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To my readers, always


Betrayal

(12,000 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Running was Carol Cyphers’ favorite activity. From the wind hitting her face to the sounds of her sneakers pounding against the pavement. Running worked her heart and kept her thigh gap visible. She spent countless hours in the gym trimming her body to a more feminine silhouette. Most people wouldn’t have guessed Carol had a driver’s license that said ‘Carl’, but she did. A special surprise rested between her legs, but she kept it tucked in place, hiding from the world.

Carol was running a marathon right now. It was late winter. The leaves hadn’t come back yet, but the days were growing longer. The weather was becoming warmer. Carol was dreaming of days by the pool in her bikini. She had special tops with fake breasts. She had mastered tucking and almost never had an emergency. Years of training and resistance exercises had taught her to keep her dick in place.

Carol’s put one foot in front of the other. Her breathing was heavy and loud. She had to run five kilometers and was halfway to the finish line. She focused on the people in front of her to give her enough adrenaline to keep up the speed. It would have been easy to slow to a jog, but Carol pushed herself in races. She had an urge to win (although she’d never placed first) and beat her times from previous races.

Minutes passed. Carol focused on her breathing. In. Out. In. Out.

The clothes on her body had grown heavy by the fourth kilometer. She continued, not having walked once, and ran at her quick pace. Several people were ahead of her, but the majority trailed behind. Carol turned a bend and saw the finish line ahead. The flag was tiny but becoming bigger as she continued along the path.

After struggling near the finish line, Carol made it across. She came to a stop, doubling over with her hands on her knees. Her breath heavy like a heave. She checked her time and had shaved off a minute since her last race. She patted herself on the back, took her medal, and went to grab a cookie and milk the workers of the race were passing out.

Carol left the building before most people had finished and started walking to her car when she heard her name. Carol pretended she hadn’t heard whoever was saying her name, dropped her head, and hurried down the sidewalk. The race had taken place in the city. Carol was from the suburbs. People around here didn’t know her.

“Carol,” the masculine voice said again. His rich voice impossible to ignore, but Carol tried her best. She heard the man’s footsteps approaching her from behind. Her heart was like a locked box in her chest, clutched and desperate for air.

The man touched her shoulder. He didn’t grab it. It was gentle, but Carol screamed at the top of her lungs. She turned around to kick the man in his balls, but a familiar face stopped her.

“Hey,” Thom said. Thom was the ex of Carol’s sister. They had broken up a year ago when Debby, Carol’s sister, dumped him like trash in a bin.

“Thom,” Carol said, clutching her chest like a woman from the movies. She loved to dramatize her life, much to her father’s disdain. “You shouldn’t scare a lady like that.”

“I know, but when I saw you I just reacted. I forgot you don’t come out here often,” Thom said in his slick urban accent. Carol had always loved how the words fell from Thom’s mouth. They were from the same city, but he sounded like they could have grown up on different sides of the country.

Carol looked up at Thom. He was a few inches taller than her. He had blue eyes one could see from across the room, thick muscles, and brown hair with a low fade. Carol had never seen his hair longer than a couple millimeters long.

“What’s up, Thom?” Carol asked. She had caught her breath since the race but felt gross and sweaty talking to a man as attractive as Thom. The edges of her hair felt out of place, matted, and ugly. She wore yoga pants and a long-sleeve running shirt; sweat soaked through the fabric.

“I don’t know,” he said, staring at Carol. She felt exposed and uncomfortable.

“I’m sorry for anything Debby did, Thom. You were always nice,” Carol said.

Their parents hated Thom because of his urban accent, tattoos, and street clothes. He never wore slacks or button ups like their father. He didn’t care about university and thought rules were for punks. Carol had heard him say those things when she spied on him and her sister. He was twenty-five, Debby was twenty-four, and Carol was twenty-two.

Twenty-two and innocent. She had never done more than kiss a boy, and those kisses were few and far between. Carol was too nervous to have sex with the secret hiding between her legs, so she had eavesdropped on Debby’s life. Her passions. Her sex life. Carol enjoyed having her feminine dick, but she never wanted to live as a man. Women were everything in her eyes. They made the world spin, and Carol wanted to harness that power and live life as a woman.

“How’s your sister doing?” Thom asked. He looked angry and sad. Tortured. Debby had a habit of breaking hearts. She had been gifted a beauty so effortless, it drove Carol mad. Carol loved her sister, but Debby didn’t even comprehend how destruction a woman like her could inflict on a man’s heart. Carol had watched over the years how her sister moved on from a man she dumped within a day, but the guys took much longer. Some of them never got over her, and it always ended with Carol getting stopped by the ex, so they could talk about Debby.

“She’s fine. Like I said, Thom, I’m sorry for anything that Debby did to you. Can I leave now?”

Thom put up his hands. He didn’t want Carol to accuse him of anything. “We used to have fun playing the game together. Why don’t we do that?”

“I’m rather busy,” Carol said. It was a white lie. She had graduated university last year and was interning in her free time to find her career field. She was living at home until the fall, when she hoped to have found employment. Carol only worked fifteen hours a week and filled her time exercising, reading, or staring at herself in the mirror. Listening to her sister gossip about the latest man in her life.

Carol felt her life was about everybody but herself sometimes. Since she had dressed as a woman at nineteen, people ignored her feelings. They treated her like a carton of eggs or a loaf of bread. Carol was perceived as a fragile creature and one wrong word would break her. Thom had always treated her differently. He had treated her like any other person, knowing her secret.

“What are you doing now?”

“Going home to shower,” Carol said.

“Come over, Carol. What are the chances of us running into each other? I didn’t know you ran,” he said.

Carol leaned to the side, bending one knee. She had a change of clothes in the car. She would like to shower, but it wasn’t dire. Making excuses was her specialty. “Where do you live?”

“Down the road. We can play video games like we used to and catch up.”

“As long as you promise not to talk about Debby,” Carol said.

“I’ll try my best.”

Carol got Thom’s address from him. She typed it in the map and went to her car. It was a couple miles away. Thom disappeared around the corner, and Carol drove to his house after getting in her car.

 

♦

 

Thom had been by the race because his buddy lived over there. Thom wouldn’t tell Carol he bought weed at his friend’s house, and she hadn’t asked what he was doing when they crossed paths.

Now, she was in his bathroom changing out of her running clothes, and Thom was setting up the video game in his living room. Carol loved racing games, and Thom enjoying hanging out with people at his place.

Carol came out of the bathroom wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Thom knew she had been born a man, but that didn’t bother him. He understood Carol and cared for her as a person. She was down-to-earth and loved to play the game like him. They could hang out, and that small fact almost never came up.

“My favorite,” Carol said and took a controller, collapsing on the sofa next to Thom. He wanted to ask her about Debby but respected her request not to talk about her sister.

They were close sisters, and Debby had never questioned her sister. Never once said anything bad about Carol. Once one discovered Carol had been born as ‘Carl’, the subtle features would reveal themselves like her longer fingers, thicker muscles, squarer frame, and husky voice, but Carol had reduced her masculine features to a minimum without surgery. Thom found her attractive if he let his mind forget what rested between her legs.

