. 

“No wonder you couldn’t resist before,” Jessica smiled at me, “look at him.” With her, I leaned over, started kissing one side of his shaft while she kissed and licked the other. I followed her movements, mimicked what she did, moving back on the couch with her, kneeling on one side while she knelt on the other, taking turns taking his cock in our mouths, sucking him, tasting him. 

Jake eventually stood, we were both kneeling ass to him. We both started to move but he stopped us both with a sharp slap to Jessica’s ass. “Don’t move,” he growled rubbing her between the legs, intermittently slapping her ass with his bare hand. “Don’t either of you fucking move.” 

“What are you going to do to me, Sir?” she asked in a seductive voice.He slapped her ass again, then without warning, yanked her panties down and pulled them off her legs. “What you’ve wanted since you met me, Jessica, to  ill that fucking pussy of yours with cock.” 

He grabbed her hips, pulled her ass up, reached for her head, pushed it into the couch. He felt her pussy, by the sound she was soaked. Without another word, he positioned himself behind her and pushed the head of his cock against her. 

“Oh, god, Jake,” she moaned, taking my hand, “don’t fucking tease me, just fucking fuck me.” 

“Turn about is fair play, Jessica,” he laughed, “you teased me long enough.” 

“Please, Jake, just fuck me, please…I want to feel your cock inside me.” Jessica was looking over her shoulder when she said this, her head turned towards me so our eyes locked. It dawned on me this summed up our relationship, that on the day I agreed to become her wife, she’d be holding my hand begging a man to fuck her. As before, she promised me I’d never do this, instead here was a man doing it. 

Finally he couldn’t take teasing her, tightened his grip on his hips and shoved his cock into her in one long, hard, deep thrust. “Ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk,” Jessica yelled squeezing my hand, “fuckkkkkk meeeeeee, Jake, fuckkkkkk meeeeeeee.” 

He didn’t waste time, he started fucking her her, thrusting into her raised ass as Jessica and I began kissing. Hard, violent fucking, slapping her ass as he did. 

I thought he’d continue until he came inside her, but he didn’t, he stopped well short of his obvious orgasm. She came, several times, but he stopped, pulled out, slapped her ass and spun her around. 

Because we were kissing, because our hands were together, I started to spin with her, realized what was happening. I was facing it now, his thick cock, now just coated with my  iancée’s pussy juice. 

“That’s right, slut, taste it.” Jessica reached up, touched the back of my head, gently pushed me to it. I opened my mouth, took the head between my lips, and licked my  iancée’s juices off his cock. We just pledged to get married and here we were sharing Jake’s wet, hard cock. 

I knew he was getting closer, give a man a blowjob and you know these things, but he stopped well short. “Turn around, both of you, this time I’m not stopping.” 

We turned again, asses up again, and I looked back, waited to see him fuck her again. Jessica did the same, pushed her soaked pussy back to him. He slapped her hard, laughed. “Not you, slut, her.” 

I didn’t know what he meant until I felt the hard slap on my ass, until I felt him grabbing my panties, felt him yank them down. “Jake,” I gasped, felt Jessica move her mouth to my ear, felt her hot breath. 

“Hold still, lover, he’s going to  ill you…” 

“But…but I’m not…” 

“You are,” she said, “I know…you’re not gay, gay…I always knew…

but you love cock, Taylor, I know you love cock.” 

“But…” 

“It’s gay for two men, Taylor, two boys, a man and a boy…but you’re going to be my girl, remember? My bride, my wife. It’s not what you think it is.” 

“But…” I stammered, feeling the head of his thick cock press against me. It was wet, slick, he’d lubed it, was spreading it on me. 

“My girl, my bride, my wife, Taylor, it’s not wrong for a girl to take cock, I will, you will, tonight, whenever we want.” 

I felt the head of his cock push me open,  ill me, it was so warm, almost hot, throbbing. “Oh, god,” I gasped. He stopped, held the head of his cock in me, just the head, and I realized I wanted more, needed more. “Fuck me,” someone said, my voice said, begged, “please fuck me.” 

“We’ll be lovers, Taylor, you and I, we’ll be lesbian lovers. But we can enjoy cock, too, share it, take it. We’ll be lesbians but we can play with men, too.” 

Jack pushed forward, slower than he did to Jessica, was gentle. He illed me, almost tender at  irst, until he was in. The  irst few strokes were slow, but he started to go faster and faster, fucking me, until he was doing it as hard as he did to Jessica. 

I could tell when he was about to cum and before he did, he slapped my ass, pulled me apart, thrust his cock deep into me, the hardest, deepest stroke, and he exploded, his hot cum  illed me. “That’s it, lover,” Jessica kissed me, “that’s it, let his cum  ill you, let your body absorb it, it’s a lovely thing to take a man’s cum deep inside you.” 

Suddenly I was leaking, cum dribbling out of me, not shooting like his did, dribble, dribble, the orgasm of a sissy. His cock throbbed as the cum shot from him, throbbed like a opening and closing  ist, each throb making more leak from me. “J…jjj…jjjjessssicaaaaa,” I groaned, teeth chattering. 

“Oh god, my pretty girl cumming her  irst time, you’re so good, so good, that’s it,” she kissed me, “so good.” 

“Ohhhhhhhhh godddddddddddd,” I moaned, shaking all over, initiated as a woman. 




**********

 

The thing I learned about an orgasm like that, the only kind of orgasm I was ever permitted to have from then on out (penetrated, by her, by a man, never stroked, always  illed) was that it left me drained and happy, but still full of sexual desire. “That’s why we do it,” she told me, “you cum like a girl, always.” Ejaculatory orgasms were for men, she said, and ejaculatory denial made a sissy girl very submissive and compliant and she was right. By never cumming, I always wanted to cum, by never doing what a man did, I became her submissive, sissy lover. Later, after Jake left, we made love, tender love, licking and touching, girl on girl love. The sweetest love ever. 



Coda – Happily Ever After It was a year to the day after Jessica asked me to be her wife; I was in a suite at the Ritz, staring at the wedding dress hanging across the room. My wedding dress, the dress I’d wear in an hour as a bride and said my vows and became Jessica’s proper wife. 

The dress was so stunning, I could hardly believe it was mine, could hardly believe I was about to wear it. It was a “girl-next-door” 

style ball gown with an illusion neckline and romantic off the shoulder lace through the bodice. The tulle dress had a full English net skirt that started below the waist, adding a romantic element and a chapel train. 

“I can’t believe this is all real,” Morgan said walking up next to me, holding a white longline, vintage inspired strapless bra in a combination of satin and sheer fabrics in her hands. 

Morgan, my maid-of-honor, of course Morgan, was already dressed in her simple pink A-line strapless, chiffon dress and ankle strap silver heels. 

“It’s real,” I said turning to her, looking at the bra. “It’s all real.” 

The bra was the last part of my lingerie—Morgan already helped me into the matching six-strap garter belt, bikini panties, the authentic traditional handcrafted French silk stockings, and my white ankle strap heels.“Well those are certainly real,” she smiled, staring at my breasts for at least the tenth time that afternoon. 

“Morgan,” I blushed. 

It was the breasts that delayed our wedding for a year; if not for them, we likely would have married sooner. But looking at them in the mirror, I knew we made the right decision. Looking at my breasts, glancing down and seeing the slightest of bumps in my panties, not the bulge of a man’s cock, not even the bulge of my old “penis”, just a small bump, shrunken by the hormones I’d been taking for that year. 

The hormones caused several changes, of course—a higher voice, softer skin, some redistribution of fat to all the places a woman would have it giving me softer, natural curves. As expected, my penis shrunk, going from below average to tiny, closer to a woman’s clit than what a man had. I also stopped getting spontaneous erections and generally didn’t get an erection when we had sex, something neither of us was

displeased with. I could still grow erect now and then, but it wasn’t the same.When I started the hormones, my breasts started to grow and become more sensitive so I could experience true sexual pleasure from them. But they were never going to become what we wanted, something surgery  ixed, giving me full,  irm C-cup breasts, the breasts Morgan was staring at. Real breasts. 