He had even thought about fucking her once or twice, but that would have been a betrayal to Debby, his ex-girlfriend. Thom was a man and couldn’t help but look at women, thinking about how his dick would feel inside her pussy. Thom had a weakness for women with dark skin too, like Carol.

And eyes never lied. Thom noticed how Carol looked at him through the corner of her eyes when they would play video games. He didn’t hide it when he used to sniff her hair while hugging her. He and Carol had ignored whatever heat existed between them while Debby treated Thom like a doll from last season.

Carol stepped out of the bathroom. She smelled like she had freshened up. Any mustiness had been replaced with flowers and sugar. Thom loved how well Carol took care of herself. Debby had an effortless charm. She took it for granted, but Carol was mindful of everything around her. She was like a mouse hiding in the darkness, waiting for the people to fall asleep to steal the food.

“You smell nice,” Thom said. His eyes moved up and down Carol’s body. Black curls fell out of her ponytail like a fountain. She had tied her hair into a ball at the top of her head. She wore jeans and a t-shirt. Her ass was thick. Her waist thin. Thom never understood how someone born as a man had the body Carol maintained. It impressed him every time he saw her. Almost a year had passed since Debby broke his heart.

“Thank you, Thom. Do you have any water?”

“Sure,” he said and hopped up from the sofa. He grabbed them two glasses of water. Carol was scrolling through her cell phone when he returned to the living room. Carol took the glass. They played video games and chatted.

Carol told Thom about her internships. She was leaning toward business administration and management. Thom had gotten a job at a car factory, which paid a lot more than his old fast food job but less than his illegal endeavors. A couple hours passed. They raced and talked trash. Thom hadn’t realized how much he missed Carol. Debby was like a black hole, sucking the life from Thom. She had no heart because Carol had enough for both of them.

Thom couldn’t help himself. Seeing Carol brought mixed emotions to his heart. “How do you deal with Debby as a sister?”

Carol shrugged, “we’re family.”

“Yeah, but she’s a—”

Carol stood up and placed the controller where she had been sitting. “Today was fun, Thom. Thank you for hanging out, but I should get back to Bendersville now,” Carol said.

Thom stopped her from leaving and ripped a piece of mail for paper. He wrote his number and passed it to Carol. “Text me before you leave,” he said. “I want your number.”

“What do you need with my number?”

“I want to text you,” Thom said. His blue eyes were like a cloudless day in early spring. Thom wanted to see Carol again. It shouldn’t matter what Debby thought. She and Thom were friends. They had been friends, and Thom wanted to continue their relationship. Show her the world. His friends were tolerant of everyone but bigots. They had seen Carol a few times when Thom dated Debby and treated her with dignity.

Carol typed a message, and Thom’s phone vibrated. He saved her number. “Now we don’t need your sister to see each other.”

“Take care, Thom,” Carol said. She flashed a smile at Thom that had him thinking about Carol with her legs in the air. What lingerie did she wear? How did she hide her dick? Because the woman never had a bulge. Thom watched Carol leave, grinning to himself, and went back to playing the game when he heard her car pull away.


Chapter Two

 

Carol and Thom had been sending endless messages to one another since they spent the afternoon together. They only stopped when one of them was working. The days were flying by like seconds on a clock. Carol wanted to see Thom again, but their schedules wouldn’t align for another week. He had invited her out next Friday night, but Carol almost never went dancing. Thom and Debby had gone often. Debby still went with her girlfriends but only invited Carol on special occasions.

They weren’t terrible sisters. They didn’t fight often. More like opposite sides of the same coin. Carol would stay in with her books or movies while Debby went out to find boys. But part of Carol’s problem was the anxiety she faced from the name on her driver’s license. What if a bouncer at a club asked her to explain? What if he tried to ‘check’? Carol didn’t want to risk the chances but was reconsidering since Thom had asked her out.

Thom was a sexy white boy, and she wanted to spend more time around him. Dance on him. What would he look like when he sweat?

Thom: What are you doing?

Carol read the message as soon as it had come through. She was sitting on her bed with a book open next to her, but she had been scrolling through Thom’s social media pages. He had a lot of pictures of himself shirtless on a basketball court. His expression always had a darkness like he was thinking a sinister thought. Did he have a dark side? Was he a bad boy? Debby had mentioned Thom being something of a bad boy, but she could exaggerate.

From twenty to twenty-three, Debby had a major fixation with bad boys. She would watch movies with men doing bad things. She would talk about robbers and thieves. What if one broke in the house? How would they defend themselves against such a man? Her sister had once suggested giving up their bodies for freedom. They could call the police while sucking dick. Carol had been disgusted by her idea, but those were the thoughts Debby shared.

Had she and Thom role played? Debby dropped the bad boy fixation like a bad cold last year when she started medical school. Now, she went after successful men who were graduate students at the university. She wanted to find a black man who studied finance, but Carol hadn’t heard an update in a few weeks.

Carol: Sitting at home. Reading a book.

Carol hadn’t added Thom on any social media accounts, but he didn’t make his pages private. He showed his six-pack abs to the world. His thick arms. Those eyes. Carol couldn’t stop staring at his pictures.

Thom: You always had your nose in a book when I came over. Wanna play the game? Come over. I’m just sitting in the house.

Carol and Thom had made plans for the next week, and she wasn’t dressed to leave the house. She wanted to lie in bed and stare at shirtless photos of Thom.

Carol: It’s too late for me to drive to the city. I’m thinking about you though.

Thom: Thinking about me how?

Carol’s hand hovered over the digital keyboard when Debby threw open the door. She had her hair wrapped up in a towel and was wearing basketball shorts with a t-shirt and no bra. Their parents weren’t home, and Debby didn’t hide anything from Carol. They were sisters in that sense.

“Do you have any—?” Debby started but tilted her head, staring at Carol. Carol had her legs stretched up the wall but turned her body to face Debby.

“Do I have what?” Carol asked, annoyed. Lines creasing on her face.

“Why are you smiling like that, Carol?”

“None of your business, Debby. What do you want?” Debby’s eyes narrowed and looked at Carol’s cell phone. Carol grabbed a pillow and placed the phone under the pillow and rested her head atop it. “I don’t have time for your games, Debby. You know where my hair stuff is. Use whatever you want.”

Carol went between wearing wigs or using her natural hair. She had grown it out over the past few years, and it was finally long enough to straighten and play with. Her father hated it, but she couldn’t help who she was. Dressing as Carol made her feel natural, comfortable. It was like sleeping at home after being away for weeks.

Debby leaped across the room. Carol and Debby fought over the phone. They scratched, pushed, pulled, but Debby won in the end. She always did. Carol still felt bad hitting her sister after the messages their father had ingrained in Carol about boys hitting girls. The first time his father had said it, Carol responded that she wanted to dress as Debby’s sister so they could fight. That had ended in a beating. That day still haunted Carol, but the family had moved on. Carol’s mother kept their father at bay.