“Go ahead,” I said to her, not meaning the bra, not just yet. 

“You sure?” she asked, smiling. 

“You’re my maid-of-honor,” I said, “I don’t think Jessica would mind.”She set the bra on the bed, started to reach, paused. “This is so fucked up, Taylor, I thought you were a cute, dorky boy and never imagined you were really such a beautiful woman.” 

“And I never knew you were into girls,” I said. 

“It never came up, I mean, I like guys, but I don’t mind the softer sex, either. But…you sure?” 

“Jessica’s not stupid, Morgan,” I said, knowing Jessica understood and approved so long as things didn’t go far. “Besides, I know for a fact Peter was getting one last blowjob from her sometime this week.” 

Morgan laughed. “Just a blowjob?” 

“Just a blowjob, she didn’t want to give him the wrong idea, they’re done, we have Jake for anything else.” 

“You two still see him…Jake?” 

“Once a month or so, when we’re in the mood for that. He’s good for us, I mean, it’s nice having a man around now and then.” 

“Strange,” she said then shook her head. “Well…” She moved behind me, reached for my breasts, tentatively took them in her hands, gently hefted them, massaged them. “God, Taylor, these really are amazing.” 

“Thanks,” I moaned softly, eyes going back in my head at her soft, exploratory touch. 

Keeping her right hand on my breast, she moved her left down my stomach, over my garter belt, down to the front of my panties. “M…

Morgan,” I moaned softly as her hand found my small lump. 

“It really doesn’t get erect?” 

“Not…not too often,” I said, leaning back against her as she gently rubbed me. 

“It really is like a woman’s mound,” she said. “Sorry, don’t mean to imply you’re not a woman.” 

“Thank you,” I blushed. “It’s better this way.” 

“You sure?” 

“I’m used to it, Morgan, don’t worry.” 

“Used to it?” she raised an eyebrow. 

“Well it still feels good,” I said through a heavy breath, “The sensations are great; I just don’t use it like a man would.” 

“You’re not going to ever fully transition?” she asked, still rubbing me. I moaned, tried to catch my breath. “No, we actually like it better this way…there’s still real sensation, just…I don’t know…we can…” 

“Okay, okay, I gotta stop before I do something I regret,” she giggled, reluctantly pulling her hands away. 

“Jesus, Morgan…” 

“You’re happy, aren’t you?” she asked. 

“More than I ever could have imagined. I know legally changing my gender was Jessica’s suggestion, but it seems…right.” 

“Well it certainly looks right,” Morgan said fastening the bra around my chest and breasts. “You ready?” 

“I’m actually pretty nervous,” I said. 

“Aren’t all brides?” she laughed. 

“Gawd, I’m really a bride, I mean, I’m really a bride. Like…” 

“Yea,” Morgan smiled. “Let’s get you into your dress.” 




**********

 

I suppose we always assumed it was natural I’d been the one walking down the aisle and she’d be the one waiting. Not that we had a huge church wedding; it was a small, private ceremony with just a few friends (Jake included). But she waited in the front with the of iciant and I played the part of the bride (of course, we were both brides). 

When I walked into the room, Morgan at my side, I gasped when I saw her. She was dressed in a stunning black wedding dress, which seemed appropriate if I was the virginal bride. The dress was an elegant black gown that evoked a certain dark, romantic vibe. It was made from

tulle fabric, like mine, but had a  itted corset bodice with molded cups and boning that  lattered Jessica’s  igure and fell into a layered skirt. A black satin ribbon tied around her waist and she wore black sheer over the elbow black gloves. 

Given our choice in dresses, neither seen by the other before that minute, it was obvious our roles in the impending marriage, obvious who was the real wife, who was dominant, who was subservient. 

“My god, Jessica,” I whispered softly when I stood before her. She looked gloriously beautiful, strong, possessive, dominant, tender. 

Everything I loved about her. 

“I’d say the same about you, lover,” she reached for my hand, “the prettiest bride I’ve ever seen.” 

We had traditional wedding vows, slightly modi ied. Holding hands, I promised to take Jessica, to be my wedding wife, to have and to hold from that day forward, for better for worse, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love, cherish, and obey, till death us do part. 

Jessica did the same, taking me, Taylor, to be her wedded wife, for richer for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love, cherish, and guide, till death us do part. 

Yes, I pledged to obey, Jessica pledged to guide. And I got a squeeze of my hand when I said the word, when I pledged to obey, and the same when she pledged to guide. 




**********

 

We spent our  irst night as wife and wife in a suite at the Ritz. 

After we were settled, I excused myself  irst to go change leaving Jessica took care of wine and also change. 

I spent time getting myself ready, dressing in a retro-inspired, cream satin babydoll made from high-quality, shiny crepe satin, with thin, adjustable shoulder straps. The cut of the babydoll was A-Line from above the bust and also a full circle with gorgeous ruf les on the bust line and lots and lots of delicious lace trim on the hemline. It was lined wiht chiffon and felt amazing against my skin, especially paired with matching panties, lace top thigh high stockings, and impractical but sexy four inch ankle strap heels. 

The accessories for my wedding night lingerie was an ivory garter in a mixture of satin and lace and elastic with a  center rose  lower 

detail with satin hanging ribbons, a delightful matching choker, and sexy wristlets with satin shoelace ties. 

“Well, well, well,” Jessica said when I emerged from the dressing room, “the virgin bride.” 

“You’re overdressed,” I said as she was. She was still in her wedding dress, sitting gracefully in a chair, sipping her wine. 

“As the one taking the role of the groom, I thought it best to wait until my bride was ready. Of course, I’m much prettier than any groom, no?” “You’re beautiful,” I said. 

“And so are you, Taylor, so are you.” 

Without another word, she reached for the ribbon around her waist, undid it with her still gloved hands. In doing so, the bottom of the dress separated from the corset top, dropped to the  loor. The corset wasn’t just part of the dress, it was an actual, functional corset with six attached garter straps connected to black stockings. In her heels, hands on her hips, she looked spellbinding. 

Gazing at her, my eyes were of course drawn  irst to her breasts then between her legs and the thick bulge in her panties. “J…Jessica,” I moaned softly. 

“I promised you I’d let you inside me on our wedding night, and I will, brie ly, to make things of icial. But then I take you. She took the lead, kissed me, deep and soft and with hunger. I felt the thick bulge press against the small, soft bump in my panties, her eight inch long, thick, hard cock against my two inch, soft clit. 

She moved us to the edge of the bed, sat, pulled me with her, our lips locked together. We lay back, kissed, hands exploring one another. 

As she liked to do, she spent considerable time playing with my breasts. 

I touched hers as well, but quickly found my hand lower, stroking the cock between her legs. 

Eventually her hand found the front of my panties, rubbed my limp penis with the tip of her  inger, as one would rub a woman. “You’re so perfect, Taylor,” she kissed me, “so perfect.” 

Unprompted, I kissed my way down her corset until I reached the bulge, kissed it, licked it. It was an insertable dildo, so it pleasured her with every touch and stroke. I pulled her panties to one side, kissed the

tip, licked the shaft, took the cock in my mouth and gave my wife a sensual blowjob, making her orgasm at least twice. 

I realized my panties were tight, that I was swollen. She giggled, it was rare I grew, touched my small swollen lump. Where her cock was eight inches, thick, and hard, I was just over three, without thickness. 

“Let’s start with you,” she said, “let’s get that out of the way so we can do the fun stuff.” 

Not exactly a description of wild sex a male typically had on a wedding night. But then, I was a girl, now. Of icially a girl So for the promised one and only time I would be inside her, it was a chore to accomplish, not something to relish. 