“Who is Thom?”

“You don’t know him,” Carol said.

Debby held up her hand to block Carol as she read the messages, moving the phone every time Carol tried to grab it.

“Stop it, Carol. This Tom lives in the city. This Thom knows me. Carol, please tell me this is not Thom Wetherby,” Debby said.

“It’s not, and what do you care, anyway? You dumped Thom,” Carol said and snatched the phone from Debby.

Debby snatched it right back and ran to the door, “you’re lying. This is my Thom!” she screamed. “How dare you try to steal what is mine!” Her voice was shrill. Rage charged through Carol as she chased her sister through the house. Her sister was the biggest deceiver in the world. She couldn’t want a man she hadn’t mentioned in over a year. Carol didn’t believe her.

Debby reached her room and slammed the door. She locked it. Carol banged on the door. “Give me back my phone, bitch!”

“Shut up, whore! How dare you try to talk to Thom!”

“I ran into him after that marathon last week. We played video game at his place.”

“You went to his house?” Debby asked. Her voice had climbed an octave; moving to a high note at the end. Carol flinched. Debby opened the door, her face enraged, and threw the phone to the carpeted floor. Carol went to slap her, but Debby slammed the door in her face. “I saw how you used to look at Thom, Carol. You think I’m stupid, but I’m not. Plus, he would never go for a girl like you. You know what I mean, sis. Never cross me like that again.”

“Thom and I were friends. He asked me to his house. If you should yell at anyone, yell at him,” Carol said. Her phone was face-down on the floor beneath her.

“I’m not talking to you right now,” Debby said and turned on music to drown out Carol.

Carol picked up her phone and went to text Thom, but their messages had disappeared. Carol looked for Thom’s number. Debby had deleted everything and blocked his social media accounts. Carol clenched her fists, breathing out of her nose. She was about to beat down the door until her parents walked in the house. Her father screamed for Debby to turn down the music, and Carol went back to her room. She threw her phone on the bed and beat her fists against a pillow.

Carol was seething and hoping Thom would message her soon because she had thrown away his phone number out of fear Debby would find it. After the anger had dampened itself, Carol rested her head against a pillow. She didn’t know what she wanted with Thom except more time to explore her feelings. Carol had never pictured herself with a bad boy, let alone one who was her sister’s ex.

 

♦

 

Several days passed without a response from Carol. Their exchange had been making him hard and horny, but Carol left him high and dry. He didn’t want to message her back now and come off as a punk. Thom went on with his life. He hadn’t forgotten about Carol, but the ball was in her court. He had sent the last message.

Thom got home from work and kicked his shoes off. He had a habit of taking a shower after work, so he went to the bathroom and undressed. Thom’s bathroom had a claw-foot bathtub and old tile floors. A box window he’d open to let out the hot steam. Thom washed his body and thought about Carol and what she was doing. He hadn’t dated anyone seriously since breaking up with Debby. His heart was too fragile. He couldn’t handle someone hurting him that badly again, but Carol was attractive. Stable.

She gazed at him with thirsty eyes. Thom had been with enough women to know when one wanted him. Carol was no different. He wondered if she had ever taken a dick in her sissy hole.

Or was she a freak like Debby? Debby loved sex more than any woman Thom had before her. She would try positions most men only dreamed of, but that didn’t make up for how she had treated Thom like an old sweater. Not a cute one. An ugly sweater that Debby never wanted to touch again. It wasn’t even worth donating. Thom was a fool for lusting after the Cyphers sisters when their father hated him. He hated ‘ghetto’ men, no matter if they were white or black. Their father had made that clear to Thom.

His name was Maurice. He was a doctor and made sure everyone he met knew it. For Thom, there was more to life than a fancy degree. Thom knew people who had bundles more money than Maurice from selling drugs or stealing cars, but what did money matter? People had died in Maurice’s care. Who was to say what was right or wrong? Thom hated people that played into those stereotypes. He hadn’t noticed it at first, but Debby was no different from Maurice.

She had played him like a clarinet. Read him like notes on a scroll. Debby flipped her script faster than an improv actor. Now Debby filled her social media with her ‘academic’ friends and only hung out with people from the university. Her wild days behind her.

Carol wasn’t so hot-and-cold. She was easier for Thom to read. He didn’t need an instruction manual to understand her.

Thom’s phone vibrated. He paused the game to pull it from his pocket. He couldn’t believe his eyes.

Debby: I miss you, boo. What are you doing?

Thom gripped the phone like heavy weights, angry and confused to why Carol hadn’t returned his message. He was waiting to hear from her and every other message irritated him. He didn’t know what Debby wanted, but she hadn’t messaged him in over a year. Not since she broke his heart.

Thom: Playing the game. You?

Debby: Missing you.

Thom: I don’t believe you.

Debby: Are you free Friday night? We should get together and dance.

Thom had planned on hanging out with Carol on Friday night, but she hadn’t returned his messages. He didn’t want to text Debby about Carol and expose that they had hung out. What if it ruined his chances to score with Debby? Carol was a friend. Playing the game and spending time with her made Thom’s day, but pussy came first. People said ‘bros before hos’, but Thom had to put himself first.

Carol hadn’t messaged in days. She ghosted him. Thom could read the signals. He didn’t need multiple hints.

Thom: Come over on Friday. We can hit a party together. Dress nice.

Debby: You got it, daddy.

Debby had added kiss faces. Thom thought it was strange, but his penis was speaking for his mind. Debby had a familiar pussy, and Thom wouldn’t mind getting his dick wet.


Chapter Three

 

Carol was sitting on her bed. She had worked at her internship today, but it wasn’t a good day for Carol. The plans she made with Thom were for tonight, but she didn’t have his number, and Debby wouldn’t give it to her. Debby had been acting cold toward Carol since she discovered the correspondence Carol had with Thom.

Debby walked into Carol’s room while she was scrolling through news stories and took several items for Carol’s hair stuff.

“What are you doing?” Carol asked. Debby always spent her budget on drinks and stole Carol’s hair products, but that had to stop. Their dad gave them both the same amount each month. It wasn’t fair Carol spent hers on necessities while her sister tramped around town.

“Come on, Carol. It’s just a squirt,” Debby said and opened Carol’s bottle of product.

Carol roared and jumped out of bed. She snatched the bottle from Debby and the liquid inside sprayed all over Carol’s shirt, but she didn’t care. Debby had no right coming in her room and stealing what Carol had budgeted her money to buy. If Debby hadn’t deleted Thom’s number, she might have looked the other way like all the previous times, but Carol wouldn’t continue letting her sister walk all over her.

Slamming the lid shut, Carol took the other items Debby had grabbed from her.

“Why are you acting like this?” Debby asked. The hair cream hadn’t landed on her, and it was seeping through Carol’s clothing.

“You know why, Debby. Don’t play dumb,” Carol said.

“What kind of sister goes after her sister’s ex?”

“We played video pages, you demented bitch. I’m tired of you coming in here and stealing my hair product like it’s yours. You were the one that dumped Thom. He asked me to play video games. What? I can’t be friends with your exes now?”

“Isn’t that an unspoken rule, Carol?” Debby asked.

Carol didn’t know what to say to Debby. She wanted to respect her sister’s wishes and not see Thom, but there had been something simmering in the air that day. Carol’s eyes had flickered to Thom’s, and she saw how he’d been watching her. How his eyes moved along the curves Carol worked so hard to achieve.

“Whatever, Debby. Take what you want,” Carol said, passing the bottle of hair cream to Debby.

“You’re the best sister in the world. I knew you would understand what you did was wrong,” Debby said. She grabbed the rest of the things Carol had taken back and disappeared from the room. Carol heard the shower turn on in the distance. Their parents weren’t home. They almost never were.

Carol waited on the edge of the bed and counted to sixty before sticking her head out of her bedroom. She looked down the hall toward their shared bathroom. Steam billowed out from beneath the door. Carol had at least ten minutes, so she went to Debby’s room.

Debby’s phone sat on her dresser. It took several tries for Carol to unlock Debby’s phone. She had switched her password to their mother’s birthday. Carol installed a tracking app and hid it in the background. Carol glanced at the clock. She had been in Debby’s room for seven minutes already, but the water was still running in the bathroom.

Carol synced Debby’s phone with hers and raced out of the room. She got back to her bed the moment Debby cut off the water. She always opened the door right away to let out the hot air.

Carol’s heart was racing when she heard the bathroom door open, but she had already accomplished her goal. Carol paced her room with the door closed while Debby finished getting ready.

Debby stopped by Carol’s door wearing a skirt that was far too short. She had on heels and a light sweater. She had on a jacket too. Debby returned Carol’s hair things and winked at her before rushing out the door.

Carol opened her app that was tracking Debby. She headed south on the highway. Carol went to shower, wavering between driving down to Thom’s apartment or not. She had his address and nothing to do. They had made plans for tonight, but what if he was with another woman? Maybe Carol had been imagining the tension between them.

Maybe she was blinded by his hard muscles and blue eyes. His smooth, deep voice.

After showering, Carol did her hair in the bathroom. She lost track of time while doing her makeup in the mirror. If Carol ever had a stressful day, putting on makeup was a great way to calm herself. Something about the brushes moving over her skin and transforming her face soothed her.

Carol opened her phone and checked where her sister had gone. Her heart dropped when she realized the location. She had spent enough time looking at a map to recognize the cross streets. Debby was at Thom’s house. Carol’s chest clenched. She raced to change into a velvet, long sleeve dress with black nylons beneath. The dress was a dark red. She wore black heels with it. A brown lipstick with liner. Her curls hung over one side.

How could Thom resist her when she looked like this? Debby had taken enough from Carol. She had only wanted Thom’s friendship, but now she wanted more. She wanted to give him her innocence and steal his heart. Debby couldn’t take whatever she wanted when she wanted it. Carol grabbed her keys and went out to her car to drive to the city.

 

♦

 

Thom’s heart never recovered from when Debby had broken it in two, but here she was in his living room on his sofa. Thom had made plans to go out with Carol tonight, but she never replied to his flirty text. What kind of man would it make him if he replied? If he reached out? Men ridiculed other men for such behaviors, and Thom was one to prove himself as an alpha, incapable of emotional damage from women.

His friends didn’t know how badly Debby had hurt him. Nobody knew but himself. He couldn’t believe he had let her back in his life. She barely had to knock, and he had opened the door.

“What have you been doing this past year?” Debby asked.

“Just working at the car factory. Trying to stay out of trouble,” Thom said. Debby was wearing a shirt that didn’t hide the curves of her breasts. Thom thought back to when he had sucked on her titties while fucking her against the hood of his car. It happened in a parking lot in the middle of the night. The lights were busted. It had been dark. Thom remembered that night like it was yesterday. Fucking outside had been Debby’s idea, much like everything else they did. “What about you, Debby?”

“Going to medical school. I’m so busy with everything, I hardly have time for a social life,” she said. Debby had dropped Thom to focus on medical school, but she posted photos from the bar every weekend with a different man or her girlfriends. Debby might have thought Thom wouldn’t notice. She probably hadn’t considered Thom when she posted those photos.

Part of Thom wanted to pin Debby against the couch and fuck her how they used to, but the other half of him wondered how many men she had been with in the last year. No way a woman as freaky as her hadn’t fucked someone.

“What is Carol doing tonight?” Thom asked. He didn’t want to talk about Debby’s medical school. She could act like a snooty bitch sometimes. There were two types of knowledge: book smarts and street smarts. Debby wouldn’t have been able to survive two days in Thom’s world without him holding her hand. That was why she had retreated. Disappeared. Left him for the university and the doctor’s circle.

“Probably reading some book,” Debby said, laughing. She didn’t meet Thom’s eyes, reaching to the coffee table for her purse. She pulled out her water bottle and took a drink, letting the time pass. “Does your job know you used to steal cars and scrap them for parts?”

“Don’t think so,” Thom said. “Are you going to go snitch on me?”

“No,” Debby said. The sound of her laughter had Thom’s skin crawling. He wished Carol had messaged him back so he could have gone out with her instead. Most of his friends worked on the weekends or at night. They didn’t have typical nine-to-five jobs. Thom worked various shifts at the plant but had several days and nights at home during the week.

“What are you doing here, Debby?”

“I’ve been missing you,” she said. Debby lifted her legs and folded them under her bottom. She stared at Thom and batted her eyelashes. He used to love when his white hands would caress her dark body. She was one of the most gorgeous, intelligent women Thom had fucked.

Debby leaned forward, wrapping her hand behind Thom’s neck, but he shook his head and pushed her away. He wanted to kiss her, but his heart hadn’t healed from the way Debby left him. He thought they’d been happy and having fun. Thom felt foolish for letting this woman sit in his living room, smoke his weed, and act like nothing had happened between them.

“You don’t want to kiss me?” she asked.

“Nah,” he said. “You’re playin’ games.”

“I’m not. How could you say that?”

“You wanna go to the club or not?”

“You know I wanna dance, baby. Why you actin’ like this?” Debby asked.

“If you stay around a few dates, I’ll consider kissing you,” Thom said.

“Oh, yeah? You’re making the rules now?”

“Yep. Get your jacket. We’re leaving,” Thom said and stood. He wasn’t letting Debby control his life. He didn’t trust her. Was she authentic or playing him like an app on her phone?

“Fine, Mr. Man,” Debby said and grabbed her purse and jacket. She shook her hair, making sure Thom was watching her breasts while she did it. Thom opened the door and waved his hand for Debby to exit. He wanted to dance and then send her home for the night. Debby was a great fuck, but it wasn’t worth suffering in silence for another three months when she never called again and went back to posting more pictures with different men and girlfriends at bars and restaurants.