Taking inspiration from the wrist cuffs, she took the satin ties, tied my wrists together over my head. “Inside me,” she whispered in my ear as she tied them, “does not mean fucking me, love. Inside, that’s all.” 

She pulled my panties to one side, reached between her legs, carefully pulled the dildo from her pussy. “Here, hold this,” she said, putting the tip in my mouth and watching as I started to suck again. 

She climbed on top of me, took my penis between her hands, rubbed it. “So small,” she smiled. “This is the one and only time, Mrs. 

Adams, so enjoy it, remember it,” she said. “And remember, no fucking, you lay there and enjoy it so you always have at least this memory.” 

“SSSS, Mmmmmm,” I moaned through the cock gag. 

She was on top of me, moved her hips so she was over me. She rubbed the outside of her pussy with my lump, coating it with her warm juices, pushed me inside her. 

“Ohhhhhhhh,” I moaned, dizzy at the physical and emotional feeling of being inside my wife, at the sensation of her warm, wet pussy on me. I knew she meant it, too, that this was it, this was the one and only time. 

She leaned over, her breasts met mine, and I felt her wetness on more of me, felt all of it inside her. “Is it in?” she asked. “I can’t tell.” 

“Y…yes,” I moaned, struggled to hold still, struggled not to buck my hips. 

“I can’t tell,” she repeated, “just like the last time you were in a woman.” She raised her hips and I sti led a cry, sad it was over so soon, but she surprised me, lowered herself on my shaft again. “Just this one

time, Taylor,” she kissed me, “don’t ever expect it again. Never, ever again. I mean it, never again.” 

“I…I know,” I said, “I…it feels…you’re so warm, my god.” 

“You can rub me when you’re soft, Taylor, we can rub pussies, but I don’t want you ever doing it like a man does. Ever, I never want it inside me again, never fucking me.” 

“I…I know…” I mumbled through the cock in my mouth. 

“And it’s never going inside me erect. Never, never, never.” 

“I know, Jessica, I know,” I mumbled again. 

“You pledged to obey me, Taylor, I expect it, always. Obey, I expect you to obey. I’ll guide you, you obey.” 

I nodded, yes, yes. 

“Hold very still and I’ll do it one last time. One last time. And then you’re pussy free forever…pussy free forever.” 

“Ohhhhhhhhh,” I moaned as she did just that, lifting herself off me. 

“Never again, Taylor, never again will it be inside me. My cock, on the other hand…” She reached for my mouth, pulled the cock away, carefully put it back inside herself. “I suppose I can’t tease you for being gay anymore, can I?” 

I raised an eyebrow in question. 

“Boys who suck cock are gay, Taylor, girls who suck cock are perfectly straight. You’ve gone from my gay lover to my lesbian wife.” 

She reached up, undid my hands. I saw her with lube, rub it on her cock. 

“Not that you won’t have cock from time to time; I think Jake’s gotten quite fond of your seemingly unquenchable thirst for his cock.” 

“I…” I didn’t know what to say. 

She pushed my legs apart. “Shhhh, don’t be ashamed, love, it’s natural. Perfectly natural.” I felt the head of her cock press against me, moaned as the well lubricated cock opened me, pushed inside me. I was soft again, though the pleasure was intense, soft as her erection pushed into me. 

“Oh, Jessica,” I moaned as she started fucking me. “I love you, I love you.” It was part the moment, part the time since I’d last had an orgasm, but it took very little time until I was leaking, until cum was dribbling out my penis, soiling myself. Jessica responded, fucking me harder, making herself cum until we lay there, intertwined, her cock held deep inside me, our juices all over us. 

“You’re my wife,” she told me over and over, “you’re my wife.” 

When she pulled out, she again rubbed her pussy over me, careful to keep me out of her as she coated herself with my leaked cum. It was then she pulled me to her pussy, then she had me lick, tasting her and tasting myself as I pleasured her. 



The End
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