Thom closed the door, turned the lock, and followed Debby outside.

 

♦

 

Carol was waiting in her car for someone to leave Thom’s apartment. Debby’s car parked in front of hers. Carol was in an unfamiliar neighborhood, but the streets were quiet. Few cars and people passed her.

She could only think about what they were doing. Carol could see light coming from Thom’s living room window but couldn’t make out any bodies. She would have to get close to the window and didn’t want her sister to see her creeping. R&B music played on the stereo at a low volume. Carol hummed along with the songs while she calmed her thoughts.

What did it matter if Debby stole Thom? Weren’t they only going to become friends? Carol felt hollow if she thought too long about how Debby had swooped in her life and controlled it. She had always told Carol what to do since the beginning. Debby’s dominance grew when Carol began dressing as a woman.

Carol ran her fingers along the red velvet dress, feeling the soft fabric under her fingertips. It was like gliding across snow with skis. Carol checked her phone. She had been sitting outside Thom’s house for thirty minutes. She was becoming tired and paranoid of someone robbing her car.

Fifteen minutes later, Carol grabbed her keys to leave. If Thom wanted her, he would have texted. Carol didn’t need more signals that showing up here had been a bad idea. Carol would never forgive Debby for this, but Debby was a natural-born woman. Carol never wanted to give up her dick. The cards were stacked against her, and Debby would always take advantage. Carol had been foolish for playing along with her sister’s games for as long as she did.

When Carol put her car in drive, the living room light turned off. She cut the engine and waited, looking toward the front door. Debby and Thom exited the apartment building, and the fear left Carol’s body. She felt betrayed and embarrassed and wanted revenge. She wanted to use her fury against her sister.

Stepping out of the car, Debby noticed her. “What the fuck are you doing here?” Debby hollered.

Carol stood outside her car. She ran her hands down her dress to straighten it out, wanting Thom to notice her. He had never seen her this dressed up before, and Carol saw him looking her way.

Debby charged across the street. Thom stood on his stoop and watched the sisters. Debby reached Carol and put her hand in Carol’s face, jabbing her finger in the air.

“What the fuck are you doing here, Carol? You spying on me?”

“No, actually, Thom and I had plans tonight, and I wanted to see if he still wanted to go out,” Carol said loud enough for Thom to hear. He walked down his front steps and crossed the street, standing off to the side of the sisters. Carol met his eyes and saw his blue irises sparkle under the streetlight. When he looked at Carol, her blood flowed.

“You never messaged me back,” Thom said.

“Because Debby stole my phone and—” Carol said, but Debby reached out her hand to cover Carol’s mouth. Carol pushed her. “Don’t cover my fucking mouth.”

Thom put up his hands and backed away. “Don’t tell him lies,” Debby said.

“It isn’t a lie. You stole my phone and deleted his number. Then you got all jealous and came here to ruin my potential friendship with Thom.”

Debby ignored her sister and turned to face Thom, “baby, don’t believe her. She’s lying. I never deleted your number. She told me herself that she thought it was creepy you invited her to your house. When she mentioned you, it brought back so many memories,” Debby said.

Carol scoffed. She couldn’t believe her sister had the nerve. She resisted a strong urge to pull Debby by the hair and slam her face into the car window. Carol wouldn’t act like a child with Thom standing right there. What would he think if she reacted with violence?

“I don’t know, Debby. You came out of nowhere right after I saw Carol.”

“Yeah, she told me she saw you, and it gave me some feelings. I made a mistake leaving you, Thom. Believe me.”

“You’re so fake,” Carol said. “You know what, Thom. I’m sorry for coming over here. I thought you had gone somewhere else, sister, but I guess you can’t let me even have a friend.”

Carol opened her car door. A hint of disappointment flashed across Thom’s face. He looked like he wanted to stop her but didn’t know how to find the words. Maybe Carol was imagining it to make herself feel better because he didn’t say a word to stop her. Didn’t he want to hang around the house and play video games? Maybe he would brush his hand against Carol’s velvet by mistake. Would she feel a chill down her spine?

Neither her sister nor Thom spoke, so Carol slid in her car. She turned the key in the ignition when Debby’s phone rang.

“Hello?”

Carol and Thom exchanged a look. He looked sorry but didn’t have the balls to stand up to Debby. Carol wanted to disappear and pretend she never drove across town to sabotage their date. She would have to delete the GPS tracker from Debby’s phone before she found it. Tomorrow while she showered.

“What? What are you saying daddy?” Debby said. She only took that tone when something bad happened. Carol’s ears perked up, and she listened to the conversation. “Yeah, I’ll head right there.”

Another pause.

“He’s right here. We went out together, but we’re coming back now.”

“What happened?” Carol asked, knowing her father had referred to her as ‘Carl’.

“Grandma died,” Debby said. The tears began, and Carol got out of the car and wrapped her arms around Debby to comfort her.

Thom went back inside when the awkward moment passed after standing to the side like a statue hidden by a large tree. Carol and Debby got in their cars and drove home.


Chapter Four

 

Carol had a hot-and-cold relationship with her parents. They tolerated her wearing dresses and skirts. Over the past few years, they had learned to accept Carol wasn’t Carl. Carol didn’t want to remove her penis, but she felt more powerful dressed as a woman. Her confidence skyrocketed when she put on eyeliner and fake eyelashes. Carol didn’t want a label but wanted to discover who she was, one step at a time.

Carl turned to Carol when Carl tucked his dick, slid on a thong, and placed a wig on his head. That was how he was most comfortable.

Several days had passed since Friday night, and the family had a funeral to attend. Carol was about finished getting ready. She had never gone to a major family event as Carol but felt now was the time. After running lip gloss over her top lip, Carol smacked them together. She had on a thin sweater with a skirt and her normal curly wig. It was a conservative outfit. Nobody would think twice of her. She wouldn’t even sit with the immediate family if they didn’t want.

Carol grabbed her purse from the dresser and went to meet her family by the front door. Her father was calling for them. She heard Debby running down the stairs.

When Maurice’s eyes met Carol’s, her heart dropped. Her father had an expression on his face she would never forget. Like three birds had shit on his in a row. Impossible. Disgusted. Angry. The emotions running through Maurice’s face were like the needle of a spinning wheel on a game show.

“What are you wearing, Carl?”

“My name isn’t Carl, daddy,” Carol said. She tried to use her sweetest voice, but it only made her father’s face curl more. Tonya, Carol’s mother, clutched her chest when she came out of the kitchen and saw what was happening. Carol knew she had made a mistake by leaving her room dressed as a woman, but it wasn’t right to force her in a body she didn’t love. She hated walking around the world as Carl. Who was he but a picture on her driver’s license?

“Carl! Get back in your room right now and change!”

Carol looked from her father to her mother. She saw a pleading expression on her mother’s face, but Carol had snapped. Debby came back from outside and said, “what’s taking so—” but stopped when she saw Carol standing at the top of the stairs. Everyone knew her father would have reacted so severely except Carol.

She thought her father had relinquished his hate, but it took full force. Maurice charged up the stairs and grabbed Carol by her ear. He pulled so hard; she thought her ear was ripping from her body. Carol screamed, and Maurice dragged her to her room. He threw her through the threshold, and Carol fell to her knees, catching herself before her head hit the ground. Her father’s anger blindsided her. Carol hated herself for crying.

“You can act like some sissy bitch in this house, but you’re not going to make me the laughingstock of the family. Frankly, I hate you. I hate that you aren’t a man. Seeing you as a sissy makes me sick, Carl.”

“Maurice,” Tonya screamed. “Do not talk to our baby like that!”

“Shut up, Tonya. It’s your fault he’s like this. You babied him too much,” Maurice said.

“This is not mom’s fault. I was born this way, asshole!”

Maurice went to punch Carol. His fist stopped millimeters from her face. “Put on some clothes and dress as a man,” Maurice said and spat, saliva spraying from his mouth. Carol sobbed, but Maurice hovered in the doorway yelling at Carol to move faster. She took off her skirt and women’s sweater, changing into a black button up she had buried in the back of her closet.

Tonya rushed to iron it and the slacks Carol had picked out for herself. She felt butch and too manly when she had the button up and slacks on. Maurice shook Carol by the shoulders.

“It’s nice to see you, Carl.”

“I’m not Carl,” Carol said.

“Man up your voice. We don’t want the entire family thinking my son is sweet.”

Carol’s jaw flexed, but she did as her father told her. She left the house dressed as Carl and acted her part, hating every second. She would have rather stood on hot coals. It felt like water going down the wrong pipe. Playing Carl was like fighting for air, but she had done it to please her bigoted father. She felt like a puppet with strings coming from her back.

What else do you want me to do, dad?


Chapter Five

 

Thom had texted both sisters asking about their grandmother, but neither replied. Over a week had passed, and Thom was thinking he should file the two women in a ‘forgotten memories’ folder and hope they didn’t haunt his dreams.

Was Thom capable of having sex with a woman who had a penis? Thom thought about Carol often. Debby was after power over everyone in her life, but Carol had been hoping for something different. He saw it in her eyes but didn’t understand his own emotions. What would the world think of Thom being more than friends with a woman like Carol?

People knew they were tight, but friendship only went so far. Thom wanted to cross a line with Carol he had never imagined. He wanted to see how his dick would feel in her sissy hole. Most women never wanted it up the ass. Thom wouldn’t mind doing anal. Carol still had a hole. She was a woman in Thom’s eyes; one he could enjoy.

Ever since seeing Carol in her velvet dress, Thom’s thoughts about Carol had turned dirty. Her ass looked bigger than Debby’s. She had softer eyes. More innocence. Debby was like a taking a used car for a test drive. Carol would be the never-before-seen edition of a new car. The model the company was planning to release in two years. The one that hadn’t left the factory because it was too valuable for the public eye.

Debby: It was a mistake to play with your emotions, Thom. I shouldn’t have called you in the first place. I can act controlling sometimes. Anyway, blocking your number. Take care! Xoxo

That was one way to end things. Thom blamed himself for falling for Debby a second time. He opened his chat with Carol, but messaging her would feel like cheating. Like he was using her. He wanted a friend like Carol in his life, but it wasn’t worth it to get tangled up with the Cyphers sisters.

Thom deleted the messages he had with Carol and Debby and erased both of their contacts from his phone. He thought deleting them would have made him feel lighter, but it was like a heavy cloak had fallen over him. Thom sighed and stared at his ceiling. He hadn’t smoked weed in several days but had a strong urge to roll a joint and act like these women weren’t hurting him.


Chapter Six

 

“I’m so sorry daddy treated you like that,” Debby said. The funeral had been a few days ago, and nobody was speaking in the house. Tonya and Maurice had a huge fight after the funeral. Carol dressed as Carl for two days before having the courage to wear her skinny jeans. She hated Maurice for making her feel like less than a person, but he was a man. Carol hadn’t fallen into the perfect male-offspring box. Her path had taken bends and turns along the way.

“Don’t,” Carol said. She couldn’t handle Debby’s sympathy. Carol knew her sister loved her. They were competitive, but the put aside petty problems in dire times. Debby had issues of her own, but she had been born so comfortable in her skin. She didn’t understand Carol’s pain fully but offered sympathy. Carol had also envied her sister’s easiness the most. She walked through life like she didn’t have a doubt about the where she headed.

Debby rested her hand on Carol’s arm. They sat on Carol’s bed with the door closed. Carol knew Debby really wanted to use her hair products but loved the comfort her sister provided. She didn’t want to talk about what their father had said. How he dragged her across the room like a doll. It was like a gruesome scene in a movie. Carol struggled to deal with its reality. Her father had treated her worse than people treated objects without a beat in their chest.

“How could he have done that? Doesn’t he know how bad he hurt me?”

“He doesn’t understand, but I do. I think I’ve always known you were my sister and not my brother, Carol,” Debby said.

“Thank you.”

“I wanted to give you this,” Debby said and had a piece of paper in her hand. She passed it to Carol. Carol unfolded the paper and saw Thom’s name and number written on the lines in Debby’s girlish handwriting. She used big loops and circles. “I should never have called him. I don’t care about Thom, and you two were great friends. When you two used to play the game together, it would make me jealous.”

“You never had a reason to get jealous,” Carol said. Thom used to look at Debby with the most love-struck eyes she had seen, but he hadn’t been looking at Debby like that when they were outside his apartment. His expression had been different. Like he wanted Debby to disappear, so he could have escaped with Carol.

“You get more beautiful by the day, and I see men look at you when we go out together. I guess when I saw a flirty text from Thom, I lost it. You mean more to me than a boy, Carol,” Debby said. She was rubbing Carol’s hand with her thumb and staring at the sheets. She hadn’t lifted her eyes for many beats. Carol wanted to see her sister’s brown eyes. Her anger had evaporated like steam from a cooling pot of boiling water.

“I’ve been jealous of you my entire life, Debby. You have an effortless beauty I wish I had been born with, but we know that story.”

The sisters laughed together, holding hands. They talked about how crazy and old-fashioned their father was. Debby comforted Carol like she’d been doing their entire lives. Carol rested her head on Debby’s shoulder after they had exhausted their words thirty minutes later. Carol felt she had complained enough about her father for one year. He wasn’t evil but could lose his temper. Carol could comprehend his pain even if she didn’t agree with it. He wasn’t the one living in her body, her mind.

Debby sighed and slid from the bed. Carol wanted her to leave, anyway. She was halfway through a crime novel and wanted to find out who committed the crime.

“Mind if I borrow some hair stuff?”

“Go for it,” Carol said and cracked open her book. She would find the right time to use Thom’s number.

 

♦

 

Thom had about given up hope on Carol when she texted him. It was like seeing the sun after a week of rain. Like the first warm day after a cold stretch in winter. Thom’s heart raced when he read the message.

Carol: Thom, it’s me Carol. Sorry for taking so long to message you. Been crazy busy since our grandmother passed away.

Thom didn’t know whether to mention the fact Debby had texted him to break everything off. He knew she had been playing games and prided himself on not falling for her trap. He hadn’t allowed her lips to touch his. She didn’t win her round and had already posted pictures out with her girlfriends at a bar near the university.

Carol moved slower. She was like a snail, sliding through life and leaving a trail wherever she went. People remembered Carol. They talked about her. When he and Debby broke up the first time, a couple friends had asked why Carol wasn’t coming around anymore. She had only gone out a few times with them but made a lasting impression.

Thom: Don’t worry about it. What are you doing?

Thom wanted to invite Carol over but looked around his place. The state of his apartment gave him pause. How long would it take him to clean up the strewn clothing, random dishes, and whatever else he hadn’t cleaned?

Carol: Sitting at home and staring at the ceiling. My internship isn’t enough hours, and I can’t read another mystery. I’ve read four this week.

Thom couldn’t remember the last time he had read a book, but the thought of Carol sitting in bed with a book had him touching his dick. He would love to walk in his room with a woman like Carol on the bed reading. She would act like she wasn’t paying attention to his presence until he snatched the book from her hands and threw it across the room. What would Carol do if he lifted her into his arms?

Thom moved his hand inside his pants, touching his dick. He wanted to show Carol what he could do. How he could please her.

Thom: Come over and play the game with me.

Debby was a faint memory now that Thom had dirty images of Carol in his mind. She had so much more life and personality than her sister. Who cared that she had a feminine dick? She was a woman. Thom would fuck her like one too, but Carol seemed much too innocent to rush and have sex. Was she a virgin? Thom would have to work on getting her pants off, but he didn’t mind. Most of the women he knew had slept with all of his friends, and he was tired of the same circle of women.

Carol: Now?

Thom: Yeah, now. You ain’t busy.

Thom locked his phone and stopped touching himself. He didn’t want Carol to see his place like this. He hadn’t had a woman over since Debby came that night and hadn’t cleaned once since. Thom made quick work running around his apartment to clean the mess.

Forty minutes later, a knock came at the door. Thom turned on some rap music at a low volume and opened the door.

“You made it,” he said, smiling at Carol.

She smiled back at him, “yep.” Carol walked inside the apartment. She was wearing a white dress with a pleated bottom like she had spent the day playing tennis. Her legs hairless, dark, and shimmering. Carol turned her head over her shoulder and asked, “didn’t you want to play the game?”

Thom had forgotten where he was by staring at Carol’s legs. He nodded, without speaking, and went for the controllers. Carol took one, and they played the game.


Chapter Seven

 

Two Months Later

Carol took extra care shaving in the shower today because she was visiting Thom later. They hadn’t had sex yet, but Carol was desperate to get his pants off. Over the past two months, they had been spending a lot of time together, and Carol couldn’t take it anymore. She needed Thom to fuck her. To break her invisible cherry. Stretch her ass for the first time. Carol had used her fingers before but never had a man fuck her. She had to make a move.

Thom looked at her with heavy eyes when they hung out but seemed afraid to act. Carol was too, but that was changing today. Two months of waiting was long enough. Carol never saw him with any other women, so she assumed he was single. Waiting and watching the time tick away. She wondered if he was hesitant because of her feminine dick or overwhelming aura of innocence.

Carol normally wore jeans and a sweater or light shirt when she went to Thom’s, and if they weren’t at his house, they were at the gym. He had become her regular workout partner, and she loved his motivation. He pushed her to try new moves, but she was careful not to grow her muscles too much. Carol loved her thin, feminine body.

Carol put on a green dress the color of jade. It had a split up her right thigh that went up to a few inches below her waist. She wore a black lace jockstrap and felt air sneaking up her dress and hitting the split in her ass. She had never worn one before but thought it would send the right message once Thom got her dress off. Carol wore her curly wig and pinned it to one side with a ruby hair clip. Carol ran lip liner over her top lip and smacked her lips, feeling gorgeous.

Walking across the hall of her new apartment, Carol entered her sister’s room. They had moved to an apartment in the city together. Debby was at the hospital right now, but Carol needed her lipstick. She had the perfect shade of dark red to match Carol’s ruby. 
Carol was starting a job next month too, and they didn’t mind if she went to work as Carol instead of Carl. The pieces of Carol’s were falling in place, but she had one more item to check off her list.

After using her sister’s lipstick, Carol grabbed her bag. She was already running late and hoped Thom wouldn’t mind once he saw how she was dressed. They didn’t have anything special planned beyond hanging out and enjoying the other’s company; ordering dinner to the house. Carol had only smoked weed twice over the past two months (it wasn’t for her), and Thom had cut back since they started hanging out more.

They would probably drink hot tea and water while playing the game, but Carol hoped to move things in another direction. Would the dress send a message? Would Thom act? If things didn’t change, she would have to stop going over to Thom’s because she couldn’t be around him without thinking of his dick using her holes.

Carol glanced at herself in the mirror before turning off all the lights in her apartment and locking the door on the way out. She didn’t live in the same area as Thom, but it was much closer than from when she lived in the suburbs. Carol felt ridiculous smelling of perfume, dressed in jade green, and a ruby clip in her hair, but she started the car and put her foot on the gas before she could change her mind.

 

♦

 

A year ago, Thom would never have thought about fucking Carol, but time could change perception.

Sitting on his sofa, Thom had his hand in his pants with porn playing on his phone. A muscular man, with a similar body to himself, was fucking a chick who had a dick. She looked as feminine as any other woman on the street, much like Carol, but she had a little dick sticking out of her thong. The man fucking her didn’t seem to mind while he was thrusting his dick in and out of the woman’s ass.

Thom touched his tip, slick with precum. He and Carol had been hanging out over the past two months. More than Thom had ever hung out with a woman without fucking her, but Carol was special. Thom learned to live with the tension in the air. It was like they were on a seesaw, going up and down. One day he would move closer to Carol, and she would back away. Other days, Thom did the backing away.

Knowing Carol was coming today, Thom had cleaned his place last night. He kept it a lot cleaner now that Carol came over often. Some days, he would slip, but she was down-to-earth and never complained. Not like some other women.

The woman in the video was moaning like a dirty whore. She had a falsetto. No trace of the man she used to be beyond the dick darting out of her lingerie. The man wasn’t wearing a condom. Cum was leaking out of the woman’s ass as he fucked his sissy. Her feminine body.

A knock came at the door. Thom cursed and squeezed his dick. He had lost track of time, clicking on one video and then the next. Edging himself as he waited for Carol to arrive. Two months was long enough to wait. He had to make a move or move on because Carol was turning Thom into a sissy lover. He wanted to show Carol how much he would enjoy making love to her, if she would have him.

“Coming,” Thom said, trying to tuck his dick to the side, but there was no hiding it. He was too big. Thom shrugged and went to the door.

 

♦

 

Thom opened the door, and Carol’s eyes went straight to the thickness bulging from his pants. Carol touched her chest, unable to stop staring at Thom’s dick. She wanted to drop to her knees and suck his dick there in the hallway. Should she make the first move? Would Thom push her away in disgust?

“Hello,” Carol said, finally looking up to meet Thom’s blue eyes. They were like a clear day at noon. “What were you doing?”

“Thinking about you,” Thom said, narrowing his eyes. Carol felt breathless as Thom stared her down. He was a bad boy with a soft heart, thick muscles, and a large dick from what Carol could see. Much bigger than her feminine cock. “Come inside,” Thom said and waved his hand toward the living room.

Carol’s black heels, covered by the jade dress, clicked against Thom’s hardwoods. She noticed how he was watching her ass, so she switched her hips harder in hopes Thom would come up behind her and unzip her dress. Snatch her like money blowing down the street.

“You look gorgeous,” Thom said. His voice a low rattle. Carol hadn’t turned to face Thom, keeping her ass in his line of view. The dress hugged her body and showed the hourglass figure she spent her free moments sculpting.

“Thank you,” Carol said, running her hands along her side. Her body was burning hot as she heard Thom’s footsteps cross the floor. The floorboards moved under weight. She moaned and bent her head back as though Thom were already fucking her. She visualized it, felt it.

Thom came up behind her, pressing her body against her back side. His left hand started at her waist. His touch was like licking frosting from a cupcake. Carol’s body buckled as Thom’s fingers traveled up her center, moving past her breasts and up to her neck. Thom gently wrapped his fingers around Carol’s neck and squeezed. Carol moaned, loving his touch. Her dick was throbbing in her lace jockstrap. Her hole tightening and releasing.

Thom turned Carol by the neck and kissed her. Her body was like wet sand in Thom’s arms. She would have fallen to the floor without his support. Without his hard penis pressed against the back of her dress, driving her wild.

Carol turned for the first time to face Thom, grabbing his dick through the fabric. She allowed her body to collapse to the ground and rested on her knees, using Thom’s body for support.

“What are you doing?” Thom asked.

Carol gripped Thom’s pants and pulled at his waistline until they were around his ankles. His dick looked more delicious in person than Carol had ever envisioned. He was uncut and dripping. She didn’t hesitate to wrap her mouth around the tip. Thom held her shoulders. His touch wasn’t heavy. He didn’t force his dick, but Carol was hungry and excited. She couldn’t wait, so she moved her mouth up Thom’s shaft until she was choking on his dick.

When Carol’s pace slowed, Thom took over. Carol held Thom’s thighs as he fucked her face, pushing his dick into the back of her throat. Carol had the determination to take his dick and didn’t fight his thickness. She accepted it like a gift on her birthday.

“Take off your dress,” Thom said and pulled off his shirt. He kicked his pants to the side. His muscles were like a sculpture with tattoos.

Carol hesitated, and Thom helped her to her feet and unzipped her dress. She crossed her arms over her bra when Thom pulled her dress down and revealed her lace jockstrap.

“Wow, that’s the hottest ass I’ve ever seen,” Thom said and dropped to his knees behind Carol. She had shaved and cleaned vigorously in hopes Thom would do just what he did. Thom pushed Carol over the side of the couch, spread her cheeks, and ran his tongue along her backside.

Carol whimpered and moaned, her hair still in place. It hung down and bounced with Thom’s movements. He smacked her ass and fingered her hole.

“You’re tight, baby,” Thom said. His dick swung from his pelvis as he moved. Carol wanted to take it without protection. She wanted Thom’s seed deep in her ass. She wanted it to leak from her hole like she had seen in a porno once.

“You get tested?” Carol asked.

“Yep. I’m negative. You?”

“I did once, but I’m a virgin. I don’t know why I went, but I always wanted to see what it was like.”

“You’re a virgin?” Thom asked. He was on his knees behind Carol with her cheeks spread. She had one knee on the arm of the sofa and her hands at its back to support herself. Thom pushed a finger in her hole. Then another. “You ready to give up that virginity?”

Carol closed her eyes and nodded as Thom moved his fingers deeper inside her ass. Her feminine dick pressed against the fabric of the black lace jockstrap Thom hadn’t removed. He moved his hand forward and rubbed along her shaft.

“Someone likes it when I eat her sissy hole,” Thom said. His lips were wet and shiny.

Carol grabbed his head and pushed it back into her ass. She had enough talking and wanted to feel what she had been wanting for years. Carol was almost twenty-three and ready.

“Fuck me,” Carol said.

“I don’t have any condoms,” Thom said. “I wasn’t expecting this when you came over. There’s a gas station down the street. I can—”

“Shh. Just fuck me, baby. I want it bare. We’re both negative.”

“You sure?”

Carol moved a finger to her ass and fingered herself. That was all Thom needed. He moved her hand and replaced it with his dick. Thom moved his dick along Carol’s split, pushing it in her sissy hole sometimes. Teasing her.

“Fuck me, please,” Carol said. She was gripping the sofa. Her dick was harder than it had every been. Her body felt like a live wire that was missing its connection. Carol needed Thom to plug her with his dick. Flip the switch. Power up the electricity.

When Thom pushed half his dick in her ass, a blinding pain overcame Carol’s body. She gripped the sofa harder and wailed as her body adjusted to Thom’s size. She needed his dick and wouldn’t protest the pain that soon turned to pleasure.

Once Carol had adjusted, Thom pulled out his dick and spat on his uncut cock. He pushed his bare extension back into Carol’s cave, and it moved with ease. Thom held her jock as he fucked her sissy hole.

Carol smiled as the pain subsided and became full-blown pleasure. It was better than her best birthday gift. Better than graduating university or finding her first job. As Thom’s dick slid in and out of Carol’s sissy hole, she knew she would need more of this feeling. Daily, if she could afford the time. It was better than a pedicure or getting her hair done. Better than shopping for a new outfit.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Thom said while using her hole.

“My hole is yours,” Carol said. If she touched her dick, she knew she would cum. Her feminine cock was dripping with precum as Thom used her hole.

“You sure I can cum in you?” Thom asked. His movements had grown slower.

“I need it,” Carol said.

Thom ripped Carol’s jockstrap in two and it fell to the sofa beneath her. Her dick stood at attention, and Thom stroked it. She shot her load before she could push away Thom’s hand. Cum covering the sofa and lingerie. Thom didn’t seem to mind and smacked her ass with his wet hand, smearing the cum on her cheeks.

Carol’s ass tightened. Her body tensed. She was cumming a second time. She looked back at Thom, and his eyebrows furrowed. Something warm filled Carol’s ass. It was such a strange feeling, but she wanted Thom to cum inside of her whenever he could. Whenever they had an opportunity.

Thom pulled out, and Carol collapsed to the sofa. Her dick still hard and wet, leaking cum. Thom went to grab them towels. 
They cleaned up and played the game for an hour without getting dressing before going to Thom’s bedroom for round two.
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